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[bookmark: _k1lrk2f6dhp0]"The Witch's Changeling — Pilot" 
[bookmark: _jvtftr67p22l]EXT. VILLAGE SQUARE - DAY
It is near the end of day, around sunset, and shopkeepers are closing up their shops. It is peaceful. 
WITCHFINDER (O.S.)
Witchcraft!
Villagers look up at the abrupt noise.
At a florist’s stall, an old retired WITCHFINDER accuses the florist, PENNY.
PENNY
(exhaustedly)
Sir, I cannot give out flowers for free.
WITCHFINDER
Everyone knows flowers grow on their own! Anyone selling them is undoubtedly using them for nefarious purposes! 
We watch the exchange continue through another stall, where an indiscernible figure is putting away bottles.
WITCHFINDER (CONT’D)
I’ve seen this a thousand times over in my time, in the glory days of the great king’s crusade! Why, I was practically his right hand man! I know an Unnatural when I see one. Ergo, witchcraft!
The figure’s motions freeze at the accusation. After a moment, they set the bottle that was in their hand aside, and reach into a pouch around their waist. It emerges with a small pendant on a string.
The figure presses a finger to their lips, muttering something indiscernible. There is a tiny spark of something lavender. Magic.
WITCHFINDER
Why, if the king himself were here, he would—
The WITCHFINDER’s belt loosens itself, and his trousers drop.
WITCHFINDER
(surprised)
What?
He looks down and hastily starts trying to pull his trousers up. Other villagers laugh and continue on.
WITCHFINDER
(accusingly)
Now, see here—
The figure’s fingers wave subtly. The WITCHFINDER’s trousers drop again, as if they are fighting against him. PENNY tries to hide a laugh. The WITCHFINDER tries to grab at his trousers, but the fabric seems to duck and weave to avoid his grasp. He stamps his foot.
WITCHFINDER
Darn you, you accursed fabric!
VILLAGER #1 (O.S.)
Go home, old man! Your glory days are over.
The figure steps up to the stall.
ELIZABETH
That’s right.
The WITCHFINDER and PENNY look over. We at last see the figure, ELIZABETH, clearly. A mischievous twinkle is in her eye.
ELIZABETH
Everyone knows there are no witches anymore. 
WITCHFINDER
Now, see here—
ELIZABETH
(innocently)
Or did you and our great king fail in your crusade?
He cuts himself off, turning red. He sees he can’t win here. Finally, he shuffles off, struggling to pull his trousers up the whole way. The villagers disperse.
PENNY turns to smile at ELIZABETH, but she has already started walking back to her own stall. PENNY races after her.
PENNY
Thank you, Elizabeth.
ELIZABETH goes back to packing up her stall of potions and herbs.
ELIZABETH
Any time. He’s been a pain to me ever since I got here. Something about medicine-people and herbalists having a “predisposition” to witchcraft? He must be desperate if he’s accusing florists now.
PENNY laughs, tucking her hair behind her ear. ELIZABETH finishes packing her things away and turns towards PENNY.
PENNY
Well, wave me down next time he gives you trouble. Girls gotta stick together.
ELIZABETH smiles warmly, slightly smitten.
ELIZABETH
Yeah.
PENNY’s smile grows.
PENNY
Want some help carrying that back home?
ELIZABETH snaps out of it and anxiously starts walking towards the road out of town.
ELIZABETH
(nervously)
Uh, that’s alright! I live a bit far away.
PENNY
(confused)
That’s okay.
ELIZABETH turns around in the path, gesturing largely.
ELIZABETH
No, not a bit far, actually. Like really far. So very far. Out of town far. In the woods far.
PENNY is still standing in the middle of the square, noticeably isolated.
PENNY
That’s fine—
ELIZABETH waves without looking back as she walks down the path.
ELIZABETH
See you tomorrow!
PENNY stands alone in the square, looking very small and alone in the empty space as the sun finally sets. She hesitantly raises a hand in farewell.

