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FADE IN:

1 EXT. WOODED ROAD - AFTERNOON 1

TODD FREDERICK (44), a drifter with a backpack, is walking

along a wooded road and passes a sign.

CLOSE ON:

Havensburg 20 miles

A low rumble of thunder is heard. Soon heavy drops of rain

began to fall.

CUTS TO:

2 EXT. RESIDENTIAL DRIVEWAY - AFTERNOON 2

A late 1970’s black Mercedes is in a driveway.

MRS. WILLIAMSON, (79) is having trouble starting her car.

Rain drops hit her windshield.

3 INT. CAR - DRIVER’S SEAT - CONTINUOUS 3

Mrs. Williamson repeatedly turns the key, but nothing

happens.

4 INT. CAR DASHBOARD - CONTINUOUS 4

The battery light is on.

5 INT. CAR - LOOKING THROUGH WINDSHIELD - CONTINUOUS 5

Todd walks toward the car.

A buzzing of cicadas fills the air.

CUTS TO:

6 EXT. RESIDENTIAL DRIVEWAY - AFTERNOON (LATER) 6

Todd pulls Mrs. Williamson’s lifeless body out of the

driver’s seat.

He drags her body around the car.
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7 EXT. LOOKING DOWN A HILL - AFTERNOON 7

Todd DRAGS the woman to the side of the road and ROLLS her

body down rocky stream at the bottom of the hill. More

thunder.

A big flash of lightning fills the entire screen with

blinding light.

CUTS TO:

8 EXT. COLONIAL STYLE HOUSE - DUSK 8

Todd walks up the driveway towards a large COLONIAL STYLE

HOUSE. His jean jacket is soaked. His wet longish hair is

slicked back.

He approaches the front door, finds it locked and begins

looking for the key in possible hidden places.

Todd finds a fake rock holding a key in a potted plant and

unlocks the door.

Suddenly a black CAT comes out of nowhere and runs inside.

TODD

(looking at the cat)

Okay.

Todd follows the cat inside and closes the door.

9 INT. FORMAL LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 9

Todd cuts a lamp on, removes his WET JACKET, hangs it on a

nearby chair to dry and walks out of the room.

Booted footsteps continue down the hardwood flooring in the

hallway followed by the sound of a refrigerator door opening

and a glass filling with ice cubes.

Todd walks back into the living room, looks out the window

and takes a long drink.

TODD

Ah! Now that is some good tea.

Todd looks at the cat who is sitting nearby cleaning its

fur.

TODD

Mrs. Williamson could always make a

good glass of tea.

Heavy drops of rain hit the living room window.
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TODD

God damn rain!

An alarm on from Todd’s digital watch goes off with a

high-pitched beep.

CLOSE ON:

Watch showing 10:15 pm

Todd cuts off the alarm.

TODD

Crap. I better get to work.

Setting his drink down on a side table, Todd leaves the

living room again.

10 INT. FORMAL LIVING ROOM - NIGHT (LATER) 10

CLOSE ON

A clock on the wall reading 1:15 am

Todd walks back into the room carrying a pillowcase full of

stuff.

He dumps the contents out on a couch and picks up a

necklace.

11 EXT. FORMAL LIVING ROOM WINDOW - NIGHT 11

Todd examines the necklace.

12 INT. FORMAL LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 12

The cat jumps up into a chair near the living room window.

It stares at Todd and lets out a big drawn out yawn.

On the floor in front of the chair where the cat was

sleeping is the recent edition of the local town newspaper.

CLOSE ON:

The newspaper with the prominent headline HAVENSBURG HOMES

BEING ROBBED

Todd pats the front of his shirt and pants pockets.

He looks inside his wet jacket and takes out a pack of

CIGARETTES.

Todd takes out a cigarette.
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CAT (V.O)

I wouldn’t smoke in here. That is

kind of rude don’t you think?

Todd looks at the chair where the cat is sitting.

NOTE: From this point forward, unless noted, the CAT will be

played by a male or female person.

CAT

Well?

CAT

Why don’t you go ahead, take the

jewels and just leave?

TODD

Okay. Now I know I’m losing it.

There is no way I’m talking to a

god damn cat.

CAT

Why not?

Todd puts the cigarette back into the pack and tosses it on

the couch.

TODD

Crap. I am insane. I should have

never let you inside this house.

CAT

That’s two questions I’m waiting on

answers for.

TODD

Okay. I’ll roll with this. A

talking cat. Why not.

Todd points outside the window.

TODD

Look. I would happily leave if the

old lady’s battery had not died. So

for now, I’m stuck in her house

until this storm lets up.

CAT

Makes sense. Now my second

question.
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TODD

What ques... oh. Unless I’m Doctor

Doolittle, there’s no way I can be

having a conversation with a cat,

because cats can’t talk. So for the

time being, I’m giving into my

stressed out brain and accepting

it.

