










































































































































































FADE IN:  SUBURBAN HOUSE - NIGHT








EXT.








A suburban home BURSTS into flames.  WINDOWS SMASH and house is soon consumed in a glow of orange and yellow fire.





Neighbors arise from their homes and watch as the street is lit up with the flames.





Fire sirens are soon heard in the distance.  People GASP and GAWK in awe at the flaming house.





FIRETRUCKS and the like POUR out into the street and after a few moments, the fire is being hosed down.  Voices and the crackling of fire are all that can be heard.





Grant steps out amidst the crowd of people, watching the orange flames collide with the water in a battle of the elements.














CUT TO:  SUBURBAN HOUSE - MORNING








EXT.








Drew observes within the wrecking area of a once standing house.  All that’s left is BLACK, charred wooden remains.  A SIZZLING noise can still be heard, as the wood softly omits a thin veil of smoke.





Police and forensic psychologists litter the area.  YELLOW police tape runs amok.





A FIREFIGHTER approaches him, carrying LARGE piles of debris to a pile at the front of the street.








					DREW


		What happened here?








					FIREFIGHTER


		What does it look like?  A house burnt down.








					DREW


		Is anyone hurt?








					FIREFIGHTER


		Four people died.  A family.








					DREW


		Ouch.








					FIREFIGHTER


We’re still trying to figure out the cause of the fire.  Doesn’t look like we’re getting far. (beat) You’d best get out of here, before anyone starts getting suspicious.








Drew notices an UNSCATHED PAINTING that lies in the pile of debris.  It’s approximately 25 x 17 with an antique gold border.





He squats down to get a better look.








					DREW


		What’s this doing in here?








					FIREFIGHTER


		What is it?








He reaches in a REMOVES the painting.  Black charred wood falls away to reveal a CHILLING PORTRAIT of a young boy and an eyeless porcelain doll to his right.  The picture itself is artistically disproportional with large blocks of negative space above the boy’s head filled with surreal handprints.  VERY CHILLING.





They give the painting an inquisitive look.








					DREW


		It’s a painting.








					FIREFIGHTER


		Creepy little thing. (beat) Do you want it?








					DREW


		What do you mean?








					FIREFIGHTER


This things going to the dumps anyways.  You might as well see what you can get for it.








Drew thinks for a minute.








					DREW


		Why don’t you want it?








					FIREFIGHTER


You kidding me?  I’ve seen enough fires to know that nothing comes out as clean as this.  Untouched.  Anything like this won’t make my life any better. (beat) But if you want it...?








			DREW


I’ll take it to a fried of mine.  Maybe he’ll know what to do with it?








With that, the firefighter hands the painting to Drew.  He smiles and sees Drew off.





Drew walks away, painting in hand, not looking back, but with a suspicious look on his face.











FADE OUT








OPENING CREDITS











FADE IN:  HIGH SCHOOL - LATER THAT DAY








INT.  CAFETERIA








Grant sits at a table towards the back of the cafeteria, gazing out a window to the open courtyard.  The chatting of tens of teens can be heard as an ominous buzz. 





To Grant’s shock, Drew sits down abruptly at the table.  A look of confusion arises on Grant’s face.








					DREW


You know how that house went up in flames last night?








			GRANT


Yeah, it’s all over the news.  Four people died.








			DREW


I was talking to a firefighter there and he gave me a painting that he found in the wreckage.








			GRANT


What does it look like?








			DREW


That’s just the thing, it’s perfectly unscathed.  I mean this thing is pristine.








			GRANT


I don’t understand?








			DREW


Me neither.  Everything else in the place was charcoal, except for this.








			GRANT


Are you going to get it checked out?








			DREW


Yeah, I figured Val or CM could hook me up with someone who’d take a look at it.








			GRANT


They were supposed to meet me here ten minutes ago.








Drew is a little taken back.








					DREW


		Really?








Grant glances down at his watch.








					GRANT


		Yeah, I don’t know where they are?








