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| NT. ALI CE'S BEDROOM - DAY

Wnd vents through the open window. There are red satin

ri bbons attached to it; it gives it a hazy, w ndy day sort
of sensation as they waver | ackadaisically back and

forth. Birds chirp. W can hear kitchen sounds nearby:
sonmeone is brewing a pot of coffee. ALICE, a 20-sonething
in bold black and red cl othes, rushes around her bedroom
trying to get things together, shoving theminto her bag

W t hout paying nuch mnd to what they are. W see snatches
of her room here and there and there is sonethi ng macabre
about it, but neither Alice nor the canmera really dwells on
it. Wth a worried ook at the clock we can see that Alice
is always the type to wake up about 15 m nutes before she
has to be soneplace 20 m nutes away and, as such, cannot
remenber a nonent in her |ife when she wasn’'t in a

hurry. It nust have happened, sone tine, |ong ago, but the
point is that she can't renenber it.

She grabs a knife--not quite a switchblade but close, as a
matter of fact the sane knife the Joker uses in The Dark
Kni ght - -whi ch she keeps next to sonme Joker cards she has,
framed el egantly and carefully. She hits the button on the
handl e. The bl ade cones out quickly and snoothly. She
stal ks out of her roomand into the kitchen.

CUT TGO

INT. - ALICE & EM S KI TCHEN - DAY

A huge knife cones at us. There’s nothing else to | ook

at. It is only the knife, plunging forbiddingly toward
sonet hing. The edges of the blade don't really | ook that
sharp and yet sonehow the thing still |ooks frightening even
though in the end it’s not a particularly great knife. It’s
om nous to watch

Then we see the knife neet its mate--an apple, bright green,
the kind that |ooks so ridiculously tart it couldn't

possi bly be actually eaten. Then we see Alice trying to cut
the thing with her substandard sw tchblade, but it’s too
much of a pain in the ass with that particular knife so she
decides to throwin the towl. She crudely spears the apple
several tinmes, taking out sonme weird kind of fruit-induced
rage. She |eaves the knife on the kitchen counter as she
noves about the kitchen.

It turns out Alice is not the one brewing the coffee. Turns
out it’s her roommate EM a 20-sonething girl you m ght
expect to be extrenely nice and constantly dress in pinks
and fem nine tones. Wen Emwal ks in the roomand toward
the coffee, they greet each other wth head nods and

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

gestures nore than with words; Em seens nore rel axed,
probably because she has nore tine than Alice does before
she has to | eave.

Al this time Alice is cooking a frozen waffle in the

m crowave, which she grabs in a hurry and stuffs in her
mout h so both her hands are free as she waves goodbye and
attenpts a nuffled farewell to Em and departs.

CUT TO

EXT. - ALICE & EM S DRI VEWAY - DAY

Alice hurries out the front door and to her bicycle, which
she doesn’t ride particularly well but tries. She has a
brief conflict where she tries to decide whether to ditch
the waffle or ditch the bike; she forfeits the waffle sadly,
junps of f the bike, and takes off down the road with sone
difficulty, wobbling and wavering uncertainly. She grows
smal l er and snmaller as she noves further and further away,
until we can’t even really see her anynore.

FADE TO

EXT. - ALICE & EM S DRI VEVWAY - N GHT

Alice is riding her bicycle hone in the dusk. There isn't
real ly anybody el se on the road; the silence is al npst

post - apocal yptic. A dog barks somewhere. There is one
PASSERBY, but Alice isn't really interested so she doesn’t
get a good look at him She sees a red ribbon |ike the ones
on her wi ndow wave in his hand; she turns around to get a

| ook but it’s too late, and he’s al ready rounding the

cor ner.

Alice arrives in the sanme way that she |eft, | ooking
sonmewhat nore exhausted. She slowy parks her bike outside
the house; the porch light is already on and the front door
is open. Through the wi ndows we can see signs of life;
lights on, the glow of a TV set.

CUT TO

I NT. - ALICE' S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Emis sprawl ed out awkwardly on the rug in the mddle of the
room dead. Blood drips fromher onto the rug; this is the
only notion we see, and the only sound we can really hear
very well above the whir of the ceiling fan. Qutside cars
pass and even a couple of birds chirp, bizarre considering

t he hour as we | ook around the room
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CONTI NUED: 3.

For sone reason something seens wong with this picture. Em
doesn’t look as if she really bel ongs here; her |ighter
clothes and fem nine | ook contrast sharply with the darker
and deeper tones of the room heavy burgundies and crisp

bl acks, alnost |ike blood in and of itself.

As we | ook around we see the relics of some terrible
crime--blood staining the walls in all kinds of patterns,
red yarn tracing the source of the spatter. It alnost |ooks
like a crime scene until we zoomout and see what it really
i s--bizarre decor, red paint-spatter on canvas, a Dexter
poster to match it, the adoration of a darker and strangely
hunor ous thene that al nost anpbunts to Dexter

idolatry. There are Joker cards franed around her room and
a Hanni bal poster.

All the while there are footsteps approachi ng as ALI CE nakes
her way through the house--the door opens and she calls out
a greeting, weaving around various objects bl ocking her path
to her room W see her walk in and out of sight as she
circles a counter blocking the direct path to her bedroom
fromthe front door

Em just does not |look |ike the kind of girl who would

i doli ze Dexter, her heels and pink shirt and skirt

flowi ng...no, as we | ook back and forth, we see this girl
doesn’t really belong here at all

INT. - ALICE & EM S KI TCHEN - NI GHT

Emisn’'t anywhere to be found. Alice doesn't really suspect
anything wong is afoot until she finds a Joker card, one we
saw at the beginning in a frane, on the floor. |It’s

bi zarre; who took it out? How did it get here? She picks
it up and gives it a weird gl ance, feeling suddenly

suspi cious. Wthout really |ooking she puts her hand where
she recalls leaving the knife earlier, but it isn't

there. She approaches her roomw th grow ng confusi on.

| NT. - ALICE S BEDROOM - NI GHT
Enter Alice.

At first Alice doesn’'t notice. She drops her bag on the

fl oor and her keys on the table she keeps by the door and
flips the light switch. Finally she sees Emand, in shock,
drops the only other thing she was carrying--her battered
copy of Dearly Devoted Dexter. Just |ike her room she is
wearing a bolder red and bl ack, a coat and boots, | ooking
nore |like she’s preparing herself to slay vanpires than
study. Yes, this is definitely where Alice belongs, and so
why i s soneone el se dead in her bedroon?
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CONTI NUED: 4.

Petrified, Alice can't really figure out howto react. She
waits for her heart to re-adjust and go back to its norma
speed and as the imredi ate terror subsides she starts to

| ook nore curious than concerned. She kneels to the ground
and exam nes Emclosely in sone kind of wonder. On the top
of her chest is the swtchblade fromthe beginning with a
red ribbon tied around it: soneone has left this here as a
gift. There is a note witten on the other side of the
Joker card she has picked up: "For You."

Alice puts her hand over her |ips, rubbing and tapping them
anxiously as she tries to put sonething together, trying to
deci de what to feel. She checks Emfor any signs of life;
no breath, no pulse, and her hand falls to the ground like a
stone. She picks up the knife and turns it over.

Finally, it clicks. For sone reason, despite all the
various enotions Alice can't seemto prioritize, this
excites her. It makes her giddy. Sonmeone has left this
here for her as part of sone dark gane, and she wants to

pl ay.

She stands up holding the knife. There's just a bit of
blood on it. She’'s plastering fingerprints all over it and
she doesn’'t care.

Cl ose-up on the red ribbon. Then,

CUT TO BLACK



