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										FADE IN





INT. DARKENED ROOM - EVENING





A tiny hand reaches up to an overhanging lightbulb attached to the ceiling. It pulls on the string. No response. The hand pulls down harder, and the bulb lights up. 





It illuminates the entire space -- a gloomy, drab looking cellar. Empty wine bottles line up one side of a wall. Dust consumes every single item. AIDEN DARK, 6, sits in the middle of the room, his knees drawn to his chest. A look of dread wears heavily on his face.





In the upper levels of the house, we hear a man aggressively screaming.





					MAN (O.S.)


			I've had it Gloria. I've had it...!





Aiden is a normal-looking boy, but his eyes seem to be betray his juvenile facade. They're quiet, mature, and piercing. He's dressed in faded Power Ranger pyjamas, but they're not enough to sheild Aiden from the overwhelming cold of the cellar. He shivers terribly. 





					WOMAN (O.S.)


			Aiden? Aiden honey, where are you?





The boy says nothing. We hear the cellar door CREAK OPEN, followed by quick, hurried footsteps down the staircase. It's GLORIA DARK, his mother, 31. A compelling mixture of beauty and tenacity. A sliver of grey hair mingled in with her dirty blonde streaks. She leans over the thermostat and raises the heat. 





Gloria kneels next to her shivering son, throwing a sweater over his shoulders protectively. Her eyes are bloodshot. Tear stains on her cheeks.





					GLORIA


			Aiden. You know you're not supposed


			to come down here without a sweater.


			It's always freezing. 





Aiden glances at his caring mother for a split second, before eyeing a crack in the floor.





					AIDEN


			You and dad were fighting again. 





					GLORIA


			No, Aid, we werent. We were just 


			talking very loudly. 





					AIDEN


			How come I heard him leave.





					GLORIA


			He just needs a little time to


			himself, that's all. 





She rubs her son's shoulder comfortingly, but it doesn't work. Aiden exhales -- and we can see it. 





					GLORIA


			Let's get you to bed before you


			catch a cold.





					AIDEN


			I dont wanna go to bed.





					GLORIA


			You have school tomorrow. If you


			dont sleep now, you're gonna


			wake up late. And you'll miss 


			Rugrats on at 8 am. 





Gloria tries to smile for Aiden, but it fails. The boy looks into his mother's eyes again, but this time, they hold each others' gaze.





					AIDEN


			Are you and dad gonna have a 


			divorz?





					GLORIA


			"Divorce". And no... we're not.


			We'd never do that to you.





The sustain of Aiden's gaze fades quickly. An overwhelming pain erupts in the little boy's eyes. Tears form. 





					GLORIA


			Honey, come here...





She gathers Aiden in her arms, cradling him. He stiffles back a sob. They hold each other tightly. A long moment of silence, and then...





THE OVERHANGING LIGHTBULB EXPLODES





suddenly into a zillion pieces, showering down on mother and son. GLORIA jumps, clutching Aiden closely. Her heart leaps into her throat. Aiden closes his eyes, squeezing out tears. Neither of them say anything for a while.





					AIDEN


				(barely audible)


			I wanna go to bed now. 





Visibly shaken, Gloria nods, brushing a strand of hair away from Aiden's face. He looks up at her with an almost pained expression.





										CUT TO





INT. AIDEN'S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER





Much like Aiden himself, his bedroom is cute and small. The soft light of the full moon peers into the bedroom through the large window located next to Aiden's bed, casting an eerie glow on the room.





Gloria is tucking her son in, feigning a gentle smile. Aiden emulates it. A beat.





She pulls up a sidetable to the bed, which has his alarm clock, phone, and various knick-knacks on it. 





					GLORIA


				(whispering)


			You know, when I was a little


			girl, I was always afraid of


			the monsters that I thought were


			in my room during the night.





Aiden loses his grin, his eyes becoming wide and morose. She affectionately brushes away a piece of fluff from his cheek.





					GLORIA (contd)


				(whispering)


			So I'd always keep this on my


			nightstand to protect me. 





She reaches down beside Aiden's bed, where she placed it, and reveals a beautifully sculpted glass Angel. Despite being rather old, it maintains a new-age, spiritual look. Aiden smiles widely as soon as he sees it.





					GLORIA


				(smiling back)


			Your Great Aunt Jenova gave this 


			to me when I was your age.


				(pause)


			I think you need it more than


			I do.





					AIDEN


			It's pretty. 





					GLORIA


			Yeah, I know.


