CHILDREN OF ELM STREET











EXT.  HIGH SCHOOL - NIGHT








An elderly, run down high school sits quiet in the night amongst the chirping crickets.  It has a LARGE staircase leading up to the multitude of doors, which make up the front entrance.  It stands three stories high.





NIJAH EMERY steps into the frame, cloaked in her nightgown, staring up at the school with a glazed over expression on her face.





She begins to ascend the wide stairwell, soon reaching the door.  Something pulls her in, extending her arm and opening it from within her - a force.











INT.  MAIN ROW - SAME








The main row - or foyer - of the school is very large.  There are window-ridden rooms and offices on either side of her.





Ahead of her, about fifty feet down the hall, there is another, smaller set of stairs - maybe five steps or so - leading up to the top of what is a ‘T’ shaped hall.  On the flat wall of the ‘T’ there is a MAMOTH window.  Light shines down from the moon into the main row.





Nijah takes slow steps, walking into the light of the window.  It casts on her eyes; she squints.





She begins up the five steps.  Her eyes are glued on the large window.  It seems to stretch even TALLER as she continues towards it.  The room is musty. 





CLANK!





Something echoes from the left hallway.  The structure of the school morphs slightly.  The window is of even more mammoth proportions, much more cathedral like.





She begins down the left hallway, like a zombie; walking.  A faint GIGGLE can be heard in the distance, along with a repetitive ‘THWAPPING’.  She recognizes the laughing.  





SWOOOOSHHH...





Nijah suddenly finds herself ankle deep in water.  Light cast from several boarded windows along the hall is made visible by a haze, giving it more dimension.  The water does not surprise or alarm her.  





She looks down at the water, circling her bare feet.  It’s a milky shade of blue.  She continues her journey, walking onward.





The hallway tilts lower towards the ground; Nijah soon finds herself knee deep in the water.





She hears a voice -








					YOUNG CHILD


				(O.S)


		Nijah!








She recognizes the voice.  Her glazed over expression flashes to that of one that is alert and concerned.  She recognizes the voice, but can’t put a name on it quite yet.





Quickly, Nijah turns to the door next to her, a classroom door.  She turns the rusty handle and enters.











INT.  CLASSROOM - SAME








Nijah enters, getting a head of water in the face.  The room is contorted: water hovers on the ceiling of the room, where the dimension of where she had entered has been flipped.  She can see, on the ACTUAL floor, a class full of desks with a BLACK AND WHITE CROSSHATCHED tile floor.





She swims in the ceiling water for a moment, closing the door and catching her breath.





Nijah looks up, looking down on the class.  She seems a small boy, LIAM EMERY, sitting in the middle of the classroom.  He is touted in a white outfit.





She reaches towards him.








					NIJAH


		Liam!  Here.. Me!








She reaches towards him.  He looks up at her desperately.  His hand then extends towards hers, but they do not reach.








					LIAM


		Nijah, hurry... he’s coming!








Not asking who HE is, she splashes her way towards the wall, SCRATCHING and clawing on it.  The wall becomes her floor. She crawls down to Liam on the floor.





The water above begins to SWELL, getting closer and denser.





Nijah, soaking wet, approaches Liam in the desk, but his desk has trapped him in, with bars holding him down in his seat.  She fumbles at them for a moment.








					NIJAH


		Liam, what’s going on?








She begins to search, FRANTICALLY, for a way to release him.  He looks at the water above.








					LIAM


		We have to hurry.  He’s coming!








					NIJAH


		Who’s he?








He raises his hand, perplexing his fingers, stretching them out.  His eyes widen to get the message across.








					LIAM


		The man with the claws...








Nijah pauses for a split second.





SHING!





A metallic SCRAPING sound is heard from under the water.  It’s muffled from the heavy breathing of the two.  They both pause when they hear it.





Nijah begins to VIOLENTLY pull on the bars.








					NIJAH


		I can’t get these bars undone!








A SHINY, SILVER set of METALIC claws emerge slowly from the water, a mere few feet from Nijah.  She doesn’t notice the hand, SLOWLY coming towards her.





Liam looks at the hand, in a trance.  He turns to her, still caught up in the macabre sight.








					LIAM


		Nijah...








She turns her head, her nose snuggling into the palm of the clawed hand.  





SHING!





The hand closes.  Nijah screams bloody murder.  The blade finds her ear and holds it.  A TRICKLY of blood spills.  





The blood falls up, into the water.  Nijah begins to SCRAMBLE as her dimension is flipped upside down.





She holds onto the bars of the desk.  Liam is still in his trance-like state.  He opens his mouth as to mutter something but nothing escapes.





The claw continues to hold onto her face.  Nijah tries to scream, but her voice is muffled.  She desperately fumbles with the bars, this time to hold herself up.  





It begins pulling her down towards the rising water.  Grappled to the desk with her legs, Nijah’s hands begin to slip.  With a sharp sound, the claw lets go.





Quickly, Nijah tilts her upside-down head towards Liam, to check his status.





Liam, tranced, VIOLENTLY throws up.  The vomit travels downwards towards the water, SPILLING over Nijah.  Stunned, she loses her foot grip and TUMBLES down into the water.











INT.  WATER - SAME








Under the water, she SCRAMBLES around, disoriented and looking for the surface.





Light from the submerged door catches her attention.  She swims towards it.





A SINISTER LAUGH is heard under the water, that of an adult male. She looks around while QUICKLY swimming towards the light.





The door is upon her; she can see the RIPPLING surface above.  She goes for it.





Suddenly, from behind her, the burnt and raw face of FRED KRUEGER comes into view.





Nijah reaches the surface. 











INT.  SURFACE - SAME








She dives up, taking a LONG gasp for breath.  





From out of nowhere emerges the CLAWED arm, reaching across her face, grabbing a hold of her cheek, trying to pull her under.





Unable to fight it, she goes under -











FLASH CUT TO:  BATHROOM - NIGHT








INT.  TUB








Nijah VIOLENTLY awakens in the tub, gasping for breath and emerging from her cozy position.  She leans upwards, covered in soapsuds.  





She takes a LONG time to breathe and relax.





PAUSE.  A knock comes to the door, then a voice -











					PETER


				(O.S)


		Nijah, are you okay in there, huh?








Nijah, still out of breath, grabs a towel from the side rail of the bath and wipes her face.








					NIJAH


		I’m fine dad, just got stuck in the tub.








She tries to compose herself.  The voice at the door subsides.








					PETER


				(O.S)


		Okay, don’t fall asleep in there.  You’re 			liable to drown, you know.








Sounding concerned also, she replies -








					NIJAH


		Yeah dad (beat; quieter) I know...








					PETER


				(O.S)


		Goodnight.








					NIJAH


		‘Night dad.








She closes her eyes, a little in relief, a little in fear.  She stands up.  It’s here we see that she is still wearing her NIGHTGOWN.





Nijah notices this herself, looking down at her wet and CLOTHED body.  The stomach of the nightgown is ripped.  She SLOWLY parts the FOUR SLASHINGS on her dress, glaring at them in fear.











INT. BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER








Nijah’s hand reaches down and pulls the plug on the bath, a GURGLING noise coming from the drain.





She pulls back and looks at it as the water slowly drains.  She is now covered in a CRIMSON bathrobe, hugging herself in the cold air.





After a moment of hesitation, the last of the water finally drains.  The bath lies empty.





Nijah turns around to leave the room.  SILENCE ENSUES.














CUT TO:  HIGH SCHOOL - NEXT MORNING





EXT.  FRONT ENTRANCE








We are at the all-too-familiar school, with its large, elegant entrance.  There are about thirty or so students lingering around the area.





A nice car pulls up.











INT.  CAR - SAME








Nijah, and her attractive, early 40’s father, sit in the car.  She gazes at the school, in utter shock and silence.





Peter notices her hesitation to leave the car.  There is an odd moment of silence.








					PETER


		Honey, what’s wrong?








Nijah continues to stare up at the tall building.  She then turns back to him, grabbing her bag and reaching for the door handle.








					NIJAH


		Nothing. (beat) Thanks for the ride, dad.








She flashes him a smile and opens the door.  








					PETER


Now you know that I have an election meeting tonight, right?








			NIJAH


Right and there’s money on the counter for a pizza.








He senses something’s wrong.  She goes to exit, but he stops her.








					PETER


Nijah is something wrong?  You seem a little - distant. (beat) Have you been getting enough sleep?








She hesitates, then answers.








					NIJAH


I’m just a little nervous.  New school, new people.  I’ll be fine.








			PETER


Okay, I love you.








She stands up and exits the car.








					NIJAH


		Bye.








The door closes.  Peter starts up the car.  Nijah begins walking towards the school, keeping a keen eye on it.











EXT.  FRONT STEPS - SAME








Nijah walks amongst the crowd, her eyes undressing the building.  She seems very wrapped up in its architecture and style.  There is something off about it, though.





THUD!





She bumps into someone, unknowingly.  They turn around in the confusion, revealing themselves to be a TALL football jock, decked complete with a letterman jacket and cardboard good looks.





