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===================================================================
Sunday 
Offstimme kombiniert mit dem Geräusch eines Bleistifts auf Papier:
I'm not sure why I'm writing this down on paper and not on my computer. I guess I've just noticed some odd things. It's not that I don't trust the computer... I just... need to organize my thoughts. 
Überblendung von Schwarz auf schreibenden John
I need to get down all the details somewhere objective, somewhere I know that what I write can't be deleted or... changed... not that that's happened. It's just... everything blurs together here, and the fog of memory lends a strange cast to things... 
Rückblende. John am PC, Kanne Kaffee, Code auf Monitor sichtbar
I haven't been out in a few days because I've been working on this programming project so intensively. I suppose I just wanted to get it done. Hours of sitting and staring at a monitor can make anyone feel strange, I know, but I don't think that's it. I'm not sure when I first started to feel like something was odd. I can't even define what it is. Maybe I just haven't talked to anyone in awhile. Yeah, that's it. I just need to call someone
Blick aufs Handy => kein Empfang, John steht auf
Blick in den Spiegel, musternd. Kurzes Herabblicken 
it was lunchtime, maybe I'd run into one person I knew
und Tshirtwechsel
Langsames/Vorsichtiges Öffnen der Tür
 A small feeling of apprehension had somehow already lodged itself in me, for some indefinable reason. I chalked it up to having not spoken to anyone but myself for a day or two 
John blickt den Flur hinunter
Treppe , Blick aus dem Glasfenster der Tür
 It was definitely not lunchtime. City-gloom hung over the dark street  Outsideshot - Nacht
I remember shivering, though I wasn't cold. Maybe it was the wind outside. I knew it was that unique kind of late-night wind, the kind that was constant, cold, and quiet, save for the rhythmic music it made as it passed through countless unseen tree leaves. [Wind/Baumgeräusche]
I decided not to go outside. 
Handy an die Tür halten => Empfang
John lächelt
John: [Leichtes Kopfschütteln und lachen] Time to hear someone else's voice
I hit speed-dial for my best friend Amy's number [Nummerauswahl, Amy]
Einmal klingeln, dann hört es auf – Silencetone – Pause – John hängt auf. 
John runzelt die  Stirn, checkt Empfang, dieser ist immer noch voll.
Handy klingelt.
John: Hello?
Kurze Pause. 
Unbekannter: Hey. Who's this?
John: [verwirrt] John
Unbekannter: Oh, sorry, wrong number [legt auf]
John blickt auf die Nummer, diese ist unbekannt, John wirkt sehr irritiert. 
Das Handy klingelt erneut, erneut eine andere unbekannte Nummer. John hält das Telefon ans Ohr, sagt aber nichts.
Amy: John? 
John: atmet erleichtert aus  Hey, it's you
Amy: Who else would it be? Oh, the number. I'm at a party on Seventh Street, and my phone died just as you called me. This is someone else's phone, obviously
John: Oh, ok
Amy: Where are you?
John: blickt sich um - At my building – seufzt – Just feeling cooped up. I didn't realize it was so late
Amy: lachend - You should come here 
John: blickt auf die Straße – Nah, I don't feel like looking for some strange place by myself in the middle of the night. I think I'm just going to keep working or go to bed.
Amy: Nonsense! I can come get you! Your building is close to Seventh Street, right?
John: witzelnd How drunk are you? You know where I live.
Amy: Oh, of course, I guess I can't get there by walking, huh?
John: You could if you wanted to waste half an hour. 
Amy: Right. Ok, have to go, good luck with your work!
Er senkt das Telefon. Stille.
John blickt nach draußen. Ihm wird sichtlich unwohl. Er packt die Tür und öffnet sie. Es wird ihm sichtlich unangenehm.
The two strange calls and the eerie street outside just drove home my aloneness in this empty stairwell. Perhaps from having seen too many scary movies, I had the sudden inexplicable idea that something could look in the door's window and see me, some sort of horrible entity that hovered at the edge of aloneness, just waiting to creep up on unsuspecting people that strayed too far from other human beings. I knew the fear was irrational, but nobody else was around, so…
Rennt zurück in seine Wohnung. Man sieht John nach Papier und Stift suchen
. Like I said, I feel a little ridiculous for being scared of nothing, and the fear has already faded. Writing this down helps a lot – it makes me realize that nothing is wrong. It filters out half-formed thoughts and fears and leaves only cold, hard facts. It's late, I got a call from a wrong number, and Amy's phone died, so she called me back from another number. Nothing strange is happening. 
