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1. EXT. ANNA SHERIDAN'S HOUSE - LAKE ISABELLA, CA - DAY

A warm, sun-soaked mountain morning in early spring. Birds 
chirp in the trees, insects buzz every now and then, and 
gentle waves lap against the shore of a lake in the distance.

Someone pops open the trunk of a large van, then starts to 
rummage through assorted bags in the back. After a moment, 
the door of a house opens nearby.

MARIA SOL
(Slightly irritated)

This place is way too big for you, 
Anna.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(sarcastic)

What, have trouble finding the 
bathroom?

MARIA SOL
(returning the volley)

No. I just had trouble deciding 
which one to use.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(rolling her eyes)

Oh come on, it's not that big -- 
and there are only two.

MARIA SOL
And two stories. And five bedrooms.

ANNA SHERIDAN
Three.

MARIA SOL
Of which, you'll be using...

ANNA SHERIDAN
(annoyed)

One. The second story guest room, 
in fact.

MARIA SOL
(smug)

I rest my case.
(beat, confused)

Why the guest room?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(shrugs)

It has the best view of the lake. 
(MORE)



And it's where I stayed after the 
accident, so it kind of -- feels 
like home? Sort of?

(beat, shakes her head)
Stop standing around and help me 
move this stuff in.

MARIA SOL
(mock salute)

Yes ma'am.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(teasing)

Oh, fuck off.

BOTH LAUGH, and Maria crosses to pick up a bag, GRUNTING 
SLIGHTLY. Anna picks up another one and leads her into the 
house, where they drop them both off just inside the hall.

MARIA SOL
(SCOFFS, looking around)

How the hell did you convince him 
to sell you this place?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(casual)

I told him it was haunted. Said 
he'd better scram if he knew what 
was good for him.

MARIA SOL
(confused and slightly 
concerned)

Seriously?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(LAUGHS)

No, of course not! He was one of my 
dad's friends since before I was 
born. He couldn't really take care 
of the property anymore, so...

MARIA SOL
(skeptical)

What, and he thought you could?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(annoyed)

What's that supposed to mean?

MARIA SOL
(teasing)

Has he seen the inside of your van 
lately?

ANNA SHERIDAN (CONT'D)
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ANNA SHERIDAN
(horrified)

Oh, god no.
(beat, realizing)

Hey...

MARIA SOL
(smug)

I rest my case. Again.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(annoyed)

What makes you think I couldn't 
take care of my own place if I 
wanted to?

MARIA SOL
(slightly mocking)

Nothing, nothing at all.
(looks across the yard)

Ten bucks says that apple tree's 
dead in six months.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(grinning, confident)

Get ready to lose, Sol.

MARIA SOL
(loving mocking)

Bring it, Sheridan.

BOTH LAUGH, turning and marching back out to the van. Maria 
goes to grab a bag, but Anna stops her.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(pointing to something)

Hold on, let's get this first.

MARIA SOL
(confused)

Get what...
(notices something)

Is that a mirror?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(nodding)

Picked it up antique shopping the 
last time I was in Oregon.

MARIA SOL
(slight dread)

It looks -- heavy.
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ANNA SHERIDAN
(slightly annoyed)

Hence, I'm asking for your help 
with it. If you wouldn't mind?

Anna drags the mirror back, dragging it out of the van 
slightly. Maria steps over to grab the other side.

ANNA SHERIDAN (CONT’D)
Got a grip?

MARIA SOL
(uncertain)

I... I think so. You've got it on 
your end?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(overconfident)

Yeah, I'm fine. Ready? One, two, 
three -- lift!

The two hoist the heavy antique, BOTH GRUNTING SLIGHTLY WITH 
THE EFFORT.

MARIA SOL
(strained)

Jesus Christ, how much does this 
thing weigh?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(struggling, slightly 
annoyed)

Just get it to the porch, we can -- 
wait -- hold on.

MARIA SOL
(gasping for breath)

What?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(struggling)

My grip's slipping -- hold on, I 
think I can get a better one if 
I...

MARIA SOL
(sees it slipping, urgent)

Wait, wait!

Too late. The mirror slips, falls six inches, and shatters 
explosively on the driveway. The birds in the nearby trees 
take off in panicked flight, cawing in alarm.
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ANNA SHERIDAN
(frustrated)

Oh... Shit.

MARIA SOL
(apologetic)

I'm sorry, Anna...