					DREW


		I’ll get out of here then.








Drew passively arises and walks off before Grant has a chance for a rebuttal.











INT.  HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER








Drew walks down the hallway and comes upon a stand where ROBIN and WENDY stand.  The sign in front of the stand reads:





WENDY FOR HOMECOMING QUEEN





Drew approaches the two, who reek of confidence.








					DREW


		What’s going on over here?








					ROBIN


Wendy here is running for homecoming queen. (beat) Since I’m her only real competition, I’ve decided to stick close to home and give support to those of less fortune.








			DREW


How considerate.








			WENDY


Yes, very considerate.  Now are you going to vote for me, or are you wasting my time?








			DREW


Oh, I wouldn’t want to do that. (beat) But there’s one thing - voting isn’t for another week.








Drew backs up to get a better look at the sign.  He smiles.  








					DREW


				(cont’d)


Don’t worry, girls, there’s always junior prom.  Until then I suggest you wipe the Vaseline off of your teeth and get your head out of the clouds.








He walks away, absorbing their confidence and walking with an heir of some sort.  Robin and Wendy are unable to speak.  They scoff.











INT.  LOCKER HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER








Val and CMK are at their lockers, chatting away.  A few other swarms of people gather respectively in the hall.  








					VAL


Crap.  We were supposed to meet Grant ten minutes ago.  We’ve got to hurry.








Drew approaches the two.








					DREW


		Val.








					VAL


		Hi.








					DREW


Listen, I have something that I want you to take a look at - or get someone to take a look at.








			VAL


What is it?








			DREW


It’s a painting.








			VAL


A painting?








			DREW


There was a fire last night and I picked it up.  It was completely untouched in the fire.  Do you know anyone who can examine it?








			VAL


I think I know someone.








Grant enters the hallway.  He immediately takes notice of the three standing towards the end of the hallway.  It looks as if they’re socializing.





Turning around, Grant retreats back to where he came from.








					DREW


Great.  I’ll run home after school and bring it here.








			VAL


Okay, good.








Drew turns and walks away.  Val shoves her bag in her locker and closes it.  CMK points to his watch.








					VAL


		Yes, I know!








The two of them quickly scurry down the hallway and out the dividing doors into yet another hallway.











INT.  CAFETERIA - MOMENTS LATER








Val and CMK enter the cafeteria.  They quickly advance towards the table that Grant was previously sitting at.





They slow down as they see that Grant is nowhere to be found.  Val sighs and turns to CMK.














CUT TO:  DREW’S HOUSE - SAME








INT.  BASEMENT








The basement is quiet and a bit musty.  LIGHT pours through the small window on the upper part of the far wall.  The television is off.





A GIGGLING is heard.  It’s a SMALL GIRL’S GIGGLE.  It intensifies.  





We move in on the PAINTING, which rests against the side wall near the couch.  Within the picture, we see the SMALL PORCELAIN GIRL DOLL.  





Suddenly, the doll MOVES ITS HEAD towards us, its BLACK HOLES staring back at us where eyes once were.





SILENCE.





The doll then REACHES out through the picture.





Her hand BREAKS through the seal of the canvas and spills out into reality.





The hand is porcelain and dull.  The surface is clean and dusty looking as it reaches slowly out of the picture.











FADE OUT








END OF ACT 1











FADE IN:  HIGH SCHOOL - AFTERNOON








EXT.  BENCHES








Grant sits down at the bench.  Val and CMK are already seated and in the middle of one of their mediocre conversations.








					GRANT


		Hey guys.








					VAL


		I guess we just missed you at lunch.








GRANT


		Guidance appointment.








					VAL


		I see.








Drew approaches Val.  Grant rolls his eyes and lets out a LONG sigh.  CMK keeps an eye on Grant’s reactions.








					DREW


Val, I’m just going to run home now to grab that painting. (beat) Where should I bring it?








			VAL


Room 211.  Mr. Quinn is in there - he’s a TA.  Let him take a look at it.  He’ll run it through some tests and make a few calls.








