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FADE I N

| NT. DERELI CT WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

A wi de, dark hallway opens onto a dim cavernous warehouse
space. The sickly glow of a streetlight filters in through
dusty and broken w ndow panes hi gh above, just bel ow the
rafters.

Trash, broken pieces of wood, discarded rags, and dirty
shreds of canvas litter the floor.

A NO SE clatters and echoes in the gl oom

RISA (O S.)
Ni ce one. Now the world knows we're
her e.

ERIC (O S.)
Shut up. It's pitch black in here,
okay?

SETH (O S.)
If there really are ghosts in this
place, I"'mpretty sure they already

knew we wer e here.

RI SA, a fragile-looking teenage girl, energes fromthe
darkened hal Il way and gracefully picks her way over the
detritus as she noves into the warehouse, eyes w de.

ERI C, a gawky teen boy, follows close behind her, stunbling
occasionally as he grouses.

ERI C
Pretty sure it's the people stil
living here that we need to worry
about .

Behind Eric, SETH, a reserved teen boy, enmerges fromthe
entryway and stops, staying close to the darkened entrance as
he takes in the open space of the warehouse.

Risa's gaze darts around, trying to take everything in at
once. She wal ks toward the remai ns of a shattered easel.

Pausi ng there, her eyes |land on a snmall, broken PAI NTBRUSH
nearby. She picks it out of the surrounding dust and trash,
l[ifting it reverently.



RI SA
Look! This is it - this really was his
studio. He was here. He sl ept here.

ERI C
(snorts)
|"m betting a | ot of people have sl ept
here. None of themyou' d want to neet.
Your fangirl obsession is going to get
us killed.

Rl SA
| "' m not obsessed.

ERI C
Riiiight.
Seth's steady gaze takes in the shadows of the room before
shifting to study the darkened corners.

Eric notices Seth's position by the hallway entrance and
sm rks.

ERI C ( CONT' D)
VWhat'sa matter, Seth? You scared of
t he spooky-wooky ghosties?

Rl SA
Don't be a dick, Eric. And |I' m not
obsessed.

SETH

Not afraid of ghosts. Doesn't nean
this place isn't sad.

Risa turns to give Seth a sharp | ook

He neets her gaze evenly and |lifts one shoulder in a slight
shrug.

Ri sa considers himthoughtfully, then she gives hima tiny
nod before returning to her study of the space.

Rl SA
We don't have to stay long. | just
wanted to see where he worked. Get a
feel for how he |ived.



ERI C
Because you're not obsessed with him
And you're not hoping his ghost wll
appear and nmake sweet, spectral |ove

to you.
Rl SA
Seriously. Quit being a dick.
SETH
(softly)

Better to be obsessed with a ghost
t han j eal ous of one.

ERI C
Don't go all enmo on us, Seth. It's
just a little adventure, okay?

MAN (O S.)
Adventure in this locale is surely a
wi ser choi ce than sweet | ovenaking.

Eric junps and emts a small, girlish SCREAM He and R sa
both spin around to find the source of the voice.

A MAN energes froma shadowed corner of the room Hi's
clothing is ragged and splotched with unidentifiable stains.
Dmlighting and a thick layer of dirt conspire to nake his
| ong, clunped hair and bedraggl ed beard | ook grey, but the
face beneath all that filth and hair does not appear to be
much ol der than late-thirties.

Rl SA
Jesus! You scared us!

ERI C
Shoul dn't creep up on people, man.

The Man studies them His voice, rough |ike a rusty gear at
first, snooths out as he speaks.

MAN
Were you not seeking ghosts? Creepy
and scared woul d be de rigueur, |
shoul d t hi nk.

ERI C
The fuck is "de rigueur"?

Risa's chin lifts. She approaches the Man; Eric foll ows
warily, close on her heels.



RI SA
Have you ever seen any ghosts here?

The Man shifts his focus to her. A small smle quirks his
mouth as he takes in her delicate frane and aggressive pose,
shadowed by Eric's position at her flank.

