EXT. STARBUCKS - EARLY MORNING


 


 GENIE and BLAIR exit from the aforementioned chain


 store, cappuchinos in hand. The city hasn't completely 


 awakened from it's previous slumber. The few, initial cars


 bravely hustle through the empty roads.


 


 The brother and sister ensemble take seats at the


 outdoor patio area. Although these two (now in the same 


 scene) are stark contrasts, we can tell that they have a 


 lifelong, unbroken bond.


 


 					GENIE


 				(excitedly)


 			Aiden called me last night.


 			Said you two had a nice little


 			tryst.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Chat. A nice little 'chit'.


 			There wasn't any tryst-ness


 			associated with it.


 


 					GENIE


 			Chat, tryst, whatever.


 				(leans forward, interested)


 			What'd you two talk about?


 


 					BLAIR


 			You. What else?


 


 					GENIE


 			Understandable. He says you're


 			pretty nice.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Goody. Just call me Mr. Virtue.


 


 					GENIE


 				(helpful)


 			Just thought you could use somebody


 			to talk to.


 


 					BLAIR


 			I have friends. You just can't


 			see them.


 


 He just recieves a look in return. Blair sips his


 coffee knowingly.


 


 					GENIE


 			Well, you may be content with your


 			non-life, but Aiden isn't. He


 			lacks an older brother figure,


 			WHICH, I think, is what he pines


 			for most.


 


 					BLAIR


 				(sighing)


 			You make it sound so, so, perverted.


 


 					GENIE


 			I never said you had to be a bossy


 			top to his passive bottom! Just


 			get to know Aiden. Become his friend.


 			Or in the very least, an acquaintence.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Why's this kid so non-lifey anyway?


 


 					GENIE


 			Well, for one, I'm his only friend.


 


 					BLAIR


 			And this is because...?


 


 Genie looks at her little brother, not sure if she


 should continue this  little tale. Blair raises his 


 eyebrows.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Well?


 


 					GENIE


 			He's... pretty... isolated. At his


 			high school.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Doesn't really answer my question,


 			sugar britches.


 


 					GENIE


 				(smacking him lightly)


 			Why do I have to keep going? You


 			know what's it like to be in that


 			"other" category of High School


 			social groups.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Aiden's a goth, too?


 


 					GENIE


 			N... no. Although he is Wiccan,


 			as in witchy.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Ah. So he dabbles in the black arts.


 


 					GENIE


 			They're not "black arts", Blair.


 			They're gentle, serene, nature-based,


 			Bambi arts.


 				(pause)


 			But that's not the only reason he's


 			so alone.


 


 She stops herself there. Blair grits his teeth.


 


 					BLAIR


 				(impatient)


 			Oh jesus, come ON. You're acting


 			like the kid's freakin' gay or


 			something.


 


 An uneasy moment of silence. Genie half-smiles.


 Blair's struck with sudden  realization.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Holy shit.


 


 					GENIE


 				(exasperated)


 			Blair, don't do this to me. Don't


 			tell me you dont wanna talk with


 			him anymore just because his sexual


 			orientation differs from yours.


 


 Blair allows himself a moment of thought. He looks


 at his sister with  meaningful eyes.


 


 					BLAIR


 				(pensively)


 			I-I'm not homophobic, you know that.


 			I just wish he could've said something...


 


 					GENIE


 			...considering the extreme amounts


 			of hate and ignorance in the world


 			these days, I'm glad he DIDN'T


 			say something.


 


 He looks at Genie with almost inexplicable


 disbelief.


 


 					BLAIR


 				(lost)


 			I'd never... I'd never...


 


 					GENIE


 				(apologetic)


 			I know. I know. Didn't mean to go


 			all Public Service Announcement on


 			you, but I just... I know


 			you're not like that. But man..


 				(sighs)


 			...hearing all those horrible


 			stories about what happened to


 			him --


 


 					BLAIR


 				(quickly)


 			What? What happened to him?


 


 					GENIE


 			If he trusts you, he'll tell


 			you himself. But it was bad.


 			I never knew people like that


 			actually existed...


 


 Blair and Genie sit uncomfortably for several


 moments. She changes the subject, almost 


desperately.


 


 					GENIE


 			I visited mom yesterday.