ANNA SHERIDAN
(dismissive, clearly 
irritated)

It's fine, it's fine, it... It 
wasn't your fault.

MARIA SOL
(uneasy)

Well... Still. Sorry. It looked 
expensive.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(managing a joke)

That's what I get for shoving it in 
the back of a van for six months. 
Guess I had it coming.

MARIA SOL
(relieved)

So which of us gets the 7 years bad 
luck? Or do you think we split it?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(CHUCKLES)

I think we're fine. I don't believe 
in luck, anyway.

A pause -- you can practically hear Maria's raised eyebrow.

ANNA SHERIDAN (CONT’D)
What?

MARIA SOL
(mocking)

You don't believe in luck. You.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(amused)

I'm not lucky, Maria... I'm smart 
enough that I don't have to be.

MARIA SOL
Come on, you seriously don't think 
luck has anything to do with it?
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ANNA SHERIDAN
Not luck. Not entirely.

MARIA SOL
What then?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(smiles)

Ethos Anthropos Daimon.

MARIA SOL
(confused)

Um... Gesundheit?

ANNA SHERIDAN
It's greek. Heraclitus, actually.

MARIA SOL
(reaching for an 
explanation)

And it means...?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(SLIGHT CHUCKLE)

"Character is fate."

CLICK.

2. INT./EXT. MARIA SOL'S VAN - NIGHT - OCTOBER 22, 2019

A faint but steady rain falls on the roof of a van. Someone 
pulls out a cassette tape, then inserts it into the car's 
stereo and presses play.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(PRE-RECORDED)

One of the most disappointing 
things about living in America is 
the lack of genuinely haunted 
houses. Oh, there are plenty that 
claim to be haunted -- especially 
if you drop your nickel in the hat. 
Some of them are pretty effective 
too, if you're more than a little 
credulous.

CLICK. Whoever's listening fast-forwards for a moment, then 
presses play.

ANNA SHERIDAN (CONT’D)
(PRE-RECORDED)

Nothing quite compared to The 
Mirror House, though.

(MORE)
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(beat)
One small silver lining to the 
recession -- at least, for me -- 
was the number of new haunted 
houses that started to appear 
online. Like I said, most of them 
were fakes, but one or two were the 
real McCoy: places too disturbing 
to normally be open to the public. 
But now, they were too expensive to 
keep off the market without the 
help of paying customers.

CLICK. They stop the tape, fast forward, then play again.

ANNA SHERIDAN (CONT’D)
(PRE-RECORDED)

...It was hardly my idea of a 
haunted house. The pictures showed 
a single-story ranch-style house 
with a long, wrap-around porch, a 
short, gravel driveway, and a two-
car garage with one door falling 
slightly off its track. It wasn't 
in the middle of a dark desolate 
forest either...

CLICK. Whoever's listening sits back in their seat and SIGHS.

MARIA SOL
(tired, slightly nervous)

Well... I guess this is the place. 
I really hope it is, at least -- 
don't want to get in a fight with a 
random neighbor at 2 o'clock in the 
morning. Again.

Maria leans over into the passenger seat and grabs a heavy 
sounding backpack, zipping it open slightly to check 
something.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(running through a mental 
checklist)

Do I have everything... Yes. Good. 
Let's just hope there's actually 
someone here to let me in.

She picks up the recorder, stuffs it into her pocket, and 
then climbs out of the car, dragging the backpack out with 
her. Once outside, she slings it on and clips the buckles to 
secure it.

ANNA SHERIDAN (CONT’D)

7.



MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(psyching herself up a 
bit, low whisper)

Okay... This is Maria Sol, 
recording on October 22nd, 2019 at 
approximately 2am. I'm somewhere 
outside Hilt, California... Exact 
location unknown. Marker.

MARIA CLAPS SOFTLY, then begins to walk over the slightly 
muddy terrain.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(still whispering)

The house seems to be dark. There 
are no cars in the driveway, and 
nobody else parked nearby. No 
street signs, either. I'm pretty 
sure this road wasn't here the last 
three times I drove past tonight, 
and I know this house wasn't. I 
don't think I ever would have found 
it, if I didn't...

Thunder rumbles in the distance, and Maria cuts off, 
distracted.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(confused whispering)

That's weird... There wasn't 
supposed to be any lightning this 
late in the -- AH!

MARIA JUMPS with a short, sharp cry of surprise. She pauses, 
PANTING SLIGHTLY, THEN SIGHS, ANNOYED.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(annoyed grumbling)

For fuck's sake -- you knew he 
might be here, and you still... 
Ugh.

