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INT. ESTHER'S LIMINAL LIVING ROOM--DAY

Suddenly, the women'’s bodies are in a room that looks like
Esther’s living room. But it’s different. Sounds are muted.
We hear only very distant sounds of ruckus outside. The
quality of light is hazier. Lamps flicker.

Esther’s soul, which looks just like Esther, floats out of
her body and looks down at her unconscious form which remains
on the ground. We see her soul, clean and intact without a
trace of blood, float into a standing position. Aliza’s soul
also floats above her own body and then lands next to Esther.
They look back at their apparently lifeless forms and gasp.
Aliza touches her head, then rushes to Esther and wraps her
arms around her. Esther hugs her back.

ALIZA
Safta. Are we...dead?

Esther tries to calm herself. They both jump as the armoire
in front of them begins to SHUDDER.

An invisible force ejects a ghost, CELESTE (50), into the
living room, aura glowing bluish-black for a moment, and then
fading. White cloth entangles her feet. She stumbles, barely
righting herself. Black hole-like nothingness fills the
armoire which SLAMS its doors shut behind Celeste.

Celeste stares at Esther, shocked, barely noticing Aliza who
sits frozen in confusion and panic. Celeste pulls dark-rimmed
glasses out of her bag and slams them onto her face. She
whirls around and BANGS on the bureau door, then tries to
pull it open. She yells. In a French accent.

CELESTE
Let. Me. In. Arrétez.

Trying to steady herself, Esther shifts into clinical mode.
ESTHER
I see that that bureau is giving
you a hard time.

Celeste twists around and glowers at her.

CELESTE
This is most evidently an armoire.

ESTHER
Ah, yes.

Celeste rolls her eyes and smirks, shaking her head.
CELESTE

Armoire. For storage. Obviously you
store your white clothes.



She kicks the white garment off her foot.

CELESTE (CONT'D)
The bureau is where I came from.

ESTHER
Ah, the white clothes are mine?

CELESTE
Stop reflecting everything. I don't
need a therapist.

From her bag which is monogrammed “Maggid” (teacher) in
Hebrew script, Celeste pulls out a walkie talkie and speaks
into it.

CELESTE (CONT'D)
Celeste to bureau. Over.

Silence.

CELESTE (CONT'D)
Celeste to bureau. Over.

Silence.

Aliza and Esther pause to listen to the news as it CRACKS
into their space. Aliza walks to the window and squints to
see if she can make anything out. Nope. Too smoky.

INSERT: TV

REPORTER 2
Coming to you live with a shelter-
in-place order as a multifaceted
attack unfolds in a predominantly
Jewish Bethesda neighborhood.
Motive is unclear.

INT. ESTHER'S LIMINAL LIVING ROOM--DAY

ESTHER
Terrorism. They won’t just say it.

CELESTE
Celeste to bureau! Over! Let me
back in! Ugh, done. Over. Oy
gevalt. Always on my own.

Celeste PLUNKS the walkie talkie on a table. Esther moves
closer to it.



ESTHER
Perhaps I could speak with them?

CELESTE
Ha!

Like a maitre d’, Celeste extends her hand toward the walkie
talkie, then scowls at Aliza.

CELESTE (CONT'D)
Who on earth are you?

Esther attempts to pick up the walkie talkie. Her hand goes
right through it.

ALTZA
I'm the granddaughter. Who are you?

Esther examines her own hand, trying to understand.

Celeste pulls some beaten files from her rucksack and peruses
them, jabbing the papers with her finger.

CELESTE
Well. Neither of you is listed on
here. Honestly, they say “you’re
just the right kind of ghost” to
escort people back there, but then
refuse to give proper instructions.

Celeste snatches an EMF detector from her bag and waves it
over Aliza. STATIC. She FLICKS and then WHACKS the detector.

Esther slowly extends her hand to touch Celeste--Esther’s
hand goes right through her.

ESTHER
Non.

CELESTE
Si. This confirms. You are not dead
at this juncture, or you’d be able
to touch me.

Celeste rolls her eyes.

CELESTE (CONT'D)
Pfft, you’'re probably dying, so we
should get moving.

ESTHER
Are you...a ghost?

Celeste laughs at her, mocking.



CELESTE
Well, little lady. Don’t believe in
me? For all the people you taught
to learn from their ghosts, you’re
sure unwilling to talk to yours.

Aliza looks around the room, taking it in and trying to
understand what'’s happening.

ATLTZA
Maybe this is a dream?
CELESTE
Non.
ALTZA

Safta, I thought you were crackpot.
Sorry, Safta. Sorry...ghost.

ESTHER
Oh, mon ange, I knew you thought
that. Are we dreaming together?

CELESTE
Non.

ALIZA
Am I dead?