 


 					BLAIR


 				(apprehensive)


 			Did you? ... How is she?


 


 					GENIE


 			Better. The pills are doing


 			wonders for her heart.


 


 Blair nods, relieved, yet unwilling to show that 


 he is.


 


 					BLAIR


 			And dad?


 


 					GENIE


 				(tensing)


 			He was asleep the entire time


 			I was there. Mom said he's been


 			doin' that a lot.


 				(beat)


 			I told her you were well.


 


 Tranquilized, he takes in a huge, unsettled breath.


 Blair fidgets with his coffee-stirrer. He looks at his


 sister with large,nervous eyes.


 


 					BLAIR


 			...and?


 


 					GENIE


 			And... she... said, "Ok".


 


 					BLAIR


 				(sighs, bitterly)


 			Fucked up bitch.


 


 					GENIE


 			Blair!


 


 					BLAIR


 				(self-righteous)


 			Oh, Geen, WHAT? If she's allowed


 			to make passive-aggressive remarks


 			about my well being, I think I


 			can make one brassy observation


 			about her.


 


 					GENIE


 				(chaotic)


 			"Passive-aggressive"?! What the


 			hell is so passive-aggressive about


 			that two letter word "Ok"? That's


 			the word that all the other words


 			like "juxtaposition" and "contra-


 			distinction" make fun of!


 				(pauses)


 			And my point's here somewhere...


 


 					BLAIR


 			Geen, you and I both know that


 			she was never a great mother.


 


 					GENIE


 			That's not a true.


 


 					BLAIR


 			And denial's just a river in


 			Egypt.


 


 					GENIE


 			Look. Blair. I know that you and


 			ma never got along, but it's not


 			like she never tried! Remember


 			the huge birthday party bash when


 			you turned 18?


 


 					BLAIR


 			That was you.


 


 Beat.


 


 					GENIE


 			Oh yeah.


 


 Blair, fed up, stands up from his chair, grabbing


 his coffee. Genie reels, an annoyed tone ringing 


 through her words.


 


 					GENIE


 			Where are you going?


 


 					BLAIR


 			Somewhere.


 


 					GENIE


			Don't be late for the meeting!


 


 					BLAIR


 				(not listening)


 			Okay.


 


 Genie brushes a strand of hair away from her face,


 unable to do anything other than watch her little 


 brother walk away.





 EXT. LOFT BUILDING - ESTABLISHING SHOT


 


 We FADE IN on this lovely, three story building,


 located deep within the heart of Toronto. It has an


almost gothic appeal to it, but it looks friendly enough.


 


 INT. GENIE'S LOFT - LATE AFTERNOON


 


 Ultra-modern and almost disgustingly chic. It's


 expansive and cooly designed; Genie was lucky


 to have snagged such a wonderous place.


 


 The LIVING ROOM has been transformed into a Board


 Meeting of some sort, where a conference table has been


 set up with a white marker board at the  head of it. On


 the marker board we see the words "THE DWELLERS" 


 written in a  slapdash manner.


 


 There are several people here, mostly within the


 ages of 18-30. Aiden's the youngest one here. Genie 


stands before the white marker board, at the head 


 of the table, running down a list of names.


 


 					GENIE


 			Archie?


 


 					ARCHIE (O.S.)


 			Here...


 


 					GENIE


 			Gwendolyn?


 


					GWENDOLYN (O.S.)


 			Here...


 


 					GENIE


 			Miguel?





 CLOSE ON - Miguel Cooper, the jock that Aiden


 encountered in the halls the other day. He sits at


 the very end of the room, an extremely smug look on 


 his face.


 


 					MIGUEL


 			Heeere.


 


 					GENIE (O.S.)


 			Aiden...?


 


 ON AIDEN -- sitting a couple of seats down from


 Miguel, suddenly tensing up on the inside. He 


 glances around the room of faces,as if expecting 


 something.


 


 GENIE quizzically looks at him, tapping her pen


 absently on her attendance sheet.


 


 					GENIE


 			Aiden? Is something wrong?


 


 					AIDEN


 				(quiet)


 			N... no. I'm here.


 


 					GENIE


 				(nods)


 			Ok. Dina?


 


 					DINA (O.S.)


 			Here...


 


 					GENIE


 				(checks several things


 				off on her paper)


 			John, Steve, Wesley, Linda,


 			you guys got here early, I know...


