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FADE IN.

EXT. WOODLAND - NIGHT

A bright light bursts through the treeline. Two wide eyes.

Pupils dilated. Tears forming.

The child-like shrieks from THREE BOYS can be heard.

BOY

Jake?!

INT. DAMON KENNEDY’S HOUSE, BEDROOM - NIGHT

DAMON KENNEDY, 45 bolts upright in bed. Sweat pours from his

brow. Breaths heavy. Heart racing. He looks across at his

wife, LISA KENNEDY, 41, blissful in undisturbed sleep.

INT. KITCHEN - MORNING

Lisa butters a piece of toast as she sits at the table. The

television plays quietly in the background. Her attention

diverts between the two.

Damon stumbles, sleepily through the doorway. Hair ruffled,

eyes baggy, shirt buttoned just barely covering his chest.

Lisa looks him up and down as he walks over to the kitchen

top coffee machine.

He pours a cup of coffee and catches her glaring eyes on

him, agitated he barks at her...

DAMON

What?

She turns back to her toast.

LISA

Nothing.

DAMON

Come on, you don’t dish those death

stares out for nothing these days.

LISA

You didn’t come to bed until late

again last night.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

DAMON

Couldn’t sleep the past couple of

nights.

LISA

Or didn’t want to try?

He shoots her a glare.

LISA

I just wish you’d tell someone.

DAMON

Telling someone won’t help the

problem, sleeping will.

He takes a large mouthful of his coffee and exits. She

shouts after him.

LISA

If you stopped drinking that shit

like it was going out of fashion,

you’d have a head start.

INT. DALE SUMNER’S FLAT, BATHROOM - MORNING

DALE SUMNER, 44 enters his bathroom. He clicks the light on.

The small room remains dull. His face illuminated in the

mirror. He turns the tap on and rinses his face.

He stares at himself. Deep into his unrecognizable eyes. He

feels anger. It rises, he slaps his face hard.

DALE

Come on. What the fuck is wrong

with you?

INT. LIVING ROOM AREA

Dale boils the kettle and makes two cups of coffee. His

small flat is cramped and full of hordes of newspapers,

magazines and boxes.

Damon riffles through his cupboards.

DAMON

What the hell is wrong with you?

DALE

Funny. That’s what I keep asking

myself.

(CONTINUED)
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DAMON

That’s funny to you? I see a

distinct lack of food around here,

that’s not funny. You gave up your

job for this? To lock yourself away

in this shit hole?

DALE

Hey, I like it.

DAMON

It’s a shit hole.

DALE

I have to be careful. They’re ---

DAMON

After you. Yada-yada-yada. Yeah,

yeah. I’ve been briefed, thanks.

Look, we gotta get you out of here.

DALE

I’m fine. I’m happy with everything

just as it is.

He studies him for a moment.

DAMON

Do insane people recognize that

they’re insane?

DALE

What?

DAMON

I’m just asking because you’re

sounding a little insane. Have been

for a while. I’m just wondering

whether you’re aware of the

insanity circling your mind right

now?

DALE

Let me take this opportunity to

thank you, you know, for all your

unwavering support.

DAMON

Look, I’m not knocking you. Jesus,

you don’t know how often I wish I’d

just locked myself out of the way

like this.

(CONTINUED)
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DALE

How often?

DAMON

Too often. The fact is, I didn’t

and I’m the better for it. You

can’t spend you whole life in fear.

It’s not right.

DALE

I’ve been wrestling with what is

for so long. I never figured out

what to do about it.

INT. DAMON KENNEDY’S HOUSE, BEDROOM - NIGHT

Damon paces back and fourth as Lisa lies on the bed,

engrossed in a book.

DAMON

I just, I figured the guy hadn’t

been out in so long ’cause he had a

super awesome job or a jacuzzi in

the backyard or something. I never

imagined it’d be....fear.

Lisa slams her book onto her chest and looks up.

LISA

You can’t seriously expect to waltz

back into his life and start making

demands on it.

