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EXT. OLD, RUN DOWN CHURCH GRAVEYARD - EVENING

The old graveyard has long been overgrown with grass and 
weeds. Most of the headstones fallen or faded to time.  

TOM, (33) all corduroy jacket and comfortable jeans, wanders 
casually into the yard.

TOM
Wow, still here. Just how I 
remember it.

WILLOW (O.C.)
Hello.

Tom turns and sees WILLOW, (13) a distant, softly spoken girl 
with a pale purple flower in her hair, sitting on a 
tombstone.

TOM
Oh, sorry, miss, I didn’t know 
there was anyone here. Are your 
parents here too? You probably 
shouldn’t be-

WILLOW
They’re over there, in the other 
yard. I come here to pick these 
flowers.

TOM
Oh, they’re nice. I think they’re 
called sowbread or snowbread or 
something.

WILLOW
I call them friend flowers because 
they grow on that tombstone over 
there every year.

Tom looks over at the faded tombstone covered in purple 
flowers.

WILLOW (CONT’D)
It says that the boy buried there 
was named Friend Spencer. He died 
when he was still a baby.

TOM
Kind of a strange name.

WILLOW
I think it’s pretty.

TOM
Sure. You live in the village here?



WILLOW
Yeah.

TOM
Yeah, I used to as well. Just in 
town for my mum’s funeral. I used 
to come to this graveyard to play 
when I was a little younger than 
you. I loved it here.

WILLOW
Yeah it’s pretty nice in the 
summer.

TOM
I would meet a girl here, she was a 
bit older than me and she would 
want to pick flowers as well but I 
was more interested in finding a 
stick and having sword fights. I 
often wonder what happened to her.

WILLOW
Why did you leave?

TOM
Hmm? Oh, my parents divorced, I 
went with my Dad. It... Doesn’t 
matter really. You can only run 
around picking flowers in 
graveyards for so long before life 
comes and... ah you know... I just 
wanted to see if this place was 
still here. I’ll leave you to your 
flowers. It looks nice in your hair 
like that.

Tom turns to leave.

WILLOW
You said you’d be back tomorrow, 
Tom. It took you twenty years.

Tom spins around but Willow is gone.

TOM
Willow?

He walks over to the gravestone where she was sitting and 
reads the faint lettering:

“Willow Marescot 1798 - 1811”
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