Nijah smiles, embarrassed about her mishap.








IAN DEMOLEN, the jock, smiles also; not a pleased smile, but rather a look upon the silly girl as a kid sister.








					IAN


		Sorry about that.








					NIJAH


		It’s my fault.








He glances at her bags, giving her the up down.








					IAN


You’ve got new kid written all over your face.  Are you new to Springwood?








			NIJAH


Yeah.








She continues walking, breaking the possibly friendship inspiring conversation, still entranced with the building.  She continues up the stairs.





Ian, feeling a little brushed off, turns towards his group and continues where he left off.





Nijah approaches the same doors as she did earlier in her dream.  She questions them for a moment before entering, asking several mental questions to herself.











INT.  OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER








Nijah approaches a desk in one of the administration offices.  An elderly female clerk smiles at her.  The room is large and window filled.








					NIJAH


Hi, I’m Nijah Emery.  I’m new.  My dad said that you had a schedule prepared for me?








			SECRETARY


Emery? (beat) Okay, here we go.








The woman smiles, as if knowing already what to do.





She reaches down and hands Nijah a folder.  Nijah takes the folder and smiles back.








					NIJAH


		Thanks.








Nijah walks away; the secretary upholds her smile for an odd amount of time after Nijah has left the office.





A bell rings in the hallway.  Nijah looks up towards the ringing bell.  SWARMS of teenager surround her as she tries to make her way against the current of people.





She spots IAN again, coming in the doors in the main foyer.  He gives her another look.  Nijah SMILES sheepishly, but keeps going.  





Ian turns to one of his buddies, COLT HASKINGS.  Colt is, in many ways, like Ian, but not quite as popular or well groomed.








					COLT


		She’s hot.








					IAN


		Yeah, but she won’t notice me.








					COLT


She doesn’t know that you’re the big man on campus, man.  Just let her get adjusted.  She probably thinks you have a girlfriend or something.








					IAN


She knows that people break up, dude. (beat) Maybe that’s just the thing... maybe she has a boyfriend?








			COLT


Likely scenario.








			IAN


Very likely. (beat) Probable.








			COLT


Very probable.








Another bell rings in the hall.  Colt and Ian begin off down the hallway towards their classes, following the sea of people.  Several people WAVE at the two of them; they give off an heir of popularity.











INT.  HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER








The teens have now SHUFFLED into their classes, while a few linger in the halls, talking away.





Nijah comes around the corner of the hallway, which is filled with lockers and classrooms.  She recognizes the room eerily.





She holds her schedule in her hands.  She looks up at the numbers and then comes on her locker, which reads 1428 on the nameplate.





The atmosphere seems to hush as she GLARES at the 1428, which seems to be scratched in.  Slowly, she looks down and glances at her paper, then proceeds to unlock her locker.





Nothing unusual for a locker.  Empty, with the FLACK remains of sticker aftermath.  Nijah places her bag in the locker then closes the door.  She looks up towards the hallway, paper still in hand.





A teacher, MR. RISKO, PEERS at her with an evil eye.  He’s an elderly man, 50 or 60, very pretentious just in appearance.





He approaches her, gives her a ‘look’ then clears his throat.








					RISKO


		What are you doing out here?








Nijah looks back at her locker for a split second, almost referring to it.








					NIJAH


		Putting my stuff in my locker.








					RISKO


Isn’t that what we’re all doing? (beat) What class are you supposed to be in?








She looks down at her paper.








					NIJAH


				(reading)


		Um.. (beat) History 3D1 with Mr. -








He cuts her off.








					RISKO


Risko.  That’s me.  Come along now, I’ve got a class of teens who have the attention span of a mere two point three seconds.








He turns around and gestures for her to follow.  She does.











INT.  CLASSROOM - SAME








Risko enters, Nijah entering soon after him.  The class is a bright room, with a checkered pattern on the ground.  The once talkative class is now silent, ALL EYES ON NIJAH.





She stands, in front of the class, slowing down and waiting for orders from Risko.  He walks to his desk, which is off to the left side of the class at the front.





He sits.  Nijah looks very uncomfortable.  She catches sight of IAN towards the back of the class.  He’s looking at her, but not as WANTING as before.  Their eyes meet for a second, Ian then looks away.








					RISKO


		Alright, listen up!








The class is already quiet and peering at Nijah.  Embarrassed, she smiles and wipes her hair behind her ears.








					RISKO


				(cont’d)


This is Nijah Emery.  She’s new... obviously. (beat; turning to Nijah) Would you like to say a few words about yourself?








			NIJAH


No, but you’re all expecting me to, right? (pause) Well, there’s not much to say.








			RISKO


Where are you coming from?








He directs his questions to her, projecting them to the class.  She answers him, projecting to the class.








			NIJAH


Chicago.  My dad’s the mayor here - when my brother died, I -








			RISKO


		(cutting off)


Your brother died? (digging deeper) Tell us about that?








Her eyes read that she’s not impressed.  Her cheeks blush.  She looks at the class, who’s now seemed to sit up in their chairs, wanting this info.





Ian looks at her, changing his look.








					NIJAH


I’d rather not.  Frankly, it’s none of your business.








He rises and walks towards her.  He puts a hand on her shoulder and points off down to the end of the class.








RISKO�	Fair enough. (beat) Your going to be 	sitting way off down towards the back of 	the class in the left corner.








Timidly, but with more confidence than when she entered the room, she begins walking towards her seat.








					RISKO


		Oh, and Nijah...








She looks back at him, just before sitting down.








					RISKO


				(cont’d)


Try to avoid taking that tone with me please.








			NIJAH


Try to avoid bringing up the subject.








The class “OOOHS!” at her witty comeback that bares little to no attitude.








					RISKO


		Fair enough.








She sits down.  Ian is two seats to the left of her.  She catches his eye on her and turns her head towards him.  They exchange smiles with each other.





Ian seems proud that she stood up to him.














CUT TO:  FRONT ENTRANCE - AFTER SCHOOL





EXT.  STAIRS








Nijah sits on the LARGE, STONE stair railing by herself.  She looks as teens RUSH off towards the loading busses.  





Leaves RUSSLE on the ground and we can hear the swooshing of the large oak trees lining the adjacent street.





Ian approaches Nijah.  She smiles.  They connect.








					IAN


		Hey.








					NIJAH


		Hi. (pause) You’re Ian, right?








He extends his arm.  She takes it.  They shake for a moment.








					IAN


		Ian Demolen.








Ian sits in front of her, leaning against the stone railing, watching as the crowd of teens thins out to a mere few groups of chatting mouths.





There is a moment of uncomfortable silence.








					NIJAH


		So Mr. Risko can be a real prick sometimes?








He chuckles a bit.








					IAN


Hell yeah!  You only got a taste of his wrath today, just wait until finals!








			NIJAH


You’re on the football team, aren’t you?








			IAN


I don’t reek of jock that much, do I?








			NIJAH


No offense, but the second I saw you, I knew you were a jock.








			IAN


Really?








			NIJAH


But it’s not a bad thing.








They laugh for a moment.








					IAN


I’m not the quarterback; I’m on the offensive line.  Carl Roberts is the QB








Nijah yawns, covering her mouth.  Ian smiles.








					IAN


		I’m boring you, aren’t I?








Nijah finishes her yawn and shakes her head.








					NIJAH


No, not at all.  It’s just that I haven’t been getting much sleep lately.








Ian seems keen on the word sleep.  He looks at her deeply.  He takes notice around her eyes.  We can see the TRAILS of baggage under her eyes.








					IAN


		Is anything keeping you up?








					NIJAH


Up at night, you mean?  No, not really.  Just a silly nightmare.








			IAN


Nightmare?








			NIJAH


Yeah, but it’s nothing.








			IAN


I’m not sure if you’ve noticed, but Springwood doesn’t exactly have the best rap for teens with nightmares, Nijah.








			NIJAH


I don’t understand?








Ian looks over at his bus, which comes along down the road.  It comes to a SCREETCHING HAULT on the side of the street.  Several kids line up, ready to board.





Colt, from within the group, raises his arm and yells out at Ian - 








					COLT


		Hurry up, man!








Ian gets up.  Nijah still gives him a look of confusion.








					IAN


I’ve got to go.  I’ll talk to you tomorrow, okay?








Curiosity pushes her over the edge.  She gets up and stops him for a brief moment.








					NIJAH


		Ian, wait.  I need to know about -








He cuts her off.








					IAN


		We’ll talk about it later.  Bye.








He walks off, turning on his ‘cool’ button and approaching the bus with the other kids.





Nijah stands at the top of the stairs, hugging herself in discomfort and the loom of confusion as the kids board the bus.





The doors on the bus finally close.  Ian, from within the bus, looks out the back window as it SLOWLY moves off down the street.





She turns around and walks back into the LARGE doors of the school.











INT.  MAIN FOYER - SAME








She looks around.  No one is in the hallway.  We hear the FAINT voices of practicing cheerleaders and volleyball players in the gymnasium down the hallway.





