FADE IN:
EXT. BLACKNESS
White text appears over a BLACK backdrop.

To treat your facts with imagination is one thing, but to imagine your facts is another.

- John Burroughs
The text fades, and the black screen OPENS ON a dark street, luminously lit by a single streetlamp that lingers over the sidewalk.  Standing on the sidewalk are two teenage girls, HEATHER (17) and KELLY (17).  The night sky is starless and black.
A car passes on the street, and the camera quickly ZOOMS IN on the girls as they fold their arms.  Their breath can be seen as the air becomes colder.







KELLY






This night sucks.







HEATHER






Yeah.







KELLY

The movie sucked.  The audience wouldn’t shut up.  And now, we have to wait on your parents because both of our cars don’t work.


HEATHER (exasperatingly)

Yeah.


KELLY

Aren’t you annoyed?


HEATHER

By what?  You or everything else?


KELLY

Funny.

     (beat)

Hey, is that your parents’ car?


HEATHER

I...don’t know.

The car passes.







HEATHER






Nope.

It starts to sprinkle.  The sound of droplets against tin is heard from a nearby bus stop.  Beside the bus stop is the radiant streetlamp.  The rain becomes more visible in the beam of light shining down from the towering pole.

Heather and Kelly hold out their hands.  Kelly pulls up her jacket as the rain pours down profusely.







HEATHER






You going to complain about this, too?







KELLY






Come on!  Let’s get under the bus stop.

The girls run together.  They huddle under the metal roof as the streets become flooded with rainwater.

Heather’s eyes adjust on the streetlight.  She seems daunted by the image of its rays shining down on the wet asphalt.

Kelly notices.







KELLY






You okay?

Heather doesn’t respond.







KELLY






Heather?  Heather!
Heather snaps back from her daze.







HEATHER






Sorry.  I was just thinking.







KELLY






About what?







HEATHER

It’s nothing.  I’m fine.  It was just a dream.

KELLY

Did you just fall asleep?

Kelly laughs.







HEATHER






     (hastily)

No!  I’ve been having this weird dream a lot lately.  I had it for the first time when I was a kid, and I had it again just last week.  The streetlamp reminded me of it.  


KELLY

You had a dream about a streetlamp?  That is weird.

HEATHER

No.  The streetlamp was just a part of it.  Look, I don’t feel like talking about it.

KELLY

Well, I feel like hearing it.  Spill.


HEATHER

You don’t want to know.


KELLY

Sure I do.  I’m in a Psychology class right now.  Maybe I can tell you what the dream means.


HEATHER

Kelly, I’m planning on majoring in Psychology.  There’s nothing you can tell me that I don’t already know about dream analysis.


KELLY

Look.  We’re stuck out in the middle of the rain at night.  We just got out of a stupid movie with a stupid audience, and we have nothing left to do but sit here and wait on your parents.  Unless you can think of something better to do, you’re telling me about that dream of yours.

There’s an awkward silence.  Heather stares unblinking.  She finally sighs, and she sits down on the bench underneath the BUS PORT.  Kelly sits beside her.







HEATHER

When I was about six, I lived in Germany.  It was ’91 or ’92.  I don’t really remember.  Anyway, we lived in a cool two-story house, and right outside was a streetlamp.

KELLY

Just like that one?

HEATHER

Yeah.

KELLY

OK.  Keep going.


HEATHER

Anyway, my bedroom was the closest to the stairs, and right down the stairs was the front door.  My parents slept at the opposite end of the second floor, so I always had to walk down a creepy hallway to get them whenever I had a bad dream...

CUT TO:

INT. TWO-STORY HOUSE – HEATHER’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

A six-year-old HEATHER wakes up in a panic.







HEATHER (cont’d)

I woke up one night, or I thought I did.  I looked over and saw the curtains blowing from my open window.  I hated getting out of bed because I was always scared that something would grab me as I put my feet down...
Heather slowly gets out of bed.  Her feet softly touch the carpeted floor and press down harder as she stands up.







