Elm Street: Pil ot
By

That’s So Craven

(c) 2018



FADE | N
EXT. ELM STREET - N GHT
"ELM ST" reads the rusted green and white road sign.

The netal pole it stands on tilts to one side, |eaning
toward the enpty road.

Behi nd the sign lies the suburban nei ghborhood of
Springwood. Tall ash trees line the sidewal k. Houses of
various styles sit silently in darkness.

Not a single light is on; not even the streetlights.
Curiously dead in the mddle of night, it could al nost be a
still picture but for:

ANN MATHERS (18), dressed in a white silk nightgown, wal ks
down the mddle of the street. She treads cautiously, but
not with fear. This place is nore a curiosity than anything.

She conmes to the corner by the sign and stops. She | ooks
| eft then | ooks right.

SCREEEECH

She turns to see a FIGURE. Cl oaked in darkness, he wears a
trench coat and a distinctive black fedora. He sits atop one
of two crunbling stone pillars securing the rusted netal
gate of "SPRI NGAOOD CEMETERY".

The gate slowy sw ngs open... SCREEEECH.
ANN
What do you want? What am |
supposed to do?

A SHOVEL materializes out of thin air and lands with a cl ang
at her feet. The Figure speaks in a famliar nmenacing grow .

KRUEGER
Dig up the past.

EXT. SPRI NGAOOD CEMETERY - N GHT

Ann carries the shovel through the graveyard, seemng to
know where she’s going. She stops at a gravestone narked:

"FRED KRUECGER (1935-1968) It is better to be feared.”

She raises the shovel, ready to spear it into the dirt-



KRUEGER
Not that one. Not yet.

Krueger, still shrouded in darkness, now stands on the
branch of a gnarled oak tree. Hi's razor-clawed hand cones
up, pointing a single blade at...

A gravestone two rows up and one columm to the left. Freddy
Krueger’s green and red sweater is draped over it.

Ann goes to it and wi pes the sweater off.
"HEATHER GARDNER (1964-1968) "

Ann | ooks to Krueger. Krueger nods.

She plunges the spade into the dirt-

| NT. ROD S GARAGE STUDI O APARTMENT - DAY

-and wakes in bed. Mdrning |light shines through a nearby
wi ndow. Next to Ann..

ROD LANE (22), handsone, bad-boy type, sleeps peacefully
next to her.

EXT. ROD S GARAGE STUDI O APARTMENT - DAY

Ann, backpack slung over her shoul der, stands at the base of
a staircase leading to a room above the garage. She hol ds
her phone to her ear, seem ng stressed at the conversation
she’ s havi ng.

ANN
(to phone)
Mdterns are in a few weeks, but
|”mnot too worried ... | don't see
how you could help, Mom... Is Mke
still sleeping there every night?
Then I'm still sl eeping here

| do mss you it’s just- Mnf
She pulls the phone away from her ear. "CALL ENDED"

The door at the top of the stairs opens and Rod cones out
dressed in a |l eather jacket and carrying a biker’s hel net.

He descends the stairs, rubbing his tired eyes.

ROD
You know, you get good grades, do
you really have to go to schoo
every day?



ANN
You know, you |ive above your
parent’s garage, do you really have
to not work ever?

He heads to a nearby notorcycle and hops on.
ROD

You want ne to be a bank teller or
sonet hi ng? Wear suit and khaki s?

ANN
If it gets you out of your parent’s
house.

ROD

(puts on hel nmet)
If I were the guy you wanted ne to
be, you wouldn’'t want to be with
ne.

ANN
That’s not true.

ROD
Ch yeah? Then why aren’t you dating
t hat dweeb from your journalism
class? | nean, you two have "so
much in comon”.

Ann gl ares at him
ROD
He doesn’t have a notorcycle, does
he?

Ann wal ks of f toward the road.

ROD
Where you goi ng?
ANN
I m wal ki ng.
ROD

You' re gonna be | ate.

ANN
What ever. My grades are good.

And she’s gone. Rod takes his helnet off and tosses it to
t he ground.



I NT. CLASSROOM - DAY

FOUR STUDENTS sit in the front of the class. Ann is one of
them We'll know the rest in a nonent.

