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MAGIC TIME 

DARKNESS

A mournful WIND, and we find CAL GRIFFIN (27, Midwestern good 
looks, decent) in the midst of it, newly arrived and 
disoriented.

In the distance, growing, SOUNDS OF ANCIENT BATTLE -- TUMULT, 
SWORDS CLANGING, SHOUTS, and amid it all:

GOLDIE (O.S.)
Cal!

COLLEEN (O.S.)
Cal!  Help!

DOC (O.S.)
Calvin!

CAL
I--I can’t see you!  Where are 
you?!

He starts moving forward through the darkness, urgently, 
drawn, but still can’t see anything as the BATTLE SOUNDS GROW 
IN VOLUME AND VIOLENCE.  

Suddenly, he slows, spying far above him, something FALLING 
end over end, GLINTING with REFLECTED LIGHT.

CAL
What?  What is that?

(realizing)
It’s a sword!

The blade battle-worn and gleaming, the hilt leather and well-
used.  Cal reaches up and grabs it.  It fits his hand well.  

Suddenly, a sound of something REARING UP at him.  He spins 
to face it, sword in hand.

HIS POV

as a HIDEOUS FACE looms out of the darkness, skin a blanched 
blue-gray, eyes milky-white and malevolent, teeth like 
needles.  It SHRIEKS, attacking--

INT. CAL’S APARTMENT- NEW YORK - DAWN

As Cal jolts awake, his ALARM BUZZING.  He SWATS it to 
silence.



Breathing hard, he realizes it was just a dream. But he looks 
wonderingly at his empty hand -- it’s as if he can still feel 
that sword in his grasp.

CAL’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - MINUTES LATER

Decor casual, no one picks up the socks. Exercise mat and 
ballet barre, a big mirror.  Cal's orphaned sister TINA (12), 
delicate and smart, in tights, practices ballet moves, 
stretching.  Cal pads out in robe and pajamas.  

TINA
Just... a little... more.

CAL
(coming up)

Practicing at this hour? When’d you 
get up? It’s barely light out.

TINA
Only a little while.

CAL
I’ve heard that before.

TINA
Careful, don’t step on my book!

CAL
Then don’t leave it on the floor.

(reading title)
“Diary of Vaclav Nijinsky.”

TINA
He was the greatest ballet dancer 
in the world... till he went crazy.

CAL
Not a great role model, Tina.

TINA
He was magical, Cal. Sometimes that 
has a price.

CAL
Yeah well just make sure you don’t 
pay that--

FRANTIC KNOCKING at the DOOR.

CAL
Tina, no--!
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Too late, she’s FLIPPED THE DEADBOLT.  DOOR OPENS and MR. 
SHENK (70s, Jewish) bulls in.

SHENK
(frantic)

Listen, I'm sorry, I know the time, 
Mr. Griffin, but I been up all 
night!

CAL
(recognizing him, calming)

Mr. Shenk.

SHENK
That meeting today, I -- your 
daughter?

CAL
Sister.

(calming, to Tina)
It's okay, he’s a client. Go get on 
your school clothes.

TINA
‘Kay.

She exits toward her room.

SHENK
Pretty. 

CAL
She’s studying at the School of 
American Ballet.

SHENK
Nice. Look, I shouldn’t be here, 
you’re angry.

CAL
No, it’s just... a weird dream, 
it’s nothing. So. You’re concerned 
about the meeting this afternoon.

SHENK
I can't sue my own nephew. He's all 
I got!

CAL
Mr. Shenk, when we spoke, you said--
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SHENK
I was hurt. My brother left him the 
business for a good reason. I'm a 
fool!

CAL
Mr. Shenk, getting cold feet, in 
these big suits that's not unusual. 

SHENK
My nephew wasn't gonna freeze me
out! But my friends, then your
boss, they all said, "Idiot! Big
money! More!"

(SIGHS, wretched)
Would I really win?

CAL
(beat, then)

No.

SHENK
I knew it. The will's sound, right?

CAL
No, it has wind blowing clear 
through it.

SHENK
Then who --?

CAL
We do. Your lawyers. This kind of 
suit we get the candy store.

SHENK
How do I get outta this?  I can't 
face that table full of suits, that 
boss of yours, with his eyes like 
stones. I'll fold, I know myself. 
What do I do?

CAL
Don't go. I'll draft a letter, you 
fax it, that ends it.

SHENK
But I signed stuff. Your boss said
penalties, something--

CAL
Mr. Shenk --
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SHENK
But I signed.

Cal SIGHS.  Opens a briefcase, takes out a contract.

CAL
Your contract?

He TEARS it in two.  

SHENK
God bless you. 

Tina’s just returned, casual clothes over her tights.

SHENK (CONT’D)
Hey, ballerina, back just in time 
to witness someone save an old 
man’s life. That's some brother you 
got there.

TINA
I know.

SHENK
Well. 

(reaches for door knob, 
turns back)

Y'know, sometimes I see life like a
football game. In school, you play?

CAL
I -- fenced.

SHENK
Fenced?

CAL
I've never been very practical.

SHENK
I see that.

And he’s gone.  Cal looks shakes his head, rueful.  Tina 
comes up beside him, proud of him.

TINA
How much hot water are you in this
time?

CAL
Don't worry... I'll think of 
something.
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EXT. CAL’S STREET - MORNING

SAM LUNGO (late 40s/early 50s) sits on the front porch glider 
of his Victorian home, oddly out of place on a street of 
brownstones.  He glares at a neighbor walking his small dog.

LUNGO
You there! You stop that right now!  
I can see you from this porch! You 
and your dog are breaking the law!  
This street is not a public urinal!

Lungo SCRIBBLES furiously in his pad.

LUNGO
I've seen you before and I am 
taking it all down!  You are not 
getting away with anything!  Do not 
walk away from me!

ON TINA AND CAL

Having emerged from their apartment, walking down the street 
toward him.

TINA
Do we have to go by him, Cal?

CAL
He’s a neighbor. The sooner you get 
used to dealing with all kinds of 
people --

LUNGO
You! You there! Griffin!

CAL
Oh, great. 

TINA
(amused)

You were saying?

CAL
(pleasantly)

Good morning, Mr. Lungo.

LUNGO
Don’t you good morning me. The 
other day I saw you wad that gum 
wrapper and toss it onto the side-
walk in front of my gate.  Look at 
it, it’s still there!
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CAL
Sorry, wasn’t me.

LUNGO
Oh yes it was, oh yes it was.

CAL
No, it wasn-- Oh, good grief. Okay. 

(scoops it up)
There, satisfied?

LUNGO
No. No. You apologize.

CAL
Apologize?!

(calms himself)
Mr. Lungo, you’re right. In a world 
of endless aggravations, I’m truly 
truly sorry.

LUNGO
You--? Making fun of me!? Go on, go 
on, get out of here.

CAL
C’mon, Tina.

They head off.  Lungo calls after them.

LUNGO
You have no right, you hear me?  
I’m keeping a record, I’m taking it 
all down!

TINA
Can’t say you didn’t try.

CAL
Listen, kiddo, in the ballgame of 
personality disorders, he’s not 
even shortstop.

TINA
(laughs)

STERN (PRE-LAP)
This city’s a sewer.

INT. HIGH RISE - THERAPIST’S OFFICE - MORNING

ELY STERN (40s) peers out the window from on high.  Black 
expensive suit, white gold belt buckle, gleaming black hair 
secured with a white gold clasp.  
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STERN 
Water's poison, air's poison, I 
can't stand the art in the galler-
ies any more. And the women, don't 
get me started. They look at you, 
they're measuring you for the 
settlement.

DR. CHERNOFF (50s) listens abstractedly, going through the 
motions.

DR. CHERNOFF
You're feeling isolated.

STERN
I have this image in my mind.  
Going to the top of a building,
emptying a flamethrower on the
passing parade.

DR. CHERNOFF
You're feeling discontented.

STERN
No, I'm the guy they modeled the
happy face after.

Takes a cigarette from a white gold case, lights it with a 
high flame.

STERN
I’ve been paying you more than the
national debt, Marvin. Just when do 
I start to feel better?

DR. CHERNOFF
This isn't only about feeling 
better. It's about gaining insight.

STERN
Insight? I'll give you an insight.
I wake up every morning of my life
angry. I wake up and I feel like --

A timer on Chernoff's desk CHIMES.

DR. CHERNOFF
We have to stop now.

STERN
We do.
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STERN
(blows out cloud of smoke)

Well. Guess I'll just go to the
office and spread some insight.

EXT. BUSY NEW YORK STREET - MORNING

Cal walks rapidly, murmuring under his breath, rehearsing.

CAL
Mr. Stern, I realize this repre-
sents a financial loss, but in 
terms of good will --

(tries again)
Mr. Stern, ethics --

(again)
Dammit, Mr. Stern, can't you see --

(SIGHS)
Oh, brother.

He draws near a hot dog cart.  VIKTOR “DOC” LYSENKO (late 
40s, Russian) calls out to passersby.

DOC
(CULTURED RUSSIAN ACCENT)

Hebrew Nationals, chestnuts, 
candied nuts of all variety! 

He spies Calvin approaching.

DOC
Calvin, my friend!  No rest for the 
wicked, eh?

CAL 
Morning, Doc. 

(pulling out a five)
What'll this buy a condemned man?

DOC
From this cart? Atherosclerosis.
Why condemned?

CAL
Joke. Being a physician isn't
helping you as an entrepreneur.

DOC
In Leningrad, sorry, St. Peters-
berg, I'm physician. Here, my 
degree's toilet paper.
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CAL
(sees in the distance)

Oh, my gosh.

DOC
What?

A HOMELESS MAN

is stepping off the curb into traffic! 

CAL

takes off RUNNING.

DOC
(calling after him)

Calvin!

CAL
Hey, hey fella!

GOLDIE
(WHISTLING BEAUTIFUL 
DREAMER)

BRAKES SCREECHING, HORNS.  Cal bowls into him.

GOLDIE
Oof!

TRUCK DOPPLERS by, narrowly missing them.  Cal shoves him 
onto the sidewalk, breathing hard.

CAL
What were you thinking?! Didn’t you 
see--?

(recognizes him; of 
course)

Goldie.

GOLDIE
Hm?  Oh, hello, Cal.

CAL
You're not made for a technological
society.

GOLDIE
I'm glad you're here. We need to 
talk.
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CAL
(uncomfortable)

Listen, I gotta get to work.

GOLDIE
That termite tower you call an 
office? 

He gestures toward a steam grate in the sidewalk.  A SUBWAY 
TRAIN ROARS BY unseen far below.

GOLDIE
I prefer the subterranean. 

CAL
I’m gonna be late. Maybe later.

GOLDIE
Later will not do. Be gone to 
ground then, man, we all will.  
Been reading the paper lately?  
Fire, flood, earthquake. Scary 
times.

CAL
Yeah, pretty scary.

GOLDIE
(loudly quoting 
Revelation)

“I will show wonders in heaven and 
signs in the earth.”

CAL
(uncomfortable)

Goldie--

GOLDIE
“Blood, fire, vapors of smoke!  
Your old men will see visions!”  

(quieter, meaningful)
“Your young men will dream dreams.”

CAL
(rattled)

Dreams?

GOLDIE
I'm telling you this 'cause you 
talk to me, don't just look 
through. No such thing as 
coincidences. It's omens, Cal.  
Something's coming.  

(spooky, predictive)
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Metal wings will fail, leather ones 
prevail. 

They’ve reached Cal’s office building.

CAL
That’s my office.

GOLDIE
You keep your head low.

CAL
(heading off)

I'll see you later.

GOLDIE
If there is a later.

Cal’s rattled by that, misses a step, disappears through the 
revolving doors.

INT. OFFICE BUILDING LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

PEOPLE MURMURING IMPATIENTLY, ANGRILY. “I don’t believe it.”  
“Nothing in this damn building ever works.” “Great, just 
great.”

CAL 
What’s going on?

BUSINESSWOMAN
Elevators on the fritz, only got 
one running.

CAL
Terrific. What’s the problem?

BUSINESSWOMAN
How should I know? 

She gestures toward a figure in coveralls bent over an open 
elevator, back to us.

BUSINESSWOMAN
Ask him.  

CAL
(to elevator guy)

Scuse me. Excuse me.

OBNOXIOUS ASSHOLE
(to elevator guy)

Hey buddy, you picked a hell of a 
time to schedule some maintenance!
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The elevator mechanic sighs, rises, turns toward them.  We 
see that it’s COLLEEN BROOKS (20s, competent).  

COLLEEN
I’ll just lodge that with the 
complaint department.

OBNOXIOUS ASSHOLE
You’re a woman!  

COLLEEN
Your point being?

OBNOXIOUS ASSHOLE
Well, that pretty much explains --

CAL
Hey!  Howabout cutting the lady 
some slack?

OBNOXIOUS ASSHOLE
Howabout I cut you some --

Colleen gets between them.

COLLEEN
Boys, boys. It’s just a hunk of 
metal that goes up and down.

OBNOXIOUS ASSHOLE
(storms off)

Friggin’ New York.

CAL
Sorry ‘bout that.

COLLEEN
Thanks for riding to the rescue. 
But next time I need a savior I'll 
ask for one, okay?

DERISIVE BURST OF LAUGHTER from the crowd.  ELEVATOR DINGS.

COLLEEN
Your cab’s here.

ELEVATOR DOORS OPEN.  Cal vanishes into it with the crowd.  

INT. LAW FIRM - RECEPTION AREA - MINUTES LATER

CAL rushes in through the double doors.