Pause, der Flashback endet. Man sieht, dass der “Anfang” sich an diese Szene angeschlossen  hat.
Still, there was something a little off about that conversation. I know it could have just been the alcohol she’d had... or was it even her that seemed off to me? Or was it... yes, that was it! I didn’t realize it until this moment, writing these things down. I knew writing things down would help. She said she was at a party, but I only heard silence in the background! Of course, that doesn’t mean anything in particular, as she could have just gone outside to make the call. No... that couldn’t be it either. I didn’t hear the wind! I need to see if the wind is still blowing! 
John steht auf.
==================================================================
Monday 
I forgot to finish writing last night. I'm not sure what I expected to see. I'm feeling ridiculous. Last night's fear seems hazy and unreasonable to me now. I can't wait to go out into the sunlight. I'm going to check my email, shave, shower, and finally get out of here! Wait... I think I heard something. 
Donnergrollen
John steht auf, Schnitt zum Treppenhaus, er blickt durch das Fenster der Tür hinaus. 
John: seufzt – Well, the whole sunlight and fresh air thing will not happen. 
Es regnet heftig, die Sicht nach draußen ist verschwommen und man nimmt nur grobe Formen war. John schaut angestrengt nach draußen.
Er dreht sich um und läuft zurück, dabei hält er inne und lauscht neben den Wohnungen ob er andere Menschen hört.
It was the middle of the day, so I wasn't surprised that I heard nothing but the rain outside. 
Steht, lehnt sich an eine Wand und hört dem Regen zu.
John geht zu einem Fenster/Tür zur Straße und will diese öffnen, zögert aber
I had the strangest feeling that if I opened that window, I would see something absolutely horrifying on the other side. Everything's been so odd lately... so I came up with a plan. I don't seriously think anything will come of it, but I'm bored, it's raining, and I'm going stir crazy. 
John montiert eine Webcam im Gang zu seinem Apartment, klebt das Kabel fest
I know this is silly, but I don't have anything better to do... 
John sitzt vor dem Rechner und beobachtet das Bild, dass die Webcam überträgt, seufzt. Auf einmal wird angezeigt, dass ein Onlinekontakt (Matt) on gekommen ist. John klickt sofort drauf-
Schwarzblende
Man sieht eine kurze Collage aus Unterhaltungszenen (John und Matt)via Webcam, ohne Ton
I can’t really explain why I wanted to video chat, but it felt good to see another person's face. He couldn't talk very long, and we didn't talk about anything meaningful, but I feel much better. My strange fear has almost passed. I would feel completely better, but there was something... odd... about our conversation. I know that I've said that everything has seemed odd, but... still, he was very vague in his responses. I can't recall one specific thing that he said... no particular name, or place, or event... but he did ask for my email address to keep in touch.
Emailbenachrichtigungssound
Schwarzblende
John hat sich gerichtet sich  um das Haus zu verlassen, schreibt in seinen Block
 I just got an email from Amy that asked me to meet her for dinner at 'the place we usually go to. Again, I feel ridiculous about the odd couple of days I've been having. I should destroy this journal when I get back.
John auf dem Weg zur Tür, Emailbenachrichtigungssound
Oh my god. I almost opened the door. I almost opened the door, but I read the email first! 
Emailfenster wird angezeigt, Email ohne Betreff, mit vielen weiteren Adressaten.
"seen with your own eyes don't trust them they"
John läuft im Zimmer auf und ab, sichtlich nervös und verstört. Er blickt immer wieder zur noch immer offenen Email. 
What the hell is that supposed to mean? Is it a desperate email sent just as... something happened? The words are obviously cut off without finishing! On any other day I would have dismissed this as spam from a computer virus or something, but the words... seen with your own eyes!
 I can't help but think back on the last few days and realize that I have not seen another person with my own eyes or talked to another person face to face. The webcam conversation with my friend was so strange, so vague, so... eerie, now that I think about it. Is the fear clouding my memory? My mind toys with the progression of events I've written here, pointing out that I have not been presented with one single fact that I did not specifically give out unsuspectingly.
Kurze Flashbacks, Unbekannter Anruf, Amy, Gespräch mit Matt
 The random 'wrong number' that got my name and the subsequent strange return call from Amy, Matt who asked for my email address... I messaged him first when I saw him online! 
John erhebt sich und wirkt sehr fahrig, läuft weiter im Raum und denkt nach, schreibend.
