
LAYING ON OF HANDS

Written by

Raven Burnes

11249 Califa Street
North Hollywood, CA 91601
(818) 423-0318



FADE IN:

EXT. LADY FERNANDEZ’S PLACE - ESTABLISHING - NIGHT

Rural Brazil. A converted barn surrounded by extensive 
farmland. Deserted. A light is on inside the dwelling.

EXT. LADY FERNANDEZ’S PLACE - NIGHT

A man, wearing a hat, clad in all black, walks towards the 
barn. Seen from behind. He looks over his shoulder before 
turning to KNOCK on the door. We see from his collar that he 
is a PRIEST.

The door creaks open. The inside is dimly lit. LADY FERNANDEZ 
comes into view.

Lady Fernandez
(smiling, gracious)

Come in, Father.

Priest enters.

INT. LADY FERNANDEZ’S PLACE - NIGHT

Thirteen black candles flicker in the front room. Several 
chairs surround one round table. A second small square table 
seats two. Painted in white, in the middle of the floor, is 
an upside-down pentagram.

A separate small waiting room area contains bookshelves 
filled with occult books. A coffee table has magazines spread 
neatly on top. This is a psychic business with a separate 
living space in the back.

LADY FERNANDEZ
Thank you for coming, Father. 

(motions towards a chair)
Please.

The Priest removes his hat and takes a seat.

Lady Fernandez is a handsome woman in her mid-forties. She is 
dark-skinned, medium weight, shoulder-length wavy hair, 
wearing a flowy white dress. She appears maternal, sensual, 
and imposing.

PRIEST
Of course, Senora. I want to put 
things right. Where is Isabella?



LADY FERNANDEZ
(smiling)

Water?

PRIEST
Thank you, yes.

Lady Fernandez’s eyes linger on the priest while he drinks. 
The Priest is a handsome Italian man in his early fifties. He 
has thick, dark hair streaked with gray.

LADY FERNANDEZ
Isabella!

From the back living area, ISABELLA emerges. She is a 
slender, younger version of Lady Fernandez. She is eighteen, 
with waist-length wavy hair. She has been crying.

The Priest eyes her with emotion. Lady Fernandez’s smile 
fades. 

LADY FERNANDEZ (CONT’D)
(in Portuguese to 
Isabella; subtitled)

Courage, child.
(in English to Priest)

Come.

Lady Fernandez directs them to the small table where they sit 
facing one another. The Priest reaches out for Isabella’s 
hand, palm upturned. 

She refuses. His face is sorrowful and concerned. 

NOISE of a door opening and closing, unacknowledged.

PRIEST
I’m so sorry, Isabella. How are you 
feeling?

ISABELLA
(sotto voce)

I couldn’t do it.

Confused, the Priest looks over at Lady Fernandez who is 
standing with another woman whom we didn’t see come in. He 
turns back to Isabella.

PRIEST
What?

ISABELLA
(shouting)

I didn’t do it!
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A couple of women walk into the room from the back and stand 
in silence with Lady Fernandez and the other woman.

LADY FERNANDEZ
It seems that you are going to be a 
father, Father.

Lady Fernandez smiles but the smile doesn’t reach her eyes. 
The priest is horrified. He leans toward Isabella.

PRIEST
Issa! We discussed this. Yes, we -- 
I -- have sinned, but if you do 
this, all will be exposed. Think of 
the Church, Issa. 

His movements are labored. He looks at his hands. They swim 
before his eyes. He struggles to move his legs.

LADY FERNANDEZ
And were you thinking of the 
Church, Father, when you put your 
filthy hands on my daughter’s body? 
Prying her legs apart while she 
begged you to stop?

The priest tries to get up from the table. He is moving 
unnaturally slowly.

PRIEST
What have you done?

Two of the larger women grab each of the priest’s elbows. 
They sit him back in the chair and tie his arms and legs. 

The Priest strains against the ropes, begging. Isabella sobs. 
Lady Fernandez shakes her.

LADY FERNANDEZ
Tell him!

ISABELLA
(holding her stomach)

The spirits have told us. It’s a 
girl. Her name will be Magdalena.

LADY FERNANDEZ
(to the Priest)

Little Magda will learn our ways. 
Not yours.

Three more women come in. One is holding a gas can. All the 
women surround the Priest. The one with the can begins to 
douse him with the fluid.
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