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I NT. SAL’S OFFI CE. MORNI NG

SAL is slunped asleep at his work desk. The floor is
littered with crunpled papers filled with brainstormideas
and sketches. O d Tw nki e w appers, Chinese take out boxes
and an enpty wine bottle sit on his desk. H s conputer sits
in front of him The notion screen is on. Suddenly a ring
tone goes off. (SFX) Sal is still unconscious.

The ring goes off again.
A | ow groan escapes Sal .
The ring continues to go off.

Sal funbles his hand around for the phone and puts it to his
ear.

SAL:
Hel | 0?

The ring goes off again.

Sal dazily | ooks at the phone and presses the accept cal
but t on.

SAL:
Syl vest er Bl ack. .

MELVI N BRI AR
Sal! You d better have that
manuscri pt ready you son of a
bi t ch!

Sal shoots up straight as a board.

SAL:
M. Briar! | uh.. just got done
hashing out a big chunk of it |ast
ni ght.

MELVI N BRI AR:
Wel |l you better hash your ass over
here and present it to the
publishing commttee.

SAL:
Today? But M. Briar...I-

CUT TO Int. Briar Ofice. Mrning.
Melvin Briar sits in his office, dressed in his tweed suit

and | ooki ng over book cover sanples for a children’ s novel
titled: When Daddy Dri nks.
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MELVI N BRI AR:
W’ ve given you ten nonths to cone
up with something Sal, on top of
the seven we’d originally agreed
to.

SAL:
| understand M. Briar But its-

MELVI N BRI AR:
Do you have a manuscri pt?

CUT BACK TO [INT. SAL’S OFFI CE. MORNI NG

SAL:
Yes I'mlooking at it right now.

Sal clicks the space bar on his | aptop.

The screen is a blank slate except for the title head: "MW
Next Paycheck". Sal silently mouths "Shit."

MELVI N BRI AR:
Al right then, | tell you what,
somet hi ng just canme up. W’ re going
to be booked today. Cone in
tonorrow norning with your
manuscript, or else...

SAL:
Yes, M. Briar.

MELVI N BRI AR:
| mwarning you Sal, you’ ve done
well in the past but you’ ve been
| osing us noney ever since you
penned t hat
| di ot - Vanpi re-Dystopi a- Monstrosity.
Perhaps its tine to find a new face
for Briar Books & Publishing. That
manuscri pt better be on ny desk
tonmorrow and it better dam wel |
i mpress ne.

SAL:
M. Briar, |-

The phone hangs up. Sal tosses his phone aside and sl unps
into his chair. He slanms his | aptop cl osed and grabs the
W ne bottle. He brings it to his nouth then realizes that it

is enpty. He casts it aside and puts his head down on the
desk.

Phone Rings...
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Sal | ooks at the phone and sniles as he sees his G RLFRI END
calling. He picks up the phone and answers.

SAL:
Hey punpkin. ..

G RLFRI END
Kill yourself.

She hangs up the phone abruptly.

Sal puts the phone down. He turns and eyes ol d aut hor awards
and newspaper clippings of his bestsellers. H's gaze pauses
on a canister of rat poison sitting on a shelf. The phone
rings once again. He answers angrily

SAL:
Tell nme sonmething else to ruin ny
life!

M LAN BAXTER
Sal ?

SAL:

Oh..Hey M1 o..Wat’ s going on?

M LAN BAXTER
Just called to see if you
remenber ed, you said today you’'d
review the story I was working on?

SAL:
|’ m not sure now s a good tine
Ml o..

M LAN BAXTER
Come on Sal you' re the best author
whose ever lived, and | could
really use some input froma
friend.

SAL:
Ckay, send it to ne. We can di scuss
it tonight for dinner.

M LAN BAXTER
Thanks Sal, 1’'Il see you tonight.

Sal flips open the | aptop and opens a chat file fromM I an

He clicks on a file titled: The Angel in the Dark. The
Manuscri pt opens up and Sal begins to read.
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SAL:
It was as if | had encountered a
dream a distant vagueness of
recollection that | once knew. ..

