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1950’s Wales 
Ext. Streets. Night 
A murky puddle is seen with the moon reflecting off it. A man’s foot, steps on it causing the puddle to ripple and its image distort. The man appears distressed and is walking at a fast pace. This man is Vincent Conway, mid 30’s, average build. He dons a smart suit accompanied with a large trench coat. He appears to be in a hurry as he wanders the streets at night. This street is Mason Street.  
As he wanders the street he acknowledges that the street appears to be quiet, which was unusual seeing as it was one of the busier of the neighbourhood. He examines his surroundings to see that all the houses appear to be vacant with no signs of human life, utterly abandoned. This bewildered him but he chose to walk on. He follows the path until he sees a building that he hadn’t seen before. This was strange as this was the path he walked home every night. There was a light on in this house and the door was open. Vincent is hesitant to go in but is drawn to this house. He walks up to the door which opens for him and he enters this house. A ghostly figure appears at the top window and disappears from site as Vincent enters the room. 
Interior. House. Night 
The door slams shut as Vincent enters the house. The cold bitter wind is replaced by a warm one as the house appears welcoming and homely.  Bewildered Vincent begins to explore the house. He enters the living room and is met with a standard living room of the time. The room is ordained with several family photos on the wall and appear to be recent but is of no one he recognises. A loud hissing noise from the other room startles Victor causing him to rush in. A kettle is boiling on the stove and has just reached boiling point. He opens the back door to see if anyone ran outside but see’s no one 

Vincent 
Hello 
Is anyone there?
No one replies 
Vincent
Is somebody messing around?

Vincent enters the house and returns to the living room where he collapses onto the sofa. His eye movements are frantic as he surveys the room but calms down as he takes a deep breath. He looks at his watch to see that it has stopped watching. He frowns at his watch and then notices a clock in the room. He goes to it to see that it is also not ticking. He returns to the sofa when the television turns on. His attention now shifts to the television. It displays a News programme that dates back 5 years from now. It discusses the disappearance of a family. A husband, a wife and two children. Vincent stares at the TV, and back to his surroundings. Something seems familiar about these individuals but he could not put his finger on it. He gazes around the room until it locks on the family portrait, it was them. He instantly gets up and the house turns cold, the once warm and welcoming air became brittle and cold. Vincent lets out a large gasp and his breath can be visibly seen. The house becomes dark, but light enough that the surroundings can be made out. 
Vincent 
What the hell is going on? 
A loud shattering sound can be heard from upstairs. In a panic Vincent runs to the front door, urging it to open but it refuses. He turns back and see’s a figure running up the stairs. He couldn’t make out the features of this character and so he walks upstairs to investigate. Walking slowly and cautiously he makes it up to the top of the stares to see all of the doors closed but one which is only open slightly, this was the room that he saw had the light on. He slowly opens the door to see a figure hunched in the corner. The figure appears to be a young man, and he is crying. 
Vincent
Who are you? 
Vincent looks around to see that blood is slathered across the wall and the path leads to where the man is hunched. 
Vincent
Are you ok? Are you hurt?
No response 
Vincent slowly creeps his way over to the man and gently turns him around. The crying stops. What Vincent sees stops him dead in his track. The mans appearance is distorted. His skin is pale and his eyes are gone replaced with deep pits of darkness, as if his very soul had been ripped away from him. This man was Jason Miller, the son of the family that went missing, the same family whose pictures ordained the walls of this house. Jason gets up and begins to walk slowly towards Vincent with a unsightly smile on his face. Vincent begins to walk backwards towards the door. 

Vincent
Stay back, I’m warning you, Stay back 
The door slams shut. All that can be heard is Vincent’s terrified screams which is replaced with an eerie silence.  
Fade to Black. 

Modern Day Wales
Int. Flat. Morning 
An alarm blares and a man wearily turns it off and rolls off his bed to be sat upright. This man is Matthew Davies, early 20’s, athletic build. Matthew gets up and walks towards the kitchen to make himself some breakfast. He turns on the television as background noise and goes about his morning routine. The programme on display is a news programme discussing the recent news. The first story is talking about Brexit and the current standings. It then transitions to a story of a missing woman. The woman is early 20’s short with brown hour. This woman is Katie Owen. The News Reporter goes on to explain the woman went missing near Mason Street and urges anyone with information regarding her whereabouts to come forward. Matthew, now fully dressed leaves to go to work. 
Int. Office. Day 
Matthew walks into his work and begins to meander toward his desk. He sits down and leans back on his chair, he is early so he has time to relax before the working day starts. His ears lock in to two women talking to each over. 
Megan 
How is your family holding up? 
Matthew can’t help but listen in and leans forward as so to hear better 
Cerys 
Not to good, my aunt keeps by the door most days, waiting for her to come walking through the door 
Megan 
How long has she been missing for? 
Cerys 
About two weeks 
Cerys
She’s done this before mind, she went missing for a week and then came back out the blue saying she spent the time at her boyfriend’s. 
Megan 
You’ve got nothing to worry about then, she’s probably round a mates or something 
Cerys 
Something seems different this time 
They both part ways. Cerys grabs a pile of papers and begins to walk in Matthew’s direction. Matthew panics and leans back on his chair, pretending to be busy at work. Cerys walks towards his desk. 
Cerys 
Hi Matthew 
Matthew 
Hi Cerys, you alright?
Cerys 
Fine, listen would you mind passing these around for me. 
Matthew 
Yeah sure 
Cerys 
Thanks 
Cerys hands a bunch of papers to Matthew. Matthews proceeds to chuck them into his desk but takes out one. It was a missing persons advertisement. The girl was Katie Owen. The name seemed familiar to Matthew but he could not put his finger on it. Dismissing it he begins to work. 
MONTAGE 
We see Matthew doing his daily routine at work and see the time of the day gradually change from day to the night and we see Matthew gradually tire from a long day’s work.
Int. Office. Night 
Matthew looks at the time on his computer. It reads 20:37. Shocked by how late it is Matthew begins to collect his stuff and walks towards the exit. He almost reaches the door and remembers he left the missing persons advertisement’s and so rushes back to collect them, he then walks back to the exit and leaves. 
Int. Flat. Night 
Matthew enters his flat chucking his bag on the ground. He walks into the kitchen and chucks the fliers on the table. He pours himself a drink and strides to the sofa which he collapses on. He switches on the TV and begins to watch a movie. Time has passed, and Matthew is slumped on his sofa watching his movie. Off screen his phone vibrates, and Matthew reaches for it. It is a text message from an unknown number stating 

Unknown (Text) 
Hi is this Matthew? 
Bewildered Matthew replies
Matthew (Text) 
Yeah it is who is this? 
A tense pause as Matthew awaits a reply 
Unknown (Text) 
It’s Cerys, from work I got your number from Megan 
Something seemed out of place, Matthew couldn’t recall ever giving his number out to Megan. He dismisses this and replies 
Matthew (Text) 
Hi Cerys, what’s up? 
She replies almost instantly
Cerys (Text) 
I got a call from an unknown number saying that they know where Katie is and that if I want to find her, I need to come alone. I’m to scared to go by myself so could you come with me…
Matthew (Text) 
Could you not ask someone else to go with you, I’m sure another lad could keep you safe? 
Cerys (Text) 
No I don’t really have any friends who are boys and Megan was telling me how nice you were so I came to you. 
Matthew lets out a deep sigh 
Matthew (Text) 
Ok sure I’ll do it. Where do you want me to meet you? 
Cerys (Text) 
Thank You x 
Cerys (Text) 
Meet me down Mason Street x 
Matthew (Text) 
Ok I should get there in 40 minutes 
Cerys Text 
Hurry!

Matthew gets off his sofa and walks over to his front door, putting on his jacket and shoes. He opens the door and pauses for a moment, contemplating what he has gotten himself into. Was he really going to go out in the middle of the night to help out a girl he barely knew. Sighing once more he leaves his flat and begins walking to Mason Street. 

Ext. Street. Night 
Matthew walks quickly as he makes his way to Mason Street. The streets he walks are eerily quiet with no sound but the sound of his footsteps accompanying him. He reaches into his pocket and grabs his phone, unlocking it he see’s the time reads 02:43. Yawning he puts it back into his pocket and takes the turn onto Mason Street. Upon arriving he is struck at awe at what he sees. He didn’t realise that the street where he was meeting Cerys was the street that had been abandoned for well over a decade. Why was she asking to meet him here? He continues his walk noticing how desolate the street was whilst keeping a watchful eye for Cerys. He eventually stumbles upon a house with a light on. This was strange as the whole street was abandoned years ago so no electricity should be running in these houses. He looks up at the door and sees a figure staring at him. It is too dark to make out what the figure looked out but he could deduce that it was a young woman. It must be Cerys. The figure ushers for him to follow and then walks into the building. Matthew hesitates. Was he really going to go into an abandoned house at this time of night. His phone vibrates. 
Cerys (Text) 
Come inside
Matthew (Text) 
Can we not talk outside, that building looks proper sketch   
Cerys (Text) 
Its freezing outside, just come in 
Matthew (Text) 
I’d rather not 
Cerys (Text) 
Why are you scared? 
Matthew frowns. He wasn’t going to be teased by her 
Matthew (Text) 
Ok fine I’m coming in 

Matthew puts his phone into his pocket and begins to walk towards the house. As he approaches the door the atmosphere around him changes from a cold harsh one to a more warm and welcoming one as if the house was urging him to come in. The door was left wide open and so Matthew walks right in. 

