INT. STREET - MORNING - SAME





A row of softly modern brownstone houses line up one side of the street. A cute residual park stretches beyond on the other side. 





GENIE'S CAR pulls up in the driveway of one home. Blair and Geen step out, shivering as a cold wind passes by. They exchange a look. We see Blair has softened his gothness... just for this occasion. 





					GENIE


			We'll be fine. Mom said she'd


			be happy to see us again.





					BLAIR


			Said the spider to the fly. 





Hesitantly, Blair joins his sister as they both walk up to the front door. 





										FADE TO





INT. RIVERS' LIVING ROOM - LATER





Genie sits on a worn sofa by the huge bay window that


overlooks the street.





A wooden chess set is layed out on the coffee table before her. An antique clock sits above an equally old television... ticking and tocking inanely. 





Blair takes in the living room silently. He stands beside the couch, his eyes wandering. 





					BLAIR


				(quietly)


			Mom seemed happy to see us.





					GENIE


			I told you. Ass. 





					BLAIR


			She was faking.





At that very moment, LUCY RIVERS, their mother, enters. She's 55 and looks 30 years younger. Her face is soft and maternal, although we can tell from her mannerisms she can be strict and punishing. A dual personality that often meshes with each other. 





She carries two glasses of iced tea in her hands. 





					LUCY


				(hands it to them)	


			Here you are.





Lucy takes a seat on a rocking chair, opposite of the couch. She watches carefully as her children take a sip.





					LUCY


			You two loved iced tea when


			you were little.


				(nostalgic)


			It always kept you up, though.


			It took a couple of Roald Dahl's


			to get Genie to sleep. 





Genie smiles, remembering this too. 





					LUCY


			And Blair... you just seemed to


			fall asleep whenever Genie did.


			I always found it rather endearing. 





Blair says nothing, nearly trying to smile. He can't. 





					LUCY


				(clears her throat)


			How's U of T, Blair?





					BLAIR


				(numbly)


			Productive. 





His mother nods quietly. She turns to Genie.





					LUCY


			And how's Tad?





					GENIE


			We broke up. A year ago. 





					LUCY


				(unfazed)


			Oh. I see. 


				(at Blair again,


				smiles warmly)


			You finally cut your hair.





					BLAIR


			Uh huh. It was an extravagant


			impulse I had.


				(pauses)


			Back in January. 





					LUCY


			Well... it looks very... very


			nice. Better than that mullet


			you had. Remember the mullet?





					BLAIR


			Pony tail.





					LUCY


			Pony tail. Right. 





Genie nudges Blair and smiles at him, trying to make him follow suit. He cant even manage a grin. Having failed, she turns toward Lucy.





					GENIE


			So... how've things been with


			you, ma?





					LUCY


				(proudly)


			Me? Well, I manage a nice brisk


			walk around the block every 


			morning. My heart rate's getting


			better. 





					GENIE


			Great! That's great.


				(to Blair)


			Isn't that great?			





Again, no response from him. Genie beams at her mother desperately. 





					GENIE


			That's very great. 





The indifference of Blair seems to rattle Lucy greatly. She breathes deeply. 





					LUCY


			Would you two like to see your


			father? 





Immediately, Genie and Blair's eyes race to meet. They share an uneasy silence.





INT. CELLAR - CONTD





Dark, dreary, and filled with the smell of sour liqour. Lucy, with her two kids in tow, marches down the stairs toward the common living area.





A tv sits against a backwall. It's on, and BLARING loud. Some cheesy infomercial. 





And sitting on a large leather chair in front of it is WILLIAM RIVERS, 60. He sits with a stoic look on his face. His eyes glued to the screen. Silent. It'd take a couple of glance-overs of the cellar to tell he was really here.





Lucy, Blair, and Genie walk onto frame. William doesn't even look up. 





					LUCY


			William. Geen and Blair are here.





					WILLIAM


				(almost to himself)


			I know, Luce. 





She turns to her children and puts on a brave face.





					LUCY


			I'll be upstairs...





Genie and Blair move closer to their dad as Lucy exits. Blair takes a seat on a moth-eaten couch. Genie follows suit.





The two of them stare at their father, almost with reverent fascination, before he pipes up suddenly. 





					WILLIAM


				(eyes on the tv)


			You've finally managed to drag


			him with you. 





Genie glances at her brother before clearing the phlegm out of her throat.





					GENIE


			Yeah. Just wanted to see you


			guys. Again.





					WILLIAM


				(still on the tv)


			So you did.





He pays no attention to his children... none at all. He doesn't even bother to throw secreted peeks at them.





					GENIE


				(suddenly desperate)


			Dad, please look at us.





William does nothing of the sort. To this man, blinking probably counts as a cardiovascular workout. Genie stands, annoyed and hurt.





					GENIE


			Dad! Look at me!





Still nothing. 





					GENIE


			Do you even know what I look


			like anymore? What colour my


			hair is?





William gut-belches. A beat. 





					WILLIAM


				(passively)


			Acid-reflux. 





This brings Genie near tears. Blair stands, too, not to confront his dad, but to leave. She watches him go. Tears flow freely now, her mascara running. She doesn't care.





					GENIE


				(angrily)


			Daddy, I've missed you so much.


			But you... you never... you


			never...





Genie can only manage to stutter now, she's completely and totally panic-striken. 





					GENIE


				(to herself)


			I've always been dead to you.


				(disgusted)


			Always. 





She stands, still with anger and sadness, hoping for some sort of response. But as moments pass, she realizes she'll get none...





Genie starts for the door, looking understandably bothered. William looks equally unhappy, and then, miraculously:





					WILLIAM 


			Genie. 





Hallelujah. Genie heads back towards the tv room, her wet, red eyes brimming with hope.





					GENIE


			Yeah?





And for the first time in what has to be ages, father and daughter finally look each other in the eyes. A meaningful, albeit saddening beat. William seems stuck in his words. 





					WILLIAM


				(coldly)


			Nevermind. 





Genie hardly reacts, but her face noticeably falls. Another moment, and she leaves. 