And then I got my first email a few minutes after that conversation! Oh my god! That phone call with Amy! I said over the phone – I said that I was within half an hour's walk of Seventh Street! They know I'm near there! What if they're trying to find me?! Where is everyone else? Why haven't I seen or heard anyone else in days? 
Er bleibt stehen.
No, no, this is crazy. This is absolutely crazy. I need to calm down. This madness needs to end. 
Schwarzblende. Man sieht danach John mit seinem Handy in der Wohnung herumlaufen, auf der Suche nach Empfang. Im Badezimmer gelingt es schließlich.in der Nähe des Fensters Er schickt allen/vielen in seiner Kontaktliste die gleiche Nachricht:
You seen anyone face to face lately?
I just wanted any reply back. I didn't care what the reply was, or if I embarrassed myself.
John starrt aufs Handy, bekommt keine Antworten. Er stürmt dann zum PC, man sieht den Instant Messenger geöffnet und ihn tippen.
Nobody responded. My messages grew more frantic, and I started telling people where I was and to stop by in person for a host of barely passable reasons. I didn't care about anything by that point. I just needed to see another person! 
Man sieht John schreibend am Tisch sitzen. Das Apartment sieht wesentlich unordentlicher aus, als noch davor.
I also tore apart my apartment looking for something that I might have missed; some way to contact another human being without opening the door. I know it's crazy, I know it's unfounded, but what if? WHAT IF? I just need to be sure! 
Man sieht das Telefon in der Nähe des Fensters/am Fenster festgeklebt (mit Tape)
==================================================================
Tuesday: Johns Aussehen: Eingefallene Augen, dichterer 3-Tagebart, ungesunder Eindruck.

THE PHONE RANG! 
John schläft mit dem Kopf auf dem Tisch, über den Notizen. Das Telefon klingelt. John wacht auf und rennt ins Bad. Geht an das Telefon (Ohr an das festgetapte Telefon). Man sieht ihn Reden.
It was Amy, and I feel so much better. She was really worried about me, and apparently had been trying to contact me since the last time I talked to her. She's coming over now, and, yes, she knows where I am without me telling her. I feel so embarrassed. 
Man sieht John wieder an seinem Block sitzend, schreibend.
I am definitely throwing this journal away before anyone sees it. I don't even know why I'm writing in it now. Maybe it's just because it's the only communication I've had at all since… god knows when. I look like hell, too. 
Man sieht das Apartment, welches nun noch um einiges unordentlicher ist.
My apartment is trashed, but I'm not going to clean it up. I think I need someone else to see what I've been through. These past few days have NOT been normal. I know I have been the victim of extreme probability. 
John schreibt
I probably missed seeing another person a dozen times. I just happened to go out when it was late at night, or the middle of the day when everyone was gone. Everything's perfectly fine, I know this now. 
I'm glad Amy's the only one that responded to me after last night's frantic pestering of everyone I could contact. She's been my best friend for years. She doesn't know it, but I count the day that I met her among one of the few moments of true happiness in my life. 
Evtl. Eine Rückblende? John & Amy auf einem Spielplatz, es ist ein sonniger Tag.
I remember that warm summer day fondly. It seems a different reality from this dark, rainy, lonely place. I feel like I spent days sitting in that playground, much too old to play, just talking with her and hanging around doing nothing at all. I still feel like I can go back to that moment sometimes, 
Rückblende endet, John am Block.
and it reminds me that this damn place is not all that there is... [Klopfen]  finally. 
John steht auf, zögert aber.
John blickt auf seinen Monitor.
I thought it was odd that I couldn’t see her through the camera. I figured that it was bad positioning. I should have known. I should have known! 
John steht an der Tür, den Kopf angelehnt.
John: ruft – Hey, did you see my camera over to your right?
John blickt zurück auf seinen Monitor, Amy kommt ins Bild.
Amy: with a wry look – Hey  
John: - It's weird, I know. I've had a weird few days. 
Amy: Must have. Open the door, John.
John zögert, er blickt zur Tür und wieder zurück zum Monitor
John: Hey, humor me a second here. Tell me one thing about us. Just prove to me you're you.
Amy schaut irritiert in die Kamera
Amy: Um, alright – sie denkt nach – We met randomly at a playground when we were both way too old to be there?
John seufzt erleichtert
God, I'd been so ridiculous. Of course it was Amy! That day wasn't anywhere in the world except in my memory. If there was some unknown force at work trying to trick me, as I feared, there was no way they could know about that day. 
John: Haha, alright, I'll explain everything. Be right there.
