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FADE | N:

| NT. DARKROOM — NI GHT

Absol ut e dar kness.

Then: a di manber gl ow bleeds in. A safelight.

The room materializes slowy —shallow trays of chem ca
devel oper, a wire strung w th hangi ng photographs, an
enl arger casting light through negatives like a lantern
t hrowi ng shadows.

ELIAS VCOSS (l ate teens, the kind of person who has | earned
to be alone in a way that |ooks |ike preference but isn't)
stands over a developing tray. Hi s sleeves are rolled up. He
noves through this space the way peopl e nove through places
t hey' ve spent too nmuch time in —wi thout thinking.

He wat ches a photograph enmerge in the chemi cal bath. A
habit. Aritual. He does this instead of sl eeping.

The phot ograph: a woman at a market stall. Blurry. Candid.
Nobody he recogni zes.

ELIAS (V. Q)

Day twenty-three. The project ended
two nonths ago. W were supposed to
finish it together. | still cone
here alone. | tell nyself it's the
craft. It isn't. It's just the only
thing that keeps ny hands busy at
two in the norning.

He clips the photograph to the wire. Looks at it.

Next to it hang dozens nore. Al of them strangers. Al of
t hem shot on the street, candid, unaware.

He doesn't know why he keeps them
| NT. DARKROOM — CONTI NUOUS

El i as pours developer into a fresh tray. Drops in a new
negative strip. Wits.

Sonet hi ng begi ns to energe.
He | eans in.

The phot ograph resolves slowy —the chem cal pulling Iight
out of silver —and what appears is:

A face.



A young woman, simlar age to Elias. Short hair. Serious
expression. Standing in front of what | ooks |ike a doorway.

Elias stares at it.
He has never taken this photograph.

He picks up the negative strip. Holds it to the safelight.
Studies it.

The negative is real. It's been shot on his film It's in a
roll he devel oped hinself, froma canera he | oaded hinsel f,
froma trip to a market three weeks ago.
He doesn't under st and.
He clips it up anyway.
He goes to bed.
CUT TO
| NT. DARKROOM — THE NEXT EVEN NG
Elias returns.
He stops in the doorway.
Sonmething is wong with the wire.
The photographs are in a different order.
He steps in slowy. Looks at them one by one.
And then he sees it.
The phot ograph of the unknown girl —the one that shouldn't
exi st —has noved. It's at the end of the wire now. And
pi nned beneath it, on a small square of paper, in
handwiting that is not his own:
LOOK AT THE NEGATI VE AGAI N.
Eli as takes down the negative. Holds it to the safelight.
On first look: the girl in the doorway.
He tilts the strip.
In the background —very faint, alnost lost in the shadows —
there is sonmeone el se standing at the end of a corridor. A

second figure. Blurred. Watching.

Elias sets the negative down.



He doesn't nove for a long tine.
| NT. ELIAS'S APARTMENT — NI GHT

Small, lived-in, the kind of place that used to have nore
furniture. A single lanp. Atable with a |aptop and a
hal f - eat en neal

Elias sits across from his nei ghbor, MARA (50s, the kind of
nei ghbor who notices things and doesn't nake a perfornmance
of it. She has a cup of tea. She doesn't offer himone,

whi ch neans she knows hi mwell enough to know he won't drink
it).

ELI AS
Sonmeone' s been in ny darkroom
MARA
You keep it | ocked?
ELI AS
Yes.
MARA
And not hing's m ssing?
ELI AS
No. Just... rearranged. And there's

a photograph | didn't take.

Mara is quiet for a nonent. She doesn't dismss it.

MARA
What's init?

ELI AS
Agirl | don't know In front of a
door way.

MARA

Have you seen her since?

ELI AS
No.

Anot her silence. She | ooks at himcarefully.

MARA
You' re not sl eeping.

ELI AS
That's not what this is.



MARA
| know. | believe you.

That stops him He wasn't expecting that.
MARA ( CONT' D)

Keep the negatives. Don't go

anywhere al one until you understand

what it is.
He nods. He goes hone.

CUT TO

| NT. DARKROOM — THREE DAYS LATER — NI GHT

El i as devel ops another roll. One he shot that afternoon at
t he har bor.

The phot ographs energe one by one. Boats. Water. A child
with a kite.

And then: frane nine.

The girl again.

Same serious expression. Different background —this tine,

t he harbor. Standing anmong the crowd. Looking directly into
t he canera

Elias has no nenory of this girl being there.

He clips it up. Steps back.

Counts t he photographs on the wre.

There are three nore than there shoul d be.

He goes through them sl owy.

Photo one: the girl, frombehind, on a street Elias doesn't
recogni ze.

Photo two: an old building. A sign above the door that reads
STORAGE — UNITS 1-40. And witten on the photograph in
grease pencil: UNIT 14.

Photo three: a key. Photographed on a white surface.
Close-up. It looks like a padl ock key.

Eli as stands very still.

He opens his desk drawer.



Inside is a key he has never seen before.
CUT TO
EXT. STORAGE FACILITY —NI GHT

| ndustrial. Quiet. The kind of place with no canmeras because
no one ever thought to install them

Elias finds Unit 14 easily. He stands in front of the
padl ock for a nonent, key in hand.

He opens it.
I NT. STORAGE UNI T 14 — CONTI NUCUS
Enpty.

Except for a single wooden chair. And on the chair: a manila
envel ope.

Elias opens it.

| nsi de: photographs. Black and white. Shot in a darkroom
devel oped and pri nt ed.

The phot ographs slide out.

CUT TO COLOR

The whol e frame. Sudden and conplete. No transition, no
effect —just a straight cut. One frame black and white, the
next color. Like opening your eyes.

The col or doesn't cone fromAstrid. It cones fromthe
phot ographs of her. Fromthe first evidence that soneone
el se exists who has been through what he's been through.
Everything fromthis nonment forward stays in color

He spreads themon the fl oor.

They are all of him

Not recent photographs. A d ones —himas a child, years
ago. At his first apartnent. At his nother's funeral. At
nonment s nobody had a canera for. He's certain.

He keeps spreadi ng.

Mor e phot ogr aphs.

And now they are different. The quality is wong —too
sharp, slightly overexposed. Shot on different film



These are of a different person. A young wonan, |ate teens,
slight, with long dark hair. A different city —European, by
t he architecture.

The girl in these photographs is doing the sane things Elias
does.

Sanme habits. Same posture. Alone in a darkroom Standing
over a devel oping tray. Looking at photographs pinned to a
Wre.
Elias turns over the |ast photograph.
On the back, in the same unfam liar handwiting from before:
| FOUND THI S ROOM TOO.
| FOLLOWED THE CLUES TOO.
| THOUGHT | WAS SOLVING I T.
Elias stands up slowy.

A |l ong sil ence.

He | ooks at the photographs scattered on the floor —his
life, and a stranger's life, laid out in parallel.

| NT. STORAGE UNI'T 14 — CONTI NUOUS
He picks up the photograph of the girl at the darkroom
Studies it.

I n the background of that photograph —pinned to the girl's
wi re —are photographs.

Elias holds the print close.

One of those photographs, too small to read clearly but
unm st akably there, shows a person standing in a storage
unit, | ooking at photographs on the fl oor.

The sane posture. The sane shape.

H m

Shot before tonight.

Eli as sets the photograph down.

He becones very, very still



Then, fromoutside the unit —footsteps. Slow Deliberate.
CGetting closer.

CUT TGO
I NT. STORAGE UNI'T 14 — CONTI NUOUS

The girl —ASTRID —appears in the doorway. She | ooks
exactly as she does in the photographs. Late teens, slight,
with long dark hair. She is smaller than Elias but takes up
t he doorway conpletely.

For a nmoment neither of them speaks.
Then:

ASTRI D
You found the storage unit.

ELI AS
Who are you?

ASTRI D
Astrid.

ELI AS
The girl in the photographs.

ASTRI D
| was.

That answer sonehow makes | ess sense.

El i as gestures to the photographs scattered across the
floor.

ELI AS
VWhat is this?

ASTRI D
| don't know.

ELI AS
You don't know?

ASTRI D
| know what happened to ne.

Beat .

ASTRI D ( CONT' D)
| had a darkroomin Antwerp.
Phot ogr aphs started appearing that
| hadn't taken. They | ed nme here.



ELI AS

Her e?

ASTRI D
Not this storage unit. A different
one.

ELI AS
And t hen what ?

ASTRI D
| found soneone.

