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FADE IN:

EXT. WOODLAND - DAY

VIVIENNE, a girl of twelve, runs through a woodland.

Each step takes her further into the woodland, closer to the

sounds of cries. She brushes the trees out of her path and

continues. A mist obscures the area in front of her.

As she walks further it is replaced by smoke. Small debris

from a vessel litters the ground. She scans the area. The

cry is heard again, louder. She is close by.

She continues until she reaches a craft. The size of a car.

Its metal outer shell is damaged and dented. Pieces of it

have broken away.

VIVIENNE

Hello?

She startles back as a piece of the craft falls away from

the main section. A YOUNG BOY, 12 (TIMOTHY)runs to the area

and stops beside her.

A CREATURE crawls from the ship. Ape-like in its features.

It’s wounded. Blue blood pours from its neck as it crawls

towards them.

Unable to continue further, it stops just short of

Vivienne’s feet. It looks up at her, sorrowful.

As she steps towards it, Timothy grabs her arm to stop her,

but she pulls free of his grip.

She leans down and extends her arm to The Creature. She

touches its shoulder. She is unable to move her hand away.

The Creature cries as Vivienne struggles to move her hand.

VIVIENNE

It burns! It burns.

Timothy grabs her wrist. Together, they’re able to yank her

hand free, both of them tumbling backwards from the force.

The blood which previously poured from The Creature’s neck

ceases.

The wound seamlessly seals itself. The Creature looks at

Vivienne. Scared, she scrambles to her feet, turns on her

heels and runs.



2.

INT. CAR (MOVING) - MORNING

CONNOR JACKSON (47) drives his car along an isolated

highway. A crumpled map rests on the wheel. His eyes dart up

to empty road and back again to the map. His brow creases in

confusion.

He uses his left hand to rummage in his jacket pocket and

retrieve a packet of cigarettes. As he attempts to remove a

single cigarette, he juggles the wheel, rotation of the map

and the packet.

He removes a cigarette and discards the packet onto the

passenger seat as he slips it into his mouth. His left hand

feels around the glove compartment for a lighter.

Unable to locate one through touch alone, he scans the road

then diverts his gaze to the glove box. Lighter in hand, he

returns his focus to the road.

He has drifted into the centre of the road. An oncoming car

looms directly in front of him. He yanks the wheel sharply

to pull him back into his lane.

CONNOR

Oh crap.

He lights his cigarette.

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Connor opens the door and walks over to an empty desk. Dusty

clothes, sunglasses and a single hold all accompany him.

He taps on the top. DESK SERGEANT RALPH HIGSON (29), exits

the back office and stands behind the desk. Impeccable

uniform and greased back hair.

CONNOR

Hi. I’m Detective Inspector

Jackson, from what I’m told you’re

expecting me.

RAPLH

We certainly are sir. Great to have

you on board.

Ralph extends his hand. Connor briefly shakes it.

CONNOR

Yeah. We’ll see.

(CONTINUED)
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RALPH

I’m Sergeant Higson. Ralph Higson.

You can call me Ralph.

CONNOR

I’ll stick to Sergeant, thanks.

Connor looks around. The minuscule station comprised of only

a few desks and two holding cells.

CONNOR

You ever had more than two bad guys

to lock up at once?

RALPH

No, sir.

CONNOR

I guess it’s true what they say

about small towns.

RALPH

What’s that sir?

CONNOR

You really can leave your doors

unlocked.

RALPH

Yes, sir. We sure are a friendly

bunch.

CONNOR

Great. Can’t wait.

RALPH

Let’s get you settled in.

Ralph walks through to the back room to an empty desk.

Connor follows.

RALPH

This is you.

CONNOR

Does anyone else occupy these

desks?

RALPH

Yes, sir. McKenna and Kowalski.

(CONTINUED)
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CONNOR

And they would be...?

RALPH

On vacation, sir.

CONNOR

Both of them?

RALPH

Yes, sir.

CONNOR

At the same time?

RALPH

Yes, sir.

CONNOR

Together?

Ralph let’s out an embarrassed chuckle as his cheeks flare

red.

RALPH

No, sir.

CONNOR

Who’s in charge of the holiday

allocation?

RALPH

That would be me.

CONNOR

Figures.

He smiles proudly.

RALPH

Coffee machine is in the corner.

Bathroom is the opposite corner. If

you need anything, just bing.

Ralph points to the bell on his desk.

Connor looks at the bell and then to Ralph as he smiles and

returns to the desk.



5.

INT. BED AND BREAKFAST - BEDROOM - EVENING

Connor is on his phone. He smokes a cigarette as he rests in

the bed.

CONNOR

It’s more like a mental asylum than

a police station. In fact I’m

pretty sure there’s more fun to be

had in an asylum.

INT. POLICE STATION - OFFICE(CHICAGO) - NIGHT

CHIEF INSPECTOR COLM MEADY (56) sits at his desk. He rest

his phone between his cheek and his shoulder as he signs

sheets of paper and piles them up neatly.

INTERCUT:

COLM

It’s not meant to be fun. It’s a

station.

CONNOR

I know that but the extreme lack of

crime puts pay to the workload.

COLM

Look, you don’t have to stay there

forever, but you do have to stay

there for now.

Connor sighs.

