Transition from David’s piece to Tray’s world...

SAMANTHA

“It’ll be all right.” 

(beat)

Maybe it will. Maybe you taught me something just now. 

She rises from bed and gazes at herself in a shattered mirror.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)

I always see myself in you. But I never thought it the other way around...You communicated something to me, whether you meant to or not. Maybe this time I can follow your example. 

Transition to Chad’s visuals...

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)

You don’t speak with words, do you?

Words and disjointed sentences swarm the screen. 

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)

For a hundred-and-twenty-two years, I’ve whispered myself into your dreams, but you haven’t been listening. Maybe that’s because you can’t. 

The word fade away into nothing.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)

But can you feel?

[I leave these visuals to your discretion, Chad. You can use colors, faces, photos, illustrations, works of art, anything. A rapid-fire mixture of every possibility (and many I didn’t list) should be effective]

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)

Hope 

Pride 

Pity

Desire

Affliction

Resentment

Anger 

Horror

Joy

Love

Hate

Sorrow

Anxiety

Loneliness

Despair

Ecstacy

Apathy

Fear

Understanding

Frustration. 

BLACK

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)

What if I show it to you? What if you feel it? Will you realize your limitations? Will you change them? Will you WAKE UP!

Cut to Jon’s piece...