										FADE TO





EXT. DOWNTOWN TORONTO STREETS - AFTERNOON





BURN ON - "Thursday"





Busy and congested. A normal afternoon in this normal city. The CAMERA pans around the mobbed streets of business men and women until we come upon Aiden, walking hurriedly through the crowd with several paper bags cradled in his arms. 





The air is really noisy today. A flurry of wind attacks the street, like a mini hurricane.





He moves with purpose, his eyes focused. The wind blows his hair out of his eyes. Aiden turns and slips into a narrow alley way between two buildings. 





INT. ALLEY - CONTD





Dank and concealed within shadow. Aiden walks toward the end of the path, where a boarded up door blocks his way. He knocks on it rapidly. 





We hear slight movement within. 





					MAN'S VOICE 


				(other end of the door)


			Password.





					AIDEN


				(annoyed)


			Zeus, you know who it is. 





					ZEUS (O.S.)


			Proof. Proof. Proof. 





					AIDEN


			I'm ready to kick this door in.


			With magick.





A long pause.





					ZEUS (O.S.)


			It's unlocked. 





INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER





What a typical abandoned warehouse would look like. No need to describe here. Aiden sets down the paper bags on the floor and takes a seat on a dirty pillow.





Sitting opposite of Aiden is ZEUS. He's homeless, and remarkably young, maybe only 18 or 19. Zeus' wisdom is masked with a slight tinge of... eccentricity. He's strikingly handsome, too. One might speculate that he's really a male model in disguise. 





But nonetheless, we can tell from their exchanges that Aiden and Zeus have been friends for quite some time.





					AIDEN


			I'm really sorry I wasn't able


			to make it last week. 





					ZEUS


			Don't worry bout it. I made


			a nice meal out of a rat.





					AIDEN


			Not funny.





					ZEUS


				(grins)


			I know.





Aiden reaches in one of the bags and brings out a bag of chips, a couple of sandwhiches, a container of soup, an apple, some brownies...





					ZEUS


			You didn't have to do this.





					AIDEN


			I wanted to. Besides, you could


			use the nutrition. You seem


			loggy. 


	


					ZEUS


			Do not. 





					AIDEN


			Do too. 





Zeus rolls his eyes, unwrapping one of the sandwiches. Aiden watches him, although his mind is elsewhere.





					ZEUS


			What's the matter with you?


			Did Enya die?





					AIDEN


				(nearly offended)


			I do not listen to Enya.





					ZEUS


			Lies. 





					AIDEN


			Ok, I do. But only because I


			find Jewel's bittersweet pop


			stylings a tad overwrought.





Aiden catches himself, steering away from the subject...





					AIDEN


			It's something else. Interpersonal


			issues, is all. 





					ZEUS


			I'm intrigued.





					AIDEN


			I met... somebody. Guy named


			Blair. He's nice.





					ZEUS


			I'm not really seeing the


			problem.





					AIDEN


			Forget it. 





They sit in silence for a couple of moments. Aiden lowers his eyes to the ground. Zeus stares at him, looking empathetic. 





					ZEUS


			You can tell me, man. Remember


			the minimal wiggens I had when


			you came out to me?





					AIDEN


				(smiles, still doesn't


				look at him)


			They were hardly minimal. 





					ZEUS


			I stand by my milk-spitting.   


				(pause)


			You did magick.





It's now that Aiden looks at him. 





					AIDEN


			Why is it so easy for people 


			to tell that?


	


					ZEUS


				(shrugs)


			Somethin' bout ya. Wanna relay


			the story now?





					AIDEN


				(takes a deep beath)


			I met Blair at one of my Dweller


			meetings. He's one of those goth


			types, everyone's always judging


			him because he, you know, looks


			different. But I really saw who


			he was. At least, I think so. 


			And I was... I was so lonely. I


			just needed somebody to be with...


			I needed somebody to understand...





He trails off, his mind consumed with sadness. Zeus gently puts his hand over Aiden's.





					ZEUS


				(quietly)


			And then...





					AIDEN


				(somber)


			And then I did a love spell.


			And he was in love with me. 


			It... it wasn't until one of


			my friend's pointed out that I


			did the spell at an incorrect


			time...





					ZEUS


			...that the spell didn't work.


				(Aiden nods)


			But... then that means, he was


			in love with you, genuinely, all


			along. 





This brings Aiden to tears. Zeus relocates next to the young boy and parentally puts an arm around him. Aiden slowly rests his head against Zeus' shoulder. A beat. 





					ZEUS


			Aiden. You should be happy. 


			This guy, he sounds like a great


			person. 





					AIDEN


			He is...





					ZEUS


			Good. You got him. He's your 


			non-magick love slave. Why is


			this a matter of conflict?





Aiden allows himself a moment to find the words. 





					AIDEN


			I'm afraid, Zeus. I'm so...


			damn... afraid. 


				(pauses)


			I've never, ever, ever felt


			this way about someone else


			before. I always thought it


			was my place... to be alone.





					ZEUS


			I guess you were wrong.





A beat.





					ZEUS


			It's normal to feel like this.


			I mean, your hormones are probably


			skyrocketing and...





					AIDEN


			He's never gonna be with me.





Zeus just sighs. He gently strokes Aiden's hair. 





					ZEUS


			And what makes you so damn sure?





					AIDEN


			I mean... yeah, he loves me. But


			only as a friend. I think. And 


			if he WERE gay, or at least bi...


			would we want with me? 


				(takes a breather)


			I'm hideous.





Lost, confused, the teen brushes away his tears; he looks like he wants to die. Zeus wasn't ready for this. 





					ZEUS


				(taken aback)


			Aid... kid... don't... don't say


			that. 





					AIDEN	


				(heated)


			Get a fucking clue, Zeus. I'm


			ugly. I have dandruff. I have a


			pimple... on my chin! Who the hell


			gets a pimple on their chin?





Overwhelmed, Aiden begins crying again. Zeus wraps both arms around the kid protectively. 





					ZEUS


			You're not ugly. Aiden, not at


			all. You're beautiful... inside


			and out. Don't talk like that.


			It only makes your pain worse...


			it's blinding... like fire...


				(pause)


			The world... it ain't a pretty


			place to live in. But it'll do.


