
1. DR. MAHONEY'S OFFICE

An abstract montage of rain and a thunderstorm is heard as
the camera pulls away to reveal a window, and Dr. Mahoney's
office. An elderly man with white hair, a plaid shirt, beige
trousers, and half-moon reading glasses sits across from a
young woman with brown hair and a dress.

MARIE
Time used to move so slowly. The
clouds seemed still, days became a
still life, while I stood in the
middle of it all. Motionless. Then
the storms came. Rolling in, out of
the skies and the air, swirling
overhead. I remember the sirens. I
remember them perfectly. The shrill
call they gave to us, telling us to
take immediate action. The sky
changed so quickly. The last time I
had looked up at it, it was blue. A
couple clouds here and there,
floating still. Next time I saw the
sky, it was grey. Overcast grey,
saying that the storm would be
coming, and soon. We sat in the
cellar of our farmhouse, and we
could hear the rain intensely
hitting the dirt ground, the thunder
rolling across the skies, and I sat
there enjoying it all. It calmed me.
It contented me then. Now, I’m not
so sure.

MARTIN
Why are you here?

MARIE
I know what brought me here. Is that
the same?

MARTIN
I know what brought you here too.
Storms. But why did you come to
therapy? To have someone to talk to?
To feel better about yourself? Or is
it really that you wanted to be
'cured', so to speak?

MARIE
I want things to be the way they
used to be. I guess that falls under
the category of curing.



MARTIN
You experienced storms as a child,
and storms as an adult. They're part
of nature, and, basically,
unavoidable. What's changed?

MARIE
You mean if the storms are
different?

MARTIN
Sure.

MARIE
Well, it's terrifying. Not like it
used to be. Now, I find myself
having to hide, to panic in
situations where I haven't before.

MARTIN
Does anybody else know?

MARIE
My sister, my husband, and you.

MARTIN
You haven't told your parents?

MARIE
I don't want them to worry about
things they shouldn't worry over.

MARTIN
This isn’t like a cold. I can’t tell
you to have cough syrup and lots of
rest. There is something wrong, and
you can’t hide that. Your fear of
storms can be caused by one of two
things. You could be frightened by
the storms themselves. Easy enough,
we just figure out why you’re
afraid, apply the proper measures to
reinstate bravery against storms,
and the fear should be gone. The
other fear is the fear of certain
connotations. This means that the
storm has connections to other
things. Maybe your childhood, maybe
farms, or even the night. And the
measures we would have applied in
the first scenario, they wouldn’t
work here, because you’re not afraid
of storms; you’re afraid of the
connections you make with them. So



fixing the fear of storms won’t do
jack. What may be bothering you is
actually a connotation. At this
point, there’s no quick way to say
which it is.

Marie exits.

2. INT. MARIE'S APT. - EVENING

Marie is sitting on a chair tilted away from the window. She
turns her head at the sound of the door closing. Her husband
is home.

DAVID
Hello, dear.

David hangs up his coat and then goes to see Marie.

DAVID
How was Doctor Mahoney?

MARIE
Fine. We made progress.

DAVID
That's what I like to hear. What's
he saying?

MARIE
He doesn't know. I don't know. He
said it'll take time.

DAVID
Well, I had a very long and hard day
at work. It seems every day there
are more and more patients in the
waiting room.

MARIE
One could only hope that number goes
down. You haven't eaten, have you?

David heads for the kitchen.

DAVID
No, I'm not very hungry. I'll
probably just heat up some of that
casserole from last night.

3. INT. MARIE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Marie exits the bathroom wearing bright blue flannel pajamas
and crawls into the empty, lonely bed. She shuts her eyes



and enters into a harrowing nightmare.

4. NIGHTMARE

Marie stands in the middle of a desolate metropolis street.
She looks up at the intimidating gears and machinery and
steps back, startled. The street is completely empty. She
walks slowly toward the gears. The sounds become louder and
louder, flashes of lightning illuminate the scene. Marie
covers her ears, but the sounds don't go away. In an
instant, the sounds stop, the lightning ceases, and the
gears stop turning.

