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                                                      FADE IN 

1 EXT. WOODS - NIGHT 

Clara crashes through the trees, pursued by something that 
horrifies her. She glances behind her and suddenly takes a 
sharp turn and hides herself behind a huge tree. She sucks in 
air, trying to gather the strength to run again. 

She peers around the tree and something catches her eye. Her 
eyes widen in fear, and she screams when the          monster                                              snarling         
chasing her suddenly rushes her. 

2 INT. LIVING ROOM - EARLY MORNING 

Clara (26) wakes with a start, her leg hanging off the couch. 
She looks around, breathing heavily. The TV blares, far too 
loud for comfort. She takes a choking breath to calm herself 
as she begins to realize where she is. The living room is 
strangely tidy. 

She turns off the TV with a quick motion. The early morning 
light is beginning to come through the blinds as Clara sits 
on the edge of the couch, her head in her hands. 

3 INT. CAR - MORNING 

Clara grips the steering wheel tight with one hand, coffee in 
the other. She takes a long pull from the styrofoam cup. 

She appears exhausted and disheveled, despite it being 7AM. 

A pile of empty coffee cups and energy drinks sit next to her 
in the passenger seat. 

4 INT. OFFICE KITCHEN - MID-MORNING 

Clara stands in front of the coffee machine. She stares 
blankly while waiting for the pot to finish brewing. 
Something moves in the corner of her eye. Panicking, she 
whips around. Her friend and co-worker, RACHEL (27), stands 
there, eyes wide in surprise. 

RACHEL 
Whoa. Sorry, didn't mean to scare you. 

Clara says nothing, turning back towards her coffee. She 
tries to get her fear under control, her heart beating fast. 

RACHEL 
Clare? Are you doing okay? I haven't 
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heard from you all weekend. 

Clara pours the coffee into a mug and turns to Rachel, 
forcing a smile. 

CLARA 
Yeah, I'm okay. I was doing some stuff 
around the house. Sorry I didn't call 
you back. 

Rachel isn't buying it. She takes Clara's free hand. 

RACHEL 
I'm telling you this because I care: 
you look like shit. You haven't done 
anything stupid, have you? 

It is clear Rachel knows something. Clara pulls away and 
takes a sip of her coffee. 

CLARA 
I'm okay, really. Still having trouble 
sleeping, is all. I have a lot of work 
to do. 

Clara walks out of the tiny kitchenette, leaving Rachel to 
look after her, worry etched into her face. 

5 INT. THERAPIST OFFICE - EVENING 

Clara sits in a chair across from DON, her therapist for the 
past year. She firmly believes he cannot do anything to help 
her, but finds it easier to unload her issues on someone 
she's paying to listen, rather than her friends. 

She fiddles with a pen in her hands. 

DON 
So, tell me about your nightmares 
since our last session. Any changes? 

Memory flash: The point of view of the monster. Clara runs. 

Back to scene. 

Clara faces him squarely, clearly used to this question, 
fingers still messing with the pen. 

CLARA 
There's never any changes. 
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DON 
I have to ask. 

She nods and looks down at the pen in her hands, clicking it 
several times. Don begins to write on the notepad on his lap. 

DON (CONT'D) 
How are you feeling? You seem more 
tired than usual. 

Memory flash: Clara ducks behind a tree. 

Back to scene. 

CLARA 
That's because I'm not sleeping. 

Don looks up from his notes, pen stilling. 

DON 
(concerned) 

Not sleeping? So, somethings has 
changed? Before you were able to sleep 
a few hours before they happened. 

CLARA 
(flatly) 

Yeah, well I was tired of waking up at 
3AM screaming. Decided to just stay 
awake as long as I can. 

Memory flash: The monster rushes Clara. 

Back to scene. 

Don takes a moment to think before he speaks. 

DON 
Clara, the human body cannot function 
without sleep. Even if it wasn't much 
before, some is better than none. 

CLARA 
(indignant) 

I'm the one who has to deal with the 
consequences if I sleep. You may be a 
shrink, but you don't know what's 
going on inside my head. 

Don puts up a placating hand. He is sympathetic. 
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DON 
Clara, I realize your night terrors 
are deeply affecting you, and we are 
working towards a solution. But, there 
are serious consequences to forcing 
yourself to stay awake for too long 

CLARA 
(quietly) 

I don't know what else to do. 

6 INT. CAR - NIGHT 

Clara drives towards home. She starts to nod off, waking 
suddenly as the car swerves into the opposite lane. 

CLARA 
Shit! 

She pulls the car back onto the right lane and glances in her 
rearview mirror. What she sees horrifies her and she stares 
into the mirror. 

CLARA 
Oh my God! 

Clara wears the same terrified expression as in her dream the 
night before. She steps on the gas, desperate to get away 
from it. 

She looks behind her again, seeing nothing. She takes a deep 
breath, unsure if the monster from her dreams had truly been 
there. 