			DREW


Does he know that I’m coming?








			VAL


Yeah, I told him at lunch.








			DREW


Okay, good.  Thanks.








Drew turns around and RUSHES off down the suburban street.  Grant gives him a GLARE as he leaves.





CMK, noticing Grant’s displease, laughs a little.








					GRANT


What is up with him?  Who does he think he is?  He’s running around like a regular Hardy boy.








			VAL


What’s up with you? (beat) Am I detecting a hint of envy?








			GRANT


Envy?  As if.








			VAL


Is there anything wrong with wanting to get to the bottom of something?  I mean, all four of us have been asking ‘why’ for the past few weeks, and I’m sure Drew wants some answers too.








			GRANT


‘Why’.  There’s no damage to a fuddy-duddy painting and Nancy Drew wants to know why.








			VAL


He has that right, Grant.  You don’t want him in our clique and he’s not.  But that doesn’t mean that we’re not allowed to be associated with him.








			GRANT


He tries too hard.








			VAL


YOU try too hard.








			GRANT


I’m new here.








			VAL


He’s new to us. (beat) You can’t use the new excuse forever.  People are starting to know your name.  Reputation is inevitable.








			GRANT


I don’t want to be like him.








That strikes a chord with Val.








					VAL


		What ‘exactly’ is Drew?








					GRANT


		Nevermind.  Forget I ever said it.








Grant looks away and avoids eye contact with Val, not wanting to validate his previous comment.














CUT TO:  DREW’S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER








INT.  BASEMENT








Drew quickly enters the room and advances towards the painting.  Swiftly snatching it up, he moves back out the room.





We see that the PAINTING IS MISSING THE SMALL PORCELAIN DOLL!  Drew turns around the corner and heads up the stairs.





We turn back to the room.





Suddenly, we hear a FAINT GIGGLING from within the room.











FADE OUT








END OF ACT 1














FADE IN:  LIBRARY - AFTER SCHOOL





INT.








We remember the library from previous episodes.  There is one large room with many bookshelves within it.





Val slowly around into one of the aisles.  She puts on a pair of thin wired glasses that frame her face.  She looks all that more sophisticated.





There are a few other people around the area.





She walks up to a section of books and takes out one of them and glances in it.  Someone approaches her from behind and taps her on the shoulder.





Val turns around to be faced with WALLACE FAEDO, 17, a virile athletic looking teenager.  He smiles at her with a charismatic face.








					WALLACE


		Hi.








					VAL


		Hi. (silence) Are you looking for something?








					WALLACE


Actually I’m looking for a book on active cults and organized religion.








			VAL


Oh, okay, I can help you. (beat) But first you have to walk up over there to the librarian and ask her where to find your book since I DON’T work here.








			WALLACE


I’m so sorry, I just thought -








			VAL


You just thought that since I give off this heir of half hearted sophistication that I would wind up working here?  You’re wrong and I don’t.








			WALLACE


Actually, I figured that since I don’t know of anyone who works here, I thought I’d just ask the most attractive girl around.








Val giggles girlishly.








VAL�Oh come on, you can’t possibly tell me that you passed up the old librarian?








WALLACE


As bodacious as she appears to be, I think she might have taken my head off.








			VAL


I totally understand. (beat) I haven’t seen you around here before.  Are you -








			WALLACE


		(cutting off)


New?  I just moved in two days ago.  My dad’s going to be the new Vice Principal for Grimsby High.








			VAL


Grim High?








			WALLACE


Yeah, do you go there?








			VAL


Yeah.








			WALLACE


I guess I’ll be seeing you there then.








They both smile at each other.














CUT TO:  HIGH SCHOOL - TWILIGHT








EXT.








Drew approaches the school, with the painting in his hands.  He quickly ascends the stairs to the front doors.  





He opens one of the glass doors and enters in a hurry.