CAT

Good. What is your name?

TODD

My name? Todd. What’s yours?

The cat shows its neck and shakes its head, jangling the

collar tag. Todd looks at the tag.

TODD

Fluffy? A talking cat named Fluffy.

CAT

What’s wrong with that?

TODD

Nothing.

CAT

So when is the old lady getting

home?

TODD

Um. She’s not coming home.

Todd picks up the pillowcase with jewelry from the couch and

shakes it.

TODD

Hence the jewelry I collected.

CAT

You know I should be upset with

you, but I’m not.

The cat jumps up from the chair, goes to the window sill,

leans against it and stares outside. It starts cleaning

behind its ears, looking at its fingernails from time to

time.

CAT

You knew the lady didn’t you?
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TODD

Um... yes. I grew up right down the

road. I use to come over when I was

a kid and take care of her plants

when she went away. I didn’t know

she liked animals. She never had a

pet when I knew her.

CAT

How nice of you. Well not anymore.

The cat looks over at some framed photos on a nearby writing

desk. One of the pictures shows a group of smiling kids at a

party.

CAT

Hey. Isn’t that you in that photo?

Todd looks and sees his 7-year-old self with friends he has

not seen in a long time.

TODD

(surprised)

Yes. It is Lucy’s birthday party.

CAT

Lucy? Lucy is?

TODD

Mrs. Williamson’s daughter. We use

to play together.

CAT

What brings you back into town

besides visiting an old friend?

Todd scowls at the cat and looks at the bag of jewelry. He

picks up his glass of tea and takes a drink.

TODD

Hard times. I’ve lost everything.

CAT

So has Mrs. Williamson.

TODD

Please. She lived long enough. No

one is going to miss her.

CAT

I’ll miss her. She gave me food.

Rubbed my head now and again. She

was nice to me.
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A rotary phone at a writing desk interrupts the two with a

loud ring. It rings and rings.

CAT

You going to get that?

The cat holds out its paws trying to get its point across.

TODD

No.

CAT

Think of it this way. If you don’t

answer it and the person on the

other end knows Mrs. Williamson,

they might come looking for her on

account she is elderly and all.

Todd stares at the cat still no believing he is having a

conversation with a feline named Fluffy.

CAT

Now since you are planning to leave

soon anyway, you could answer it

and just make something up. If it

is someone who knows the old lady,

you’ll be long gone by the time

they get here.

We focus on the phone which continues to ring and seems to

be getting louder.

Todd sighs and picks up the phone.

TODD

Hello?

VOICE ON PHONE

(deep male voice)

Good evening sir and

congratulations. Your

accommodations are just about

ready.

TODD

Excuse me?

CAT

(looking out the window)

I just saw something.

The cat looks at Todd.
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TODD

(holding his hand over the

phone mouth piece)

What?

CAT

I just saw something. Outside.

Todd looks outside and puts the phone receiver back to his

ear.

TODD

Look. I don’t know who you are, but

you have the wrong number.

Todd just hears a dial tone on the other end of the line. He

hangs up and looks outside again.

CAT

You see it too?

TODD

I can’t see shit!

CAT

Turn off the light.

TODD

What?

CAT

(speaking slower)

Turn off the light.

The rain is coming down hard. Todd still can’t see anything

so he squints.

Todd puts his face close to the glass. Lightning flashes and

then he sees what the cat saw.

13 EXT. COLONIAL STYLE HOUSE - NIGHT 13

Way off in the distance from the house standing perfectly

still is a silhouetted FIGURE staring at the house.

14 INT. FORMAL LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 14

Todd gets closer to the window and cups both his hands

around his face in order to get a better look.

TODD

What the fuck?
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15 EXT. COLONIAL STYLE HOUSE - NIGHT 15

Lightning flashes and illuminates a wet, tattered figure

staring at the house.

16 INT. FORMAL LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 16

TODD

Who the fuck is that?

Still looking at Todd, the cat takes a deep breath.

CAT

I bet it’s her.

The cat walks back over to the chair and sits.

TODD

Who is her?

The cat scratches behind its right ear.

CAT

You know. The old lady.

TODD

It can’t be. I don’t believe it.

CAT

You better believe it buddy. The

world’s coming to an end. The

fourth world is about over and the

universe is aligning.

Todd looks at the cat confused.

CAT

Before all this crap comes to a

close, you and the old lady should

really sit down and catch up.

TODD

I’m not following you.

CAT

Discuss the old times. Talk about

Lucy. How is Lucy by the way?

Todd’s eye grow wide and he stares at the cat.

TODD

What are you referring to cat?
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CAT

Lucy. How is sweet Lucy?