7 INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT 

Clara pushes open her front door, her keys in hand. She shuts 
the door behind her and locks it. She stands in the entryway 
for a moment, still trying to decide if what she saw was 
real. 

Shaking her head, she heads to the kitchen to make a pot of 
coffee. 

8 INT. BED ROOM - NIGHT 

Clara sits down at her desk, coffee in hand. She sets the mug 
next to her computer and opens the internet. 

Montage. 
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She looks up dreams and nightmares, what they could mean and 
what causes them. Her search history proves she had looked 
into all of this before. 

END Montage. 

She finally screws up the courage to input the question she 
has been wanting to search. "Can monsters from nightmares 
manifest into reality?" 

The results seem to frustrate her and she shuts her laptop, 
sitting back in her chair, arms crossed. She looks around her 
room. Suddenly, her eyebrows shot up as a thought strikes 
her. 

She opens the computer again and scrolls down to the last 
result. She clicks on it and reads. She grabs a pen and post-
it note, scrawling information from the webpage. 

The post-it reads: Vanessa Edden, Medium. 1020 W Elm Ave. 

9 EXT. STREET - DAY 

Clara and Rachel walk down a sleepy street, coffees in hand. 
It's early and Rachel is clearly not awake yet. Clara is 
alert with excitement. 

RACHEL 
So, explain again what we both called 
into work for? 

CLARA 
I was doing some late night internet 
searching and I found this medium-like 
a psychic-that deals with dreams. 

RACHEL 
And you think she can tell you what's 
going on in that head of yours? 

CLARA 
(impatiently) 

I don't know. But, nothing else is 
working. I'm at my wits end here. 

Rachel puts up her hands in surrender. 

RACHEL 
Okay. Okay. I'll bite. I promise not 
to make any comments that might get us 
cursed by Hermione. 
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Clara smiled faintly at the joke. She rarely smiles anymore, 
and Rachel smiles back, happy to have made her friend smile. 

They have arrived at a house with windchimes on the porch 
above an old rocking chair. A large 1020 is on the mailbox on 
the porch. 

CLARA 
This is it. 

RACHEL 
Seems pretty normal to me. 

CLARA 
She's a psychic, not a child-eating 
witch. What did you expect it to look 
like? 

RACHEL 
(shrugs) 

A little more wack-a-do. How do we 
know she's legit unless she has some 
weird crap on her porch? 

Ignoring her, Clara begins to ascend the porch stairs. Rachel 
begins after her. Clara reaches the door and knocks soundly, 
three times. 

The door opens and there stands VANESSA EDDEN (30s). She is 
dressed in jeans and a loose, casual shirt. Her hair is short 
and well kempt. She appears totally normal. 

VANESSA 
Morning. What can I do for you ladies? 

Clara clears her throat. 

CLARA 
Hi, we're looking for Vanessa Edden, 
psychic medium? 

The woman smiles widely and opens the door wider. 

VANESSA 
It must be my lucky day. Early-bird 
customers to start my morning off. 
Come on in. 

Clara and Rachel share an incredulous look before following 
the woman into her house. 
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10 INT. VANESSA'S HOUSE - DAY 

Vanessa leads them to her dining room, off the normal looking 
kitchen. She gestures at them to have a seat at the table. 

VANESSA 
Can I get you ladies anything to 
drink? Water, tea? 

CLARA 
Coffee? 

Rachel nods her agreement. 

VANESSA 
(smiling) 

You bet. 

Vanessa heads into the kitchen and begins to rummage around 
for coffee grounds and filters. Clara and Rachel look at each 
other. Rachel gives her a nod of encouragement. Sounds of 
coffee brewing begin to come from the kitchen. 

VANESSA 
(from kitchen) 

What can I do for you today? 

CLARA 
(awkward) 

I'm having some trouble sleeping. 

VANESSA 
Ah, yes. You do seem tired. 

Vanessa's voice is teasing. She pops her head back in. 

VANESSA 
Cream? Sugar? I don't have any of that 
flavored stuff. 

Rachel and Clara both shake their heads no and she retreats 
into the kitchen. Clara hesitates and then-- 

CLARA 
What I mean is--, well I have these 
awful night terrors. I haven't slept 
in days and I can't stop them. 

Vanessa breezes back into the room with three mugs. She hands 
them each a mug and settles into her own chair. She looks at 
Clara, evaluating her. 
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VANESSA 
Night terrors, huh? They're always the 
same? 

Clara nods and Vanessa leans forward, her hand outstretched. 
She indicates to Clara to give her her hand. Clara does. As 
if the connection tells Vanessa all she needs to know, she 
takes a breath. 

VANESSA 
You're being chased in them? By some 
sort of horrendous monster? It 
terrifies you, which is why you're 
choosing not to sleep. You have tried 
sleep studies, therapy, pills, nothing 
works. So, you're here seeking some 
sort of psychic answer, although you 
don't fully believe I can help you 
either. 

Clara and Rachel stare at her, stunned. Clara nods in 
agreement to everything Vanessa said. 

VANESSA CONT'D 
I've seen this before. 

