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INT. LAVISH HOTEL - HALLWAY – DAY

A small crowd of five people walk; one leads the pack, while the other four follow. 
Leading the pack is a male dressed in a fine stylish suit. With jelled hair combed to the back, this man walks dignified; his referred simply as the HOST.  

The other four walk in pairs: a MOTHER and her SON, and a FATHER and his SON.      
The mother (mid thirties) wears a regular professional skirt. Her white blouse is opened at the collar. 
Her son (age 6) wears a dress shirt and dress pants.

The father (mid thirties) and his son (age 6) both wear polo shirts and dress pants. 

The host opens a side door and stands aside with an ominous smile.  
All four enter, leaving the host last.  
INT. ROOM 
In the center, a black turning dial telephone rests on a brown, wooden mantel. 
Its long cord stretches to the lower bottom of the side wall, where it’s connected to a jack.    

The mother, her son, the father and his son surround the phone, curiously looking at it
                     HOST (O.S.)
          That telephone…

Automatically, all four turn their attention to the host, who lurks behind them near the closed door. He walks forward still with that ominous smile. 

                     HOST

          You all are so eagerly examining

          has traveled more than anyone has 

          in their whole entire lifetime. 
He walks around them, standing on the back side of the telephone.   
                     HOST (CONT’D)
          China, Indonesia, England, you 
          name it, the telephone’s been 
          there, but not for a long time 
          though. For you see, this telephone 
          only works on this specific jack.
He points to the jack on the side wall where the cord is connected to. 

                     HOST (CONT’D)
          If moved to any other jack, it would 
          not work. No one truly understands it. 
          But that is only the tip of the 
          iceberg. What they hear is the real 
          befuddlement. It constantly changes, 
          never staying the same except for the 
          male’s voice. Many people have come 
          up with theories of what this phone 
          does. But that’s for another time 
          where I am not rambling as much as 
          I sadly am doing now, I apologize 
          deeply for that. The best way I see 
          fit in enlightening your comprehension 
          is if someone tries it. Why don’t you 
          try it Mrs.?       
All turn their attention to the mother.  
                     HOST (CONT’D)
                (speaks to Mother)

          Please pick it up. Tell us what you 
          hear. It’s different for everyone, 
          I assure you? 

The mother hesitantly picks up the receiver and puts it to her ear. All turns SILENT. 
A MALE voice is heard breathing softly. 
As seconds pass by, the breathing grows more and more hoarse. The voice takes a deep breath before a high SCREECHING noise, parallel to fingernails scratching on a chalkboard,   comes on. 
The mother SCREAMS in pain, pulling the receiver away and letting it drop. The lights suddenly turn off. 

The weird noise coming from the telephone stops. A faint CLICK is heard.
The lights return back on. 

Only four stand now: the host, the father, his son, and the mother’s son. All are found looking down, apathetically. 

The receiver hangs by a cord.

On the floor, the mother lies motionlessly. Blood flows from her ears. All sounds are still turned MUTE.
The host steps close to her, bends down, and picks up the receiver, placing it rightly back on the phone. 
A CLICK is heard and everything becomes UN-MUTED.

His eyes pass over the mother’s son, the father’s son, and the father. 
With a seeming smile, the host walks to the side. 

                     FATHER

          Let’s go, son. 

The father grabs the mother’s son and walks off after the host. 

The father’s son is left all alone. He stares at the telephone, completely entranced by it.  
The boy moves close and picks up the receiver. 
The background sounds turn MUTE.  
The boy listens intently.

Low hoarse BREATHING sounds from the mysterious MALE on the other end. The MALE’S voice takes in one deep breathe and a second of dreadful silence passes...before:

                     MALE VOICE

                (whispering)  

          Good night.  

A CLICK sounds from the other end of the phone. 

Quickly, the boy returns the receiver back onto the phone.

But something odd is going on. 
The boy opens his mouth and moves his lips. No SPEECH... 

He turns to the side and walks. No FOOTSTEPS... 

OTHER ROOM

It’s empty. He can not hear anything else only but silence. 

A tear falls from the boy’s cheek.

The boy shuts his eyes tightly and opens his mouth widely,. 
No SOUND - everything still remains MUTE! 
INT. HOUSE - BEDROOM – NIGHT

A TEENAGER shoots up from the bed in a sitting posture, SCREAMING at the top of his lungs.  
The door bursts open.

The teenager’s MOTHER (early 50’s) quickly sits on the corner edge of the teenager’s bed.   
                     MOTHER

          Are you alright!?

The teenager regains his composure quickly.

                     TEENAGER

          I’m fine, mom. Just a nightmare, 
          that’s all. 
                     MOTHER 

          I’ll get you some water.

She leaves.

HALLWAY

The mother walks a couple of steps down. She soon enters the
KITCHEN  

where a pile of dishes and glasses are deep in water within the sink. 

She takes out a clean and dripping wet glass. Dries it off and pours water from the sink. 
As she heads to leave, the telephone RINGS.

The mother walks over and checks the caller id. The word “UNAVAILABLE” shows.

With a quizzical look, she picks it up. 

                     MOTHER

          Hello...

SILENCE... 

FADE OUT.
