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EXT. OLD COUNTRY HOUSE - NIGHT

The camera opens to an old country house. The exterior is
worn, the yard unkempt, and a soft light shining out of a
window. If you listen closely, it sounds like someone is
whispering.

INT. OLD COUNTRY HOUSE - NIGHT

>—the ox.. The walls are -lined with
framed photographs, the tops of which are collecting dust. A
large grandfather clock ticks steadily in the background.

The camera zooms in on a pair of frail hands lighting a
match. The hand and match move shakily to the wick of
candle. We zoom out and see candle is place on an small
altar-like structure, complete with a photograph of a three-
person family, and an old torn watch. Camera—=zocoms—in-on—the

fiame on the—vcvandle- A soft whisper is heard in the
background.
CUT TO:

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

A top down view of a man restlessly turning in bed. We get a
glimpse of the man's face, later to be known as SAMUEL.

CUT TO:
INT. SAMUEL'’S CAR - COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT

The camera shows Samuel’s car driving through the winding,
empty country road. He glances at his rearview mirror, as if
something might be following him.

He finally pulls up to the old country house, turaingoff
the—engire—and sitting in silence for a moment before
getting out.

CUT TO:
INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

MARGARET, a woman in her 60s, sits at the kitchen table,
staring into the steam rising from her tea. Her face is
worn, tired, and weathered. Her-movements are slow-and
methedieal. Her fingers lightly trace the rim of the mug.
The candle is still burning in the background, but
considerably shorter than it was previously.

Suddenly, the sound of a key rattling in the front door lock
echoes—threughout—the—guiet—house. ‘MHIQETE?ﬁ?ﬂMﬁ%%{MﬂiﬁFﬁP,
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The lock is still rattding;—and-after a fow-moments, we hear
a key turn, and the door creaks open. SAMUEL, matching the
picture on the altar and the man we prev1ously saw, stands
in the doorway.

ThreyStareat—each—eother;—both—shocked—Neithersays—a-word.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Ma;gafe%—epens—hef—mnuth7—as—i£_ta_say—seme%hiﬁgT—bu%—the
words—aever Cone.

SAMUEL
Mom?

Margaret swallows hard, her eyes start welling up—but—nro
tears—£all. :

SAMUEL
I didn't know if you would still be
here.

MARGARET

Where else would I go?

] + ] . ] . e —oaded- ]
g%ances‘arounu, tan¢ng Im the—housethatts—barety—changed

Cobwebs cover every corner,
and the furniture is practically falling apart. Samuel runs
his hand on the back of a chair, but inspects the dust on
his fingers.

SAMUEL
It's ... just like I remember

Margaret—gives a shtight—sned,—unsure—what to say next. Shels
gaz;ng—eff—iﬁte—the—&tstaﬁee——ﬂe%—mak&ﬁg—eye—eentaet—w;th

MARGARET
It didn't think you would come
back.
(distantly)

3 1 _hich isn! . :

SAMUEL
Neither did I. But...
(he cuts himself off)

MARGARET
Tea?



INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

-thedim light
casting Iong

Samuel sits in an armchair by the window, staring out into
the darkness beyond. Margaret stands in the adjacent
kitchen, slowly moving and fixing 4 cup of tea.

feets—uneasy - shaking his leg, and picking his nails.

MARGARET
I kept the room the same. (she
hesitates, almost as i1f regretting
it) Your room. Just... in case. In
case you ever wanted to come back.
You could stay there, tonight?
Maybe?

SAMUEL
You didn't have to.

The clock ticks,
Margaret avoids his gaze, looking instead to the small
altar. Samuel notices it too. The candle is flickering

rapidly, ewen though—there—de—very little-bresze I —the
house h

Samupelle—expression-goftens; a Mixture—of—sadness—and
cenfusion crossing iz Tacte—He—hesitates—before—speaking.
SAMUEL
I had a dream about him. Last

night. Felt so real, like he was..
here.

to-her gtoic gaze.
- 'MARGARET

(defeated)
He is.

Samuellooks—at—irer——confused—and—then—chuckies.