HEATHER (cont’d)

I walked over to the window.  I could almost see my breath.  It was freezing...

Heather’s adult voice FADES OUT.

A whistling breeze can be heard outside as young Heather approaches her bedroom window.  She reaches her hand out to the curtains.  She pulls them apart, and the brilliant light from the outside streetlamp shines inside.

Heather peers down, and her eyes grow wide.

Standing underneath the luminous streetlamp is a DARK MAN.  His figure almost seems like a shadow.  His face is blank and hidden.  His clothes are formally black and tailored.  The only recognizable feature is his black hat, and sticking out in frail tuffs is his stringy gray hair.  And along with his formal attire is an appropriately proper – irrefutably creepy – black suitcase.
The dark man doesn’t move.  He remains still, his head tilted up at Heather’s window.

Heather slowly steps back.  She walks to her bedroom door and exits her room.

CUT TO:

INT. UPSTAIRS MASTER BEDROOM – NIGHT

Heather quickly approaches her parents’ bed.  She shakes her father and calls his name under her muffled breath.







YOUNG HEATHER

Dad...Dad...there’s a man standing outside.  He was looking at me.  Dad, wake up.

Her father doesn’t budge.  Heather suddenly hears raspy breathing.

CUT TO:

INT. HEATHER’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

Heather enters her room again.  She rushes over to the window and peers out.  She sees the man standing still, indifferent.

The dark man suddenly tilts his head forward, staring at the front door of the house.

He takes a step forward.

Heather gasps, shutting her window and locking it.

She turns back to her bedroom door and stampedes into the hallway.

CUT TO:

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY – NIGHT


Heather peers down over the railing to the FOYER below.  She can see the stairs and the front door.

She can’t tell if the door is locked or not.

Heather slowly descends the stairs.  The steps creak and pop as she goes down.  Her smooth hand glides down the railing as she keeps her eyes locked on the front door.

The dark man’s breathing becomes more distinct – raspier...louder...

CUT TO:

INT. FOYER – NIGHT

Heather enters the foyer.  She sees the front door now, and it’s UNLOCKED.  She reaches her hand out to lock it as the raspy breathing becomes increasingly louder.

Her fingertips touch the lock, just as the door pushes open.  The dark man’s shadow can be seen through the side window as his fingertips slide over the doorframe.  Heather pushes the door back, struggling to keep the man outside as he tries to squeeze into the house.






YOUNG HEATHER






Dad!  Mom!  Help me!

No one can hear her cries.

Heather pushes the door again, and the man seems to give up.  He pulls his fingers out of the doorway.  His shadow disappears from the window, and his breathing subsides.

Heather steps backwards.  She leans against the wall overcome with fear and alarm.  She stares back at the front door.  It’s still UNLOCKED.

Heather walks slowly to the front door once more.  This time, she quickly lashes her arm out to the lock.  She turns it hurriedly, jumping back and immediately ascending the stairs.

At the top of the landing, Heather races to her parents’ bedroom.  She shuts the master bedroom door and jumps in-between her mother and father in bed.  They don’t move.  Heather cowards her face in the pillow as she shivers with fear.

Suddenly, breathing.  Raspy breathing.  Louder and louder, closer and closer...
The breathing starts from downstairs.  It rises past the staircase, moving closer to the master bedroom.  The dark man’s footsteps can be heard against the wooden floor of the hallway.

Heather rolls over to her mom.  She tugs at her shoulder, shaking her arm.







HEATHER

Mom...please...get up...please...don’t leave me alone...

Her mother’s body rolls over, dead.  Heather screams, bumping into her father.  Her father’s head contorts to the right.  He is dead as well.

The bedroom door opens, and the dark man enters.

Heather gasps.  The man moves closer towards her, reaching out his pale hands.







DARK MAN (creepily)





Grab my hand, Heather...

Heather shakes her head.  The old man smiles and begins to cackle an ominous laugh.