Nijah’s shoes ECHO out loud as she walks down the foyer towards the ‘T’ shaped intersection.  She glances up at the window.  It’s not as large as it was in her dream, yet still very big for a school.





THWAP!





Nijah freezes at the sound of a thwap in the distance.  She turns to her left and sees nothing.  She then turns to her right: nothing.





She begins off down the left hallway and up towards a stairwell leading to the second level.











INT.  UPPER LEVEL - SECONDS LATER








She ascends the last of the stairs and opens the doors to the upstairs hallway.  





The hallway is well lit; one side of the hall is one big long WINDOW shining down onto the COURTYARD below.





A JANITOR is MOPPING the floor in the center of the hallway.  He’s wearing a LONG, BROWN lab coat, which is dirty from labor.  





The floor SHIMMERS as she takes a few steps inward.  He notices her and looks up.








					NIJAH


		Hi.  I’m wondering where the library is?








She sounds timid and a little embarrassed.  He stands fully up, leaning on the mop.








					JANITOR


It’s, uh, on the first level in the English hallway.  Go down on the first floor and take a right in main row.  You can’t miss it.  








She turns back towards the stairs.








					NIJAH


		Thanks.








She exits.  He watches her as she leaves.











INT.  LIBRARY - MOMENTS LATER








Nijah enters the library.  It’s quite large, with a second level and the all-too-familiar swivel ladders that careen around the room.  It’s a dark room, very MUSKY and a much more earthy tone than the cathedral-like school.





Several WINDOWS behind the LARGE BOOK SHELFS illuminate the room.  There are CUBICALS all over, equipped with mini-lamps and lounge chairs.





She looks around.  There is no on at the main desk.  She steps in, feeling very uninvited.








					NIJAH


				(rather quietly)


		Hello?








No answer.  Her voice echoes around the room.  Anyone in the room would have heard her.





She begins off, walking over towards a LARGE card catalog.





The card catalog is a wooden box with about twenty small little file cabinets within it, holding card size files.





Nijah scrolls down to the ‘BY TOPIC’ section and then pulls open a box named ‘H-L’ and pulls it open.  She does this quite discreetly; keeping an open ear for anyone who comes in the room.





She begins FLIPPING through the cards wildly, finding the “HISTORY” section.





She finds it and scrolls through a series of history related topics.





She finds what she wants; kind of.  There is a card in front of her.  She stops on it.  It reads:





SPRINGWOOD - THE HAUNTING HISTORY





The words are ETCHED out and scratched in with pencil.  She looks at the card number, SHA559, and the author, SHAW, WINDSOR.  








					NIJAH


				(to herself)


		What the hell...








THWAP!





Another thwapping noise echoes from the hallway outside.  Nijah WHIPS around towards the door, very on the edge.





She turns back to the catalog and RIPS out the card.  She pockets the card as she closes the catalog and walks towards the door.





Looking down at her pocket, she exits, bumping right into...





PETER, HER FATHER!





She looks up at him, gasping in momentary shock.








					NIJAH


		Dad?  What are you doing here?








He looks preoccupied as usual.








					PETER


Come on, honey.  I’ve got a meeting with my campaign managers in ten minutes.  I’ve been waiting outside for almost fifteen.


		





					NIJAH


		I didn’t see you.








					PETER


Well look harder next time.  Now come on, I have to get moving!








He begins walking out of the library doors.  Nijah follows, keeping nonchalant about her small crime.  She glances back at the quiet room as she leaves.














CUT TO:  BUS - SAME





INT.








Colt and Ian are the last ones on the bus.  The rest of the bus is empty.  We can hear the RATTLING of the overrun engine of the vehicle, putting along the road.





Ian SLOUCHES back in his seat at the back, almost DOZING off.  Colt sits across from him.








					COLT


		Tired?








Ian looks over.








					IAN


		A little.  Gym was harsh today.








					COLT


You’re not kidding, man, holy shit.  Too much running for me.  I think I’m going to drop it.








			IAN


It’s a good class, at the end of the day and all...I don’t know..








			COLT


I’ve got a harsh semester.  I don’t know if I’ll have time to stay after school from now on for football.








			IAN


Yeah.








Ian SLOUCHES back in his seat, closing his eyes.  





SCREETCH!





The bus comes to a stop.  Ian opens his eyes.  Colt rises and begins walking up to the front of the bus.  He turns back to Ian.








					COLT


		See ya, man.








					IAN


		Bye.








Colt continues walking until he reaches the door.  The discreet bus driver pulls a lever and the door opens.  Colt walks down the stairs, out the door and into the world, disappearing in the light.





Ian watches for a moment, then continues in his slouched sleeping state.





He sits there for a minute, falling asleep.  SILENCE.





SCREECH!





The bus comes to a VERY abrupt stop, screeching to a stop.  Ian FLIES forward, hitting his face into the seat in front of him.  





He takes a minute to compose himself.  Angrily, he looks up towards the bus driver, but the seat is empty.








					IAN


What the hell is going on?  Did you hit something?… hello? 








No answer.  He takes a step forward, seeing the vacant driver’s seat.  He looks around questioningly.








					IAN


				(cont’d)


		Hello? (beat) What the hell?








He walks up the aisle to the empty driver’s seat.  He pulls on the door lever.  As soon as his hand reaches the rod, he PULLS back.





THE ROD IS BURNING HOT.








					IAN


		Fuck!





He GRIPS his hand, clenching in pain.








					IAN


		Goddamn!








Ian looks around, scanning the front area of the bus.  He sits down in the driver’s seat, turning to his left and pulling on the door handle.





It doesn’t open: he’s trapped.








					IAN


		HELLO?








He reaches up to the LARGE first aid kit above the windshield with his good hand and opens it.





He YANKS out a packaged roll of gauss tape and WRAPS it around his blistering, burnt hand.  He WINCES in pain.





Suddenly, the bus begins to move.  The breaks SCREECH from below and the wheels begin rolling.





Ian, in a panicked state, sits down in the driver’s seat and PEDALS the break, but nothing happens.








					IAN


		Holly shit!








He begins to breathe heavily.





An EVIL CACKLE is heard from the back of the bus.  It’s DEEP and RASPY.  Ian feels the presence that the laugh brings.





He looks up in the LARGE rear-view mirror to see a DARK shape of a man, with a wide brimmed hat and a perplexed hand with FOUR LARGE CLAWS attached.





SMASH!





The bus CRASHES violently into a tree, the engine SPEWING into the front end of the bus.  The windshield caves in on Ian and the ceiling contorts inward.  





He SCREAMS bloody murder.











INT.  BUS - SAME








Ian FALLS from his seat at the back of the bus as it comes to a stop.  





He looks up.





Everything is normal.  The bus driver, a mid 40’s female, looks at him.  MOMENTARY SILENCE.








					BUS DRIVER


		You okay?  It’s your stop.








He arises and shakes his head while grabbing his bag.  Picking up the pace, he walks towards the front of the bus.  He realizes that what he just experienced was a dream.





He passes the bus driver.  She stops him, grabbing his hand.








					BUS DRIVER


		That’s a nasty bur you got there!








Ian looks down at his hand, shocked as she is.  He focuses on it for a minute.  He makes up something to get away from the bus.








					IAN


Yeah.. Um, science class.  I should get someone to look at it.








He turns around and exits.  The bus driver keeps her eye on him as he walks towards his TWO-STORY home.  She then closes the door and presses her foot on the gas.











EXT.  FRONT YARD - SAME








Ian looks down at his hand, fixated on the burn and how it got there.  He walks slowly towards his house, which is rather LARGE.





He approaches the door and enters.














CUT TO:  CAR - SAME





INT.  








Nijah sits in the car with her father.  It’s silent.  Nijah stares out the window at the QUAINT streets of Springwood.  Everything seems normal.





Peter notices her silence.








					PETER


		How’s school?








					NIJAH


		Fine.








					PETER


		Your teachers?  They’re all okay?








					NIJAH


		They’re fine, dad.








					PETER


		What’s wrong, honey.  You seem tired.








					NIJAH


		I am tired.








					PETER�		Maybe you need to be getting more sleep.








					NIJAH


		I’m getting enough sleep.








					PETER


		Then why are you so down?








She turns to him; he divides his attention between her and the road.





They stare at each other for awhile.








					NIJAH


Why don’t you just stick to politics, dad.  You’re better at that.








			PETER


You can talk to me.








			NIJAH


I don’t want to talk to you.  I’m fine.








			PETER


Every time you say that something is wrong with you.  Now I want you to know that if anything’s wrong - 








			NIJAH


DAD, please.  I’m fine. (beat) I’m adjusting, that’s all.








			PETER


If this is about your brother then -








			NIJAH


Does there need to be a psychological analysis for EVERYTHING?  God...








All is silent for a few moments.  Peter slows down the car as they approach their street 1422 ELM. ST.  Nijah grabs her bag and exits the car.  Peter is silent.





There are no words exchanged between the two.