Sal Continues to Read.(fast forward.)

Cont i nued:

Cont i nued:

Cont i nued:

Cont i nued:

Cont i nued:

SAL:
| answered the door to find
standi ng before ne sopping wet, was
a beautiful girl in gray.

SAL:
The doctor smled wolfishly at ne.
H's eyes lit up in a flamng
passion."Cone now its late, and you
need your rest" He pressed.

SAL:
Were his gentle eyes had once
| ooked upon nme warmy now renai ned
two bl ack soul | ess shades of horror

SAL:
"He’s com ng, that horrible mask.
He’s comng to kill us all!" She
cried.

SAL:

Cl oser and cl oser the steps cane
and then it appeared. A terrifying
mask which seenmed to leer into the
very essence of ny soul...

SAL:
What once was a pl easant dream had
becone ny nightmare. A vivid
reality which continues to haunt ne
to this day. | know he still
pursues me still, his terrible mask
a shadow in ny mnd. | can only
outwit himfor so long, such is the
dooned fate of nortal nen. | go on

( MORE)
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SAL: (cont’d)
in my vain search for peace, a
silver lining in this cloud of
madness whi ch pl agues ny m nd. Wo
are we but slaves to tinme and the
nonsters that determ ne how nmuch is
given to us?

Sal sits back. It is nowthe start of evening.

SAL:
My God...Its brilliant.

The door bell rings. Sal |looks at the tine and realizes its
hal f past 6.

SAL:
Shit.

The Doorbell rings again. Sal gets up.
CUT TG | NT. DOOR-VAY. NI GHT.

The doorbell rings again. Sal opens the door which is bolted
with a chain. MLAN peeks through the crack.

M LAN BAXTER
| hope you're in the nood for
Chi nese.

Ml an holds up a box of takeout.
CUT TG INT. DI NI NG ROOM NI GHT.

Sal and Mlan sit together, a few takeout boxes are already
gone. Ml an opens another. Thunder boons in the distance.
Sal opens anot her bottle of wine. They both |augh. M1l an
pulls out a hard copy of his manuscript.

M LAN BAXTER
So did you have a chance to read

through it?

SAL:
| have.

M LAN:
And?

Sal sips on sonme w ne.
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SAL:
Honestly? It needs sone worKk.

M LAN BAXTER
Real ly? Is it that bad?

SAL:
Character devel opnent is key ny
friend. You ve really only begun to
scratch the surface.

M| an | ooks downcast and stares into his w negl ass.

M LAN:
|’mso glad you' ve told nme. But I'm
afraid |I’ve already schedul ed a
neeting with Briar.

Sal chokes and sputters on some w ne.

SAL:
Bri ar Books?

M LAN:
Their CEO read sone of ny work and
invited me for an interview W
j ust spoke today actually. Wen
told himl had a project in the
wor ks he al nost signed ne on then
and there, but I told himIl wanted
to have soneone | trust review it
before | bring it in tonorrow.

SAL:
You didn’t tell himabout the story
did you?

M LAN BAXTER

No, just that it was sonething new
and fresh. He said Briar Books
could use nore of that. Drop the
dead wei ght and start anew.

SAL:
Dead wei ght ?

M LAN BAXTER
Yeah sone of those older witers
are losing their touch, or so Ml
sai d.
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SAL:
Mel 21 ?

M LAN BAXTER
That's what M. Briar asked ne to
call him

Sal gul ps down his gl ass.

SAL:
|’msorry to tell you MIo but
t hese Publishing conmpanies ruin
begi nners i ke you. They' Il tear
your story apart or revise it until
its no | onger your own.

M LAN BAXTER
But this could be ny big
br eakt hr ough. Renenber when you
subm tted your first novel?

SAL:
That was sone tine ago...a |long
ti me ago.

