
BEARDSLEY HALL 

“Pilot”

Teaser

FADE IN:

EXT. WOODS - CLEARING - NIGHT

On a moonless night, the air is calm.  Still.  Dead.  SOMEONE 
shines a flashlight on a group of stone blocks (each about 
four feet high) arranged in a semicircle.  

A MAN’S HAND uses a stone-carving stylus to inscribe phrases 
on the blocks in an ancient symbolic language. It’s an 
incantation. 

The MAN has startling violet eyes and wears a dark cloak as 
he recites with concentrated fury.  

A low mist rolls through the woods.  Along with a wind.  It 
blows through the trees, gaining strength with each word.

INT. TEMPLE ROOM - HELL

Decadent to the Nth degree.  PEOPLE engage in all manner of 
depravity.  It’s an orgy.  

Only these people... have chains around their wrists, necks 
or ankles.  Their eyes glow red.  On closer inspection, some 
“people” are misshaped, deformed.  They are DEMONS. 

Their leader, VICTOR IBILAS, thirties, swarthy and dangerous 
even in restraints, slouches - ankle-chained to a jewel- 
encrusted throne smoking opium, eyes rolled back in his head.   

INTERCUT

CLEARING / TEMPLE ROOM

The man with the violet eyes calls the mists and wind which 
blows open the temple doors.  The mist penetrates the room.  
A gale force thrashes everything in its path.  

The chains are pulled from their posts, releasing the 
imprisoned demons who triumphantly fly through the doors and 
into the darkness.



EXT. PORT ERASMUS, VIRGINIA - DAY

Daybreak.  Aerial view of the idyllic community.  There is 
the sense this is the ideal place to raise a family.  Except-- 

EXT. BEARDSLEY HALL

Clouds gather over the Civil War fortress that is now a 
prestigious boarding school perched on the mouth of the 
Monhegan River.  

Through the gray mist, an OLD BELL TOWER looms above the 
campus like a watchful overlord.  

RIVER BANK

Along the jog path parallel to the river, a pack of eight 
young men and women, the CROSS COUNTRY TEAM, runs at a brisk 
pace without breaking their single file formation.

Sprinting up an incline toward the woods, a FRESHMAN at the 
end of the line stumbles.  His laces are untied.

TEAMMATE
Are you all right?

FRESHMAN
Yeah.  I’ll catch up.

His teammate goes on.  After the freshman brushes off the 
dead leaves and ties his sneakers, he takes in the 
surroundings.

The mist gives the river an ethereal quality. Two EIGHT MAN 
CREWS cut rhythmically through the glassy water.  A gaggle of 
geese make their way off the shore.

MALE VOICE (V.O.)
Don’t... Stop!

His reverie broken, the freshman hauls ass after his team.

WOODS

The freshman’s legs pump... muscles ache... heart pounds.

Mist thickens.  His eyes strain to see in front of him. He 
hears the team crunching through the sticks and leaves ahead.

FRESHMAN
Hey!  Wait up!
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Staying on course, the noise of the team ceases.  In fact all 
sound dies.  There is an eerie quiet.  Not a leaf falls.  Not 
an animal moves through the trees.

The only sound is the freshman’s heart throbbing in his 
chest.

SCREAMS.  First one; another... then the entire cross country 
team letting out blood curdling, terrifying cries.

Wind whips through the trees.  The freshman squints to see. 
Slowly, cautiously. One step at a time.

CLEARING - KILL ZONE

He emerges in the center of the stone blocks.  This is their 
normal training route.  So where are they?

FRESHMAN (CONT’D)
This isn’t funny, you guys. 

A drop on his shoulder.  Another.  Blood?  He looks up-- 

--an arm hangs from a branch. The SEVERED ARM of a teammate.

He jumps back and steps on a BODY ripped apart at the 
sternum.  The freshman comprehends what’s around him. 

A killing field.  The cross country team lies brutally 
dismembered.  Massacred.

End of Teaser

3.



