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— 1 —

IN BLACK: A TICKING CLOCK. 

THEN, A WOMAN’S VOICE -

YASHAR (V.O.)
(lilting)

The fox went out in a hungry plight 
and begged of the moon to give him 
a light --

INT. LABORATORY/DREAMSCAPE - UNCERTAIN1

CLOSE IN ON: an image being drawn on a blackboard. AN 
UROBOROS - A SNAKE EATING ITS OWN TAIL.

REVEAL: A CHILD, DANTE CAZABON (5, PIERCING GREEN EYES) 
gazing at the image.

DANTE (V.O.)
Mama?

NOW REVEAL: YASHAR CAZABON (Dante’s mother, scientist, late 
30s) making the drawing. 

YASHAR
-- for he’d many a’mile to go that 
night, before he could reach his 
den, oh.

DANTE
Mama, tell me.

Yashar looks up from the blackboard, smiles, caresses Dante’s 
face. Now we can see that WE’RE IN A LABORATORY SPACE.

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 THIN BLACK DISC, the size of a nickel, set 
into the port.

Yashar kisses Dante’s head.



YASHAR
(smiling)

Not one tiny little bit.

As Yashar closes the fold of cloth, Dante goes up to the 
blackboard, traces his finger along the circle of the 
Uroboros. 

THE SNAKE STARTS TO REVOLVE, then twines itself into the 
shape of infinity. Dante is enraptured.

SUDDENLY, WE HEAR ANGRY VOICES. Dante looks around.

Yashar is now across the room arguing with a MALE SCIENTIST, 
attended by A GROUP OF UNIFORMED GUARDS.

DANTE
Mama?

Yashar looks back at Dante, concern on her face. But the 
Scientist 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!

AND AT THAT MOMENT, THE CEILING OPENS UP AND THOUSANDS OF 
BIRDS 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 BIRDS 
THAT STREAM BACK OUT THROUGH THE OPEN ROOF.

DANTE RUNS, throws open the door --

CUT TO:

EXT. CITY/DREAMSCAPE - UNCERTAIN2

Dante running desperately down a wide AVENUE strewn with 
rubble, and LINED WITH THE REMNANTS OF STATUES. It’s as if 
we’re in a war-torn city.

SCREECHING draws Dante’s attention skyward TO A MURMURATION 
OF 10,000 BIRDS. 
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For a moment, WE JOIN THE BIRDS, shifting and flowing like a 
pulsating curtain over AN ENORMOUS RUINED CITY.

BACK WITH DANTE: as he runs through the city, FLASHES OF 
LIGHTNING illuminate a succession a terrifying images in the 
surrounding ruins –-

A MAN WITH THE HEAD OF A BIRD GNAWING AT THE REMAINS OF A 
BODY

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

DEAD BODIES RISE OUT OF THE GROUND, AS IF THEY’D BEEN 
BURIED ALIVE

THE SOUND OF A GUNSHOT draws Dante’s attention to A SMALL 
BAND OF PEOPLE being chased through the rubble by an ARMED 
MILITIA.

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, SHOUT FOR HIM TO 
STOP. 

DANTE 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. 

THE BRAIN JARRING BELL CLANGS AGAIN. Dante is again at the 
foot of the tower, looking up just in time 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...
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In mid-air, Yashar looks down at Dante, a look of pure love 
on her face. 

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

THE MORNING WORK BELL is incredibly loud here. 

A 15 YEAR OLD BOY startles awake, sweating. We recognize the 
piercing green eyes: it’s Dante Cazabon, only 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.

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

Dante gets his bearings, sits up, unclenches his hand 
revealing A DELICATELY CARVED WOODEN FIGURINE. 

WE RECOGNIZE THE FIGURE AS YASHAR. 

The Work Bell pauses, reverberating.

Dante gets up, goes to a wall and pries out one of the 
stones. 

Behind the stone is a small niche. From the niche, Dante 
removes A RAGGED CLOTH BUNDLE. Unfolding it reveals A 
COLLECTION OF A DOZEN OR MORE SIMILAR, BEAUTIFULLY CARVED 
FIGURINES - as if game pieces from a unique chess set.

He lovingly places the Yashar carving, carefully ties the 
bundle back up:

DANTE
(a whispered prayer)

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 before --

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

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

CUT TO:

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 room is modern, clean, 
tidy. Here, too, rain spatters against the glass; and distant 
flashes of lightning illuminate the sky.

Beatrice remembers something, opens the drawer in a bedside 
table, pulls out a sketchpad, and RAPIDLY SKETCHES SOMETHING 
WE DON’T SEE.

After a few moments, both satisfied and frustrated, she 
tosses the sketchpad on her bed. 

THERE’S A KNOCK ON HER DOOR.

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, grey uniform. Another interesting detail: 
HER HAIR IS BUZZED CLOSE TO THE SCALP.

ARTEMESIA
You’re up.

BEATRICE
Got up early.

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).

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

BEATRICE
(stops)

What?

5.



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

BEATRICE
I like things that way.

ARTEMESIA
What I meant was that, with Ichor, 
you won’t be worried about keeping 
things in order. You’ll just do it 
out of habit, without anxiety.

Bea’s not sure what to do with that.

ARTEMESIA 
You understand?

BEATRICE
It’s a good thing.

ARTEMESIA
Yes. Breakfast. Get dressed.

BEATRICE
Of course, I’m not a child.

She bites her tongue. But Artemesia isn’t ruffled.

ARTEMESIA
Of course not. And soon to be 
officially not a child.

