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FADE IN: 
 
INT. OAKWOODS APARTMENT COMPLEX, APT F11, LIVING-ROOM - LATE 
AFTERNOON   
 
OFELIA GENOVESE is sitting on her bay window with a copy of 
“L’infinito” by Giacomo Leopardi on her lap. Her back 
against a square, turquoise pillow. 
The sun is just about to set. Buttery-yellow and orangey-
pinkish hues along the blue, cloudy sky.  
 

OFELIA 
(out loud in Italian) 

“It was always dear to me, this solitary hill, 
And this hedgerow here, that closes off my view,  

From so much of the endless horizon. 
I sit here, I gaze and imagine 

Interminable spaces beyond the hedge,  
An all-encompassing silence and a deeply profound silence, 

A final depth of quietness,  
Where for a little while the heart  

Is not afraid. I hear  
The murmur of the wind among the leaves,  
I match that infinite calm unto this sound 

And with my mind embrace eternity,  
The vivid, speaking present and dead past; 

In such immensity my spirit downs,  
And to founder in this sea is sweet to me.” 

 
OFELIA 

(taking a deep breath, 
writing down some notes) 

Okay, so in the first verse Leopardi is talking about his 
surroundings, and the hedge that doesn’t let him fully let 

him see the horizon. Kind of like the tree-line of the 
forest outside my window - she looks outside - I can see the 
sun is about to set, but I can’t really see the horizon.  

 
OFELIA 

(looks out the window,  
takes a deep breathe) 

Wow! The sunset is breath-taking. Hmmm, the “Winding trail” 
looks empty.  

 
OFELIA goes back to her notes. She’s writing notes when she 
notices a glimmer on her book.  
 

 



 

OFELIA 
(looking about the room) 

That’s so weird, where is that glimmer coming from? -looks 
around - Ok, not from my glasses, or my keys hanging on the 
opposite wall. I don’t even recognize the shape. Hmmm - she 
looks out the window again, - it seems to be coming from 

outside. From the trail? 
 

She looks back at the glimmer on the book. It’s a rod-like 
shape. She puts the book and her notes down onto the wooden 
surface of the bay window.   
 

OFELIA 
(thinks to herself) 

 
I have been studying for three hours, I can take a break. 

 
OFELIA gets up and walks to the entrance. 
 
 
INT. ENTRYWAY - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
OFELIA puts on her boots, her jacket, scarf, beanie, and 
gloves. She heads out into the hallway and makes her way 
outside.  
 

 
EXT. OAKWOODS APARTMENT COMPLEX - EARLY EVENING 
 
Leaves crunch beneath OFELIA’S feet as she makes her way 
across the main road, into the forest. The head of the 
trail is behind a healing center directly across from the 
apartment complex.  
 
The sun is just about to set. The wind rustles through the 
branches. The smell of the bark of the trees is heightened 
by the cold-autumn air. The ground is covered in colorful 
foliage.   
 
OFELIA walks at a brisk pace, the crisp air condenses her 
warm breath. She makes her way up the winding trail. She 
reaches a wooden sign indicating the trail continues to the 
right. OFELIA notices the glimmering-rod-shaped-light 
reflection on the sign. It’s coming from the left, just off 
of the trail. 
 

 
 



 

OFELIA 
(walking off of the trail,  

thinking to herself) 
It seems to be the same glimmer I saw on my book. Is it 

coming from that lump beneath the root of the tree-trunk? 
 

 
Leaves crunch beneath OFELIA’S feet as she makes her way to 
an old, dark hollow tree-trunk. One of its roots comes out 
of the ground and twists upward. Beneath the root there’s a 
lump, almost fully covered by the colorful leaves, it gives 
off a soft light-glow.  

 
OFELIA 

(quotes the poem out-loud,  
in Italian) 

“…Interminable spaces beyond the hedge, 
An all-encompassing silence and a deeply profound silence, 

A final depth of quietness …” 
I wonder if there is such a place? An infinite space that 

holds everything within itself in still silence? 
Surely, it’s just constricted to the eternity of Leopardi’s 

words - sighs deeply. 
 
 

Leaves crunch as she makes her way to the hollows tree-
trunk. 

 
OFELIA reaches the tree-trunk. She can smell its bark, the 
dirt on the ground. It all smells wet, earthy.  
 
 

OFELIA 
(out-loud) 

That’s weird, it hasn’t rained in the past three days, 
usually there’s only this earthy smell after it pours - 

inhales deeply and smiles. 
Hmmm. I love this smell...  