			For now. You have to learn to


			live in it, to be content: with


			the world, with yourself. And if


			you love yourself... you'll be


			able to love others. And, correct


			me if I'm wrong... that's pretty


			much your main priority right now.





Aiden absorbs this, but we can't tell whether he agrees or not. 





					ZEUS (CONTD)


			You've been stuck on this planet


			for way too long. You may say you're


			only fifteen... but you and I know


			you're much older than that. You


			HAVE to be older than that, to put


			up with and deal with the life


			you've been living. Everyone around


			you: they're violent, unforgiving,


			ignorant. Forgive them. Let it heal.


			If you keep tearing off the scab,


			you'll just keep hurting yourself...


			and that's rather counterproductive,


			don't you think?





Zeus looks to Aiden for a reponse. Before either of them can say anything else, the howling wind BANGS against a window near them. 





					ZEUS


				(re: the weather)


			You know, they say when a particular


			element is going helter skelter, it's


			usually because someone associated with


			that element is having pretty high


			emotions. Firestorms, floods, tornados,


			earthquakes...





					AIDEN


				(quiet)


			I'm a libra. Libra's ruled by Air.


			I don't get it though... I'm like


			this all the time... and Toronto 


			isn't exactly big with the airy 


			destructiveness.





Zeus smiles. 





					ZEUS


			Maybe... maybe it's because something


			big will happen today. Something you


			weren't expecting. Something... good?





Aiden lifts his head way from Zeus' shoulder, his tears drying visibly on his face. He grins weakly, for Zeus, but not because he feels it inside. 





					AIDEN


				(frothy)


			That's what I love about you Zeus.


			You and your... foreshadowy goodness.





					ZEUS


			Well, I wouldn't be your mentor-type


			without it. 





					AIDEN


			And it's appreciated. It's just that I


			try so hard doing spells, to, you know,


			banish lonliness and find true love.


			Those never worked. Then I did the spell


			to bind Blair to me... that didn't work.


			And I think... I think I never wanted it


			to. Knowing that the only way I could


			get someone to love me was by manipulating


			universal forces... that didn't sit well.


			But now I know. Nothing I can ever do will 


			make anyone fall in love with me. I'm never 


			gonna find him. 





					ZEUS


			Who?





					AIDEN


			My soulmate. Most people my age... they 


			want a good screw. I want a soulmate.


			I want someone who... who knows what I'm


			going through, someone who'll hold me when


			I'm sad... Someone who wont tell me that


			I should die of AIDS...





He trails off, looks away, haunted. Zeus gently reaches out to put his hands on the boy's shoulders.





					ZEUS


			Aiden... I think what you just said


			should say something to you. You're


			right. Most people your age want sex,


			they just want that pleasure moment,


			but that's practically it. You... 


			you're different. The fact that you're


			feeling these things... you shouldn't


			be punishing yourself. You should be


			proud. 





					AIDEN


				("you're insane")


			Right. I'm a phenomenon. 





					ZEUS


			Yeah. But... I've always thought so. 





Their eyes meet. Aiden's expression softens. He registers this.





					AIDEN


			Pride would be nice. 


				(thinks)


			Can I ask you a couple of things?





					ZEUS


			Let's hear it. 





					AIDEN	


				(awkwardly)


			I know that you've only been on


			the streets for... four months,


			but, you never really... told me


			why.


					


					ZEUS


			Huh. Well, there ain't much to


			tell, Aid. Dad was an abusive


			asshole, Mom could've cared less.


			No siblings. No friends. Nothing


			to tie me down. So I just... ran.


			


					AIDEN


			I can't believe you're still here.


			I DO remember giving you the address


			of that shelter...





					ZEUS


			Never got around to to it. Maybe


			when it's close to winter, I'll drop


			by and pound a few. 


				(off Aiden's look)


			And by that I mean have a nice rest.


			Besides, this ol' place, it's like


			home to me. And the people here are


			kinda like family.





					AIDEN


			People?


				(he looks around)


			There are other people?


				(gets it)


			Other invisible people. 





					ZEUS


				(correcting him)


			They're not here. Doing some daily


			squeegee runs. What was the other 


			question?





This query is a bit harder for Aiden to put into words. He takes a second.





					AIDEN


			I think it goes without saying			


			that you're pretty... wise.





					ZEUS


				(quiet pride)


			I'm more striking than wise.





					AIDEN	


				(smiles at that, a little)


			I'm also pretty sure you know


			the signifigance of sunset, 


			night, day...


				


					ZEUS


			Yeah, so, what is it?





					AIDEN


			Dawn. Or, more specifically, 


			before dawn. What's so important


			about it?





					ZEUS


			You're telling me -





					AIDEN


			No questions. I just want answers.





Zeus takes this in. He forms explanations in his head... picks out the most comprehensive one. 





					ZEUS


			Dawn is... a genesis. A formation.


			But, if you wanna get all literal,


			that wee moment each morning when


			daylight begins. But, before dawn,


			is when the light approaches, when


			everything is pure, and nothing is


			diluted. There's more magick, more


			power before dawn than there is in


			the entire day following. 





A moment for Aiden to recover. 





					ZEUS


			Nothing is dirty... nothing is evil.


			Everything is just at peace. The


			moment before dawn is when earth is


			at it's kindest, it's most generous


			stage. You could even say it's kinda


			like... you. 





Aiden's eyes widen slightly as this sinks in. He instinctively questions this. 





					AIDEN	


			Like... me? You're telling me


			that -





					ZEUS


			You're kind. You're generous. You're


			pure. 





					AIDEN


			No... I don't buy that.





					ZEUS


			You don't have to buy it, it's a 


			gift. 





					AIDEN


			A gift? What's the return policy?	


				


					ZEUS


			You're acting like it's a bad 


			thing. It isn't. 





					AIDEN


			It is! I mean, being pure and being


			naive go hand in hand, do they not?





					ZEUS


			They *don't*. Aiden, I didn't mean


			for that to come across as an 


			insult...





					AIDEN	


			I know it's not. But it isn't me.


			I'm not "pure". I swear, I look


			at pictures of naked men, I smoked


			once, I contemplated drugs. I do


			SPELLS for god-sakes...