				(pause)


			It'll protect you. 





Gloria places it on Aiden's nightstand, gently, carefully. She turns back towards her son, eyes suddenly tearful. Aiden reaches up and hugs his mom; almost desperately. Gloria kisses him on the forehead, bringing him back down, pulling his sheets up to his tiny chin. 





					GLORIA


			I love you sweetie.





					AIDEN


			I love you too, mom. 





She tries hard to sheild the sadness from her smile. She forces herself up and disappears out into the hallway outside. Gloria leaves the bedroom door open slightly ajar. 





AIDEN squirms underneath the thick blankets, trying hard to get comfortable. He shuts his eyes, forcing slumber upon himself.





The house is silent. No movement. But suddenly, slowly, eerily...





					VOICE (V.O.)


			Aiiiideeennn...





A deep, masculine whisper; completely out of the blue. Aiden's eyes fling open. He begins surveying the room. Beat. Nothing. Nobody.





					VOICE (V.O.)


			Aiiiideeeennnn...





A more drawn out voice this time. It sounds completely different from the last one. More unsettling. More whispery.





The DOOR, that was once slightly ajar, now slowly closes. All by itself. Crreeeeeeeeaaak. AIDEN pulls the sheets up to his nose, his body shivering. The room takes on a much different feel. Sinister. 





EXTREME CLOSE UP -- Aiden's eye. A single tear streams down the narrow angle of his face. We hear his shallow breathing, erratic and rapid. 





The Glass Angel wobbles. Subtly. But the little boy catches the movement, out of the corner of his eye. Breathlessly, he turns toward it, examining it carefully. 





The Angel wobbles again, only this time more violently. More like a quake. Aiden's mouth goes dry.





					AIDEN


				(breathing slowly)	


			Mom...





					VOICE (V.O.)


				(quietly, simply)


			We're outside the window, Aiden.





BAM! An invisible force STRIKES the window, not strong enough to cause a crack, but foreful enough to emit a creepy BANG. Aiden JUMPS accordingly. The window blinds unravel themselves immediately after, covering the glass and abruptly cutting off the moonlight.





Darkness shrouds over the quivering boy. He goes numb with fear.





					VOICE (V.O.)


			See us... Aiden...





Beat. Aiden's heart beats rapidly. Eyes wide with horror. Every cell of his body tense.





THE ANGEL: a thin, watery film of perspiration wraps around the fragile figurine. The room temperature drops dramatically. 





AIDEN's breath becomes visible, like it was in the equally freezing cellar. He sits on his knees. The window is only a stretch away from his bed. Aiden leans toward it, his hand outstretching, shivering from either terror or the cold, perhaps both...





CLOSE ON -- his hand, slowly pulling down one tiny section of the blind. A sliver of moonlight streaks through, hitting Aiden on the right side of his face. He peers through, stiffening...





...AND THE ENTIRE ROOM IS FILLED WITH HIS CHILLING SCREAM.





										BLACK OUT!





Title Card -- A F R A I D 





										FADE TO





EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD STREET - EARLY MORNING





"8 Years Later"





The young morning sun burns brightly against the fresh morning sky. It's a fresh mid-autumn. Birds tweet. Cars begin navigating the empty roads. The lone siren of a police cruiser blares in the distance. The CAMERA settles on one home, a modest two-story Victorian house.





INT. KITCHEN - SAME





Rather small, but manageable. Two eggs cook on the stove. A WOMAN enters, power-dressed and ready for work. Two luggage cases in tow. She pulls aside the curtains of the large kitchen window, and a blast of morning light automatically fills the room. 





It's GLORIA, aged, stressed, but still maintains a beauty posessed by no other woman in her position. Teased hair is dyed a chestnut brown. No signs of greying. She picks off a lick of dirt from her blouse, turning towards the swinging kitchen doors. 





					GLORIA


			AIIIDEN! ARE YOU DRESSED YET?





					AIDEN (O.S.)


			Almost...





She glances at a fancy-looking clock attached to the wall next to her. 7:45 am. Gloria moves to the stove, scraping the eggs out of the pan and onto a plate with a side of toast. She gently places it on the kitchen table.





FOOTSTEPS. Gloria spins around to see her son, dressed for school, walking towards the kitchen table, having a seat. 





The unstable toddler we initially met has matured into a bright 14 year old who acts like a 30 year old. His eyes brim with life, but his visage and style of clothing tell us he's gone through a less than stellar period of being. Aiden appears aloof; always lost in his thoughts. He flaunts an effortless maturity that no one his age around him posesses.