Si | ence.

ELI AS
VWho?

ASTRI D

A man in Gslo.

ELI AS
And he explained it?

Astrid al nost | aughs.

ASTRI D
No.

Beat .

ASTRI D ( CONT' D)
He was just as confused as | was.

Eli as | ooks down at the photographs.

ELI AS
Then why follow any of it?

ASTRI D
Because t he phot ographs knew t hi ngs
t hey shoul dn't have known.

A | ong pause.

ELI AS
The ones of ne..

ASTRI D
| had photographs |ike that too.

ELI AS
How?



ASTRI D
| don't know.

Anot her sil ence.

El i as studies her.

For the first time, he notices sonething.
She' s exhaust ed.

Not fri ghtened.

Not danger ous.

Just tired.

Li ke soneone who has spent a long tinme trying to solve a
guestion that refuses to becone an answer.

ELI AS
So what is this?

Astrid | ooks around the storage unit.
At the phot ographs.
At him
ASTRI D
| spent a year trying to figure
t hat out.
Beat .

ASTRI D ( CONT' D)
| don't think it's a nmessage.

ELI AS
Then what is it?

Astrid hesitates.

ASTRI D
| think it's an introducti on.

Si | ence.

ELI AS
An i ntroduction to what?

ASTRI D
Maybe to people we woul dn't have
found ot herw se.



10.

El i as says not hi ng.
ASTRI D ( CONT' D)
The man in Gsl o knew soneone in
Montreal . She knew someone in Sao
Paul 0. Now I know t hem t oo.
El i as | ooks at the photographs spread across the fl oor.
For the first time, he notices sonething strange.

Every photograph that had seened |i ke evidence now | ooks
nore |1 ke a connection.

ASTRI D ( CONT' D)
| stopped trying to understand how
it works.

ELI AS
And t hat doesn't bother you?

ASTRI D
Every day.

Beat .

ASTRI D ( CONT' D)
But not as nuch as bei ng al one did.

CUT TO
| NT. DARKROOM — LATER THAT NI GHT
Elias returns al one.
He turns on the safelight.

Everything is exactly as he left it. Except: pinned on the
wi re where the nysterious photographs were —they're gone.

Only his own phot ographs renmain. The strangers at the
market. The child with the kite.

He devel ops one nore roll.

The phot ographs that conme up are ordinary. H's work. His
eye.

He clips them up.

Looks at themfor a | ong nonent.



11.

Then, for the first time in this film a very faint trace of
somet hing crosses his face. Not a smle exactly. Sonething
gui eter than that. Recognition

He turns off the safelight.

| NT. DARKROOM — NI GHT ( FI NAL SHOT)

The roomin the dark.

A | ong nonent.

Then: the anber safelight flickers back on, briefly, on its
own.

And in one of the devel oping trays —a photograph appears,
wi t hout anyone there to develop it.

The phot ograph shows: a long table, somewhere warmand lit.
Several people sitting around it. Faces we don't recogni ze.
And at one end, a girl with long dark hair, talking to
soneone across from her.
There's an enpty chair.
The safelight goes out.

FADE TO BLACK

THE END



PRODUCTI ON NOTES

NOTE ON COLOR The entire filmis shot in black and white

wi th one exception. The darkroomexists in its natural anber
-- the warm gl ow of the safelight the only color in Elias
worl d. Everything else is desaturated: the harbor, the

mar ket, the apartnment, the storage unit. Until the envel ope
opens. Fromthat nmonent forward the filmis in full color.
No transition. A straight cut. The audience will feel it
before they understand it.

RUNTI ME: Approx. 12-14 m nutes

FORMVAT: Shot on 35mm bl ack & white, or digitally graded to
mat ch. The dar kroom sequences shoul d be the warnest, nost
intimate spaces in the film—anber safelight is the

enoti onal center.

CAST: 3 speaking roles (Elias, Astrid, Mara). M ni mal
supporting presence (extras at market, harbor). Achievable
with a | ean crew.

PRODUCTI ON: One primary | ocation (the darkroom. One
secondary location (storage unit). One apartnment. Al small,
practical spaces.

TONE NOTE: The supernatural elenment is never explained. It
is never horrifying. It is strange the way grief is strange
—present wi thout being understood. The film should feel
like a nystery that resolves not into answers but into
openness.