DAMON

I’m not--

LISA

I know that you’re not doing

anything to hurt him but you have

to give him time.

Damon sits on the bed.

DAMON

Seeing Dale again, it makes me

wonder about Levar.

LISA

There’s only one way to find out.

Just remember that it’s a big wound

to reopen.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 5.

DAMON

It never really healed to begin

with.

Lisa sits upright and pulls him into a tight hug.

DAMON

I just don’t understand how I made

it out to this.

Damon pulls his face away, Lisa strokes it with her hand.

LISA

Because you got on with your life.

Don’t ever think you were wrong to.

Ok?

Damon nods his head, Lisa kisses him tenderly.

INT. DALE SUMNER’S FLAT

Dale sits at his paper littered desk, typing. After a few

moments, he sends the document to print. The printer fires

up and whirs into life.

As sheet after sheet of smooth photographic printer paper

fires out and settles on the printer, Dale rummages beneath

the clutter on the desk for a packet of cigarettes and a

lighter. He sparks one up from the packet and lies back in

his chair.

He spins from side to side as he exhales smoke. He glances

out of the window. Through dirty and hole bitten nets. A

battered up car pulls up on the desolate driveway.

SUSAN MILES, 34 climbs out of the drivers side and walks up

the path towards the house.

Dale immediately stumps out his cigarette, spins round and

off the chair to his feet. He straightens out his hair and

creased shirt and approaches the door.

He opens it. Susan stands at the door, hand poised to knock.

DALE

Hi, Susan.

SUSAN

Hey.

(CONTINUED)
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DALE

What are you doing here?

SUSAN

I thought I’d stop by and see how

you were. Oh and to drop these off.

She pulls two 200 packs of cigarettes from her bag and hands

them out. He takes them from her.

DALE

Thanks.

SUSAN

It’s ok. I figured you’d probably

be low.

DALE

Thanks. I don’t have cash on me. I

wasn’t expecting you --

SUSAN

It’s alright. Just-- We’ll just

knock it outta this months wages.

If that’s cool?

DALE

Yeah. Yeah that’s fine.

SUSAN

How’s this months mag coming?

DALE

It’s just printing off now. It’ll

be all ready to go tomorrow.

SUSAN

Sweet. Well, guess I’ll see you

tomorrow then.

DALE

Yeah. See you tomorrow. And thanks.

Susan smiles at him warmly, he offers a weak smile in return

as he closes the door.

He moves back over to the window and watches her as she

walks back down the drive and into her car. As the car

reverses out, he turns back and takes a deep inhale of the

cigarettes.

He smiles.



7.

INT. DAMON KENNEDY’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Damon lies on the sofa, telephone in one hand, remote

control for the television in the other.

He flicks through the channels continuously.

DAMON

Wait a minute, so she drove all the

way out to your pit, with four

hundred cigarettes at stupid

o’clock in the evening and you

think that’s normal?

INT. DALE SUMNER’S FLAT

Dale sits on his sofa. Folding and stapling individual

magazines together.

The telephone tucked between his head and shoulder.

DALE

She always does stuff like that.

INTERCUT;

DAMON

I feel the need to refer back to

our previous conversation involving

thoughts of insanity.

DALE

Right. Hey, I’m a sorry to bother

you.

DAMON

It’s ok.

DALE

Don’t wanna interrupt your time

with Liza.

DAMON

Lisa and it’s fine, really. She’s

asleep anyway. Besides, I said you

could call anytime.

DALE

Yeah. Didn’t think you really meant

it though.

There’s a KNOCK at the door in Dale’s house.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 8.

DALE

Hold on, I’ll maybe give you a call

back.

Dale puts the phone down and rises to his feet.

Suspicious of the late night caller, he takes a firm grip of

a snapped pool cue beside the door and looks cautiously

through the peep hole.

COLONEL SUMNER (O.S)

Stop peering at me and just open

the damn door, Dale.

Dale unlocks five separate locks on the door and opens it

barely enough to see through it.

COLONEL SUMNER, 67, impeccable military uniform, stands at

the door.