Marie is in a new place. An apartment rooftop, in the middle
of a drifting snowfall. She reaches out her hand, as snow
falls on it. A figure steps out of the darkness and walks
toward her.

SHADOW
I've been waiting for you.

Marie is on the edge of the rooftop, bordering a long fall
down. She stares into the shadow's face, as the shadow steps
towards her and prepares for what is about to happen.

5. INT. MARIE'S BEDROOM - MORNING

Marie opens her eyes in a startled gasp.

DAVID
What's the matter?

MARIE
I had a nightmare. It was
terrifying.

Marie looks over at the clock. It's 6:35 in the morning.

MARIE
Where are you off to?

DAVID
I have to go in early today. I'll
see you this evening.

David kisses Marie on the head and exits.

Marie gets out of bed and walks to the window, seeing the
overcast sky. She hears a weather report playing in the
other room, and it's not good.

6. INT. SARAH'S APT. - DAY

Marie and her sister, Sarah, sit across from each other.



SARAH
You don't visit any more, Marie.

MARIE
I know, Sarah. I haven't had the
time.

SARAH
And what have you been so busy with?

MARIE
I've been seeing Doctor Mahoney,
once a week.

SARAH
What for?

MARIE
Storms. I've become terrified of
them. And I don't know why.

SARAH
You used to love storms. I know I
still do. They're energizing.
Exciting. Thrilling. Even a little
dangerous.

MARIE
Doctor Mahoney told me it could be a
connotation, to something else. I'm
not sure about any of it. Not yet.

SARAH
It's a possibility. And a very
logical one. I couldn't imagine why
else this fear would arise.

There is a momentary pause before Marie begins again.

MARIE
I had a dream last night. It was
horrifying. I'm still shaking.

SARAH
Tell me.

There is a lapse of time as Marie tells Sarah her dream.

MARIE
...the man moved closer to me. And
then, something terrible happened.

SARAH
What? What happened?



MARIE
I'm not sure. I woke up before I
could figure it out. I keep trying
to find a resolution. There just
isn't one.

SARAH
I'm not an expert on this sort of
stuff, but I can tell you what I
think.

MARIE
Tell me.

SARAH
The gears act as your mind,
constantly moving. Constantly in
fear of storms. The lightning
represents the storm itself. The man
is what can happen. What may happen.
Are you sure nothing else happened?

MARIE
I've tried to remember, believe me.
Nothing else happened.

SARAH
Do you want my advice? Go to Doctor
Mahoney. Don't wait for this thing
to work itself out. It won't fix
itself. You're too far in.

Sarah hands Marie a book on dream psychology.

SARAH
Read this. And tell mom and dad.
They need to know.

MARIE
I will. I just hope I'm not too far
in.

7. INT. NORA'S HOUSE

Martin is standing outside Nora's house and knocks on the
french doors. She walks over, and opens the door, showing
him in.

NORA
Martin. Hello. Come in, have a seat.
I haven't seen you in - how long? 20
years?

MARTIN



It's been too long.

NORA
It certainly has. You stayed here. I
set up a practice in Baltimore.

MARTIN
I still don't understand why you ran
away to Baltimore.

NORA
It was for all the right reasons.
Troubled youth, adults who had
reached the end of the line. I felt
I had something to give to the
community.

MARTIN
How long have you been back?

NORA
Seven months. Still settling back
in. And you never found time to stop
by.

MARTIN
I've been busy.

NORA
Of course.

Martin and Nora sit down.

NORA
It's been a while.

MARTIN
It sure has. Are you still seeing
patients?

NORA
Here and there. Nothing too regular.
Definitely not the clientele I had
in Baltimore, or here. I'm
approaching retirement, and I don't
want the transition to be sudden.
You know, going from four clients a
day, five days a week to none at
all. That would be overwhelming.