					GLORIA


			You got fifteen minutes.





					AIDEN


			I know. 





Gloria pours herself a cup of coffee and takes a seat across from her son. Neither of them make eye contact.





					GLORIA


				(half-smiling)


			You gonna be able to handle two


			weeks of being by yourself?





He says nothing. Aiden's stare is fixated on his breakfast.





					GLORIA


			I hear Tokyo is really beautiful


			this time of the year. Not as busy


			as the summer. 





					AIDEN


			That's nice. 


				(pause)


			I'm not hungry.





Gloria takes a long sip. Places the cup on the table. Wraps her cold hands around the hot mug; tries to warm herself up. 





					GLORIA


			That's ok. You wanna go to school


			this early?





					AIDEN


			Not yet.





A beat.





					GLORIA


			Hm. I guess I'm gonna miss Survivor


			3. Promise you'll tape it for me?





A CABINET DOOR behind her opens with relative ease. By itself. Aiden reacts.





					GLORIA


			...ooh, but I dont know if I could


			handle all those hours in front


			of the television.


				(chuckles lightly)


			I don't know how your generation


			does it. 





Dead silence. Aiden's face drops. 





					AIDEN


				(flustered)


			It... I... uh...





THE DOORBELL RINGS. Gloria gets up and heads toward it, flashing her son a supportive grin. 





Aiden walks over to the cabinet door, inspecting it. Slams it shut soon after. His glance wonders toward a picture frame lying against a window-sil...





INSERT - The picture. A typical dress-up family photo portrait. A younger Aiden, accompanied by a younger Gloria and two people we havent seen yet. An older sibling, a sister who looks old enough to be a college student. And a handsome, respectable looking father. 





Aiden loses himself in his thoughts. He takes in a deep, bothered breath. Gloria hurries back inside, looking jolted.





					GLORIA


			Can you believe it? No one was


			there.





He turns toward her, a frail look painted tightly on his face.





					AIDEN


			It's called a prank, mom. Unoriginal,


			but common. 


				(pause)


			I'll tape Survivor 3 for you. I


			promise.  





Gloria approaches her son, wrapping her arms around him tightly. He does the same, closing his eyes.





					GLORIA


				(softly)


			If you dont want me to go, I


			wont.





					AIDEN


			Mom, no. We need the money.	


			You go to Tokyo. Eat your sushi.


			Work your ass off. I'll be ok.





					GLORIA


			You're sure?





					AIDEN 


			I'm sure. 





										CUT TO





EXT. ALBERT CAMPBELL HIGH - MORNING





Gloria's rusted minivan pulls up in front of this charming small town high school. Sprawling, established, normal. Students come and go, moving about.





AIDEN exits the car, closing the door after. He waves a simple g'bye to his mom. His gaze locks onto the car as it disappears into the distance. 





Aid stands alone in the sidewalk, turning towards the high school behind him. Looks like he wants to be anywhere but here. He forces himself to move forward.





INT. FORUM - HIGH SCHOOL - CONTD





Packed with more hurried, preoccupied teens. Aiden appears amoungst the crowd, rushing off down the equally-packed hallways. The voice of a grizzled high-school principal comes to life on the school's old speaker system.





					PRINCIPAL FARBER (V.O.)


			Welcome students to another beautiful


			day here at Albert Campbell Collegiate 


			Institute. Today is October the 11th,


			and we are running on a normal "Day


			One" schedule.





While the students are seperated into cliques and other clusters, Aiden is the token loner. His dark clothing and introverted style make him a sharp contrast to his loud, brash peers. 





										CUT TO





INT. CLASSROOM - MORNING - CONTD





What any normal homeroom class would look like. Students usher in, still trying to banish the blues of pre-first period syndrome. The TEACHER, Ms. Panasin, 20s, pretty, sits at her desk, doing mindless paperwork.





AIDEN sits at the rear of the class, buried in a Stephen King novel. We see that he's the only kid who doesn't have another student sitting next to him. His peers CHIT CHAT loudly. 





CHRIS FERRA, a preppy-ish jock with a hardened glare turns to Aiden and chuckles at his presence. 





					MS. PANASIN


			Ok class, quiet down, quiet down.	


				(reads off attendance)


			Arana?





					RANDOM STUDENT


			Here...





					MS. PANASIN


			Bueller?





					RANDOM STUDENT


			Here...





					MS. PANASIN


			Brockov?





					RANDOM STUDENT


			Here...