COLONEL SUMNER

Can I come in?

DALE

No...sir. I’d rather you didn’t.

COLONEL SUMNER

Alright. Well then I’ll make this

briefer than originally intended. I

got woken up two hours ago to be

advised that a man had been found

wandering incoherently in

Bleakstone Forrest.

DALE

Bleakstone?

COLONEL SUMNER

Yes. That man has been identified

as Jake Tammermore.

DALE

Jake? It’s Jakey? But....I don’t

understand how that could be

possible.

Dale’s breaths become sharp as he fights back tears from his

eyes.

COLONEL SUMNER

He wants to see you.
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INT. HOSPITAL, CORRIDOR

Dale and Colonel Sumner walk along a corridor and reach a

door. Dale, fidgeting nervously with his zip takes a couple

of deep breaths. Colonel Sumner stops him.

COLONEL SUMNER

You know Dale, you and I have never

really seen eye to eye but right

now I think we’re both on the same

page - that you don’t really wanna

go in there. You know you don’t

have too.

DALE

I know. I have to see for myself,

if it’s really him. You know?

Colonel Sumner nods.

COLONEL SUMNER

I know I just wish you didn’t have

to. He’s a lot different now.

DALE

Of course he is. It’s been over

thirty years.

Dale places his hand on the door handle and opens the door

to the side room.

INT. SIDE ROOM

Dale enters the room. The sight immediately before him takes

his breath away. JAKE TAMMERMORE, 45 lies in a bed, most of

his body bandaged. Spots of blood seep through on his arms

and leg. His entire body almost frozen from movement.

DALE

Oh, God.

Jake’s head moves a fraction. His lips the only thing

visible struggle to move as he mumbles.

JAKE

Dale?

DALE

I’m here.

Jake’s finger moves a fraction. Dale watches them as he

approaches.

(CONTINUED)
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DALE

It’s been so long...I can’t even

believe it’s you that’s laying

there in front of me. I don’t---I

don’t--- It can’t be you.

Jake taps on the bed as hard as he can. Dale puts his hand

on top of his bandaged hand.

JAKE

The bandages. Get them to take them

off.

DALE

I can’t. I can’t. The doctors are

kinda in charge of that.

JAKE

Just my face. Then you’ll see.

Please.

EXT. HOSPITAL, BUS SHELTER

Dale sits on the bus shelter. Heavy rain beats down against

the glass. He rocks back and fourth as he pulls on a

cigarette.

Damon stands near him, he paces back and fourth.

DAMON

I don’t see how it could be him, I

don’t. Are you sure?

DALE

He took the fucking bandages off.

It is him. It’s him. For sure. He

has no fucking eyes. Whoever took

him, they cut out his fucking eyes.

Damon stops and kneels in front of Dale. He takes him firmly

by the shoulder.

DAMON

Dale. Dale. Look at me. He’s alive.

That’s all that matters.

Dale nods his head.
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INT. HOSPITAL, SIDE ROOM

Damon slowly approaches the side room. Dale trails behind

him. Colonel Sumner stands a few inches away from the door

with a SERGEANT, 34. Although deep in conversation they

immediately cease once Damon is within earshot.

DAMON

Colonel Sumner, it’s nice to see

you again, sir.

COLONEL SUMNER

I wish I shared the sentiment. You

get five minutes.

Colonel Sumner walks away, the Sergeant follows.

DAMON

I see your Dad’s not lost any of

his charm over the years.

DALE

I wouldn’t know.

INT. SIDE ROOM

Jake lies in his bed. Free from the bandages his body

appears limp. His skin scarred from burns. A single, thick

bandage covers his eye sockets and ties at the back.

The sight takes Damon’s breath away.

Jake lifts his head, aware of a presence.

JAKE

Hello Damon.

DAMON

Hi.

JAKE

Please don’t be repulsed by my

appearance. It’s still me.

DAMON

I’m not repulsed by it. I’m

just...struggling to understand.

JAKE

As am I. All I know is that they

let me go.


