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— 1 —

IN BLACK: the haunting voice of a Woman singing a cappella --

YASHAR (V.O.)
The fox went out in a hungry 
plight, and begged of the moon to 
give him a light, for he’d many 
a’mile to go that night, before he 
could reach his den, oh...

As she continues to hum the tune, we hear the raspy voice of 
an Older Man.

OLD DANTE (V.O.)
Once upon a time, there was a Land 
where dreaming was against the law. 

FADE IN ON:

INT. LABORATORY - DREAMSCAPE1

We’re looking at A CHILD, DANTE CAZABON (5, PIERCING GREEN 
EYES) watching entranced as an image is drawn on a 
blackboard: AN UROBOROS - A SNAKE EATING ITS OWN TAIL.

OLD DANTE (V.O.)
But there are always some who can’t 
help but dream. And that’s really 
where our story begins... 

DANTE
Mama?

OLD DANTE (V.O.)
...with a child who couldn’t stop 
dreaming.

YASHAR
-- He’d many a’mile to go that 
night, before he could reach his 
home.

Now we see YASHAR CAZABON (Dante’s mother, mid-30s). She’s 
the one making the drawing.

DANTE
Mama. Tell me.

Yashar looks up from the blackboard. Now we can see that 
WE’RE IN A LABORATORY.



DANTE
(insistent)

Does it hurt?

Dante reaches up and carefully unfastens a fold of cloth in 
Yashar’s tunic revealing what looks like A CHEMO PORT cancer 
patients might have IMPLANTED UNDER HER SKIN, NEAR THE HEART. 
There is A BLACK DISC, the size of a nickel, set into the 
port.

YASHAR
Not one little bit.

As Yashar closes the fold of cloth, Dante goes up to the 
blackboard, traces his finger along the circle of the 
Uroboros. Magically, THE SNAKE STARTS TO REVOLVE, then twines 
itself into the shape of infinity. Dante is enraptured.

WE HEAR ANGRY VOICES. Dante looks around.

Yashar is now across the room arguing with a Male Scientist 
we will come to know as SIGMUNDUS. He’s attended by UNIFORMED 
GUARDS.

DANTE
Mama?

Yashar looks back at Dante, concern on her face. But 
Sigmundus forcefully turns her back to face him.

YASHAR BREAKS AWAY, rushes over to a cooling unit, SHOVES IT 
OVER. IT SMASHES OPEN, SENDING HUNDREDS OF BLACK DISCS 
SKITTERING ACROSS THE FLOOR. Protruding from each disc is a 
short, nasty looking prong.

THE GUARDS ARE IN ACTION, subduing Yashar as she struggles to 
reach Dante in vain. DANTE CRIES OUT!

AT THAT MOMENT, THE CEILING OPENS AND THOUSANDS OF RAVENS 
FLOOD INTO THE LAB. Dante shuts his ears to THE TERRIFYING 
SCREECHING as Yashar is attacked by the flock. HER BODY 
FRACTURES, AND THE FRAGMENTS TRANSFORM INTO RAVENS THAT 
STREAM BACK OUT THROUGH THE OPEN ROOF.

CUT TO:

EXT. CITY - DREAMSCAPE2

Dante running desperately down A WIDE AVENUE STREWN WITH 
RUBBLE, and LINED WITH THE REMNANTS OF STATUES. A war-torn 
city.
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SCREECHING draws Dante’s attention skyward TO A FLOCK OF 
10,000 RAVENS. WE JOIN THE BIRDS, shifting and flowing like a 
pulsating curtain over AN ENORMOUS RUINED CITY. 

THE BIRDS COALESCE INTO AN IMMENSE WINGED MAN. We glimpse the 
creature’s face: it is Sigmundus.

BACK WITH DANTE running through the city. 

THE WINGED MAN dive-bombs Dante, but at the last moment 
transforms into A TORNADO that briefly touches down, 
spattering stones and rubble, before it suddenly dissipates -

- Revealing up in the sky, A MOON... but ENCIRCLED WITH 
RINGS, LIKE THE RINGS OF SATURN. 

As Dante runs, FLASHES OF LIGHTNING illuminate frightening 
vignettes in the surrounding ruins:

A GIANT WITH THE HEAD OF A BIRD TEARS A MASSIVE TREE OUT OF 
THE EARTH.

A CAGE WITH A MADWOMAN INSIDE FALLS FROM THE SKY, CRASHING 
TO THE GROUND

PEOPLE CLAW THEIR WAY UP OUT OF THE GROUND, AS IF THEY’VE 
BEEN BURIED ALIVE

THE SOUND OF A GUNSHOT draws Dante’s attention to A SMALL 
BAND OF ANIMAL-HEADED PEOPLE being chased through the rubble 
by a MILITIA, armed with PECULIAR LONG-NOSED PISTOLS.

ANOTHER SHOT, and A BIZARRE DART finds its target, EMBEDDING 
IN ONE OF THE ESCAPEES’ NECKS. She falls. ANOTHER SHOT. 
Another victim. The Militia spots Dante. HE RUNS FOR HIS 
LIFE.

Then, in the middle of the road, A STONE TOWER SUDDENLY 
RISES, AS IF BIRTHED OUT OF THE RUINS.

A BRAIN-JARRING BELL draws Dante’s attention far up the tower 
where a single window has been cut into the stone. YASHAR 
APPEARS, CLAMBERING OUT ONTO THE WINDOW LEDGE.

DANTE
Mama!!

Yashar looks down. Her expression hardens -- AND SHE JUMPS. 

Dante SCREAMS! AND THE WORLD FLICKERS, LIKE THERE’S A SHORT 
CIRCUIT. TIME REWINDS. 
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THE BRAIN JARRING BELL CLANGS AGAIN. Dante is at the foot of 
the tower, looking up to see YASHAR. But this time, SHE 
FLOATS OUT OF THE WINDOW AS IF TAKING WING. For a few 
moments, it’s extraordinarily beautiful. 

DANTE
(in awe)

-- Mama...

In mid-air, Yashar looks down at Dante, nothing but love on 
her face. 

THEN: A MAN appears at the open window. It is Sigmundus. He 
looks down at Dante. THEN THE BELL CLANGS AGAIN, GRAVITY 
REASSERTS ITSELF, and YASHAR PLUMMETS, SCREAMING! But BEFORE 
SHE HITS THE GROUND --

INT. DANTE’S ROOM, THE ASYLUM ON TARNAGAR ISLAND - MORNING3

A 15 YEAR OLD BOY startles awake in a cold sweat (the morning 
work bell is incredibly loud here). We recognize the piercing 
green eyes: it’s DANTE CAZABON, 10 YEARS OLDER.

HIS HEAD IS SHAVED, and HALF COVERED IN TATTOOS - a wildly 
eclectic collection of animals, objects, faces, images 
puzzled together with no apparent rhyme or reason.

We’re in a tiny, monk’s cell of a room. A narrow bed, stone 
walls. One small greasy window, high up, casts the room in a 
grey light. RAIN patters against the glass. There are DISTANT 
RUMBLINGS OF THUNDER. 

Dante gets his bearings, unclenches his hand revealing A 
DELICATELY CARVED WOODEN FIGURINE. WE RECOGNIZE THE FIGURE AS 
YASHAR. 

As the Work Bell pauses, Dante gets up and goes to a wall 
where he pries out one of the stones. Behind the stone is a 
small niche. From the niche, Dante removes A CLOTH BUNDLE. 
Unfolding it reveals A COLLECTION OF A DOZEN OR MORE 
BEAUTIFULLY CARVED FIGURINES - as if game pieces from a 
unique chess set. Dante lovingly replaces the Yashar carving, 
carefully ties the bundle back up.

DANTE
(sing song)

Fox went out in a hungry plight, 
begged the moon to give him a 
light, for he’d many a’mile to go 
that night --

THEN: THE MORNING WORK BELL REASSERTS ITSELF IN DOUBLE TIME.
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DANTE
Damn.

He hastily replaces the bundle and the cover stone, rushes 
out of the room.

INT. BEATRICE’S BEDROOM, WORKERS’ HOUSING COMPLEX - SAME4

BEATRICE ARGENTI (14) lies in bed, wide awake, LISTENING TO 
THE SAME MORNING BELL, though it’s distant and muted here. 

In contrast to Dante’s room, Bea’s unadorned, featureless 
room is clean, tidy. Here, too, rain patters against the 
glass, and flashes of lightning illuminate the sky.

Beatrice remembers something, opens the drawer in a bedside 
table, pulls out a pad of paper, and RAPIDLY SKETCHES 
SOMETHING WE DON’T SEE. After a few moments, both satisfied 
and frustrated, she tosses the pad on her bed. 

THEN THERE’S A KNOCK ON HER DOOR, and BEA IS IN ACTION, 
shoving the sketchpad under her covers, just as the door 
opens. It’s Bea’s Mother, ARTEMESIA (40s), dressed in a 
plain, well-worn outfit. Another interesting detail: HER HAIR 
IS BUZZED CLOSE TO THE SCALP. 

Artemesia has a composed, detached demeanor -- but we get a 
sense that she’s working hard at maintaining it.

ARTEMESIA
You’re up early.

BEATRICE
Yes.

ARTEMESIA
Excited for the day?

BEATRICE
Yes.

Bea starts to make her bed, and now we see evidence of her 
OCD in the way she creases and re-creases the sheets to make 
them perfect (all the while being careful to keep the 
sketchpad concealed). Bea’s a bit on the spectrum.

ARTEMESIA
You know one of the things Ichor 
will help with is your compulsions.

BEATRICE
(stops)

What?
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ARTEMESIA
To keep things so neat, so ordered. 
Your compulsions. 

BEATRICE
I like things that way.

ARTEMESIA
(impatient)

What I meant was that, with Ichor, 
you won’t be worried about keeping 
things in order. You’ll just do it 
because it needs to be done. You 
understand?

BEATRICE
It’s a good thing.

ARTEMESIA
(what else??)

Yes.
(starting to go)

Breakfast. Get dressed. And don’t 
forget to lay out clothes for 
tonight.

BEATRICE
(without thinking)

Of course. I’m not a child. 

ARTEMESIA
(snapping at her)

I didn’t say that.

Bea is taken aback by her mother’s reaction. 

BEATRICE
I’m sorry, I didn’t - 

ARTEMESIA
It’s nothing. 

(collects herself)
Everything’s fine.

BEATRICE
(realization)

It’s the last day of the cycle.

ARTEMESIA
That’s it and that’s all it is.

BEATRICE
It’s okay. I mean, you can be 
angry.
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ARTEMESIA
(with an edge)

I’m not angry. It’s just the last 
day of the cycle. Everything will 
be back to normal tonight. 

