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FADE IN:

INT. MOVIE THEATRE - NIGHT

Frenetic light, a piercing scream, screechy music. A young 
girl jumps in her seat, throws popcorn over her boyfriend. 
His eyes glued to the screen in horror. He grabs a kernel, 
puts it in his mouth.

Beside them, a wide-eyed, chubby guy sips his coke. A 
thrilled smile on his face.

Down the row, KARLA (17) hides her eyes behind the veil of 
wavy brown hair. Her body stiff. A flash of light makes her 
grab the arm of her friend TERESA (18). Teresa pulls her arm 
away. Stares up at the screen, unamused.

A loud crash of horror music startle the man behind her. He 
dumps a bucket of popcorn in her platinum blonde hair. 
Teresa tenses, rolls her eyes.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

PEGGY (40) closes the bedroom door. Her eyes are sad, she 
looks older than she is. DONALD (42) sits, hands on knees on 
his side of the bed.

DONALD
Where the fuck is she?

PEGGY
I’m sure she’ll be home soon.

Peggy walks toward the bed. Donald points to the door.

DONALD
Turn the lights out.

Peggy pauses. Heads back to the door. Flips the switch.

Donald slams down in bed. Throws the sheets over himself.

Peggy lingers by the door. A look of worry comes over her.

EXT. METROCENTER MALL - NIGHT

On the classic theatre marquee the title: Friday the 13th

Karla and Teresa walk through the barren parking lot. Karla 
pulls a kernel from Teresa’s hair.

KARLA
Oh come on, that lake scene had to 
make you jump.
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TERESA

I was just expecting more. It 
wasn’t scary. Wasn’t even 
entertaining.

Teresa stops at her car. Karla keeps walking.

TERESA
Don’t you want a ride?

KARLA
Nah. What are you afraid of?

Karla chuckles, keeps walking. Teresa shrugs. She gets in 
the car.

INT. CAR - NIGHT

Teresa peers at the glowing theatre marquee through her 
windshield. The light of the marquee goes out.

She puts the key in the ignition.

A twig-like hand reaches out, grabs her arm.

She freezes. Her eyes go wide.

Another hand reaches up, grabs her hand on the keys. Another 
hand reaches from behind her chair, holds her neck.

Teresa doesn’t move her head. Her eyes looks beside her.

Thin, wrinkled, troll-like creatures restrain her. They 
smile at her with their hideous, crooked faces.

The troll restraining her hand forces it to turn the key. 
The engine roars to life.

The troll behind her leans into her ear.

TROLL
You are going to die tonight, and 
you are going to hell with us.

The trolls burst into laughter.

A troll foot smashes down on the gas.

EXT. METROCENTER MALL - NIGHT

The car speeds off. It weaves, erratic. The car speeds out 
of the parking lot, onto the road.
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INT. CAR - MOMENTS LATER

Tears stream down Teresa’s face as she fights agains the 
grip of the trolls. They pull the wheel right, she pulls 
left.

Outside the car, a canal bridge approaches. The trolls 
smile, pull the wheel left. The car veers toward the canal.

Teresa slams on the brakes. The car halts. She strains at 
the wheel as the arms on her tug and grip.

She looks out toward the black waters of the canal.

The moon shines on the ripples of the water’s surface.

Teresa bows her head. Her mouth moves, but she doesn’t 
speak. She lifts her head, determination on her face.

She peers over at the troll. A devious smile comes over it.

INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Out the dining room window, headlights weave into view. The 
car stops and goes, weaves, then parks in the driveway.

EXT. DRIVEWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Teresa burst out from the car. The trolls rush to the 
window. Watch as she bolts for the front door.

She gets to the front door, frantic, then stops.

She closes her eyes, carefully sticks the key in, then 
inches the door open. Careful to make no noise.

INT. TERESA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Teresa rushes rifles through her book shelf.

CLOSE ON HER HAND

Grabs The Bible, pulls it out.

INT. DINING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

The only light spills in from the open window.

Teresa peers out at the car.

She puts her hand over the book. She bows her head to it. 

She throws the book open to a random page. Looks at it to 
read.
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A rumbles in the air. The pages flip themselves. Wind sweeps 
up Teresa’s hair.

INT. BEDROOM - SAME TIME

Donald snores, his back to Peggy.

Peggy lies awake in bed. Her eyes heavy, they flutter shut.

A bang on the door. Peggy shoots up.

TERESA
Mom, help! Mom!

Peggy peers over at Donald. Sound asleep.

Pounding on the door. Screaming. Peggy shoots out of bed.

INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Teresa sits at the table. Tears stream down her face. 
Paralyzed with fear. The pages stop in Psalms.

Teresa leans in to read. A clear ooze appears on the page, 
distorting the words. Teresa touches it. She pulls her hand 
back with a stream of slime.

She trembles.

The house rocks. Directionless wind sweeps up her hair.

INT. BEDROOM - SAME TIME

Peggy inches toward the door. She peers at Donald. Then at 
the rocking door. Teresa still screaming.

She reaches the door. Grips the handle.

INT. DINING ROOM - SAME TIME

Teresa slides the ooze away. 

CLOSE ON THE BIBLE

Ink spills from the edges of Psalm 6:9:

“Get out of here, you Devil’s crew”

CLOSE ON TERESA

She mouths the verses.

The table rocks. The wind blows.
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INT. BEDROOM - SAME TIME

The door rocks. Peggy turns the knob. Flings the door open.

INT. DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

As soon as the door opens, the screaming stops.

CLOSE ON THE BIBLE

“My prayers are...”

CLOSE ON TERESA

TERESA
(whispers)

Answered.

The wind stops. The house calms.

Peggy shuts the door behind her. Rushes over to Teresa.

She grabs Teresa’s arms, worried.

PEGGY
What’s happening. How did you... I 
heard you screaming. Banging on the 
door.

TERESA
I wasn’t. I’m sorry, mom.

Peggy nods, knowing.

Teresa looks up behind her into Peggy’s eyes. Peggy peers 
down at her.

She reaches into her nightgown pocket. Pulls out some blue 
rosary beads with a silver crucifix.

Peggy grabs Teresa’s hand, pulls it toward her, drops the 
beads in her hand.

PEGGY
These will keep you safe.

Teresa looks at peggy with questioning eyes.

Peggy nods. Then heads back toward the bedroom.

Teresa shuts the bible. Rests her hand on it.

She takes pause, then puts the rosary beads around her neck.
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CLOSE ON TERESA’S HAND

She grips the crucifix tight.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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