[bookmark: _v30f9q2h1toy]INT. ELIZABETH’S COTTAGE - NIGHT
ELIZABETH opens the door to the cottage. Candles around the room light themselves instantly. She sets the bag down somewhat carelessly and sets about checking things around the room: a crystal over the door, odd-colored smoke wafting over a cauldron, etc. As she works, a black cat, SPROG, enters.
SPROG
(bored)
Someone’s anxious. Do we have knights after us already?
ELIZABETH ignores him. As she checks a broom propped against the wall, it springs to life, gesturing with its bristles.
SPROG
Exactly. It’s a new record, I think.
The broom seems to almost fold its arms and nod. SPROG nods similarly, as if in agreement. 
SPROG
Thank you, Roomba. I’ll go pack my things.
ELIZABETH
We’re not moving. I’m just making sure everything’s in order.
SPROG
(doubtful)
Uh huh. What happened?
ELIZABETH
(muttered)
Someone talked to me.
SPROG
(obnoxiously)
What was that?
ELIZABETH
(louder)
Someone talked to me. Like, talk-talked.
SPROG
(deadpan)
Were they cute?
ELIZABETH brushes past both SPROG and ROOMBA, picking up a crystal on the table.
ELIZABETH
That’s not important. I just…
She gestures with the crystal vaguely.
ELIZABETH (CONT’D)
…had to shake her off. Make her lose interest.
ELIZABETH frowns at the crystal.
ELIZABETH
Why am I holding this?
SPROG
(deadpan)
You’re the witch; you tell me.
ELIZABETH sets the crystal down, grabbing ROOMBA and sweeping as the broom seems to protest the action. SPROG rolls his eyes and jumps up onto the table.
SPROG
Maybe you could have invited her back to dinner. I’m quite a conversationalist.
ELIZABETH glares at him.
ELIZABETH
Funny. You know as well as I do that any sign of magic, and the king will have both our heads.
(sadly)
And no one would stop him.
SPROG
How do you know she wasn’t a witch too?
ELIZABETH
I could tell. Enchanted items…
ELIZABETH gestures towards ROOMBA, then SPROG.
ELIZABETH (CONT’D)
…familiars, fae, witches. Magic’s hard to miss for any decent witch, even if it’s subtle.
A blue light suddenly fills the room from outside. SPROG nods towards the window.
SPROG
Subtle like that?
ELIZABETH turns around to face the window. A large, continuous beam of blue light shoots into the sky from somewhere in the forest. ELIZABETH shivers, lavender sparks filling her irises.
ELIZABETH
Great Toutatis… that could be seen from the village. Whoever’s causing that is going to get themselves in trouble!
ELIZABETH rushes to throw on her cloak. ROOMBA and SPROG race to the door, exchanging a worried look with each other.
SPROG
Are you sure…?
ELIZABETH
I’m not leaving some innocent magical creature to get hurt.
ELIZABETH throws open the door and leaves, barely closing the door behind her.

[bookmark: _z8nnvf3gy49l]EXT. FOREST - NIGHT
The forest is filled with thick, dark trees and tangled vines. It would be wild and foreboding to most anyone, but ELIZABETH races through familiarly. She looks up from the underbrush when a firefly-like light races past her. She ignores it, but when a second and third follow it, she stops and looks around.
Woodland creatures and magical-looking creatures are all moving towards the blue light, as if being called there. As ELIZABETH watches them, she notices a tiny, winding path cutting through the underbrush. She looks at it with distrust, but as a small magical creature runs past her onto the path, she grips her skirts and continues running.