M LAN:
If I turn this nmeeting down | may
never get another chance. |’ve got
to take it.

Sal drinks. He stares at Mlan. Voices start playing in his
head.

MELVIN BRI AR (V. QO):
|”ve had enough of your piss-poor
witing Sal. You' re done. Its tine
to put a new face on Briar Books.

M LAN BAXTER (V.Q):
You' re Dead wei ght Sal .

MELVIN BRI AR (V. QO):
You’' ve | ost you're touch

G RLFRIEND (V. O:
Kill Yourself.

M LAN BAXTER (V. Q.):
l’mthe witer she’s al ways want ed.

G RLFRI END (V. O:

You' re a has-been and you' || never
measure up to M1l an Baxter.
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Al three

voi ces | augh.

M LAN BAXTER
Sal ? Sal ?

SAL:
What ! ?!

M LAN BAXTER
Are you all right?

Sal sees that he’s gripping the edge of the table, his
knuckl es white. Thunder cl ashes.

Sal takes

SAL:
I’m fine. Say, why don’t we open up
anot her bottle? To commenorate the
start of your career? |’ve got
somet hi ng special |’'ve been waiting
to bring out.

M LAN BAXTER
Well | can’t say no can |?

the gl asses and exits.

CUT TGO INT. SAL’S OFFI CE. N GHT.

Sal pulls

out a glass of wine fromhis desk.

Filling the

gl asses he takes the rat poison and pours sonme into M| an’s.

CUT TG I NT. DI NI NG ROOM NI GHT.

Sal returns and hands M| an the poi soned w ne.

Li ght ni ng

M LAN BAXTER
To the best friend and the greatest
witer of our tinme.

SAL:
To..your health.

M LAN BAXTER
Cheer s!

SAL:
Cheers.

strikes. Thunder boons. They both t

drinks. Mlan starts coughing.

0ss back their
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M LAN BAXTER
VWhat is this?

SAL:
A Special brew. Made it nyself.

M| an continues to cough and sputter he starts scratching at
his throat.

M LAN BAXTER
| can’t....breath. Sal.

Ml an | ooks to Sal who watches coldly as M| an chokes up
frothing at the nouth. Mlan collapses to the floor and
spasns i nto death.

CUT TO |INT. SAL’S STUDY. N GHT.

Sal drags Mlan into his study. Lighting continues to
strike. It is now pouring rain outside. Sal plops the
manuscri pt on the desk and smles to hinself.

SAL:
How s that for dead wei ght?

Li ghtning strikes the house. The power goes out.

SAL:
Son of a-.

Sal goes and heads towards the breaker. Suddenly the lights
flicker back on. The doorbell rings. Sal |ooks down in
horror at the dead body.

SAL:
Not at hone. Not at hone. Not at
hone.

The doorbell rings again. Followed by a knocking at the
door. Sal Waits. The doorbell is now going crazy.

SAL:
Al right! Al right!

Sal | ocks the study door and runs over to the door.
CUT TGO | NT. DOOR-VAY. NI GHT.

Sal opens the door. Through the crack he sees a young wonan
in gray, sopping wet.
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YOUNG WOVAN:
Excuse ne! I'msorry to be a bother
but could I cone in and get warnf
l"mafraid |’ mgoing to catch
hypot herm a.

SAL:
There’s a nice farmjust down the
road, its only a few mles.

YOUNG WOVAN:
Pl ease sir! I'mlost you have to
et me in.

SAL:
Now s not a good tine.

Sal begins to close the door.

YOUNG WOVAN:
Please Sir! He’'s going to kill ne
if you don't let ne in!

Sal stops.

SAL:
Who's going to kill you?

YOUNG WOVAN
The masked man, the man in bl ack.
Please Sir | beg you, 1’'ve only
j ust escaped him

Sal | ooks into her panic stricken eyes.

SAL:
Ch hang it all.

Sal opens the door and lets her in. He stares outside into
the rain before closing the door and | ocking it. Lightning
fl ashes outside as the silhouette of CRONis seen. standing
out si de.