 			Zelda is one of two new members


 			here. Hi Zelda.


 


 ON ZELDA - a sweet young girl that's barely older


 than 16. A shy smile spread upon her face.


 


 					ZELDA


 				(pensively)


 			Hi everyone.


 


 The Dweller members ad-lib hellos and greetings.


 


 					GENIE


 				(approaches the last name)


 			Blair?


 


 Aiden immediately perks up, looking around to see


who answers. Genie scans the room, he's not anywhere


to be seen.


 


 					GENIE


 			Well, looks like our 2nd newest


 			member aint...


 


 					BLAIR (O.S.)


 			Here.


 


 Everyone spins around to the rear of the loft --


 BLAIR appears at the doorway, backpack slung 


 over his shoulders.


 


 Silence. We hear several chortles and smart-ass


 remarks.


 


 					GENIE


 			Finally.


 


Blair, approaches the table plops himself down onto


 a chair across from Aiden. AIDEN looks up, and the


 two of them make eye contact immediately.


 


 					GENIE (O.S.)


 			Everybody please welcome Blair.


 


 The boy finally gets a good look at the mystery man


 he talked with last night. But instead of a ridicule-filled 


 glare like the other members are giving him, Aiden displays


 a caring, friendly smile.


 


 Blair passively looks away, turning his attention


 towards his sister.


 


 					GENIE


 			Ok! Now that everyone's here, we can


 			get started. Welcome, everyone, to


 			our fifth meeting of the Dwellers.


 			Since I know two of you are new,


			I'll fill you in.


 				(pause)


 			The Dwellers, as you may know, is


 			a group of people of all ages


 			dedicated to hunting ghosts and


 			scouting out supernatural haunts...


 			so to speak. You have been warned


 			before signing up that you may hear,


 			or SEE something during one of our


 			scout-outs that perhaps wont WANT


 				(pause)


 			to see or hear. But make no mistake,


 			The Dwellers AINT like "Buffy The Vampire


 			Slayer", we often come across duds and


 			fallacies when looking for a spirit who


 			needs to cross over. Every couple of weeks


 			we split off into teams of three of four


 			to investigate haunted locations. One


 			of them, which a group will see in


 			the next week, is an abandoned mental


 			asylum on the outskirts of Scarborough...


 


 Genie continues talking, but as we CLOSE IN on


 Aiden, we see he's not really listening. He's looking


 at BLAIR -- studying his expressions, mannerisms, 


 and everything else with unwavering attention.


 


INT. GENIE'S LOFT - LATER


 


 The meeting has entered it's "socialization" break.


 The Dwellers' members are sprawled all over the place, 


 eating snacks, listening to wussy rock music, etc.


 


 We CLOSE IN ON an empty seat on Genie's leather


 couch. Aiden Dark ENTERS and 


 sits, struggling with his MP3 player, coffee, books,


 a pair of headphones and a Gameboy Advance.


 


 As he places his stuff on the barren seat next to


 him, "The Teenager's SpellBook: Magick For Young 


 Witches" falls off and onto the floor. A passing, 


 unidentified, member reaches down and hands


 him the book.


 


 					AIDEN


			(without looking up)


 			Thank you.


 


 The man takes a seat next to Aiden that isn't


 occupied.





 AIDEN'S POV - THE SPELLBOOK


 


He opens the book randomly, coming across a page


 titled, "Win The Affection  of Another".


 


 AIDEN squints slightly, touching the print of the


 paper almost reverently. A long moment.


 


 					BLAIR (O.S.)


 			Someone you had in mind?


 


 Startled, his eyes go toward the source of the


 voice. It's Blair, sitting next to him, who was also 


the member that picked up the book for him.


 


 					AIDEN


				(nervous)


 			I... uh...


 


 					BLAIR


 			Didn't mean to intrude there.


 			Sorry.


 


 					AIDEN


 			It's okay.


 


 Blair lets in a deep breath and blurts...





 					BLAIR


 			You're Aiden Dark, aren't you?


 


 Surprised, Aiden nods. A slight smile creeps up on


 him.


 


 					AIDEN


 			And you're Blair Rivers, I know.


				(pause)


 			What gave me away?