					ZEUS


				(stopping him)


			Aiden. You're a pure, kind, generous


			guy. If you weren't... you wouldn't


			be here. You wouldn't be here with me. 





										FADE TO





INT. GENIE'S LOFT - DUSK 





Haggard and tired, Genie ties her hair into a ponytail as she watches the rest of the DWELLERS lull around her apartment boredly. MIGUEL and ZELDA approach her. 





					MIGUEL


			It's thursday. We're all here.


			And yet the meeting is not going


			underway. That's rather peculiar.





					ZELDA


			Some of us have places to be.


			Seedy, dangerous, SEXY places. 


				(off Miguel's look)


			Some of us... not including me. 





					GENIE


				(apprehensive)


			Aiden's not here yet. We can't


			do the review without him.





					MIGUEL


			You're just worried about HIM?


				(looks around)


			I dont see William the Bloody


			vamping around...





					GENIE


			Blair. He's name is Blair, ass.


			And he can't make it. He told me


			that he needed to be alone. We


			were both pretty shooken up


			when we visited our parents...





Zelda and Miguel share a look. This doesn't bode well with Genie.





					GENIE


			What?





					ZELDA


				(chipper)


			Nothing. I just hope he'll be


			alright.





					MIGUEL


			I don't care. Just to be clear


			with everyone. 





Before Genie can say anything in response, the DOOR nearly flies open and in comes Aiden, tired, and high-strung. All eyes go on him. 





					GENIE


			Aiden... you're fifteen minutes


			late.


	


					AIDEN


				(coldly)


			I know. 





					GENIE


			Well... at least you're here.


	


Aiden ignores her and searches the room with his eyes. He sees Blair nowhere. 





					GENIE


				(to everybody)


			Assemble. We need to get business


			in order. 





Everyone does so, quickly, without hesitation. The Dwellers go into "Conference Room Mode". Aiden disappears inside the kitchen momentarily, comes out with a small pearing knife. 





					AIDEN


			Is anyone gonna tell me where


			Blair is? Cuz I'm not liking 


			the fact that he's absent. 





Aiden's all business. His voice is clear, commanding and to-the-point. All eyes are still on him. Only Genie speaks up.





					GENIE


			He... he needs to be alone.





Pause. Aiden takes a step towards them. 





					AIDEN	


			Excuse me? You practically cram


			the both of us together to enforce


			a friendly bond and now you're


			keeping us apart? I see the


			fairness there. 





He's very calm, unnervingly so. It kinda scares everyone. 





					GENIE


				(trying to be calm herself)


			He told me not to tell you. 





Aiden's expression turns to stone. He doesn't buy this. 





					AIDEN	


			What?





					GENIE 


			We have to do the review today, Aiden.


			I dont have time for this -





					MIGUEL


			Genie, don't. That's ok. 


				(stands, faces Aiden)


			You know what? This assertive-fag


			thing you're trying to do? Lame. 


			And cliched. So why don't you


			just sit your queer ass down.


			Or maybe you can get us some


			coffee. Just be careful not to


			infect it with AIDS.





There's a shocked hush amoung the Dwellers. Genie looks too shocked to speak. Aiden, however, becomes incensed with this. 





					AIDEN


				(controlling himself)


			Oh, that is it. 





Immediately, EVERY SINGLE ONE OF the windows that Genie has in her loft OPEN and CLOSE harshly, BANGING harshly in unison. Everybody nearly JUMPS out of their chairs. 





					AIDEN


			I dont want any interruptions,


			any exits or any sound. From any


			of you. 





One of them starts to say something, but smartly shuts up. 





					AIDEN


			I'm queer. I'm a fag. I'm gay.


			Big fucking revelation. 


				(looks at his knife,


				then at everyone)


			I am not, however, gonna be


			everybody's slave. I've let


			you step all over me for far 


			too long. And excuse me for


			the hackneyed blurt of self


			pride... but I'm not going to


			take any of your shit anymore.


				(to everybody)	


			You see, I'm having a slight


			problem. I'm trying to be a


			lot of things. A good son. A


			good student. A good witch...


			Yet the one thing that I don't


			need to be good at it is the


			one quality that makes me such


			a "horrible person". I'm gay.


			You're straight. This bothers


			you. 





He seems to be talking straight to Miguel, however, he's addressing everybody. But Miguel knows the message is for him. 





					AIDEN


			I'm not a doormat. And I'm not


			naive. I am an ass-kicking, name-	


			taking, magick-conjuring fag and


			let me tell you, I don't give a 


			flying fuck if any of you think


			negatively about it. Or me. 





Aiden walks right up to the table and SLAMS his hands down onto the wood. This startles everybody. Again. But they're more scared of his sudden aggression. 





					AIDEN


				(cooly)


			And some things are gonna change


			around here. 





					MIGUEL


				(not buying it)


			So Harry Potter's going loco. 


			Figured you'd crack sooner or


			later. Screw this and fuck you. 





Miguel locks eyes with him, trying to intimidate. But all it does is make Aiden seem more towering, more lethal. 





He gets up, brushes past Aiden, and heads straight for the door. We can tell Miguel is totally unimpressed. Before he can reach the door, we hear it LOCK loudly. This stops him dead in his tracks.





					AIDEN


				(without looking at him)


			I thought I said no exits.





It's now that he turns around to face him. Miguel stares, mouth open, but no words forming. Aiden walks to him, dropping the pearing knife to the floor. A tense stand-off. 





Aiden looks like he wants to rip Miguel's head clean off his neck. Hands clenched, body tense. Tension mounts. 





					AIDEN	


				(vile)


			You said to me I could trust you.


			When I told you, you said you'd


			never, ever tell another living


			soul. You said nothing would 


			change between us. You held me


			and told me I wouldn't have to 


			cry anymore. 





Miguel stands shocked, face to face with the suddenly authoratative teenager. 





					AIDEN


			Funny how the one's closest to


			you will hurt you most. Isn't it?





Miguel can't bring himself to say anything. He looks surprisingly apologetic. His eyes sting with pain. 





					MIGUEL


			I... Aiden... I...





					AIDEN


			What? You're sorry?