RECEPTIONIST
He's breathing fire.
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CAL
I know, I know.

Through the doors and into

THE CONFERENCE ROOM  

Stern holds forth at the head of a table of subordinate 
lawyers, a boiling rage under his quiet tone.  

STERN
-- cells working in harmony, you 
get a hummingbird, an orchid, a
humpback whale. In mutiny and
rebellion, all you get is cancer.

CAL
(clears his throat)

Mr. Stern.

STERN
Mr. Griffin. Word of your morning's 
handiwork has preceded you. Should 
we give you a ticker-tape parade? 
Maybe a party with clowns?

CAL
I --

STERN 
Not a word. This is not Woodstock. 
I am not Mother Teresa. So the only 
relevant issue is whether you want 
to keep your --

His words are cut short, as a HUGE TREMOR hits the room.  The 
lights go out. People CRY OUT IN FEAR.

WOMAN #1
It's an earthquake!

MAN #2
How could it be an earthquake? We
don't get earthquakes!

CAL
The table! Get under the table!

STERN
(a personal affront)

What is this?

ELECTRICAL ARCING SNAPS AND PLAYS OVER HIS BODY.
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STERN
(CRIES OUT)

He slumps to the floor.  The SHAKING CONTINUES.

WOMAN #2
Mr. Stern!

CAL
We can’t reach him, we can’t reach 
him yet. Stay under the table!

The SHAKING STOPS.  The overhead fixtures STOP SWAYING. 

CAL
I think it's subsiding.

WOMAN #1
Maybe it was an explosive device.
We do get terrorists!

WOMAN #2
It’s so dark in here.

CAL
There’s windows in the reception 
area. Everyone, come on. Careful 
where you step.

They file out, MURMURING.  Cal approaches Stern, still 
slumped on the floor.

CAL
Mr. Stern...

STERN
(woozy)

Hm?

CAL
Are you okay? It looked like 
electricity was playing all over 
your body.

STERN
Bullshit.

CAL
Can I help you up?

STERN
I’m gonna stay here awhile.
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CAL
Mr. Stern, that’s not a great idea, 
it could be --

STERN
Get out.

RECEPTION AREA - CONTINUOUS

As Cal emerges from the conference room.

OTHER MAN
Switch doesn’t work. No lights.  
Nothing.

MAN #1
Where the hell's the emergency 
lights?

RECEPTIONIST
Phones are out, too.

MAN #2
(shaking his iPhone in 
frustration)

This might as well be a rock.

MAN #3
You sayin’ we’re back in the Stone 
Age here?

CAL
Listen, everyone. If there was an
explosion, there could be structur-
al damage. It's probably safest to 
exit the building. Anyone got a 
flashlight?

MAN #2
There’s one in the utility cabinet.

OTHER MAN
I've got a radio. 

(tries it)
Nothin’.

CAL
How old were the batteries?

OTHER MAN 
I don't know.

MAN # 2
Flashlights aren’t working, either.
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MAN #3
What gives here?

RECEPTIONIST
Hey, everybody, look!  Look out the 
windows!

HER POV - DOWN SHOT ON CITY STREET

Filled with non-moving cars and trucks, their owners having 
emerged from them, some lifting the hoods.

WOMAN #1 (OS)
The cars are dead, too.

BACK TO SCENE

The office folks peer through the window in growing alarm.

MAN #1 
What the hell is this?

Cal glances upward out the window -- and goes white.

CAL
Oh my god.

The others turn to him, startled by his tone.

CAL
The planes...

HIS POV - OUT WINDOW

Looking out over the city, multiple airliners spiraling out 
of control toward destruction.

CAL (OS)
They're falling out of the sky.

CLOSE ON CAL

Mystified and full of horror.

FADE OUT.

END ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. LAW FIRM - RECEPTION AREA - MINUTES LATER

WOMAN #1
There's no explosion could do
anything like this.

MAN #1
I remember, I read this article in
Newsweek, about this pulse. If a
nuclear bomb went off, it'd knock
out anything electrical. Cars,
planes --

CAL
And flashlight batteries?

MAN #1 
I don't know!

CAL
One step at a time, Lou.

(to the others)
I think we should get home to our
families.

General MURMURS of agreement. 

CAL
(sudden thought)

Smokers. Who are the smokers here?
(off their confusion)

If we're going down the stairwells,
we better find out if the lighters
work.

WOMAN
He's right.

Several fish in their pockets, come out with lighters.  They 
light, giving off wavering flames.  Crowd MURMURS RELIEF.

WOMAN #2
Thank God.

WOMAN #1
At least something works.

CAL
Okay, let’s keep together, go it 
slow.
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RECEPTIONIST
Wait.

(fear)
Who'll tell Mr. Stern?

FEARFUL MURMUR. “Oh geez, that’s right.” “Someone’s got to.” 
“Not me.”  

CAL
I’ll do it.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Stern still where we last saw him, sitting dazedly on the 
floor, looking down.  Cal KNOCKS and then enters.

CAL 
Mr. Stern?

STERN
(not looking at him, off)

Hm?

CAL
Are you all right?

STERN
Got a bitch of a sinus headache.
Tell Naomi to get me some Sudafed.

CAL
Mr. Stern, the power's out. We're
going to get out of the building,
find out what's happened.

STERN
Not five yet.

CAL
Mr. Stern, I think you should come
with me.

STERN
Your skin itch?

CAL
No. Does yours?

STERN
(defensive, lying)

No.
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CAL
Look. The radius of this, whatever
it is, seems pretty wide. I don't
want to leave you, but I've got a
sister. I've got to go.

STERN
You do and you're terminated.

Cal hesitates, then leaves. Stern swivels his head and glares 
after him, revealing yellow eyes with vertical slits of 
pupil.

INT. OFFICE BUILDING - STAIRWELL - DAY

Cal helping guide his co-workers down the stairs.

CAL
Watch your step. No one's got to
hurry here.

FAT GUY
Think it could be the ecology?

WOMAN
How could it be the ecology?

FAT GUY
How the hell should I know?

They're passing another floor, when its door flies open and 
another group surges in.

CAL
Watch it, there's people here!

The second group's leader parts the crowd, carrying a lit 
utility candle. It's Colleen.

COLLEEN
Who made you safari guide?

CAL
Guess the same guy made you
one.

Cal notices someone stumbling, catches them.

CAL
Hold onto the banisters.

(to Colleen)
How ‘bout I take point, you hang 
back to catch any strays.
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COLLEEN
(nods, impressed)

You got it.

Cal moves ahead, guiding the others downward, Colleen 
dropping back.

FAT GUY
Government's behind it, it's gotta
be...

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING - ENTRANCE - DAY

Cars stalled, people wandering about. Smoke wafts from 
distant fires. Executives and others are pushing out of the 
building, scattering to their various destinies. Cal emerges 
with the Man from his office.

CAL
I've gotta get to Tina's school.

MAN #1
Need a lift?

(catches himself)
Guess that's the useless phrase of
the day.

CAL
Yeah. Listen, you take care of
yourself, Lou.

MAN #1
You too, Cal.

He heads off. Cal starts walking the other way, when suddenly 
from behind him:

COLLEEN
Hey, hold up!

She catches up to him.

COLLEEN
Listen, I was outta line back 
there, elevator, stairwell. Trouble 
with my love life.

CAL
(surprised, mollified)

Sorry.

COLLEEN
What can I say? He puts up with me. 
You got plans for the Apocalypse?
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CAL
My sister. I take care of her.

COLLEEN
That's nice.

Cal's distracted, edgy to get to Tina. Still, he hesitates.

CAL
You need help of some kind?

COLLEEN
(smiles)

You're not from around here, are
you?

CAL
No.

COLLEEN
Go on, go get your sister... hero.
Just keep your head low.

(off his reaction)
What?

CAL
Someone said that to me earlier. I 
didn’t listen.

COLLEEN
I’d say it’s time to start.

CAL
Yeah. 

COLLEEN
Well. See you around.

Then he's gone, through the milling, anxious crowd.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - DAY

Folks out on their stoops, trying to find reassurance. Some 
throw broken stuff in the garbage, others try unsuccessfully 
to get cars running. A gasoline tanker truck sits deserted.

Cal and Tina appear, trudging toward their place.

TINA
It’s so weird with nothing running. 
Look at that big gas tanker just 
sideways in the street.

They near two neighbor women.
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CAL
Hello, ladies. You all okay?

They nod, MURMUR AFFIRMATIVES. Cal and Tina keep on.

LUNGO 
(in the distance)

You there! Griffin!

CAL
Right.

LUNGO
(hurrying up)

I've asked everyone and no one will
help me! My house is a shambles.
I need you to get my bookcases back
against the wall.

CAL
I'm sorry, Mr. Lungo, but there are 
people in our building. We need to 
make sure they haven't been hurt.

LUNGO
Problem with you is you're selfish.

CAL
(starting off)

We’re gonna have to talk about this 
later.

LUNGO
I'm giving you a chance to make
amends!

Cal turns back, anger rising.

CAL
Did it ever occur to you something
could happen that's not just about
you?

LUNGO
Is that yes or no?

CAL
(sighs)

C’mon, Tina.

Lungo scribbles in his pad.
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LUNGO
(CALLS after them)

I’m writing it all down! You hear 
me? I’m not forgetting a thing!  

INT. CAL'S APARTMENT - MINUTES LATER 

Cal and Tina enter.

CAL
Least everyone in the building's
okay.

He tries the lights -- nothing.

CAL
I’ll open the drapes.

TINA
Don’t, Cal. I've got this monster 
headache.

CAL
You eat lunch?

TINA
I lost it somewhere.

CAL
I'll make you a sandwich.

He heads for the kitchen.  

TINA
No TV either, no Internet. Everyone 
plugged into the world all the 
time. Now it's just the street you 
live on.

CAL
(calling from kitchen)

Vegetarian baloney?

TINA
Okay.

She joins him, leaning against the doorway.

TINA
(uneasy)

Think it's just here, Cal, or
bigger?
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CAL
I don't know.

TINA
Think it'll last long?

CAL
(tad sharp)

I don't know, Tina. 
(forces reassurance)

Let's hope not.
(smiles)

Hey, it's okay to be scared. You'd 
be crazy not to -- and then you'd 
need your bookcases put against the 
wall.

She LAUGHS, tension easing.

INT. COLLEEN'S APARTMENT - DAY

Drapes closed, Rory on the sofa in the dark. Colleen opens 
the front door and enters.

COLLEEN
Hey, there. Any survivors?

RORY
(neutral)

Hi, babe.

COLLEEN
Why's it so dark in here? Let’s 
open the blinds, fer Chrissake.

RORY
Don't. My eyes are killing me.

Her foot bumps BEER BOTTLES, which CLUNK GLASSILY. 

COLLEEN
Great, empties. Three in the 
friggin’ afternoon, Rory?

RORY
(blearily)

You pulling a half-day?

COLLEEN
Yeah, well, y’know, it doesn’t make 
a whole lotta sense to keep fixin’ 
elevators when power’s out all 
across the five boroughs and Jersey 
and who knows what all.

25.

(MORE)



(disquiet)
But it's not just the power. Cars, 
too. Like a damn graveyard. You 
looked outside?

RORY
(vague)

Outside?

COLLEEN
(disgusted)

Aw, man. I'm gonna take a shower.

RORY
Good luck. Water's off.

COLLEEN
Don't suppose you thought to go out
and buy some.

RORY
It's bright out.

COLLEEN
Right. Anything else you’d like to 
lodge with the complaint depart-
ment?

RORY
Just I’m itching so bad it’s like I 
got bugs all over me. We got that 
stuff. Intensive Care?

COLLEEN
Yeah, I think so. I’ll change into 
something and get it for you.

RORY
You’re the best, babe.

COLLEEN
(heading off, to herself)

So why the hell am I with you?

INT. CAL'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Cal and Tina sit at the window, looking out at the skyline.  
No streetlights. Buildings all dark, except for candles in 
the windows, Coleman lanterns. 

TINA 
Maybe God just got bored, wanted a
change. 
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I mean, why should TVs work? Why 
should anything? Think you're out 
of a job?

CAL
Maybe Stern'll forget about it. He
was pretty shook up. I'll know
tomorrow.

TINA
If you go to work tomorrow. Hey,
what if there's no school tomorrow?
What if there's no school ever?

CAL
Don't count on it.

TINA
It's so quiet. That's the spooky
part.

CAL
Least it's gotten cooler.

TINA
No way. It's an oven.

Cal puts a hand to her forehead, concerned. We now see she 
has a sheen of sweat on her, and a pale, drawn look.

CAL
You're the oven. You're really
hot.

TINA
Leave off, Cal.

CAL
No, Tina, really.  Where's the 
thermom--?

OS CRASH OF GLASS and SHOUTS. Cal cranes his neck to see 
downward at an angle through the window.

TINA
What is it? What?

CAL
Oh, man.

CAL’S POV - DOWN ON THE STREET

A corner market has been broken into, STREET HOODS emerging 
with armloads of stuff. 
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BACK ON CAL AND TINA

CAL 
Patel’s, that shop on the corner.  
There’s folks breaking in.

TINA
They’re not gonna come up here, are 
they, Cal?

CAL
No. They’ll just take that stuff 
and go.

O.S. We HEAR a COP ON HORSEBACK gallop up to the crowd.

COP (O.S.)
You there! I’m ordering you to 
disperse! 

CAL’S POV - DOWN ON THE STREET

A BEEFY OLDER COP ON HORSEBACK faces them.

COP
Leave that merchandise and go!

SHOUTS OF PROTEST.  AD-LIB “Oh, yeah?”  “You gonna make us?” 
etc.