[bookmark: _a4ocjoickz90]EXT. FOREST GROVE - NIGHT
The trees pull back into a clearing, and ELIZABETH stops abruptly at the edge of it. The grove is uncannily still, with no motion in the trees, no wind, etc. In the center of the grove, the blue beam is emanating from a pool of water, the light more gentle here than it seemed from far away. Various small creatures have gathered around it, watching the pool with expectation.
ELIZABETH takes in the gathering, then tentatively steps a bit closer to the pool. However, she can’t see beneath the surface of the water due to the magical light.
The blue light increases in intensity. ELIZABETH closes her eyes against the suddenly bright light, but then it all but vanishes.
ELIZABETH opens her eyes. A child stands in the shallow pool, silhouetted by the residual blue light. Their ears are slightly tapered, and an identical blue glow emanates from their eyes. ELIZABETH looks at the figure with fear and awe.
THE CHILD wavers, takes a step forward, then collapses, the last of the blue light vanishing with it. ELIZABETH rushes forward, pulling dried herbs from her pouch and moving it between her fingers. A lavender-hued magical light emerges from her fingertips, floating freely. The creatures have all vanished. 
ELIZABETH pulls THE CHILD’s head into her lap, inspecting them. They seem almost human.
THE CHILD weakly opens their eyes, and the light reflects off them like it would a cat’s. 
ELIZABETH
(gently)
This realm is not good to our kind, little one. You need to go home.
THE CHILD looks up, something sad and lost in their guarded expression. Understanding dawns in ELIZABETH’s eyes, and her expression grows just as sad.
ELIZABETH
You don’t have a home, do you?
THE CHILD shakes their head in confirmation. ELIZABETH helps the child sit up.
ELIZABETH
Where do you come from?
THE CHILD frowns in deep thought.
THE CHILD
(weakly)
It’s hard to remember. I just remember… hurt. And loss. I lost something… 
THE CHILD curls into a ball, visibly in distress. ELIZABETH shushes them gently, pulling them into her chest.
ELIZABETH
It’s okay, it’s okay. I’ve got you. I’ll take care of you until we can find someplace safe for you.
THE CHILD
(tentatively hopeful)
You will?
ELIZABETH
Of course. Us magical beings gotta stick together.
THE CHILD smiles gratefully. ELIZABETH stands and offers them a hand up, which they take. She looks back the way she came, and the path has vanished. ELIZABETH continues through the underbrush anyway, guiding THE CHILD.

[bookmark: _hqqp53k5nzp1]EXT. FOREST - NIGHT
ELIZABETH
I’m Elizabeth. What’s your name?
THE CHILD looks at her with that same lost expression.
THE CHILD
I don’t have one.
ELIZABETH
Do you want one?
THE CHILD
(nervously)
I do, but don’t they have to be gifts? I think I heard a fairy say they had to be gifts, once.
ELIZABETH
They often are, but they don’t have to be. Fairies usually take them, anyway.
THE CHILD
(thoughtfully)
They probably thought they were gifts.
ELIZABETH looks back at THE CHILD, considering something.
ELIZABETH
(gently)
Would you like your name to be a gift?
THE CHILD nods tentatively. ELIZABETH smiles.
ELIZABETH
Then I’m going to take a minute to think of it. If it’s a gift, I want it to be a good one.
THE CHILD beams, the happiest they’ve been this whole time.