CUT TO:

EXT. BUS STOP – NIGHT – PRESENT







HEATHER (cont’d)

And then I woke up.  Each time, he gets closer and closer to me.  I can practically feel his breath blowing my hair.  It feels like he’s touching me even though he isn’t.


KELLY

What happens if he grabs you?

HEATHER

I don’t know.


KELLY

How many times have you had this dream?


HEATHER

I’ve lost count.  I can’t tell you how many times I’ve woken up crying just because of this man.  I know he’s just in my dreams, but, sometimes, it feels like he’s more than that.  I feel like I know him better than I know my own family, and that scares me more than anything else.

KELLY

Well, if you know him, why are you scared of him?


HEATHER

Because I don’t trust anyone.

A car pulls up.  It’s Heather’s parents.







KELLY






Finally!







MOM






Hey, guys!  Sorry we’re late!

CUT TO:

INT. VEHICLE – NIGHT

Heather and Kelly climb into the backseat.  Heather’s father is driving and her mother is sitting in the passenger seat.







MOM






So how was the movie?







HEATHER






It sucked.







KELLY






Badly.







DAD






I told you to see something else.







KELLY






You never even go to the movies!







DAD

My point exactly.  If there’s nothing good playing, I don’t go.  I haven’t been to the movies in at least a decade.

The vehicle pulls up to a red light.

MOM

So you two seemed pretty attentive in a conversation when we pulled up.  What were you guys talking about?


HEATHER

A dream I had.


MOM

A dream?  What was it about?

CUT TO:

INT. INTERSECTION – NIGHT

The light turns green.  Heather’s father pushes on the gas pedal, and as the car crosses the intersection, a car running the red light approaches them at extraordinary speed.







MOM






Look out!

The other car hits their vehicle from the side, knocking it across the intersection.  Their vehicle swerves across the road, flipping over as it hits the curb.
The car crashes into a guardrail, landing upside down as the windshield shatters.  The car spins a few times, finally stopping as the engine catches fire.

The other car bounces back into the intersection, nearly unscathed.

Two pedestrians on the sidewalk approach the wreck – one is a jogger, the other is a man in a black suit carrying a suitcase.

CUT TO:

INT. WRECKED VEHICLE – NIGHT

Kelly is crying liberally as she frees herself from her seatbelt.  She immediately crawls out of one of the shattered windows and steps onto the sidewalk, her head bleeding and her knees bruised.

Heather peers over to her parents in the front of the damaged car.  They’re not moving.







HEATHER






Mom...Dad...

They don’t move.  Heather tugs at their arms as she tries to wake them up.

Outside, leaking gasoline has caught fire.  Kelly is screaming frantically for help.







KELLY






HELP US!  OVER HERE!

The jogger approaches the other vehicle as the man in the black suit approaches Heather’s flipped over car.







OLD MAN (to Kelly)






What’s her name?







KELLY (crying)






Heather.







OLD MAN (to Kelly)

Go stand on the sidewalk.  I’ll get your friend.

Heather continues speaking to her parents.







HEATHER

Please...wake up...don’t do this...
They are motionless, dead.  Heather doesn’t want to believe it.







HEATHER






Please, don’t leave me...
The old man bends down and peers inside the car.  He sets his suitcase aside.  He immediately notices that the parents are dead.  The old man sees Heather caught in her seatbelt.  The fire near the gas tank is rapidly increasing.







OLD MAN






Quickly...take my hand...

Heather peers over to the voice.  She sees the old man, and she gasps.
Heather’s eyes remained locked on the old man who looks so visibly familiar.







OLD MAN

Heather, I need you to listen to me.  There’s a fire near the gas tank so I need you to work with me quickly.  You have to trust me.
He reaches out his pale hand.  He opens it up to pull her out.







OLD MAN






Grab my hand, Heather...
The fire grows more rapidly as the camera focuses on Heather’s bruised face.  The fire reflects in her eyes as the screen FADES TO BLACK.

Suddenly, but faintly, a voice.







KELLY (O.S.)






What happens if he grabs you?
FADE OUT.