INT.  UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER








Drew continues around the corner of the staircase into a hallway.  The hallway is saturated in darkness, accept for an OPEN DOOR at the end of the hall which spills light out into the hallway.











INT.  ROOM 211 - SECONDS LATER








Drew walks into the doorframe.  In the room, CORBIN QUINN performs a few scientific experiments.  The lab table that he works off is filled with beakers and jars of substances.





Corbin looks up at Drew and removes his protective goggles.








					DREW


		Mad scientist much?








Corbin wipes his hands off on his white lab coat and approaches Drew.








					CORBIN


You.. yes, you. (beat) Val told me you’d be dropping by with a...painting?








			DREW


Yeah.








He hands it to Corbin who takes a LONG look at it.








					CORBIN


		It’s quite exquisite.  Where did you get it?








					DREW


I found it in some rubble from a burnt down house.








			CORBIN


Burnt down house? (beat) Ah, so that’s why I’ve been asked to inspect.








			DREW


Like only a good scientist can do.








			CORBIN


Why don’t you let me take a look at it for tonight and I’ll get back to you tomorrow.








			DREW


No problem.








Corbin SLIDES his protective goggles back over his face and walks back to the lab desk with the painting in his hands.





Drew exits the room.














CUT TO:  SUBURBAN STREET - NIGHT








EXT.








Grant walks down the DARK, suburban street.  He glances at the sleepy houses where lights burn from within.





Someone steps out of a DARK SHADOW up ahead.  It’s a man in his mid ‘40s.  His clothes aren’t out of the ordinary and he presents himself with confidence.  





His glare intensifies as Grant approaches.








					MAN


		Excuse me, can I ask you a question?








Grant stops and SIGHS heavily.  He shrugs.








					GRANT


		I guess so.








The man steps in closer.








					MAN


				(quietly)


		Have you seen the light?








Grant steps back from the man, keeping his distance. 








					GRANT


		What?








					MAN


		Have you seen the light?








					GRANT


Listen, day player, I am sick and tired of being approached by you and your Christian rock attitude.  Stay away from me.








			MAN


You haven’t seen the light.








			GRANT


Hopefully not the one you’ve been seeing.








Grant turns away and continues walking down the street.  The man stands there with an ominous look on his face.  He GLARES at Grant as he disappears around the corner of the street.














CUT TO:  DREW’S HOUSE - NIGHT








INT.  KITCHEN








Drew takes a KETTLE from the stove and pours some of the boiling water into a teacup.  The kitchen is lit from a NEON light from above the sink, which drapes the room in stinge.





Steam seeps off of the top of the cup.  Drew takes a sip.





There is a FAINT giggle that echoes around the house.  Drew’s eyes sharpen.  He becomes alert.





He unplugs the kettle and relaxes.  He takes another sip.





Another giggle.  LOUDER, DEEPER.





Drew turns his head to the side.  He slowly lowers the teacup and places it on the counter.  He takes a cautious step forward.  








					DREW


		Hello?








There is a LOUD FLANK noise, which bursts through the house as the lights go out.  





Drew is left in darkness.





Shuffling around, Drew finds a LIGHTER and flicks it on.  A soft flame lights up his face.





A giggles comes from behind.





Drew’s breathing intensifies.  He WHIRLS around.  The flame on the lighter blows out.














CUT TO:  HIGH SCHOOL - NIGHT








INT.  SCIENCE LAB








CMK and Corbin sit and stare at the painting.  They both have perplexed looks on their faces.





Corbin breaks away and retreats to his desk where there is a computer.  He looks at the computer.








					CORBIN


There’s documentation on a painting that LOOKS like this one.  But the one here has a porcelain doll in it to the right.








CMK reaches out and touches the space where the PORCELAIN DOLL GIRL once was.  He PEERS at the negative space.





Suddenly the painting FALLS over.  There is a THUMP from within the backing of the painting.








					CORBIN


		What was that?








CMK turns to Corbin and shrugs.





Corbin picks up the painting and TAPS on the paper covered backing that holds about an inch or two of hollow space.