EXT.  CAR - SAME








Nijah closes the door.  The car starts up again and ZOOMS off down the road.  She looks back at it for a moment, then continues walking up towards the house.





The house is very much in the same style as Ian’s; large, spaced out nicely with trees surrounding it on either side.











INT.  HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER








Nijah enters and closes the door, placing her school bag down on a bench in the main foyer of the house.





The house splits off into three sections: the first, straight ahead, is the stairs; the second, to the left, is the dining room; and the third, to the right, is the living room.  Behind the stairs and joining from the living and dining rooms is the kitchen, which leads out to a LARGE back porch.





Nijah takes a right and walks into the living room, headed for the kitchen.











INT.  KITCHEN - SAME








Nijah enters the room.  It’s a nice, HOMEY kitchen, with lace curtains, light blue walls, and a shimmering tile floor.





Someone’s sitting at the kitchen table.  A woman, HILARY, in her early ‘40s, writing something down.





They get each other’s attention and look at each other for a moment.








					NIJAH


		Who are you?








The woman TURNS in her seat, not taking her eyes off of Nijah.








					HILARY


		I live here; I’m Peter’s fiancé.








					NIJAH


		You don’t look like my mother.








					HILARY


		You don’t look like my daughter.








Hilary stands, DUSTING her contemporary clothes off.  She takes a few steps towards Nijah.








					HILARY


				(cont’d)


You must be Nijah.  Your father warned me about you razor sharp wit.  Don’t get too close or you’ll get razor burn.








Hilary laughs.  Nijah smiles, looking away.








					NIJAH


		You live here?








					HILARY


		I just moved in today.








					NIJAH


		Why didn’t he tell me?








					HILARY


He’s been really busy with his campaign, Nijah.  You have to understand that.  I have to understand that.








			NIJAH


I know.  It’s just... well, you know you’ve got too much on your mind when you can’t inform your daughter that your finace’s moving in.








			HILARY


And vice versa. (beat) God, I thought you were some sort of salesperson!








They both break out into laughter.  It dies down and there is a PROLONGED moment of silence.





Nijah puts her backpack on the kitchen counter.  Hilary turns around and looks back at her paperwork.








					NIJAH


		I’ve actually got to go to the library.








					HILARY


		Homework?








					NIJAH


		No, I’ve - I’ve got a history assignment.








					HILARY


		On the first day of school?  What’s it on?








					NIJAH


Springwood. (beat) Yeah, I’ve actually got to hurry.  The library closes in a few hours and I’ve got a lot of studying to do.








			HILARY


Oh, okay.  I guess I’ll see you when you get home. (beat) It was nice meeting you, Nijah.








			NIJAH


You too, bye.








Nijah leaves the room.  Hilary turns back around towards her STACK of paperwork and coffee mug on the kitchen counter.














CUT TO:  DEMOLEN HOME - SAME





EXT.  BACK PORCH








Ian stands on his back porch, which overlooks a VERY LARGE, illuminated SWIMMING POOL, which makes up most of his back yard.  The porch is lifted from the ground - a staircase leads down to the lawn.





He is on the phone, in the middle of a conversation with Colt.








					IAN


		Yeah, right on the bus.








					COLT


				(O.S; filter)


		Was it after I got off?








					IAN


		Right after that, yeah.








The water reflecting from the pool SHINES on Ian’s face.








					COLT


				(O.S; filter)


I don’t know what to say man.  What were you on?








			IAN


This is serious man!  It was so real.  I know when things are real and when they’re a dream - you can just feel it - and this felt real.  I could think and see clearly.








			COLT


		(O.S; filter)


Dude, it was a dream.  A very vivid one, yes, but still - it was only a dream.  You need to just chill, alright? 








			IAN


It’s just...(beat) You’re right.  I just need to relax.








			COLT


		(O.S; filter)


Of course I’m right, I’m always right.  Listen to me, just take a load off and go to bed early tonight.








			IAN


Okay.








			COLT


		(O.S; filter)


I got to go.  Remember what I said.








			IAN


Alright, bye.








			COLT


		(O.S; filter)


Peace.








Colt’s line goes dead.  Ian continues to stare, MESMERIZED at the ripples of the pool.





A voice bellows from inside the house.








					BETH


				(O.S)


		IAN???








Ian turns around.  Inside the closed sliding doors he sees his sister, BETH.  She’s a year younger than he is, and a MAJOR junkie.  It’s apparent even in her appearance.  She’s loaded with drugs.





					IAN


		What?








He walks to the doors and SLIDES one of them open.











INT.  KITCHEN - SAME








Ian steps in the room.  His druggie sister looks at him with cold eyes.








					IAN


				(cont’d)


		What do you want?








					BETH


I’m going out tonight.  I want you to tell mom and dad that I - 








			IAN


Beth, I’m not covering for you anymore.  If you want to go and get baked with your half friends, I suggest you do it on your own time.








			BETH


Come on, Ian, you owe me.








			IAN


I owe you shit, Beth.  God, somebody should take you to the fucking Betty Ford clinic or something.  You’re doing this every other night!








			BETH


And you’re squeaky clean, I’m guessing?








			IAN


Don’t even get me started, I’m not in the mood.








He steps aside, opening a CABINET in the kitchen and removing a small bottle of aspirin. 








					BETH


Doesn’t seem like it.  We’re carrying the same baggage, Ian.  What are you on?  Oh wait, don’t tell me...








			IAN


It’s called loss of sleep.








			BETH


Come on, Ian!  It’s got to be more than that.  Thrill me.








			IAN


Listen, Barbara Walters, drop your goddamn investigative report.








			BETH


Barbara, eh?  Yesterday I was Katie Couric.








Ian begins to leave the room, with his bottle of aspirin in hand.  Beth stands, cross armed.  He turns back to her.








					IAN


		Yeah, well welcome to prime time, bitch.








Ian exits.  Beth stands, pondering the insult.














CUT TO:  DOWN TOWN - EARLY EVENING





EXT.  LIBRARY








The downtown area reeks of hometown style, but is very sleepy.  There are not many cars, only a few here and there.  Main street is decked on either side with small shops.  The library sits detached from the string of stores, with a DARK ALLEY between it and the other units.





Nijah steps across the street, looking up at the LARGE library sign.  











INT.  LIBRARY - SAME








Nijah opens the door.  It chimes; a bell above the door is triggered.  She looks around.  It’s quite a big building - bigger than the high school library.  It’s got more of a modern look to it - very well lit, with modern SCULPTURES of contorted human figures standing along the walls.





There is a FEMALE desk clerk standing about ten feet from her on the left side.  She is reading, but looks up at Nijah.  She’s about in her early ‘50s, gray streaked hair pulled back.





Nijah steps in, passing the METAL toll pusher and passing the librarian clerk and heading out towards the WIDE array of books.











INT.  AISLE - SAME








Nijah enters the TALL book aisle.  It’s well lit, like the rest of the library.  She looks at the section marked HISTORY.





Discreetly, Nijah reaches into her pocket and pulls out the SMALL, beige library card that she swiped before.  She looks at it, EXAMINING the numbers.





She begins to walk down the aisle a little bit, then she stops.  She looks at the books, searching for the correct name and number.  She then pulls out a book marked SHA559.9





The book is small, and torn looking, with a HARD black cover - about ¼ the thickness of a typical bible.





Nijah examines the book, then opens it.  The pages are written in India ink, and are very blotted.  There are also large PEN and INK illustrations loitering the book every few pages.





She stares at the book for a moment, reading the text.  Then something catches her attention.  A VOICE.  A WHISPER.  A CHILD’S WHISPER from the second level, within one of the aisles.








					CHILD’S VOICE


				(O.S)


		Nijah...








She looks up, examining the area immediately around her.  NOTHING.  She closes the book and STUFFS the card back into her pocket.





Nijah exits the aisle, looking around into the foyer of the LARGE library.  The voice seemed to have come from the second level, which is attached by a SLEEK set of metallic stairs.





The back half of the entire library is one large window. The sun is setting behind it.  The light shines in and casts SHADOWS all over.











INT.  UPPER LEVEL - MOMENTS LATER








Nijah finishes the climb up the stairs.  She looks around for a moment, checking the place out.





The upper level very much resembles the lower level - bookshelves all about - but with a lower ceiling.





She takes a hesitant step forward.








					NIJAH


		Hello?








No answer.  It’s very silent.





After another pause, she begins to take SLOW steps down the first book aisle, which is parallel to the railing.





She begins walking, with the bookshelf to her left and the WIDE, OPEN view of the rest of the library to her right.





WHISPERS begin to emit from behind her, calling her name.








					WHISPERING VOICES


		Nijah..  Nijah!








She turns around, seeing only what she saw before - NOTHING.  Nijah turns forward and continues walking.





SLAM, SLAM!





A series of THICK black bars cut off her exit at the end of the aisle.





She turns around, seeing the bars, running horizontally up the exit of where she came in.








					NIJAH


		What the hell is going on?