COP
(distant)

Do as I say, or I’ll--

THEY SURGE UP! “Get him!” etc.  

COP
Hey!

They PULL HIM OFF HIS HORSE, STRUGGLING.  The HORSE SCREAMS 
AND GALLOPS OFF as the CROWD YELLS.

ON CAL AND TINA

Cal peers down, alarmed and torn. He makes his decision, 
heads for the door.

CAL
Stay here.

TINA
No, Cal, don't. I mean it.
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CAL
It's okay. I'm just gonna --

TINA
Gonna what?

He doesn't know. Abruptly, he rushes to the kitchen, comes 
back with a big knife. 

TINA
A knife?  You’re taking a kitchen 
knife?

CAL
Just lock the door behind me, okay?

TINA
No, Cal!

CAL
I'd call 911 if I could.

ON THE STREET 

Cop and mob shouting as they grapple.

NASTY WOMAN
Get the gun! Get his gun!

COP
Hey! Hey! 

The gun goes flying, hits the pavement and skids into an 
alley. A PUNK IN A MISFITS T-SHIRT runs after it.

PUNK
It’s mine!

ON THE GUN

Sliding to a stop. TILT ANGLE to reveal Cal, just running to 
a stop, spotting the gun before him.

The Punk stops, spying the gun lying between them. Cal sees 
him, lifts the knife.

PUNK
You gonna cut me with that, Chief, 
or just make a salad?

They both dive for the gun. Cal's closer. 

PUNK
No!
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The Punk desperately reaches his arm out toward the gun -- 
and the gun jumps into his hand, as if by magic!

PUNK
Whoa, you see that?  I just reached 
out my hand and it flew right into 
it!

(LAUGHS NASTILY)
It’s my lucky day. But not yours, 
Chief.

He aims the gun at Cal -- when abruptly, he's hit on the back 
by a wrench. 

PUNK
Aagh!

He spins to see Colleen wielding her wrench.

COLLEEN
What? You want another?

She HITS HIM AGAIN.  

PUNK
(SCREAMS)

He takes to his heels, gripping the gun, disappears between 
two buildings.

COLLEEN 
What a baby, it’s only a lug 
wrench.

(recognizing Cal)
Hey, you’re that guy with the 
sister.

CAL
Did you see? With the gun!

COLLEEN
What?

O.S. SOUNDS OF THE CROWD FIGHTING WITH COP SURGE UP.

CAL
Never mind. We’ve gotta help that 
cop!

They wade into the crowd, swinging the wrench, shoving them 
away from the cop.  SHOUTS OF PROTEST AND GENERAL MELEE.

CAL
Go on, get off of him!
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COLLEEN
Oh, you like this? I got more where 
that came from!

SHOUTING IN ALARM, the mobs runs off and are gone. 

Cal and Colleen approach the Cop, who's sitting up, wheezing.

He touches his bloody nose, winces.

COP
Aw, they broke my nose.

Cal picks up a box of Kleenex one of the looters dropped, 
hands a wad of tissues to the Cop.

CAL
Here.

COP
Thanks. You two were a couple of
knights in armor.

CAL
I just heard the commotion. I live
right here.

COLLEEN
Me, I'm just down there.

Surprised, Cal looks at her.

COLLEEN
What?

CAL
Nothing. It's just, you work
somewhere, you have no idea --

COLLEEN
We don't exactly belong to the same
clubs.

The Cop struggles to his feet. Cal and Colleen help him up.

COP
You better get back indoors.

CAL
You have any idea what's going on?

The Cop looks off into the night.
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COP
No, but it's a holy mess. Some of
my boys rode over the River. It's
the same there. Same as far as the
eye can see. Could be the whole
world, for all we know.

Cal and Colleen look chilled, as the possibility sinks in.

CAL
But the government's gotta be --

COP
What government? Without phones,
computers, they can't even collect
their damn graft --

(comes to himself, 
reassuring)

Nah, discount that, I'm just
having a bad night. There's word
they're mobilizing the National
Guard. It'll take time, but it'll 
be all right.

He grabs his fallen hat, forces a smile.

COP
I gotta go find my horse.

Cal looks at the surrounding darkness, not a good prospect.

CAL
You wanna come upstairs?

COP
I'd love to, but long as the City's
paying my health plan...

He pulls out his billy club, looks at them.

COP
You watch your backs, hear?

He heads off. Colleen eyes Cal.

COLLEEN
You know, you did okay back there, 
Suit Man.

CAL
I’m Cal Griffin.

COLLEEN
Colleen Brooks.
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CAL
Would you like a cup of room-
temperature coffee?

INT. BROWNSTONE - SHRINK'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Dr. Chernoff stands by his desk, the drapes open, the big 
picture window showing the darkness beyond. A lit oil lamp 
sits atop his desk.

Nervously, he shakes out some tranquilizers, swallows them 
with water. A LOW CHUCKLE comes from the darkened room.

STERN (OS)
Still here. I always figured you
had no life of your own.

Chernoff jumps, startled. WIDEN to show a silhouetted figure 
standing in the open doorway. Chernoff recognizes the shape.

DR. CHERNOFF
Mr. Stern.

Stern walks slowly into the room, still cloaked in shadows.

STERN 
I need a session, Marvin. I seem
to be going through some changes.

He emerges into the dim light. His appearance is shocking: 
his skin has grown more leathery, eyes yellow, face taking on 
an evil, almost demonic cast, fingernails longer, pointed. 

He's also more muscular, larger, his suit soiled and torn. 
His voice is deeper and huskier, a three-pack-a-day smoker.

Frightened, Dr. Chernoff tries to appear calm, as Stern 
slowly stalks toward him.

DR. CHERNOFF
You, uh, should see a physician.

STERN
This time of night? Emergency room
would be hell.

(stifles a BURP)
Pardon me. I have got the worst
heartburn.

DR. CHERNOFF
What do you want?

STERN
Some answers would be nice.
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DR. CHERNOFF
I don't have any.

Stern is now right up to Chernoff. He runs a pointed nail 
delicately across Chernoff's cheek, not hurting him.

STERN
No, that's right, you're process
oriented. Has to come from within,
new experiences to discover.

With a CRY, Chernoff tries to bolt from the room. 

Stern heads him off, grabs him savagely and with a CRY lifts 
him overhead with amazing strength and THROWS HIM THROUGH THE 
WINDOW.

CHERNOFF SCREAMS ALL THE WAY DOWN.  THUD.  Then silence.

STERN
We have to stop now. But I gotta
tell ya, it felt different but 
good.

FADE OUT.

END ACT TWO

34.



ACT THREE

INT. CAL'S APARTMENT - TINA'S ROOM - NIGHT

Tina's in bed, all sweaty, feverish, paler than before. Cal 
takes a thermometer out of her mouth, studies it with 
concern. 

CAL
How's the head?

TINA
Light. Like if I let go I'd float
up and up.

Cal strokes her hair. His eyes go wide as he glances at:

HER HAND

lying atop the blanket. The skin looks almost translucent, 
blue veins visible beneath.

TINA

has followed his gaze, scared but trying to be cool. She 
gives him a wan, gallows-humor smile.

TINA
Looks like I'm turning into one of
those fish you can see through.

CAL
Try to rest, kiddo.

She nods, closes her eyes.  Cal closes her bedroom door, goes 
out to 

THE LIVING ROOM

Where Colleen waits. 

COLLEEN
How’s she doing?

CAL
Her fever’s higher. God, what's 
happening here?
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COLLEEN
This neighbor lady of mine, flame-
thrower hair, always watching
the tube. Says she saw this show,
planetary alignment, Mayans, says
it's no surprise to her.

CAL
Sounds like the Enquirer.

COLLEEN
Now she can't watch anything.

CAL
Maybe she'll have to learn some
social skills.

COLLEEN
Try the light switch.

CAL
It's not working.

COLLEEN
Try it anyway.

He tries it -- nada.

COLLEEN
I keep thinking, you know, any
minute.

CAL
For some reason, I've got this bad 
feeling it's the long haul. I've 
got to get her to a hospital.

COLLEEN
How?

CAL
I saw this shopping cart the mob 
left.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Cal’s pushing the shopping cart with Tina in it, Colleen 
alongside toting the lug wrench as they rush toward the 
hospital.  

TINA
(MOANS)
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CAL
Easy, kiddo, we're almost there.

They press on. Cal catches Colleen watching him.

CAL
What?

COLLEEN
Nothing. You're just not what I'm
used to. So. What's your story? 
Where're your folks?

CAL
Dad ran off when she was born. And
when Tina was four Mom got killed.

COLLEEN
How old were you?

CAL
Eighteen. But I wasn't gonna let
anybody split us up. I got declared 
her guardian, had everyone swear I 
was responsible.

COLLEEN
They were right.

CAL
(ruefully, disagrees)

I became a lawyer.

DISTANTLY, A SOUND OF A SCURRYING PACK OF LITTLE NASTY GUYS 
WE’LL COME TO KNOW AS GRUNTERS.  Cal stops abruptly.

CAL
Hold on.  Quiet.

He hauls Tina and Colleen into the shadows.

A group of SMALL, SILHOUETTED FIGURES hurry past, maybe chil-
dren, maybe not, with long arms and big heads. They head off.  

COLLEEN
(weirded out)

Were those kids?  

CAL
C’mon. 

He starts PUSHING THE CART AGAIN, thoughtful.
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CAL
Colleen, when you hit that guy
holding the gun on me, did you see 
anything?

COLLEEN
Red.

CAL
No, I mean I thought I saw 
something. Strange.

COLLEEN
Like what?

CAL
Like the gun just flew through the
air into his hand.

COLLEEN
I’d remember something like that.

CAL
Yeah. Right.

She gives him a flinty smile. It dissolves, as they see:

EXT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

People pushing, shoving, fighting to get in the front door. 
It looks like a war zone.

EXT. ANOTHER RESIDENTIAL STREET - NIGHT

ON a barbecue, hot dogs, hamburgers and chicken on hot coals. 

BIG EDDIE cooks the food, hands out stuff on paper plates to 
kids and old folks. Everyone's out on the street, scared, 
jumpy.

BIG EDDIE
Big Eddie is cookin’ up the good 
stuff, right here on the street!  
There ya go, sweetheart. You have 
some, too, my friend.

STERN (O.S.)
(voice rougher, deeper)

That smells damn good.

Stern comes up from the shadows, in sunglasses, hands in his 
pockets. He's sicker than before, weak and ill, mind foggy.
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BIG EDDIE
Man, what happened to you?

STERN
Dunno. I'm all turned round.

BIG EDDIE
Well, lemme get you set up here.

Big Eddie heaps some food on a paper plate, hands it toward 
Stern, who keeps hugging the shadows.

BIG EDDIE
Plate ain’t gonna walk to you, you 
gotta take it.

Stern reaches for it, revealing a hand with long nails, 
covered with shiny blotches, like big sores. Big Eddie DROPS 
THE PLATE, alarmed.

BIG EDDIE
Geez, man, you're sick! What the
hell you got?

STERN
I don't know...

BIG EDDIE
Well, keep your distance. You go
over there, I'll slide something to
you.

STERN
I don't take orders.

BIG EDDIE
You wanna eat, you better start.

STERN
I've changed my mind.

Enraged, Stern SWIPES at the barbecue, KNOCKING it over onto 
Big Eddie, sending food and charcoal flying. Big Eddie YELPS, 
swatting the burning stuff away, not badly hurt.

Seeing this, some brawny guys come on the run, YELLING.

BIG EDDIE
Get him!  Get that mother!

 Stern, outnumbered, turns, stumbling, runs off.
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EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - NIGHT

A HUBBUB OF ANGRY VOICES, RUNNING FEET APPROACHING. Stern 
runs into view, breathless, frightened.

INT. LUNGO'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Hearing the noise, Lungo rushes to the window, peers through 
the curtain, careful not to be seen.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - NIGHT

Stern turns to face the OS mob, which is around the corner, 
still out of sight. The first of their number, a BIG GUY, 
appears, running toward Stern, baseball bat in his hands.

The Big Guy swings the bat at Stern. Stern catches it in an 
iron grip and BREAKS THE BAT IN TWO.

INT. LUNGO'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Lungo gasps at this, nose against the glass.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - NIGHT

Scared, the Big Guy takes a step back. Stern grabs him and 
THROWS HIM INTO A WALL. The Big Guy slumps unconscious.

STERN

hears the rest of the mob coming, wheels about, not knowing 
what to do.

LUNGO (OS)
In here!

WIDEN ON Lungo at his open front door.

LUNGO
Quickly!

Stern rushes to him. They disappear inside. A beat, then the 
rest of the pursuers appear, reacting to the unconscious man. 
One lifts the man's head, gestures to the others.

PURSUER
Go on! Go on!

The others run off, in the direction they think Stern has 
gone.
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INT. LUNGO'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Lungo looks through the window. Stern stands behind him, 
large and powerful, his sunglasses gone now. In the dim, 
shadowy room, he looks even more reptilian and ominous.

LUNGO
They're going.

(turns to study Stern)
My.  What are you?

Numbly, Stern reaches in a pocket, hands a card to Lungo. 

LUNGO
Oh, of course.  A lawyer.

STERN
Why'd you help me?

LUNGO
I need someone strong.

INT. LUNGO'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - MINUTES LATER

Stern lifts a huge wooden bookcase and jams it against a 
wall. Lungo looks on approvingly.

LUNGO
Holy cow.

STERN
(vaguely)

I play racquetball Tuesdays and
Thursdays.

LUNGO
I’m sure you do.