					MS. PANASIN


			Dark?





					CHRIS


			Queer.





A beat. Aiden looks up, a flinching nervousness expanding in his eyes. He glances at Ms. Panasin, who reacts minimally.. Several students SNICKER and HOLLER. 





					MS. PANASIN


			Quiet down, Mr. Ferra.


				(repeating herself)


			Dark?





					AIDEN


				(quiet, almost to himself)


			Here.





Ms. Panasin continues to run down the attendance sheet. Aiden shrinks down in his chair, trying desperately to render himself invisible.


		


										CUT TO 





INT. SCHOOL HALLWAYS - LATE AFTERNOON





As Aiden quickly hurries down the hallway, several passing comments from the students surrounding him are heard, such as "Fag", "Queer", "Homo", "Fudge packer", etc.





ON HIM - running as fast as he can to his destination. The comments cut into him deeply, but he tries hard not to let it completely sink in. He runs SMACK DAB into MIGUEL COOPER -- a tough guy, around his age.





					MIGUEL


			Hey! Watch it, cum guzzler. 





					AIDEN


			I... I'm sorry, Miguel.





					MIGUEL


			Oh shit, a faggot just talked


			to me. Now I gotta burn this shirt.





Miguel SHOVES him aside, continuing his way down the hall. Aiden pauses, briefly, then moves on.





INT. HALLWAY - CONTD





Congested with more students and rows of lockers as far as the eye can see. Aiden quietly ambles in, trying to hide himself in the immense crowd. He approaches his locker, fiddling with the lock. 





					WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.)


			Aiden.





The sudden greeting startles him greatly. He spins around, towards the direction of the voice, to see





GENIE RIVERS, 27, fiesty and talkitive. Her long flowing hair is dyed brown, with hints of blond. She's the subject of every red-blooded boy's wet dream. 





Startled, Aiden barely manages to let out a squeak. 





					AIDEN


			Genie. W...what are you doing here?





					GENIE 


			One of the office secretaries is


			my cousin. Figured I'd stop by,


			visit her, and then go schmoozing


			with my fave lil' chum. 





					AIDEN


			While you're scoring bonus points


			with me for the usage of the word


			"schmooze", tell me the real reason.


			And don't ever use the word "chum"


			again.





Although the conversation they exchange could be viewed as light argumentation, it's really deeply affectionate-rambles and half-hearted jabbing. 





Genie flutters, grabbing a tiny piece of paper from her pocket and handing it over to the young teen. He just raises an eyebrow, skeptical. She persists.





					GENIE


			Take it.





					AIDEN


			The skin of a dead tree?





					GENIE


			My brother's phone number.





					AIDEN	


			Why?





					GENIE


			Well, he's the newest member.


			Kinda introverted. I thought maybe


			I could do you both a favour and


				(gestures heavily)


			perhaps a friendship might blossom...?


			It seems you two could use some


			nice friends. 





					AIDEN


				(persevering)


			I have friends.





A couple of male students pass by, HOOTING and HOLLERING at Genie amorously. Then they eye Aiden, and react more aggressively.





					STUDENT #1


			Yo queer boy, wanna suck me off?





Him and his buddy LAUGH UPROARIOUSLY, like it was the funniest thing anybody has ever said. Ever. 





Aiden goes quiet, staying out of it, while Genie's face fills with annoyance and rage. 





					GENIE


			You wanna suck MY dick, fucktards?!





No reaction from them. The halls are too busy and loud for anything to be properly heard. She turns back to Aiden, reverting back to her normal visage. 





					AIDEN


				(jarred)


			You're a hermaphrodite?


	


					GENIE


			It's called humour, you ass. 


			I think you should get to know 


			it, maybe flirt with it a little.


			Try and get into it's pants


			once in a while. 





Perturbed by the analogy, Aiden keeps his reaction from Genie's previous proposition.





					AIDEN


			What's your brother's name? How


			old is he?





					GENIE


			Blair. He's 22. 





					AIDEN


			Twenty-two?!





					GENIE


			Hey, dont go all Helter Skelter


			on me. Age is just a number.


			


					AIDEN	


			Sh-shouldn't a 22 year old already


			have friends? Like, those dweeby


			coffee shop film obsessed kinds of


			people?





					GENIE


			Not exactly Blair's type. 





					AIDEN	


				(doubtful)


			And I am. 





					GENIE


			Yeah. You are. Down to a tee.





Aiden glares at her, his eyes burning with substancial degrees of dubiety.





