T H E  S U F F E R I N G

By Jonathan Wilshin

ACT 1

EXT. OCEAN-NIGHT

We skim along the dark rippling water towards our destination, a deep fog surrounding us, but we cut swiftly through it. Words form on the screen and a deep voice is heard, reading out the letters.

VOICE

Carnate is a small island,

And has been used by the U.S.A

Since World War 2, when it was

A POW camp. Now, it serves as a

Prison reserved for the most 

Brutal kind of criminals. Abbot 

Penitentiary, which has the highest

Suicide and homicide rate in any

Prison owned by the Maryland Corporation.

The island has a less then flattering history,

And it seems like it brings out the

Worst in everyone. 

The words fade away, and we pan up to reveal:

EXT. CARNATE ISLAND-NIGHT

The island is small, with dark caves and rugged edges along its walls, like a natural fortress. 

EXT. CARNATE ISLAND-WOODS

The woods are made up of old thick trees surrounded by a deep, endless dark. All is silent. Suddenly, we hear the snap of twigs as something approaches. We pan towards the direction of the noise, and we see two torchlights shine as something moves towards us. Four inmates, two with torches, dressed in orange prisoner attire. They run forward, all armed with guns, and then stop, out of breath. They are all strong, muscular, except for one person, their leader, who is slimmer then his cohorts. His name is Jack, and the other inmates are Wayne, Bruce and Ross. 

BRUCE

Thank god, we escaped.

WAYNE

Not all of us. Where’s

Smithy? Jack?

JACK

Dead. Thomas got him.

ROSS

He already killed Mike,

Rupert and Phil!

JACK

Forget about Thomas

For the moment, man.

WAYNE

He’ll

Kill us all.

ROSS

Maybe we should go back…

JACK

No, I am not going back

To jail. Not to that.

BRUCE

No…not to that.

JACK

James has a car around

Here somewhere, where

Is it? There was a path,

There was a path!

? POV

We linger behind some trees, focused on Jack and his team, who are lit only by their torches. They seem small, alone, but loud, their talking echoing around the forest against the background of the eerie serenity of Carnate.

END ? POV

JACK

We split up. But

Keep within distance

Of each other. That

Way, if we are caught,

Some will get away.

Right?

ROSS

B-but aren’t there

Bears and things?

JACK

Don’t be stupid. Nothing’s

Alive out here.

Let’s go.

They split, Jack and Bruce, Ross and Wayne. 

? POV

We keep watch of Ross and Wayne as they move away, and then, start to close in on them. 

END ? POV

We hear a short snarl, and Wayne turns.

? POV

Wayne stares at us, and we swoop into his face, so we:

CUT TO

ROSS AND JACK

We hear screams from behind, and the two inmates turn.

ROSS

Oh god, they got them.

JACK

No gunshots.

ROSS

Batons, man.

JACK

The guards don’t carry

‘em. (Beat) Let’s

move, quickly.

Jack runs, and Ross struggles to keep up, looking behind him as he stumbles along the dry ground.

ROSS

Jack, wait up!

Jack doesn’t bother. Focus on: Jack. He grows tired, and pauses for breath. He turns to talk to Ross, but Ross isn’t there.

JACK

Ross?

The woods reply with a whistling wind that picks up leaves and hurls them aside. It is as if Carnate has just swallowed Ross up. No screams. Nothing. Just gone.

JACK

Ross! Ross!

We see a quick blur past Jack, and his arm is torn off at the elbow. He screams, and falls to the ground.

JACK

Oh no! Oh god my arm!

Oh god! No! No!