An awkward silence. For Bea. Not for Artemesia who simply 
stands there, looking distant... Then without another word, 
she leaves. 

After a beat, Beatrice quietly closes the door, turns the 
lock. She listens at the door. Nothing. 

She uncovers the sketchpad, then carefully tears off the top 
sheet, puts the pad away (we still don’t see the image).

She goes to her closet, parts the clothes to one side and 
edges into the closet. She clicks open a latch.

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.
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But what really catches our eye is that the walls are covered 
in equations, hypotheses, and a veritable forest of question 
marks, as if the walls were a scientist’s blackboard. Bea 
anxiously scans the array.

BEATRICE (V.O.)
3 weeks. 3 weeks to make sense of 
everything. Before I stop caring.

THEN SOMETHING CATCHES HER EYE: it’s a drawing of the Earth 
and a Moon with rings like Saturn, all of it surrounded by 
numbers and words.

An idea hits her. She reaches for a piece of chalk - when she 
remembers the drawing in her hand. Trying not to forget her 
thought -

BEATRICE (V.O.)
Displacement, displacement...

- She moves to another wall on which are affixed DOZENS OF 
DRAWINGS: of a city in ruins, fragments of statues, a bird-
headed Man -- AS IF ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE PLACE DANTE WAS 
DREAMING ABOUT.

Beatrice hurriedly affixes her drawing to the wall, adding to 
the collection 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.

Fragments of faces appear, hands half-heartedly claw through 
the bars. The air is filled with MOANS like wounded animals.

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 head and face completely covered in tattoos.

SNAKE CHARMER
(anguished)

They’re looting the night terrors, 
you know that don’t you??
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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. Make a lotta money on 
that, right?!!

DANTE
Crazy shit!

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 must 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 -

INSERT: at the far end of the corridor, DANTE THROWS OPEN THE 
DOOR --

INT. SECOND ASYLUM HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS7

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

IVANO
Where’ve you been, pig boy?

Dante looks up to see the guy who just tripped him: IVANO 
NUSNO (16, resident bully, his head also shaved and half-
tattooed).
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DANTE
I -- I was dreaming. Didn’t hear 
the morning bell.

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

DANTE
Oh, and you’re such a hard worker.

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

IVANO
Slops, pops. The midnight shift. 

He eyes the mess spattered down the hall.

IVANO
I was on my way to the slag bin, 
but if you don’t want me to mention 
this little tardy encounter to 
Cudoviste, I shall allow you to 
take over the festivities.

He tips his bucket, and before Dante can stop him, Ivano adds 
the contents of his bucket to the mess. Dante freaks out.

IVANO
Now I gotta run, hun. Need a dream 
or two, too.

He taps an un-tattooed spot on his head.

IVANO
Got some real estate to fill in.

DANTE
(through clenched teeth)

Ivano you -- !

But Ivano is gone through A SIDE DOOR, leaving Dante in the 
nauseating hallway. For a moment, he considers his options. 
There aren’t any. He tears off his jacket and starts mopping 
up the heinous mess, WHEN: 

CUDOVISTE (O.S.)
There it is.

Dante freezes. At the far end of the corridor is a lump of a 
man: CUDOVISTE (koo-doh-VEEST, 50, buzz cut) warden of the 
Asylum. A deceptively kind voice belies his brutality - think 
Christoph Waltz. As he saunters down the corridor:
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CUDOVISTE
And what happened here, little 
bird? Stinky stinky. 

DANTE
I -- I was clumsy -

CUDOVISTE
Yes sir, yes sir, but two buckets 
full? Are they extra poopy this 
morning?

DANTE
No -- I owed Ivano a favor.

CUDOVISTE
Such camaraderie! For what, pray-
tell, did you owe him, little bird?

Dante has no answer for that, no matter how hard he tries to 
get his brain to work. Cudoviste is now looming over him.

CUDOVISTE
You hear me?? I said “for what?”

DANTE
I - I -

CUDOVISTE
I I I I!

HE SMACKS DANTE, sending him sprawling into the muck. Dante 
tries to get to his feet, but Cudoviste presses his shoe on 
Dante’s neck, choking him.

CUDOVISTE 
(measured)

I should learn to expect nothing 
more than lies from a motherless 
jebeezuh like you.

Cudoviste releases Dante, who skitters to the wall.

CUDOVISTE
Dr. Appollyon makes her rounds in 
20 minutes. She better not smell a 
molecule of offal, or glimpse any 
shit 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. He turns back to 
Dante.
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CUDOVISTE
19 minutes.

He heads through the doorway, shutting the door, shutting out 
the Inmates’ cries.

Dante scrambles to his feet, mopping furiously and impotently 
at the sea of sewage.

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

Ivano outside Dante’s room, scraping up A HANDFUL OF GRIT 
from where the stone wall meets the stone floor.

INT. DANTE'S ROOM - FOLLOWING9

Ivano scatters the grit on Dante’s bed, covers it with 
Dante’s sad excuse for a blanket. He looks around for 
something else to do, but A NEARBY BOOM OF THUNDER startles 
him, and he decides it’s 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 HAS ARRIVED. 

A SPEEDBOAT careens over the chop, SIREN WAILING. HALF A 
DOZEN UNIFORMED GUARDS (buzz cuts, genders inconclusive) hang 
on, peering into the whirlwind. THEY’RE ALL ARMED WITH 
PECULIAR LONG-NOSED PISTOLS.

LEADER
There!

DEAD AHEAD: A GLOW 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.
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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 BOAT, 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).

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.

Continues
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