Maria adjusts her backpack and marches purposefully across 
the wet yard.

3. EXT. MIRROR HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Maria climbs the wooden steps up to the porch. She stops, and 
there's a moment of silence before...

MARIA SOL
(almost an accusation)

Ezra Zilberschlag?
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THE MAN ON THE PORCH CHUCKLES: A SHORT, BRIGHT SOUND THAT 
DOESN'T SEEM QUITE RIGHT.

THE HOST
(amused, a little too 
cheery)

No, no my dear... I'm simply the 
host. I work here at the Mirror 
House, you see...

MARIA SOL
(blunt, confrontational)

Save it. I already know what this 
place is, so you can just cut the 
whole song and dance number.

THE HOST
(condescending, still 
bright and cheery)

My my... We are a troubled young 
woman, aren't we?

MARIA SOL
(SCOFFS, sarcastic)

No, I'm a troubled young woman. 
You're a supernatural parasite that 
steals other people's reflections 
and uses them as bait.

(reconsidering slightly)
Or you might just be a normal human 
who's helping the house do it, 
which is probably worse, come to 
think of it.

THE HOST
(affected confusion, still 
trying to sound friendly)

I'm terribly sorry, but you seem to 
have me confused with someone else.

MARIA SOL
(trying to sound 
indifferent)

Maybe. How about you show me your 
teeth, and then I'll know for sure?

THE HOST
(YAWNS, faking weariness)

You must forgive an old man, but it 
is late, and I've had rather a long 
day already. Perhaps if you came 
back at a better time, I'm sure I 
would be...
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MARIA SOL
(cutting him off)

Oh no you don't.

The Host was starting to close the door before Maria catches 
it with her toe.

THE HOST
(first hint of irritation 
slipping through)

Would you be so kind as to remove 
your foot from the door jamb, 
Miss...?

MARIA SOL
(incredulous)

Do you really think I'm stupid 
enough to just give you my real 
name?

THE HOST
(growing frustration)

I have little idea what to think of 
you at the present moment.

MARIA SOL
(challenging him)

Let me give you a little context 
then. I've been driving up and down 
this part of the state for the last 
month, looking for this place. Of 
course I didn't find anything, but 
I finally caught a break and got 
your address off an archived 
version of your old webpage. Your 
DNS expired back in 2007, by the 
way. You might want to look into 
that.

THE HOST
(flat irritation)

Indeed.

MARIA SOL
I thought about just calling the 
number you had listed, but then I 
thought; no, they'd probably 
appreciate an unexpected guest, 
I'll just surprise them instead. 
Except the address I found didn't 
exist. Has never existed, as far as  
any official record is concerned. 

(MORE)
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Still, I thought I'd follow the 
directions on the website. See what 
happens.

THE HOST
(annoyed)

How very enterprising of you.

MARIA SOL
(SCOFFS)

Oh, just wait. I haven't even 
gotten to the best part yet. So I 
drive up I-5, take exit 796, and 
what do I find at the end of the 
road? Nothing. No street, no house, 
and nobody in town who's ever even 
heard the name "Zilberschlag."

THE HOST
(hiding his alarm)

That's... Unusual.

MARIA SOL
You're telling me. Still, I can be 
pretty stubborn when I want to be, 
so I just kept looking. At first, I 
thought I'd have to stumble onto 
this place by accident, but that 
didn't work either. Then I thought, 
hey, maybe the house only shows up 
at night. Makes sense, right? But 
nope -- still nothing at the end of 
the lane. Then finally, just when 
I'm about to give up, I get a 
stormy night with a full moon, and -
- presto. One abandoned Mirror 
House, right where it's supposed to 
be. Why do you think that is?

THE HOST
(genuinely unnerved, 
trying to hide it)

I... I really can't say for sure.

MARIA SOL
(driving home her point)

I can. This place is dying. It 
needs new visitors just to stay in 
this plane of reality, and I'm 
guessing you haven't had many of 
those since Anna escaped from here. 
So you and the house are starting 
to fade away. 

MARIA SOL (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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I'm guessing you're less than a 
year from vanishing for good. Maybe 
two, if you're lucky. And the worst 
part is, you don't even know it's 
happening.

A tense pause passes between them.

THE HOST
(sarcastic praise)

That's quite the elaborate tale 
you've spun for me there. My 
compliments.