MR PEDERSON (38), young face, the kind of teacher that girls
crush on, stands facing the chal k board.

"SOCI AL ACTI VI ST JOURNALI SM' is wit large on it. Pederson
turns to face his students.

PEDERSON
"Social Activist Journalisnt. |
have just one question for you
kids... Who the hell wote this on
my chal kboar d?

They all [ augh. Ann exchanges accusing | ooks with...
SETH (18), a bit awkward, but not the dweeb Rod descri bed.

PEDERSON
Seriously, when | went to the
bat hroom | had an entire class
worth of notes witten out
detailing source verification, the
di fference between primry,
secondary and tertiary sources, and
how mai nstream news nedia outlets
deci de when to break big stories.
And soneone erased all that useful
information and replaced it with
"social activist journalisni. Wy?

SETH
Maybe with how crazy the world is,
meking a difference is all that
really matters.

PEDERSON
You wanna be an effective change
agent ? Do your background research.
Verify your sources. You rel ease a
story wth a bunch of hol es and
hal f-truths, you Il only hurt the
cause you're trying to help.

MALCOLM (17), black, physically uninpressive, but with a
fierce intelligence in his eyes.

MALCOLM
VWat if the truth is bad?



PEDERSON
Expl ai n.

MALCOLM
Bl ack people don’'t do as well on 1Q
tests. You think it’s good for ne
to have peopl e wal ki ng around
know ng that.

PEDERSON
(synpat heti c)
Do you think that’s the whol e
truth? You think that one fact is
everything that matters about your
peopl e? Does it even pertain to you
as an individual ?

MALCOLM
No.
PEDERSON
Then your story’s inconplete. Do
nmore research. Fill in the hol es.
ANN

But what constitutes the whole
truth? Do you want us to discover
the secrets of the universe before
we go to press? How do you know if
the truth i s dangerous?

PEDERSON
That’'s a really good, tough
guestion that every journalist
struggles with. Wiich is why |
wote a bunch of crap on this board
t hat was supposed to help you

answer it.
KIKO (16), a peppy Asian girl who just happens to wear an
Anmerican flag T-shirt that reads "These Colors Don’t Run".

Kl KO
But why should we be held to these
st andards when the mai nstream nedi a
can publish whatever they want?

SETH
Boo!

Kl KO
Unproven col lusion. dinton |ost
cause of Coney. Or was it the
Russi ans?



MALCOLM
Fox News is a hundred ti nes worse.
Kl KO
CGeor ge Sor os!
ANN
| nf owar s!
PEDERSON
ENOUGH!

The class falls silent. Pederson sighs.

PEDERSON
So, I'’'mthinking for this next
i ssue of our |ocal school
newspaper, no nore politics.

They all start to object.

PEDERSON
It’s only tenporary. There will be
ot her issues and plenty of time for
you to wite a really in depth
opi ni on pi ece about how a nati onal
fast food chain should change its
name to "Burger Person".

SETH
(points to Ann)
That was her i dea.

ANN
It was Burger QUEEN! And only for
Wnen's History Month.

KI KO
It’s not Wonen’s History Month. No
one wants to hear about chicks.

MALCOLM
Bur ger Queer? Wat ?

Peder son | ooks over his students with a touch of benusenent.
PEDERSON

Yeah, | think this will do you al
some good.



EXT. SPRI NGAOOD CEMETERY - DAY

Ann wal ks up to the open gates of Springwood Cenetery.

It looks radically different inreal life. The pillars of
the gate are bright white narble as opposed to crunbling
stone. The gate itself is shiny, refurbished, w thout a
speck of rust on it.

And yet deep in the cenetery stands a gnarled oak tree,
identical to the one fromAnn's dream

THE GNARLED OAK - MOMENTS LATER
Ann | ooks down at a headstone: "HEATHER GARDNER (1964-1968)"
She pulls out her phone, about to take a picture-

CHARLES ( OS)
What do you think you' re doing?

Ann turns, startled to see CHARLES GRAY (|l ate 50s), dressed
in dirty overalls. The grounds keeper.