Jack, dazed by the pain, sees something ahead of him, something we can’t see. His face contorts with terror, and he backs up, crawling on his remaining hand until his back is against the tree. We see a curved, rusty blade unsheathed before him, and it moves towards him. Suddenly, his torch goes out, and he recovers it from the ground. It relights, and the blade is gone. Jack breathes a sigh of relief. He hears a guttural growl next to him, and he aims the torch in that direction just in time for us to see a dark green hand with three sharp black claws cut forward through the air, into the screen, so we:

CUT TO BLACK

FADE IN:

EXT. CARNATE ISLAND-DOCKS-NIGHT

The docks consist of fragile wooden walkways, unused boats, and equipment, boxes and such scattered around. The water is still, calm, and not a noise is heard. Then, there is a growing electric hum, and a small boat pulls up next to one of the walkways. Two men step out, and behind them comes a man in handcuffs. He looks around him, cautiously but defiantly. He has thin dark hair and a solid brow over his shady eyes. This is Jacob Parker. An Italian guard jogs up to the two men. His name is Ernesto. 

ERNESTO

We don’t get many late.

MAN 1

Special delivery. 

ERNESTO

Lucky me. Listen, a storm

Is coming. You’ll be hard

Pressed to make it back. You

Should stay here for the while.

MAN 1

Can’t say I like it, but

Better safe then sorry, I guess.

This place gives me the creeps.

Gives me a hell of a good

Reason to uphold the law.

ERNESTO

We’ll take him up now. 

Ernesto points to the prison. It’s about 10 miles away, and half covered by forest. 

ERNESTO

We’ll take my truck. How do

You boys feel about staying in 

A haunted prison?

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CORRIDOR

Ernesto and another guard lead Jacob along the yellow, dirty, dimly lit corridor. The corridor ends in a set of bars and a barred door. On one side of the corridor is control room with bullet-proof glass. Inside, a guard is reading a magazine while another guard fiddles with wires poking out of one of two security monitors. The one with the magazine is overweight, has dark curly hair, and a bored look on his face. His name is Warren Baker. The second bald, black and in his late twenties. His name is James Fletcher. Ernesto enters.

ERNESTO

Hey, Warren. Open the door

To the cells.

Without speaking, and while maintaining his bored look, Warren pressed a few buttons.

ERNESTO

You’ll never guess what 

This one did, Warren.

WARREN

I think I can. Perhaps…some

Sort of…crime?

ERNESTO

(Ignoring him)

You won’t believe it. 

Ernesto leaves, leaving the door open. 

ERNESTO

He’s complete scum. 

Warren signs and puts his feet up on his control panel. James grows aggravated with the monitor and smacks it a couple of times. Close up on Jacob’s face.

ERNESTO

He killed his wife, then

He drowned his second born.

After that, he threw his first

Born out the window. 

Warren perks up. 

WARREN

Huh?

ERNESTO

I know. Claims he blacked

The whole thing out. Like hell.

Warren shakes his head and leans back in his chair.

JAMES

Got it. 

Life fizzles back to the monitor.

ERNESTO

Filthy inmates. They should

All die.

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CELL BLOCK

There are three cells, grouped together, on one side of the room and three on the other side. Only one cell is empty. Ernesto opens it, and ushers Jacob into it. The inmate in the cell next to him, a bleach blond Englishman named Vincent Greenwood, puts down one of his weights and breathes a deep sigh. 

VINCENT

Willy’s bed isn’t even

Cold yet. They bring another

One in. 

A young thin Asian man with messy black hair across from Jacob pipes up. His name is Benjamin Jin.

JIN

Hey, hey neighbour. I

Know you. You’re the guy,

Right. You are the guy?

The guy who killed his wife?

VINCENT

That’s me, you dumbass

Crackhead. 

JIN

No, no, no, no. Jacob, right?

Jacob Parker. Killed your wife,

Your two kids. You are the guy?

A young man with curly dark hair next to Jin talks. He’s called Brooks Harding.

BROOKS

Jin, just leave him alone.

What he did is none of

Your business. Besides,

You believe everything 

The guards tell you? 

JIN

Shut up, Brooks. Shut up!

Hwoon dahn!
The voice of Warren comes in over the speaker.

WARREN

Any of you guys want to

Spend time in confinement? 

No? Then shut up.

No one speaks. Jin raps his bars to get Jacobs attention.

JIN

Pssst. Jacob? