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INT. AN OLD CINEMA ATRIUM - TWILIGHT

A woman, AUTUMN, walks in. Out of breath. A woman approaches
her. This is MUERTE. She has a demeanour of wisdom and glory,
a Polaroid camera in her hand.

MUERTE
(To herself)

Here we go again.

She reaches out a hand, gesturing towards the cinema.

MUERTE (CONT'D)
It's through there. We're out of
popcorn. Sorry.

She closely watches as Autumn nods and pushes the door open.

INT. THE CINEMA

The ceilings are high, the walls and chairs are dusty. It's
empty. A record player in the corner loops and glitches. A
spotlight shines over a seat. Autumn sits. Muerte enters
silently, staying behind.

MUERTE
(to herself)

It's go time.

She picks up an old microphone. She taps it a few times.

MUERTE (CONT'D)
(through microphone)

Hello. Welcome. This is a one time
only screening. A premier and closing
night. Sit back. Relax. Please be
aware of some upsetting scenes. Thank
you.

She clicks her fingers. The lights go out. Clicks again. The
projector turns on. It glows to an overwhelming brightness,
then plays.

INT. ON THE CINEMA SCREEN

Adverts depicting symbolisms for death flash on the screen 
before it becomes hypnotic. Autumn sits motionless.

INT. THE CINEMA

Muerte appears in front of the screen. The lights cut out and
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2.

turn on. Muerte is sat next to Autumn. Darkness again. Then
light again but Muerte has disappeared.

MUERTE (V.O)
Sometimes you never know when your
life has truly been lived until it
comes to a stop. Over in the blink of
an eye. That's never a good place to
start a film. So, we start with a new
beginning.

The cinema screen suddenly clicks on.

INT. ON THE CINEMA SCREEN

It projects a small girl, purple paint all over her hands and
face. It's blurry.

MUERTE (V.O)
Childhood. Full of possibilities. What
if's and why's. Innocence and
gullibility. Wide eyed wonder.

The film changes. A teenager. Blue flowers in her hand,
placing them next to a coffin.

MUERTE (V.O)
Teenage years. Full of defiance. More
why's. Scrutiny and in this case,
grief.

INT. THE CINEMA

Autumn gasps. The film becomes less blurry as she recognises.
Yet again, it changes.

INT. ON THE CINEMA SCREEN

A couple lie in a grassy field. The woman reaches her hand to
the sky, a ring on it.

MUERTE (V.O)
Adult. Full of reality. Yes's and I
do's. Freedom and obstacles. Climbing
a ladder.

INT. THE CINEMA

Autumn's breathing gets heavier. She begins to realise. The
room shakes in a rhythmic beat. Along to Autumn's heartbeat.

Created using Celtx

©M
eg
 S
au
nd
er
s



 
INT. ON THE CINEMA SCREEN

The film changes to show a new born baby. Swaddled in a
yellow blanket. A hand placed to the side, the same ring as
before.

3. 

MUERTE (V.O)
Motherhood. Full of wonder. Shush's
and No's. Devotion and fatigue.
Watching like a hawk.

INT. THE CINEMA

The screen abruptly glitches and projects onto the
ceiling.Autumn snaps her head upwards only to be blinded by 
it shining on her face. The room shakes. Terror fades into
Autumn's face.

INT. ON THE CINEMA SCREEN

The film displays an orange warning sign. A woman's eyes dart
from side to side. Autumn's eyes well with tears.

MUERTE (V.O)
Mid life. Full of depression. Even
more shush's. Wine and numbness.
Waiting on every hour.

The screen glitches. Another jump. A Woman lies on the floor.
Eyes closed. A sheet placed over her.

MUERTE (V.O)
End. Full of the unknown. Silence.
Powering down.

INT. THE CINEMA

Autumn realises what the film is. She drifts in and out of
consciousness. Tears stream down her face. Muerte is stood in
front of her. Polaroid camera in hand.

MUERTE
(to Autumn)

Recognise anything?...I almost forgot.
Smile.

She takes a picture. The flash is blinding. As it fades, the
room fills with endless polaroid pictures. Each a different
person. A different life. The cinema screen becomes a harsh
white light, no one is left in the room. The developed picture
of Autumn lies on the floor of the cinema.
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	A woman, AUTUMN, walks in. Out of breath. A woman approaches her. This is MUERTE. She has a demeanour of wisdom and glory, a Polaroid camera in her hand.

	MUERTE
	(To herself) Here we go again.
	She reaches out a hand, gesturing towards the cinema. MUERTE (CONT'D)
	It's through there. We're out of popcorn. Sorry.
	She closely watches as Autumn nods and pushes the door open.

	INT. THE CINEMA
	The ceilings are high, the walls and chairs are dusty. It's empty. A record player in the corner loops and glitches. A spotlight shines over a seat. Autumn sits. Muerte enters silently, staying behind.

	MUERTE
	(to herself)
	It's go time.
	She picks up an old microphone. She taps it a few times.
	MUERTE (CONT'D) (through microphone)
	Hello. Welcome. This is a one time only screening. A premier and closing night. Sit back. Relax. Please be aware of some upsetting scenes. Thank you.
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	turn on. Muerte is sat next to Autumn. Darkness again. Then light again but Muerte has disappeared.
	MUERTE (V.O)
	Sometimes you never know when your life has truly been lived until it comes to a stop. Over in the blink of an eye. That's never a good place to start a film. So, we start with a new beginning.
	The cinema screen suddenly clicks on. INT. ON THE CINEMA SCREEN It projects a small girl, purple paint all over her hands and face. It's blurry.

	MUERTE (V.O)
	Childhood. Full of possibilities. What if's and why's. Innocence and gullibility. Wide eyed wonder.
	The film changes. A teenager. Blue flowers in her hand, placing them next to a coffin.

	MUERTE (V.O)
	Teenage years. Full of defiance. More why's. Scrutiny and in this case, grief.

	INT. THE CINEMA
	Autumn gasps. The film becomes less blurry as she recognises. Yet again, it changes.

	INT. ON THE CINEMA SCREEN
	A couple lie in a grassy field. The woman reaches her hand to the sky, a ring on it.

	MUERTE (V.O)
	Adult. Full of reality. Yes's and I do's. Freedom and obstacles. Climbing a ladder.
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	MUERTE (V.O)
	Motherhood. Full of wonder. Shush's and No's. Devotion and fatigue. Watching like a hawk.

	INT. THE CINEMA
	The screen abruptly glitches and projects onto the ceiling.Autumn snaps her head upwards only to be blinded by  it shining on her face. The room shakes. Terror fades into Autumn's face.
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	MUERTE (V.O)
	Mid life. Full of depression. Even more shush's. Wine and numbness. Waiting on every hour.
	The screen glitches. Another jump. A Woman lies on the floor. Eyes closed. A sheet placed over her.

	MUERTE (V.O)
	End. Full of the unknown. Silence. Powering down.

	INT. THE CINEMA
	Autumn realises what the film is. She drifts in and out of consciousness. Tears stream down her face. Muerte is stood in front of her. Polaroid camera in hand.
	MUERTE (to Autumn)
	Recognise anything?...I almost forgot. Smile.
	She takes a picture. The flash is blinding. As it fades, the room fills with endless polaroid pictures. Each a different person. A different life. The cinema screen becomes a harsh white light, no one is left in the room. The developed picture of Autumn lies on the floor of the cinema.
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