BEATRICE
(timid)

“Not normal” is okay -

ARTEMESIA
And be like the people beyond the 
borders? Let the world fall apart 
again??

BEATRICE
No, I didn’t mean --

(moving towards her)
I just mean sometimes it’s okay if 
you’re not “normal”.

Artemesia stops Bea from coming closer, making physical 
contact.

ARTEMESIA
No. You were right. You’re not a 
child. 

(fixing a smile)
And soon to be officially not a 
child. 5 minutes.

Without another word, she leaves. 

Bea stares at the empty doorway. Then she quietly closes the 
door, turns the lock, listens. Nothing. She uncovers the 
sketchpad, carefully tears off the top sheet, puts the pad 
away (we still don’t see the image).

AT THAT MOMENT: A HORRENDOUS ROAR heralds a sudden DOWNPOUR. 
It’s startling -- to us. But not to Bea. She gets up and 
casually looks out the window as A MICRO-TORNADO TOUCHES DOWN 
IN THE COURTYARD, PROPELLING RAIN, MUD, AND STONES LIKE 
BULLETS AT THE UNBREAKABLE GLASS.

5 SECONDS LATER, IT DISSIPATES, and the soft rain reasserts 
itself. We can see that a patch of ground in the courtyard is 
torn up. 

Bea opens her window, picks up A COUPLE POLISHED BLACK STONES 
lodged in the sill. She looks up at the grey sky, for a 
moment puzzles on something... then dismisses the thought. 

SHE GOES TO HER CLOSET, parts the clothes to one side and 
edges inside.
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INT. ATTIC ROOM - FOLLOWING5

Beatrice emerges from a small Alice in Wonderland door. 

SHE IS NOW IN A CEMENT-WALLED ROOM that looks like the 
mechanical heart of the house: pipes, conduit, electrical 
panels.

BUT THIS IS BEA’S THINKING PLACE, and in contrast to her 
sterile bedroom, this place is a splendid mess: walls covered 
in equations, ideas, and a veritable forest of question 
marks, as if the walls were a scientist’s blackboard. 

BEATRICE
(to herself)

You really need to stop. It doesn’t 
matter. And anyway, in 3 weeks it 
really won’t matter.

She scans the walls.

BEATRICE
Stupid brain.

(finding the right word)
Childish.

She puts down the stones and her drawing, picks up a rag.

BEATRICE
Stupid brain.

She starts scrubbing away at a chalk drawing of a planet, and 
A RINGED MOON. Then, a drawing of a tornado catches her eye 
and she stops. She looks at the black stones, something 
dawning on her.

BEATRICE
It’s the rings.

She starts to laugh - it’s so obvious.

BEATRICE
The rings, oh my god.

(she looks around)
Chalk, chalk.

Then she sees the drawing, snatches it up, moves briskly 
across the cramped space, passing a stack of books, mementos, 
A PAPIER-MÂCHÉ ANIMAL MASK.

BEATRICE
Like a downdraft or something. The 
gravity -- 

(MORE)
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(delighted by her insight)
Crazy brain, crazy brain!

SHE ARRIVES AT A WALL OF DRAWINGS: of a city in ruins, 
fragments of statues, a bird-headed Giant -- AS IF 
ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE PLACE DANTE WAS DREAMING ABOUT.

Beatrice carelessly affixes her drawing to the wall, grabs a 
chunk of chalk from a pile and - as she beelines back to the 
other side of the room - we see that the new drawing is THE 
IMAGE OF A SNAKE EATING ITS OWN TAIL. 

— 2 —

INT. ASYLUM HALLWAY - MORNING6

Trying to make up for being late, Dante hurriedly schleps a 
disgusting bucket half-full of night soil down a grey-lit 
hallway LINED WITH PRISON CELLS. The air is filled with MOANS 
LIKE WOUNDED ANIMALS. Faces appear, hands half-heartedly claw 
through the bars. 

Dante arrives at the last cell, is about to empty the bucket 
placed outside when A PAIR OF WICKEDLY STRONG HANDS GRAB HIM 
THROUGH THE BARS. It’s THE SNAKE CHARMER (70), his raggedly 
shaved, scabbed head and face completely covered in tattoos.

SNAKE CHARMER
(a terrible secret)

They’re looting the night terrors, 
you know that don’t you??

DANTE
Let off!

Dante struggles, curses, but the Charmer’s grip is intense.

SNAKE CHARMER
Bottle ‘em up, mainline ‘em back 
in.

He tears open his shirt, revealing A PORT, LIKE THE KIND WE 
SAW IN YASHAR’S CHEST. But the Snake Charmer’s port is 
inflamed, and there’s a RED DISC plugged into it.

SNAKE CHARMER 
Sell it to junkies at the 
borderlands, too, right? Make a 
lotta money on that!

BEATRICE (CONT'D)
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Dante wrenches himself away, grabs his bucket and flees up 
the corridor. 

STAY WITH THE SNAKE CHARMER as he collapses to the floor, 
drained. Weeping, he touches the tattoos on his head, like a 
blind man touching an unknown face.

THE SNAKE CHARMER
But the messiah cometh, little 
bird. Soon there will be salvation.

THEN: it might be an illusion, but it seems as if HIS TATTOOS 
STRUGGLE INTO LIFE, RIPPLING ON THE SNAKE CHARMER’S FACE. As 
he starts to LAUGH -

AT THE FAR END OF THE CORRIDOR, Dante throws open a door -

INT. SECOND ASYLUM HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS7

- And falls flat on his face, sending the contents of his 
slop bucket splashing down the hall. 

IVANO
Piggy piggy, where’ve we been?

Dante looks up to see the guy who just tripped him: IVANO 
NUSNO (16, resident bully, his head also shaved and half-
tattooed).

DANTE
I -- I was dreaming. Didn’t hear 
the morning bell.

IVANO
He’ll make you dead, dunder-head.

DANTE
(screw you)

And you’re such a workhorse.

Ivano nods to a bucket which is full to overflowing with 
disgusting liquid.

IVANO
Midnight slops, pops. Graveyard 
shift shit. I was on my way to the 
slag bin, but if you don’t want me 
to snitch you were late, I’ll 
letcha take over the festivities. 
After all, I could use a dream or 
two, too.

He taps an un-tattooed spot on his head.
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IVANO
Got some real estate to fill in.

Then, without warning, Ivano kicks over his bucket, adding 
the contents to the mess already spattered down the hall. But 
before Dante can explode:

CUDOVISTE (O.S.)
What’s this little game?

The Boys freeze. At the far end of the corridor is a lump of 
a man: CUDOVISTE (koo-doh-VEEST, 50s, buzz cut, warden of the 
Asylum). A deceptively kind voice belies his brutality (think 
Christoph Waltz). As Cudoviste saunters down the corridor:

IVANO
It’s Dante’s mess!

CUDOVISTE
Really. When I opened the door, I 
could swear... But one is so easily 
deceived by the light.

IVANO
The light does terrible things.

CUDOVISTE
(looming)

Just terrible.

IVANO
(barely audible)

Unbearable terrible.

Cudoviste pauses at Ivano, who by now is pressed against the 
wall, cowering, expecting a blow. Dante backs away from them, 
ever so carefully.

CUDOVISTE
The light, the light. The terrible 
light... For instance, I thought I 
saw Dante’s shadow retreating from 
this nauseating catastrophe.

Dante stops in his tracks.

IVANO
(pleading to Cudoviste)

I did the graveyard! And he was mad 
late, tried to force me to clean it 
all up. His mess. 
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CUDOVISTE
“Force you”? Because you’re such a 
mouse?

Ivano has no idea what to say to that.

CUDOVISTE
Did we get deaf in the night? I 
said because you’re such a mouse??

(to Dante)
Is that what he is? A little, grey 
mousey?

Now Dante is trapped between a rock and hard place: who to 
throw under the bus, himself or Ivano?

DANTE
I - I -

CUDOVISTE
(advancing on him)

I I I I what what what??

DANTE
I -- I was clumsy.

Cudoviste stops.

CUDOVISTE
Ah, so. Yes sir, yes sir, two pails 
full. 

(to Ivano)
Saved by a dull-witted bird. You 
owe him now, don’t’cha??

Unable to speak, Ivano nods.

CUDOVISTE
(a snarl)

Get.

No need to say it twice. Ivano skitters across the hall, 
slipping on the muck, gratefully escaping through A SIDE 
DOOR. 

A split second later, Cudoviste SMACKS DANTE, sending him 
sprawling. Dante tries to get to his feet, but Cudoviste 
presses his shoe on Dante’s neck, choking him.

CUDOVISTE 
(measured)

“Clumsy”. I should learn to expect 
nothing more than lies from a 
motherless jebeezuh like you.
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Cudoviste releases Dante, who skitters to the wall.

CUDOVISTE
Dr. Appollyon makes her rounds in 
20 minutes, and she better not 
smell a smidgen of this heinous 
mess, or glimpse any feces in the 
grout. Or on you.

Disgusted, Cudoviste sidesteps the muck and heads down the 
hall. When he opens the door to the Prisoners’ wing, he’s met 
with A RENEWED CHORUS OF MOANS AND HOWLS. 

CUDOVISTE
Ah, my lovelies!

He turns back to Dante.

CUDOVISTE
19 minutes. Tick tick tick.

As he heads through the doorway, Dante scrambles to his feet, 
tears off his shirt and starts mopping furiously and 
impotently at the sea of sewage.

INT. ASYLUM, HALLWAY OUTSIDE DANTE'S ROOM - SAME8

Ivano, righteously pissed, outside Dante’s room, scraping up 
HANDFULS OF GRIT from the floor.

INT. DANTE'S ROOM - FOLLOWING9

With a sneer, Ivano scatters the grit on Dante’s bed, covers 
it with Dante’s sad excuse for a blanket. 

IVANO
Grovel gravel crap. Grit in the 
knapsack.

He smiles at a job well done, looks around for something else 
to do. But A BOOM OF THUNDER NEARBY startles him. He decides 
he’s done enough for the time being and heads out.

IN THE DIM LIGHT: we see the stone that covers Dante’s secret 
niche, carelessly put back in place. ANOTHER CRACK OF THUNDER 
SHIFTS US TO –

EXT. OPEN WATER, OFF THE COAST OF TARNAGAR ISLAND - SAME10

THE STORM IS PEAKING AGAIN. In the midst of the maelstrom, 
another tornado swirls the water up into a waterspout.
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SUDDENLY A SPEEDBOAT BURSTS THROUGH THE WATERSPOUT, careens 
over the chop, SIREN WAILING. HALF A DOZEN UNIFORMED GUARDS 
(buzz cuts, genders inconclusive) hang on, peering into the 
storm. THEY’RE ALL ARMED WITH LONG-NOSED PISTOLS.