CLARA 
And have you been able to stop it? 

VANESSA 
(shaking her head) 

No, I can't stop it. The only one who 
can stop it is you. 

RACHEL 
She's been trying to stop it and she 
can't. That's why we're here. Can you 
help her or not? 

Vanessa gives her a look, eyebrow raised, and turns back to 
Clara. 

VANESSA 
The monster, you've seen it while 
you're awake, yes? 

Clara shakes her head in agreement,amazed Vanessa has gotten 
so much right. 

VANESSA 
You're allowing it to manifest in 
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reality. You aren't facing it head on. 
Always running from it. 

At this, Clara's frustration begins to be obvious. 

CLARA 
You would run from it too. 

VANESSA 
Maybe so. But, this isn't about me. 
It's about you and your choice to run 
from your problems. Most of our 
problems come from our choices. As do 
most of our solutions. 

Clara thinks about this. She looks at Rachel, who shrugs. 

CLARA 
Okay...so, if I'm manifesting this 
thing, how do I stop that? Whenever I 
sleep, I can't control what I'm doing. 
I'm always just running. 

VANESSA 
You have to take control, in your 
dreams. Lucid dreaming allows you to 
be an active participant. 

CLARA 
Lucid dreaming? 

VANESSA 
There's a wealth of information in the 
same place you found mine. Or, you can 
get a library card. Our public library 
collection has a surprising variety. 

She sips her coffee, thinking. Getting up, she goes to 
another room. She returns with a book and hands it to Clara. 

VANESSA 
This should get you started. 

Clara looks at the book cover and then back at Vanessa. 

CLARA 
What do I do if I do take control? 

VANESSA 
(smiling) 

Just stop running from it. 
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11 EXT. WOODS - NIGHT 

Clara stands in the woods. She looks around her, afraid at 
what she might see. Nothing. She is alone. 

She looks up at the dark, starless sky and takes a deep 
breath. 

CLARA 
Okay, time to turn the lights on. 

Suddenly, it is daylight. The sun blazes and the shadows are 
illuminated. She smiles, satisfied. 

12 INT. BED ROOM - DAY 

Clara opens her eyes and looks over to Rachel, who is dozing 
by her bed in the desk chair. A book rests on her middle. A 
metronome ticks on the dresser. Books on dreaming are 
everywhere. Clara sits up and shakes Rachel awake. 

RACHEL 
So, how did it go this time? 

CLARA 
(smiling) 

It worked! I was in the woods again, 
but this time I turned night to day. 

RACHEL 
That's what I like to hear! 

CLARA 
I think tonight is the night. 

RACHEL 
(surprised) 

After one success? You want to try it 
at night? 

Clara nods and gets off the bed. 

RACHEL (CONT'D) 
Will you even be tired? You just slept 
for seven hours. 

CLARA 
Trust me. I have a lot of sleep to 
catch up on. 

She stops the metronome on her way out of the room. 
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13 INT. BED ROOM - NIGHT 

Clara and Rachel prepare for Clara's lucid dreaming 
excursion. Having never tried it at night, when the monster 
comes, Clara is nervous. Rachel starts the metronome. Clara 
lays on her bed. 

CLARA 
Are you sure you don't want to lay 
down and sleep too? This could take 
awhile. 

RACHEL 
(shrugs) 

That nap earlier did me good. I'm 
going to read for awhile. If I get 
tired, I'll lay down, so don't hog the 
bed. 

Clara laughs nervously. She closes her eyes and drifts off to 
sleep. 

14 EXT. WOODS - NIGHT 

Clara stands in the same woods. She looks around and up at 
the darkness. This time, she begins walking. She looks for 
the monster in the shadows. 

She comes to a clearing. Still, nothing. She hears a noise 
and spins, but nothing emerges from the darkness. This is 
strange. The monster has never hidden from her before. 

She hears a faint        and jerks her head in that                   scream                            
direction. She takes off towards the noise, but suddenly it 
cuts off. She slows, a bright piece of fabric on the ground 
catching her eye. 

She stoops to pick it up. It's a sweatshirt. Bringing it 
closer to see it in the dark, she realizes it is covered in 
blood. She drops it, horrified. It lands with the logo up. 

Realization crosses her face and she grabs it off the ground 
again. It's Rachel's sweatshirt. Confused and scared, Clara 
closes her eyes. 

CLARA 
Wake up. Wake up. Wake up. 

15 INT. BED ROOM - NIGHT 

Clara wakes with a start, breathing heavy. She looks to find 
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Rachel's chair empty. In a panic, she scrambles off the bed 
and leaves the room to look for Rachel. 

CLARA 
Rachel? Where are you? 

         She enters Silence.            

                The living room 

Turning on a light, she scans the room. Her eyes go wide when 
she sees something on the floor, beside the locked door. She 
picks it up. It is Rachel's bloody sweatshirt. Rachel is 
gone. In disbelief and fear, Clara sinks to the ground. 

                                                    FADE OUT. 