YOUNG WOVAN:

Oh thank you, thank you so nuch.
SAL:

Let ne get you a towel to dry off

with.
Sal goes to grab a towel.

I NT. CLCSET. NI GHT.
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Sal grabs a towel.
| NT. HALLWAY. NI GHT.
When Sal returns the woman i s gone.

SAL:
Hell 0? M ss?

Suddenly there’s a tinkling of glasses. Sal wal ks to the
di ni ng room

CUT TGO I NT. LIVING ROOM W FI REPLACE. NI GHT.
DOCTOR is pouring hinself a glass of w ne.

SAL:
Who the Hell are you?

DOCTOR HARGRAVE:
| dare say its rather chilly in
here you think you can start us a
fire old boy?

SAL:
| will not. How did you get into ny
house?

DOCTOR HARGRAVE:
By jove lad, you admtted ne in
yoursel f.

SAL:
No, | just let in a young woman.

DOCTOR HARGRAVE:
Are you feeling well old boy?
Per haps we ought to get you to bed.

SAL:
VWhat is this? What are you doi ng?

The Doctor begins to step forward nenacingly
DOCTOR HARGRAVE:
Come now, Its late and you need
your rest.
The Doctor smles wolfishly at Sal. Sal is taken aback
SAL:

s this sone sick trick Ml o set
up?

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 12.

The doctor pauses. A |look of suspicion crosses his face.

DOCTOR HARGRAVE:
VWho' s M1 0?

SAL:
My friend who's in the study.

DOCTOR HARGRAVE:
|"mafraid you re m staken ol d boy,
nobody’ s been into the study.

SAL:
O course he is | just put him
t herel

Thunder clap. A sharp screampierces the air followed by a
crash. Sal wheels around. Looking back he sees the Doctor is
no |l onger there. He runs out to the hallway. The front door
i's busted open. Rain pouring down in drenches. A hard
sobbing is heard comng fromthe Study. Sal enters.

CUT TO Int. Sal’s Study. Night.

Sal finds the Young Wrman there crying over a dead body.

SAL:
Shit! Look Mss its not what it
| ooks i ke.

YOUNG WOVAN

He was ny dearest friend and that
nonster killed him

SAL:
Monst er ? What are you-

Sal crosses over and sees that instead of MIo a BUTLER | ays
upon the ground. No eyes just two bl ack soul | ess shades of
horror. Suddenly steps are distinctly heard. The woman | ooks
up at Sal tears straining down her cheeks.

YOUNG WOVAN:
He’ s coming, that horribl e nmask.
He’s coming to kill us all

Sal turns. The steps grow | ouder. Sal eyes the door. The
handl e begins to turn. Sal quickly hides behind his desk in
terror. The door opens. Sal glances at the door. The frane
bl ocks the line of sight. Suddenly a clawed hand cl utches

t he edge. The young wonan begins to cry out.
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YOUNG WOVAN:
No! Pl ease! Please! Help ne! Please
Sir he’s comng to kill ne!

Footsteps are heard by the quick flutter of a cloak. The
Young Worman screanms but is cut off. Now the footsteps cone
closer and closer to where Sal is. He perspires. Sal hears
the claws dig into the desk. He grabs an enpty w ne bottle,
braces hinself then | eaps up shouting.

No one is in the room Sal is freaking out. He grabs the
manuscri pt and his keys and rushes for the door.

CUT TG | NT. DOOR-VWAY. N GHT.

Sal cones to the door but and is surprised to see it is
cl osed, |ocked shut. He struggles to get it open.

DOCTOR HARGRAVE:
Where do you think you' re going old
boy?

Sal turns. The Doctor is down the hall bl ood covering half
his face. Thunder cl ap.

SAL:
Leave nme al one!

DOCTOR HARGRAVE:
I’mafraid | can’t do that lad, its
| ate and you need your rest.