The white funeral garments snake toward Esther’s feet. Esther
and Aliza kick at them away but they can’t make contact. They
eye the fabric and step back.

CELESTE
Well. As the bureau refuses to
clarify and the documentation is
unclear, you, Esther, are dead...to
me. Other one, I don’t know.

Esther and Aliza look at their bodies, then take each other’s
hands. From her bag, Celeste extracts a too-large-for-the-bag
old book with a beautiful willow tree inscribed on the back
cover.

Celeste scans the pages as Aliza turns to Esther.

ATL.TZA

Careful, you’'re going to keel over.
CELESTE

Hmm.
ESTHER

Hmm, what?



Celeste shifts the book to show Esther and Aliza the page
she’s looking at. Esther’s name spins on its axis, the front
side Hebrew and the back side English. It cycles from
shimmering and spinning light...to nothingness...to wet
fountain pen ink. An underscore patiently waits for an
inscribed and sealed name to come to rest.

CELESTE
Well then. They refuse to answer me
but do this with the book. Let’s
clean your soul. Only last year I
saw Sara Goldstein dither to the
point that they made her a dybbuk.

She looks around, checking for dybbuks.

CELESTE (CONT'D)
You have to be careful. You're
vulnerable now, like a softshell
crab. She could find her way in.

ALTZA
A dybbuk? Like a demon?

Celeste flips to the cover sheet and reads the inscription:

CELESTE
“Sefer Iyov: ‘I heard You, but now
my eye sees You.'"”

Esther and Aliza stare at her. Celeste deigns to explain.

CELESTE (CONT’D)
That means hurry to integrate your
trauma and love. Or you might
become a Sara-controlled dybbuk.

Aliza looks toward the smoke curling up outside the window.
Scared, she points to her own body then turns to Esther.

ALIZA
I don’'t want us to die.

CELESTE
So call the fire brigade.

Aliza runs to their bodies, trying to grab her phone and
shake their unconscious forms. Her hands go right through.

ALTZA
Wake up! Am I alive? Fire brigade,
fire brigade, pompiers!

CELESTE
Pfft. And you speak French, too?



Celeste turns again to the bureau, complaining to God:

CELESTE (CONT'D)
Mon dieu...

ESTHER
Sara Goldstein my reincarnation
professor? I thought she meant good
kinds of reincarnation. How could
she not know better? How could they
do that to her?

CELESTE
I shouldn’t use crabs as an
example. There are kosher locusts
that are also vulnerable after they
molt. Didn’t Sara know better? You
hardly seem to know better.

ESTHER
Well then. Let’s do it, in
case...What is “it"?

CELESTE
Tahara washes your body for the
afterlife. We wash your soul. If
you don’t let your trauma and joy
meet, bref, you stay stuck.
Unclean. Unwhole, unholy...Boo.

She fumes again at the armoire’s desertion.

CELESTE (CONT'D)
But we have to wing it a bit here
since they won'’'t confirm that we’re
supposed to get started.

Though afraid, Esther nods.

Celeste initiates a French version of pinky swearing. Esther
instinctively joins her.

CELESTE QCONT’D)
Promis juré, crache.

ESTHER (ALMOST SIMULTANEOUSLY)
Promis juré, craché.

Unable to touch, they spit on the floor and mime catching
each other’s pinky. Aliza looks on, confused and curious.

CELESTE
Now harmonize your soul with the
flow of divine energy.

ALIZA
Me, too?



Celeste shrugs.

ALIZA (CONT’D)

Please, I want to know you, Safta.
You’ve never told me about your
life...the war... Am I dead?

Celeste waves her EMF detector over Esther. It BEEPS. Celeste
scratches her ear.

ESTHER
Mais bien sur, pas de probleme, I
can harmonize my soul...but I don’t
believe in God, how could I
after...losing my entire family, my
precious baby sister.

Celeste mocks Esther’s recollection and snorts.
CELESTE
Ohhh, you’re sad. Now harmonize
yourself before the beyond. And I
don’t like you speaking French.

ALTIZA
Is harmonizing, like, Kabbalah?

Celeste nods. Esther replies to Celeste:

ESTHER
Why are you speaking to me like
this?

ALTZA

Zeydie told me about a kabbalah
thing: meditate to allow your soul
to reach its highest potential.
“Like the strings of your violin,
your soul will not resonate,
harmonize, and ascend until you
release the burdens of life.”

ESTHER
He said this to you?

CELESTE
Tss Tss Tss. D’accord, again with
the believing-in-ghosts-but-in-
nothing-else business...Mon dieu, I
said harmonize!

ESTHER
How?

Celeste points to each of them and HUMS a note for them to
sing. Aliza: C. Esther: E. And then Celeste HUMS an A.