Stern looks around the place with his inhuman yellow eyes. 
It's filled with Victorian-era furnishings and dolls.

STERN
What's with the dolls?

LUNGO
My mother. My late mother. She
left me all this.

STERN
She must have been bent.

LUNGO
Don't get me started.
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Stern gives Lungo a truly horrible grin. Then:

STERN
You got anything around here to
eat?

INT LUNGO'S HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Oil lamps flicker. Stern sits at the table, incongruous amid 
the doilies and feminine frills. 

Lungo bustles in from the kitchen, carrying a plate with a 
huge slab of raw steak on it.

LUNGO
Got a whole freezer of these. Just
be ruined if the power doesn't come
back on.

He sets the plate on the table. Stern eyes it ravenously.

LUNGO
I'm not sure how we can cook this --

In one savage move, Stern snatches the meat and downs the 
piece in a single GULP. Lungo is stunned.

LUNGO
(half-frightened, half-
excited LAUGH)

Not exactly a dainty eater.

STERN
More.

EXT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Colleen stands some feet off by Tina, still in the cart.

TINA
(MOANS deliriously)

Cal.

COLLEEN
Sh, it’s okay, honey. Your broth-
er’s just gone into the hospital to 
see about getting you a doctor. 

(spots Cal, calls to him)
Cal!  Over here!

He comes up to them, face drawn.
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CAL
It's a nightmare in there. Weird
illnesses, injuries. Nurse said 
it'd be hours.

TINA
(MOANS)

CAL
Tina? Tina!

COLLEEN
She can't hear you. Fever's got
her.

CAL
I've got to find her a doctor.

COLLEEN
How?  You just said they’re all 
mobbed.

CAL
(sudden inspiration)

Unless their degree isn't worth
toilet paper.

COLLEEN
What are you talking about?

CAL
I think I can get someone, if I
can find him.  

(uncertainly, off Tina)
Only.

COLLEEN
I'll watch her.  We'll be safe, 
don’t worry.  National guard’s 
setting up a relief station just 
over there.

CAL
You've got someone to get home
to.

COLLEEN
(no, I don't)

It'll be fine.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

A garbage-strewn side street off a major thoroughfare. No one 
in sight. 
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Cal appears, running fast, nervous, alert. 

PUNK (OS)
Hey there! Where's your
girlfriend?

Cal turns. Some feet off stands the Punk he and Colleen ran 
off earlier. He takes a few cocky steps toward Cal, an 
insolent grin on his face.

PUNK
Get a load of this.

He extends his hand out toward Cal. We hear a MUSICAL RIFF 
that we'll hear anytime we see magic, a STING.

Cal finds himself drawn toward the Punk, as if by a powerful 
vacuum. The Punk grips Cal's throat hard.

PUNK
The magnet man, just like with the
gun. Didn't know I could do it
till tonight. Been wastin' my time
in vocational school.

(winces)
Man, my ribs hurt.

(grins)
Am I glad to see you.

He raises the gun, point blank at Cal's face.

FADE OUT.

END ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

CAL
Wait a minute! Wait a minute!

The Punk FIRES. But instead of a bang, the gun gives off a 
WEAK SPARK, like a lighter not quite catching. And the bullet 
falls out, hitting the ground with a CLINK!

PUNK
What the hell?  

Cal GIVES AN ANGRY CRY, leaps at the Punk. They struggle. Cal 
gets the gun, levels it at him.

CAL
You want me to try that again?

The Punk spins and runs off.

Cal looks at the gun in his hand, uncomfortable, curious. He 
eyes a dumpster some feet off. 

He takes a stance, aims and FIRES off five shots.

As before, there are five WEAK SPARKS. The dumpster is 
unharmed. Cal tilts the barrel downward, and the five bullets 
slide out the muzzle and CLATTER to the ground.

CAL
(in wonder)

Gun doesn’t work either...

INT. LUNGO'S HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

The table littered with a huge pile of steak bones,  Stern 
finishing the last of them. Lungo sits opposite, in wonder.

STERN
There goes my cholesterol.

LUNGO
You remind me of Hoss on Bonanza.
He liked to eat. And no one messed
with him.
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STERN
No one messes with the big guy.

LUNGO
That's right! They respect power.
They respect what can hurt them.

He comes around behind Stern, speaking into the darkness.

LUNGO
I remember the blackout in '65.
This dark that just went on and on,
and no one to tell you what was
right or wrong except you. I 
remember thinking, what if this
just goes on forever? But then the
next day came and it ended.

He comes around to face Stern, peers into his craggy face.

LUNGO
But this is different, isn't it,
Ely? I mean, there's you, for
instance. Blackout wouldn't
explain you.

STERN
My therapist. Those slugs on the
street. They thought I was sick. 
I'm not sick. I'm becoming.

LUNGO
Becoming what?

Stern slowly rises, until he towers over Lungo.

STERN
I'll know when I get there.

Lungo timidly dabs a linen napkin on Stern's mouth.

LUNGO
You got a little blood on your
lip.

Stern gives a half-smile. Lungo speaks into his ear.

LUNGO
We can help each other. You can
stay here. I can keep you safe,
hidden, get you food.

Stern eyes him with a lawyer's caginess.
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STERN
And what's your percentage?

LUNGO
There's some people I'd like you to
pay a call on.

He fishes his notepad from his pocket.

INT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

Doc at his hot dog cart, serving a long line of people.

DOC
Here we are, my darling. Sorry,
we're out of mustard. No, no 
charge. Here, who’s next?

Cal comes running up.

CAL
Doc!  Doc!

DOC
Calvin, my friend!  I tell you, 
there’s no crisis that doesn’t look 
better on a full stomach! 

CAL
Doc, Doc, listen --

Now that Cal is close to him, Doc sees the worry on his face.

DOC
What? What is it?

INT. CONVERTED GARAGE - NIGHT

The metal door SLIDES UP and Cal carries Tina in, Doc and 
Colleen entering beside him.

DOC
This used to be someone’s garage, 
now it’s my apartment.  American’s 
are so resourceful.

TINA
(MOANS)

CAL
It’s gonna be okay, kiddo.

DOC
Set her over there. 
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Cal sets Tina on the bed. Doc lights a bedside lantern, opens 
his medical bag.

DOC
Good.  Now let me have a look at 
you. Um hm. Um hm.

COLLEEN
What’s that you’re giving her?

DOC
Penicillin. Don't tell anyone I
have it.  Now rinse the needle in 
alcohol, there’s some distilled 
water over there.  We may need it 
again. I learned that in Ukraine. 
Don't count on getting supplies.

He closes his bag, peers fretfully at the unconscious child.

CAL
Do you know what it is?

DOC
It's like a lot of things. But
there are some symptoms I don't 
know. The skin. Translucent.
Strange. At the cart, I heard 
people talking. There seem to be 
lots like this.

CAL
Is it radiation?

DOC
No. At least, not like any I've
seen. 

Cal’s look questions.

DOC
I was in Kiev, when Chernobyl came.  
They summoned me to treat the 
bystanders. They died by thousands, 
melting like ice in fire. You know, 
I'd thought, No more doctoring. 
Good. No more playing Santa Claus 
with my big empty useless bag.

CAL
I'm sorry.

Doc looks to Cal, a sad smile.
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DOC
How could you know? Real doctors
don't bury themselves with their
patients.

Cal looks around to see that Colleen has gone.

CAL
Where’s Colleen?

EXT. DOC'S PLACE - NIGHT

Colleen’s heading quietly off.

CAL (OS)
You're not one for goodbyes.

She turns, sees Cal has emerged. She's embarrassed, caught 
sneaking off.

COLLEEN
Got yourself pretty well set.
I'll just be in the way.

He comes up to her, an intensity in his gaze that catches and 
holds her.

CAL
You're not in the way.

She peers at him. Drawn. Uncomfortable.

CAL
And there's some things I want to
tell you.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - NIGHT

ON THE GUY WITH THE SMALL DOG we saw at the top of Act One. 
No one else on the street, it's late. A nearby sign: "CURB 
YOUR DOG."

LITTLE DOG
C’mon, Oreo, it’s a bush, like 
every other bush in the whole wide 
world.

LITTLE DOG
(MORE SNIFFING)

PATRICK 
For God’s sake, will you finish?.  
End of the world, and I’m on the 
dog walk from Hell.
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STERN (OS)
Sign says curb your dog....

The Guy becomes aware of a hulking shape that rears up behind 
him. He turns and GASPS.

Stern is there, subtly more reptilian and horrifying than 
before, ominous.

STERN
But I guess it's too dark to read.

The Guy's nearly scared enough to do what his dog's doing. 
Stern peers down at him.

STERN
This your regular route?

GUY WITH DOG
Y-y-yeah.

STERN
Good. I just wanted to be sure.

ON "CURB YOUR DOG" SIGN

The moonlight casts a shadow on the nearby wall, as Stern 
grabs the Guy OS. A STRANGLED CRY and the CRACK OF BONES.

ON SMALL DOG

The other end of its leash hanging limp now. It watches the 
OS scene with vague curiosity, as we hear Stern DROP the 
Guy's body to the pavement.

A beat, then Stern ENTERS SHOT, moving toward the dog. It 
looks up at him. Slowly, he bends toward it, extends one 
bloody, clawed hand... and pats it lightly on the head.

STERN 
That’s a good boy.

EXT. DOC'S PLACE - FIRE ESCAPE - NIGHT

Colleen beside Cal, choosing her words carefully.

COLLEEN
Cal, you know, funny things
happen to our brains when we're in
a fight.

Cal looks away, frustrated.
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COLLEEN
You really believe this guy made
like a vacuum cleaner, bullets
fell like little turds.

CAL
Colleen --

COLLEEN
No, no, let's be clear. You
believe science just stopped.

CAL
Not all, I can hear you, we're not
floating off into space. But --!

She stares at him, deadpan, doubting.

CAL
Colleen, I know what I saw. Have
I been anything less than rational
in all the time you've known me?

COLLEEN
All twelve hours.

CAL
Yes, all twelve hours. I know
marriages that have been founded on
less!

It's moved onto territory a little too personal for both of 
them. She looks away.

COLLEEN
I've been through a lot today.

He comes around to face her, speaks with quiet intensity.

CAL
It's not an earthquake, not a
nuclear war. It's something new.

He looks off into the night, and his face grows somber, in 
the past.

CAL
When I was a kid, I used to hear my
folks arguing through the walls. 
They were quiet, I never made out
the words, just the feeling, and
it was bad.

(beat)
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I've got that same feeling now, 
that whatever this is it's
purposeful and evil, hurting
innocent people, hurting Tina.

Colleen listens, drawn by the intensity of his conviction, 
swayed in spite of herself. Cal considers the fire-reddened 
skies, distant SHOUTS, Armageddon in the air.

CAL
Maybe it is everywhere, I don't
know. But I've got to get my
sister out of the city, see if that
helps. I'm gonna trade off what
I can then head out.

COLLEEN
With no cars, no trains, you're
just gonna go on a feeling?

CAL
I've got nothing else.

(gently)
Colleen, my feelings are who I am.
It's who I've tried not to be,
but somehow all this makes me
think that might be a loss.

Colleen's face grows solemn.

COLLEEN
I think maybe you’re right.

CAL
Thank you.

COLLEEN
So what do you want from me?

CAL
I want you to believe me.

She weighs it, then --

COLLEEN
I believe you.

INT. LUNGO’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Sam pacing worriedly.
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LUNGO
(to himself)

Not a good idea, Sam, not a good 
idea at all... Maybe - maybe he 
just scared him.

(contemplating it, sick)
Oh god, what have I--?

Outside, the porch slats GROAN as Stern steps onto them, 
striding toward the door.  A pause, then the doorbell RINGS 
(it's old-fashioned manual, not electric).

LUNGO
(sick, near hysteria)

Oh, that’s good, that’s wonderful. 
As if he’d ask to come in.

The door opens.  Stern TRUDGES in.

LUNGO
Hello, Ely. What -- what happened?  

STERN
That Yorkie can run with the wolves
now.

Lungo notices Stern's blood-covered hands, looks sick.

LUNGO
Your hands.

STERN
(mocking)

I'll try not to touch anything. 

Crazily, needing to say anything to stop from screaming, Sam 
murmurs:

LUNGO
Bloodstains are a terror to get 
out.

STERN
You should read Heloise.

INT. LUNGO'S HOUSE - BATHROOM - NIGHT

Woodenly, imprisoned, Lungo fetches the pitcher of water, 
finds Stern before the mirror, stripped to the waist, 
appraising himself in the glow of the oil lamp. 

He's even larger than he was earlier, bonier and more 
muscular, his face continuing to extend, his skin to roughen. 
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Skeletal projections erupt at surprising points all over his 
torso, odd protrusions press out below his shoulder blades.

STERN
Soon the mirror won’t be big enough 
to hold me.

Lungo raises the pitcher over the basin.  

LUNGO
Hands. Ely, your hands.

STERN
Hm? Oh.

Stern extends his hands over the basin as Lungo pours. 

STERN
Down the drain, blood a memory. 
Quite the night's work. How I put 
myself out for you.

LUNGO
(uneasy)

There, Ely. All gone.

Numbly, Lungo sets the pitcher by the basin, holds out a  
towel. Stern pats his hands dry, as Lungo steps to the hall.

Stern runs a hand along his craggy saurian chin, eyeing 
himself in the mirror.  

STERN
Used to have the worst five o'clock 
shadow. Looks like I won't have to 
shave for awhile.

Lungo returns, bearing a big bathrobe.

LUNGO
Here Ely, it was my father's. He 
was six five.