Act One

EXT. LOWER MONHEGAN RIVER - RIVER BANK - DAY

A full scale inter-agency search is under way.  The county 
CORONER removes the bodies.  Virginia State POLICE DOGS exit 
the woods.  An FBI helicopter and boat idle, waiting for 
instructions.  

The FEMALE AGENT-IN-CHARGE signals via walkie-talkie to the 
helicopter. It flies off. Then a wave to the boat.  It, too, 
departs.  They’re packing it in.

The land teams secure the area leaving a NO ADMITTANCE sign.  
They load the gear into trucks.  Even the dogs call it a day.

EXT. SKALA HARBOR - PATMOS, GREECE - DAY

Provincial FISHERMAN haul nets full of fish onto the dock.  
Beyond the wharf are the lush hills of the island.  A CHURCH 
has been erected partially within the hillside on a shelf of 
bedrock.

SUPER:  PATMOS, GREECE

INT. CHURCH - COUNCIL CHAMBER - DAY

A sleek, eco-friendly conference room. Ten women and men, the 
COUNCIL OF ELDERS sit around a table.  EMMANUEL, wise, 
grandfatherly, leads the discussion.

EMMANUEL
Ibilas has escaped.   

Grumbles of concern.

EMMANUEL
A gatekeeper was removed and seven 
are dead.  At Beardsley Hall.

ELDER #1
The sacrifice of seven is one of 
the signs of the prophecy.

ELDER #2
Send the guardians.

ELDER #1
Is the girl ready?
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EMMANUEL
She needn’t be involved at this 
stage.

ELDER #3
She has to be trained.  Put your 
feelings aside, Emmanuel, the 
future of the world depends on her.  

Despite Emmanuel’s hesitation, all the elders agree.

SUPER:  SIX WEEKS LATER

INT. ABLE HOUSE - HELEN’S ROOM - DAY

A merit scholar’s dream - trophies and framed photos mixed 
with a Taft High School yearbook and a few cameras.  

The latest Beardsley Register - the prep school paper with 
the headline:  “Still No Answers in Team Slaughter.”  Byline 
by Jonathan Hayes-Laven with his photo (posed, boyish charm).

HELEN ABLE, sixteen, athletic, resourceful, everything her 
name suggests, wears the red and gray Beardsley uniform.  She 
cuts out the article and glues it into her scrapbook.  

SCRAPBOOK

More school stories plus photos of Taft High sports events on 
the pages.  Across from the article is Helen’s SCHOLARSHIP 
AWARD LETTER to Beardsley Hall.

INT. ABLE HOME - KITCHEN 

MELANIE ABLE, stalwart mom, serves waffles. Helen reviews her 
new student packet.  Sheriff PETER “PETE” ABLE enters.  At 
twenty-six, Pete’s personable and competent, but he’s missed 
a button on his uniform.  

The family DOG (looks like a retriever mix), follows him and 
goes for his food/water bowls.

PETE
Helen, you’re blocking me in again.

HELEN
Twenty-six, lives at home and can’t 
button his own shirt.  Wonder why 
someone hasn’t snapped you up.

PETE
Why did we ever teach you to talk?
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Pete redoes his buttons.  

HELEN
Solve any murders lately?

PETE
Is there one in particular or will 
any murder do?

HELEN
Six weeks ago, seven dead students.  
Slip you mind?

PETE
I ceded jurisdiction to the FBI.

HELEN
Why?

PETE
Remember last time you interfered 
with my job? You’re lucky I didn’t 
throw you in jail. 

HELEN
Don’t you care about my safety?  
There’s a killer out there.

MELANIE
How dangerous are the woods, Pete?

HELEN
He wouldn’t know since he gave the 
case away.  

GREG ABLE, the family provider (old school brawny), is on his 
way out. “Kings & Queens Pizza” logo on his baseball cap.

GREG
The delivery guy got another 
parking ticket downtown.

PETE
Nothing I can do about it, Pop.