The Doctor advances. Sal struggles to get the door open.
DOCTOR HARGRAVE:
It will all be over soon, just a
nice little nap!

Sal whirls around and swings the enpty bottle. It crashes

against the wall. He is alone. Sal begins to sob in fear.
SAL:
Qut. | need to get out.

Suddenly he hears the sane dreaded footsteps. Bolting in
fear he sprints up the stairs. The footsteps follow him 1In
a panic he runs into the first roomhe sees and cl oses the
door behind him Holding his breath he listens. The
footsteps cone to the door. He hears the claw rake agai nst
the door, and then the footsteps pass on into silence.

Sal lets out a sigh. Suddenly sobbing his heard. He whirls

around to see the Young Whnan bent over in a corner with her
back to him She cannot contain her sobbing.
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SAL:
Shhhhh. .. Please Mss don't make
any noi se.

She continues to weep nore | oudly.

SAL:
Shhhh! Be quiet! It'Il hear-

Foot steps are heard comng fast. Sal runs over to the wonan
and tries to console her but she won’'t |let himsee her face.

SAL:
Pl ease M ss! Shut Up!

The footsteps are louder. CQawing is heard at the door. Sa
i s shouting now.

SAL:
For the | ove of God Shut -

He forces her to look at him But instead of the Young
Wnman's face it is the face of Grow. It screams in her
vVoi ce.

Sal is knocked back. He scranbles to the door but it is
| ocked. He turns to face Crow. Crow now stands, dressed in
his black attire. He edges slowy toward Sal.

SAL:
Pl ease. Pl ease | beg of you.

Thunder clap. Lightning flashes. Crow edges forward. A bl ack
cl awed hand reaches toward Sal

SAL:
| didn’t nmean to do it! | didn't
nmean to! Pl ease spare ne!

Crow raises his arns ready to strike. Sal |ooks about. He
sees another door with a balcony on it. He rushes forward
and with a terrified cry |leaps off.

CUT TO EXT. HOUSE. DAY.

RI LEY, a young hom ci de detective, walks in on a crine
scene. His veteran partner JAM SON i s | ooki ng under a tarp.
Ril ey wal ks over to him

RI LEY:
What’s the story?
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JAM SON:
One guy dead in the house,
poi soned. This one seened to trash
the place and then commtted
sui ci de by junping off the bal cony.

Rl LEY:
Sone wacko killed the homeowner and
proceeded to off hinsel f?

JAM SON:
No. This is the Homeowner.

RI LEY:
Vell 1’1l be... Don’t see that
everyday. Quy nust’ve had sone rea
denons.

JAM SON:

VWho are we but slaves to tine and
the nonsters that determ ne how
much is given to us?

They wap up the crinme scene. The canera pans over to the
Manuscri pt on the ground not far away from Sal’s body,
titled: Angel In The Dark. Creepy nusic plays out.

FADE TO BLACK.
End. Roll Credits.
CUT TO | NT. PUBLI SHI NG OFFI CE. DAY
M5. MAPLES pl ants the manuscript down on the table.
M5. MAPLES:
Vell | nmust say once again you fai
to di sappoi nt ne.
DORI AN CRON (O S.):

Well | guess its all in the taste
of the audi ence.

MS. MAPLES:
Well, they are going to eat this
up. | think we may have anot her

best-sell er on your hands. How do
you do it?

The canera reveal s DORI AN CRON Fanmous Renowned Thrill er
Aut hor and coincidentally the sane actor as M| an Baxter.
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They bot h

Dori an exi

DORI AN CROW
| have ny own denons Ms. Mapl es,
Putting theminto witing hel ps ne
control them

stand up and shake hands.

M5. MAPLES:
Vell | certainly hope you fare
better than your characters.

DORI AN CROW
We all neet the sane fate. Its just
a matter of how we go about it.

M5. MAPLES:
|1l get this to publishing right
away, take care of yourself Dorian

DORI AN CROW
Take care, Katherine.

ts. FADE TO BLACK

16.