LEADER
There!

A GLOW APPEARS THROUGH THE SPRAY, HOVERING ON THE SURFACE OF 
THE WATER.

LEADER
(in a bullhorn)

By order of the government, cease 
and be boarded!

THEN WITHOUT WARNING, THE SPEEDBOAT THUNKS OUT OF GEAR, 
unbalancing everyone on board.

LEADER
(to the Helmsman)

Idiot! What are you doing?!

But the HELMSMAN is mystified -- the controls aren’t 
responding. The Guards rapidly recover, aiming their weapons 
at the glow as the boat continues towards it at ebb speed.

LEADER
(to the edgy Guards)

Stay focused. Take him alive.

Their boat eases into THE GLOWING AURA... And it’s as if 
we’ve penetrated a force field. Here, things are strangely 
placid, while beyond the hemisphere of the aura, THE STORM 
STILL RAGES.

In the middle of the calm sits ANOTHER, SMALLER BOAT (COVERED 
IN STRANGE HIEROGLYPHS). It sits preternaturally still, 
propped up on A TANGLE OF GNARLY BRANCHES, as if some 
monstrous tree lurks beneath the water. 

A MAN is standing in the boat, like he’s been waiting, his 
face obscured by haze. THE LEADER PULLS BACK THE BOLT ACTION 
ON HIS WEAPON. The others do the same, and as their boat 
drifts closer:

LEADER
We will not hesitate!

THEN: THE HAZE EVAPORATES, revealing the ELABORATELY TATTOOED 
FACE of EZEKIEL SEMIRAMIS (50s). 

14.



EZEKIEL
(mocking)

Ahhhh. Salvation at last.

Infuriated, THE LEADER FIRES HIS PISTOL -- and A DART embeds 
in Ezekiel’s neck. But instead of crying out in pain, his 
reaction is more like the ecstasy of a martyred Saint.

AT THAT MOMENT: THE AURA DISSOLVES, AND THE TEMPEST THUNDERS 
BACK IN.

BLACK OUT.

— 3 —

IN BLACK:

BEATRICE (V.O.)
The ceremony is I look. 

INT. BEATRICE'S BEDROOM - MORNING11

Beatrice is at her window, now dressed in what looks like a 
school uniform. Across the way, through the rain streaked 
window, we see another Young Woman - FRANCESCA OSUDENA (14) - 
with her family, getting ready for the day. Bea chants a 
little personal mantra:

BEATRICE
Hey, brain. Store this in a deep 
place. 

Bea gives Francesca a little wave, then crosses to her 
bedroom door. As she puts her ear to the door:

BEATRICE (V.O.)
The ceremony is I listen. 

She eases the door open, moves out into THE HALLWAY, tiptoes 
down the hall, cataloging the empty rooms as she passes them.

BEATRICE (V.O.)
For a few moments, I own the world.

 STAY WITH HER: as she carefully descends THE STAIRS.

BEATRICE (V.O.)
The ceremony is I’m silent --

She eases into THE ENTRYWAY.
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BEATRICE (V.O.)
-- to see them before they see me.

She stands incredibly still, willing herself invisible, as 
she looks in on HER FAMILY in the kitchen, all of them 
otherwise engaged. 

There’s Bea’s Father, BREN (40s, his head also buzzed), 
gazing unfocused out the window. And Brother NICHOLAS (8, 
like Bea, dressed for school) playing with something 
compelling on his breakfast plate. 

The oddest sight is Artemesia, utterly focused on FOLDING 
DISHTOWELS WITH ALARMING EFFICIENCY.

Nicholas is the first to notice Bea. 

NICHOLAS
(all smiles)

Hey, Bea.

BEATRICE
Hey, Snicker.

Nicholas pops up and gives Bea a hug. 

BEATRICE (V.O.)
Store all this in a deep place.

Bren turns, and WE’RE THE ONLY ONES TO REGISTER THE 
MELANCHOLY ON HIS FACE.

BACK TO:

INT. ASYLUM HALLWAY - SAME12

Dante wringing out a crappy mop into one of the almost full 
slop buckets. The hallway is now kind of presentable.

THEN AN ALARM SOUNDS, and a moment later CUDOVISTE RUSHES OUT 
OF THE PRISONERS’ WING. Dante cringes, ready to be smacked. 
But Cudoviste pays him no mind, hurrying down the corridor. 

CUDOVISTE
Out of my way, pig!

He flings open the door at the other end of the corridor and 
we glimpse A GROUP OF PEOPLE, among them ASYLUM DIRECTOR, DR. 
BRIJAC APPOLLYON, barking orders, clearly in charge.

Dante looks OUTSIDE THE HALLWAY WINDOWS where A MILITARY 
MOTORCADE - on an access road - approaches the front gate of 
the Asylum. A bridge lowers, as if over a Medieval moat.
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THEN THE ASYLUM TOWER BELL CLANGS. Time to go. Dante starts 
to head one way, then he smells himself. He stinks. He 
changes direction, and as he scurries through the same side 
door Ivano used before:

VIDEO NARRATOR (V.O.)
How will you find your destiny?

INT. CLASSROOM IN THE ACADEMY - LATER13

SCRATCHY VIDEO: VIGNETTES OF PEOPLE JOYFULLY WORKING IN 
VARIOUS VOCATIONS. It has the feel of a Soviet era propaganda 
film.

VIDEO NARRATOR (V.O.)
Will your work lie in the field of 
Industry or Food Services? In Ichor 
manufacture or Asylum maintenance?

REVEAL Beatrice, at a desk in a room with A COUPLE DOZEN 
OTHER STUDENTS HER AGE. But Bea isn’t looking at the video. 
She has her eyes on a Boy and Girl sitting side by side 
(dubbed ROMEO & JULIET, both 14). They’re holding hands. That 
said, they don’t look very happy.

VIDEO NARRATOR (V.O.)
Perhaps your vocation will be in 
the critical area of Border 
Security -

Shouts and loud noises draw Bea’s attention to the screen 
where RIOTING CROWDS have replaced the happy vignettes.

VIDEO NARRATOR (V.O.)
- where violence and disease 
constantly threaten the tranquility 
of our state. 

A SECURITY OFFICER leads troops in a measured pushback of the 
now terrified rioters.

VIDEO NARRATOR (V.O.)
Secure in the shelter of Ichor, our 
borders remain impermeable. Our 
security forces: dauntless. 

CLOSE IN ON the handsome Security Officer, gazing into the 
lens with calm self-assurance.
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SECURITY OFFICER
(on screen)

As children, we all have flawed 
dreams of what we will do when we 
grow up. But when we become Adults, 
we find out what we were meant to 
be -- where our true future lies.

THE SECURITY OFFICER GESTURES, AND A SPRAY OF QR CODES APPEAR 
AS IF SCATTERED TO THE WINDS - each code labeled with one of 
a variety of professions. The Codes spread out to populate a 
map: an archipelago of islands.

VIDEO NARRATOR (V.O.)
Yes, soon you will discover Your 
True Destiny.

ON SCREEN, THE TITLE SWEEPS IN: Your True Destiny. Then VIDEO 
OUT as an INSTRUCTOR (hair buzzed short) comes to the front 
of the class.

INSTRUCTOR
Once vocations are determined, 
you’ll be scheduled a meeting to 
introduce you to your true calling. 
For instance, Ismet -

A BOY (ISMET) perks up.

INSTRUCTOR 
- may have seen himself as a 
Builder, but there may be greater 
needs in the Ichor industry.

Ismet is proud. 

INSTRUCTOR 
Or Beatrice may have imagined 
herself a border agent -

BEATRICE
Scientist.

INSTRUCTOR
(irritated)

Yes, yes, or a scientist. 

MEAN GIRL (SEERSHA)
(mocking)

I thought you wanted to be a trash 
collector? 

Others in the class laugh, embarrassing Bea.
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INSTRUCTOR
Refuse Aggregation is an important 
vocation, Seersha.

SEERSHA
(back pedaling)

I know. I didn’t mean --

INSTRUCTOR
Every vocation has its place.

SEERSHA
I know. She’s just so - 

(mocking Bea voice)
“I’m a science person!”

Class laughs.

INSTRUCTOR
Stop. 

Class quiets down. The impatient Instructor just wants this 
over.

INSTRUCTOR
For all we know, Beatrice may have 
the privilege of being an Asylum 
guard like her father. One of the 
great aspects of Sigmundus is that 
he has the ability to determine 
what job will be best for both you 
and the State. And the power - one 
of the powers of Ichor is that it 
eliminates the worries of decision 
making, as well as many other 
anxieties that poison adolescence. 
What we eat, how we spend our days -

He looks pointedly at Romeo & Juliet.

INSTRUCTOR 
Who we mate with. 

Students glance at the embarrassed Romeo & Juliet.

INSTRUCTOR
(perfunctory)

And in this way, humanity was saved 
from extinction. Such is the wisdom 
of Sigmundus. 

STUDENTS
Such is the wisdom.
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INSTRUCTOR
Now.

(looking at a list)
Beatrice is up for special topics. 
She has been assigned the 
Confessions, which I imagine she 
knows a great deal about since her 
mother is a Confessor. 10 minutes.

Bea heads up to the front of the room, glancing at Romeo & 
Juliet as she goes. Seersha’s feet are sticking out and Bea 
half trips on them.

SEERSHA
Oh, sorry! You okay??

Bea recovers, presses on. Seersha and her friends laugh.

When Bea gets UP FRONT, she presses the button on something 
that resembles an old school slide projector, and an image of 
the Asylum appears on the projection screen.

BEATRICE
(reading her notes)

Every 100 days, inmates go to 
confession. There are 7 Confessors 
at the Asylum.

INT. ARTEMESIA’S OFFICE IN THE ASYLUM - SAME14

A spare, featureless room. Artemesia is seated, eyes closed, 
trying to will a headache away. Set into one of the walls is 
a panel of one-way glass.

BEATRICE (V.O.)
In the confessional booth, the 
inmates declare their dreams...

There is A BELL TONE, jarring Artemesia. Then a light 
illuminates the other side of the one-way glass. 

INT. CONFESSIONAL BOOTH - SAME15

A narrow sound-proofed booth. The entry door opens and Dante 
enters, escorted by Bren, NOW IN A GUARD’S UNIFORM. Dante 
sits on a stool facing the ‘opaque’ glass. He’s cleaned up, 
though we can tell by Bren’s face that he still has a bit of 
stink on him.

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
(over loudspeaker)

You’ve been delivered early.
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Bren gestures an apology, and exits. Dante waits. Through the 
loudspeaker, we hear Artemesia moving around. Dante leans in, 
tries to peer through the glass. 

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
Sit back.

DANTE
(he does)

Sorry.

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
Again.

DANTE
(louder)

I’m sorry.