COLM (CONT’D)

You might not like it but you’re

gonna have to ride this one out. I

can’t let it fly this time. They’ve

been itching to make an example out

of you for years. You handed them

their chance on a plate. With side

orders.

CONNOR

Isn’t it enough that I have to live

with what happened?

COLM

No. It’s transfer not termination.

Be grateful you got that.

(CONTINUED)
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CONNOR

Nothing but grateful.

COLM

Make sure you take care of

yourself.

CONNOR

Will do.

COLM

I mean it, Connor. You need

anything you call me. You feel like

you need a drink, you call me

first. Got it?

CONNOR

Got it.

Connor stumps out his cigarette.

COLM

I’ll check in on you in a few days.

CONNOR

Ok.

Connor hangs up. He lets a sigh and reaches for a bottle of

beer on the bedside table.

INT. BED AND BREAKFAST - HALLWAY - NIGHT

VIVIENNE CLARKE (64) taps on the door. She carries a tray of

home cooked food in her arms. The chain on the door unlocks

and opens. Connor stands in the doorway.

VIVIENNE

Mr. Clarke, I noticed that you

didn’t come down to dinner.

CONNOR

Yeah, I took a nap and forgot all

about it.

VIVIENNE

I thought as much, so I took the

liberty of bringing some up to you.

CONNOR

Oh, you didn’t need to do that.

(CONTINUED)
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VIVIENNE

You’re paying for it so you might

as well have it.

CONNOR

I didn’t want to trouble you.

VIVIENNE

It’s no trouble.

Vivienne smiles politely at him. Connor takes the tray from

her.

CONNOR

Thank you.

VIVIENNE

You know Mr Jackson, it’s not my

place to say but people who forget

about meal times often have

thoughts weighing heavy on their

mind.

CONNOR

Nah, I’m just...tired lately.

She looks at him, unconvinced.

VIVIENNE

Well, when your tiredness subsides,

if there is anything to discuss,

I’m a very good listener.

CONNOR

Thanks, I’ll bear that in mind.

He smiles briefly and closes the door.

INT. CONNOR’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

He puts the chain back across the door and places the tray

of food on the floor. He walks back over to the bed and

grabs another bottle from the floor.

He lies back and takes a swig.
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INT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Connor creeps through a warehouse. Gun drawn, his eyes dart

around the space as he searches for movement.

A footstep. He freezes. He searches the darkness for its

source. Another footstep. He cautiously steps forward

towards a corner.

He hugs the wall as he takes step by cautious step. Sweat

drops down his brow as he slows his breaths.

He summons his courage and turns the corner. He is struck by

an object with force. Excruciating pain.

INT. CONNOR’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Connor bolts upright in bed. Sweat pours from his brow as he

catches his breath.

EXT. BED AND BREAKFAST - NIGHT

Connor stands on the porch and smokes a cigarette. The front

door opens, Vivienne exits.

She holds a jacket and approaches him.

VIVIENNE

You’ll catch your death out here.

CONNOR

I should be so lucky.

She holds out the jacket.

VIVIENNE

Life is too precious to wish away.

I don’t take no for an answer so

put it on.

She holds his gaze without blinking. He stares back at her.

After a moment he blinks, sighs, takes the jacket from her

and puts it on.

CONNOR

Thank you.

He looks out at the town before him. She stands beside him.

A moment of awkward silence.

(CONTINUED)
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CONNOR

I hope I didn’t wake you.

VIVIENNE

I was already awake. Ryan has been

suffering with night terrors for a

number of weeks now.

CONNOR

I can sympathise.

VIVIENNE

As can we all. Sleep is the only

time we are truly at the mercy of

our actions and fears.

CONNOR

Listen, thanks for letting me stay

here.

VIVIENNE

It’s no bother. The children are

now on their best behavior with the

knowledge that a police officer is

under the same roof.

CONNOR

How many kids do you have here?

VIVIENNE

At the moment, five.

CONNOR

It’s a good thing you’re doing here

you know?

VIVIENNE

I know. Thank you.

CONNOR

Kids need good people around them.

VIVIENNE

They do. I hope to help as many as

I can, but nothing compares to

their parents love.

CONNOR

I don’t know about that. My brother

spent some time in a foster home.

He was a better man for it.

She smiles.

(CONTINUED)
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VIVIENNE

You did not?

CONNOR

No, he was younger than me. Nobody

really knew about my parents until

he spoke up. He was always smarter

than me.

VIVIENNE

It’s nothing to do with

intelligence. You’re not here by

choice, are you?

CONNOR

No.

VIVIENNE

Whatever’s happened you’ve been put

here for a reason.

CONNOR

I know the reason. I relive it

every time I close my eyes.

Vivienne places a comforting hand on his arm.

VIVIENNE

It will pass. Good night.

She returns to the door and enters.

INT. POLICE STATION - MORNING

Connor sits at his desk. A half completed jigsaw puzzle of

the town sits on the desk.

He places the final free piece into its position.

He tosses the box aside, gets up, looks under the desk.

On his hands and knees he searches the area beneath the

desk.

RALPH (O.S.)

Detective Jackson?

Connor raises his head and smacks it hard on the underside

of the desk.

He grits his teeth and retracts his head from beneath the

desk.