[bookmark: _6wm12kaxb4ss]INT. ELIZABETH’S COTTAGE - NIGHT
ELIZABETH puts a bowl of stew in front of THE CHILD, who sits at the table. SPROG and ROOMBA peer around the corner. ELIZABETH walks towards them, and the two scramble back and act like they weren’t watching. ELIZABETH gives them a disbelieving look but continues on to the bookshelf, where she considers the various tomes.
SPROG
Picked up another stray kitten?
ELIZABETH
They need my help.
SPROG jumps onto a nearby chair.
SPROG
Don’t they all? Usually you just have to point them in the right direction, give them some supplies, or get them out of some scrape.
ELIZABETH pulls a book titled “The Old Land: Gods and Creatures” from the shelf, flipping through it.
ELIZABETH
This one’s different. They don’t really remember what happened, and they can’t go back to where they came from. Until we can find a safer place for them, they’ll stay with us.
SPROG
That’s not much to work off of. Do you even know what sort of creature they are?
ELIZABETH looks back down the hall, where THE CHILD is happily eating. They notice the crystal on the table, and it floats towards them.
ELIZABETH
No. I’ve never seen anything like them. Their magic is more powerful than anything I’ve ever sensed, even among the fae.
SPROG
So, you have no idea what you’re dealing with, and you’re taking care of them anyway.
ELIZABETH looks at THE CHILD, pain in her expression.
ELIZABETH
It’s what I needed someone to do for me.
SPROG exchanges a look with ROOMBA, who shrugs. SPROG sighs.
SPROG
Fine. Got a name for the kid yet?
ELIZABETH
Um… I could name them Sprog?
SPROG bristles in annoyance.
SPROG
(loudly)
You can’t just name everything you adopt “Sprog”!
At the noise, THE CHILD leaves the kitchen table and moves into the hallway.
ELIZABETH
I’m bad at coming up with names!
SPROG
What about Roomba? That’s a very creative name.
ROOMBA nods, puffing up with pride. THE CHILD looks at ROOMBA and grins.
THE CHILD
That is creative. How did you come up with it?
ELIZABETH opens her mouth to answer but pauses, setting down the book and putting a hand on her hip as she thinks.
ELIZABETH
I don’t know. Just came to me. Sounds otherworldly, doesn’t it?
ROOMBA is practically preening. THE CHILD shrugs, looking at the book curiously.
THE CHILD
I dunno. I think it sounds like a name for some cute cleaning thing that owners tend to get overly fond of.
ROOMBA droops. ELIZABETH’s face lights up at being understood.
ELIZABETH
Yes! That’s exactly what he is!
SPROG points a paw at ROOMBA, unsympathetic.
SPROG
Ha! You’re basic!
ROOMBA appears to silently rant at SPROG, who understands him perfectly. As the pair argue, THE CHILD turns a page of the book, entranced by the picture of a woman cloaked in raven feathers. They look at the description: “Aeronwen: Goddess of war, destiny, and magic.”
THE CHILD
She looks cool.
ELIZABETH looks over THE CHILD’s shoulder. 
ELIZABETH
She does, doesn’t she?
ELIZABETH looks at THE CHILD’s expression, then grows somewhat nervous.
ELIZABETH
You don’t… want her name, do you?
THE CHILD
No… it doesn’t feel quite right.
ELIZABETH considers THE CHILD for a moment.
ELIZABETH
(tentatively)
What about Arwyn?
THE CHILD looks up at ELIZABETH expectantly.
ELIZABETH
It’s a name for someone who’s a friend to lots of people. 
A brilliant grin slowly grows on THE CHILD’s face.
THE CHILD
I’d like to be lots of people’s friend.
ELIZABETH matches their smile, then ruffles their hair.
ELIZABETH
Then I hereby gift you the name “Arwyn.” May you be a good friend to all, no matter where they come from.
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[bookmark: _nmwqg61dcuda]SCENE 1: INT. MATTIE’S CLOSET. MORNING 

MATTIE is sitting on the floor in their closet.

SFX: Click of a tape starting.

1.  MATTIE:	Right. Uh. Mattie, here. I know my previous journals have all been… different. But, you ever have a dream that you wake up from and it just changes your whole perspective? And you know dreams that you wake up from that feel so real you’re disoriented for the first five minutes? Well, this was neither. It’s been… two days now? And I still swear to God I’ve lived another decade and then some, only to wake up at nine years old again.

2.  MOM:	(MUFFLED) Lizzy? You hiding in that closet again?

3.  MATTIE:	(MUTTERED) In more ways than one. (LOUDER) Yeah, just doing a journal entry.  

SFX: Door opening.

4.  MOM:	Aw, what about?

5.  MATTIE:	Defeats the point of a journal, wouldn’t you say?

6.  MOM: 	Oh, well I don’t know. Maybe a journal’s meant to be a historical record, passed on through the ages.
7.  MATTIE: 	Not sure one’s mom counts for historical preservation.
8.  MOM:	That’s quite a word.
9. MATTIE: 	What, preservation?
10:  MOM: 	Yeah. Picked it up from that new book, have you? Am I going to be hearing it all the time now?
SFX: Rustling of fingers on clothes, tickling.
11. MATTIE:	Mom, stop.
12. MOM: 	Finally learned how to pretend to not be ticklish.
13. MATTIE: 	I think it goes away with age.
14. MOM: 	Oh, I’m sure. Well, I’ll leave you to your “historical preservation.”
SFX: Door closing. Footsteps away. Another door closes.
15. MATTIE: 	I tried to tell them. It got dismissed in the usual “kid with fanciful dreams” way. Not sure what else I expected. But what do you even do in this situation? Act like a kid again? Try to forget everything? It didn’t fade like actual dreams do. Makes me wonder if the same things will happen, go the same way. Part of me wants to… to change what happened. Find a better way. Or maybe I could just put stock in Zoom in ten years.
SFX: Rustling paper.
16. MATTIE: 	Or maybe I’m better off trying to remember how to do long division again.
[bookmark: _wiwd72o1ruhk]
SCENE 2: EXT. THE GROVE. AFTERNOON

MATTIE is sitting by a stream surrounded by trees that they call “The Grove.” 