 					BLAIR


 			I cheated, actually. Genie pointed


 			you out.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Oh.


 


 Aiden's eyes shift past Blair. AIDEN'S POV - Genie


 in the background, giving him an encouraging 'thumbs up'.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Nice finally meeting you.


 


 					AIDEN


 			You too.


 				(pause)


 			I'm... I'm kinda glad you were


 			the one that called, the other


 			day.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Were you?


 


 					AIDEN


 			Yeah. Usually, when I'm calling


 			someone with the purpose of, you


 			know, talking or being friendly,


 			especially with someone I dont know,


 			my hands get sweaty. And then my


 			face gets red. And when the other


 			person recieves the call, I make a


 			little squeak, and then I have to


 			hang up.


 				(pause)


 			I don't call people often. But I


 			guess it's better than meeting them


 			face to face.


 				(catches himself)


 			N.. not that that was a disparaging


 			remark direct towards you, or, or


 			anything.


 


 A beat. Blair remains expressionless.


 


					BLAIR


 			So... Genie tells me you're into


			that whole Wicca thing.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Uh huh!


 


 Aiden digs into his shirt, revealing a stainless


 steal PENTACLE hanging around his neck.


 


 					AIDEN


				(proudly)


 			My cousin Sunday gave it to


 			me. She's also into this stuff.


 			Are... are you?


 


 					BLAIR


 			Don't let the the eye shadow


 			fool you. I'm not. Tried


 			to, once. But it really wasn't


 			for me.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Ah. Well. That's understandable.


 			Most people get the impression


 			that Wicca is all about vengeance


 			spells and hexes and...


 				(looks directly at Blair)


 			...that's probably the reason why


 			you were disappointed with it.





 					BLAIR


 				(surprised)


 			How'd you know?


 


 					AIDEN


 			Your eyes. They gave you away.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Right. Of course.


 				(looks around him)


 			So what's with everybody here


 			giving me the evil eye?


 


 					AIDEN


 				(trying to be as


 				nice as possible)


 			Wanna take a wild guess...?


 


 Blair looks down at himself, inspecting his clothes.


 He nods, knowingly.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Shoulda known.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Don't... don't take it personally.


 			A lot of people are like that.


 				(pause)


 			But, I'm guessing you'd know. I


 			had a goth friend once. Almost drove


 			herself to suicide cuz everyone


 			else kept saying she was the Devil


 			Incarnate.


 


 A moment. Blair leans closer towards Aiden, lowering


 his voice.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Why did you smile?


 


 					AIDEN


 			Why did I what?


 


 					BLAIR


 			When I first came here, everyone


 			kinda laughed and snickered...


 			you just smiled at me.


 


 					AIDEN


 				(confused)


 			I... I'm sorry. I'll try and be


 			more of a jerk next time?


 


 					BLAIR


 			No! I mean...


 				(loses himself)


 			Forget it. It wasn't important.


 


 Aiden fidgets with his hands uncomfortably. Blair


 desperately searches for a means of a conversational topic.


 


 					BLAIR


 			So... you have a Gameboy Advance?


 


 					AIDEN


 			Uh..


 				(rummages through his things)


 			Yeah! Here!


 


 He hands over the tiny advice to Blair. Aiden


 smiles, Blair inspects it.


 


 					BLAIR


 			See-through blue. Nice colour.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Got it for my birthday. My mom had


 			to trudge through 5 stores to find


 			the Glacier one, cuz I kinda, sorta


 			stressed to her that I'd die if


 			she got me any other colour.


 


 					BLAIR


 				(nodding)


 			Never was a big fan of hand-held


 			gaming myself.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Oh, well, I find it extremely


 			convienient. I'm a huge Mario


 			freak.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Mario? Phft.


 


 					AIDEN


 				(smiles)


 			What's wrong with Mario?


 


 					BLAIR


 			Nintendo completely whored the


 			franchise. Mario Kart, Mario Golf,


 			Mario Tennis, Mario Party, Mario


 			Sunshine, Mario Hustler...


 


 					AIDEN


 			There was no Mario Hustler.


 


 					BLAIR


 			We don't know that.


 


 Aiden giggles, pleased that Blair has some semblence


 of a sense of humour. 


 Blair somehow seems relieved, too.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Besides, Sonic's cooler.


