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FADE IN:

1 EXT. NEIGHBOURHOOD - NIGHT 1

The sun sets over an urban, claustrophobic neighbourhood.

A house with an adjacent shed. Light from a single second

floor window spills across the yard.

The silhouette of a young girl creeps past the window.

2 INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT 2

A bookshelf. A small hand reaches up, fishes out a book,

revealing the title. "MONSTER PROOFING."

Next, the hands shuffle through the wicker cabinets of a

nightstand. Grab strange, new-agey ingredients (a feather,

herbs, crystals, etc.)

A pyjama clad girl of about 10, seen from behind, moves

through her high-ceilinged bedroom. Her parent’s snores

reverberate somewhere nearby.

The walls are covered with an eclectic mix of posters that

indicate this not an ordinary girl.

She passes a framed photo of a girl in a white karate gi.

She’s in a dojo, holding out her fists as she fixes the

camera with a look of grim concentration.

The girl sits on her rug, in front of a trunk. Places all

the ingredients on the surface.

She opens the book, finding her place, landing on a chapter

heading. "BANISHING NIGHTMARES." A shadowy, malevolent

monster glowers up at Abby from the page.

Next to the monster, a diagram of the bag. A list of

ingredients. A chart of Latin letters.

The girl from the photo, ABBY, studies the book. Then,

glances outside.

The surrounding neighbourhood is still.

Abby watches, seemingly keeping a vigil. Then, turning away,

she opens a felt, gris gris bag.

Meticulously, she places the ingredients in the bag,

following the instructions in teh book. A pinch here, a

handful of crystals there.
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She frowns as she reads the third to last ingredient. One

lock of human hair.

She finds a pair of scissors on the trunk. Holds them behind

her head. She grimaces, hesitates.

Just then, a distant howl. Abby looks out the window.

There’s a monster stalking her neighbourhood.

It’s in the distance, roaming an alleyway, shrouded in

shadow. Its shape decidedly inhuman.

With renewed urgency, Abby immediately moves the scissors

back towards her hair.

ABBY (V.O., WHISPERED)

One lock of human hair.

SNIP. Abby places the lock in the gris gris back, then

springs off the carpet, runs to the

3 UPSTAIRS HALLWAY 3

A narrow landing, leading past a downwards staircase. Abby

reaches the door at the end of the hall.

4 PARENTS BEDROOM 4

She pokes her head through the doorway. There’s a couple of

grown-up sized lumps on the bed. The snoring is deafening.

Abby looks like she’s going to call out to them, then seems

to have second thoughts.

5 INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT 5

Abby runs back to the seat, looks out the window again. The

monster is gone. For now.

She looks from the window to the book. On the page, there’s

only two ingredients left.

ABBY

(whispering)

A pinch of salt. A sprig of

rosemary.

There’s an electrical buzzing. The lamp flickers and goes

out. The bedroom is plunged into eerie, moonlit dimness.

Outside, another distant howl...

With a stoic look, Abby gets to her feet. Grabs the gris

gris bag off her desk as she goes.
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6 INT. FIRST FLOOR - NIGHT 6

Bag hanging around her neck, Abby runs down the stairs,

rounds a corner through the living room, into the moonlit

7 KITCHEN 7

Abby grabs the salt shaker off a spice rack.

Unnoticed, a shadow passes the frosted window behind her.

She takes off the cap, makes to pour it into her bag.

Nothing. To her dismay, the salt shaker is empty.

Abby glances around at the kitchen. With a sinking feeling,

she goes to the window. Wipes away a bit of frost, then

looks at the shed outside.

Through a window, a large yellow bag of rock salt is visible

inside the shed.

Abby knows where she has to go next. But she’s hesitant.

Finally, she wills herself forward. Grabbing a oversized

winter coat, obviously her dad’s, off a nearby rack, she

opens the front door.

8 EXT. YARD - CONTINUOUS 8

Abby sneaks outside. The neighbourhood is still.