					AIDEN	


			The tragic-detached-brooding


			gay-angsty-wiccan dabbling-15


			year old types?





A momentary pause. Genie appears unfazed.


	


					GENIE


				(chipper)


			Yes! Why not? And you're not


			fifteen yet, you dingbat. That's


			tomorrow.


				(pause)


			Ooh! We should have a little


			party.





					AIDEN


			A party? 





					GENIE


				(reconsiders)


			Yeah, you're right, it's a stupid


			idea.





Aiden sharply eyes the woman before him. She says nothing. 





					AIDEN


			Right. A stupid idea.





Another beat.





					GENIE


				(glances at her watch)


			I gotta go. Passions is gonna be


			on soon, and my VCR is all wonky. 





Genie places the paper in Aiden's cold hands. She turns, about to leave, but suddenly remembers something.





					GENIE


			Oh! The next meeting is tomorrow


			at 5. You'll meet him there. 


			


Genie exits off frame, already filled to the brim with preoccupation. Aiden's face pales, watching her leave. 


										


INT. NEIGHBORHOOD STREETS - A LITTLE LATER





Normal, tiny, quaint. Large trees line the sides of the streets. The rain is coming down in impossibly large TORRENTS. AIDEN is seen walking down the sidewalk, soaked head to toe, trying to navigate through the lashing downpour. 





We follow him for a couple of stormy moments until he approaches his HOUSE, the same large Victorian home we saw when his character was introduced. But now, in the harsh weather, it looks remarkably grim.





INT. FRONT FOYER - AIDEN'S HOME - SAME





The front double glass doors fly open as Aiden pushes through them, water dripping down his clothes. He closes the doors behind him, securely looking the bolt. A sense of security has been fastened.





INT. LIVING ROOM - A LITTLE LATER *************





Now in dryer clothes, Aiden jumps onto the couch, flips on the 32 inch screen tv and jabs a finger at the answering machine panel, located at a sidetable.





					MACHINE VOICE 


				(stiff)


			You. Have. No. New. Messages. 





Aiden flips through the channels, bored, his mind in another place. He stops at a news station. On the SCREEN, an over-worked news reporter stands before us, reading off a teleprompter.





					NEWS REPORTER


			It's 6:38, October the 11th, 2001, 


			and you're watching CP24. All news,


			all the time. Today in Scarborough,


			one man pleads guilty of arson and


			armed robbery, we'll have more 


			details for you as it progresses. 


				(pause)


			And earlier today at Parliament Hill in


			Ottawa, the mood was relatively


			grim as several Torontonions and


			surrounding town civillians paid their


			respects to the Canadians lost last


			year during the Terrorist Attack on


			the United States approximately


			one month ago...





Several IMAGES of the aforementioned victims pass by, before the very same photograph of Aiden's father and sister appear. AIDEN flinches, unnerved. He stares at the screen morosely; empty and vacant.





					NEWS REPORTER


			Our condolences to all families


			and friends who have been affected


			by this tragedy --





He suddenly turns off the tv, leaving him staring at the black screen for several moments. Momentarily, Aiden glances at his bay window. The rain has been aborted.





Laying back on the couch, he stretches, closing his eyes, trying desperately to fall asleep. 





The PHONE rings. Groaning, he reaches for the portable on the side table.





					AIDEN


			Hello?





					VOICE (V.O.)


			Um, hello, yes. I'd like to know


			if you need to find Amanda 


			Hug'n'kiss?





Aiden pauses, trying to place the voice. It sounds suspiciously like a teenager posing as an adult.





					AIDEN


			Uh.. excuse me?





Suddenly, we hear UPROARIOUS laughter of several other teens over the phone. Aiden reacts, realizing he's become the victim of yet another prank. The laughter punches him right across the face.





					AIDEN


				(grumbling)


			Assholes. 





Aiden hangs up, his heart beating rapidly. He places the portable back on the sidetable. He tries to get comfortable again, re-adjusting pillows and what-not, but... the PHONE rings once more. He answers.





					AIDEN


				(a little too strongly)


			What the fuck is it?





A pause.





					MAN'S VOICE


				(from phone)


			Uhhh... is Aiden there?





The boy reacts, sitting straight up and stiffening his back.





					AIDEN


			Yes. YES. Because AIDEN is


			my name. A, ah-ah-ah, a little


			weird, yes. In fact, m-my mom


			wanted to call me "Andrew"


			but my dad said "Aiden" had


			more of an ar-artistic fla--





					MAN


				(annoyed)


			Look, my sister told me to


			give you a call, but if I'm


			interrupting something between


			you and yourself then --





					AIDEN


			No, no, I'm sorry. I tend to


			ramble on about... things when	


			I get... nervous.