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
Scan.

Dante twists his left arm revealing A QR CODE, TATTOOED ON 
THE UNDERSIDE OF HIS WRIST, along with a prominent capital 
“B”. A beam scans it. BEEP.

BACK TO ARTEMESIA’S OFFICE

Artemesia looking at a cathode ray tube that rapidly 
populates with headshot, data, history of tattoos, etc.

ARTEMESIA
Cazabon. You’ve confessed here 
before.

DANTE (V.O.)
(loudspeaker)

Over the years, many times.

ARTEMESIA
You’re a Resistant.

DANTE (V.O.)
Yes.

ARTEMESIA
Immunity to Ichor presumed because 
of a flaw in DNA. Identified early 
on.

DANTE (V.O.)
I was five.
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ARTEMESIA
Father: unknown. Attempts were made 
to bring you into the regimen young 
because mother died. Suicide. 

BACK TO THE CONFESSIONAL BOOTH

DANTE
(softly)

-- Yes, she died.

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
(loudspeaker)

Again??

DANTE
(louder)

She died.

BACK TO ARTEMESIA’S OFFICE

Artemesia looks at Dante through the glass, cocks her head, 
like she’s looking at a bug under glass. With a barely 
perceptible edge of cruelty:

ARTEMESIA
Tick tick tick.

Dante looks out from the booth, confused. 

ARTEMESIA
Tick tick tick, Dante Cazabon. 

DANTE (V.O.)
(loudspeaker)

I don’t understand -- ?

Artemesia says nothing, moves closer to the glass looking at 
the bewildered, caged animal within.

ARTEMESIA
Why did she die? The mother?

DANTE (V.O.)
I -- I don’t know.

ARTEMESIA
Was it you? Something you did?

DANTE (V.O.)
No!
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ARTEMESIA
Then why did she kill herself?

DANTE (V.O.)
I don’t know!

ARTEMESIA
But you do. It was the crime she 
committed. The record says. The 
mark on your neck bears witness.

BACK TO THE CONFESSIONAL BOOTH

Dante rubs his neck, scratching at a tattoo we can’t see.

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
(loudspeaker)

Did you lie? That you dreamed of 
her?

DANTE
No, I did -

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
But not last night.

Dante hesitates.

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
That dream should be desiccated by 
now.

DANTE
-- It is.

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
Do you think it’s acceptable to 
lie? 

DANTE
I’m not lying!

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
Keeping secrets is punishable, you 
know that. Now confess what you 
dreamed last night.

DANTE
What I dreamed...

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
You heard me, Dante Cazabon. Tick 
tick tick. What did you dream??
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INT. CLASSROOM - SAME16

ON SCREEN: a prison ID photo of the Snake Charmer with his 
full head & face tattoos.

BEATRICE
The violent criminals, the pathetic 
Poluditi, the Resistants -- every 
100 days, the symbol of one of 
their dreams is tattooed on their 
heads. That’s why our hair will be 
cut short -

She absently touches her hair, with perhaps a twinge of 
regret.

INT. ASYLUM INKING CHAMBER - FOLLOWING17

WE’RE IN A BARREN, CLINICAL ROOM. Dante is strapped into an 
examination chair. 

BEATRICE (V.O.)
- so anyone can tell right away if 
you’re good or bad.

A PERSON in a lab coat (the TETOVAZA: tattoo artist) is 
looking at a drawing of some sort. The Tetovaza then picks up 
a tattooing device, switches it on - BUZZ. She grasps Dante’s 
head, turns it this way and that, decides on a location.

TETOVAZA
You’ll feel a sting.

Dante closes his eyes. The tattoo needle pierces his skin.

— 4 —

EXT. ACADEMY - AFTERNOON18

Most of the rest of the students are outside, including Romeo 
& Juliet, sitting in a corner of the steps in an emotional 
conversation. Francesca and Beatrice emerge from inside.

FRANCESCA
-- no they will listen to you.

BEATRICE
They say they do, but it’s all 
preordained by Sigmundus -
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FRANCESCA
Who has the wisdom to see who you 
really are.

BEATRICE
But how can he be certain?

FRANCESCA
They say he knows everyone’s 
dreams.

Bea nods. Then she spots Romeo & Juliet.

BEATRICE
Hey, I wanna see what’s goin’ on 
with those two. 

FRANCESCA
Those rumors are trash. They just 
like the drama.

BEATRICE
Still.

FRANCESCA
Well I was gonna run home and get a 
little something before the thing. 
I’m dying and they last forever.

BEATRICE
I’ll see you at the Hall.

FRANCESCA
‘kay. Kisses.

Francesca goes off. WE STAY WITH BEA as she heads over to 
Romeo & Juliet, passing A CLUTCH OF GOSSIPING GIRLS, 
eyeballing Romeo & Juliet.

SQUEAKY-VOICE GIRL
No, I get it. They’re scared of not 
being in love after the Ceremony.

SEERSHA
Of course they won’t be in love!

(quoting scripture)
“You can’t extinguish hate without 
erasing love.” 

MEAN GIRL 2
(Seersha carbon copy)

Duh. Price of peace.
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SEERSHA
Glad I’ve never been in love. It’s 
like sex.

SQUEAKY-VOICE GIRL
Wait, what do you mean???

SEERSHA
If you’ve never had it, it’s super 
easy to give up.

Their laughter recedes as Bea arrives at Romeo & Juliet. WE 
PARTICULARLY NOTICE JULIET’S BRIGHT GREEN JUMPER.

BEATRICE
Hey.

JULIET
Hey.

BEATRICE
So... I was just worried about you 
guys.

ROMEO
Why?

BEATRICE
(shrugs)

Rumors. 

JULIET
There’re always rumors.

BEATRICE
But I mean, bad rumors. Like you 
guys are seriously thinking about, 
you know -- a Permanent Dream.

Romeo & Juliet glance at one another, like they got caught - 
something not lost on Bea. She kneels in front of them.

BEATRICE
It’s not the end of the world!

ROMEO
It is for us.

BEATRICE
We’re all kind of anxious. It’s 
just ‘cause it’s unknown territory - 
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ROMEO
That’s trash. Everybody else can’t 
wait to become an adult.

BEATRICE
I’m, you know, kind of worried -

JULIET
About what? Not becoming a 
scientist??

BEATRICE
Well, I love it and -

JULIET
It’s not even close.

BEATRICE
We’ll all talk, okay? At the 
Underground, later. You’re going, 
right?

JULIET
Don’t know.

BEATRICE
Promise you will.

Romeo & Juliet look at one another.

JULIET
Okay. Sure. 

BEATRICE
(relieved)

Good. 
(she stands, smiles)

So, I’ll leave you guys alone. See 
you at rehearsal.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE FOREST - FOLLOWING19

WITH BEATRICE as she moves through THE FOREST, breathing more 
freely now. In short order, she comes upon A CLEARING ON A 
SPIT OF LAND NEAR THE SHORELINE.  

AN ENORMOUS TREE (the “Axis Mundi”) comes into view sitting 
alone by itself. The tree is strangely barren, it’s branches 
more like gnarled roots. Still, its presence calms Bea, like 
finding an old friend. 
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BEATRICE
(to herself)

Hey, brain. Store this in a deep --

But as she moves closer, she realizes THERE’S SOMETHING 
HAPPENING BEYOND THE TREE.

Bea cautiously peers over the lip of a drop-off that leads 
down to the narrow shore and the waters of the channel 
beyond... IT’S DANTE. He’s coiling up a length of rope, one 
end of which disappears in the water. 

BEATRICE
What are you doing??

Dante startles, scrambles to his feet. 

DANTE
I was just - just - -

BEATRICE
Who are you? What are you doing?? 

DANTE
Nothing! I just found this -- good 
rope, this useable rope and -

He drops the rope on the shore, thumps a rock on top of it. 
Now we notice A BANDAGE ON THE SIDE OF HIS HEAD.

BEATRICE
You shouldn’t be here. This - this 
is a private tree.

DANTE
-- Don’t really think you can own 
trees. 

He clambers up the bank. And suddenly it occurs to Bea she 
may be in danger. 

BEATRICE
You shouldn’t be out here. You’re  
obviously a criminal.

DANTE
I am not! I work at the Asylum.

BEATRICE
No, you have those marks. Nobody’s 
on the island who’s not a Criminal, 
a Practitioner or their families. 
One or the other. 

(gestures to his tattoos)
(MORE)
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You’re the other. What did you do, 
kill somebody??

DANTE
Course not! I was -- I do errands -

BEATRICE
Here??

DANTE
I shouldn’t be talking with you.

He makes an abrupt move, heading off. Bea misinterprets it 
and backs off, defensive.

DANTE
(seriously?)

I’m not gonna hurt you. I’m not a 
criminal, alright?

BEATRICE
Oh my god. You’re a Resistant. 
That’s it, right?

DANTE
Not like it’s on purpose.

BEATRICE
You’re of age and you still dream?

DANTE
(defiant)

So?

BEATRICE
(back on track)

It’s still a crime even if it’s not 
your fault. 

She heads off, not the way she came.

DANTE
School’s that way.

BEATRICE
I know that! I have a rehearsal.

DANTE
For what?

BEATRICE
None of your business.

BEATRICE (CONT'D)
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DANTE
Is it your Coming of Age?

BEATRICE
Maybe. Maybe at least one of us 
will soon be an adult -

DANTE
And stop dreaming.

BEATRICE
Nothing wrong with that.

DANTE
Not saying there is.

(re. his tattoos)
You probably don’t know what these 
are.

BEATRICE
Of course I know. My mother’s a 
Confessor. 

DANTE
Is she.

He moves towards Bea, who manages to hold her ground. Then, 
when he’s close enough, Dante turns his head so she can see 
his neck -- and A TATTOO OF A STONE TOWER, AND A FIGURE 
SUSPENDED IN SPACE.

DANTE
That’s my mother. She’s dead. Fell 
not far from here. Someone like 
your mother had them carve that 
into my neck. I was five. 

BEATRICE
They don’t do that to kids.

DANTE
Don’t they. Every time I dream, 
it’s of my dead mother. You think I 
like that?

BEATRICE
I don’t care -

DANTE
Who wouldn’t want to stop that? You 
don’t know how lucky you are.

BEATRICE
You don’t know anything about me!
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A DISTANT BELL CHIMES, putting Bea on the alert: it’s time to 
go. But now Dante is heading back for the shore.

BEATRICE
What are you doing??!

DANTE
(curt)

Being of use.

BEATRICE
You need to stay away from here. 
I’m telling the guards.

DANTE
What’re they gonna do? Lock me up? 
They can’t lock you up when the 
whole world’s your prison! Not that 
I don’t know a dozen ways of 
getting off this island -

BEATRICE
Then why don’t you just do it??!