SFX: 		Tape starts. Water rushes at a gentle gurgle, wind blows gently through trees, rustling the leaves, which is the most prominent sound. Birds chirp occasionally. A twig snaps more closely as MATTIE bats it away.

1.  MATTIE:	(SIGHING) I had to go back to school today. Couldn’t really fake sick for much longer. And, damn, we don’t give fourth graders enough credit for doing long division without a calculator. And let me tell you, Mr. Oakey did not seem to expect nor like the comment about how I’ll never use this in the future. 
SFX: 		Splash from a rock being thrown into the stream. 

2.  MATTIE:	I… think it was real. I did some digging, found records of people I met… later. Of course, most of them are kids now. I wish I could talk to them, but what advice could they give me? Even the oldest of us is too young to… really be the person I befriended. To be the person who became my family when… (WORDLESS YELL)
SFX:		Another splash from a rock. This one clunks from the force of hitting the rocks at the bottom.
3. MATTIE: 	(WEAKLY) I spent all these years… I was finally feeling some glimmer of hope, but now I’m back. Now I’m trapped. And it’s worse because now I understand what’s happening, and no one will listen to me. And I have no one. God, I don’t even… I don’t… (RAPID INHALES AND EXHALES)
SFX: 		Trembling of nearby branches and leaves.
4. MATTIE: 	And I thought I was helpless before.
SFX: 		Crunching of feet against tough grass, drawing closer. A sniff and sound of an arm wiping against a face.
5. DAVID: 	Mom wanted— Are you okay?
6. MATTIE: 	I’m fine.
7. DAVID: 	You sound angry.
8. MATTIE: 	(FORCEFULLY) I said I’m fine.
SFX: 		Movement of twigs, rustle of fabric as DAVID sits next to MATTIE.
9. DAVID:	Don’t lie. You’re my sister. I can tell when you’re upset. Talk to me.
10. MATTIE: 	(SOFT, DISBELIEVING LAUGH) Sure. Yeah. I just had a weird dream a few nights ago.
11. DAVID: 	And it’s still bothering you?
12. MATTIE: 	It felt… real. I don’t know, David. I just can’t shake it. 
13. DAVID: 	Why?
14. MATTIE: 	It… (HARSHLY) Why do you care?
15. DAVID: 	(CONFUSED) Because you’re upset.
16. MATTIE: 	(BITTERLY, INCREASING ANGER AND FERVOR) Great. Yeah. Well, imagine you grew up. You and I didn’t talk to each other for years, and when we did, it was hurtful and cruel. When you needed me most, I wasn’t there. You learned to get by without me, trust other people, even if you could only trust them so much. The world treated you terribly, nowhere was safe. Not even Mom and Dad were there for you. Just when you’d hardened yourself enough to weather the worst of it… you wake up. You’re a kid. None of that has happened yet. But you spent more of your life with that pain than without it. And you’re supposed to act like you used to but you just can’t. (PAUSE, RESETTLING) That’s what it feels like.
17. DAVID: 	That… sounds like a really bad dream. 
18. MATTIE: 	A bad dream that doesn’t end.
19. DAVID: 	Have you been doing your journals?
20. MATTIE: 	Yeah. Doesn’t seem to help.
21. DAVID: 	…Do you… Do you think… doing something different than you did in the dream would make you feel better?
22. MATTIE: 	I don’t… I don’t want to risk losing the tiny bit of good I had. 
23. DAVID: 	Who says you need to change the good stuff? Just like… you and me. I don’t want that dream to come true. I don’t want to let you down like that. So… what could we have done differently to make it not come true?
24. MATTIE: 	(DISBELIEVINGLY) You believe me?