MARTIN
I thought I was winding down my
practice, too. I was thinking that
by the end of the year, I could



close my doors and stop hearing
about other peoples' problems.

NORA
But you're not there yet.

MARTIN
Not quite. I have one patient. And
she's the most difficult one I've
ever had.

NORA
Going out with a bang.

MARTIN
I don't think you quite understand.
Nora, I don't know how to treat her.

NORA
I see what this is now. This isn't a
get-together, Marty. This is you
asking me for help.

MARTIN
Yes. That's exactly what this is.
Are you willing to hear me out?

NORA
I'm listening.

MARTIN

There is another lapse of time as Martin tells Nora about
Marie.

MARTIN
This patient, her name is Marie.
Marie Forester... and that's
everything I can tell you about her.

Nora stares blankly at Martin for a moment.

NORA
I'm going to ask you the question
you don't want me to ask first. Do
you want my help because you
actually don't know what to do? Or
do you want my help because you're
concerned that these fears may hold
true to you?

MARTIN
Are you worried that I'm turning
into my patient?



NORA
I am. I’m trying to figure out who
I’m trying to diagnose here. If I’m
assessing your patient, that’s one
thing. If I’m helping both you and
your patient, that’s completely
different.

MARTIN
I came here because I feel lost with
Marie. I don't feel what she feels.

NORA
So why are you here? Are you truly
stuck. Have you exhausted? Have you
exhausted every single option? Or do
you want me to say you're right?
That whatever you're thinking,
that's the correct idea. Which is
it?

MARTIN
I want you to help me. I'm not
looking for a 'right' answer here.
There aren't always right answers.

NORA
So why do you keep seeing her?

MARTIN
I've only been seeing her for a
couple of weeks. I don't know what's
so different about her. She's not
like my other patients.

NORA
When you were explaining her, you
said that you think her problems are
connotative. Why?

MARTIN
Well, she never had the fears as a
kid...

NORA
Sometimes the things a child
experiences and the things an adult
experiences are two very different
things. As a child, the storms might
have seemed normal. They were
expected. That's how she grew up.
Then she looks back at the storms,
as an adult, and sees something she
maybe didn't see before.



MARTIN
Like what?

NORA
(With a half-smile, chuckle at
first)

I don't know, Martin. She's your
patient, not mine. I can't feed you
the answers. What I'm doing is
merely handing you professional
suggestions. You can take my
suggestions and run as far as you
want with them. Or you can leave
them on the ground. I won't be
insulted either way.

Martin nods at Nora, and there is a brief silence between
the two.

NORA
Her fear, how would you describe it?

MARTIN
I've had patients with fears of
storms before. She's definitely
calmer than the others. No extreme
panicking. She becomes a little
nervous, worked up.

NORA
If you were to define her condition
in one word, Martin?

MARTIN
Trepidation.

NORA
That's interesting. Trepidation goes
beyond fear. In fact, it's fear and
anticipation about what's going to
happen. If this really is the case,
Marie may be afflicted by the
future.

Martin exchanges surprised glances with Nora.

MARTIN
Well, I suppose I should get going.

Martin stands up and walks toward the door.

MARTIN
Got things to do. It's getting late.



Nora follows Martin to the door.

NORA
Would you like me to meet Marie?
During your next session?

MARTIN
(smiling and appreciative)

I would appreciate that, Nora. I'll
call you later.

NORA
Later tomorrow?

MARTIN
Yes. I'll call you tomorrow.

NORA
Thanks, Martin.

Nora closes the door behind him, and watches through the
window and Martin gets into his car and drives out of sight.
She then closes the drapes and turns off the light, leaving
the room.

FADE TO BLACK.

8. INT. MARIE'S APT. - EVENING

All lights are turned off, except for one focusing on the
piano. Marie sits down to play. What comes out of the piano
is an array of beauty, despair, harmony, and dissonance.

David walks in.