ANN

Ch, um |I'mtaking a picture.
CHARLES

Yeah, | can see that. Wy?

She | ooks to the gravestone, thinking fast.

ANN
My nane is Ann Gardner. |’ m doing
ancestry stuff.

CHARLES
(skeptical)
Ch, is that true?

The question triggers sonething in Ann.

ANN
No. I'msorry, let ne start over.
My nane is Ann Mathers and |’ m
witing a story for the school
newspaper.

CHARLES
About a four year old who died
fifty years ago?



ANN
Not exactly. Are you the
groundskeeper here?

CHARLES
For thirty years and counti ng.

ANN
Do you know anyt hi ng about Heat her
Gar dner ?

CHARLES
It depends what you' re asking for.

ANN
Do you know of any connection she
may have had with Fred Krueger?

Charles’ face goes white. He turns and starts wal ki ng.

CHARLES
Have a good day.

ANN
She was nurdered the sanme year
Krueger di ed.

Charl es starts back toward her angrily.
CHARLES

Who the hell is talking to you
about Fred Krueger?

ANN
It’s an urban | egend.

CHARLES
It’s an urban | egend no one tells
anynore. Trust nme, 1'd know. Wo’'s
telling you stories about Fred
Krueger ?

ANN
My aunt.

CHARLES

| wanna have a word with her

ANN
She’ s several states over. She
doesn’t live here anynore.



CHARLES
Figures. Only someone so far away
from G ound Zero could be stupid
enough to let that nane | eave their
Iips.

Ann’ s cowed. She struggles to speak.

ANN
It’'s just a puff piece so far. |I'm
| ooki ng for an angl e.

CHARLES
Kids died. Alot of "em No one
wants or needs a new angle on it.

Charl es heads of f again, shouting back over his shoul der.

CHARLES
Find a new story. There' s gotta be
sonething nore inportant in this
world to wite about than Fred
Kr ueger .

I NT. ROD S GARAGE STUDI O APARTMENT - DAY

The roomis draped in darkness. Rod, |ooking decidedly |ess
hipinjeans and a wife beater, sits at a desk readi ng
sonmething on a |l aptop. Reading quite intensely, in fact.

Behi nd him the door opens silently. A blurred Figure enters
and approaches... slowy, carefully...

ANN
BOO, not herfucker!

Ann jabs himin the side playfully and Rod twirls around,
nearly decking her.

RCD
Jesus Christ! Where did you cone
fronf

ANN

The cenetery. Wat are you doing on
my conputer? | hope you' re deleting
the cookies. I'mgetting tired of
typing in Washi ngton Post only to
have it auto conplete as "wet teens
l'icking".



10.

ROD
" m not | ooking at porn.

She | ooks over his shoul der.

ANN
You' re reading ny Fred Krueger
research? Ch ny God, you' re scared
of Freddy Kruger. That's so cute.

ROD
(def ensi ve)
No, |’ m scared of you, you freak

Rod gets up and wal ks to the fridge where he proceeds to
grab a beer.

ROD
s that stuff all true? Dd that
really happen in our town?

ANN
Apparently.
ROD
How is it that | never heard of it?
ANN
| guess the adults are kinda touchy
about it.
ROD

And what about the dream stuff?
Ann | ooks at himinquisitively as he pops open his beer.

ANN
Are you asking nme if Krueger killed
peopl e with ni ght mares?

ROD
(still defensive)
No. |I"mjust curious how a runor
i ke that even gets started.

ANN
(shrugs)

It’s hard to say. No one wants to
tal k about it.

ROD
But you're gonna get to the bottom
of it?



11.

ANN
Faster than you get to the bottom
of that beer.

Ann cl oses her | aptop.

ROD
Hey, uh. | did sone job searching
t oday.

Ann | ooks up, expectant.

ANN
h? Any | uck?

RCOD
Yeah.

He seens reluctant, and she’s inmediately holding in a grin.

ANN
Tell ne.

ROD
The D xi e Queen

ANN
Qooooo! You are gonna | ook so cute
in that paper hat.

He rolls his eyes as she runs over and plants a kiss on him

They hug. Then she opens the fridge and pulls out a beer for
herself, holding it up |ike a toast.