MAN
Frequently. You three are the first
living people |'ve seen in ages.

Eri c makes a scoffing sound but Risa's eyes take on an avid
gl eam

Rl SA
Joseph Elliston? The artist? Have you
ever seen hin?

The Man's smle fades and his gaze wanders past her to stare
at the broken easel. H's head gives a small tick

MAN
|'ve seen many people. None of them
artists.

ERI C
How do you know? If you see a | ot of
ghosts, | nean. How do you know one of
thems not Elliston's ghost?

RI SA
He used to live here, paint here.
(reverently)
This is where he killed hinself.

The Man jerks his eyes back to Risa. H's head ticks again, a
little harder.

VAN
"Living" is arelative term children
By your standards, nobst who pass
t hrough here stopped |living | ong ago.
They may not yet be dead, but to you
they are al ready ghosts.

ERI C
A phil osophical bum That's just
great.

Eric takes a quick step back when another jerk of the Man's
head brings his sharp eyes level with Eric's.



MAN
| wasn't born indigent, boy. | lived a
life. I earned my philosophy. Wat
have you ear ned?

The man | eans forward, the frequency of his ticks increasing
as he stares at Risa and Eric, unblinking, his voice intent.

MAN ( CONT' D)
You cone here to feed on the dead yet
find the reality wanting. Perhaps this
i's because you trespass where you do
not bel ong, and di ne on what has not
been of f er ed.

Eric tugs at Risa's sleeve, his voice a nervous whisper.

ERI C
Cnmon, let's get outta here.

Ri sa ignores him her small frane squared off against the
Man' s.

RI SA
Trespass, maybe. But feeding?

VAN
Exactly so. You claimadmration for
this Elliston, yes? Yet you cone to
where he suffered nost. To where he
bl ed.

ERI C
(si ngsong between cl enched teeth)
Quit pissing off the crazy dude.

The Man takes a step forward and gestures toward the broken
pai ntbrush still clasped in Risa's hand. She stiffens but
hol ds her ground.

MAN
You take a piece of him- claimit for
yoursel f. You gorge yourself on his
pai n.

He takes another step forward. Risa and Eric step back to
mai ntai n their distance.

Rl SA
We didn't nean any harm



MAN
O course you neant no harm This does
not mean you didn't cause any.

The Man takes another step forward, his head jerking in a
steady rhythm his unblinking glare | ocked onto Risa's eyes.

She takes another step back, forcing Eric to stunble backward
as well.

Rl SA
Look, we'll |eave, okay? W're sorry
we bothered you. Let's go, guys.

Ri sa takes a step toward the hallway then pauses, gl ancing
down at the paintbrush in her hand. She hesitates, then hol ds
it out to the Man.

The Man's posture straightens. The notions of his head begin
to slow, but his gaze, though less intent, renmains |ocked on
Ri sa.

VAN
You nmay keep your table scraps.

Ri sa hesitates once nore, then lifts her chin, defiant. She
turns toward the darkened hal |l way, paintbrush in hand, and
mar ches out without a backward glance. Eric follows, keeping
the Man in his sights as he slips clunsily past Seth and into
t he hal | way.

Mot i onl ess but for the decreasing head ticks, the Man's eyes
foll ow them as they di sappear into the darkness. He slowy
shifts his gaze to neet Seth's.

Seth studies himin return.

Gradually, the Man hinself starts to flicker in time to the
ticks, his inmage thinning around the edges.

SETH
Did we take too nmuch fromyou?

VAN
Too much
(beat)
Too much, too |ate. But never enough.

The Man's eyes hold Seth's for a last, |ost nonent, and then
he fades away conpletely.



Seth gives a final glance around the warehouse, then turns
and wal ks into the darkened hallway. H's voice carries softly
back over his shoul der as he goes.

SETH (O S.)
Goodbye, M. Elliston.

FADE OUT