Just as she speaks, the bookshelf behind her begins to TEETER.  Nijah turns to see it fall OVER ON TOP OF HER.





She ducks, just as the LARGE, METAL bookshelf SLAMS on to the BLACK bar railing, enclosing her inside.





Books fall on top of her as she covers her head.  SILENCE.  She looks up, hardly being able to move.  A few books fall over the edge of the floor, landing on the ground with a SMACK.





The DEEP, MALE laugh can be heard again.








					NIJAH


		Help me!








She looks for an exit, but there is none.  Nevertheless, she begins crawling forward.





Nijah turns her body, facing upward.  The bookshelf has LARGE book slots that lead to the other side.  She can see outside of the enclosure.  





Reaching up, she grabs a hold of the side of the shelf and brings herself up to her knees.  





SLOWLY, she crawls through the hole and on to the other end of the shelf.











INT.  BOILER ROOM - SAME





Nijah stands up and dusts herself off, suddenly realizing that she is no longer in the library, but rather in a LARGE boiler room.





She is standing on a GRATED floor, a think aisle that runs in a large grid pattern all over the IMMENSE room.  SMOKE flows softly out of steam pipes that fill up the space outside the grid flooring.





Panicked, Nijah turns around.  She examines the area behind her.  NOTHING.  She turns back around and begins walking.





She only makes it a few steps before she stops.





SCCCRRRRREEEEEEEEEECHHH..





Nijah FREEZES, being dead still.  The screech echoes around the room, bouncing off the metal pipes.





She looks behind her and sees nothing.  She turns back around.  Something is there.  A FIGURE.  HER BROTHER - LIAM.  He stands, clad in his white apparel, just as the last time she saw him.





Nijah doesn’t move.








					NIJAH


		Liam, what’s going on?








He doesn’t answer.  They stand there in a long, dramatic pause, looking at each other.  Liam then lowers his head, looking down.





Nijah looks at him, too fearful to approach him.  Tears begin to swell up in her eyes.








					LIAM


		He’s here...








Nijah reaches out a hand towards him, the tears blurring her vision.  She sniffles.  





Liam’s shirt begins to STAIN in blood.  In BILLOWS from within his stomach, spilling blood all over.  A CLAW emerges from his stained shirt, STRETCHING the fabric and POKING through.








					NIJAH


		Liam!








The claw SLICES its way through his stomach and begins to RIP up through his torso.  The gloved hand soon becomes an ARM, wearing a RED and GREEN dirty sweater.





Something begins poking in his neck.  A LARGE, HEAD-SHAPED bulge forcing its way out.





Soon, the features of a MENACING face appear in the neck, biting through.  Liam’s neck SPLITS open, giving way for the smiling face of FRED KRUEGER.





His body emerges from Liam’s.  Liam’s frail remains FLOP to the floor and Freddy Krueger emerges.  With his unclawed hand, he reaches back and pulls out a LARGE BRIMMED hat.  He places it on his charred head.





Nijah SCREAMS and backs up.  There is nothing to back into, other than a LARGE boiler.  She’s trapped.








					FREDDY


		Nijah...  We finally meet.








He begins to step in towards her.








					NIJAH


				(frightened)


		Who are you?..








Nijah, in last resort, STRETCHES her hands out onto the boilers beside her, SCORTCHING her hands.  Her face clenches.











INT.  LIBRARY - SAME








SCREAMING at the epitome of loudness, Nijah wakens.  Stumbling out of her chair, her screaming subsides.  She’s back where she began.  





In the library.





She takes a few moments to calm herself.  She looks around.  She can hear the pattering feet of the librarian coming to her aid.





Nijah CLENCHES her hands, realizing that wounds are no longer a part of her dream, but of reality.





The librarian comes into view, from around the corner of the room.  She looks concerned.  Not mad, but concerned.








					LIBRARIAN


		What’s going on?  Are you okay?








Nijah gets to her feet and looks around, searching for something to say.  She looks down at the OPEN book on the table.  SPRINGWOOD.  She looks at the librarian.








					NIJAH


I’m fine.  Sorry about that.  I must have fallen asleep and -








The librarian walks over towards the BOOK on the desk and FLIPS it over, reading the title.





She looks up at Nijah.








					LIBRARIAN


		Sleep, huh. (beat) Be careful.








The librarian hesitantly turns around and carries on with her duties.  Nijah, clenching in pain, looks down at her BLISTERING hands.





She then glances upward at one of the LARGE statues, LOOMING down at her.  It looks more menacing than she noticed before.














CUT TO:  HOUSE - NIGHT








INT.  FRONT DOOR








Nijah enters the house.  She tries to act unscathed, but there is obviously something wrong with her.  She’s jumpy.





No one appears to be home.








					NIJAH


		Hello?











INT.  KITCHEN - SAME








Nijah enters the kitchen, looking around.  There is a note on the fridge that catches her attention.  It’s written in black felt-tip on a yellow post it, cocked on a 43º angle.





She looks at it.  It looks at her.





Hesitantly, Nijah approaches the fridge and with her right, blistered hand she grabs the note and reads it.





“NIJAH,


YOUR DAD CALLED, HE WANTED ME TO HELP HIM OVER AT THE OFFICE.  BE HOME SOON.





HILARY”








Nijah CRUMPLES up the note and looks around the kitchen.  She spots a coffee maker at one end of the room.














INT.  BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER








Nijah’s bedroom is fully lit, with a nightstand to the right side.  There is a window on the right side of the wall, with the door into the bedroom on the opposite side.





Lying comfortably on the bed, she SIPS out of a mug, reading a book.  On her legs sits the SMALL library slip.





She eyes it for a moment.  A thought hits her.





She reaches down under her bed and retrieves a THIN laptop computer.  She sets it down on her lap, shoving the book aside.  She fiddles with it for a moment, then reaches over and UNPLUGS the cord from her phone, hooking the connection into the computer.





Nijah opens the computer screen, and after a few minutes, it boots up and she is clicking away at the desktop.  Sounds of a dial-up connection can be heard coming from the computer.








					NIJAH


		Here we go...








She snatches up the small slip and reads the name.  Turning back to the computer, Nijah types the name into what looks like a search engine.





WINDSOR SHAW





The computer takes a moment to search.  Nijah busies herself by finishing off her cup of coffee, gulping the last few ounces down hard.  Her eyes begin to DROOP.





The computer outputs a sheet of names, with the words WINDSOR and SHAW in bold.





She scrolls down to a link that reads WINSOR SHAW AND THE SPRINGWOOD CRISIS.  After a short moment of hesitation, Nijah clicks the link.





The page takes another few seconds to load.  Nijah RESTS her eyes for a moment, YAWNING softly in the process.





The page loads.





Nijah opens her eyes and looks at the page, seeing a picture of a young man, 30s, who looks VERY FAMILIAR.  She skims the material for a moment then clicks the file menu.  On the file menu she clicks SEND and types in an e-mail address after being prompt.





The computer loads again, and Nijah turns her attention to her WINDOW, which is open.  The curtains flow silently in the light night wind.





Finished with her work, Nijah shuts down the computer, folds it up and SHOVES it under her bed, replacing the phone connection back to the actual telephone.  She keeps her eye on the window.





PING!





Something hits the glass of the upper part of the window.  Nijah JOLTS from the unexpected shock.





SILENCE.  She stands, facing the window, hesitant to move.





PING!





Something hits the glass again.  A small object - a pebble?  She moves in for a closer look.





Another one of the small objects HURTLES in the window, landing on the floor in front of her.  It’s small, an off white color.





Nijah leans in and picks it up, examining it to see that it’s a TOOTH.  She feels it in her fingers, rolling it around.





KNOCK, KNOCK!





Nijah WHIPS around to see her door opening.  Her father’s head pops in the crevice of the door.  He opens it all the way.  Nijah DROPS the tooth.








					PETER


		You should be in bed, young lady.








					NIJAH


				(coldly)


		Homework.  You know the drill.








					PETER


Speaking of - Hilary tells me you rushed out rather quickly to go to the library.








			NIJAH


Yeah, speaking of - next time you have a finance that is moving into MY house unexpectedly, please don’t forget to INFORM me!








Peter pauses for a moment, a little taken back by Nijah’s tone.








					PETER


Do you have some sort of problem with Hilary?  She’s a nice woman, you know.  And you’d better start showing some respect for -








Nijah cuts him off abruptly.








					NIJAH


Oh don’t even talk to me about respect, DAD!  Look at you!  You weren’t even around when your son died - YOUR OWN SON.  And now that mom’s not around, you just expect me to be ‘daddy’s little angel’ - well it doesn’t work that way!








			PETER


Nijah, your brother’s death was very sudden, and I couldn’t get the time -








			NIJAH


		(cutting off)


He was autistic, dad!  He had problems long before he died!








She turns around towards her bed, turning her back on Peter.








					NIJAH	


				(cont’d)


		You weren’t there for him then.








Peter SUGHS, not knowing what to do.  He hesitates for a moment before exiting the room and CLOSING the door loudly behind him.