ANN
See what you gotta do to get nme to
drink with you?
They clink their beers together.
EXT. ELM STREET - N GHT

Ann, in her white silk nightgown, wal ks Elm Street again,
not sure where she’ s goi ng.

A CREAKI NG and Ann | ooks over to see..

1428 El m Street. Nancy Thonpson’s ol d house. The door sw ngs
freely back and forth

Ann heads up the wal kway, nearing the porch when Krueger,
still wearing a trench coat, fedora and hidden in darkness,
energes fromthe front door.



12.

KRUEGER
Any red letter headlines yet?

ANN
No one will talk to ne. | need nore
hel p.

KRUEGER

| already gave you the nane. Wy
should | do all the work?

ANN
Your ny subconscious. | own you.

KRUEGER
Your subconsci ous?

Krueger |unges forward, claws fan out within inches of Ann’s
face. She barely flinches. Krueger huffs.

KRUEGER
You kids used to be so nuch easier
to scare.

ANN

| guess you haven’'t seen what goes
on in our schools these days.

KRUEGER
Oh, I've seen it. I'mjeal ous. Wo
needs a psychopath with claws when
you already kill each other by the
dozens every day?

He leans in close, the first hint of his scarred face peaks
out from underneath the fedora.

KRUECER
But | aimto even the score.

ANN
Heat her Gardner. She was your | ast
victinf

KRUECGER
Was she?

ANN
She was killed the sanme year you
Wer e.

Krueger chuckl es.



13.

KRUEGER
Before or after | was?

She considers the question.

ANN
So someone el se was killing
chil dren?

KRUEGER

Unl ess you believe | could kil
after death. Tell nme, Ann. Do you
bel i eve that?
| NT. ROD S GARAGE STUDI O APARTMENT - NI GHT
BUzzZzzzzZ. Ann and Rod sl eep next to each other. Rod tosses.

BUzZzzzz7Z. The phone next to Ann |lights up. She wakes and
reaches for it: "Text Received"

She | ooks to Rod, who turns, still sleeping.

She swi pes her code and the nessage conmes up:

"Re: Heather Gardner. Qutside now'

She frowns, then gets out of bed and heads to the w ndow.

POV QUTSIDE: A Sil houetted Figure wearing a trench coat
stands at the end of the driveway.

Ann puts her slippers on, heads to the door, but stops just
before opening it.

She pinches herself. Then pinches hersel f again, harder.
Satisfied, she exits the apartnent.

EXT. ROD S GARAGE STUDI O APARTMENT - NI GHT

Ann wal ks toward the Figure at the end of the driveway. As
she nears, he steps forward into the |ight revealing..

Charl es, bags under his eyes. He | ooks tired.
She stops sone di stance away.
ANN

Did you follow nme here? How did you
get ny nunber?



14.

CHARLES
| saw it in a dream

ANN
Bul I shit. If you have something to
say about Heather, then say it.

CHARLES
How did you get her nane?

ANN
It’s called a hunch.

CHARLES
Bullshit. You saw it in a dream

Ann goes qui et.

CHARLES
He’'s talking to you, isn't he? He
gave you that nane and he gave ne
your nurmber.

ANN
Di d Krueger have an acconplice?

CHARLES
He wants sonething fromus but we
can’'t give it to him

ANN
Was he framed?

CHARLES
He wants to be feared. To be feared
he has to be known agai n.

ANN
Was there a cover up? Is that why
no one tal ks about any of this?

CHARLES
To hell with your story. None of
that matters.

ANN
VWhat matters is the truth.

CHARLES
Christ. You re just so fucking
"woke" aren’t you?

Charl es cl oses the gap between them Ann stands her ground.



15.

CHARLES
Let me put this in ternms you m ght
understand. Krueger is |ike
Viadimr Putin. Or some Russian
spook operative. He is feeding you
this story intentionally and you
are |lapping it up because it nmakes
you feel like a real live
journalist. But he doesn’'t want
justice. He wants to be unl eashed!

Fear creeps into Ann’s eyes. This guy is crazy or worse.

ANN
W' re done here.