As their minor chord RESONATES, peaceful blue and white
swirls of light emerge from the tiny tree on the book’s cover
and materialize as a full-blown, translucent weeping willow
in the living room. Its iridescent leaves emit the sound of
hundreds of TINKLING mollusk-shell wind-chimes. Bright
tendrils from the tree’s canopy gently enter the three
women'’s hearts. Enthralled, Aliza reaches to touch the light.

ALIZA
Wow.

They stop humming. The willow recedes, fading into the
background.

CELESTE
Master of the Universe, have mercy
on the soul of the deceased and
grant them proper rest.

ESTHER
I don’t know that one. And I
thought you said I wasn’t dead.

CELESTE
You don’'t know that prayer because
you wouldn’t do tahara at the
chevreh kadisha. And I said I
didn’t know if you were dead.

ATLTZA
No! Safta, don’t be dead. I need to
hold more of you in my heart.

INSERT: TV

REPORTER 2
Aerial footage suggests houses have
been set on fire. We’'re sad to
share reports of murdered dogs in
the street. Police and rescue
continue to advise caution.

INT. ESTHER'S LIMINAL LIVING ROOM--DAY

Aliza turns toward the window as a dog yelping outside breaks
the relative silence. Her head droops to her chest.

ESTHER
I was scared to be alone with their
ghosts.

CELESTE

Shouldn’t you be?
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ESTHER
Yes.

CELESTE
But you could’ve been scared and
still done the mitzvah. You got to
grow up, have family...

ESTHER
I'm...sorry. Were you unable...did
you not have that opportunity?

Celeste laughs a mocking laugh.

Smoke twirls gently outside the window. Esther and Aliza look
back at their human bodies on the floor, beyond the shade of
the willow. And then. Aliza’'s body stirs. And COUGHS. Just a
little bit. Liminal Esther psychosomatically COUGHS. Esther
moves to Aliza’s body and tries to take her pulse, but she is
frustrated as her hands go right through her granddaughter.

Celeste begins to hyperventilate, shaking, eyes darting
around. She panics, staggers, clunking into a chair. She
holds her hands to her neck as though suffocating.

CELESTE
I can't...I can’'t breathe.

Esther and Aliza stare, shocked and bewildered.

The willow tree surges back into focus, becoming a tornado-
like vortex of thrashing light which envelops the three of
them.

INT. FRENCH BARN, 1943--DUSK

The vortex deposits the trio inside a decrepit French barn,
then dissipates. A weeping willow waves outside a window.
Liminal Aliza, Esther, and Celeste stand by the side, taking
in their surroundings.

Horses WHINNY. A bucket of human feces sits in the corner.

We see the The SARFATI family: DANIEL (5), MARC (8), VERA
(10), and their parents, CHARLOTTE (37) and SERGE (40)... as
well as YOUNG ESTHER (15) and YOUNG CELESTE (1).

A swirl of light reaches into liminal Celeste and Esther’s
hearts, whirls toward the ceiling, and dives into their
younger, emaciated selves. Celeste and Esther simultaneously
watch and experience the unfolding scene; Aliza looks on.

Liminal Esther freezes in shock and terror. Aliza takes her
grandmother’s hand and squeezes it tightly.
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10.

We hear a NAZI and a VICHY OFFICER walking around and
speaking to a FRENCH FARMER (70).

EXT. FRENCH FARM, 1943--DUSK

NAZT
(In German with subtitles)
Lying is punishable by death.

VICHY OFFICER
(In French with subtitles)
You lie. Your life is
worthless. Where are they?

FRENCH FARMER
(In French with subtitles)
It’s just me, just me!

They handcuff her to their Peugot.

INT. FRENCH BARN, 1943--DUSK

Esther holds one-year-old Celeste. Daniel and Marc sit frozen
while Véra burrows under the straw. Charlotte and Serge, eyes
wide, sit rigid, backs to the wall. Charlotte rests her hands
on Daniel and Marc. Serge rests his hand on Véra.

Celeste begins to WHIMPER and then to CRY. Esther
instinctively CLAPS her hand to Celeste’s mouth. The baby
CRIES more, audibly. Esther SHUSHES her.

And then, outside the barn, feet RUN. People SHOUT.

NAZT
(In German with subtitles)
Over here!

Charlotte SOBS violently and silently as the children look at
her and Marc in terror. Charlotte waves her hand over her own
mouth and violently jiggles it while staring at Esther.

Esther stares in horror: is her mother telling her to smother
Celeste?

Esther keeps her hand to her sister’s mouth until Celeste
stops crying and the baby goes limp.

We hear the Nazi and officer RAMMING the barricaded-from-the-
inside barn door and SHOUTING.

NAZI (CONT'D)
(in German with subtitles)
Open the door. Open!



