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EXT. COLLEGE CAWMPUS, DAY

PROTAG over the shoul der, wal ks through a small crowd.
Muf fl ed conversation and sounds of |ife can be heard, the
conversation fades as nusic rises.

[ CUT]

PROTAG profile, continues a set pace. They do not stop to
chat, they don't turn their head at anyone as they wal k by,
they sinply continue their path. O hers do not seemto take
note of them beyond noving to accommodate their trajectory.

I NT. CLASSROOM DAY

PROTAG sits at the side of the room not necessarily in the
back, but certainly near the exit. They take notes in their
not ebook- no, no those are certainly doodles.

PROFESSOR delivers a |l esson at the front of the class, they
do not note PROTAG any nore or |ess than any ot her student
there. Physically, PROTAG is there, but nentally? Couldn't
be further away.

Sound begins to nuffle slowy, there still is sound, but it
has ceased to be intelligible.

PROTAG begins to nod, eyes heavy, the weight of their lids
dragging their head closer to the desk each tine.

PROTAG s head nearly hits the desk.
Their head |ifts. The roomis enpty.
PROTAG gl ances around frantically.
PROTAG
(still 1ooking around, gathering
t heir bel ongi ngs)
Shit, shit.

PROTAG st ands up and shoves everything they can into their
bag.



| NT. HALLWAY

PROTAG energes from doorway, still fussing about with their
bel ongi ngs. They gl ance one way, then the other.

Hal lway is enpty, lights on, but otherw se no sign of the
presence of any other person. No nusic, no footsteps.

PROTAG
How | ong. ..
(pulls out their phone, out of
battery.)

Yeah- yep, that's about right.

PROTAG wanders to the exit doors and goes to shoul der it
open. It won't budge. Tries again, still the sane. They try
the partnered door to no avail.

PROTAG
(sighs)

PROTAG turns to nove to the next set of doors, revealing
FI GURE st andi ng beyond the hallway in the distance. A faint
ringi ng can be nondi egetical ly heard.

PROTAG wal ks down the hallway. A sound behind them nakes t hem
turn around, to find nothing behind them They continue their
path, trying doors all | ocked.

Ri ngi ng. PROTAG notices the sound and gl ances up at the
overhead |ight, shrugging, florescent |ights always nake
strange noi ses.

The next door they try opens w thout problem They make their
way out into the darkening world. They wal k down the stairs,
pausi ng for a second and gl anci ng behind them A puzzled
expressi on consunes their countenance for a beat, they shake
it off and go about their night.

| NT. LI BRARY, EVEN NG

PROTAG sits behind a conputer, hunched and exhausted, though
no nore than any ot her coll ege student, notes strewn about
the table. Students nutter quietly about their own matters
around them



A student wal ks past, PROTAG flinches and stares as they wal k
away. PROTAG sighs to thenself and keeps going with their
task, their face resting in one hand, the other scrolling

t hrough assorted internet pages.

Eyel i ds becone heavy, eyes close briefly.

PROTAGs head |ifts up again, the conputer screen is off, the
ot her students absent. They tap their keyboard, hoping to
awaken the screen, to no avail.

A clatter is heard in the distance. PROTAG freezes in their
seat. After a beat they grab their bag and start towards the
el evator, they press the button, then again, then start to
press it repeatedly. Inpatient and uneasy, they nove toward
the stairs.

FI GURE appears in their path, sone odd neters away. An ever
so slight ringing sound can be heard.

PROTAG
JESUS- Sorry, | didn't see you there.
(l aughs hal f nervously)

The FIGURE tilts their head and starts wal ki ng toward PROTAG

The ringing sound increases lightly with each step. PROTAG
stiffens noticeably, taking a few steps backward.

PROTAG
Right, well, if you'll excuse ne, |
really shoul d be going.

PROTAG pi cks a direction and wal ks there, whether it is the
direction of the stairs or not, it isn't toward the FI GURE

FI GURE crosses their path (ringing in toe), causing PROTAG to
hi de behi nd the nearest shelf. They pull out their phone,
clicking the screen several tines, no battery. They scuttle
to the side, quietly noving to the other side of the aisle.
They spot the FI GURE goi ng around the corner. Pausing for a
nmoment, PROTAG cl oses their eyes takes a deep breath. They
sprint past where the FIGURE was, turning the corner, they
nearly slaminto FIGURE, but do not make contact.

PROTAG falls back onto the ground, shuffling back as the
FI GURE sl oWy wal ks toward them A distant *di ng* nmakes them
both pause. A silent beat of "eye contact” fills the pause.



PROTAG scuttles to their feet and nakes a break for the

el evator. They make it inside, press a random button, and
mash the "door closed" button, staring out the doors. As they
cl ose, the FIGURE can be seen afar, just staring, as the
doors finally close. PROTAG huddled in the corner. They reach
into their pocket and fish out their phone, which clicks on
ri ght away.

EXT. BENEATH A TREE, DAY.

PROTAG sits alone, laptop on their lap. Their eyes sport
heavy bags beneath them how |long has it been since they've
sl ept? An energy drink and an open notebook sits beside them
on one side, a spray bottle of water on the other.