 


 					AIDEN


 				(incredulously)


 			Sonic? Like Sega never whored


 			the poor guy.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Examples.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Sonic CD, Sonic R, Sonic & Knuckles,


			Sonic Adventure, Sonic Adventure 2,


 			Sonic Shuffle, Sonic Advance...


 


 					BLAIR


 				(interrupting)


 			The point has been made. But still,


 			Sonic's the man.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Technically an insectivorous mammal.


 				(giggles)


 			Insecitovorous...


 


 Blair just stares blankly. Aiden's smile quickly


 fades.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Well, you see, um, it was funny, if you


 			studied the Egyption sect of Wicca...


				(quieter)


 			...and are a total geek.





 					BLAIR


 				(quick to respond)


			I don't think you're that bad.


 


 Perhaps it was too quick. Blair's insides tighten,


 waiting eagerly for a response. Aiden looks up 


 at him with hurting eyes.


 


 					AIDEN


 				(low)


 			Thank you.


 


 It's at this moment when something between the two


 of them just sparks; a soulful, mutual understanding.


 


 ON GENIE, watching silently across the room,


 extremely pleased with what she's seeing. She GASPS


 as a hand comes up behind and grabs her by the 


 shoulder. It was Zelda.


 


 					GENIE


 			What happened to the good old


 			days when people would greet


 			each other in ways that aren't


 			meant to be fake-scares?


 


 					ZELDA


 				(oblivious)


 			...Don't know.


 				(pause)


 			So, the club-party thingy seems


 			great so far!


 


 					GENIE


 			Thanks. I'm no Vincent Price,


 			but I try.


 


 					ZELDA


 			Vincent who?


 


 					GENIE


 			Not important. Didja make any


 			friends yet?


 


 					ZELDA


 			No. Not yet. Everybody seems


 			very nice, but, I'm not big


 			on socializing.


 					GENIE


 			Oh. Well, have you met my brother


 			yet?


 


 					ZELDA


 			Your brother?


 


 					GENIE


 			Yeah. Blair. He's by the couch.


 			He's the great big black blob,


 			you cant miss him.


 


 					ZELDA


 				(giggles)


 			Uh huh... he seems to already have


 			a friend of his own.


 


 					GENIE


 			Oh, that's Aiden. He's a very nice


 			guy. A little too nice, for his


 			age. Very compassionate, too.


 


 CUT TO Aiden and Blair, in a heated conversation.


 


					AIDEN


 				(laughing)


 			That is the stupidest thing I've


 			ever heard anybody say in the


 			entire ordeal of my existence.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Well come ON, it's so obvious


 			that the recent influx of girl


 			power television shows has more


 			to do with exploitation than


 			with feminism. I'm thinking


 			resurgance of the 70s.


 


 					AIDEN


 			I'm thinking you have way too


 			much time on your hands.


 


 					BLAIR


 			I'm thinking that perhaps you're


 			right.


 


 An empty beer can comes FLYING all the way across


 the room, hitting Aiden right on the noggin. In the BG, 


 we hear minimal laughter.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Ow!


 


 					BLAIR


 			Oh, jesus, are you okay?





				AIDEN


				(rubbing his head)


 			Aside from the miniature concussion,


 			I think I'm alright.


 				(glances across the


 				room)


 			Oh, no wonder.


 


 AIDEN'S POV: Miguel and a couple of other guys,


 across the room, in the exact direction where the beer 


 can came from, LAUGHand LAUGH and LAUGH.


 


 Blair follows Aiden's glance. A violence sparks in


his eyes.


 


 					BLAIR


			Who the hell are they?


 


 					AIDEN


 			The mildly attractive one on the


 			left is Miguel Cooper. Gives me


 			a hard time in school.





 					BLAIR


 				(nods)


 			Oh, is that right?


 


 He starts heading in Miguel's direction. Aiden


 instantly leaps up and nervously intercepts.


 


 					AIDEN


 			What are you doing?


 


 					BLAIR


 			I'm about to give him the hard


 			time of my fist.


 


 					AIDEN


 			B-but, you can't! You can't.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Who's stopping me?


 


 					AIDEN


			I am. Really, Blair, it's alright.


 			I found that if I just leave him


 			be, he'll gradually become less


 			jerk-ish.