					CORBIN


		There’s something inside.








CMK’s eyes widen.





Corbin takes a small tool and slices the backing paper off of the painting.





He reaches in and retrieves a VIDEO CASETTE.  Corbin examines it from within his hands.














CUT TO:  LIBRARY - NIGHT








INT.  STUDY DESKS








Wallace and Val are seated across from each other at a study desk.  They are in the middle of a light hearted, flirtatious conversation.  





On the desk sits a book that reads: CULTS AND OTHER SUCH MALAKRY








					VAL


It’s been such a crazy week for me, seriously.  I think its just me sticking my nose where it doesn’t belong.








			WALLACE


My week’s been more than hectic, believe me.  Not because of my nose though.. (beat) The move, the change in atmosphere.  Makes everything different.








			VAL


So are you going to enroll in Grim High?








			WALLACE


I really don’t want to.  I’m around my father enough as it is.








			VAL


Come again.








			WALLACE


My dad.  He’s the new VP at Grimsby - Grim High.








			VAL


Wow.  That’s (struggles for words).. different.  But I can agree with you on not wanting my father looming over me during school.








			WALLACE


The delicate hours of social interaction.








			VAL


I’m not much of a butterfly in that category. Some days I wish I were, but most of the time I’m content with my mediocre existence within the student body.








			WALLACE


I guess we’ll see tomorrow.








			VAL


I guess.








THUMP!





Suddenly a STACK of books is flopped onto the table in between Val and Wallace.





Val looks up to see GRANT.





Grant takes a seat.








					GRANT


		What’s going on up in here?








					VAL


		Grant, what are you doing?








					GRANT


See you’ve met someone. (to Wallace) I’m sorry, are you lost or something?








			WALLACE


Actually...








			VAL


Grant, this is Wallace.  He’s new in town and he’s going to be going to Grim High.








			GRANT


Grim High, eh?








Val SIGHS and shakes her head as she lowers it.  She is both frustrated and embarrassed.











FADE OUT








END OF ACT 2














FADE IN:  DREW’S HOUSE - NIGHT








INT.  BASEMENT








Drew wanders around the DARK basement with a FLASHLIGHT.  It’s musty in his basement.  He enters a room that has a lot of PIPES and HEATERS attached to the wall.





Waltzing towards the back wall, Drew’s flashlight finds the FUSE BOX.  He approaches it and flicks on a few switches.  NO LUCK!








					DREW


		Crap.








A GIGGLE turns his head back towards the larger part of the room.  The flashlight follows his eyes, peering around from side to side.





More giggling.








					DREW


				(cont’d)


Grant, let’s not add breaking and entering to our crime spree, we did that already.  If this is some joke I’ll -








Suddenly his flashlight comes upon a SMALL PORCELAIN DOLL, sitting pleasantly atop a cardboard box.  Drew is immediately cut off.





The doll then proceeds to TURN ITS HEAD IN DREW’S DIRECTION, staring at him with the black holes where eyes once were.





Drew GASPS and jumps back against the wall.  The flashlight drops to the ground and the room is shrouded in darkness.














CUT TO:  HIGH SCHOOL - NIGHT








INT.  HALLWAY








CMK and Corbin sit in front of a television set, which is mounted on a rolling TV stand.  The television LIGHTS up what is an otherwise dimly lit hallway.





Corbin pops the tape into the VCR and the television is lit up.





ON TV -


The image is fuzzy, but we can make out the PAINTING on the wall.  It looks as if this is a surveillance video.





Something comes out of the image - something SMOKEY.








Corbin SQUINTS and leans in.  CMK is confused.  They both tilt their heads, trying to comprehend what is happening on screen.








					CORBIN


It’s the painting.  Something’s coming out of it - it looks like.








CMK’s eyes widen.  Corbin sees it, from on the video.








					CORBIN


		Oh my god, they’re coming out of the painting.








SUDDENLY!  A BURST OF FLAMES!