Cautiously, she moves along the side of a white fence.

Through a gate, past her parent’s car.

It’s cold out. With a shiver, she puts her hands in the coat

pockets. Frowns, then pulls out a set of car keys.

Another howl is heard somewhere in the neighbourhood! Closer

than before. Abby gets moving.

Opening a gate, she moves into the alleyway beside her house

and the shed. Goes into the

9 SHED 9

Abby creeps through the dimly lit shed. Reaching the

workbench, and the yellow bag of rock salt.

She digs out a small handful, approximating a teaspoon, then

sprinkles it into the gris gris bag.



4.

ABBY (V.O., WHISPERED)

...pinch of salt...

Outside the window, a fog is filling her yard.

Unaware, Abby grabs a barbecue lighter off a hook, sticks it

in the elastic band of her pyjama bottoms.

A sudden growl. Terrifyingly close! Abby freezes.

10 YARD 10

Clumping footsteps. A spindly, long fingered shadow emerges

from the fog, approaching the shed.

11 SHED 11

Abby moves away from the workbench, ducks against the wall.

CLUMP... CLUMP... CLUMP...

A shadow slowly moves past the window. Footsteps slowly

stomp along the outside of the shed.

12 YARD 12

The shadow moves across the side of the barn.

As it goes, it knocks on the wall.

13 SHED 13

BANG! A wrench falls of a shelf, clangs to the floor. Abby

stifles a gasp.

CLUMP... CLUMP... CLUMP... the footsteps are approaching the

open shed door. It’s going to come inside!

The sound of ragged, animal like breathing. Abby holds her

breath.

Then, with a flash of inspiration, Abby reaches into her

pocket. Finds her Dad’s car keys, feels for the red "alarm"

button. She presses it.

14 EXT. YARD - CONTINUOUS 14

The car alarm blares to life. Honking, flashing headlights

in the fog...

A growl! The shadow retreats. Footsteps patter across the

yard as Abby peeks outside.
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She gets a glimpse of the shape as it disappears around the

side of the house.

Like the wind, Abby tears for the gate. Pushes it. It’s

stuck! She shakes it. No good!

Behind her, the monster howls again. The footsteps are

coming back in her direction.

Mastering her fear, Abby takes a step back. Then deals the

gate a kick. It flies open!

Abby rounds the house, back towards the door.

15 KITCHEN 15

The door opens. Abby gets inside. Shuts the door and locks

it. Another howl out in the yard.

Backing away from the door, Abby finds the spice rack. She

takes a small jar labelled "ROSEMARY."

ABBY (V.O., WHISPERED)

A sprig of-... *sigh* Really?!

The jar is empty. Abby gives it an "Of course" eye roll and

drops it.

Instead, she goes to the frosted window, where there’s a

rosemary plant.

She plucks a sprig off of it.

A horrible SCRAPE as a claw like hand scratches across the

kitchen window in front of her.

Abby stumbles back with a small cry. She flees.

16 FIRST FLOOR 16

Abby rounds a corner, goes up the stairs...

But something is wrong. Though she’s climbing stair after

stair, she’s getting nowhere near the top.

CLUMP... CLUMP... the monster’s footsteps are in the

kitchen. Abby is making no progress on the stairs.

Grabbing the rail, she leaps over three steps.

The top of the staircase lurches a little closer. She jumps

a few more stairs. Closer still.

CLUMP... CLUMP... Snuffling, low growling behind her.
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17 UPSTAIRS HALLWAY 17

Abby hoists herself up the last few stairs, spills into the

hallway. Getting up, she goes into her

18 PARENT’S BEDROOM 18

and runs over to the bed. Her snoring parents are still

blissfully asleep beneath the covers.

Abby seizes the bedspread, pulls it away. Revealing another

blanket. Still with lumps underneath.

She pulls off blanket after blanket. The snoring continues,

the lumps remain, but she can’t seem to find her parents.