				(laughs, spiteful)


			Oh! You ruin my life, you killed


			my social status, you damaged


			my self confidence... and you're


			introducing the concept of	


			forgiveness? Sorry Miguel, Aiden	


			don't play that. 





					MIGUEL


				(lost)	


			I... said to you...





					AIDEN	


				(angry again)


			You said to me that you didn't


			have a problem with me being 


			gay. You said to me that you'd


			never hurt me. 





Aiden loses his cool. He demurs. His expression is now more similar to the one Miguel has. 





					AIDEN


				(trying to refuse his


				tears)


			You promised. 





The intensity of this confrontation has rendered everyone in the room speechless. We hear a peep out of no one. Zelda's crying. Genie can't move. 





Miguel tries hard to retain his sense of coherence. Emotions seem to be bleeding out of him profusely. 





					MIGUEL


			I didn't... I didn't know...





					AIDEN


				(losing)


			OF COURSE YOU DIDN'T KNOW!


			HOW COULD YOU POSSIBLY KNOW?!


                  You were my best friend...


 


His voice cracks at that last sentence, his tears coming down in droves. Miguel, looking horrible and guilty, puts a hand on Aiden's shoulder.





					MIGUEL


			I was just trying to look good


			in front of the guys... and...





					AIDEN


				(furious)


                  Touch me again, and I'll be the


			last thing you ever lay your


			hands on. 





The anger in his eyes is burning, his voice seethed with venom. Miguel, of course, takes his hand off. He tries to say something but -





					AIDEN


				(dead serious)	


			You wanna risk it?


			


This shuts Miguel up. Aiden turns toward the rest, shaken, but still composed. He pins Genie with a withering stare. She squirms. 





					AIDEN


			Genie. I love you. And I know


			you love me. So tell me where


			Blair is.


				(beat)


			Please. 





Everyone is now incredibly terrified of him. Genie opens her mouth to speak. 





										CUT TO





EXT. CHURCH - LATER





Aiden makes his way along, looking for Blair. He clears past a couple of bushes, then sees something.





EXT. CEMETARY - CONTD - DUSK





A sea of tombstones and crypts stretches across the expansive grass clearing. Off to the right, we see a large, grim forest spreading out into the distance. 





Night is seeping into the day. A bittersweet montage of darkened colours paint the waning sky. Blair stands next to a stone angel statue, facing away from the CAMERA. 





Aiden approaches him, slowly, carefully. Seeing Blair's lone figure standing so serenly seems to chasten to the boy. 





					AIDEN


			Blair?





Blair looks back, startled. His face is wet with tears, his eyes bloodshot. Then, he slowly looks away again. And still, Aiden continues. 





					AIDEN


			I know Genie said you wanted to


			be alone... but I have to talk


			to you. I had a, uh, an epifany.


			Of sorts.





No response.





					AIDEN	


				(imploringly)


			Blair, please...





Aiden's softened voice causes Blair to stir. He smooths out his clothing, wipes at his face, and turns around fully. 





Total devastation. Blair looks like he's lost it. Immediately, an internal alarm goes off within the kid. 





					AIDEN


			Oh my god... what happened?





					BLAIR


				(softly)


			*I* happened. 





					AIDEN


			What did you... why are you


			here?





					BLAIR


				(shrugs passively)


			Thought maybe lounging around


			the garden of the dead would


			help me understand...





Blair walks toward a tombstone and and pats it's stoney surface gently. He's wearing leather gloves. Aiden moves toward him instinctively.





					AIDEN


				(lost)


			I... I think we need to talk.


			About you, about me. About...





					BLAIR


			...us?





Aiden stops himself. Blair seems pale, a little flushed. After a lightening bolt of realization...





					AIDEN	


			What did you do? To yourself?





					BLAIR


			Me? Nothing. 





Blair reaches out to caress Aiden's neck, causing him to take a step back.





					AIDEN


			Blair, I know you're going 


			through a lot right now.


			I know you're confused...


			and lost. 





					BLAIR


				(shakes his head 


				desperately)


			I'm not lost. I'm here. I'm


			right here. 





He suddenly grasps at his hands, an unbearing pain visible in his eyes. He lets out a tiny wince. Aiden is still backing up, both threatened and concerned.





					AIDEN	


				(soothingly)


			Tell me what's wrong. We can


			figure this out. 





					BLAIR


				(on the verge of violence)


			I CAN'T FIGURE IT OUT. And neither


			can you! Why don't you fucking


			understand?





					AIDEN


			Because you're not letting me in!


			Tell me. I'll try to make it


			better.





					BLAIR


			NOBODY can make it better. God


			... Nobody. Not you. Not Genie. 


			Not anyone. 





Aiden can't believe what he's seeing. He loses his cool again... lashing out violently, but not physically hitting anything. 





					AIDEN	


				(crying)


			Well I'm fucking sorry I don't


			have all the answers! And maybe


			you're right... maybe your


			life IS as bad as you're making


			it out to be. But don't expect


			me to be your--





He trails off, hauntingly... mouth open in shock... as Blair removes his leather gloves.





HIS HANDS are caked with blood... crimson... dark... red. The essence of life. Aiden gawks at them... 





They lock eyes. Desperation swirls across Aiden's face. 





					AIDEN


				(nearly inaudible)


			What did you...





Frustration mounts to panic as an unnervingly calm Blair turns them over to reveal really bloody SLITS running vertically down his wrists, stopping several inches. 





Aiden snaps. He whacks Blair hard across the face.





					AIDEN


			WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU DO?





A beat. Blair spits blood, eyes Aiden sadly.





					BLAIR


				(weakly)


			What I had to. 





					AIDEN


				(panicking)


			You're... you're not staying here!


			We need to get you to a hospital...





Aiden grabs Blair hurriedly, desperately. Blair throws him violently away -- he falls to the ground, landing hard. 





He rushes to Aiden, dropping to his knees and pulling the teenager up to him. Frustration sweeps over Blair as he grabs Aiden's arms hard enough to hurt him.





					BLAIR


				(spiteful)


			Am I a wonderful person?! Do I 


			deserve love? DO I DESERVE LIFE?!