Int. House. Night 
The door slams shut behind him. Matthew cautiously makes his way through the corridor, on high alert. 
Matthew
Cerys, where are you? 
No response
He carries on walking 
Matthew 
Cerys this isn’t funny! 
Matthew takes out his phone and tries to attempt to call Cerys. The phone hardly rings before cutting out. He tries it again. Still no response. He looks at the phone to see that there is no signal. He was all alone. Matthew makes his way into the living room and collapses onto the sofa. After sitting down for a minute he gets up. 
Matthew 
Screw this 
He gets up and walks quickly to the door and tries to open it. It would not budge. He tries again with all his might but he could not open the door. Frustrated he makes his way to the kitchen to see if there was a back door. He opens the door to the kitchen and stops dead in his tracks. There was a man in there. The man appeared out of his time. He wore a smart battered suit accompanied with a large dirty trench coat. He was sat down at the table.
Matthew 
Who the fuck are you? 
Matthew 
I said who the fuck are you? 
The man utters no response to his question 
Matthew 
Listen mate, where’s Cerys? she told me to meet her here 
The man appears to be not comprehending anything that Matthew is asking him. He seems completely out of it. 
Matthew 
Are you fucking deaf or what? 
Matthew walks towards the man, positioning himself so that he was in front of the man. The man is a blank slate with no emotions or expressions. He is sat completely still and is showing no signs of life. Matthew takes a step back 
Matthew 
What the fuck? 
He goes to the back door and attempts to open it. No luck this one is locked as well. Matthew shouts. 
Matthew 
This isn’t funny anymore Cerys. 
Matthew hears a thudding sound coming from upstairs. He leaves the kitchen and decides to go up the stairs. Upon arriving upstairs, he notices that there are several pictures ordaining the wall. The first is off a family of four. There was also an image of an old man and his wife. Upon further reviewing the wall he sees an image of the man from downstairs. He is wearing the same attire as he is today and is smiling. The photo reads Vincent Conway. He carries on and sees a more unsettling image. It’s a photo of Cerys and her sister Katie. He steps back. What the hell were photos of them doing in a creepy house like this. Surveying the upstairs carefully he notices that only one room has a light on. As he walks towards it the light flickers and then turns dark. 
Matthew 
Is that you Cerys? 
A quite giggle can be heard coming from the room. It must be Cerys 
Matthew 
Cerys this isn’t funny, just come out of the room 
Another giggle can be heard from the room 
Matthew makes his way into the room. The room is extremely dark but just well lit that the surroundings can be seen. The room is cold and each of Matthew’s deep breaths can be seen. The same figure he saw ushering him in his in the corner off the room, hunched in the corner hiding themselves from sight. 
Matthew 
Alright Cerys stop messing around 

The figure giggles again. 
Matthew makes his way towards the figure, cautiously approaching. He slowly reaches out to the figure and turns her around. It wasn’t Cerys. It was Katie Owen. 
Matthew 
Jesus Christ, Katie you scared the hell out of me 
Matthew 
Are you hurt? What the fuck are you doing in a creepy place like this? 
Katie doesn’t respond. She looks at him in a confused almost childlike manner. Matthew takes a long look at her. 
A brief pause
Matthew 
Have you been drugged? 
She doesn’t respond 
Matthew 
Katie I’m going to get you out of here, take my hand. 
Katie refuses to take his hand. The sound of furniture can be heard moving from the kitchen. 
Matthew 
Katie stop messing around we need to get out of here, just take my hand. 
Katie shakes her head and ushers to her right 
Matthew 
What do you mean no just take my hand! 
Katie again shakes her head and ushers to her right, but with more urgency. 
Matthew 
What the fuck are you ushering at? 
Matthew looks to his right and is shocked at what he sees. On a bedside cabinet lays a photograph of Matthew preserved in a frame. It was him dressed exactly as he is today. Matthew picks it up to observe it more closely. 
Matthew 
This is so fucked
Matthew
Did you do this Katie? 
Matthew drops the picture and it shatters on the floor. His gaze completely locked on Katie. Her face has become distorted. She is now stood up. Her skin has gone completely pale white but her eyes have changed the most. There were no pupils there and were replaced by too gaping holes. She didn’t look human and was a broken shell of her former self. Matthew begins to slowly edge backwards to the door never averting his gaze from Katie. He opens the door and then leaves. Upon making his way to the stairs he sees the figure from the kitchen waiting for him at the bottom. He too had gaping holes for eyes and was staring right at him. They stare at each over for a while before the figure begins to walk slowly up the stairs. Matthew backs up towards the door in a panic when it starts to rattle. Katie was trying to get out. The ghost of Vincent Conway slowly makes his way to the top of the stairs and is inches away from Matthew. 
Fade to black