				(pause)


			But then the next day starts...


 


 					BLAIR


 			Aiden. He's being an asshole. Don't


			tell me you don't want that guy


 			pummeled to the ground.


 


 					AIDEN


 				(at a loss for words)


 			But... isnt there a... nice, fluffy,


			non-violent way of pummeling?


 


 					BLAIR


 			Not the way I do it. Now if you'll


 			excuse me...





 Blair gently nudges Aiden to the side. As soon as he


 does this, the chipper ZELDA almost instantly pops up


 in front of him. She stares at the both of them with wide,


 happy eyes.


 


 					ZELDA


 			Hi! I, uh, I'm Zelda! Genie said


			that you two were pretty nice guys.


 			And I'm pretty sure of it, too!


 			Cuz, you know, ya'll seem like such


			a nice bunch.


 				(beat)


 			You're... Blair? Yeah. And you're


 			Aiden. Those are interesting names.





 					AIDEN


 				(taken aback)


 			Hi... Zelda. You're the new girl,


 			right?


 


 					ZELDA


 			Right as rain.


 				(thinks)


 			You know, I've never really understood


 			that expression. I mean, what's so


 			right about rain? It's so... depressing.


 			And wet.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Uh, it, tends to be.





 Aiden turns to Blair, who just smirks with


 mock-enthusiasm.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Well. Aren't I just the luckiest guy,


 			ever? Meeting two lovely people within


 			the span of 10 minutes. Excuse me.


 


 He quickly leaves. Zelda smiles brightly at Aiden,


 who weakly grins back, taking his seat. Zelda hops 


 onto the couch next to him.





 					ZELDA


 			That Blair fellow doesn't seem like


 			a very happy person.





 					AIDEN


			Oh, I don't know. He's... nice.


 			To me.


 


 Zelda nods, brimming with innocence.


 


 					ZELDA


 			Genie tells me you're really into


 			this stuff. That true?


 


 					AIDEN


 			This... stuff?


 


 					ZELDA


 			Yeah... you know... this whole


 			spiritual/supernatural deal.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Aren't you? I mean, The Dwellers


			isn't exactly the Teletubbies


 			World Fanclub.


 


				ZELDA


 			Oh, I know! I mean, I've always


 			believed in ghosts, and stuff like


			that. When I was a little girl,


			I'd get these visions.


 


					AIDEN


 			Visions?


 


 					ZELDA


			Yeah. I saw all sorts of stuff.


			I remember, when I was 9, I was


 			trying to get to sleep, but all


 			I could see was this giant winged


 			machine... and the sky was on


			fire... and these two twin


 			structures, they looked like they


 			were ready to collapse. Everyone


 			was screaming... I heard them


 			all... it sounded so real, so


 			harrowing, ya know? And then I


 			remember seeing...


 


 Zelda's VOICE is gradually DROWNED OUT, as the


 camera inches in on Aiden's expressionless face.


 


 					AIDEN


 				(numb)


 			September 11th.


 


 					ZELDA


 				(beat)


 			'Scuse me?


 


 The young boy forces a lump down his throat, trying


 hard to remain stable. 


 Zelda watches him with interest.





 					AIDEN


			Your vision... you saw September


 			11th happen.


 


 					ZELDA


 			Huh. Once you mention it, it does


 			sound a lot like it. Wasn't that


 			whole thing just terrible? That


 			huge loss of life... I mean...


 			I certainly hope whoever was


 			responsible for planning that gets


 			what's coming to him. Dont you


 			think?


 


 Aiden becomes extremely still. His face becomes


 stone.


 


 					ZELDA


			Aiden?


 


 					AIDEN


 				(quiet)


 			I... I gotta go.


 


 The boy becomes a furious machine, grabbing all his


 things and shoving them roughly into his backpack. 


 Zelda, confused, stands up.


 


 					ZELDA


 			A... are you sure? D... did I


 			say something bad?


 


 No answer. Aiden hoists his bag and puts one strap


 over one shoulder.


 


					AIDEN


 			It was nice meeting you, Link.


 


 					ZELDA


 			Zelda.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Whatever.


 


 Aiden, placing distance between himself and Zelda,


 ventures across the crowded loft and towards GENIE,


 who's talking with a guy-friend.