Beat. Weakness consumes both of them. Tears, and blood, spill as Aiden begs hopelessly:





					AIDEN


			I need you, Blair! I need you so


			bad! I can't live a single fucking


			moment without you! And when you're 


			not with me, I'm not whole. I'm 


			... I'm fractured! I need you to


			stay!





Aiden rips away from Blair, as venom surfaces through. 





					AIDEN


			But if you truly think this is 


			right, that death is the only 


			way out... then you ARE a freak. 





This cuts into both of them deeply. Aiden shakes his head slightly, feeling hopelessness replace the anger...





					AIDEN


			And I hate it, knowing that you


			and I can't love each other the


			way I want to love you. But I'll


			be damned when the day comes that


			I have to see you die. 





Blair does not respond. He looks away. 


 


					AIDEN


				(breathes)


			Of course you deserve life. Every


			one does. Even that asshole Miguel. 


			If you ever left me... I'd be so


			lost. I'd be so afraid. 





Blair is crying to, watching his wounds closely. He wants to be comforted by Aiden's words so badly, but he can't bring himself to do it. 





					BLAIR


			I love you, Aiden Dark. I love 


			you so much. I really, really


			want to hug you, hold you... kiss


			you... to be there for you.


				(sincerely, deeply)


			And if I could take all the hurt,


			and all the pain away from you,


			I'd do it in a second.


				(pauses)


			But I've never, ever had these,


			these *feelings* before. 


			About anyone, neither man nor


			woman. And it scares me so much,


			knowing that. Knowing that I feel


			nothing else but your love. 


				(sadly)


			I can't even feel these wounds...





					AIDEN


			Blair, we HAVE to get you to


			a doctor NOW...





					BLAIR


			I can't be as strong as you. I'm


			weak. I was always weak... and


			this..


				(holds up his wrists)


			This is the cowards way out. 


			The cowards' path. And I'm


			gonna follow it. For once, in


			my life, I want to finish


			what I started. Tell Genie


			I'm sorry. 





A horrendous WIND starts up as BLAIR breaks past Aiden and begins racing through the cemetary. He's heading for the woods. 





					AIDEN	


			BLAIR!





										CUT TO





INT. DARK FOREST - DUSK - CONTD





BLAIR zips past the CAMERA at break-neck speed. AIDEN enters the woods soon thereafter. 





THE WIND picks up so strongly, that gigantic batches of trees are seriously beginning to sway dangerously. The amount of leaves twirling through the forest is so thick, you'd think a hurricane made entirely out of leaves has bestowed itself upon our doomed lovers. It's intense.





					AIDEN


			BLAIR, PLEASE!





The foot-race continues for a few heart pounding moments. The trees look like towering castles. The sky darkens slightly. Wind continues to howl. It's almost as if the forest has taken on a life of it's own. 





Aiden has to practically claw his way through the wind and leaves jostling and blowing every which way. His sense of direction is dwindling.





Blair is having a much harder time. While he still remains faster, we can see he's starting to lose focus... he becomes weaker.... and eventually...





He collapses onto the wet soil of the ground. Aiden catches up to him, but not to his breath. The harsh intensity of the race hasn't worn off yet. 





					AIDEN


				(breathingly harshly)


			Jesus... Blair. Please... don't...





CLOSE UP - Blair's eyes flutter open and close for a couple of seconds. He gasps for air, his strength lessening. 





Aiden watches him for a moment. The tears have stopped. Now, there's nothing but pure dread. 





					AIDEN


			Oh... god...





					BLAIR


				(faintly)


			Aiden... I'm sorry...





He drops to his knees... and sadly, he cuddles up next to Blair. They wrap their arms around each other, to stay warm... and to share one final moment. 





					AIDEN


				(blinking tears away)


			I'm gonna be so lost.





					BLAIR


				(trying to stay conscious)


			I'll try... to find you...





They hold each other like this, silently. Nothing more needs to be said.





										FADE OUT





EXT. OLD LIBRARY - NIGHT





Large and dilapidated. The perfect place for spooky spirits to be hanging out. The full moon burns like fire against the night sky. Several trees scattered around the premesis are being brought into full bloom. 





Spring is upon us, a welcome contrast from the deadness of autumn featured prominently throughout the story.  





BURN ON - SIX MONTHS LATER





A rather large OWL hoots solemnly as it flies with glorious fervor across the screen, disappearing into the sky.





Outside of the old library is a clearing, and a parked mini-van. The driver's window is noticeably shattered. The peaceful calm is interrupted by heavy breathing. Then suddenly...





A THIEF races towards the CAMERA, a stolen video-camcorder clutched in his shivering hands. 





Giving chase (although a very slow chase) are MIGUEL, AIDEN and ZELDA. Aiden's hair has been transformed from a mousy darkish brown to an asskicking bright turquoise. They all look, well, six months older. 





					MIGUEL


				(screaming)


			HURRY!





But before they can reach him, the THIEF jumps over a fence surrounding the Old Library. He's gone. No use for further persuit.





Realizing this, Miguel stops. He waits for the heavily winded others. They all try to catch their breaths. 





					MIGUEL


			That's the last time... I'm


			leaving that car unlocked...





					ZELDA


			Shouldnt'a been unlocked in


			the first place. 





					AIDEN


			He was too fast. 





					MIGUEL


			No, WE were too slow. More


			specifically, you two. 


				


					AIDEN	


			Hey! The speed-increasing 


			incantation hasn't kicked in yet.


			Give it time.





They look over the fence, to see just how far the thief's gotten. He's completely outta sight. 





					ZELDA


			Dammit. That was my favourite


			camcorder. It had night vision


			and everything. 





Aiden glances back at the gigantic structure behind them.





					AIDEN


			Well, these ghosts aren't gonna


			hunt themselves. Let's go.





					MIGUEL


			Without the night vision camera?





					AIDEN	


			Well, we'll figure out something.





Zelda just groans, slumping down onto the grass. She's exhausted, and so is everyone else.





					AIDEN	


			Zelda's right. Let's sit and stare


			at the creepy building.





					ZELDA


			I'm just tired. These boots were


			made for walking, and dammit,


			that's just what they'll do!