MELANIE
Any words of wisdom for Helen’s 
first day at the Hall?  

GREG
Kick rich kid ass, baby.

HELEN
Thanks, Daddy.
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PETE
If you don’t feel safe, stay at  
Taft. It was good enough for me. 

MELANIE
And you’re very successful, 
sweetheart.  But the Hall’s alumni 
list includes Nobel Prize winners 
and world leaders. Tuition alone 
costs almost as much as this house.  
Helen can have the head start we 
could never give you.

HELEN
Fine.  I’m going.  Love you.

MELANIE
Love you, too.

Helen grabs her backpack and scooter helmet.  She makes a 
face at Pete who moves as if to swat at her.  Instead, he 
goes across the kitchen to refill the dog’s water bowl.

Helen leaves.  Melanie’s cheerful expression changes to a 
frown.  Greg puts his arm around her.  

MELANIE
She’s not ready.  What’s my father 
thinking?  He let the council of 
elders make the decision.  

GREG
Emmanuel held out as long as he 
could, Melanie. 

EXT. ABLE DRIVEWAY

Helen gets on her ride, a hot pink VESPA that blocks Pete’s 
Port Erasmus Sheriff’s vehicle.

EXT. BEARDSLEY HALL - MAIN GATE - DAY

Helen zips up the immaculate driveway on her Vespa, past the 
guard gate and into the parking lot.  

EXT. BEARDSLEY QUAD

Manicured lawn, imposing stone buildings steeped in history.  
After taking a moment to feel the pride, Helen crosses the 
quad where FENCERS bout and other STUDENTS practice T’ai Chi.   
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EXT. LIBRARY

MIKE COLLINS heads the social pecking order.  He’s with TWO 
FRIENDS stopped in the path, blocking Helen’s way.

COLLINS
If you want to get off campus, 
dude, sneak out through the service 
gate. The guards there never check.  

Helen first thinks to walk around, but one of the guys steps 
back - not on purpose.  They’re just oblivious to her.

HELEN
Excuse me.

She attempts to cut through the group.  But Collins doesn’t 
budge.  Smug bastard.

COLLINS
Why, what’d you do?

HELEN
Never mind, I’ll walk around you.  
I have a feeling I’ll want to do 
that a lot.

COLLINS
Why don’t I know you?

HELEN
I’m new.

Collins opens his wallet and offers her a fifty dollar bill.  

COLLINS
You’ll like me, new girl.  Everyone 
does. 

Then he winks.  Helen doesn’t take the money.  Collins and 
his guys laugh as they slither away.

JONATHAN HAYES-LAVEN, British, good-looking in an affable 
way, sits on the steps; reads the Washington Post.

JONATHAN
Collins is a twat.  Well done.
I’m Jonathan.  

He walks down the steps.  Helen recognizes him.
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HELEN
I’ve read your articles.  The one 
yesterday on the cross country 
team.  Really, amazing writing.  

JONATHAN
Comes from frustration.  The 
sheriff’s so incompetent he can’t 
solve a simple mass murder. 

HELEN
Overwhelmed, yes, but he’s not 
incompetent.  Pete’s my brother.

JONATHAN
I’ve stuck my foot in it then.

HELEN
I’ve heard him called worse.  Is 
your accent real?

JONATHAN
By way of Surrey.  Near London.  
Are you always so direct?

HELEN
I don’t like to waste time.       

JONATHAN
I see that.

His lucent eyes twinkle when he speaks.  Helen flinches.  
There’s a spark of attraction that becomes an awkward moment.

HELEN
Um-- Actually, I was photo editor 
of the Taft High yearbook.  Oh, god 
that sounds so lame. If the paper 
could use some pictures...

JONATHAN
Stop by the office, I’ll put in a 
word with the editor.  What’s your 
name?

HELEN
Helen Able.

JONATHAN
Welcome to Beardsley Hall.

He folds his paper under his arm.  Helen watches him walk 
away.  
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