Nijah sits down on her bed, staring BLANKLY down at the tooth on the floor, trying to make sense of the million things running through her mind.














CUT TO:  ELM STREET - MORNING





EXT.  SIDEWALK








Nijah walks along the typical mid-western street, hauling up her backpack onto her back.





The street seems very typical of the town.  It’s a little more run-down, but nothing entirely out of the ordinary.  





Nijah holds the tooth in her hand, still pondering it’s appearance last night in her room.  She looks down at her pocket, shoving the tooth into it.





BOOM!





Unknowingly, Nijah collides with an object in front of her.  Shocked, she looks up to see COLT standing in front of her.  Nijah SHEEPISHLY smiles.








					NIJAH


		Sorry, I was putting something in my pocket.








					COLT


		That’s alright.  You going to school?








					NIJAH


		Yeah.








					COLT


		Good, then you can walk me there.








They both smile and continue walking.











EXT.  SIDEWALK - MOMENTS LATER








					NIJAH


There’s not a lot of kids in Springwood, is there?








			COLT


What makes you say that?








			NIJAH


Most of the kids at school live outside the town.  I mean, everyone living on my street alone are either retired war vets or business people. (beat) Yeah, the town may consist of three blocks, but still... The only other teen I know living in Springwood is Ian - and you.








			COLT


Well.. There was a little situation in the ‘80s that had the under-voting age population freaked.








			NIJAH


Situation.  What kind of a situation?








			COLT


Twenty of them were killed.








			NIJAH


Twenty?  How? (beat) Where?








Their walking pace begins to slow.








					COLT


No one really knows.  After awhile, people started suggesting that teens should leave Springwood with their families.  Only now are things starting to get normal again.








			NIJAH


I don’t understand - how did they die?  Was it like, a mass suicide or something?








			COLT


Something like that.  There’s rumors. (beat) The kids themselves, before they died, would ramble on about nightmares.  They said that if they fell asleep they would die.








			NIJAH


I’ve heard of people dying in their nightmares, but not twenty kids.








			COLT


There was an investigation for the longest time, but it fell through three years ago.  That’s why things are getting back to normal now..








			NIJAH


Nightmares...I’ve been having nightmares.








			COLT


But they weren’t just nightmares, they were reality.  The kids were convinced that what they saw in their dream was reality, so their brain reacted to that by inflicting what happened in their dream to what was happening in real life.








Nijah stops and looks at Colt.  Behind them stands the infamous RUN DOWN house at 1428 Elm Street.  








					NIJAH


		Didn’t they tell anyone?








					COLT


No one would believe them.  And when they did start to catch on, it was too late.  People just brushed it off as teen suicide. (beat) Teens don’t just commit suicide like that, Nijah.. not in ‘hordes’.








			NIJAH


How did this start?  Who was...








			COLT


Her name was Nancy Thompson.  When she found out that her parents were involved in killing this child murderer years ago, she pretty much went off her knocker.  A lot of crazy shit went down...








He turns towards the house.  Nijah also looks at it.  There are boards covering the windows and the paint is a MUSTY off-white color.








					COLT


				(cont’d)


It started there - in that house.  1428 Elm Street.








They both stare intently at the house for a long period of time.  Nijah takes her eyes away from the house and looks at Colt very anxiously. 








					NIJAH


What was it - in their dreams - what was it that killed them?








			COLT


A lot of the bodies had claw marks on them.  Like something had been ripped into them or something.








			NIJAH


Like an animal?








			COLT


No, back a long time ago, they killed this guy, the one who killed the children.  They lit him on fire and watched him burn.  Story says that he’d come back and kill their children in their sleep (pause) and he did.








			NIJAH


It’s so, so -








			COLT


Scary?  Tell me about it.  Don’t let it keep you up at night, though.  The more you read into it, the more insane you get.  Just try to keep a clear mind about it.








			NIJAH


Where did you hear this?








			COLT


What?








			NIJAH


Like who told you about this?








			COLT


Everyone knows about it.  He’s like Santa Clause.  There is this one guy who works at a crisis center I volunteered at.  He’s kind of a kook.  He said that Freddy tried to kill him.








			NIJAH


Crisis Center?








			COLT


Yeah, Springwood Youth Crisis Center.. why?








Nijah turns around and begins RUNNING off down the road, looking very determined to get to the crisis center.





Colt, shocked at her sudden departure, watches as she leaves.








					NIJAH


		Don’t let it get to your head, Nijah!








He watches as she rounds a corner, disappearing.  Hesitantly, Colt turns around, giving the decrepit house one last look before continuing on down the street.














CUT TO:  HIGHSCHOOL - MORNING





INT.  HALLWAY 








Ian stands at his open locker, rummaging around inside.  He looks tired, with a lot of baggage under his eyes.  There are a few others around him, but he declines to socialize.





Colt approaches him.








					COLT


Hey man. (beat) You okay, you seem a little...tired.








Ian removes a SMALL BOTTLE from his locker that reads NO DOZE.  He discreetly shoves it in his pocket.








					IAN


		I’m fine.








					COLT


		You seriously look like shit.








					IAN


		Thanks.  I was up at night.  Bad dreams.








					COLT


		Bad dreams?  About what?








					IAN


It was weird.  I could have sworn it was real.  I was in a boiler room.  I could feel the heat from the steam.  Unreal.








			COLT


That new girl Nijah’s been having bad dreams, too.  I think she’s in trouble.  I was talking to her earlier and she wanted the 411 on Freddy Krueger.








Ian looks shocked.  He hauls his back on to his back and they begin walking down the hall.








					IAN


		Why?








					COLT


I don’t know.  She seemed pretty - well, she was scared.  I told her not to let it get to her head.








			IAN


Where is she, I have to talk to her.








			COLT


I don’t know?  She ran off.








			IAN


She ran off?  What do you mean she ran off?  Where did she go?  What did you say to her?








			COLT


She wanted to know who I got the whole Freddy story from and I told her some guy at the Crisis Center told me.








			IAN


Do you think she went there?








			COLT


Man, I don’t know.  All I know is that if she keeps reading into this whole nightmare shit it’s going to fuck with her mind.








Ian and Colt continue walking down the hall, greeting the odd person as they walk by.














CUT TO:  YOUTH CRISIS CENTER





INT.  ADMINISTRATION DESK








Nijah enters the red-brick building, which is very simplistic on the inside.  It looks somewhat like a vet clinic.





There are high-set windows on the walls that SEEP in bright morning light.  The administration desk is empty.  There is a TELEVISION to her left in the ‘waiting area’ (consisting of a few chairs and a magazine rack) which is playing “A MIRACLE ON 34th STREET”.  Nijah looks at the TV for a moment.





A friendly looking black woman, about 40, approaches Nijah from around one of the halls behind the administration desk.  She smiles confidently.








					SOCIAL WORKER


Welcome to Springwood Youth Crisis Center.  How can we help you?








The woman leads Nijah to the administration desk.  She then sits contently in the chair behind the desk and looks up at Nijah.








					NIJAH


I needed to talk to someone.  It’s important.  I’ve been having nightmares.








The woman looks at Nijah with anticipation, waiting for her to continue.  After a moment, the woman looks down at the papers on her desk, then back at Nijah.








					SOCIAL WORKER


Okay (beat) - could you describe them for me?  Are they recurring?  Has there been any event recently that would have triggered them?








Nijah shakes her head, coming across as ‘able’ but not very ‘open’.





A man, in his LATE ‘30s, walks out from one of the doors down the hall to the left of the desk.  The woman turns around and stands, meeting him.





The man immediately looks at Nijah, obviously having not seen her before, much less having seen ANY teenager in the past while.





The two of them WHISPER quietly for a moment, keeping their voices unheard from Nijah.  The man then walks around the desk and greets Nijah, extending his arm.  





Nijah takes his hand and shakes it.








					JESSE


Hello, I’m Jesse Walsh...(pause) Um, you’ve been having nightmares, have you?











INT.  OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER








Nijah sits in a comfy looking leather chair in front of a desk, which is headed by Jesse.  Nijah tries not to maker herself too comfortable, so she sits up in her chair.





Jesse clears his throat.








					JESSE


We haven’t had many.. nightmare cases in the past while. (long pause) But I’m not going to kid you - we’ve had severe ones before.








			NIJAH


Severe?








			JESSE


There were many cases back in the ‘80s dealing with sleep depravation, with suicide, with nightmares.  A lot of teenagers died then.  The town actually went bankrupt for awhile then.  So you can see, I’m going to handle this very delicately.








Nijah nods in agreement.








					JESSE


				(cont’d)


Now, has anything happened recently that might have caused these nightmares?  Stress, anxiety attacks, deaths of loved ones, relationship problems?








			NIJAH


My brother died about five months ago.  I just moved to Springwood a few days ago, I don’t know.








			JESSE


Your brother died?  Was he older?








			NIJAH


Younger.  He was six. (beat) He had autism.








			JESSE


Did he die as a result of that?