She smiles at her own little joke, but the two guys obviously don't get it. She rolls her eyes. 





					ZELDA


			...Well my mom always laughed


			at that. 





Miguel retires next to her, groaning as he does so. Aiden plants his hands on his hips, not pleased.





					MIGUEL


			So Mr. Leader, whaddawedo?





					AIDEN


			We grieve over our loss.


				(bows his head, goes


				into preacher mode)


			Mr. Night Vision Camcorder,


			we hardly knew yee. Rest


			well in... NightVision 


			Camcorder heaven.





					MIGUEL


			Or perhaps NightVision 


			Camcorder Hell.


				(off everyone's look)


			He could've been a naughty


			digital recording device.


				(off everyone's look


				again)


			Why can't I have my own fun?





Aiden just sighs, glancing around. He sees something out of the corner of his eye. A rustling in the bushes.





					AIDEN


			Hey, what was that?





					ZELDA


			What was what? Is it a... a


			ghosty thing? Some evil witch


			working some seriously dark


			mojo?


				(off Aiden's look)


			I meant that in the nicest


			sense possible. 





					MIGUEL


			Just a squirell, man. Leave it.





Aiden stands for a second, contemplating investigating the situation. But, he aches. He tires. He groans. He sits next to his fellow members.





					AIDEN


				(smiling)


			You're right. It's probably


			just a cat. And after I find


			out it's just a cat, I'll


			come over to tell you guys,


			find you both brutally slaughtered


			and then Jason will suddenly


			burst out of nowhere and kill


			me in an inventive way. Most


			preferabbly with a kitchen or


			garden utensil. Or the machete.


			You gotta respect the classics.





Zelda and Miguel stare at him, thrown. Aiden's smile goes away. 





					AIDEN


			Christ, pop open your vcrs once


			in a while. 





Miguel rolls his eyes and lays back on the grass, stretching. 





					MIGUEL


			It's really sad.





					AIDEN	


			I happen to find your views of


			my cinematic taste offensive...





					MIGUEL


			No, I mean, us. The Dwellers.


			We were big nobodies firstly


			and now we're... even bigger


			nobodies. Or would that be


			smaller nobodies?





					ZELDA


			What are you talking about?


			We're stronger than ever.





					MIGUEL


			Can you say 'Destiny's Child


			Syndrome'? 





					ZELDA


			Destiny's Child Synd-


				(off Miguel's look)


			Oh. I get it. 





					MIGUEL (CONTD)


			Look how few there are of us compared 


			to...





					AIDEN


			Six months ago?





					MIGUEL


			Right.





					AIDEN


			Well.. can't blame Gwen. Or


			Dina. Or John. Or Steve. Or


			Wesley... or Linda...





Aiden's mind wanders as his list trails off. He grimaces, looks at Zelda and Miguel.





					AIDEN


			It really was all my fault.





					ZELDA


			Oh, no! Don't say that. A lot


			of factors... contributed.





					AIDEN


			And a lot of those factors


			were contributed by me.





They start to say something, but he stops them.





					AIDEN


			Guys, I appreciate you two


			being the Supporto twins, but


			it's not going to help. I broke


			up The Dwellers. They didn't 


			really like Assertive!Aiden.	





					ZELDA


			Well... I... I kinda like


			Assertive!Aiden.





					AIDEN


			Not everyone did. I hurt too


			many people being him.





He throws a look at Miguel, who half smiles.





					MIGUEL


			To tell you the truth, I'd take


			Assertive!Aiden over Passive!Aiden.


			The later: well, passive. And he


			let people push him around too much.


				(Aiden manages a weary grin)


			The former: he, he has a way of


			making you realize... how awful


			you are.





					AIDEN


				(apologetic)


			Miguel, I never meant to-





					MIGUEL


				(quieting)


			Nya! Nya! We've had this convo


			too many times. No need for


			apologies. No need for forgiveness.


			It's ok. *I'm* ok. What you


			said... needed to be said. And I


			needed to hear it. 





Miguel's warm full-smile manages to calm Aiden. 





					AIDEN


			It's good knowing that.


				(sadder)


			But it's not so good knowing 


			how many friends you lost...





					MIGUEL


			Aw, screw em. There's always


			University. A time to start


			afresh. And you... you're


			Hogwarts bound.





					AIDEN


			Again with the young wizardry.


			Shall I get You Know Who to


			carve a lightning bolt on


			my forehead? 





The three of them force themselves to their feet. They put their arms around each other's shoulders... a sweet, poignant way of expressing their tight bond.





They head for their car, taking their sweet, sweet time. 





					AIDEN


			Oh right! It's your graduating


			year. You stoked?





					MIGUEL


			On a scale of 1-10 of the Stokey


			scale of Stoke-tonia... I'm a 


			6. 7 tops. 





					ZELDA


				(giggling)


			I remember my graduation. 


				(pause)


			Actually... I don't.





					AIDEN


			No surprise there.





Their conversation slowly fades out, as this scene itself slowly





										FADES OUT





INT. CEMETARY - BEFORE DAWN





A picturesque scene of unreal beauty. Birds sing their sweet morning song as the grass still remains wet with dew. 





The CAMERA pans past many tombstones and honorary mantles as we focus on...





AIDEN kneeling in front of a particular tombstone. The CAMERA positions itself in a top-down position. A single white candle is lit. Aiden places ARCAYA on the earth in front of it. 





					AIDEN


			...the mother to the child...


			...the river to the sea...


			Paths divide. Old skins are


			shed. I honour your passage.


			I honour your drying. 





A beat. Aiden's candle is blown out... by the wind?





					BLAIR (O.S.)


			Hey kid. 





Recognition is immediate. Aiden looks behind him, and practically THROWS himself at Blair. Blair's wearing a classy tuxedo, and is devoid of any gothness. 





Aiden wraps his arms around a stunned Blair. They stay that way, until arms begin to give.





					AIDEN


			God, I thought I'd never see you


			again. With the uh, you know, the


			defunctness. 


	


					BLAIR


				(smiling)


			I'm glad you came.


				(looks at the sky)


			It's dawn. You're rather punctual.





					AIDEN


			Well, you know me... Punctual!Aiden.