DANTE
And go where?!

(re. his tattoos)
You think there’s a single place in 
the world I could go without people 
knowing what I am?? Trapped in my 
own skin for the rest of my life.

HE TEARS THE BANDAGE OFF HIS HEAD. 

DANTE 
The rest of my life!

Blood oozes, etching the contours of his new tattoo: AN 
UROBOROS. A SNAKE EATING ITS OWN TAIL. 

BEATRICE
(hushed)

Oh my god --

Bea runs off, totally freaked as the BELL CHIMES NON-STOP.

DANTE
(spitting it out)

You don’t know how lucky you are!

Blood drips from the tattoo, mingling with his tears.
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— 5 —

EXT. ASYLUM DEAD GROUND - LATE AFTERNOON20

We’re in the area between the exterior wall and the Asylum 
building proper. This is the first time we’ve really gotten a 
good look at the Asylum, and it’s like a Medieval castle, 
hulking, commanding.

Trying to keep low, Dante scurries along the periphery of the 
main building, shortly coming upon A MASSIVE STONE TOWER that 
sits apart from the Asylum. IT’S THE TOWER FROM HIS DREAM. 

Dante can’t help but glance at it, and when he does: THE 
WORLD FLICKERS, LIKE THERE’S A SHORT CIRCUIT IN REALITY.

AND THEN A GHOSTLY FIGURE FALLS FROM THE HIGHEST BATTLEMENT. 
But before the figure hits the ground, Dante viciously tamps 
down the hallucination.

DANTE
Shut up, shut up!

AT THAT MOMENT: A BLOOD CURDLING SCREAM echoes through the 
air.

INT. TREATMENT ROOM - SAME21

ON A STEEL TABLE, we see the Man we saw earlier on the boat 
in the storm: Ezekiel Semiramis. He’s nearly naked, and now 
we see that HIS ENTIRE BODY IS COVERED IN TATTOOS. He’s BEEN 
STRAPPED IN, and his body bristles with 1000 needles, like 
acupuncture gone berserk. An electrical haze fills the air.

HALF A DOZEN INDIVIDUALS SURROUND HIM, their faces concealed 
behind lead masks decorated with intertwining snakes. One of 
them tips up her mask, and now we really get a look at Asylum 
director, Dr. Brijac Appollyon. 

APPOLLYON
We always assumed you were dead.

EZEKIEL
(breathless)

-- been waiting.

APPOLLYON
For what?

In answer, Ezekiel weakly turns his wrist face up. But 
instead of a QR Code, THERE IS A BLACK SQUARE.
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EZEKIEL
Can you even be sure who I am?

APPOLLYON
(waving him off)

At the highest levels, they’re 
curious why you suddenly appeared. 
So tell me: what were you waiting 
for??

EZEKIEL
Today.

She’ll get nothing more at this time.

APPOLLYON
I’m a very patient woman.

EZEKIEL
Such a gift.

Appollyon lowers her mask, then gestures. A SWITCH IS THROWN, 
AND AN ELECTROMAGNETIC HAZE SUFFUSES THE AIR, ENVELOPING 
EZEKIEL. HE CRIES OUT, ARCHING WITH PAIN.

INT. ASYLUM KITCHEN - SAME22

Bent over a massive pot is DEPONIJA SMECHA (age uncertain, 
her head shaved). She’s in a pissy mood. Dante hurries into 
the steam-filled kitchen, out of breath. 

DEPONIJA
Fix a tray! Bastards, bringing a 
prisoner in with no warning.

DANTE
Who is it?

DEPONIJA
Get to work.

Dante hurriedly assembles a bowl, plate, glass of water on a 
tray. ANOTHER SCREAM ECHOES, startling Dante, and though 
Deponija is fixed on her cooking, we can see the ruckus has 
also unnerved her.

DEPONIJA
(mocking)

“A very important individual.” As 
if I should care. He’ll get what he 
gets. I found a dead badger on the 
road on the way over. I made some 
soup.
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Dante makes a disgusted noise, something not lost on the 
cook.

DEPONIJA 
You never heard of badger 
kacklavage? 

Deponija ladles up some of the gruel, holds the steaming 
ladle out to Dante.

DANTE
I’m not hungry.

DEPONIJA
As if that’s the point.

She puts the ladle to Dante’s lips, BURNING THEM. Dante 
yelps, but Deponija holds Dante’s nose until he slurps, gags, 
finally swallows. Deponija watches him for a few moments.

DEPONIJA 
Still breathing. That’s something. 
Thought there might be too much 
mercury oil.

She goes back to the stove, while Dante holds his mouth in 
excruciating pain.

DEPONIJA 
They say this con has got mind 
powers. Worms into your brain and 
rewires the circuits. Not that you 
have much brain to worry about. -- 
No, you’d never get me in a cell 
with a monster like that.

She comes back over to Dante with a ladle full of glop, pours 
the heinous liquid into the bowl, then tosses the ladle into 
a nearby slop sink.

DEPONIJA
But then I don’t need to go into 
that viper’s den, do I?

She raises her arm revealing the QR CODE tattooed on the 
underside of her wrist, along with a prominent capital “F”.

DEPONIJA 
Food services. 

She opens the fold of cloth on her tunic, revealing a black 
Ichor disc.
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DEPONIJA 
Full Citizen. Reverie tonight. 
Everything back to normal. 

She nabs Dante’s wrist, turns it over revealing his own QR 
Code tattoo with that prominent “B”.

DEPONIJA 
(with disgust)

Bondsman. Bottom of the barrel.

She throws her apron on the counter.

DEPONIJA 
And when you’re done, clean this 
place up, like it was the galley in 
the palace of Sigmundus.

Dante looks at the stunning mess Deponija has left behind. 

Deponija catches the beaten dog look on Dante’s face. And you 
could easily miss it, but as she heads out:

DEPONIJA
(mumbling)

Watch out for yourself.

And she’s gone, the door swinging shut behind her. Dante 
looks after her. Did she say what I thought she said?

While Dante puzzles that, he looks down at the tray, and the 
steaming, disgusting stew. Bones drift to the surface. 

INT. GRAND HALL - SAME23

Out of breath, Beatrice quietly opens a door at the rear of 
THE DARKENED AUDITORIUM.

UP ON THE STAGE: facing THE RITUALIST (30), the students from 
Bea’s class stand in a line, EACH WITH A LITTLE RED BOOK IN 
HAND - The Promises of Dr. Sigmundus.

STUDENTS
(finishing a recitation)

“-- where once we lived in fear of 
violence, we will fear no evil. The 
deviant and the criminal will be 
banished from our ranks forever.”

As Bea creeps down the aisle, she takes out of her bag her 
own Little Red Book. 
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THE RITUALIST
Good. Sit.

The Ritualist goes offstage as the students head back to 
their seats. Bea slides in next to Francesca.

FRANCESCA
(hushed)

Your parents would kill you.

BEATRICE
Something happened.

FRANCESCA
What??

Bea shakes her head, doesn’t want to talk about it. Anxious, 
she worries the folds of her clothes. Seeing this, Francesca 
gently stills Bea’s hands. Touched, Bea nods her thanks -- as 
the Ritualist re-enters the stage with a MEDICAL TECHNICIAN. 
Bringing up the rear are 2 ATTRACTIVE 16 YEAR OLDS, A BOY and 
A GIRL: Perfect Specimens. LOTS OF BUZZ FROM THE STUDENTS.

THE RITUALIST
Today we have a special visitor 
from the medical bloc on the 
mainland to explain an important 
part of the Coming of Age Ceremony. 
Assisting him are two recent 
graduates.

PERFECT SPECIMENS
Hello!

STUDENTS
Welcome!

MED TECH
Good afternoon.

The Ritualist moves off to the side as the Med Tech starts 
in. For their part, the students are more interested in the 
Perfect Specimens. 

MED TECH
Now at the age of 14, like you all 
are - 

(to Ritualist)
They are, I assume?

THE RITUALIST
Of course.
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BEATRICE
(whisper, to Francesca)

Of course we’re 14. Why else would 
we be here?

Francesca shushes Bea with an “are you crazy??” expression.

MED TECH
So at 14 all young people in the 
domain and territories are brought 
into adulthood by the introduction 
of Ichor into their systems.

Smiling, the Male Specimen opens his fold of cloth, revealing 
the port, a black Ichor disc implanted. The other Specimen 
holds up a placard with an enlarged image on it. 

Meanwhile, Bea looks around at her classmates...

BEATRICE (V.O.)
We’re 14 years old. And life is 
about to change in ways we can’t 
begin to imagine.

MED TECH
The operation is quite minor, with 
a small incision made under local 
anesthesia. Then the so-called 
Otrov Port is slipped under the 
skin where it simultaneously 
amalgamates to the circulatory, 
nervous and lymphatic systems.

The Specimens hold up more illustrations. The students are 
entertained. The Med Tech drones on (his voice fading in & 
out), as Bea continues to survey her classmates. 

BEATRICE (V.O.)
(re. Francesca)

We’re 14, and some of us are good 
citizens.

MED TECH (O.S.)
-- be a part of you for the rest of 
your life...

Bea looks at TWO GIGGLING GIRLS.

BEATRICE (V.O.)
Some of us are clueless.

She spots Ismet, the boy we met in the classroom, who’s 
riveted by the presentation. 
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BEATRICE (V.O.)
Some of us are excited. 

MED TECH (O.S.)
-- a beautiful feat of bio-
engineering... 

PERFECT SPECIMENS (O.S.)
Such is the wisdom of Sigmundus. 

STUDENTS
Such is the wisdom.

Bea looks at a HOPEFUL STUDENT.

BEATRICE (V.O.)
Some of us are hopeful.

MED TECH (O.S.)
-- the old discs recycled each 
month, and a new disc inserted at 
the Reverie...

Then Bea looks at ROMEO & JULIET. Her expression droops. 

BEATRICE (V.O.)
And some of us are just scared. 

SPECIMEN 1 (O.S.)
No more of those baffling emotions!

SPECIMEN 2 (O.S.)
That irrational, selfish behavior 
we teenagers are so famous for!

Bea looks away from Romeo & Juliet. 

BEATRICE (V.O.)
We’re 14 -

She looks at Francesca again, who turns to Bea with a smile.

BEATRICE (V.O.)
(smiling back)

- and we have our whole lives ahead 
of us.

Francesca affectionately touches Bea’s arm.

MED TECH (O.S.)
Absolutely safe with an 
insignificant adverse reaction 
rate.
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Bea’s attention goes back to the stage where we see the ever 
smiling Specimens holding a sign that reads “.001% Adverse 
Reactions!”

PERFECT SPECIMENS
But as Sigmundus has said: “No 
resource shall ever be wasted!”