DAVID
What are you doing? You never play
the piano anymore.

Marie stops playing and looks up at him.

MARIE
I was feeling something different. I
didn't want to be pushed around by
anxieties and uncertainties. I want
to start doing something again.

DAVID
That's terrific. I'm glad to see you
doing things again.

David walks over to put his coat on.

DAVID



I have to go. Emergency at the
hospital. I won't be back until
late. You'll probably be asleep when
I get back. So, good night. Don't
stay up too late.

MARIE
Don't worry. I won't.

As soon as David leaves, Marie starts playing piano again.
She soon loses all energy and motivation. She strikes the
piano and lays her hands to rest. She looks to the window as
dark clouds number the skies. She closes the piano and walks
away.

9. INT. MARIE'S APT. - MORNING

Marie wakes up, gets dressed, and enters into the kitchen.

DAVID
Hello, dear. How did you sleep last
night.

MARIE
(in shock and a daze)

Alright. I had the same dream again.

DAVID
Really?

MARIE
It was the same. Nothing was
different. I can see the whole dream
in my head, playing over and over
again. But I don't see anything new.
I want to know what's going to
happen next. There's - there's just
no way to know.

DAVID
Well, you meet with Doctor Mahoney
today, don't you?

MARIE
Yes. And he's bringing along a
colleague of his. I think her name
was Nora Byrne.

DAVID
You'll be home around the usual
time?

MARIE
I'll be home before dinner. Don't



worry.

DAVID
There's coffee left in the pot.

MARIE
Oh, thanks. I'll get some, and then
I have to run off to work.

DAVID
I'll see you later tonight.

MARIE
Okay.

Marie exits.

10. INT. DR. MAHONEY'S OFFICE - EVENING

Marie sits on a couch, across from Martin and Nora, nervous
and unsure of what is about to happen. There is a short
silence in the beginning.

MARTIN
Marie, this is Nora Byrne. I told
you about her. She's a
psychotherapist, not too different
from me. I met with her a couple of
days ago. She wanted to sit in on
one of our sessions, to see if she
could be of any benefit.

MARIE
Does she know about -

MARTIN
About your fear? Yes. I've told her
about you. Your fear of storms. Your
dream you told me over the phone.
And if I didn't believe she was
capable of helping you in the same
way I do, she wouldn't be here.

NORA
Doctor Mahoney's explained to you
that fears can be very
straightforward, or they can be
convoluted with connections and
connotations. When I was talking
with him yesterday, he defined your
fear in one word: trepidation.

MARTIN
It seems that your fear is rooted in



what’s about to happen. When the
storms roll in, your mind begins to
worry about what the future holds.
Trepidation is just that.

MARIE
Last week you told me that my fear
may have connotations. This week,
it’s trepidation. What about next
week, or the week after that? It
seems you change your mind a lot.

NORA
There are delicate processes in
humans, one of them being that we
can change. Change from one emotion
to another, from one thought to
another, and in some cases from one
person to another. And, when
assessing a person, it’s vitally
important to take into consideration
the fact that a person can change,
ideas can change, and, ultimately,
solutions change because of those
preceding changes.

MARIE
What are you saying? What in me is
changing?

MARTIN
Some people would like to say
everything. That our bodies and our
minds are constantly reforming. In
you, what’s changing the most is how
you see things. How you view the
world.

NORA
(to Marie)

I suppose the question to ask is:
how does a person change? How do we
take one person and form them into
another?

MARIE
A person changes when they begin to
see something in a different light
for the very first time.

NORA
What about yourself? When did you
start to see storms in a different
light?



MARIE
I don't know.

Nora looks at her, hoping for any further answer.

NORA
Martin’s told me about your
childhood. You loved storms. They
were exhilarating and dangerous,
something you loved. Then, something
snapped. Something changed in you.

MARIE
I'm confused, Nora. Do you want me
to say something specifically?

NORA
No, I’m trying to open you up to
possibilities. Trying to get you to
consider everything that could have
transformed you from a storm-lover
to a storm-fearer.