From within the science room behind them!  Corbin and CMK turn around in absolute horror as a BURST flames appears near the picture.











INT.  CLASSROOM - SAME








Corbin and CMK rush into the room, glaring down at the space where the flames once burned.





A look of horror comes up on Corbin’s face as he peers down at the painting on the desk.





THE BOY IN THE PAINTING IS NOWHERE TO BE SEEN!





Suddenly, there is a shuffle from across the room - a few chairs shift.  Then a few more...getting closer and closer!





Corbin GRABS CMK’s arm as he rushes out of the room.








					CORBIN


		Quickly, come with me!











INT.  HALLWAY - SAME








CMK closes the door.  Corbin pushes all of his weight against the door.  





BOOM!





Something crashes on the door from within the room.  The TV still lights up the hallway with its eerie visions.








					CORBIN


		What are we going to do?








CMK shrugs.








					CORBIN


		I think I have an idea.








He turns back to the door and locks it with a key ring that’s attached to his belt clip.





Breaking from the door, the two RUSH down the hallway.














CUT TO:  DREW’S HOUSE - NIGHT








INT.  HALLWAY 








Drew CRAWLS out of the basement door and into the hallway, panting and out of breath.








					DREW


		What the heck?!








Suddenly, a BANG against the door behind him.  He JOLTS and pushes back with all his might.  





The malicious giggling can be heard from on the other side of the door.  Drew’s eyes widen.





He looks up into the kitchen ahead of him and sees a MALLET on the kitchen counter.  He desperately reaches out for it.





Realizing how heinous the thought is to reach the mallet from his position, he breaks for the counter - arising and quickly and moving with agility.





He SNATCHES up the mallet.  JUST as he does, he whirls around to see the OPEN basement door.





A GIGGLE!











INT.  HALLWAY - SAME








Drew DARTS into the hallway, Mallet in hand and towards a DOOR at the end of the hallway. 





He enters without hesitation.











INT.  BATHROOM - SAME








Drew LOCKS the door and plants himself on the toilet.  He is extremely paranoid and frantic.





Beads of sweat drop from his forehead.














CUT TO:  LIBRARY - NIGHT








EXT.  FRONT ENTRANCE








Val and Grant stand outside the main entrance to the library, which is lit by a LARGE low standing streetlight.








					VAL


		Well, you’ve succeeded in scaring him away.








					GRANT


Scare him?  I didn’t scare him, I simply reassured him of his position.








			VAL


You might have well just said “know your role”, Grant!  Why did you act like that?








			GRANT


Val, over the past week I’ve been here, some crazy things have happened.  They’ve happened to all of us, and I don’t know if this is a regular thing that goes on around here, but it sure is weird for me.








			VAL


It IS weird, Grant, but you can’t let get that get to your head, as heinous as the situations that we’ve been in.








			GRANT


I’ve never felt so close to any group of people in my life, not in the time that I’ve known all of you. (beat) And I don’t want that to change.








			VAL


You can’t prevent change, Grant, you just can’t.  I mean, you’ve changed me and that just goes to say. (pause) Don’t hold me from Wallace.  He’s a nice guy.








			GRANT


I think I realize that now, and I’m sorry.  I just didn’t want (trails off)... I just wanted to hold on to it, you know?








Val half smiles.  Grant follows up with a returning smile, but one of solemn and disappoint.














CUT TO:  HIGH SCHOOL - NIGHT








INT.  ART ROOM








CMK and Corbin FRANTICALLY tear apart the art room, looking for something.  Corbin seems focussed, but CMK seems very confused.





The light from the room is lit from LIGHT TABLES, which are places strategically around the room amidst the EERIE abstract art pieces.








					CORBIN


		Keep looking!








CMK throws his hands up in the air with absolute confusion and flabbergast.  Corbin RUSHES up to him and pulls him close to his face.








					CORBIN


				(intense)


		Black paint.  Find me black paint.








CMK rolls his eyes and retreats to a nearby cupboard and WHIPS it open, revealing a LARGE bucket of BLACK PAINT.