They tap away slowy at their conputer, witing with conplete
intent but no energy. Their typing pauses and their head
begins to nod, they shake their head and lightly spray their
face, eyes scrunched closed. They grab a cloth from beside
them and dab at their face, unanused.

W follow the cloth as they set it aside their notebook. The
book is filled wth notes on PROTAGS experiences. PROTAG
swaps the cloth for the notebook, glancing over it ainlessly
before setting it on their chest/lap and | eani ng agai nst the
tree.

They gaze up between the branches to see the spots of sky
vi sible. Their eyelids grow heavy once nore.

| NT. ??7?, ?27??

PROTAG opens their eyes, they stand alone in an old, enpty
room Their |aptop, bag, and other bel ongi ngs are m ssing,

except their notebook, which they startlingly find in their
hand.

PROTAG
(under their breath, panicked)
No, no, this isn't right.
(flipping through not ebook pages)
Its always the sane place, |I'm always
in the sane place as | started!



A noi se makes PROTAG pause. They frantically gl ance around.
NO FI GURE, but many cl osed wooden doors and a staircase. It
coul d be anywhere, or no where. No, they wouldn't be so

| ucky.

PROTAG
(deep breath)
Exit, | just need to find the exit.
(gl ances around.)
Stairs, stairs are good.

PROTAG wal ks down the stairs, only to appear in the sane

pl ace. They pause, confused and try again. Sanme result. They
groan. Going for one of the doors, unlocked. They enter, only
to quickly enmerge from anot her door.

PROTAG
Ch, COVE ON.

PROTAG trudges the only way they haven't travelled yet- up
the stairs. At the top, they find thenmself in a strange,
smal | ballroomof sorts, a view of the sky out the w ndow.
They allow thenself to take a breath for a second.

Ringing. Their face drops. It's behind them maybe if they
don't turn around it won't be real. Ringing gets |ouder.

Their hands ball into fists on the windowsill. Louder. PROTAG
spins around, FIGURE is barely a few feet away, stationary.
PROTAG sprints past themand flies down the stairs, putting
as nmuch di stance between them as possi bl e.

They run down the second set of stairs again, the sane ones

t hat have caused nothing but an infuriating cycle. They nake
it to the bottomand fling the door open, running out.

EXT. COLLEGE CAMPUS, SUNSET

PROTAG finds thenself outside the same building their class
(SCENE 1) was in, the tree with their belongings only a few
yards away.

They gl ance back at the building, yep sanme building as it
al ways has been, certainly not a creepy old space.

MONTAGE



| NT. 27?72, 2?2?27

PROTAG appears in the main room
PROTAG encounters FlI GURE

PROTAG f | ees.

x3-i sh.

| NT. OFFI CE

PROTAG sits at their |aptop once nore, expression bl ank,
tired as ever. They rest their head in their hands, briefly
rubbing their face before |leaning back in their chair. Their
gaze shifts around, falling on their notebook, sighing, they
grab it and flip through the pages.

Their eyebrow furrows as they stare at a specific page,
contenplating its contents. Frustrated, they stare at their
now dar kened conputer screen, seeing only thenself staring
back. Their face relaxes and they stare up and out the

w ndow, the sun is setting and they know what they need to
do.

PROTAG stands up and closes their |laptop, |leaving their
not ebook behi nd, open. The open page reads "what is it?"
crossed out, followed by "who are they?"

| NT. ?2?7?, ?27?

PROTAG sl oWy makes their way through ???, running their
fingers along the peeling wall paper. They nmake it to the
stairs, taking each step with leisure, only one at a tine.

They make it to the darkened room Standing in the doorway,
the roomis entirely enpty, FI GURE nowhere in sight.

| NT. DARKENED ROOM SUNSET

PROTAG profile, stares into the sunset, its |ight projecting
on their face. They're tired, not physically, but
exi stentially.



[ CUT] PROTAG, from behind. There is a distant creak, |ike
footsteps on the rotted floor. The ringing appears. They turn
their head, their expression does not change, they expected
this, they knewthis, was this their intention?

[ PAN] Canera foll ows PROTAG s gaze, FIGURE stands on the
remants of the platform 10? 20 feet away? FlI GURE stares
silently, unnmoving, their prey is cornered. PROTAG begins to
nove.

[ CUT] PROTAG finds their footing. The two stare at each ot her
fromacross the room silence for one beat, twd. PROTAG
approaches the platform FlIGURE renains stationary.

PROTAG

(earnest)
I"mtired. Tired of all of this.

(gestures vaguel y)
The running, hiding, the not know ng.
We never get anywhere, nothing ever
changes, its always the sanme, | run
you follow. Maybe... maybe that's
because no matter what, 1'Ill always be
stuck with you, you'll always be stuck
with me. Can't seemto deny that
anynore.

PROTAG reaches the platform gazing up at Fl GURE. PROTAG
extends their hand, slow, but intentional.

PROTAG
(soft smle)
Aren't you tired?
A beat. No ringing.
CUT TO BLACK
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