 


					AIDEN


 			Genie. I, I'm sorry, but something


			came up. I gotta split.


 


 					GENIE


 			Are you sure?


 


 Genie inspects his face. She goes up with alarm.


 


					GENIE


 			What happened?





 					AIDEN


 			Nothing! Nothing happened, Geen.


 			Stop mothering me. I just have


 			to go. I'll see you later.


 


 Aiden turns and heads off-screen. She looks on


 helplessly.


 


 										CUT TO


 


 EXT. LOFT BUILDING - CONTINUING


 


 A beautiful sunset paints a stunning palette of


 colours onto the overbearing sky. Aiden walks 


 into the bare sidewalk, takes two steps and is 


 stopped in  his tracks.


 


 					BLAIR (O.S.)


 			Mr. Dark.


 


 On instinct, Aiden turns around. Blair approaches;


 pensively, nervously.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Guess I didn't make much of


 			an impression.


 


 					AIDEN


 				(almost inaudible)


 			I'm sorry for ditching so suddenly.


 			I just... I needed to get out of


 			there. Maybe I'll tell you about


 			it sometime.


 


					BLAIR


 				(closer)


 			You don't have to tell me anything


 			you don't want to. Genie just wanted


 			me to be a friend.


 


 Beat. Aiden says nothing.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Look, it's gonna be night soon.


			Not that Toronto is ever Miss Mary


 			Sunshine, but there's some bad


 			stuff that happens here during


			the night. Lemme give you a ride.


 


 The teen considers this. Blair nudges him on the


 arm.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Well?


 


 					AIDEN


 			Don't you live on the west side of


 			town?


 				(Blair nods)


 			I live on the east.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Well, yeah, but, I don't mind, it's


 			just a little...


 


 					AIDEN


 			...inconvenient?


 


 					BLAIR


 			...out of my way. But I don't care.


 			I'd feel better.


 				(awkwardly)


 			Knowing that you got home safely.


 			You seem like a nice kid. And besides,


 			Genie would totally rip off my balls


 			if anything ever happened to you.


 


 A mad grin strikes Aiden. A heavy veil is lifted


 from him.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Well... I wouldn't really want for


 			Miss Castration 2001 to be resurrected,


 			so...


 				(a long pause)


 			...I guess a ride home would be nice.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Alright. Let's rock.


 


 INT. BLAIR'S CAR - MOVING SHOT - NIGHT


 


 A fast-paced ROCK BEAT booms heavily from the car's


 tiny radio/stereo board system. BLAIR drives through the


 car-laden street, steely-eyed; Aiden sits in the passenger 


 side playing on his Gameboy Advance.


 


 					BLAIR


 			What game's that?


 


 					AIDEN


 			Mario Kart.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Is it any fun?


 


 					AIDEN


 			I wanna rip that bitch Luigi's


 			head off for stealing my red


 			koopa shell.


 


 A beat.


 


 					BLAIR


 			I'll take that as a yes.


 


 Aiden smiles. Blair keeps his eyes on the road, but


 his attention is really drawn to the person sitting next


 to him...


 


 					AIDEN


 				(still involved in the game)


 			So... did you beat up Miguel?


 


 					BLAIR


 			No. Didn't wanna crash the party.


 			He sure looked scared of me,


 			though. Can't blame him.


 


 Silence. Aiden slowly turns off the portable gaming


 device, placing it in his pocket. He looks at Blair cooly.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Can I ask you something personal?


 


 					BLAIR


 			If you want.


 


 					AIDEN


 				(hesitantly)


 			How exactly did you, you know,


 			decide to go all Fauriza Balk?


 


 					BLAIR


 				(scoffs)


 			Fauriza Balk?


 


 					AIDEN


 			Answer the question.


 


 Blair takes some time to think.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Well, I guess it was when I was


 			your age. Fifteen. Seemed like


 			a million years ago... but...


 				(beat)


 			My grades weren't all that hot.


 			Girlfriend dumped me. Parents


 			didn't get a long. Big sis got


 			all the love and affection, so


 			naturally...


 


 					AIDEN


 				(finishing for him)


 			...you wanted to be noticed.


 


 					BLAIR


 			Yeah. Exactly.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Did it... did it work?