STUDENTS
Such is the wisdom.

MED TECH
Adverse reactors are sent off to 
the new territories...

EXT. VILLAGE SQUARE, THE PROVINCES - SAME24

Sudden shift of tone. Brutal, filthy, harsh. We’re in a 
village somewhere, a mash up of Medieval and Modern. A DOZEN 
CITIZENS gaze at a disheveled YOUNG MAN on a tall stool 
inside A GLASS BOOTH, a GUARD nearby. 

MED TECH (V.O.)
There they live as cautionary tales 
for how destructive dreaming is.

The Young Man laughs, his gaze constantly shifting, 
captivated by things we cannot see. A YOUNG CHILD in the 
crowd laughs with him; her MOTHER doesn’t know what to do.

MED TECH (V.O.)
We pity them, of course - the 
Poluditi Morfina: the Mad Dreamers.

The Young Man suddenly stops laughing as some deep sorrow 
wells up, and he begins to WEEP -- frightening the Child, who 
turns away. But the Guard moves forward, cautioning.

THE RITUALIST (V.O.)
But this is a condition so rare we 
don’t need to think about it.

The Mother firmly turns the Child back to face the heart-
rending Young Man. THE CHILD SOBS.

INT. GRAND HALL - SAME25

The Ritualist has joined the group center stage. 

PERFECT SPECIMENS
ICHOR. Key to a worry free future!
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RITUALIST
(upbeat)

Such is the wisdom of Sigmundus! 

STUDENTS
Such is the wisdom!

The Ritualist leads the APPLAUSE. As Beatrice applauds, she 
looks again at Romeo & Juliet. As an unexpected tear rolls 
down Juliet’s cheek, Romeo comforts her.

CLOSE ON BEATRICE:

BEATRICE (V.O.)
I wonder what it would like to be 
in love?

INT. ASYLUM, ROOM 237 CORRIDOR - FOLLOWING26

Dante walks down the corridor, holding a covered tray, 
licking at his burned lips. This hall is devoid of cells but 
for one at the far end, attended by TWO GUARDS and Cudoviste. 
As Dante approaches:

CUDOVISTE
There he is! Our lamb to the 
slaughter.

The Guards laugh. Cudoviste uncovers the tray, breathes in 
what we know to be a disgusting aroma. 

CUDOVISTE 
A hint of rosemary? A patina of 
turmeric, and perhaps -- 

(sniff sniff)
- a smidgen of offal? Or is that 
our Dante?

More laughter. Cudoviste re-covers the tray, then punches in 
a code on a keypad on the wall.

CUDOVISTE 
(to Dante)

Watch out for this one, little 
bird. He chewed the throat out of a 
Bondsman at Bedlam.

The door unlocks with a metallic CLUNK.

DANTE
(hushed)

Who is he?
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CUDOVISTE
(blasé)

Oh, a traitor. A terrorist. Killed 
hundreds, tortured more. Enemy of 
the State. The worst of them all -- 
well, so they say.

(a kind smile)
At any rate, for your dining 
pleasure, may I present:

(ta dah!)
Ezekiel Semiramis!

And with a flourish, he swings open the cell door.

INT. ROOM 237 - FOLLOWING27

Dante stands just inside the door as it thuds closed behind 
him. 

The walls of the narrow room are stone, Medieval. But the 
appointments of the room are minimalist: a metal stool, a 
steel-rimmed hole in the floor for a toilet, a platform for a 
bed on which lies the unconscious Ezekiel Semiramis.

Averting his glance, Dante goes to a shelf on the other side 
of the room, sets down the tray. Relieved at his 
accomplishment, he’s about to leave - but he can’t resist. He 
moves closer to Ezekiel. For a few moments, he can’t take his 
eyes off of the man’s astonishingly tattooed body... 

THEN HE LOOKS AT HIS FACE.

DANTE
(stunned)

Can’t be...

Suddenly EZEKIEL’S EYES SNAP OPEN, AND HE SNARES DANTE’S 
WRIST. 

EZEKIEL
There you are.

Ezekiel pulls Dante in frighteningly close. DANTE CRIES FOR 
HELP, but --

EZEKIEL
What they say happened to your 
mother - are you sure you know the 
truth??

DANTE
What do you mean?? What do you 
know??!
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WE HEAR THE CELL DOOR UNLOCKING. 

EZEKIEL
Stay here and die, or come with me 
and change the world.

THEN, as it was with the Snake Charmer, THE TATTOOS ON 
EZEKIEL’S FACE STRUGGLE INTO MOMENTARY LIFE. THE CELL DOOR 
BANGS OPEN -

DANTE
(furious, terrified)

WHO ARE YOU??!!

- AND SUDDENLY THE AIR OSCILLATES, RADIATING PULSES LIKE 
RIPPLES ON A POND. Ezekiel is amazed, delighted.

EZEKIEL
I knew it. I knew it!

Bewildered, Dante spins around to see that THE GUARDS ARE 
FROZEN IN MID-ACTION, AS IF TIME HAS STOPPED.

DANTE
What’s happening??

(back to Ezekiel)
WHAT IS HAPPENING?!!!

EZEKIEL
(focused, calm)

More than you can imagine in your 
wildest dreams, Dante Cazabon. 

Before Dante can respond, once again THE AIR RIPPLES and TIME 
RESTARTS.

THE GUARDS ARE IN ACTION, shoving Dante to the floor, and 
slamming a delighted Ezekiel back down onto the steel 
platform, grating home restraining clamps. 

FINAL CLOSE-UP ON THE DAZED DANTE as Ezekiel’s laughter fills 
the air. BLACK OUT. 

— 6 —

IN BLACK: A FOGGY UNDERCURRENT OF ANXIOUS MOANS, TAPPING 
FINGERS, JAGGED BREATHING. 

FADE IN ON:
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INT. GRAND HALL - EVENING28

THE AUDITORIUM IS FILLED WITH FAMILIES, all dressed up. 
Everyone is looking towards the stage, and for the most part, 
THE KIDS are rapt by what they see.

But the ADULTS are another story. Jittery, sweating, moaning - 
they’re the source of the soundtrack. One might say it looks 
as though they’re all jonsing for a fix.

A SPLASH OF SOUND surprises, and now we see what they’re all 
looking at: A FANTASTICALLY SURREAL, THEATRICAL PERFORMANCE - 
A REVERIE. It feels like we’re watching a dream. 

WE GO BACK TO THE AUDIENCE, to Beatrice and her family. Bea 
looks at her mother. The slow-moving spectacle on stage seems 
to be wearing on her nerves. She licks her lips, like she’s 
thirsty or craving something. Bea touches her hand, to try 
and comfort, but without looking, Artemesia swats it away. 
Chastened, OCD Beatrice nervously folds and refolds the edges 
of her clothes. 

BEATRICE (V.O.)
Maybe they’re dreaming now, in the 
in-between time. Maybe it scares 
them.

She looks back up at the performance where THINGS HAVE TAKEN 
A RATHER NIGHTMARISH TURN.

BEATRICE (V.O.)
Maybe this is like a dream stitched 
together from the ones they no 
longer have, but still fear.

She looks around at the jittering Adults, the haunted look in 
their eyes... Bea finds her Brother’s hand. He’s okay with 
that, but he doesn’t look at Bea, spellbound as he is by the 
spectacle.

THEN THE STAGE ACTION SLOWS A MOTIONLESS TABLEAU, and the 
audience sits up, attentive, expectant.

IN THE AUDITORIUM, A RITUAL PROCESSION DEPOSITS USHERS at the 
ends of the rows with what look like COLLECTION PLATES, as if 
the offering was about to be collected. 

But as the plates are passed, instead of people putting 
something in, they each take out from the plate one of the 
SMALL, BLACK DISCS we’ve seen before (protruding from one 
side of each disc is a short stud).
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Only the Adults, recognizable by their buzz cuts, take one. 
Then they sit, barely maintaining their composure, disc in 
hand -- as if awaiting a command to partake of the Eucharist. 
Whatever the disc does, they want it. And badly.  

The plate arrives at Beatrice, and as she passes it on, she 
catches Francesca’s eye, who looks at Bea with a Yikes! 
expression. Then Bea sees Romeo & Juliet as the plate in 
their row arrives. As they pass it on down the row, Juliet 
sees Bea looking at her, gives her half a smile, mouths “It’s 
okay.” Bea nods.

A BELL CHIMES, and as one the Adults in the audience unfasten 
a fold of cloth in their tunics revealing that THEY ALL HAVE 
A PORT IMPLANTED UNDER THE SKIN, near the heart.

PERFORMERS
(in unison)

Where there was uncertainty, there 
will be assurance. 

THE AUDIENCE RESPONDS IN UNISON: 

AUDIENCE
Where there was anxiety, there will 
be peace. Such is the wisdom of 
Sigmundus.

And with that, THE ADULTS PUSH THE STUD END OF THE BLACK DISC 
THEY’VE BEEN HOLDING INTO THE PORT. With a soft CLICK, they 
lock in. 

BEATRICE SHIVERS.

EXT. GRAND HALL - LATER29

A MARQUEE on the Grand Hall has the word “REVERIE” on it, and 
A NEWS CRAWL: Southern Border Secured Against Pandemic, 
Terrorist Incursions Thwarted in Daleko Odragen...

A WINDOWLESS VAN WITH DISTINCT MARKINGS pulls up, parks, and 
TWO IDENTICALLY DRESSED FUNCTIONARIES hop out, pull a wheeled 
cart out of the van and head inside.

INT. GRAND HALL, LOBBY - SAME30

The performance is over, and now the lobby is scattered with 
CITIZENS, conversing cordially, all of that jittery 
nervousness gone.

44.



INSPECTORS are stationed at the doors, and as Citizens 
depart, the Inspectors check to ensure that those of age have 
a disc inserted into their ports. As they get the go-ahead, 
the Adults close up their cloth folds.

The Functionaries from the Van enter the Lobby and head for 
an alcove where there is A RECEPTACLE MARKED WITH A DISC -- 
like the black ones, BUT THIS ONE IS WHITE. A “Used Disc” 
receptacle. They start the process of detaching it from its 
mountings, and clamping it onto their wheeled cart, as 
Beatrice and her family emerge from the Auditorium. 

ARTEMESIA
(utterly calm)

You could see how hard they worked.

BREN
Their vocation was well assigned.

Bea heads for Francesca across the lobby. 

BEATRICE
Hey.

FRANCESCA
Look.

It’s Romeo & Juliet off in a corner, speaking in intimate 
tones.  

FRANCESCA
You still worried?

BEATRICE
Not really. And they’ll be there 
tonight. 

Romeo & Juliet’s PARENTS appear, gently but firmly part the 
couple, and go their separate ways.

At the same time a good looking GUY from their class that 
we’ve seen before (NESSA) passes by. A shy guy, he barely 
looks at Bea and Francesca. 

NESSA
Hey.

BEATRICE & FRANCESCA
Hey.

He heads off.

FRANCESCA
I think Nessa is the Raven.

45.



BEATRICE
Hard to imagine him being so, I 
don’t know -- clever.

FRANCESCA
We all still have secret selves. 
Anyway, I know who the monkey is!

BEATRICE
No kidding. Squeakiest voice in the 
world.

They both stifle a laugh. Then Francesca gets the high sign 
from HER FAMILY.

FRANCESCA
Gotta go.

Then, as Francesca heads to her family, A DISTRAUGHT MAN 
SUDDENLY RUSHES INTO THE LOBBY, PUSHING PAST EVERYONE.

The Inspectors stop the exiting process, and everyone watches 
as the Distraught Man hurries to the Functionaries, now in 
the process of wheeling the Used Disc receptacle across the 
lobby towards a door marked with the symbol of the Disc. 

ARTEMESIA
(to Bren)

Not the first Reverie he’s missed.

The Distraught Man stops the confused Functionaries, yanks 
down the cloth fold in his tunic AND REMOVES A WHITE DISC 
FROM HIS CHEST PORT, DEPOSITING IT INTO AN OPENING IN THE 
RECEPTACLE. 

He’s about to head into the Grand Hall when Guards intercede. 
They motion the Functionaries to continue on, as An OFFICIAL 
appears. As she scans the Distraught Man’s QR Code, he 
protests to no avail.

ARTEMESIA
(to Bren)

They won’t forgive it this time.

INSPECTOR
We can move on.

The exiting process continues; Bren and Artemesia corral 
Nicholas towards the door. But Bea lingers, watching as the 
Guards and the Official guide the Distraught Man to AN 
UNMARKED DOOR.

Bren and Artemesia get the nod from the Inspector. As 
Artemesia starts to close her fold of cloth: 
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NICHOLAS
Let me, let me!

Artemesia stops, and Nicholas carefully closes her fold, 
taking his time - gazing at the black disc as long as he can.

NICHOLAS
Does it hurt?

ARTEMESIA
Does what hurt?

NICHOLAS
When you put the new one in.

ARTEMESIA
Of course not. It’s designed that 
way.

NICHOLAS
And it feels good, right? When the - 
the Ichor gets in your blood. And 
not dreaming and stuff. 

Nicholas looks at his mother, her slightly stoned look. 

ARTEMESIA
It feels like normal life. One day, 
you’ll stop dreaming as well.

NICHOLAS
And I’ll be happy?

ARTEMESIA
You’ll be untroubled...

INT. CLEAN ROOM, GRAND HALL - SAME31

We’re in a chamber that resembles a Clean Room in a lab. As 
if they’re withdrawing fuel rods from a reactor core, the 
Functionaries remove a series of TRANSPARENT TUBES from the 
Receptacle, each one stacked up with WHITE DISCS. 

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
- Because “dreams” are also 
impossible things you can’t have or 
be.

The Functionaries transfer the tubes into a COOLING UNIT.
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EXT. LOADING DOCK, GRAND HALL - FOLLOWING32

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
And as you know, dreaming is the 
most secret thing of all...

A GUARD stands by the open rear door of the Windowless Van as 
the Functionaries convey the cooling unit into the van. 

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
And keeping secrets is treason.

INT. DANTE'S ROOM IN THE ASYLUM - SAME33

Dante sitting on his bed, rocking back and forth. 

He’s got all the carved figurines laid out in a row. FRONT 
AND CENTER IS A FIGURE BEARING A REMARKABLE LIKENESS TO 
EZEKIEL. With a shaking hand, Dante picks up the figure in 
disbelief.

ARTEMESIA (V.O.)
Such is the wisdom of Sigmundus.

— 7 —

EXT. FERRY LANDING, THE MAINLAND - NIGHT34

THE WINDOWLESS VAN with distinct markings is the only vehicle 
on board a FERRY, approaching a dock across the Channel on 
the Mainland. ARMED SECURITY PERSONNEL are stationed all 
around. In the distance, BRILLIANT LIGHTS ILLUMINATE THE SKY.

EXT. SIGMUNDUS INSTITUTE, MAINLAND - FOLLOWING35

OUTSIDE THE CONCRETE STRUCTURE, the Windowless Van parks 
beside A NUMBER OF IDENTICAL VANS.  

The Functionaries start to unload the disc canister.

INT. BEATRICE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 36

BRILLIANT MOONLIGHT illuminates Beatrice, in bed, but wide 
awake -- and fully dressed. Spread out on her bed are a few 
of her drawings, including the latest: the snake eating its 
own tail. THE ANIMAL-HEAD MASK we saw earlier in her attic is 
also on the bed, and now we can see that it’s A JACKAL.
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THEN WE HEAR A CLATTER OF NOISES coming from somewhere 
outside Bea’s room. For a few moments, it feels like we’re in 
a horror movie. But obviously more irritated than afraid, BEA 
GOES TO HER WINDOW. 

There’s that enormous ringed moon, casting brilliant 
moonlight, ILLUMINATING THE COURTYARD DOWN BELOW. Around the 
area the micro-tornado tore up, Bea’s father is working.

Anyway, so it seems. 

Actually he’s going through the motions but without objects. 
Is he raking without a rake? Hard to tell. Whatever he thinks 
he’s doing, it’s quite peculiar behavior.

TO US. Not to Beatrice, who watches him with an idle  
curiosity.

BEATRICE
I wonder what I’ll be doing in the 
dead of night...

But she won’t let that question get to her. Not tonight. 

She scoops up her drawings, slides them into the drawer in 
her night stand, hides them under her sketchpad. Then she 
grabs the Jackal mask. 

INT. HALLWAY - FOLLOWING37

Bea creeps out of her bedroom, carefully closes her door. She 
edges down the hall; pauses at her brother’s room. There’s 
Nicholas, twisted up in the sheets, deep asleep, twitching -- 
dreaming. Bea smiles.

BEATRICE
(softly)

Hey, brain. Remember, remember.

After a beat, she heads on to THE TOP OF THE STAIRS - JUST AS 
HER MOTHER CROSSES DOWN BELOW. Without stopping, Bea creeps 
down the stairs.

IN THE ENTRYWAY, she looks around. There’s her mother, IN THE 
KITCHEN. Just as we saw her do earlier, ARTEMESIA SEEMS TO BE 
FOLDING TOWELS. But now, there are no towels, just a series 
of gestures in the empty air. 

SHE’S SLEEPWALKING.

THEN THE FRONT DOOR OPENS AND BREN COMES IN, looks right in 
Bea’s direction... 
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Then simply turns and goes into the Kitchen where he engages 
in another pantomimed activity. He hasn’t seen Bea: HE’S ALSO 
SLEEPWALKING.

Bea watches her somnambulant parents busy themselves doing 
nothing, barely a few feet away from one another, each in 
their own mental reality.

EXT. ASYLUM WALL - SAME38

We’re outside the massive stone walls of THE ASYLUM, that 
crazy ringed moon in the sky. A THICK FOG HAS ROLLED IN.

After a moment, HALF A DOZEN STONES NEAR THE BASE OF THE WALL 
POP OUT.

EXT. THE ASYLUM STAFF DISTRICT - SAME39

Here the fog undulates at shin level, making even more 
surreal the sight of A FEW DOZEN SLEEPWALKERS moving about 
the town center, pantomiming working, fixing things, speaking 
to others who aren’t there. It’s Night of the Living Dead 
surreal -- but without the zombie hunger, so maybe even more 
bizarre, aimless and pointless as it is.

Add to the surreality: Beatrice walking through the scene, 
now wearing her Jackal head mask, which makes her look like 
an Egyptian god.

THEN SOMETHING EVEN MORE UNEARTHLY HAPPENS. Coming in from 
other directions, HALF A DOZEN FIGURES APPEAR, ALL WEARING 
ANIMAL MASKS. They seem to be of one mind, all heading in the 
same direction away from the town center, navigating through 
the meandering Sleepwalkers.

BEATRICE/JACKAL (V.O.)
(delighted)

We’re invisible.

Bea joins the other animal-people. 

WE STAY WITH THEM as they coalesce, moving unhurriedly 
through the crisp-shadowed woods, not looking at one another.

AT LAST, THE SPECTACULAR SILHOUETTE OF THE AXIS MUNDI TREE 
COMES INTO VIEW. Beyond the tree, moonlight ripples on the 
water.

Then - instead of stopping at the tree - the animal-people 
continue past it. Bea pauses, watching as they clamber over 
the edge and disappear from view, taking a moment to relish 
the strange, wonderful sight. 
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Then she looks around and sees A RAVEN-HEADED FIGURE 
silhouetted by the full moon.

BEATRICE/JACKAL
(gratified)

There he is.

INT. UNDERGROUND CAVE - FOLLOWING40

We’re in a cave beneath the Axis Mundi tree, the roots of the 
tree opening up to define a rough, circular space. 

The animal-headed beings are busy arranging things, lighting 
candles on the walls. Now we can see that their masks - 
however crudely fashioned - represent a dog, a frog, a horned 
deer, a monkey, a hawk. As they work, they chatter excitedly.

And as the candles flicker into light, we see that THE WALLS 
OF THE CAVE ARE STUDDED WITH ARTIFACTS. Sea creature bones, 
the skulls of animals, sea glass, shells. In contrast to much 
of the rest of the island, this is an exceptionally tactile 
space.

As Bea arrives, we recognize Francesca’s voice:

FRANCESCA/HAWK
Okay, okay let’s get going.

Clearly Hawk is the leader of the gang. People find places to 
settle around a large flat stone at the center of the space,  
just as the Raven-person Bea saw in the moonlight climbs in 
through the criss-crossing roots that form the passage into 
this sanctum sanctorum.

FRANCESCA/HAWK
Welcome members of The Underground. 

The other animals nod a little grunt or bark, depending on 
their animal. 

FRANCESCA/HAWK
We start with the sacrament.

(to the Dog)
Please tell me you didn’t forget.

BOY/DOG
‘Course not!

He rustles in his knapsack and takes out what look like 
chocolate cookie wafers. He passes the package around. Each 
animal takes one, holds it in their lap - a clear echo of the 
Adults at the Grand Hall holding the black disc in their 
hands. Once everyone has a wafer:
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FRANCESCA/HAWK
Where there was uncertainty, there 
will be assurance.

The other animals respond in unison: 

ANIMAL-PEOPLE
Where there was anxiety, there will 
be peace.

FRANCESCA/HAWK
And now let us crunch.