			NIJAH


He drown.  Well, at least that’s what they say happened.  He was in his own world, you see. (pause) They found him in a creek by our house.








			JESSE


Does he appear in your dreams?








			NIJAH


Yes.  That’s what I came to talk to you about.  When I see him, he’s always stuck in something and I can’t get him out.  There’s a man there, trying to break us apart.  He’s got long fingernails.  Sharp fingernails.








Jesse is completely taken back.  He stares, wide-eyed with his jaw on the ground at Nijah.  He quickly recovers, trying to comprehend - professionally.








					JESSE


		Finger - fingernails?








					NIJAH


		Well, more like finger knives, actually.








					JESSE


		Something he would have made himself?








					NIJAH


Yeah.  Someone I know from school said that you know about this guy -








			JESSE


Someone?








			NIJAH


He volunteered here - he said you told him about this guy.  The guy with the knives.  Tell me about him.








			JESSE


I think if I tell you about him, your nightmares won’t get any better.  It would be better if just forget about it altogether.








			NIJAH


You know about him.  I need to know.  He’s showing up in my sleep.








Jesse stands.  He walks SLOWLY around to the other side of the desk, in front of Nijah, and leans against the desk with his hands.








					JESSE


He was a child murderer a long time ago.  He murdered local kids, took them to a boiler room, tortured them there.  He was caught then released on some technicality shit.  A few years later, a bunch of vigilant parents torched him, fearing that what he did to them he’d do to their children.  Freddy vowed to get revenge - on THEIR children...while they slept.  








			NIJAH


Why while they slept?








			JESSE


When he killed the first twenty kids, he would take them while they were sleeping.  He would sneak into their house at night and kidnap them.  Anyway, for a long time, kids died in their sleep.








			NIJAH


Was it him?








			JESSE


What?








			NIJAH


Was it Freddy?








			JESSE


Nijah, you have to understand that -








			NIJAH


It was him, wasn’t it?  You know, too.  You were there, weren’t you?








			JESSE


I had a .. run in .. with Krueger years ago, yes.  I spent some time in a facility.  You have to understand his world to understand him.  He’s a killer and he strikes you when you’re most vulnerable.








			NIJAH


I’m vulnerable now, Jesse (beat) I need your help.








			JESSE


I’m going to help you.  You have to understand that I’ve been trained professionally at handling situations like this - which is not a good thing.  They don’t understand how to wage a battle in your dreams, they want me to tell you to get sleep.  I can help you.








He reaches in his pocket and pulls out a SMALL white card.  He hands it to Nijah.








					JESSE


Here. (beat) My home phone number is on there.  I want you to call me tomorrow, in the morning.  I’ll meet up with you tomorrow also.








			NIJAH


What about tonight?  What about sleep?








			JESSE


Avoid it at all costs.  I would prescribe you an anti-dreaming drug, but it’s risky and I’d have to go under review - YOU’D have to go under review.  It’d take a few days.








			NIJAH


I understand.








			JESSE


Now, I’m not saying that you’re at risk of being slaughtered in your dreams, but things always start out like this, and I want you to be careful.








Nijah nods her head again.  She then turns to the side of the room, where the door is open a SLIGHT bit.  In the crack she can see the TV in the waiting room, still playing “MIRACLE ON 34th STREET”.














CUT TO:  HIGH SCHOOL - AFTERNOON





INT.  BOYS BATHROOM








The bathroom is very well lit, with WHITE ceramic tile walls and floors.  It’s a little stingy from the constant usage.





Ian stands in front of a sink with a mirror overhead.  He looks at himself.  He turns on the faucet, leans in and SPLASHES some water on his face.  On the sink ledge is the bottle of NO DOZE.





He looks back in the mirror.  In the reflection, behind him, he can see Colt standing at the door.  Colt approaches him.  Ian quickly pops a NO DOZE pill before returning the bottle back in his pocket.








					COLT


What the hell is wrong with you, man!  Jesus Christ you’re popping those pills like candy.








			IAN


I told you, I didn’t get much sleep last night.








			COLT


Like hell you didn’t!  That’s what Risko’s class is for - but no...I still saw you slapping yourself to stay awake.








			IAN


I didn’t want to fall behind in that class.








			COLT


And you need the marks - that’s not the point.  








			IAN


What do you want me to do?








			COLT


Go home and go to bed.








There is a moment of silence.  The bell rings; they both look upwards, knowing that they soon must get to class.








					IAN


		One more class.








Ian exits the bathroom.  Colt stands for a moment, motionless.  He yawns, then follows in Ian’s direction out the door.














CUT TO:  WOODSHOP CLASS - AN HOUR LATER





INT.  








Colt sits at a desk in the MUSKY woodshop class.  The room has very high ceilings to accommodate all of the woodshop tools and machines.  





People work around him, but Colt SLOUCHES out on his desk, not having much to do.  It’s hot in the room - we know this by the small COMPLAINTS of heat and the glazed over faces of the student.





Colt’s eyes begin to DROOP.  He rests his eyes for a moment before - 





BOOM!  





A hand SLAMS on the table, sending Colt awake with a shock.  He looks up to see his HUSKY [and sweaty] shop teacher looking at him.  The teacher smiles.








					TEACHER


		Wake up, son.








					COLT


Sorry, sir.  It’s a little hot in here.  I’m done all my work.








The man smiles and JINGLES a set of keys in front of Colt’s face.  Colt looks at them for a moment, mesmerized by the DANGLING bits of silver.








					TEACHER


Exactly.  I want you to go down to the boiler room.  There should be a janitor there.  Tell him to turn down the damn heat the in the woodshop class, we’re baking!








Standing up, Colt grabs the keys.








					COLT


		Will do, sir.








Colt walks towards the door of the class, passing by several students.








					TEACHER


		Oh, and Colt -








Colt turns towards the teacher.








					TEACHER


				(cont’d)


		You’ll need a hall pass.








The teacher turns around and walks to his desk.  Colt turns back towards the door, seeing a WOODEN block attached to a looped string on the door handle.  He grabs it and exits the sweltering class.











INT.  STAIRWELL - MOMENTS LATER








Colt enters a WIDE stairwell.  It’s not very well lit - it appears to be secluded and old.  There is a “NO STUDENTS ALLOWED” sign on the wall in front of the stairs, as well as a DOOR on the right wall at the bottom.





Gripping the keys in his hand, he approaches the door.  Just before putting a key into the door keyhole, the door itself SWINGS open.











INT. BOILER ROOM - SAME








Colt steps in the room.  It’s very hot.  There is STEAM leaking out from every pipe possible.





He takes another few steps in, not seeing very well through the steam.





There is a wall towards the back of the room.  A FIGURE is cast on the wall from a shadow.  A MAN with a hat.  He appears TALL and gangly - the shadow STRETCHES his features.








					COLT


		Hey, man!








Colt’s face DRIPS with sweat.  He reacts to the extreme HEAT in the room.








					COLT


Turn down the damn heat in the tech room, we’re boiling in there.








The figure extends his right arm to reveal a LARGE claw, with thin long extensions.  It is visible in the menacing shadow, which looks to be approaching Colt.





A LAMB baaahhs in the b/g.





Colt begins to take a few steps back, becoming increasingly fearing of what he knows ISN’T the janitor.





Quickly, he turns around and heads back for the door.





He reaches the door and turns the handle, but it’s RED hot and burns his skin on contact.








					COLT


		FUCK!





He looks back at the approaching shadow on the far wall, but sees nothing.  





Suddenly, there is a LOUD sound of metal scraping metal that ECHOES through the room.  





Colt turns back to the door, GROAPING his hand, and SMASHES through the door’s LARGE window with his elbow.











INT. STAIRWELL - SAME








Colt CRAWLS upwards through the window.  His point of gravity seems not to be the ground, but the door itself, as he PULLS himself up through the door window and SITS on the door sideways.





He takes a few seconds to gather himself.  His hand is bloody and dripping.  His shirt is ripped in several places and his head still DRIPS with sweat.





Colt looks around, not knowing what to do.








					COLT


		HELP ME!!!








The point of gravity changes again, shifting downwards.  





Colt then TUMBLES off of the door and UP the stairs, landing on the far end of the lockers in the adjacent hallway.











INT.  HALLWAY - SAME








Very beat up from his fall, Colt CRAWLS back down to the floor, gaining up the strength to stand.  





It’s not the same hallway, though.  It’s DARK and RUN DOWN.  Colt looks around, but can’t see anyone.





The SCREATCHING sound ECHOES again through the halls, followed by the MENACING laugh of Freddy Krueger.











INT.  CLASSROOM - SAME (REALITY)








Colt JOLTS at his desk.  He is asleep.  A few people in the class take notice of his “jumpy” state and begin to snicker.











INT.  HALLWAY - SAME (DREAM)








Colt begins to STAGGER down the hallway.  The left wall is fitted with a LARGE, run down window leading out to a SMALL courtyard in the center of the building.





He looks out the window and sees the MENACING Freddy Krueger VIOLENTLY gutting a LAMB, kneeled over on the ground.