Stern shrugs into it, glowers down at Lungo.

STERN
What was your mother?  A circus 
dwarf?

LUNGO
We all have our shortcomings.

Stern turns back to the mirror.
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STERN
Gotta develop a thick skin.

INT. LUNGO'S HOUSE - GUEST ROOM - NIGHT

Lungo spreads the last of the bedding over Stern in the guest 
bed as Stern tries to get comfortable -- an impossibility 
given his size.

LUNGO
There, Ely, sheets and coverlet.  
Guest bed’s a tad small for you, 
but it’ll suffice, I think.

Stern BELCHES, winces painfully.

LUNGO
Still with the heartburn?

STERN
I don't get ulcers, I give them.

LUNGO
(sickened)

You've had a busy night, Ely.

He BLOWS out the lamp.

LUNGO
Tomorrow's another day.

He exits. Stern closes his yellow eyes, weary unto death. The 
same BLUE ENERGY we saw earlier plays over his body, then is 
gone. Stern tenses, then relaxes into sleep.

INT. LUNGO’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Stern asleep now, Lungo has all his notepads piled around 
him.  He’s tearing out pages, throwing them in the fire.

LUNGO
Burn them, burn every last pad, 
every note, every scrap. He mustn’t 
do a thing more. Oh please, don’t 
let him do anymore.

He crouches before the FLAMES, heat singeing his eyes, as the 
paper blackens and curls and falls to ash.  

EXT. CAL’S BUILDING - DAY

The sun rising over a stilled city.
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INT. CAL’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Cal looks on as TWO GUYS maneuver his sofa out the door.

CAL
Need help getting that down the 
stairwell?

MOVER
Nah, we’re good.

They depart. Cal CLOSES THE DOOR. Doc emerges from Tina’s 
room.

DOC
Sofa gone, too, Calvin? Soon you’ll 
be selling off the floorboards.

CAL
How is she, Doc?

DOC
All right.  No worse, at least.  
Any luck finding those other 
medications? 

CAL
No. Listen, Doc, you’ve been here 
for days.  I'm worried about your
business --

DOC
This is my business.  For a week I 
can forego being a clown.

The front door opens and Colleen enters.

COLLEEN
Morning, gents. Looky here, Cal, 
map books of the U.S. Free of 
charge.  

CAL
Free?

COLLEEN
I arm wrestled a guy for them.  

A WEIRD RUMBLING RISES UP.

DOC
What is that?
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CAL
Look!  Look out the window!

They rush to the window, where they see 

A STORM UNLIKE ANY OTHER

ROILING OUT OF THE WEST, spreading from the horizon to cover 
the city, MULTI-COLORED LIGHTNING playing over it.

INT. CAL'S APARTMENT - TINA'S ROOM 

Tina in bed, feverish, sweat-sheened, as the STORM GROWS IN 
INTENSITY. She’s DELIRIOUS, in the grip of it.

TINA
(MOANING)

No. No. Stop it.

INT. LUNGO’S HOUSE - GUEST ROOM

On Stern thrashing in bed.

STERN
(asleep, in its grip)

No, no, get away, keep back!

LUNGO
(running in)

Ely!  Ely!  Wake up!

INT. CAL’S APARTMENT - TINA’S ROOM

PUSH IN on Tina. We hear a TUMULT OF VOICES, as we go into

THE VISION

Fleeting violent images, all shadowy and distorted:

SCIENTISTS dashing about in panic.

Weird equipment, gleaming, flashing.

A VORTEX slashing into existence, swirling and multicolored 
and horrific.

Faces screaming, skin seeming to melt and change shape.

In the midst of the vortex... SOMETHING HUGE AND HORRIBLE AND 
INDISTINCT, with many eyes and mouths, just a quick flash.

And then it's over.
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INT. CAL’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM 

Cal, Doc and Colleen peer at the stormcloud as the THUNDER 
fades and the cloud folds in on itself and shrinks to 
nothingness.

CAL
It's gone...

TINA (O.S.)
(SCREAMS)

All three run into

TINA’S ROOM

Tina's sitting up in bed, shaking, SOBBING. Cal rushes to 
her, holds her, her face turned from him.

TINA
I saw...

She turns her face toward Cal -- her eyes are all blue now 
with vertical pupils.  

TINA
I saw....

INT. LUNGO'S HOUSE - GUEST ROOM - DAWN

Stern is sitting up in bed, Lungo bending over him.

STERN
(beatific)

I saw a vision.

FADE OUT.

END ACT FOUR
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ACT FIVE

INT. CAL'S APARTMENT - TINA'S ROOM - DAY

As before, Tina in bed staring blankly, Cal facing her, Doc 
and Colleen nearby. 

Suddenly, her strange eyes fall half-closed, she sags back, 
Cal lowering her to her pillow. She's even paler than before.

TINA
In the west, it was in the
west.

CAL
What, honey?

TINA
(fading to sleep)

The wave... wave....

CAL
What wave, honey? What did you
see?

DOC
She’s sleeping... Best to let her 
rest.

Cal nods.  They exit to 

THE LIVING ROOM

COLLEEN
Her eyes, Doc, what could make her 
eyes change like that?  All blue, 
with that vertical pupil like a 
cat...

CAL
You don't have to tell me. There's
no shot for that.

(thoughtful)
In the West... 

COLLEEN
Doc, moving someone that sick, that
could be dangerous, right?
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DOC
Yes, but a city is a hungry beast. 
Two, three days, no more food, 
water gets contaminated. Not moving 
could also be dangerous.

CAL
I've got to take the risk.

COLLEEN
Then I got some stuff I think you 
can use.

INT. COLLEEN'S APARTMENT - DAY

Colleen unlocks the front door and steps in, followed by Cal. 
The curtains are all closed, the room dark.

COLLEEN
No place like home, dark as a tomb.

She opens the drapes.

COLLEEN
Hello, Rory? Guess he's out.

Cal looks at all the hunting trophies, knives, crossbow.

CAL
Get a load of all this. He's a real 
macho jerk, huh?

COLLEEN
Those are mine.

CAL
Oh.

COLLEEN
It also happens to be some of the 
stuff I thought you could use. 
Here, hold this carton.

Cal’s looking at a photo of someone all bundled up atop a 
mountain peak.

COLLEEN
Yup, under all that gear, me too.  
A little somethin’ called K2.

CAL
You climb, too.
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COLLEEN
Be kinda hard to get up there if I 
didn’t.  You got a problem with 
that?

CAL
Me?  Not at all.

COLLEEN
Matter of fact.

She opens a closet door.

COLLEEN
If I can find that gear, that's
something else you can probably --

RORY
(LETS OUR A CRY)

He BURSTS out of the closet.  Cal and Colleen CRY OUT IN 
SURPRISE.

RORY
Too bright. Too damn bright in 
here!

He runs to the front door and FLINGS IT OPEN.  

Turning back to them, we see now that Rory has undergone an 
amazing change, smaller now, with a big head, gray-blue skin 
and milky-white eyes.  

This is the first good look we’ve gotten at a group of 
creatures that will come to be known as GRUNTERS.

RORY
I-I-I don' want to live here no
more!

He turns and runs out of the apartment.

CAL AND COLLEEN

rush after him, to see where he's gone. They reach the 
doorway, peer out.

THEIR POV - ON STREET

Blinded by the daylight, shielding his eyes, Rory reaches a 
storm drain, scrunches through it and disappears from sight.
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ON CAL AND COLLEEN

Colleen turns to Cal, in shock.

COLLEEN
That--that was my old man!  I mean, 
I mean, he was never a beauty prize 
but he didn't look like that.  

CAL
His eyes...Like those kids we saw 
on the street... 

The anguish in his voice stops her.

CAL
They were like my sister's.

EXT. LUNGO'S HOUSE - DUSK

The sun setting over it, casting long shadows, all the 
buildings dark.

INT. LUNGO'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DUSK

The sun slants through the curtains across Stern's broad 
shoulders and massive head.  

He holds a china cup delicately in his taloned hands as Lungo 
pours, then takes a sip and sighs. 

STERN
I'm not human till I've had my 
coffee.

Stern is even bigger now, his face pressing outward, becoming 
more of a muzzle, teeth longer and sharper, brow more severe.  
His skin is thicker now, gleaming like brown-black carapace.

Lungo replaces the kettle in the fireplace.

Glancing back, he sees Stern contemplating one of the dolls 
near him, a 1910 Jumeau. Stern runs his rough hand along her 
pale, perfect cheek.

STERN
(murmurs)

All innocence when they're young...

LUNGO
I have some muffins I could get us.

STERN
Later.
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Stern says it idly, not looking at him. Lungo sees now that 
Stern is holding a notepad in his other hand, beginning to 
flip through it.

LUNGO
(appalled)

Where did you--?

Stern looks up and smiles with dagger teeth.

STERN
Didn’t burn them all, bunkie. 

He rises ominously, deliciously.

STERN
I feel like stretching my legs, 
making a new friend or two.

Sam forces himself to look directly at Stern.

LUNGO
I think you've made your point.

STERN
Point? There's no point here. And 
anyway, last time I checked this 
was your writing, babe.

(deliberate menace) 
You got anything else you'd care to 
say?

LUNGO
Me?  No.

Stern skims several pages, then stops at one, incredulity 
dawning on his face.

STERN
I gotta tell you... this one will 
be a pleasure.

INT. CAL’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Cal and Colleen poring over the maps.  Doc naps on top of a 
sleeping bag.

COLLEEN
Okay, so this route would take 
longer, but on the good side --

The MUSIC BOX REFRAIN OF "BEAUTIFUL DREAMER" from the other 
room.  Doc stirs.  

63.



DOC
I hear music.

They rush into

TINA’S BEDROOM

Tina sits awake in bed holding the music box.  She’s still 
weirdly pale, eyes unearthly blue.  

COLLEEN
Look who’S decided to join us.

TINA
(groggily)

Remember when you bought this, Cal?
When we were so poor still?

CAL
Listen, kiddo, we're moving out,
skipping town, okay?

TINA
Where?

CAL
Where the road takes us. I've
rigged up this kinda bike-
rickshaw.  It’s goofy-looking, 
you'll love it.

TINA
Guess you've decided to blow off
that job.

CAL
Yeah.

TINA
Cool.

Doc feels her forehead.

DOC
Try to get some rest, little one.

TINA
Mm.

The MUSIC BOX MUSIC ENDS.  She lies back.  The others exit to  

THE LIVING ROOM
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DOC
She’s still feverish, Calvin. 
Whatever is working on her is not 
done yet.

CAL
We'll be leaving with first light.

DOC
If I could have gotten those
medications...

CAL
You've done everything you can.

DOC
Not everything.

He opens the front door.

DOC
There’s a man who owes me a favor. 
If he's out of prison --

CAL
Doc --

DOC
Don't worry, I'll be quick.

COLLEEN
We'll be quick.

She grabs up her crossbow, laying in the corner, joins him.

DOC
I make it a point never to argue 
with a lady with a crossbow.

COLLEEN
Good policy.

DOC
Onward.

He exits. Colleen turns back to Cal.

COLLEEN
Hey, Cal.

(kisses him on the cheek)
Thanks for the adventure.
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EXT. CAL'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Doc and Colleen head off down the street. PULL BACK to the 
shadows across the street, where we see a SHADOWY FIGURE 
waiting, watching.

INT. CAL'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Cal affixes two bedrolls to his rickshaw bike.

TINA (O.S.)
(weakly)

Hi, Cal.

He turns to see her leaning against the doorway to her room.

CAL
Hey, up and on your pins. 

TINA
Not too steady.

CAL
Easy, easy. I kept one chair just 
for you.

TINA
Thanks. You were right, I like the 
bike. Can we take the music box, 
too?

CAL
Sure.

TINA
Funny, how little you really need,
when you think about it. It's
like we've been carrying all this
stuff on our backs, now it's just
shedding away. You're not gonna 
leave me, are you, Cal?

CAL
What? No. What makes you think
that?

TINA
When I was little, and they told me
something had happened to Momma, I
tried to imagine the worst thing
that could happen, and the worst I
could imagine was she had a broken
arm. But she was dead. 
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Sometimes things happen and it 
doesn't make any difference if 
you're good or not.

CAL
I'm not gonna leave you.

There’s a light TAPPING at the door.

CAL
They couldn’t be back that soon.   

Cautious, Cal grabs up the Bowie knife Colleen gave him, 
approaches the door.

TINA
(concerned)

Cal.

Suddenly the door SHATTERS INWARD.  

TINA
(CRIES OUT)

Stern enters the room, fully transformed now, in all his 
horrific glory.

TINA
A dragon!  It’s a dragon!

STERN
This is not Woodstock. I am not
Mother Teresa.

CAL
(incredulous)

Mr. Stern.

STERN
You recognize me.  Very good.   
I told you if you left you'd be
terminated.

CAL
Tina, get behind me!

STERN
Tina?  

(really sees her for the 
first time)

Lord of deviltry and damnation. 
You’re changing, too.
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TINA
Cal.

STERN
Don't be scared, honeylamb.
You're looking at your future.

CAL
Stay away from her!

STERN
Maybe I will. If you introduce
us.

CAL
She's my sister.

STERN
Well, Mr. Griffin, may I have
permission to take out your sister?

CAL
Run, Tina!

TINA
(CRIES OUT)

Stern lunges with a GROWL.  Cal grapples with him.  With a 
ROAR, Stern throws Cal across the room.

CAL
(CRIES OUT)

He HITS THE WALL WITH A TERRIBLE CONCUSSION and slumps down, 
seemingly dead.