SAMUEL
Yeah, Mom. I know. He's here in
spirt, or whatever.

SAMUEL
Mom, he’s gone. It’s been years. I
mean.. you know that, don’t you?

et’s expression hardens slightly, her -hand—eluwtehing
her-own-teacup—tighedsys :

MARGARET
(Coldly)
Maybe that’s easy for you to say.
You left. You— you had somewhere to
go.

Samuets—face—tightens:

SAMUEL
You just.. you shut down. It was
like you weren’t even there
anymore.

Margaret’s eyes flicker, the—himt—ef-a tear forming.—She
tooks—away, her gaze settllng on the altar.

A creak sounds from the corner of the room, falnt but
distinct. M : ¢ E :

e - SAMUEL .
You think I didn’t care? I did,
Mom. I still do. But I couldn’t
just..’ stay -and watch you bury
yourself in all this:

MARGARET
(slowly, almost
whispering)
You don't understand... it wasn’t
like I wanted to... It's just, I
couldn’t—I... I needed him,.

Another creak sounds, this time from the staircase, sharper
and closer. Margaret glances upward, her face tense. Samuel
looks at her, starting to pick up on the tension.

SAMUEL
(trying to reach her)
Mom, you have to let this go.
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Ma;ga;et gives him a cold res1qned look, hergexp¥essiﬁﬁ*one

SAMUEL
But, Mom, living like this.. This
place is barely holding together.

MARGARET
Then go. If that’s what you want.
I.. won't stop you.

Samuel stares at her, taken aback by her response. It’s as
if all fight, all resistance, has drained out of her.
There’s no plea in her eyes, no attempt to hold hlm
back—only a chilling calmness

SAMUEL
(almost hurt) That’'s it? You don’t )
even care? I mean I came because
I..I felt somethlng Something was

off. But ...
He  locks at her pleadingly.
SAMUEL
(softly)

But nothing ever changes with you.

Just—Ehern; another creak echoes through the house, louder
this time, coming from directly above. Samuel freezes,
looking toward the staircase.

SAMUEL
(frowning) What was that?

MARGARET
Its the house...0ld houses make
noises.

Samuel starts walking towards the staircase.

SAMUEL
Mom, what's going on with you?



MARGARET
You wanted to leave, Samuel. Go
ahead. Leave.
(softly)
Please.

TS he him, refusing to meet his gaze.
Samuel’s frustration morphs into something else—a creeping
unease, a sense that something is deeply wrong.

Another creak sounds from above, louder, almost insistent.

INT. STAIRCASE - NIGHT

Samuel pulls away from Margaret and starts up the stairs,
his footsteps heavy. Margaret stays frozen at the bottom,
back still turned. Camera turns to her face, and we see her
eyes wide, almost paralyzed by fear.

MARGARET
Please, Samuel. Don’t. Please

But Samuel isn’t listening anymore. He's halfway up the
stairs, He reaches the top of the staircase and looks down
the dim hallway. The door at the end is slightly ajar. He
moves toward it, cautiously. Margaret stumbles up the stairs
behind him.

MARGARET
Samuel, don’t go in there!

Her woice—is—detiant for the Iirst—time. It's almost as if
o . 3 b

SAMUEL
(Almost to himself.)
What are you hiding?

He pushes the door open and steps inside.
INT. UPPER BEDROOM - NIGHT

The room is dark except for a sliver of moonlight filtering
in through the curtains. The air is thick, almost stifling.
In the center of the room stands a large wardrobe, its door
slightly ajar.

Samuel hesitates, then approaches the wardrobe, his hand
reaching out to open it. Behind him, Margaret stands in the
doorway, shaking her head.



MARGARET
Please, Samuel. Please.

Samuel pulls the wardrobe door open. Inside is... nothing.
Just old coats and moth-eaten blankets. He exhales, half
relieved, half confused.

SAMUEL
(Turning to Margaret.)
What is all this?

But Margaret’s eyes are fixed on the wardrobe, her face pale
as a ghost. She doesn’t respond. She can’t. Samuel looks at
her, then back to the wardrobe, as if he’s missed something.

He steps closer again, loocking deeper inside. Suddenly, a

distant whisper echoes through the room—just faint enough to

make him question if he heard it.

He freezes.

Margaret backs away, slowly retreating into the hallway.
SAMUEL

(Whispering.) What is
that?

The whisper—grews—touder;more dL
Someocre—uRsSeen.

VOICE (0.S.)
(Faintly.) Samuel...

Samuel's eyes widen in shock. He spins around, looking into
the wardrobe again. Empty. Yet the whisper continues, faint
but persistent.

VOICE (0.S.)
(Whispering.) You came
back...

Samuel stares at the wardrobe, breathing heavily. His mind
races, trying to make sense of what he’s hearing.

suddenly, the whisper stops. Silenee—AbsolTUte Stiemce:

Samuel turns, running out of the room. As he reaches the
hallway, he hears something again. It's a low, deep creaking
sound, not from the wardrobe, but from within the house
itself.



SAMUEL -
(Panting, turning to
Margaret) What was that?
What did you do?

there,

MARGARET
You hear it, don't you.

SAMUEL
(fighting it) I hear
something. But it’s..
it’s not real.

MARGARET
Samuel. (pause) It’'s real.

She—teooks—at—him—defeatedT™

MARGARET
It’s real. Real enough to make you
feel like..(she trails off,
struggling to find words)
Samuel, it’s... strong enough to
keep you if you let it.

VOICE (0.S.)
I need you, Samuel...

g almosTtT

Samuel’s expression softens, and he reaches out to the
emptiness, as if caught in its pull.

MARGARET
No Samuel. I-I couldn’t let go. I
couldn’t lose him too, not after
everything. (pause) I thought I
could keep it. But it doesn’t leave
you.

SAMUEL
(whispering)
Mom, what are you saying?

VOICE
(in a soft, needy whisper) Stay,
Samuel... please...




GO

Margaret'’s expression becomes almost panicked, realizing
Samuel is slipping into.the same pull that’'s trapped her.

SAMUEL
(breathing harder, torn)
You can't stay here,
Mom. Please. C'mon,
let's, let's go.

MARGARET
Samuel, look at me. (urgent) Don’t
get caught here like I did.
...(she struggles)

VOICE (0.S.)
(sweetly coaxing)Come
back, Samuel..

Samuel takes a step forward, drawn by the voice. But—his
motherles—werds—holdhimback.

MARGARET
(pleading)Please, Samuel.
Go.
He—I60Kks at her;—a—final-moment—ofTUnderstanding dawning
—between—then.
SAMUEL

(in disbelief) You're as
much a part of it as it
is of you.

Margaret"‘ﬁs**her—faﬁ‘—éontorted in shame, her eyes

pleading—with-him to-understand —The volcve grows—faintly

desperate.

VOICE (0.S.)
(whispering)Don’'t leave
us, Samuel..

Samuel walks slowly out the bedroom, and down to the foyer.
Margaret stares into the empty bedroom, and slowly turns to
follow him.

She walks down, and stand halfway up the staircase. Samuel
has his hand on the doorknob, and looks back up at her,
distraught.

Margaret takes a slow step down.
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MARGARET
I just wanted him back, but it.. it
took everything

Samuel turns back to the door, gra i

hag—to-make. Suddenly, the house creaks, larger than ever
before. The walls hum with an unseen force, and the shadows
seem to shift as if they are their own. Margaret'’s eyes
widen, but she doesn’t move. She is no longer the mother
Samuel knew—no longer a woman in control of herself.

The camera shifts, and for a brief moment, we see the
shadows in the corners of the room twist into indistinct
shapes, almost like they’re reaching out. The temperature
drops, the atmosphere thick with a suffocating presence.

Samuel stares in diblieef, unable to tkae his eyes away from
his mother, but his knuckles growing white around the
doorknob.

The shapes start reaching toward Samuel, and he can't move.

FADE TO:

Camera zooms in on the candle, flickering, about to go
out...

CUT TO BLACK