Colt is wide-eyed and stays silent, watching.  He puts his hands up on the window.








					COLT


		No..








Freddy RIPS the still beating heart out of the lamb and stands, facing Colt.  He begins to laugh, holding the bloody organ in his SHARP, gloved hand.





Colt steps back from the window.





Freddy takes aim and SMASHES the heart through the window.  The shards of glass fall horizontally on the far wall, SLICING through Colt’s face and body.











INT.  CLASSROOM - SAME (REALITY)








Colt puts his hands over his face and JERKS his body downward.  The snickering kids’ expressions turn as they see Colt’s shirt begin to bleed through.





He removes his hand, still sleeping, to reveal a BLOOD soaked face.  The class GASPS.





The teacher takes notice and looks up from his desk.  His expression is that of confusement and fear.











INT.  HALLWAY - SAME (DREAM)








Colt FALLS against the wall, amongst the shards of BLOODY glass.  His body leaks blood which forms a small puddle ON THE WALL.





Krueger FLOATS in from the window and up towards Colt who is SPRAWLED on the wall.





Colt opens his eyes and sees Freddy in front of him.  Freddy begins laughing LOUDLY and EVILY.  He raises his GLOVED HAND in the air and brings it down on Colt’s face.











INT.  CLASSROOM - SAME (REALITY)








By now, the class is entering a state of utter chaos.  The teacher approaches Colt and SHAKES him.  








					TEACHER


		Holy shit!  Someone call 911!








CRUNCH!  Four HOLES seem to suddenly appear imbedded in Colt’s face.  Blood SPURTS out wildly from the wounds.





SLOWLY, Colt’s convulsing body LIFTS into the air, about two or three feet off of the ground.  





His BLOOD pours on the teacher and the students around him.  The panic stricken students watch in absolute horror.





CRACK!





Colt’s body stiffens and FALLS to the ground.  His head hits the BLADE of a band saw and is LOPPED off on the way down.  His head rolls off of the workbench and ON TO THE FOOT of the teacher.





SILENCE.














CUT TO:  HOSPITAL - AFTERNOON





INT.  WAITINT LOUNGE








Ian sits on one of the beige, leather seats with no handles.  The room is very bright, painted in a stingy, washed out sea-foam green color.  





No one is around him.  He is emotionless.  His face is blotchy from tears shed, but he is in a transition of emotion.





He looks down the hall and sees Colt’s parents talking with a doctor.  The parents are typical, late 40’s fodder, but more strung out.  They are extremely upset.





The doctor is around 30 - male with dark hair.  Wise looking.  There is a sign above the door reading MORGUE.





Ian looks on as his parents SLOWLY make their way towards the receptionist desk, his mother CRYING intensely.  Ian’s eyes swell up.  He looks back towards the morgue and sees the doctor approaching him.





They make eye contact.








					DR. HOLDER


		Ian?








					IAN


				(quiet)


		Yes.








					DR. HOLDER


				(sitting down beside him)


I’m doctor holder.  I was assigned to do an autopsy on the body.








Ian withholds expressing any emotion and avoids eye contact.  He SNIFFLES and nods his head.








					DR. HOLDER


				(cont’d)


I have to admit, this is one of the more bizarre cases of death I’ve had to work with. (beat) I’m not a detective, Ian, but I’m sure they’d like to talk to you.








The doctor is soft spoken.  Ian closes his eyes.








					DR. HOLDER


				(cont’d)


I need to get some information from you before I proceed and since you were the last person to be alone with the deceased, I’d like you to answer them.








Ian nods, still avoiding eye contact.  There is a moment of silence.  Dr. Holder takes in a deep breath.








					DR. HOLDER


		Do you know if the deceased -








					IAN


				(cutting him off)


		Colt. (beat) His name was Colt.








He makes eye contact with Dr. Holder and maintains it for a long moment.  Dr. Holder clears his throat and continues.








					DR. HOLDER


Colt.  Did you know if Colt was active in any illicit drugs or excessive drinking?








			IAN


		(quiet)


No.








			DR. HOLDER


His records show that he had traces of sleeping pills.  Was Colt having problems sleeping?








The thought strikes Ian, he JERKS ever-so-slightly at the word ‘sleeping’.  Dr. Holder picks up on his hesitation.








					IAN


				(quiet)


		No.








The doctor keeps his eyes on Ian’s, waiting for him to make contact.  Ian doesn’t.  He purposefully looks away.  








					DR. HOLDER


		Are you having any problems sleeping, Ian?








Down the hallway, at the door, a NURSE drops a medical instrument and SLICES her arm open.  Not anything fatal, but she is bleeding excessively.





A few other nurses assist her.  Her face clenches in pain.  Ian observes.  He seems to see everything in slow motion.





His eyes connect with Holder’s.





His mouth opens.








					IAN


				(whispering)


		Bad dreams...








The nurse’s arm is wrapped in gauze tape, but the blood seems to seep through.  





The image seems almost surreal to Ian, sucking him in.  He upholds his stare for a long time, watching the blood splatter onto the linoleum.














CUT TO:  NIJAH’S HOUSE - DUSK





INT.  LIVING ROOM








Nijah sits on the couch, HUGGING a pillow.  Her eyes are a little misty.  Images from the television FLASH on her face, but the volume is off.





Hilary walks in from the side door.  She immediately looks on the television.








					HILARY


		Nijah?








Nijah SIGHS and turns her head.








					HILARY


				(cont’d)


		I heard the bad news.








She takes her eyes off of the TV and sits on the couch with Nijah.  Her conservative clothing contrasts highly with that of Nijah’s casual wear.





Hilary is unsure about how to approach the situation.








					NIJAH


It’s okay.  I didn’t really know him that well.








			HILARY


I hate to see you this way.  It’s horrible.  You’ve been living with death all your life...you and your father.








			NIJAH


Dad?  








			HILARY


Well, yeah.  A lot of his friends died when he was around your age. (beat) Didn’t you know that?








			NIJAH


I knew he didn’t have a lot of friends.








			HILARY


There was some sort of epidemic in Springwood when he was a teenager.  A lot of the kids wound up in these bizarre murder suicide cases.








			NIJAH


		(semi to herself)


..Like Colt.








			HILARY


But then he moved away from Springwood. (beat) And now, he’s the Mayor.








Nijah stares into blank space for a moment.  She arises from the couch.








					NIJAH


I need to go to the drugstore, I’ll be back in half an hour.








She walks towards the side door.  Hilary watches as she exits.








					HILARY


				(from couch)


		Do you need a ride or anything?








Nijah slips on her shoes, then glances back into the living room.








					NIJAH


		I can walk, but thanks!








She turns to the door, opens it and disappears into the twilight.





Hilary sinks back down on the couch.  The television is playing a commercial for some sort of video game.











CUT TO:  DRUG STORE - NIGHT





INT.








The front door opens with a DING!  Nijah walks in, cuddled up in her fashion conscious suede coat.  





To her left is a female cashier, in her late forties.  She’s a plump woman, who smiles to greet Nijah.  Her tag reads “KAREN”.





The store is well lit.  Everything is clean looking and bright white.  





Nijah takes a turn down to the SLEEP REMEDIES section of the store, next to the herbal care section at the back aisle.











INT.  BACK AISLE - SAME








Nijah SKIMS through the small bottles and sees an insert card overhead reading NOCTURNAL CARE.  She looks through the small bottles and finds one marked SLEEP AWAY.  She takes it and heads down towards the cashier.











INT.  CHECK OUT COUNTER - SAME








Nijah places the single bottle onto the counter.  A small television set it placed on the counter, which KAREN is focussed on.








					KAREN


				(looking up)


		Hi there!








					NIJAH


				(weak voiced)


		Hi.








The woman looks at the bottle for a moment before ringing it up.








					KAREN


		You new in town?








					NIJAH


		Excuse me?








					KAREN


There hasn’t been anyone back in that far aisle for about twenty years. (beat) Oh, back then we were running so low on anti sleep pills that we didn’t know what to do. (pause) It was when those kids died, you know, the ones in who died in their sleep.








Nijah sounds rather uninterested.








					NIJAH


		Really?








					KAREN


What’s wrong, honey, are you getting bad dreams?








			NIJAH


I tried to talk to someone at school about them. Someone who I thought could tell me the truth.








			KAREN


In this town there is no truth to sleep. (beat) Where is this guy now?











Nijah points to the television where news coverage plays about Colt’s death.  Karen turns back to take a look.  She sees the DECAPITATED body under a bloodstained sheet from the SHAKY news cast.





Karen looks back at Nijah.  There is a long moment of silence.








					KAREN


				(spooked)


		That’ll be four sixty-nine.








Nijah passes Karen a bill and walks out of the store.  The door JINGLES with her exit.





Karen, still a little spooked, looks back at the television.








					KAREN


		Oh shit...








She looks back at the door, lingering in Nijah’s ominous exit.  The light flickers above her.














CUT TO:  IAN’S HOUSE - SOMETIME LATER





EXT.  FRONT DOOR