We stay on him, as we HEAR Tina SCREAM OS and see the shadow 
on the wall of Stern grabbing her up.

The window SHATTERS OS, as Stern's shadow unfurls big wings. 
With a mighty OS FLAPPING, he and Tina are gone out the 
window, as we...

FADE OUT.

END ACT FIVE
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ACT SIX

INT. LUNGO'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

PAN across a row of antique dolls in all their finery, eyes 
large and indifferent.

ARRIVE at Tina, in among them, hands and feet bound with 
white diaphanous curtains. She’s near-delirium, her skin 
starting to take on a light blue veining.

STERN (OS)
What's wrong with this picture?

ANGLE to show Stern some feet off in the dimness, regarding 
her. Lungo's farther back, extremely worried.

STERN
Nothing.

LUNGO
We don't need her, Ely.

STERN
Speak for yourself. I thought I
was a solo number. Turns out I'm
a duet.

Tina rouses fitfully. 

TINA
I'm not like you. I won't be like 
you.

Lungo eyes Tina with an odd, dawning sympathy, admiring her 
courage.

STERN
Look in the mirror, child. Oh, I 
admit, you don't have all the lux- 
ury extras yet, but give it time. 
Symmetry, matched and balanced, the 
two of us. How little faith I 
showed, to think all this would 
unfold and I'd be left alone.

LUNGO
You weren't alone, Ely.
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STERN
Sorry, you're not my type. And 
frankly, I'm used to better.

LUNGO
You have to change with the times.

STERN
That's not what I've been
thinking.

He sweeps aside a curtain, peers at the street beyond.

STERN
Know why most people hire a lawyer?
They don't want justice. They want
more. I ran a business. I can run a 
mob.

LUNGO
But if they see you...

STERN
Ever catch Cyrano de Bergerac? By 
the time they fell in love with his 
ideas, they didn't care what his 
nose looked like. He just needed a 
front man.

LUNGO
Ely, we've got it good here.

STERN
Mr. Mole wants to stay in his mole
hole. Well, I need room to spread
my wings.

LUNGO
(frightened, working up 
his courage)

No.

STERN
No?

Stern advances, grasps Lungo's head with clawed hands. Lungo 
WHIMPERS, it looks like curtains.

But just then, Stern's yellow eyes GLOW with an eerie light. 

STERN
Say after me, "It's a new
world..."
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INT. CAL'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Cal slumped against the wall, unmoving. The window is broken, 
WIND blowing the curtains. 

Doc and Colleen enter through the shattered doorway, 
searching frantically.

DOC 
Cal! Cal!

COLLEEN
Here! Is he dead?

Doc feels for the pulse in Cal's neck.

DOC
No. 

CAL
(MOANS)

DOC
It's not severe. Nasty bump, 
though.

Colleen checks out Tina’s room.

COLLEEN
Tina’s not here!

DOC
Yes, well, something dramatic 
obviously transpired.

CAL
(COUGHS)

COLLEEN
Welcome back, Cal.

CAL
Tina --!

COLLEEN
She's gone.  

DOC
Easy, my friend.  You’ve got a neck 
laceration and a minor concussion.  
Who did this to you?

CAL
My boss.
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COLLEEN
Geez, who do you work for?

CAL
His eyes were like hers, only 
yellow and he was this big lizard 
thing.

DOC
Do you know Where he might have 
taken her?

CAL
They could be anywhere. I need a 
damn psychic!

Cal straightens, remembering:

EXT. CITY STREET - FLASHBACK - DAY

ON Goldie, saying to Cal:

GOLDIE
Something's coming. You keep your 
head low.

INT. CAL'S APARTMENT - LIVING - NIGHT

PUSH IN on Cal, knowing the answer.

EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

Deserted, litter blowing, cars where they stopped. Cal, 
Colleen and Doc work to pry up a manhole cover near the steam 
grate we saw earlier. 

CAL
(STRAINING)

Easy, easy with it.

They set the manhole cover aside.

DOC
Phew!

COLLEEN
So let me get this straight.  
You’re going down into the sewers.

CAL
Subway tunnels. It was near here we 
were talking.
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COLLEEN 
And you just want us to stay here 
while you go on your own.

CAL
Yeah, He's kinda paranoid.

COLLEEN
This doesn't impress me as the
greatest idea.

CAL
Sure wish I had a better one.

COLLEEN
Cal, please --

DOC
Here’s the lantern, Calvin.

CAL
Thanks. Wish me luck.

He’s gone, down into the manhole.

COLLEEN
(sighs, to herself)

Dammit.

INT. UNDERGROUND TUNNEL - CONTINUOUS

Dark, save for the light filtering from the hole above. Cal 
drops down, takes a few steps.

Suddenly, he hears A STRANGE FLITTING SOUND, here and there 
about him, like an immense, unseen humming bird. He spins, 
trying to detect the source.

HIS POV - ON A RECESS

There, from the darkness, seeming to hover, is the glowing 
face of a pale boy, blue eyes with slitted pupils, peering at 
Cal.

We only see him for a twinkling, then he darts back into the 
darkness, gone.

CAL

pursues him, struggling to light the lantern. But by the time 
he does, the boy is gone.

Cal stops, forces calm, then heads down the tunnel more 
slowly, alert.
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As he gets deeper into the creepy darkness, he starts to hear 
OS GRUNTING MURMURS, ominous, obviously not from the glowing 
boy. Whispered conversations, plans... of those watching him 
from the dark.

Nervous, he walks more quickly, draws a knife from his pack.

Soft FOOTFALLS pad in pursuit, accompanied by more GRUNTS.

Cal breaks into a run. SHOUTING, his unseen pursuers take off 
after him.

CLOSE ON CAL'S FEET

He trips a wire.

WIDE 

A WEIGHTED NET drops down, snaring Cal. He drops the knife, 
which bounces away.

A bare hairy foot comes down on the handle of the knife.

It's Rory, in the dirty jeans and T-shirt we saw him in 
previously, much worse for wear now.

He emerges out of the shadows, followed by several more 
GRUNTERS, all little Morlock guys like himself.

RORY
Looks like you dropped your knife, 
dude.

OTHER GRUNTERS MURMUR NASTY CHUCKLES, AGREEMENT.

RORY
I know you... you were with my old 
lady.

They advance on Cal, who struggles in the net. They reach 
toward him, about to grab him...

When from the far end of the tunnel comes A FLASHING OF 
LIGHTS and BOOMING SOUNDS, like a myriad of skyrockets going 
off. The Grunters GASP, shielding their eyes.

A FIGURE approaches, FIREBALLS OF LIGHT shooting out of his 
hands, bouncing off the walls, toward the Grunters.

FIGURE
BEGONE!

Terrified, the Grunters take to their heels and race off out 
of sight, SCREAMING.
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The FIREBALLS cease. The Figure reaches Cal, who sees to his 
astonishment that it's Goldie. Goldie grins.

GOLDIE
Well. Hello, Cal.

CAL
How -- how did you --?

Goldie wiggles his fingers.

GOLDIE
That? Little something I just 
picked up. Doesn't do jack, but it
scares the hell out of them.

CAL
Little something!?

GOLDIE
I can see you're a little freaked.
Lemme help you.

He cuts away the net with Cal’s knife.

GOLDIE
There, that’s got it.

CAL
I walked right into their trap.

GOLDIE
Hm? Oh no, this is mine. I'm very
partial who comes to my place.

INT. SUBWAY UNDERGROUND - DAY

A long-abandoned subway station from the Victorian era, with 
cracked exquisite remains of Florentine tile, twisting 
Nouveau railings, brass cuspidors and high, overhead, a 
monumental chandelier of crystal and gilt.

Goldie hunkers by a smoldering campfire, something cooking 
over a spit. Cal crouches before the fire. 

GOLDIE
Bummer about your sister, man.

CAL
What is this place?  It’s 
beautiful.
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GOLDIE
You like it?  Abandoned subway 
station from the Gilded Age. They 
sealed it up and forgot it, till 
yours truly found it. 

He pulls the skewer off the flame.

GOLDIE
Hungry? You should try this. 

CAL
What is it?

GOLDIE
Track rabbit.

CAL
Track rabbit?

GOLDIE
Rat.

CAL
No thanks.

GOLDIE
That's old-style thinking, my man.
Them's on bottom gonna be on top
now. No more Invisible Man.

CAL
Can you help me?

GOLDIE
Can I help you?  Get a load of
this.  

He grabs up Cal’s lantern and throws it on the fire.

CAL
No!

It EXPLODES IN A FIREBALL, which IMMEDIATELY DISSIPATES 
harmlessly.

CAL
Where-- Where’d it go?!

GOLDIE
Good question. Somewhere else.
When anything reaches a certain
temperature, it just vanishes.
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Like something's drawing it off.
To power other things.

CAL
What things?

GOLDIE
All the new stuff. What you’ve been 
telling me about, plus the gosh-gee-
whiz that I can do.

CAL
Goldie, the other day, you said you
could foresee things. Can you -- 
can you see my sister?

GOLDIE
Cal, I can see everything. It was 
like this a long time ago. All the 
myths are true. Everything is true. 
Ask me how I know.

CAL
How do you know?

GOLDIE
I read between the lines, Cal, the 
stone lions, where the books are. 
Signs everywhere but no one to see, 
no, it took a true omnivore, at 
liberty so to speak. The ancients 
got it, some of it, a bit at least. 
Eratosthenes and Iamblichus and 
Zheng Heng. Then the modern boys 
boogied in, R&B, R&D. Von 
Liebenfels, Hoerbinger and Deibner 
of the Reich. A grand jetee over 
the Rhine to the Volga, and a red 
frisson from Petukhov and 
Emelyanov. The Wall comes down and 
our own little boys at Sandia, 
spinning, spinning. Insanely 
simple, if you know where to look.

CAL
(sure now Goldie’s crazy)

I see. I'm sorry, Goldie. I’ve got 
to go.

GOLDIE
Wait! Wait! No!  I'm going to help! 
That's what this miracle's all 
about!  
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Backing from him, Cal steps into a BEAM OF LIGHT, filtering 
down from above. He squints, sees there's a hole high in the 
tunnel roof, dusty sunlight streaming down.

His eye follows the beam downward to a vast pile of junk 
Goldie's accumulated, thirty feet if it’s an inch. The light 
strikes something sticking up from the pile...

Like Excalibur from the stone, the hilt of a sword, ancient, 
battle-worn. Cal moves to it, slowly pulls it out, with 
wonder and dread. It is identical to the sword in his dream.

CAL
Where'd you find this?

GOLDIE
Where do you find anything?
Someone threw it out.

Cal makes a few practice moves with it, graceful and fluid.

GOLDIE
It likes you. Consider it a gift.

Cal nods thanks. Goldie rummages in the pile, pulls out a 
scabbard, secured to a belt with a strange, worked buckle.

Cal takes it, slides the blade into the scabbard. He 
hesitates, then secures it around his waist.

CAL
Goldie, do you believe in dreams?

GOLDIE
Very little else.

(steps close; calm, sure)
I can help you. Trust me.

EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

Soldiers dispense boxes of food from the back of a horse- 
drawn wagon to a crowd of desperate people.

The soldiers close up the back of the wagon, some boxes`still 
visible within. Armed guards step in front of the crowd, 
blocking them. A SERGEANT raises his arms.

SERGEANT
That's it, folks.

MAN
What're you talking about? You
still got boxes!
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SERGEANT
Yeah, for other destinations.

SECOND MAN
Lies!

He points toward two privates.

SECOND MAN
I overheard 'em say we're the last
on your slate.

(to crowd)
They're black-marketing it!

Others MURMUR, angry. The soldiers nervously aim their 
rifles.

SERGEANT
Back off! Back off now, or you'll
be shot! Understand?

WOMAN
We understand you've got our food!

The crowd pushes forward dangerously as the soldiers hold 
position, twitchy. Then a voice SHOUTS over the TUMULT:

LUNGO (OS)
Give it up! You're nothing to
them.

The crowd turns to see Lungo behind them.

LUNGO
They'd kill you for a dime.

WOMAN
So what are we supposed to do?
Starve?

The Sergeant and Guards seize the distraction to dive into 
the wagon and haul ass. The horses gallop off.

LUNGO
No, you learn. Stop whining for 
hand-outs, waiting for the Ready-
teller to open. What are your
bellies telling you? Things aren't
getting better, they're getting
worse! 

He's struck a nerve. He gives them a knowing smile.
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LUNGO
So gather 'round, friends, and tell 
me. What happened to the Golden 
Rule? Ask the bigshots: "He who has 
the gold makes the rules!"

MURMURS of agreement from the crowd.

LUNGO
They've been insulated by their 
life of privilege, their limos, 
their offshore tax shelters. But 
that's all over. 

Folks nod, there's an ugly avaricious look to most of them. 
One YOUNG GUY shakes his head, murmurs to his neighbor:

YOUNG GUY
This is sick, man.

He heads away from the crowd, and is gone. But the rest stay 
rooted to the spot.

LUNGO
Only one rule now, friends. 
Survival of the fittest. And the 
fittest aren't in Armani sweatsuits 
on the Stair-master. They're the 
ones who can smell which way the 
wind blows! 

Across the street, a NATIONAL GUARDSMAN listens uneasily, 
standing watch over a chained-up electronics store.

LUNGO
It's a new day. No fast shuffle, no 
bait and switch. We take what's 
ours!

GUY IN CROWD
What you talkin' about, man? Those
soldiers got guns!

LUNGO
You're right. But we have an ace up 
our sleeve. Wanna know what?

(positive responses)
Ely!