FLASHBACK TO:

17 EXT. WOODED CREEK - AFTERNOON 17

A kid’s birthday party (ages 7 through 10) is in full swing

in the backyard at the Williamson house.

The buzzing of cicadas fills the air.

A picnic table is set up with party favors, plates and cups

in preparation for the eventually birthday cake.

Parents converse with each other over adult beverages.

Some of the kids are sitting on a hill looking down at a

creek. A few are throwing rocks and sticks into the water.

LUCY (8) is watching TODD (9).

TODD

(picks up a big rock)

You want to see a big splash? Watch

this.

Todd throws the rock he is holding using both hands. The

rock clears the hill and splashes into the water.

LUCY

I can do better than that.

TODD

Let’s see it.

Lucy picks up a rock and tosses it. The rock bounces down

the hill and rolls into the water.

TODD

Ha ha. Girls can’t throw.

LUCY

Can!

Todd kicks the dirt looking for another rock.

TODD

Whatever.

Lucy sees a bigger rock than the one Todd threw at the edge

of the hill. She attempts to pick it up and her foot slips.

Todd turns around. He doesn’t see Lucy.
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LUCY (O.S.)

(screaming)

Help!

The cicadas’ buzzing grows louder.

Todd runs to the edge of the hill and he sees Lucy flailing

in the deep creek water. The other children join Todd at the

top of the hill.

TODD

(looking at his friends)

Go get help! Now!

The children run to get help leaving Todd by himself.

Todd climbs down to the creeks edge, finds a large tree limb

and picks it up.

The cicadas’ buzzing gets even louder. Todd stops and

listens to the insects.

LUCY

Todd please! I can’t... get... out!

Todd looks at his friend and drops the tree limb. Lucy’s

head goes under the water.

The cicadas stop buzzing.

There is nothing but silence now.

MR. WILLIAMSON approaches.

MR. WILLIAMSON (O.S.)

LUCY!

Todd looks up the hill and sees Lucy parents and the rest of

the party guests. Mr. Williamson scrambles down the hill.

MRS. WILLIAMSON

(hands grabbing her hair)

OH MY GOD! FIND HER MICHAEL. FIND

MY BABY!

Mr. Williamson jumps into the creek.

Todd just stands and watches.

BACK TO PRESENT



12.

18 INT. FORMAL LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 18

TODD

(staring outside)

What should I do?

CAT

You’re asking me for advice? Didn’t

you just say to me cats can’t talk?

How can a nonexistent talking cat

give advice?

TODD

Fuck you.

CAT

If you’re not going to be nice,

don’t bother me. Figure things out

for yourself.

TODD

Figure out what?

Todd turns his back to the window and looks at the cat.

Lightning reveals the figure now standing next to the

window.

Todd turns back to the window. Almost on cue, there’s

another flash of lightning and he sees the wet and dirty

figure looking inside.

TODD

Holy shit!

The figure is Mrs. Williamson. Her clothes are soaked with

rain and stained with blood. Her hair, stringy and dirty, is

half hiding her face. Her left arm is dangling broken and

loose from the socket with bone sticking outside of the

forearm.

Lightning flashes again. She raises he right arm and extends

the palm of her hand.

Lightning flashes again. Mrs. Williamson’s mouth is open

wide, almost as big as a snake and she screams.

WOMAN

(loud scratchy voice)

Toooodddd! Let me in!
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19 EXT. COLONIAL STYLE HOUSE - NIGHT 19

Todd looks out of the window in horror at Mrs. Williamson.

20 INT. FORMAL LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 20

Todd backs away from the window.

TODD

Mrs. Williamson?

He runs his hand through his hair. Several strands of hair

become loose.

Todd looks at the loose hair in his fingers.

TODD

Holy shit! What’s happening to me?

Todd quickly closes the window curtains. He waits a few

moments and pulls back the curtain to look outside again.

Mrs. Williamson is gone.

TODD

Good god.

Todd sits down on the couch opposite from the window. The

cat moves from his chair, sits beside Todd and stares at him

a bit before talking.

CAT

You are the key to this Toddy boy.

TODD

Huh? What the fuck? You... you said

the world’s coming to an end. The

fourth world is about over. The

universe is aligning. What does

that mean? Now, you’re saying I’m a

key?

CAT

(laughing)

I was just pulling your leg kid.

It’s not the end of the world. The

fourth world? The universe

aligning? That’s funny. Right?

The phone rings startling Todd. Todd looks at the cat.

CAT

Don’t look at me. I can’t answer

it. Remember?
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The cat holds up a hand.

CAT

Paws?

Todd gets up and answers the phone.

TODD

Hello!

Todd hears the voice of thick ACCENTED MAN.

ACCENTED MAN

(concerned)

Mr. Frederick. It seems we got

disconnected the last time. I just

want you to know that your

accommodations are now ready.

Everything is taken care of.