John steht schnell auf, blickt in den Spiegel und fährt sich durch die Haare.
I looked like hell, but she would understand. 

John legt die Hand auf  den Türknopf 
John: Ridiculous
und blickt sich nochmal im Zimmer, Mülleimer, Tisch … zum Schluss die Webcam welche auf der Seite liegt, den Notizblock im Blickfeld. John wird von einem Horror ergriffen.
I just wrote about that day. I asked her for any one thing about us, and she chose the only thing in the world that I thought they or it did not know... but IT DID! IT DID KNOW! IT COULD HAVE BEEN WATCHING ME THE WHOLE TIME! 
John wird panisch, er rennt zur webcam und schleudert sie gegen die Wand/in die Ecke. Er schreit. An der Tür wird von außengerüttelt. Der Ton der Szene verstummt und es gibt einen langsamen Übergang ins Schwarze. 
I didn't hear Amy's voice through the door. What could have been trying to get in, if not her? What the hell is out there?! I saw her on my computer through the camera outside, I heard her on the speakers through the camera outside, but was it real?! How can I know?! She's gone now – I screamed, and shouted for help! I piled up everything in my apartment against the front door – 
===================================================================
Friday Der Eingang zu Johns Wohnung wurde von ihm verbarrikadiert.
John sitzt in der Ecke und schreibt. Neben ihm liegen viele der älteren Notizen.
At least I think that it's Friday. I broke everything electronic. I smashed my computer to pieces. Every single thing on there could have been accessed by network access, or worse, altered. I'm a programmer, I know. Every little piece of information I gave out since this started – my name, my email, my location – none of it came back from outside until I gave it out. I've been going over and over what I wrote and I keep running through it in my head. One point of view says I've acted like a madman, and all of this is the extreme convergence of probability – never going outside at the right times by pure luck, never seeing another person by pure chance, getting a random nonsense email from some computer virus at just the right time. The other point of view says that extreme convergence of probability is the reason that whatever's out there hasn't gotten me already. I haven't opened my own solid door since I flung open the front door of the building. Whatever's out there – if anything's out there – never made an 'appearance' in the building before I opened the front door. #
Mehrere Abschriebe der Email liegen verstreut herum.
That email – short, cut off – was it from someone trying to get word out? Some friendly voice desperately trying to warn me before it came? Seen with my own eyes, don't trust them – exactly what I've been so suspicious of. It could have masterful control of all things electronic, practicing its insidious deception to trick me into coming outside. Why can't it get in? It knocked on the door – it must have some solid presence... the door...
Die verbarrikadierte Tür rückt in den Bildfokus.
. Doors have always been such intense foci of human imagination, always seen as wards or portals of special importance. Why does it even want me? If it just wanted to kill me, it could do it any number of ways, including just waiting until I starve to death. What if it doesn't want to kill me? What if it has some far more horrific fate in store for me? God, what can I do to escape this nightmare?! 
Klopfen.

I told the people on the other side of the door I need a minute to think and I'll come out. I'm really just writing this down so I can figure out what to do. At least this time I heard their voices. My paranoia – and yes, I recognize I'm being paranoid – has me thinking of all sorts of ways that their voices could be faked electronically. There could be nothing but speakers outside, simulating human voices. Did it really take them three days to come talk to me? Amy is supposedly out there, along with two policemen and a psychiatrist. Maybe it took them three days to think of what to say to me – the psychiatrist's claim could be pretty convincing, if I decided to think this has all been a crazy misunderstanding, and not some entity trying to trick me into opening the door. 
The psychiatrist had an older voice, authoritarian but still caring. I liked it. I'm desperate just to see someone with my own eyes! He said I have something called cyber-psychosis, and I'm just one of a nationwide epidemic of thousands of people having breakdowns triggered by a suggestive email that 'got through somehow.' I swear he said 'got through somehow.' I think he means spread throughout the country inexplicably, but I'm incredibly suspicious that the entity slipped up and revealed something. He said I am part of a wave of 'emergent behavior', that a lot of other people are having the same problem with the same fears, even though we've never communicated. 
That neatly explains the strange email about eyes that I got. I didn't get the original triggering email. I got a descendant of it - my friend could have broken down too, and tried to warn everyone he knew against his paranoid fears. That's how the problem spreads, the psychiatrist claims. I could have spread it, too, with my texts and instant messages online to everybody I know. One of those people might be melting down right now, after being triggered by something I sent them, something they might interpret any way that they want, something like a text saying seen anyone face to face lately? The psychiatrist told me that he didn't want to 'lose another one', that people like me are intelligent, and that's our downfall. We draw connections so well that we draw them even when they shouldn't be there. He said it's easy to get caught up in paranoia in our fast paced world, a constantly changing place where more and more of our interaction is simulated... 