 
OFELIA stands in front of the hollow tree-trunk. She 
reaches for the glimmering lump. Mesmerized, she turns it 
around - lightly brushing the dirt off, - she holds it with 
the tip of her fingers.  
 

OFELIA 
What is this? It’s so cold. 

 



 

OFELIA quickly looks around for more. Just a display of 
colorful orangey-yellowish-brown foliage.  
 

OFELIA 
(lost in thought) 

It looks like a crystal, a quartz? -she turns it around. 
That’s funny, if I move it this way it just looks like an 

ordinary rock.  
 
OFELIA notices a slight rod-like-elevation on one of the 
facets of the quartz-like-rock she’s holding. She notices 
that there are three-minute shimmering-silver rocks 
encrusted on it.  
 
A light shimmer catches her attention.  
 
She crouches down to the where the root of the tree-bark 
leaves the ground. 
 
There is a familiar shape delineated by tiny – meteor-like- 
rocks, encrusted on the ground beneath the root.  
 

OFELIA 
Ha! That’s interesting this shape matches that of the 

quartz - looks back to the front of it. They definitely seem 
to be the same. -thinking to herself -  

I wonder if… 
 

Instinctively OFELIA reaches with her right hand and 
presses the quartz into the hole, beneath the dark, moist 
root.  
Within seconds there is a buzzing-vibrational-pull towards 
the inside of the hollow tree-trunk. The energy shifts and 
moves inward.  
 

OFELIA 
Hey! It fits perfectly. Oh?! What’s going on - feels a 

vibrational-pull. It’s so… beautiful - in awe.  
 
 

Absentmindedly OFELIA leans in closer, enchanted by what 
seems to be water droplets suspended in time and space.  
 

 
OFELIA 

(to herself) 
Are they moving? Not really, but they aren’t completely 

still.  



 

 
OFELIA removes her glove and reaches into the tree-trunk 
with her right hand. She moves her hand about within the 
space.  
 

OFELIA 
So weird, there’s nothing to grab, nothing solid to touch - 

moving her fingers around and pulls her hand back. 
Wooow!!! I figured my hand would be wet. It’s just cold, 

moist somehow.  
 

The bold autumn air tosses the leaves around, murmuring its 
way through the trees.  
OFELIA puts her glove back, the warmth of her breath 
dispersing through the crisp air. She looks around her 
quiet surroundings. 
 

OFELIA 
I can’t be dreaming - she stomps around, touching the tree-

trunk. Ok, seems real enough to me.  
 

EXT. WEST OFF OF WINDING TRAIL – TWILIGHT 
 
The trail is barely visible, OFELIA hesitates.  
 

OFELIA 
I should probably go home - looks back into tree-trunk. Oh? 
Did the water droplets, or whatever they are, move? I’ll 

just take the quartz with me and comeback tomorrow.  
 

Overwhelmed, OFELIA reaches for the quartz but stops 
halfway when she can’t find it. All she sees is a small 
silvery rock.  
 

OFELIA 
Beh! Where did the quartz go? Oh, that has to be it - 

looking at the silvery rock.  
I remember it looked just like that when I moved it around 
in my hand - looks back into the hollow of the tree trunk. 

 
Enchanted by the droplets OFELIA leans into the tree-trunk, 
lets herself be pulled inward.  
She swooshes down, infinitely down. OFELIA is aware of 
being amongst the darkness and the water droplets.  
 

 
 
 



 

OFELIA 
(thinking anxiously) 

Cazzo! Where is my body? - as she slowly becomes aware of 
her body. Oh, ok. Keep calm Ofelia, don’t stress.  

 
OFELIA 

(out loud) 
Hello?! Where am I?  

Interesting, I would have figured I wouldn’t be able to 
breath here. Where ever here is. 

 
OFELIA’s voice is a dim echo, she can barely hear herself.  
A dim circular light reveals itself within the dark.  
 
OFELIA suddenly becomes aware that she is standing on a 
solid surface, she is standing on a vast space.  
 
Darkness embraces her surroundings. Symmetric shapes and 
clean lines materialize themselves in the distance.  
 
OFELIA looks up and the water droplets start to precipitate 
down toward the vast grounds, hardly visible in the dim 
light.  
 
The wetness of the droplets is more tangible now. OFELIA is 
mesmerized by the crystalline exquisiteness of her 
surroundings.  
 

OFELIA 
(looking about,  

holding hands out to the precipitating droplets) 
L’infito -she thinks to herself -  

“In such immensity my spirit downs,  
And to founder in this sea is sweet to me” - in Italian. 

 
 


