INT. HEID 'S HOUSE - THERESA' S BEDROOM - DAY

Psychedel i ¢ nusi c PLAYS. A snoking bong and a pile of weed
sit on the coffee table. Theresa and HEIDI sit on the couch,
Liz on a chair. Theresa stares at a handwitten letter.

THERESA
| can't believe he sent ne a Dear John
letter.

LI Z
Dear Jane.

THERESA
Right. Hs nane is Jon. Dear Jon
(laughs, then enotional)

| mean, | can understand not being
able to do the | ong-di stance thing,

but how can he... It's been a nonth. A
fucking nonth since | left. He net
sonmeone. He's already getting marri ed!

HEI DI
Fuck of f! What a prick. You need a hit
of this gnarly sinsemlla

THERESA
|"mstill buzzed fromlast night and |
have a job interview at el even.
(sighs, puts letter down)
But thanks. Cool nusic, anyway.

LI Z
It's a deno tape of ny friend s band
way back in, like, 1972 or sonething.

THERESA
1972. 1 was in high school in Big
Bear. Life was so nuch...easier then

HEI DI
In high school? | don't think so!

The three share boisterous |aughter, then Theresa yawns,
cl oses her eyes for a nonent.

THERESA
Not used to dancing till four a.m

HEI DI
How about a little pick-ne-up.



THERESA
No! No nore. I'mfine. | just need to
rest ny eyes for a mnute.

She | eans against HEIDI, closes her eyes. In a nonent she's
asleep. HEID wiggles away, lets Theresa stretch out on the
couch. HEID and Liz watch her sleep. Affectionately--

HEI DI
Li ght wei ght .

FADE TO

THERESA' S DREAM In Julieta's living room a knife gleans in
t he hand of GRANGE, the nurderer, who stares at Theresa with
a bloodthirsty. toothy grin.

GRANGE
It's you... You're supposed to be
dead, not her.

Theresa stares in fright at Gange as he lifts the knife.

HEI DI (V.O
(distant voice, as Gange's face
becomes blurrier and finally goes
bl ank)
Theresa! ZoAnn! Cone on, wake up

FADE TO
HEI D 'S LI VI NG ROOM

Theresa opens her eyes to the sight of HEIDI and Liz |eaning
over her with concerned | ooks.

HEI DI
Wel cone back to reality, little girl.
Anot her bad dreanf

THERESA
| was there. He...was there. | saw his
f ace.

LI Z

You did! So you...renmenber his face.
This is inportant. So you know every
guy isn't the killer cone to get you.

Theresa concentrates, sighs, shakes her head hel pl essly. She
furrows her brow in sudden pain, rubs her tenples.