Ann heads back toward the garage. Charles foll ows.

CHARLES
Pl ease just kill the story.
ANN
If you don’t leave I'Il be forced

to call the co-

Her head’s yanked back suddenly as Charl es | oops a shoel ace
around her neck and pulls tight.

Ann claws at the lace, struggling to breathe.
CHARLES
" msorry. But once he’s done with
you, he’'d kill you anyway.

He pulls so hard her feet |eave the ground. Her slippers fly
away as she kicks her |egs.

Her struggling grows weaker. After a few nonments she goes
[inp and still.

Charl es rel eases Ann and she crunples to his feet.

He | ooks down at her for a nonent, queasy and shaken, then
heads up the stairs.

| NT. ROD' S GARAGE STUDI O APARTMENT - NI GHT

The door swi ngs open. Charles nakes his way to the bed.
There Rod sl eeps, shirtless with the bl anket covering his
| ower hal f.

Charl es sets the shoel ace down next to Rod.



16.

CHARLES
Sorry, kid.

Rod GASPS. Hi s eyes pop open as FOUR GASHES sl ash across his
chest. Bl ood seeps fromthem

He screans, his eyes fixed on sonething in front of him
sonet hi ng only he can see.

Then his throat RIPS open, spraying blood all over Charles.

Charl es staggers back, in shock. He stares at Rod s now
lifel ess body.

An unseen force pulls on Rod’ s body and it di sappears behi nd
t he bed.

Now, a SCRATCHI NG sound.

Charl es wal ks around the bed to see the sane unseen force
usi ng Rod’ s bl ood soaked hand to wite on the wall:

"KRUEGER DID | T"

CHARLES
No.

He lunges forward and furiously w pes at the nmessage.
A RAZOR KNI FE pierces the wall and his hand along with it.
He j unps back.

MORE SCRATCHING. From all around... the sane nmessages carved
in the walls and ceiling, over and over.

"KRUEGER DID I T" " FREDDY’ S BACK"
He stands there frozen... then thinks of sonething.
EXT. ROD S GARACGE STUDI O APARTMENT - NI GHT

Charl es bounds down the stairs, over Ann’s body and over to
Rod’ s notorcycle.

Beside it is a gas can. He grabs it.



17.

I NT. ROD' S GARAGE STUDI O APARTMENT - MOVENTS LATER

Charl es soaks the roomin gasoline. The bed, Rod, the
| apt op... everything.

He tosses the can aside, grabs sone scrap paper fromthe
near by desk and heads to the oven.

SCRATCHI NG sounds t hrough everyt hi ng:
"KRUEGER DID I T" " FREDDY’ S BACK" "NEVER SLEEP AGAI N'

He lights the scrap paper fromthe stove top burner and sets
it on the floor.

The room ENGULFS i mmedi at el y.
EXT. ROD S GARAGE STUDI O APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Charles runs down the stairs, over Ann’s body and flees to
the end of the driveway, disappearing around a shrub.

After a nonent the sound of a car starting and peeling off.

Fl ames begin to eat through the walls above the garage. The
stairs leading to the apartnent have alighted as well

Ann | ays notionl ess beneath the inferno..
-t hen GASPS awake.

She takes deep, ragged breaths, com ng back to her senses.
Soon she notices the fire. She cries out...

ANN

(just air)
Rod!

But her vocal chords are shot. She struggles to her feet,
nmovi ng toward the stairs when-

A W NDOW EXPLODES, showering her with broken gl ass.

The STAI RCASE col | apses. Fl anes bell ow out fromthe
col l apse, briefly ensnaring Ann before dying away.

She stunbles back to the end of the driveway and falls to
the concrete, powerless and in tears.



18.

EXT. SPRI NGAOOD - NI GHT

A Bird' s Eye View of the town. Silent. Peaceful.

The raging fire is just a flicker near the horizon.

W PAN DOMWN sl ow y, closer and closer to the ground until we
come to a street sign. This one is not old. It’s not rusted,
or tilted or green.

Standing tall, it’s a sinple, refurbished black and gol d
si gn readi ng:

"“ELM ST"

FADE OUT