Marie thinks, considering everything that could’ve changed
her.

MARIE
When I was about fifteen years old,
there was a terrible storm. It was
the worst one I’ve ever seen or
felt. My family had gone into the
cellar, all except for my brother.
He came in about two minutes later,
but for those two minutes I felt the
power that storms had.

Martin and Nora exchange glances at each other, finally
realizing Marie's connection to storm.

NORA
You felt that you could never love
storms as much as you once did,
because you feared what they were
capable of.

MARIE
So, is there a connotation?

MARTIN
Sometimes, the connotation isn't
another thing, but another fear. Us.

Nora looks at Martin, smiling.



NORA
We're our own fear. What a concept.

MARIE
And what's the trepidation?

NORA
You began to think that all storms
would be damaging because of one
experience. Your trepidation of the
future was because of the past.

MARIE breathes a sigh of relief.

Everyone sits in a silence.

CUT TO:

11. EXT. CITY STREETS - NIGHT

As she walks back to her car, Marie stops in the middle of
the sidewalk, and sees the resolution to her dream.

12. NIGHTMARE

Marie is walking down a long, dimly-lit hallway. Her steps
are slow and she appears nervous.

SHADOW
I've been waiting for you.

The voices of Martin, Nora, Sarah, and David echo down the
hallway.

SHADOW
We live in a dream.

Marie reaches the end of the hallway, and looks back. It's
pitch black behind her. She turns back around and opens the
door, as the dream changes.

Marie is sitting in a chair in an eerie, empty living room.
There is a grandfather clock ticking loudly. Marie gets up
out of the chair and walks over to the window, looking at
the rain through the window.

There is a seamless transition to the dream Marie had
before, and this is where her dream comes to a resolution.

Marie is on the edge of the rooftop, as the walks over to
her. Marie is about to fall off the edge of the rooftop. At
that very moment, the shadow steps out of the darkness and
reaches out his hand to save her. Marie regains her balance,
although we still don't see who the shadow is.



Marie looks at the shadow in awe, wonder, and bewilderment.

13. EXT. CITY STREETS - NIGHT

Marie comes back to real life, in shock. She takes a moment
to gather what she's just realized. Marie keeps walking, as
she thinks to herself.

MARIE (V.O.)
What was that? A dream? A metaphor
for something I don't fully
understand? And who is the shadow? A
nightmare-turned-good? David, Sarah,
or even Doctor Mahoney, or Nora?
(sighs) There are some things that
you never *truly* know.

Marie walks down the sidewalk and off the camera as the
camera pulls back to reveal that Martin and Nora are
watching from behind. They turn back to go inside.

14. INT. SARAH'S APT. - DAY

Marie waits outside Sarah's apartment. Sarah opens the door,
surprised to see Marie standing there.

SARAH
Has it been a week already?

MARIE
A week and a couple days.

SARAH
So, tell me everything. Start from
the very beginning...

Marie goes into Sarah's apartment, as Sarah closes the door
behind them.

15. EXT. CITY PARK - LATE AFTERNOON

Marie walks down the path and sits down on a bench, looking
at the lightly overcast sky. She thinks to herself, and as
she does, she thinks of David, the psychotherapists, her
dreams, and storms.

MARIE
Fear means I’m alive, with eyes wide
open to the world around me. The
world filled with its graces and its
horrors. I have finally learned not
to fear what I cannot fully solve.
No matter how enlightened I am,
there are certain memories that do



not elude us. I take this fear, I
shall write a new life. One which
governs the fears and laws I cannot
fall victim to. A new life which
lets the past in. The past scars me
but does not control me and does not
overpower me. From each and every
fall, I shall become more knowing,
more powerful, more aware to the
surroundings that I cannot change
but can see differently. The only
way to see things is with no stops,
a changing eye, and a moderation of
trepidation.

CUT TO BLACK.

THE END.