25. DAVID: 	It sounds like it felt really real, so. Maybe doing something that would change it in real life would make you feel better.
26. MATTIE: 	(SLIGHTLY BITTERLY) Yeah. Right. I… I don’t know what I’d change.
27. DAVID: 	That was a lie. 
28. MATTIE: 	Holy sh— God, how do you—?
29. DAVID: 	—Know you? Don’t think I’ve ever known much else. Now c’mon. Where did it go wrong in your dream?
30. MATTIE: 	We… (HOARSELY) We stopped talking. When I was twelve. You didn’t walk with me to school. I don’t know why. I didn’t go to you when things… started going wrong. Then you hung around people who hated people like me, and—
31. DAVID: 	“People like you”?
32. MATTIE: 	(PANICKED) Sh— Mmhm. 
SFX: 		Rock splashing into the water.
33. DAVID: 	Well… if it went wrong when we stopped talking, maybe we can make promises to each other. I promise to put you first, especially if my friends are mean to you. 
34. MATTIE: 	They weren’t mean to me. Not at first. You didn’t know it was wrong… 
35. DAVID: 	But you did?
36. MATTIE: 	Yeah. 
37. DAVID: 	So… will you promise to tell me if I’m hurting you? And I can promise to listen to you when you tell me that. We can shake on it.
SFX: 		Rustle of clothes moving as DAVID extends a hand.
38. MATTIE: 	Why should I believe you?
39. DAVID: 	You don’t trust me?
40. MATTIE: 	(WRYLY) Bit difficult, at the moment. After… everything. 
41. DAVID: 	…Right. Well, if the problem is that we didn’t trust each other, maybe now’s how we fix it.
42. MATTIE: 	(SARCASTICALLY) Yeah, because promises made at nine and eleven are some of the strongest of promises.
43. DAVID: 	(IRRITATED) Sure it wasn’t your fault?
44. MATTIE: 	(DARKLY) Don’t.
SFX: 		Rustle of clothes as DAVID’s hand slowly lowers.
45. DAVID: 	Sorry. I want to help you. It just seems like you don’t want me to.
SFX: 		Crunch of feet on leaves as DAVID walks away.
46. MATTIE: 	(WEAKLY) Wait.
SFX: 		Rustle of leaves, crunch of leaves as DAVID turns around.
47. DAVID: 	What?
48. MATTIE: 	I… Yeah. At some point — in the dream — I stopped letting people help me. It was easier that way, so I didn’t get let down when I was at my worst. You… you did that to me a lot, so. It’s just hard for me.
49. DAVID: 	So tell me if I do that. Tell me I’m doing something wrong. Remind me that I promised you.
50. MATTIE: 	…Okay. Okay. (DEEP BREATH) I promise to let you know, as long as you promise to listen when I tell you you’re hurting me.
51. DAVID: 	I promise. Shake on it?
52. MATTIE: 	Yeah. 
SFX: 		Hands clasping, rustle of clothes as they shake once. 
53. DAVID: 	I’m here to listen, Lizzy. Whenever you need me to. 
54. MATTIE: 	(TREMULOUSLY) Mattie. 
55. DAVID: 	What?
56. MATTIE: 	Mattie. That’s what I wanted people to call me.
57. DAVID: 	Wouldn’t that… just be the name of the person who had all that hurt? Wouldn’t it be better to let her go?
58. MATTIE: 	(WITH GRIEF) I think… I think I’m still that person. For better or for worse.
SFX: 		Wind rustling through the trees.
59. DAVID: 	I’m sorry. 
60. MATTIE: 	(WITH DIFFICULTY) Not your fault. 
61. DAVID: 	Isn’t it?
62. MATTIE: 	No. You were just… another victim in something bigger than either of us.
63. DAVID: 	But I still hurt you. That was still my choice. So I’m sorry. 
64. MATTIE: 	(WETLY) If only it was the David that hurt me who was apologizing.
65. DAVID: 	I’m saying it for him. I care about you. I’m sorry he didn’t. 
SFX: 		Sniffling, labored breathing. Footsteps closer, fabric rustling as DAVID gives MATTIE a hug. MATTIE’s sniffling gets louder. Tape stops. 