Corbin’s eyes light up as he turns to CMK, who holds the bucket high in the air with pride.














CUT TO:  DREW’S HOUSE - NIGHT








INT.  BASEMENT








Drew LINGERS around the dark basement room with the mallet in his hands, hiding from the EVIL DEVIL character that lurks on the ground.





He jolts as he turns every corner.








					DREW


Okay, I don’t know what or who you are, but there’s nothing here that you want, trust me.  I’ve endured living here for more than three years, believe me -








He is cut off by an ominous giggle from behind.  He turns around to see the PORCELAIN DOLL sitting on the FUSE BOX!





Drew’s eyes widen.  He raises the mallet and SMASHES it down into the fuse box and against the porcelain doll.





He LEAPS back as a barrage of sparks and flames bursts out of the fuse box.  The flames begin to catch fire to all the small things around the basement room begin to char with flame.








					DREW


		Oh no!








He runs over to the laundry room sink and turns it on, trying desperately to put the fire out by scooping handfuls of water to kill the fire.





His attempts fail.  His desperate and panic ridden face slumps down as he realizes that he is unable to put out the fire.  Everything seems to beat in slow pulses for a moment.





BOOM!





A small BURST of flames flies towards his face.  He dodges the flames and plummets into the wall.  Drew looks up at the fire and sees that flames begin licking the NATURAL GAS LINE!











INT.  BASEMENT MAIN ROOM - SAME








Drew DIVES out of the basement laundry room, narrowly avoiding a small-scale explosion.  He crawls away, sweaty and burnt.











EXT.  HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER








Drew STUMBLES in a frantic rage out of the house; half-crawling, half-walking.  He turns back to the house to see the WINDOWS inside are laden with flames.





Drew’s eyes are wide with terror.  He turns around and bumps into...





THE MYSTERIOUS MAN!





They exchange a momentary stare.  Drew maintains his frantic attitude.








					DREW


Help me!  My house, it’s burning down!  Call 911!








			MAN


Have you seen the light?








			DREW


What?








			MAN


Have you seen the light?








			DREW


Of course I’ve seen the light!  It’s burning my house down!








Drew turns to the house to see the flames rip it apart.  He turns back around to see the space where the man was once standing - he’s gone.














CUT TO:  HIGH SCHOOL - NIGHT








INT.  SCIENCE ROOM








Corbin and CMK burst into the rampaged science room with their black paint in hand.








					CORBIN 


		Where is it?








Corbin UNSCREWS the top on the paint can and RUSHES towards the painting, which sits on one of the lab tables next to them COMPLETELY EMPTY.





With one SWIFT MOTION he empties the entire paint bucket onto the painting.  He then begins to RUB in the paint with his hands.  





The shuffling at the back of the room ceases and everything is quiet.  EVERYTHING GOES BACK TO NORMAL.





Corbin looks at CMK.








					CORBIN


				(tired)


		When in doubt, paint it black.








CMK rolls his eyes.  He SIGHS and leans against one of the desks.  There is an uncomfortable moment of silence.














CUT TO:  GRANT’S HOUSE - NIGHT








INT.  FRONT ENTRANCE








Grant enters the door, turning on the light in the hallway and lighting it up.  He SIGHS and takes a LONG glance at himself in the mirror which is placed on the wall.





KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK!





Not expecting the surprise visit, Grant turns towards the door and stares at it for a moment.





He walks over and opens the door, revealing DREW standing outside.  He looks very run down and tired.





They face each other.  Grant reads Drew’s expression.








					GRANT


		Drew?








Drew goes to speak, then stops.  His face begins to emotionally break - then he stops and quickly composes himself.  His eyes are misty.





He sniffles.








					DREW


				(softly)


Listen, um, I had an accident at - my house isn’t exactly. (beat) I don’t have anywhere to stay.








Grant steps aside with a motion for Drew to enter.  Drew SMIRKS and tries not to break.
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