They both sit crosslegged in front of the tombstone. Blair grins, gesturing to Aiden's spell stuff.





					BLAIR


			You brought Arcaya.





					AIDEN


			I brought her for you. I figured,


			maybe she'd keep you company in


			the afterlife.





We now see they are indeed sitting in front of BLAIR'S GRAVE. His stone reads...





"BLAIR RIVERS





OUR BELOVED SON





1979-2001"





Blair scoffs at it.





					BLAIR


			They use that "beloved son/daughter"


			crap when they cant think of


			anything nice to say.





Aiden grins sadly, they hold hands intimately. 





					AIDEN


			I suggested "kick-ass", but that


			didn't really tide over well


			with your mom.





					BLAIR


			Heh. 


				(thinks)


			How is my mom?





					AIDEN


			Oh, she's very well. They were


			both... pretty devastated.





					BLAIR.


			And you're mom? How is she?





					AIDEN


			Painfully nice. She thinks that


			I'm on the road to Mental Disturbancy. 


			


					BLAIR


			With the death of three loved


			ones?


				(Aiden nods)


			And I'm a loved one?





					AIDEN


			Of course you are. 


				(sighs)


			But yeah, my mom's great. Tokyo


			revitalized her spirit... until


			I told her the only friend I had


			went and killed himself. 





					BLAIR


			I'm guessing she didn't take it


			so well.





					AIDEN


			No shit?


	


					BLAIR


			Ah. My skills of deduction are


			substancial.





					AIDEN


				(gleeful)


			You're so cute when you use


			big words.





					BLAIR


				(warmly)


			You're cute all the time. 


			


Aiden allows himself a moment of basking in that awfully cute-in-itself sentiment. He stutters uncontrollably, until Blair steers the subject elswhere.





					BLAIR


				(hopefully)


			Genie doing	alright?





A beat. His face falls when he sees that Aiden doesn't immediately respond with happiness. 





					AIDEN	


			She can hardly talk to me anymore.


			I had to take over the Dwellers.


			It's pretty much just... me, 


			Miguel and Zelda. It's just for


			fun... but...





					BLAIR


			And Miguel? Really? Aren't you


			the Maggie Simpson to his one-browed


			baby?





					AIDEN


				(smiles at that)


			We made amends. It was very cathartic.


			I had so much anger and hurt bunched


			up towards him... he was just scared.


			I guess he never was used to the


			fact that I was gay, so he, you know,


			took to hating me.





					BLAIR


			But he doesn't anymore, right?





					AIDEN


			Oh, of course. Me, Miguel, Zelda, 


			we're great friends. Not that


			I became Assertive!Aiden and Miguel


			suddenly reverted back to best-


			friend mode.


			


					BLAIR


			No?





					AIDEN


			No. Took months of reconnection. 


			I showed him 'Boys Don't Cry'...


			Let's just say, by the end of the


			movie, he didn't agree with the title.





Blair takes this in. He smiles, pleased to find out that Aiden's getting into the norm of things. 





					BLAIR


			So is this a... a happy ending?





					AIDEN


				(shakes his head slowly)


			No. It's not a sad ending, either.


			It's just... an ending. 


				(pause)


			Do you think I'm a bad person?





					BLAIR


				(thrown)


			A bad person?





					AIDEN


			I-I'm dealing with death so...


			passively. It's like you dying,


			kinda made me stronger.


				(haunted)


			When Dad and Jenny died... I


			cried for fours straight. And


			after that... I felt nothing.


			But with you... your death


			empowered me.


				(frowns)


			Is that wrong?





					BLAIR


			Of course it ain't. I'm glad


			you're a stronger person now.


			It's what you've always wanted.





					AIDEN


				(meekly)


			Actually, I've always wanted


			to be accepted at school. While


			I did make up with Miguel... 


			there are still some haters out


			there.


				(shrugs)


			I guess that's how it'll always


			be.


	


					BLAIR


			Just keeping fighting, Aiden.


			It's hard. I know. But you're


			stronger than I am... you can


			fight it. You can defeat it. 


				(sadly)	


			I couldn't. 





Emotionally torn, Aiden lets go of Blair's hand. 





					AIDEN


			I'm pretty disappointed.





					BLAIR


			Disappointed in me?





					AIDEN


			No. Just disappointed, that we


			couldn't do all that cutesy 


			couple stuff that'd make bitter


			single people vomit.





Blair chuckles. Aiden watches this... regretfully... He returns to his spell stuff. 





					BLAIR


			I hate myself for leaving you.


	


					AIDEN


				(not 100% convincing)


			I hate you for leaving. So it


			kinda balances itself out. 





					BLAIR


				(smiles a little)


			You don't mean that.





A tear forms in Aiden's right eye that he doesn't ignore. All his defences come crashing down. 





					AIDEN


			You're right. I don't. But


			I just cant stand it...


			You're never around anymore.


			I lost you.





					BLAIR


				(softly)


			You didn't. I'm always here.


			I'm always with you.





Aiden shakes his head, determined to make his point clear.





					AIDEN


			You're wrong. You're not


			coming back. You never are.


			I'm just gonna have to live.


			Without you... without what


			could've been...





The CAMERA now solely focuses on Aiden. He composes himself, lighting his candle again. 





					AIDEN


				(puts his hand on


				the ground)


			This shames the hand.


				(puts his hand on


				the flame)


			This blames the art.


				(puts his hand on


				his other hand)


			This maims the land.


				(puts his hand on


				Blair's tombstone)


			This blights the heart.





The CAMERA swings around to reveal Aiden is now alone, Blair isn't anywhere in sight. 





					BLAIR (V.O.)


			We'll see each other again.


			Right? Next week?





					AIDEN


				(wary)


			Try next month.





					BLAIR (V.O.)


			Fine... but when?





					AIDEN


			When? Well, we could meet...


				(thinks carefully)


			...before dawn? That sound


			good?





As Aiden blows out his candle, he sadly rests Arcaya against the tombstone. He watches it, his face swelling with emotion. 





										FADE OUT





Endearing pictures of the cast members roll over the credits as the pop remix of Enya's "Only Time" plays over the soundtrack. 