MARIA SOL
(brusque)

I don't want your compliments. I 
want you to let me in.

THE HOST
(hiding behind niceties 
again)

Of course you do. Unfortunately, 
the Mirror House is closed for 
renovations at the moment. I'm sure 
that if you call back later, we 
can...

MARIA SOL
(annoyed, snapping)

What did I just say? You need me. 
Do you really think other people 
will just stumble onto this place 
the way I did? What do you think 
the chances of that really are?

THE HOST
(pauses to consider, then 
low and conspiratorial)

You'd really risk losing yourself 
in here, knowing what you know? 
Why? Just to satisfy a curiosity?

MARIA SOL
(with conviction)

To set things right. And yes, I 
would. I will.

A momentary pause... And then the door opens.

THE HOST
(slightly amused)

If you insist. 

MARIA SOL (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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Though I will have to ask you to 
leave your bag in the foyer before 
you go.

MARIA SOL
(SCOFFS, mocking)

Yeah, sure.

THE HOST
(serious)

I mean it. The house rules are...

MARIA SOL
(ultimatum)

Look. Either I come in as I am, 
with what I'm carrying, or not at 
all. Your choice.

Another pause -- then...

THE HOST
(irritated)

Oh, very well.
(slightly sarcastic)

Welcome to the Mirror House.

He holds the door open, and Maria hurries in.

4. INT. MIRROR HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Maria suddenly stops mid-stride.

MARIA SOL
(confused)

What the hell...?

Bang. The door slams shut behind her, causing her to JUMP 
WITH A SLIGHT YELP. She recovers quickly, GRUMBLING.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(scolding herself)

Stop doing that -- you'd think 
you'd never been in a haunted house 
before.

(looking back)
And of course my host has vanished 
too. What a surprise.

Maria tries the door handle. It rattles uselessly, locked 
from the outside.

THE HOST (CONT'D)
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MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(annoyed)

Locked. Of course.

Maria turns, looking down the hall.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(annoyed, determined)

Fine. Let's do this.

She marches with purpose down the hall. A high, whistling 
draft can be heard, and the lights overhead flicker and buzz 
occasionally. A faint, metallic-sounding static rises 
slightly on the tape. Maria stops, looking around.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(dismissive)

So that's the first mirror in the 
Mirror House, huh? Color me 
unimpressed. I can't even see my 
reflection in it -- all the edges 
are covered in patina, and the 
glass is too clouded to see 
anything. Someone's starting to 
show their age, I think.

Maria turns and keeps walking. The static rises and falls, 
and her footsteps pass over several different surfaces -- 
carpet, tile, hardwood, etc.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(to the recorder)

You may notice I'm not commenting 
on the rooms I'm passing through. 
Don't worry -- you're not missing 
much. They're all exactly like Anna 
described, just a little bit more 
worn down. The only difference 
is...

Maria unzips a pouch on her backpack and clicks something on.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
...I actually thought to bring a 
flashlight, so I can see where I'm 
going. Good thing too, because I've 
already wasted enough time looking 
for this place. I have at least a 
dozen more tapes I need to follow 
up on after this.

Maria rounds a corner, the sound of static getting louder 
than before.
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MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
Looks like this is the three-mirror 
room, and... Yep, there's the 
hallway with the jump scare mirror 
on the other side of it. Geez, I 
can even see the lightbulb from 
here. I really don't know how Anna 
fell for that.

Maria hurries into the hall, the static fading into a 
background hum. She rounds the corner, takes a few steps, 
then pauses.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(dismissive)

And... Exactly what I was 
expecting. Consider me...

(noticing something, 
confused)

Actually... Huh. That's weird.

Maria walks up to the mirror.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
It's completely faded out, but 
there are... I think they're 
scratches, all over it. It almost 
looks like someone's been trying to 
remove the patina with their 
fingernails, but I don't know why 
they'd...

She touches it, and her finger slides off with a squeak, like 
the sound of a squeegee on a clean window.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(surprised, confused)

It's... Smooth. Really smooth, like 
it's just been cleaned. It can't be 
though, I can see the scratches, 
and it's...

Maria cuts off, realizing what she's seeing.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(dawning horror)

They're not... Someone wasn't 
scratching at the mirror to get 
something off. Something has been 
scratching at it from the inside, 
trying to get out.

Maria stands frozen for a moment -- then immediately starts 
down the hall again.

15.



MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(shaking it off)

Nope. Not sitting there with that 
thought any longer than I have to. 
Stick to the plan -- get in, get to 
the inner sanctum, and get out. 
Everything else should take care of 
itself.

(beat)
I hope.

Maria picks up the pace. The ground under her feet shifts 
from wood to carpet to a hard, clacking sound as the floor 
becomes a mirror as well.

As she goes, the static created by the mirrors seems to feed 
on itself, growing louder and louder until...

5. INT. MIRROR HOUSE - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

It suddenly breaks. Maria's walking over carpet again, and 
all other sounds have faded away.

MARIA SOL
(more than a little 
relieved)

Finally. I think that was the last 
room, so this should be the central 
chamber up ahead. There's a door at 
the end of the hall, and I think 
there used to be a light next to 
it, but it's burnt out. I can't see 
any...

THE HOST
(droll)

You made rather good time.

MARIA TENSES, SUCKING AIR THROUGH HER TEETH TO KEEP FROM 
SCREAMING AGAIN... THEN EXHALES, turning to face the strange 
man.

MARIA SOL
(confrontational)

And where the hell did you run off 
to, huh? You have better places to 
be?

THE HOST
(concealing)

I had... Preparations to make. 
Nothing you need worry yourself 
about.
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MARIA SOL
(bitter sarcasm)

Imagine my relief.
(nods to door)

You going to let me in there?

THE HOST
(flat)

Of course.

MARIA SOL
(challenging)

Huh. And will you let me out once 
I'm done?

THE HOST
(dry amusement)

I haven't made up my mind on that 
yet. Though I suspect that if you 
do decide to go in there, whatever 
happens is on you.

(beat)
Are you sure you're quite ready for 
this?

MARIA SOL
(annoyed)

Of course I am. I wouldn't be here 
if I wasn't.

THE HOST
(CHUCKLES DARKLY)

No. I rather suspect you wouldn't.

The Host leans over, unlocks the door, and swings it open.

6. INT. MIRROR HOUSE - SANCTUM - CONTINUOUS

Maria steps inside, footsteps thin and metallic against the 
glass.

MARIA SOL
(annoyed)

Would you mind turning on the...

Click. The door seals behind her.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(angry muttering)

Lights. Great.
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Suddenly, the lights click on with a sound like stadium 
spots, and an echoing, ethereal sound fills the space -- not 
loud, but seemingly infinite.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(stunned by the beauty of 
it)

Oh, wow. Anna wasn't kidding -- it 
really does go on forever. And it 
does feel like I'm floating, even 
with my feet on the ground. It's 
kind of like...

(looks down at her feet, 
then quickly back up)

Don't look down -- seriously, don't 
look down. Fuck, this place is 
enough to give you vertigo if you 
tried to...

Maria trails off, noticing something in the distance.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(annoyed)

Oh -- right on cue. One of my 
reflections has decided to take on 
a life of its own.

(calling out to it, angry)
Piss off! I'm not here here for 
you!

The ethereal sound rises slight, edged with static, and a few 
slow, metallic, and unnatural footsteps can be heard.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(sarcastic)

Ooh, spooky reflection moving by 
itself. Is that seriously the best 
you can do? I faced down a monster 
wearing my girlfriend's face. Good 
luck trying to scare me with this 
funhouse shit.

The footsteps stop, then after a moment slowly retreat.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(smug)

That's right... Just keep 
walking...

Another set of footsteps begins to rise, louder and more 
natural than the ones before. MARIA GASPS when she sees who 
it is.
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MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(confused)

Anna?

ANNA SHERIDAN (MIRROR)
(metallic and artificial, 
almost without 
inflection)

Hello.

MARIA SOL
(almost daring to hope)

Are you...
(remembers where she is)

No. Of course you're not her.

ANNA SHERIDAN (MIRROR)
No. Just an image of someone who 
passed through here a long time 
ago. Nothing more.

(beat)
Did you know her?

MARIA SOL
(that stings)

You -- you don't know who I am?

ANNA SHERIDAN (MIRROR)
How can I? Anna didn't know you 
when she came here. And you didn't 
give our host your name. I have to 
say, that was very rude of you.

MARIA SOL
(trying to push past how 
much this hurts)

So you're not part of the Echo, 
then? I thought this place might 
be...

The shape in the mirror LAUGHS, the sound echoing and 
rebounding unnaturally in the tiny room.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
(physically pained)

Okay, okay, I get the point!

The laughter cuts off, the last few reflections dying slowly.