Giving up, Abby returns to the

19 UPSTAIRS HALLWAY 19

Abby runs back towards the room. She glances behind her as

she hears a low growl on the stairs.

Heavy, climbing footsteps. A terrifying, ascending shadow...

20 BEDROOM 20

Abby shuts the door behind her, returns to her desk.

The sound of something moving around in the hallway.

Sniffing the air.

Abby throws herself into her seat, drops the gris gris bag

on the desk next to the Monster Proofing book.

She fumbles for the barbecue lighter in the band of her

pyjama pants.

CLUMP... CLUMP... the footsteps stop outside her door.

Abby scribbles some symbols on old parchment. Places it into

a bowl, then lowers the barbeque light.

Abby presses the trigger, setting the paper ablaze. They

smoke and smolder.

Scratching at her door.

She flips through the book again, finds her page. There’s a

phonetic translation of a Latin incantation.

The paper finishes burning! Abby lowers the ashes, into the

bag, then angles the book towards the moonlight, muttering

the incantation under her breath.
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Outside, the hallway is suspiciously quiet.

Abby finishes up. Goes to pick up the bag...

A sudden, loud growl above her. Terrified, Abby looks up to

see...

A shadow in the rafter! The thing is sneaking in through the

attic entrance above her!

Abandoning the gris gris bag, Abby dives under her bed.

As she crawls underneath, the thing is heard descending into

her bedroom.

Footsteps slowly clump through the room, towards her desk.

The growling and sniffling increases in volume.

Abby lies amongst the clutter under her bed. Waiting.

Then, the monster makes a new sound. Abby listens in horror

as it lets out what might pass for a guttural laugh.

There’s a tearing sound, then Abby jumps as something is

thrown to the floor in front of the bed.

The ripped up gris gris back. Smoking herbs, salt, crystals.

All uselessly scattered across the floor.

More monstrous laughing, advancing, clumping footsteps.

Abby’s lip trembles.

The thing rummages the room, looking for Abby. The shadow

approaches the framed picture of Abby in the dojo.

Abby listens, hears a smash. SMASH! The contents of the

shelf are swept to the floor.

The photo slides under the bed. Abby flinches, a tear on her

cheek.

The shadow approaches the bed. Abby waits, terrified.

But then she studies the photo of herself in the dojo. In

the picture she’s confident, fearless.

As the footsteps reach her bed, Abby closes her eyes. As she

does, her breathing slows. The fear slowly leaves her face.

She opens her eyes again.

The shadow is bending over to peer under the bed. Abby

summons a steely glare. She lets out a low growl of her own.

As she does, then shadow hesitates.
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A little bolstered, Abby growls again. A bit louder.

After a pause, the shadow withdraws from sight.

Abby crawls forward, wiping the tear off her face. She

growls a third time.

CLUMP-CLUMP-CLUMP-CLUMP. The footsteps are retreating. The

door opens.

Abby reappears from beneath her bed in time to see a shadow

disappear from her rooms.

Slowly, Abby steps towards her door. As she does, the

footsteps are heard in the hallway.

Abby lets out an even louder growl. Outside, a sound like a

submissive dog whining.

21 UPSTAIRS HALLWAY 21

Abby steps into the hallway. Eyes fall upon...

The monster’s shadow. It’s on the stairs like before. But

this time, it’s trembling.

Abby steps into the hall. Assumes the same fighting stance

seen in the photo from earlier. Growls a fifth and final

time, more monstrous than ever.

With a yelp, the shadow retreats. Footsteps race across the

bottom floor, the sound of a door slamming.

Abby relaxes her stance. Gives the hallway a curt nod.

ABBY

That’s what I thought.

She goes back in her room and shuts the door.

22 INT. BEDROOM - LATER 22

Abby sleeps soundly. In the room next door, her parents are

still snoring.

The MONSTER PROOFING book is back on Abby’s bookshelf.

Judging by her peaceful face, it’s no longer needed.

FADE OUT