Stern emerges. The crowd GASPS, a few SCREAM. He's in the 
final stage of his transformation, a massive man-dragon, with 
great, sharp teeth, lizard scales and huge folded wings. 
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LUNGO
It's all right! It's all right! 
He's on our side.

STERN
A visual aid...

He sweeps through the crowd, which parts and follows him. He 
strides up to the Guardsman, who peers up at him in terror.

NATIONAL GUARDSMAN
What the hell are you?

STERN
Your death, if you don't shoot me.

He lunges at the Guardsman, who FIRES his assault rifle. It 
SPARKS ineffectually.

Stern grabs the gun and BREAKS it in two, then SLASHES at the 
Guard, hurling him against a wall, dead. 

Stern spins to face the crowd. They back a step, frightened. 
But he waves them to calm.

STERN
No man behind the curtain anymore, 
no army, no police. The only thing 
to fear is us.

He grins that crocodile grin, as the crowd MURMURS nervously, 
scared and eager.

FADE OUT.

END ACT SIX

ACT SEVEN

INT. CAL'S APARTMENT - TINA’S ROOM - NIGHT

Cal, Colleen and Doc stand watching, as Goldie runs his hands 
above Tina's possessions, trying to pick up something. A big, 
dirty bag of his stuff is stowed in a corner.

GOLDIE
Bad vibes. Your sister an
Aquarius?

CAL
No.
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COLLEEN
Where'd he dig this guy up, Doc?

DOC
You lifted the same manhole cover I 
did, Boi Baba.

COLLEEN
Boi Baba?  What’s that?

DOC
Tough lady.

GOLDIE
Uh, your boss is a big scaly dude, 
right?  Eight, maybe nine feet 
tall, not counting the wings?

CAL
You’ve got a vision?

GOLDIE
No, out the window.  Look.

DISTANT SOUNDS OF YELLING AND SMASHING WINDOWS, etc.

EXT. STREET

The mob’s surging down the street, looting and destroying as 
it goes.  Stern uproots a lamp-post and tosses it aside.

STERN
Tear it all up!

INT. CAL’S APARTMENT - TINA’S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

COLLEEN
I am so ready for a vacation.

CAL 
I've got to warn the neighbors,
get everyone out of here.

(to Colleen)
You go on.

COLLEEN
Where? I got no place special to
be.

DOC
Since Afghanistan, I don't retreat.

CAL
Goldie?
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GOLDIE
Hm? Me?  No. I'm too big a fan of
chaos theory.

CAL
Okay, then.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Stern's mob BREAKING WINDOWS, roughing people up, running out 
of brownstones, arms full of stuff. Some push shopping carts 
full of loot.

A looter emerges from a house carrying a Blu-Ray player.

STERN
Leave it. It's useless!

Stern SWATS it out of his hands. It SHATTERS on the street. 

Lungo, released from Stern’s spell now, wretched and 
heartsick, stumbles over some rubble. 

LUNGO
Oh Ely, the wreckage!

STERN
Get used to it.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - NIGHT

The crowd surges toward the street, joyous raging animals.

ON WINDOWS OF BUILDING

People peering fearfully out.

ON THE MOB

Nearing Cal's building. Cal emerges onto the stoop, facing 
them, sheathed sword at his belt.

CAL
Go home, folks. This isn't the
way.

They slow, hesitating. Stern pushes to the front of them, 
eyeing Cal.

STERN
Good golly, Miss Molly. I could've
sworn I killed you.
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CAL
Where's my sister, you bastard?

STERN
Language, there are children 
present.

(to the mob)
Trash it.

With a CRY, they surge forward, brandishing blunt objects.

ON CAL

Goldie joins him.

CAL
Now!

Goldie makes a broad gesture with his arms.

GOLDIE
BEGONE!

The LIGHTS from his hands SPUTTER and GO OUT. He turns to 
Cal, apologetic.

GOLDIE
Sometimes, it's a dud.

CAL
Down!

A HAIL OF ROCKS fly at them. They hit the deck.

ON DOC

From hiding nearby, Doc rises an hurls a MOLOTOV COCKTAIL at 
an open space in the mob. It EXPLODES IN FLAMES, as people 
scatter.

DOC
Take that, you anarchists!

CAL

leaps into the now-splintered fray, sword held high.

A MARAUDING CPA

is about to hit a sweet-faced teenager with a length of wood. 
Cal jumps in, slices it in two with his sword.

The CPA runs off, but two others attack Cal with lengths of 
pipe. He swordfights the two of them, driving them off.
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LUNGO

frightened, hides behind a trashcan that reads, "KEEP OUR 
CITY CLEAN."

ON CAL

Flailing his sword, using a trashcan lid as a shield, as more 
and more guys attack him. He's enormously outnumbered.

STERN (OS)
Let him be!

The others break off. Stern appears, advancing on Cal.

STERN
He's mine.

CAL
(SHOUTS OS)

Goldie!

GOLDIE

stands by the brownstone. He yanks on an electrical cord, 
which runs up through an open window into the building.

ON CAL AND STERN

standing some feet away from each other. We HEAR a WHOOSH 
overhead. Stern looks upward to see:

GOLDIE'S BIG, WEIGHTED NET

Flying through the air, fired via improvised catapult from 
the top of the building, sailing down toward him.

STERN

INHALES a deep breath, then EXHALES A GREAT STREAM OF FLAME 
UPWARD.

ON THE NET

The FLAME hits it, burning it away to nothing before it 
reaches Stern. Its weights CLATTER about him harmlessly.

CAL

goes white.

DOC

and the others watch stunned. So do the rioters.
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GOLDIE

cord still in his hands.

GOLDIE
You didn’t tell me your boss could 
breathe fire, Cal.

ON CAL AND STERN

Stern grins.

STERN
Surprise.

He stalks toward Cal, reaching with stiletto claws.

Suddenly, an arrow WHIZZES through the air, STRIKING Stern in 
the shoulder. He GASPS, thrown.

FAVORING COLLEEN

Crossbow in hand. 

COLLEEN
Bet you never been shot by an arrow 
before, huh, Big Boy?

Stern wheels on Colleen, glaring. She has nowhere to run.

STERN
You woman...

He sweeps the arrow off his body. Then takes A DEEP 
INHALATION, preparing to roast her --

When he's suddenly drenched in liquid from OS!

ON CAL

Beside the gasoline tanker, holding its hose aimed toward 
Stern.

FAVORING STERN AND CAL

Stern stands gasping, dripping gasoline.

CAL
Try your fire trick now.

Cal pulls a lighter from his pocket, flicks it. Stern quails.

CAL
Where's my sister?
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With a HOWL OF RAGE AND FRUSTRATION, Stern tosses a nearby 
bus bench at Cal, who dives aside.

Stern turns and takes off running back the way he came, down 
the street, toward Lungo's house.

WIDE

The mob, seeing this, scatters, routed.

CAL

waves Colleen, Doc and Goldie to his side.

CAL
After him!

They take off in pursuit.

ON LUNGO

Unnoticed, he slips out of hiding and hurries toward his 
home.

INT. LUNGO'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Tina’s feverish, looking even worse than before, blotchy blue 
and ill. The front door BURSTS open, rousing her.

Stern, gleaming with wetness that steams off his hot skin. He 
tears down the curtains, wipes furiously at himself.

STERN
Damn, that stings!

THROUGH THE OPEN DOOR, Tina sees Cal running toward the house 
from a long way off, followed by Colleen, Doc and Goldie.

TINA
Cal!

But Stern grabs her in his rough arms, turns her away. Brings 
his ghastly face down to her.

STERN
I'm sick of this dump.  How about 
you?

Stern seizes her up in his huge arms and strides toward the 
window.

TINA
No!  Put me down!
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STERN
I wouldn’t dream of it. 

A BANGING from the back door, frantic STEPS, and Lungo is in 
the room, WHEEZING hard, eyes large and frightened.

Stern is almost to the window, his broad wings stretching 
out, limbering up. 

Lungo hangs back in the shadows, breathless and watching.

LUNGO
(breathing hard, to 
himself)

Do nothing. Do nothing, and they'll 
be gone.

With a FRUSTRATED GROAN, he rushes up to Stern.

LUNGO
I can't let you, Ely.

STERN
Move aside, Mr. Mole.

LUNGO
I can't.  It’s wrong, Ely.

STERN
Move aside.

Stern draws in a deep, warning breath.  Sam's fingers close 
about the Loetz vase and he brings it up in a swinging arc.

Just before the flash, the sound like a furnace flaring to 
life, Sam sees the glass SHATTER against Stern's face.

STERN
(CRIES OUT IN PAIN)

Backing, knowing what’s coming, Lungo murmurs to himself...

LUNGO
That will leave a mark.

The DOLLS, in all their delicacy and indifference, watch Sam 
BURN.

EXT. LUNGO'S HOUSE - NIGHT

FLAME ERUPTS from the open doorway. The windows SHATTER. Cal, 
Colleen, Doc and Goldie are hurled back by its force.
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CAL

hears the OS SHATTER of the rear window and looks up to see:

HIS POV - THE HOUSE

Stern, with Tina in his arms, leathery wings fully extended, 
flies upward from the back of the house, into the night sky.

ON TINA

Seeing her brother, reaching down, hopeful, desperate.

TINA
Cal!

ON CAL

watching in helpless horror, as the others draw near.

CAL
No!!!!

ON NIGHT SKY

Stern and Tina flying off into the distance, impossibly high, 
Cal's anguished CRY ECHOING into the night.

CAL (OS)
NO!!!!

FADE OUT.

END ACT SEVEN
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ACT EIGHT

EXT. LUNGO'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Moments later, the house being devoured by growing flames. 
Cal, Colleen, Doc and Goldie stand facing it.

CAL
She was here. She was right here.

DOC
Let it go, Cal. You couldn't know.

COLLEEN
(to Goldie)

So what was the problem? Vibes too
close to pick up?

GOLDIE
You got a serious attitude problem, 
you know that?

CAL
This isn't helping! 

(forces calm)
We're all stressed, doing the best 
we can. Goldie, the truth. Can you 
do anything?

Goldie looks uneasy. Then nods.

INT. CAL'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Goldie casts about the room for just the right object, as 
Cal, Doc and Colleen look on.

GOLDIE
Symbolism is very important when it
comes to visions. You burn some-
thing as a token of what you want
to see. In this case, we want to
view something that, yesterday,
sanity would have told us was
unreal. Ah.

He sweeps a copy of TV Guide off the TV, says to Cal:

GOLDIE
You won't be needing this.
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He opens a window, grabs up a potted plant and overturns it, 
dumping the contents out the window.

COLLEEN
I don't believe this.

GOLDIE
You don't need to believe. Just
don't interfere.

He sits cross-legged on the floor by the window, placing the 
TV guide in the planter. Taking the lighter, he sets the TV 
Guide AFLAME.

Then, as the others look on he begins to solemnly SING “I’M 
ALWAYS CHASING RAINBOWS”

GOLDIE
(SINGING)

“I’m always chasing rainbows, 
watching clouds drift by.”

COLLEEN
This is such bullshi--

CAL
Sh.

GOLDIE
(SINGING)

“My dreams are just like all my 
schemes.”

(intent, building)
“Ending in the sky.”

The FLAMES SHOOT UP and resolve into a WAVERY IMAGE hovering 
in the air, of the top of an office building. The others gape 
wonder. Cal's stunned.

CAL
It's my office.

ON THE WAVERY IMAGE

PUSH IN on it, and

MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING - NIGHT

LONG SHOT on the top of it, MOVING IN. All the windows are 
dark, but there's a bright moon illuminating everything. A 
STRONG BREEZE blows.

91.



STERN (OS)
This city's finished.

EXT. ROOFTOP OF OFFICE BUILDING - NIGHT

Tina is huddled near the edge of the roof, unconscious. Stern 
squats on his powerful dragon legs, looking out over the 
city, talking to himself.

STERN
I don't know what I was thinking.

Tina stirs. Her eyes flutter open.

STERN
Feeling better? Excuse the rough
handling.

TINA
Where are we?

She peers over the edge.

HER POV - DOWN SHOT ON SIDE OF BUILDING

A long, dark drop.

ON TINA AND STERN

STERN
Sixty-five floors up on a rooftop 
where I used to work.  Where you 
can rest and let it all go.

Tina CRIES out, as a FIELD OF BLUE ENERGY plays over her 
body.  Her BREATHING IS LABORED.

STERN
Don't be afraid. It's just a 
transition. Give in to it.

TINA
(resisting)

That's what you want.

STERN
That's what is. Soon you'll be past 
the pain, where no one can touch 
you.
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EXT. OFFICE BUILDING - SIDE - NIGHT

ON Cal and Colleen, halfway up the side of the building, in 
climbing gear, hanging from ropes, struggling up leg and hand-
holds. Cal has his sword at his belt, Colleen her crossbow.

Colleen's an old hand, but Cal's really working at it. He 
loses a hand-hold, nearly falls. Colleen steadies him.

COLLEEN
Bet you wouldn't mind that cushy
law job now.

He smiles grimly, keeps climbing.

EXT OFFICE BUILDING - ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Tina is breathing with difficulty, SPARKS OF ENERGY playing 
over her intermittently. The WIND whips her hair, as Stern 
watches her.

STERN 
There's this philosopher, Hoffer.
He said, "What monstrosities would
walk the streets were men's faces
as unfinished as their minds."  Me 
I thought no, beautiful, nothing 
more to hide. I always knew I was-- 

TINA
Different.

STERN 
You knew, too, didn't you? Well,
what if the lonely days for both of 
us were gone. 