				(pause)


			Blair? Blair Rivers?





INT. TOWN HOUSE - SAME





Trashy, messy, and torn apart. Looks immistakably like something a group of rowdy frat boys would be residing in. But we see nobody except a 22 year old lying on the floor, phone pressed against his face.





This is, of course, BLAIR RIVERS. His head of frosted hair is 100% spiked. Blair wears a tight black Pantera shirt, accompanied by baggy black jeans. Fingernails painted black, a Claddagh ring on his middle finger. A dog collar worn around the neck, with spokes surrounding. Blair is goth, goth, and MORE goth. 





But appearances beside, Blair is much like Aiden. He also appears very aloof, and more worldly when compared against most people his age. And like Aiden, his sense of refinement and maturity is only hampered by the descrimination and ignorance that's been imposed upon him.





					BLAIR


			That's me.


				(pause)	


			You're only fifteen, right?





					AIDEN


				(from phone)


			Yeah. 





					BLAIR


			So I guess I better... keep the


			R rated language away from you?


			


					AIDEN


				(a little urgently)


			W..well, I can handle R rated


			language. But only R rated language


			from an R rated movie that's been


			unfairly censored and was supposed


			to be a delightful PG-13 flick, but


			had the "R" slapped on it by that


			censor board thingy movies have


			to dodge.





Another pause. Blair's opinion of Aiden remains neutral, but his interest is piqued. 





					BLAIR


				(repeating himself)


			You're only fifteen, right?





					AIDEN


				(laughs softly)


			Yeah. Only fifteen. Sometimes


			it feels like I'm older. Way 


			older.


				(a beat)


			So, Genie is your older sister,


			eh?





					BLAIR


			Yeah. She's alright. Talks


			about you non stop, though.


			She practically gushes.





					AIDEN


				(blushing)


			R-really? Me? What's so gush


			worthy about me?





					BLAIR


			Everything, apparently.





					AIDEN


			Oh. Well, uh. She hasn't really...


				(awkwardly)


			...talked about you. 





Blair nods, taking it in acceptingly, although Aiden can't see this.


 


					BLAIR


			Can't blame her. Nothing


			"gush worthy" about myself, really.





AIDEN, still sitting straightly on his couch, goes into helpful-mediator mode. 





					AIDEN


			Dont... dont say that. I mean,


			I don't know you... well, at all,


			but I'm sure you have some gush 


			worthy qualities. For instance,


			your voice.





					BLAIR


				(perplexed)


			What about my voice?	





					AIDEN	


			Well, it's nice. And deep. And


			kinda intriguing. You know,


			alluring.





Another awkward pause sets in. Aiden bites his lip, wishing he hadn't have said that. 





					BLAIR


			Uh... it is? Well, I never


			really thought of it to grate


			chalk boards or anything but...


				(beat)


			Are you... like... g--





					AIDEN	


				(intercepting quickly)


			Oh! Yeah! Uh, I was just making


			a casual observation. 





BLAIR, still lying on the floor of his grungy townhouse, rubs his forehead, a little sqirmy. 





					BLAIR


			Ok. Fine. That's fine. Look,


			the meeting for the Dwellers


			is tomorrow, right?


	


					AIDEN


			Right. 5 pm sharp. You know


			what a hard-ass Genie becomes


			when the attendance is marred.





					BLAIR


				(chuckles softly)


			Always been like that, I guess.


			I'll meet you there. Is that


			ok?





					AIDEN


			Yeah! That's fine. 





					BLAIR


			Good then. Seeya. 





					AIDEN


			Bye. 





BLAIR quickly hangs up the phone, bringing both hands behind his head for a subsitute pillow. His expression is completely unreadable. 





INT. AIDEN'S LIVING ROOM





Click! He disconnects the call, absoloutely bursting with excitation. Aiden sits, leaning forward, running his hands through his hair. He tries to calm himself. A soft MOAN of wind is heard in the distance. A long silence.





Aiden begins surveying the room again.  Every single window in the room is closed. No movement in the air whatsoever. The boy's inquiring eyes finally settle on a house-plant sitting in the corner of the room. He stares at it; blank, emotionless...


        


The LEAVES of the plant shake ever-so-slightly from a breeze. It's almost as if the whole branchy, leafy structure is shivering. 