 


 					BLAIR


 			No. Only one that gave a shit


 			was Genie. Dad did think I


 			was worshipping the Devil for


 			that extremely brief month


 			and a half, but that was it as


 			far as parental attention goes.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Going goth doesn't mean you


 			worship the Devil, does it?


 


 					BLAIR


 			It's different for all of us.


 			One of my friends, Silver, he


 			went goth because "God betrayed


 			him" or whatever by killing his


 			twin brother in a car accident.


 			Anton LeVey became his messiah.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Oh. Anton. He wrote the Satanic


 			Bible, didn't he?


 


 					BLAIR


 			M-hmm.


 				(turns to Aiden)


 			Ever read it?


 


 					AIDEN


 			Once. But it... it really scared


 			me.


 


 					BLAIR


 			How?


 


 					AIDEN


 			In the sense that, I couldn't


 			believe people think this stuff


 			exists. It's so frightening.


 


 					BLAIR


 			You're saying... that you don't


 			believe in The Devil.


 


 					AIDEN


 			No. I don't.


 


 					BLAIR


 			But you said you believed in


 			God...


 


 					AIDEN


 			Just because I believe in God


 			doesn't mean I have to think that


 			there's such a thing as Satan.


 


 There's an unbearing pause as Blair takes this all


 in curiously.


 


 					AIDEN


 			I don't really... I don't really


 			see the point. In believing that.


 			Because, to give evil a name, is


 			to give that evil power.


 


 					BLAIR


 				(uneasy)


 			Evil's always existed, man.


 			Whether you believe in it or not.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Why, Blair? Why does it have to


 			exist? Can't we all in live in a


 			world w-with puppies and kittens


 			and angels and not have to worry


 			about demons and hell and the


 			unholy Dark Prince?


 


 Another pause. Aiden becomes rigid. Blair opens his


 mouth, but it takes a while for the words to come out.


 


 					BLAIR


 				(with the utmost sincerity)


 			You're breaking my heart, Aiden.


 


 Aiden's face is awash with emotion. He can't bring


 himself to look at Blair. 


 Neither of them say anything.


 


 										CUT TO


 


 EXT. AIDEN'S HOME - NIGHT


 


 Blair's slick black convertible pulls up on the


 cobblestone driveway. The moon burns brightly 


 in the darkened sky.


 


 INT. BLAIR'S CAR - CONTD


 


 Blair glances over to Aiden who sits in his seat


 silently. His quivering hand grips his backpack tightly.


 


 					BLAIR


 				(looks out the windshield)


 			Nice house. Pretty big. Parents


 			home?


 


 					AIDEN


 			Mom's in Tokyo. Dad's in France


 			with a woman who works for an


 			AIDS help center.


 


He looks over to Blair with almost tear-filled eyes.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Do you know what today is?


 


 Blair shakes his head quietly.


 


 					AIDEN


 				(hauntingly)


 			October 12th. The fourth anniversarry


 			of Matthew Shepherd's death.


 				(pause)


 			It's also my 15th birthday.


 


 Blair looks over slowly. Watches him. Becomes upset.


 


 					BLAIR


 			What do you want me to say?


 				(beat)


 			You just kinda hit me with an


 			oxymoronic... thingy.


 


 					AIDEN


 				(eyes forward)


 			Oxymoronic?


 


 					BLAIR


 			Ok. I meant... I meant...


 


 He leans over the steering wheel, slamming a fist


 onto the dashboard. Aiden  doesn't react.


 


 					BLAIR


 				(softly)


 			I know that a lot of bad stuff


 			has happened to you, man. It goes


 			without saying. But I think --


 


 					AIDEN


 				(interrupting; serious)


 			Have you ever spent a birthday


 			alone?


 


 Beat.


 


 					BLAIR


 			What?


 


 					AIDEN


 			Last year... when it was my first


 			year of High school... I noticed


 			that when it was somebody's birthday,


 			that person's friends would put


 			something on his or her locker


 			with decorations and banners and


 			a card.


 				(pause)


 			Nobody... nobody ever did that for me.





 Tears well up in the teenager's eyes. He doesn't


 bother to hide it.


 


 					AIDEN


 				(shakes his head)


 			Nobody even bothered.


 


 Aiden suddenly opens the passenger side door,


 grabbing his bag and exiting the car.


 


 					AIDEN


 			Thanks for the ride.