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING - SIDE OF BUILDING - NIGHT

Cal and Colleen struggling toward the top, pulling themselves 
up inch by inch, hugging the wall.

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING ROOFTOP - NIGHT

STERN
(in reverie)

Away from this sinkhole, soaring
like two prehistoric hawks...
to the west.

TINA
(recognition)

There's a wave.
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STERN
Yeah, yeah, that's right. You saw
it, too.

ON THE FAR SIDE OF THE ROOFTOP BEHIND THEM

Unnoticed, Cal and Colleen climb over the lip of the roof and 
drop down onto it. Cal motions Colleen to silence, leads her 
stealthily toward Stern and Tina.

STERN
There's a power that caused all
this. It's calling us. West.

ON STERN AND TINA

STERN
Soon we're gonna own the world.

Another SURGE OF ENERGY wracks her. Weakly, she looks at 
Stern.

TINA
I don't want your world.

With a surprising burst of strength, she makes a rush for the 
raised lip of the edge, intending to jump.

HER POV - DOWNSHOT ON BUILDING

Long and fatal.

STERN

GASPS, alarmed, as Tina stands shakily on the ledge.

There's no chance of grabbing her before she jumps.

CAL

rises up from hiding.

CAL
Tina! Don't!

STERN

swivels, murder in his eye.

TINA

turns back, still on the ledge, surprised.
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TINA
Cal!

FAVORING CAL AND STERN

Stern takes a step toward Cal. They're still separated by a 
good many feet.

STERN
Griffin. I made it a point to trash 
the stairwells, how did you--

CAL 
We climbed up the outside, you 
monster.

STERN 
If you'd shown this much initiative 
on the job, I'd never have fired 
you.

COLLEEN
Careful, Cal.

STERN
Ah, that woman with the crossbow. 
How right she is.  

He INHALES and lets fly with A GREAT GOUT OF FLAME.

ON CAL

The FLAME ROARS at him. He ducks behind an exhaust outlet for 
cover.

COLLEEN

springs up and FIRES an arrow.

ON STERN

It HITS him in the chest, just pisses him off. He swipes it 
away, swivels, FIRES more FLAME toward Colleen.

COLLEEN

ducks behind the shed, unharmed but pinned by the FLAME, as 
it continues. A good portion of the roof is now on FIRE.

CAL

seeing Stern's momentary distraction, jumps atop the exhaust 
outlet and takes a great leap!
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ON STERN

Cal lands on his massive back. Stern immediately stops firing 
FLAME, tries to get Cal off him, turning and turning. But Cal 
holds on tight.

STERN
Get offa me!

They're nearing the edge. Stern tenses, unfurls his wings and 
leaps off the edge!

Tina SCREAMS as Colleen gapes.

EXT. CITYSCAPE - ON STERN AND CAL - NIGHT

MOVING WITH THEM, as Stern flies between the darkened 
buildings at a dizzying speed, twisting this way and that, 
trying his best to throw Cal off him. But Cal holds on with a 
grip of iron.

STERN
They call these buildings concrete 
canyons!  Take a good close look!

Flying, he RAMS INTO THEM.

CAL
(CRIES OUT)

STERN
And another!

RAMS ANOTHER.

CAL
You’re not getting rid of me!

STERN
Then let’s try climbing, shall we?

BEATS HIS WINGS HARDER as they ASCEND.  THE WIND SHRIEKS.

STERN
You afraid of heights, Griffin?  
No?  Then let’s try a dive.

HE TUCKS HIS WINGS AND DIVES, THE WIND HOWLING MANIACALLY.

STERN
Here comes our building again. Take 
a good look, because I am gonna 
splatter you on the pavement bel--
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Cal PULLS HIS SWORD AND DRIVES IT REPEATEDLY INTO STERN’S 
BACK.

Stern SCREAMS, starts diving downward, out of control.

CAL

pulls his sword out and jumps off Stern's back.

WIDE

Cal falls toward his office building. Stern spins like a 
downed aircraft, swooping downward past the building.

ON EDGE OF BUILDING

Cal falls, landing in a tuck-and-roll that takes him over the 
edge. Flailing, he manages to catch hold with one hand, 
nearly looses his grip, than pulls himself upward to safety, 
still clutching his sword.

EXT. OFFICE BUILDINGS - DOWNSHOT

Stern spirals out of control down into the darkness and is 
lost from sight.

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING - ON CAL - NIGHT

Panting, getting his bearings, he looks OS and is petrified.

HIS POV -- ON TINA AND COLLEEN

Separated by the HIGH FLAMES.

TINA

looks about her, desperate, nowhere to go.

ON COLLEEN

watching Tina in horror. Cal runs up to her, breathless.

COLLEEN
I'm sorry, Cal.

She reloads the crossbow, reluctantly nods at Tina.

COLLEEN
If you want, I could --

CAL
No!
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He runs to the wall of flame's far edge, sees Tina backing, 
and an unburned lip of roof beside the precipice.

CAL
Tina, Tina, listen to me. The
grand jetee. You can do it.

ON TINA

The FLAME almost upon her, her face a sheen of sweat from the 
heat. 

CAL (OS)
Do it! Now!

TINA

looks at him, sees his utter conviction... and calms. She 
TAKES A DEEP BREATH.

WIDE

As she takes a running start and makes an amazing ballet 
leap.

ON CAL

Tina lands in his arms.

CAL
I got you, I got you.

Suddenly, WEIRD ELECTRICITY ERUPTS OUT OF HER.

TINA
Cal!

COLLEEN
Cal, get back!

TINA
(CRIES OUT)

Cal is driven back away from Tina, as ENERGY WHIPS AROUND HER 
LIKE A FRENZIED COCOON.  He can’t see her anymore.

The FLAME is drawn into it, as the ENERGY COCOON GROWS 
BRIGHTER AND BRIGHTER.

CAL
What’s happening to her!?  Tina!
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Colleen and Cal shield their eyes from the GLARE. 

THE ENERGY GROWS DEAFENING, SWIRLING, AND THEN WHOOMPH!  Its 
extinguished.

Cal and Colleen lower their hands... and gape in wonder.

TINA

is transformed. She hovers in mid-air, glowing, ethereal, 
like the boy Cal saw in the tunnels. Her hair wafts about 
her, her gauzy white garment billowing out. She looks at her 
hands in amazement.

TINA
Not like Stern, not like Stern... 
Oh Cal, it's not bad. It's not a
bad thing at --

She's interrupted by a DEEP RUMBLING that fills the world. 
They look out OS and see:

THEIR POV - OUT OVER THE CITY

The same SPREADING CLOUD we saw before, that caused the 
vision, billowing out of the west, MULTI-COLORED LIGHTNING 
playing over its dark, ominous surface.

ON TINA, CAL AND COLLEEN

As Tina is yanked violently away through the air, toward the 
OS cloud.

TINA
CAL!!!!

Cal gives a tortured CRY, trying to grab her, to no avail.

HIS POV - OVER CITY

Tina diminishes into a GLOWING BALL OF LIGHT that's drawn 
into the cloud. We see that OTHER LIGHTS, dozens of them, are 
being drawn upward from the city into the cloud.

CAL AND COLLEEN

watch helplessly.

ON THE CLOUD

as it recedes toward the west and is gone.
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ON CAL

CAL
All of them. All the glowing
ones....

Colleen slips an arm around him, heartsick.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

A LANGUOROUS SAX plays DREAMY BLUES. Papa Sky (80s) is 
playing, blind, impeccably dressed.  It comes to an end.

STRANGE GRUNTING, APPRECIATIVE NOISES, from the shadows.  
They toss some coins in his open case.  

PAPA SKY
Thank you, boys, thank you for 
that... whatever you are.  And that 
brings us to an end for the night.

The Grunters shuffle off and are gone.

PAPA SKY
So Papa Sky’ll just gather his 
coins, put away his ax.

He places his sax in the case, snaps it shut.

PAPA SKY
Grab up his cane and head on home.

He TAPS along the street. Ahead of him, a LOW MOAN. He stops 
TAPPING.

PAPA SKY
Hello?

The MOAN turns to a SOB OF PURE ANGUISH, FOLLOWED BY MORE 
RAGGED BREATHING.

PAPA SKY
(to himself)

Cat’s in a world of pain.

He TAPS his cane forward, until it’s stopped by a large dark 
form lying on the pavement. Papa licks his lips nervously.

PAPA SKY
How we doin’ there?

The RASPY LOW BREATHING STOPS, a long hanging silence. Then: 

100.



STERN
I’ve had... better days.

Papa LAUGHS, and there’s tenderness in it. 

PAPA SKY
Well, you just take it slow. We 
gonna see what we can do for you.

INT CAL'S APARTMENT BUILDING - LIVING ROOM - DAY

CAL'S APARTMENT.  WIND CHIMES.  DAY

Cal’s finishing packing us his bike. One last thing -- Tina’s 
music box.  He opens it, it plays.

DOC (O.S.)
Taking that with you, Calvin?

He turns to see Doc has entered, closes it and packs it.

CAL
I’m gonna give it back to her.  
When I find her.

DOC
Looks like you’ve got that bike 
pretty well packed to go.

CAL
The sooner I start the sooner I get 
there. 

DOC
Wherever there is.

CAL
Yeah.

DOC
Well.  Speciba, Calvin.

CAL
For what?

DOC
For bringing this dead man back to 
life.

CAL
You did it yourself, Doc.
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DOC
No one does anything themselves, 
Calvin. I learned that a long time 
ago. Speaking of which, there’s a 
certain woman warrior who would 
like a word with you. 

CAL
Where is she?

INT. WORK SHED OUT BACK - DAY

Colleen hammers on a bicycle handlebar held in a vise.  Cal 
enters.

CAL
Gonna bang it till it gives in?

COLLEEN
Works with most things. Guess 
you're heading out.  West.

CAL
That's what Stern said.

COLLEEN
Great. Rules out three other
directions.

CAL
My guess, my hope is something
this big'll be like a forest fire.
There'll be the smell of it from a
long way off. Then the smoke.

COLLEEN
(angrily)

Then the flame.

CAL
I've got to try to find her.

COLLEEN
You’ll get no argument here.

CAL
Look. Colleen --

COLLEEN
Skip it.

CAL
That's right. You're not one for
goodbyes.
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COLLEEN
Nope. Only this ain't one. 

She whips a tarp off a fully-packed bike, minus its 
handlebars.

CAL
Oh, no. No way.

COLLEEN
Hey, don't fall all over yourself.

CAL
Colleen, I'm grateful, you can't
know how much. But this one, I've
got to do alone.

DOC (O.S.)
He's taking it well, eh?

He turns to see Doc has wheeled in his own packed bike.

CAL
Great, you’ve got a bike, too.

DOC 
No one steals my patients.

CAL
Doc.

DOC
Sorry. It's already decided.

CAL
No, it's not. It's bad enough
here. I'm aiming for the heart of
this thing.

COLLEEN
You don't know that. Tina could be
anywhere.

CAL
Colleen, whatever took her, what-
ever did this, did it to more than 
just me. I think we could live 
without technology. But this 
thing's got no right to make us all 
live in fear.

COLLEEN
All right then. It's war.
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DOC
War.

CAL
No. Not with me. I couldn't protect 
my own sister. I won't be respons-
ible for anyone else.

COLLEEN
We're not Tina, Cal. We're doing 
this by choice. Fighting by your-
self, trust me on this, it doesn't 
work out.

CAL
Sorry, my decision stands.

EXT. NEW YORK STREET - DAY

BIRD SONG, OTHER STREET NOISES (no cars, of course).  Cal, 
Doc and Colleen WHEEL THEIR BIKES.

DOC
Smile, Calvin.

COLLEEN
Yeah, it’s a beautiful day.

CAL
(sighs, accepting the 
inevitable)

I figure the Triborough’s our best 
route out of the city.

Goldie comes running up.

GOLDIE
Hey, hey, Cal. Plunging into the
infinite. I brought a little 
goodbye present.

He holds up a pocket watch.

GOLDIE
It winds.

CAL
Thanks, Goldie.

COLLEEN
How'd you know we were leaving?
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GOLDIE
Let's pretend I'm psychic.  Just 
remember:  a heart, a brain
and courage.

DOC
Room for one more, Goldie.

COLLEEN
You're a pain in the butt, but
you know your stuff.

GOLDIE
Thanks. But I can't. I've got to
watch my investment portfolio.  
Sorry, Cal.

CAL
It's fine, Goldie. I'll miss you.

EXT. EAST RIVER - DAY

Three bikes pedalling.

CAL
There she is. The Triborough 
Bridge. And on the other side...

DOC
Here there be dragons.

COLLEEN
Don’t. Just don’t.

CAL
America. The unknown land.

O.S. A BIKE HORN HONKS.

GOLDIE
Hey, hey! Wait up!

He PEDALS up.

COLLEEN
What d’ya call that monstrosity?

GOLDIE
What, you never saw a recumbent 
bike before?  I’m recumbent.

COLLEEN
I’ll say.
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CAL
Goldie, you sure?

GOLDIE
Back there, I won't be missed.  
Figured I’d take you up on your 
invitation. Onward?

CAL
Yeah.

They all start PEDALING.

GOLDIE
So. What to pass the time? How
about a singalong?

The others GROAN.

GOLDIE
Now, let's see. Something we all
know.

(starts singing)
"Beautiful Dreamer, wake unto me.

(no one else is singing)
Jump in any time -- "Starlight and 
dewdrops are waiting for thee.  
Sounds of the rude world heard in 
the day, lulled by the moonlight  
have all passed away."

MAGIC TIME THEME SWELLS as we.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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