ANNA SHERIDAN (MIRROR)
Do you?

(beat)
No. 

(MORE)
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You think you do, but you haven't 
begun to grasp the smallest edge of 
the smallest corner of what you're 
dealing with. And when the time 
comes for you to face it alone... 
The world behind the world will eat 
you alive.

MARIA SOL
(growing unease, calling 
out to host)

Hey... I'm ready to get out now.

No answer -- a terrible silence.

ANNA SHERIDAN (MIRROR)
(flat, statement of fact)

He can't hear you. And why should 
he let you out of here, even if he 
could? Like you said... We need new 
visitors. New faces. New blood.

MARIA SOL
(close to panic)

Let me out of here!

She pounds on the walls, but her blows are flat and bouncing 
as if she's not actually striking walls, but thin membranes 
of energy that repel her fists.

THE IMAGE OF ANNA LAUGHS -- AS DO THE REFLECTIONS OF MARIA, 
in their hundreds of thousands.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
God, will you all just...

Maria unzips her backpack and throws it to the ground, 
pulling something metallic from the bag.

MARIA SOL (CONT’D)
...Shut up!

THE LAUGHTER DIES IN AN INSTANT.

Silence. MARIA PANTING SLIGHTLY.

ANNA SHERIDAN (MIRROR)
(hiding fear)

That is a... Very large hammer for 
a young lady to be carrying around 
in her backpack.

ANNA SHERIDAN (MIRROR) (CONT'D)
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MARIA SOL
(panting slightly)

Well, subtlety is overrated, if you 
ask me.

ANNA SHERIDAN (MIRROR)
You really shouldn't have that in 
here. If you would just...

MARIA SOL
(angry)

Maria.

ANNA SHERIDAN (MIRROR)
(confused)

What?

MARIA SOL
(confrontational)

My name's Maria. There. Now you 
have it -- for all the good it will 
do you.

(beat)
Go on. Say it.

ANNA SHERIDAN (MIRROR)
(confused and afraid)

Maria... Please don't do... 
Whatever it is you're thinking of 
doing. It's seven years of bad luck 
to break a mirror, you know...

MARIA SOL
(SCOFFS)

I don't believe in luck. And 
neither did Anna.

(bitterly)
Besides... I don't think it could 
get much worse than it already is, 
do you?

ANNA SHERIDAN (MIRROR)
(half-warning, half-
pleading)

Maria, don't...

Maria takes one step forward and swings the hammer into the 
mirror, HARD. It shatters -- as does the SHRIEK OF THE MIRROR 
ANNA, breaking into a million dissonant pieces before...

CLICK.
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7. EXT. MARIA SOL'S VAN - LATER

Maria is walking back across the yard, the rain having 
lessened to a slow drizzle.

MARIA SOL
(a little sarcastic, 
frustrated)

Oh, great, the recorder's finally 
working again... Whatever happened 
when I broke the mirrors must have 
overloaded it somehow.

(collects thoughts, then 
starts)

I don't think we'll have any more 
problems with the Mirror House. The 
lights went out right after the 
mirrors shattered, but I found my 
way out easily enough without them. 
Only problem was, it seems like all  
the mirrors in the house shattered 
when I broke the ones in the inner 
sanctum. I'm going to be picking 
glass out of my hair for weeks.

(beat, a little more 
worried)

There is one thing I'm worried 
about, though -- the mirror in the 
hallway, the one with all the 
scratches... It didn't break with 
the others. I'm not sure what that 
means. I thought about smashing it 
too, but... If something's trying 
to claw its way out of there, I 
really don't want to deal with it 
right now.

(beat, trying to reassure 
herself)

But besides that, the house looks 
dead. No lights, no power, and no 
sign of the host. Looking at it 
from the outside, the building 
seems even older than it was when I 
first showed up, and I think 
it's...

Suddenly, Maria's phone begins to buzz.

MARIA SOL
(confused)

What the... Hold on...

She pulls it from her pocket, looking at the number.
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MARIA SOL
Huh... 515. Who's calling me from 
Iowa?

Maria hesitates, then answers.

MARIA SOL
(masking confusion with a 
phone voice)

Hello, Maria Sol speaking?
(listening, slightly 
alarmed)

Whoa, slow down, who is...
(Recognizing the voice)

Wait, is that...
(beat, confused)

Kate?

CLACK. The recording ends.

ROLL END THEME 
AND CREDITS
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