TODD

How do you know my name? What

accommodations? What is going on?

ACCENTED MAN

I’m sorry sir. It will all be

explained very soon.

The phone connection ends.

Todd hangs up the phone. His breathing is quickened. His

forehead sweaty.

He picks up the cigarette pack, takes one out, lights it and

inhales deeply. The cat looks at Todd and the cigarette.

TODD

(looking at the cat)

Don’t say anything.

NOTE: The cat, an animal again, pounces on Todd’s left thigh

and digs his front claws deep into his flesh.

TODD

GODDAMN!

Todd screams and jumps up pushing the cat to the floor.

The woman outside has now moved to the front door.

The doorknob moves back and forth. A slow steady pounding

begins.

NOTE: The cat has become a person once again.
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CAT

Answer the door Todd. Go ahead. Let

her in. It’ll be okay.

Todd takes another drag off his cigarette and puts it out in

a plant beside the window. He opens the curtain and looks

outside.

TODD

I don’t see anybody. There’s nobody

outside. There can’t be. That’s the

fucking wind moving the door.

Talking cats. Walking corpses. This

all ain’t real!

The doorknob moves some more. Scratching is heard.

CAT

Let her in Todd.

TODD

Fuck that! I’m not letting her in

here! She’s dead! That old woman is

dead and I personally made sure it.

CAT

Well, I guess she decided

differently.

The pounding stops. The sound of a key going into the lock

is heard and the door opens.

The battered figure of Mrs. Williamson shuffles inside. At

that same moment, cicadas start buzzing and the phone rings

again and again and again.

TODD

(grabbing his head with both

hands)

THIS IS NOT HAPPENING!

Mrs. Williamson shuffles inside towards Todd.

MRS. WILLIAMSON

TOOOOODDDDDDDDD!

The cicada song gets louder.

The phone continues to ring.

Todd immediately backs up and trips on the edge of the

couch.
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He falls and hits his head on the corner of the coffee

table.

Scene goes black.

21 EXT. COLONIAL STYLE HOUSE - MORNING 21

Several police cars, a fire truck and an ambulance are

parked in the driveway with their lights on and flashing.

Policemen walk in and out of the house.

22 INT. LARGE FORMAL LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS 22

EMTs work on someone at a gurney.

A CRIME SCENE PHOTOGRAPHER is taking photos of the scene.

A POLICEMAN comes inside and approaches a plain clothes

DETECTIVE.

POLICEMAN

We found a body just down the

driveway beside the creek.

DETECTIVE

Really?

POLICEMAN

Middle-aged male. His neck is

broken.

DETECTIVE

Mmm hmm. I’ll be outside in a

moment to take a look. Thank you.

The detective walks over to the gurney. One of the EMTs

moves to the side.

DETECTIVE

(touching Mrs. Williamson’s

arm)

Mrs. Williamson?

Mrs. Williamson’s eyes open.

DETECTIVE

We found your assailant down by the

creek. Just like you said. His neck

was broken. Seems he must have

slipped down the hill when he was

dragging you. Do you remember

anything else?



17.

MRS. WILLIAMSON

(speaks weakly)

Th...Th...ank you. No, I can’t

remember anything.

The EMTs gather their stuff and prepare to wheel Mrs.

Williamson out the door. The detective and policeman watch

them.

DETECTIVE

(speaking to the policeman)

It seems our John Doe thought he

had killed Mrs. Williamson

and while trying to dump her into

the creek, slipped and broke his

neck from the fall.

POLICEMAN

That poor woman.

DETECTIVE

She is definitely one tough old

lady. However, one thing eludes me.

It seems someone was inside the

house. Besides the pillowcase, what

else did you find?

POLICEMAN

A pack of cigarettes and a glass of

tea.

DETECTIVE

Strange.

The EMTs roll Mrs. Williamson to the front door. One of them

notices a cat, an actual animal again, standing by the open

doorway.

EMT

Mrs. Williamson? Should I let your

cat outside?

MRS. WILLIAMSON

Cat? What are you talking about? I

don’t have a cat.

The EMT allows the cat to leave.
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23 EXT. COLONIAL STYLE HOUSE - MORNING 23

The cat walks down the driveway past all the action in front

of the house and stops in the shadows.

It turns around. The cat is now a person again.

CAT

Karma is bitch. Isn’t that so Todd?

Standing by the cat is Todd’s ghost horrified by what has

occurred.

TODD

I don’t understand. Who are you?

CAT

Let’s just say, I’m like your

guarding angel. Well... not really

an angel, but definitely your

guardian. Someone to help prepare

and guide you. Make sure you get to

your reservation on time.

TODD

I don’t want to go.

CAT

You don’t have a choice friend.

The cicadas begin singing their song again.

Todd realizes what is happening and falls to his knees.

FADE OUT.

THE END