That makes everybody laugh, which totally breaks the mock 
solemnity of the moment. Everyone reaches under their masks, 
pops a wafer in and crunches away. 

BOY/FROG
My mask is itchy.

GIRL/HORNED DEER
So fix it. You always say that.

BOY/FROG
Can’t we just take them off??

FRANCESCA/HAWK
It’s a secret society, dummy.

BOY/FROG
Yeah, but I know pretty much who 
everyone is. 

(re. Dante/Raven)
Not sure about you, but...

Bea & Francesca exchange looks, laugh.

GIRL/HORNED DEER
What’s so funny? 

FRANCESCA & BEATRICE
Nothing.

GIRL/HORNED DEER
Come on, let’s play. 

The Horned Deer and the Dog go to spots on the wall where 
there are ropes tied off.

GIRL/HORNED DEER
I was ahead.

BOY/DOG
I don’t think so.
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The ropes are loosened and the Dog and Deer slowly lower SOME 
KIND OF BOARD, rigged on a series of pulleys and rope, from 
the roots above.

GIRL/HORNED DEER
(admiring the mechanism)

It’s so good.

BOY/FROG
Yeah, Raven is soooooo clever.

BEATRICE/JACKAL
(to Raven, flirtatious)

Isn’t he, though.

BOY/FROG
Maybe Sigmundus will put him in 
engineering.

DANTE/RAVEN
(mumbled)

Doubt it.

Everyone watches as a crude GAME BOARD settles on the flat 
rock in the center of the cave. It’s kind of like the board 
from Risk, but instead of continents, there are a series of 
islands surrounded by channels of water in which cartoon 
monsters glare. A chunk of land is labeled “Gehenna” and 
there’s a place called “City of Wonder”.

There are stones of various colors on the board, and each of 
the kids replace one of the stones with a token they’ve 
brought fashioned like their animal avatar. 

SQUEAKY VOICE GIRL/MONKEY
So where’re Romeo and Juliet?

BEATRICE/JACKAL
Don’t call them that.

SQUEAKY VOICE GIRL/MONKEY
Well, they are. I mean, you know --

BEATRICE/JACKAL
They’re fine. They’ll be here. They 
promised.

BOY/FROG
Hey Raven, where’s your piece?

Hesitantly, Dante takes from his pocket a playing piece. But 
it’s not a Raven. IT’S THE EZEKIEL CARVING HE WAS LOOKING AT 
IN HIS ROOM.
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GIRL/HORNED DEER
That’s not your bird.

DANTE/RAVEN
Just thought I’d use it tonight.

* Even though we think we know who it is, Dante’s voice is 
altered by his mask; and Bea certainly doesn’t suspect.

DANTE/RAVEN
It’s okay, right?

FRANCESCA/HAWK
‘Course. You can use whatever you 
want.

BEATRICE/JACKAL
(re. the Ezekiel)

Who’s that supposed to be?

DANTE/RAVEN
(shrugs)

Just some person I made up.

BOY/DOG
We should start a new game.

BOY/FROG
‘Cause you’re losing.

GIRL/HORNED DEER
My turn to spin.

She spins a makeshift spinner that lands on Francesca/Hawk. 
People respond.

GIRL/HORNED DEER
You’re the story teller. And -

She spins again, and it lands on the Monkey, who SHRIEKS. 

GIRL/HORNED DEER
And you’re the leader.

SQUEAKY-VOICE GIRL/MONKEY
I’ve never done it!

FRANCESCA/HAWK
Now’s your chance. Okay here we go. 

BOY/FROG
Better be good.
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GIRL/HORNED DEER
Shhh!

FRANCESCA/HAWK
Okay. 

Everyone settles in for the game.

FRANCESCA/HAWK
Back in the dark ages when the 
animals ruled --

On cue - and crazy loud - THE OTHERS HOWL, GRUNT OR BARK 
depending on their animal. This descends into laughter, then 
over that:

FRANCESCA/HAWK
Back in the dark ages when the 
animals ruled there was -- a 
monkey.

The Monkey girl is obviously proud to be the subject of 
today’s story.

FRANCESCA/HAWK
When the storm cleared, Monkey 
discovered a tunnel deep behind the 
roots of an ancient tree.

A couple of the animals look warily into the dark beyond the 
roots of their cave, ghost story spooked.

FRANCESCA/HAWK
It must have been there for 1000 
years, but no one had ever found 
it. Monkey was - ?

Here, Monkey has to make a choice here.

SQUEAKY-VOICE GIRL/MONKEY
Frightened?

FRANCESCA/HAWK
(nods)

Frightened. But also brave.

BOY/FROG
That’s hard to imagine.

BEATRICE/JACKAL
Stop it! Not your turn.
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BOY/FROG
(sarcastic)

Sorry.

FRANCESCA/HAWK
Monkey knew she had to see where 
the tunnel led, regardless of 
whether it would be amazing or 
scary. So she gathered her friends.

SQUEAKY-VOICE GIRL/MONKEY
(looking around)

That’s me. Okay now I have to 
gather my friends.

GIRL/HORNED DEER
Me me me!

SQUEAKY-VOICE GIRL/MONKEY
The Deer... 

As the Friends are mentioned, they move their game pieces to 
join the Monkey’s on the board.

SQUEAKY-VOICE GIRL/MONKE
The Jackal.

FRANCESCA/HAWK
One more. Has to be a boy.

SQUEAKY-VOICE GIRL/MONKEY
Okay okay... And the Frog.

BOY/FROG
(surprised)

What?? 
(humbled)

Okay. Thanks, great. Wow.

FRANCESCA/HAWK
She gathered her friends and they 
crawled into the tunnel.

The Horned Deer skooches next to the Monkey, scared and 
excited. 

FRANCESCA/HAWK
The tunnel was long, and it got 
tighter and tighter until they 
could barely fit.

GIRL/HORNED DEER
(shivers)

That’s like my worst nightmare.

56.



FRANCESCA/HAWK
Then they saw, far down the tunnel, 
a strange light. It was encouraging 
but -- ?

SQUEAKY-VOICE GIRL/MONKEY
But... but they didn’t know if it 
would be good or bad. Maybe we 
should go back?

FRANCESCA/HAWK
They couldn’t, because at that 
moment, behind them, there was a 
cave in!

BOY/DOG
(totally taken in)

Oh damn.

FRANCESCA/HAWK
So they crawled on, and just when 
they thought the mountain above 
would crush them, they emerged 
into... into --

BEATRICE/JACKAL
What??

FRANCESCA/HAWK
An astonishing place. 

(relief all around)
Unlike anything they ever knew. A 
new world.

BOY/FROG
Like a huge crystal cave?

FRANCESCA/HAWK
(an inspiration)

No! No, like a different planet or 
something. Like a dream planet. 
Like a Reverie... There was a city, 
but you could see through the walls 
of the buildings. There were 
talking animals, flying people. A 
place where nothing made sense, but 
where everything made sense. And 
where nothing was real but, but --

BEATRICE/JACKAL
Everything was true.
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FRANCESCA/HAWK
Yes! Where nothing was real, but 
everything was true.

SQUEAKY-VOICE GIRL/MONKEY
(speechless)

It’s... it’s amazing.

Long beat as they all imagine this place.

DANTE/RAVEN
(hoarse)

I’ve been there.

BEATRICE/JACKAL
-- What?

DANTE/RAVEN
I’ve seen this place.

BOY/DOG
That’s crazy.

SUDDENLY, AT THAT MOMENT THERE IS A LOUD THUD, coming from 
the direction of the opening to the cave.

SQUEAKY VOICE GIRL/MONKEY
(scared)

What was that??

ANOTHER THUD startles them all.

EXT. THE UNDERGROUND CAVE - SAME41

What’s making the sound is A SMALL, CAPSIZED BOAT BUMPING UP 
AGAINST THE SHORE. The hull of the boat is COVERED IN STRANGE 
HIEROGLYPHS.

One by one, the animal-people cautiously emerge from the 
cave.

SQUEAKY VOICE GIRL/MONKEY
(hushed)

What happened?

BOY/DOG
You think somebody drowned?

BEATRICE/JACKAL
Shut up.

FRANCESCA/HAWK
What’s that?
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Down the shore aways, SOMETHING FLOATING ON THE WATER IS 
CATCHING THE MOONLIGHT. The kids all move warily down the 
shoreline. Bea brings up the rear, taking off her mask as she 
goes. 

Now Dante-Raven emerges from the cave. Seeing Bea without her 
mask, he stops, recognizing her.

DANTE/RAVEN
(whispered)

Oh my god.

DOWN THE SHORELINE.

With the group, staring at what’s floating on the water: it’s 
A PARCEL OF SOME SORT, tied up with string, soaking wet. 
Francesca picks it up. As she unties it, the Boy/Frog looks 
at Bea, unmasked.

BOY/FROG
Always thought it was you.

BEATRICE
(ignoring him)

What is it??

A clutch of clothes tumble out of the parcel. WE RECOGNIZE 
JULIET’S BRIGHT GREEN JUMPER. 

FRANCESCA/HAWK
(hushed)

It’s Juliet’s.

BEATRICE
No. No, it can’t be. Can’t be -- ! 

But then more items wash up on the shore: TWO ANIMAL MASKS, 
their papier-mâché slowly unraveling in the water. 

FRANCESCA/HAWK
(devastated)

Oh god...

We hold on the surreal image of these animal-headed kids, lit 
by the full moon, the water lapping at their feet as they 
stare at the sodden clothes and decaying masks.

BACK AT THE ENTRANCE TO THE CAVE.

We hear agitated voices, crying, coming from down the shore.
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OLD DANTE (V.O.)
Once upon a time, there was a Land 
where dreaming was against the law. 

Alone, THE RAVEN REMOVES HIS MASK REVEALING DANTE. He watches 
for a few moments... 

OLD DANTE (V.O.)
But there were some who couldn’t 
stop dreaming.

For the first time: DANTE SMILES.

INT. SIGMUNDUS INSTITUTE - SAME42

At A WORK STATION, A SAFETY-SUITED LAB TECHNICIAN carefully 
inserts a transparent tube stacked full of white discs into a 
receiving conduit. She pushes a button, and the discs flow 
out of the tube and into a sorting system. One disc emerges, 
and the Lab Tech plugs it into a port on her computer array. 

CLICK: IT LOCKS IN -- 

And THE SCREEN comes alive with a dizzying, chaotic flood of 
words, numbers, people, images. 

And from SPEAKERS: a gibberish soundscape of voices, music, 
noise, screams, laughter. 

AN INSANE, FRACTURED, COMPRESSED SYMPHONY OF ALL OUR DREAMS 
AND NIGHTMARES.

OLD DANTE (V.O.)
And that’s really where our story 
begins.

FADE TO BLACK.

- End of Pilot -
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