I have to give him one thing. It's a great explanation. It neatly explains everything. It perfectly explains everything, in fact. I have every reason to shake off this nightmarish fear that some thing or consciousness or being out there wants me to open the door so it can capture me for some horrible fate worse than death. It would be foolish, after hearing that explanation, to stay in here until I starve to death just to spite the entity that might have got everyone else. It would be foolish to think that, after hearing that explanation, I might be one of the last people left alive on an empty world, hiding in my secure basement room, spiting some unthinkable deceptive entity just by refusing to be captured. It's a perfect explanation for every single strange thing I've seen or heard, and I have every reason in the world to let all of my fears go, and open the door. 
That's exactly why I'm not going to. 
How can I be sure?! How can I know what's real and what's deception? All of these damn things with their wires and their signals that originate from some unseen origin! They're not real, I can't be sure! Signals through a camera, faked video, deceptive phone calls, emails! Even the television, lying broken on the floor – how can I possibly know it's real? It's just signals, waves, light... the door! It's bashing on the door! It's trying to get in! What insane mechanical contrivance could it be using to simulate the sound of men attacking the heavy wood so well?! At least I'll finally see it with my own eyes... there's nothing left in here for it to deceive me with, I've ripped apart everything else! It can't deceive my eyes, can it? Seen with your own eyes don't trust them they... wait... was that desperate message telling me to trust my eyes, or warning me about my eyes too?! Oh my god, what's the difference between a camera and my eyes? They both turn light into electrical signals – they're the same! I can't be deceived! I have to be sure! I have to be sure! 
Date Unknown 
I calmly asked for paper and a pen, day in and day out, until it finally gave them to me. Not that it matters. What am I going to do? Poke my eyes out? The bandages feel like part of me now. The pain is gone. I figure this will be one of my last chances to write legibly, as, without my sight to correct mistakes, my hands will slowly forget the motions involved. This is a sort of self-indulgence, this writing... it's a relic of another time, because I'm certain everyone left in the world is dead... or something far worse. 
I sit against the padded wall day in and day out. The entity brings me food and water. It masks itself as a kind nurse, as an unsympathetic doctor. I think it knows that my hearing has sharpened considerably now that I live in darkness. It fakes conversations in the hallways, on the off chance that I might overhear. One of the nurses talks about having a baby soon. One of the doctors lost his wife in a car accident. None of it matters, none of it is real. None of it gets to me, not like she does. 
That's the worst part, the part I almost can't handle. The thing comes to me, masquerading as Amy. Its recreation is perfect. It sounds exactly like Amy, feels exactly like her. It even produces a reasonable facsimile of tears that it makes me feel on its lifelike cheeks. When it first dragged me here, it told me all the things I wanted to hear. It told me that she loved me, that she had always loved me, that it didn't understand why I did this, that we could still have a life together, if only I would stop insisting that I was being deceived. It wanted me to believe... no, it needed me to believe that she was real. 
I almost fell for it. I really did. I doubted myself for the longest time. In the end, though, it was all too perfect, too flawless, and too real. The false Amy used to come every day, and then every week, and finally stopped coming altogether... but I don't think the entity will give up. I think the waiting game is just another one of its gambits. I will resist it for the rest of my life, if I have to. I don't know what happened to the rest of the world, but I do know that this thing needs me to fall for its deceptions. If it needs that, then maybe, just maybe, I am a thorn in its agenda. Maybe Amy is still alive out there somewhere, kept alive only by my will to resist the deceiver. I hold on to that hope, rocking back and forth in my cell to pass the time. I will never give in. I will never break. I am... a hero! 
==== 
The doctor read the paper the patient had scribbled on. It was barely readable, written in the shaky script of one who could not see. He wanted to smile at the man's steadfast resolve, a reminder of the human will to survive, but he knew that the patient was completely delusional. 
After all, a sane man would have fallen for the deception long ago. 
The doctor wanted to smile. He wanted to whisper words of encouragement to the delusional man. He wanted to scream, but the nerve filaments wrapped around his head and into his eyes made him do otherwise. His body walked into the cell like a puppet, and told the patient, once more, that he was wrong, and that there was nobody trying to deceive him. 

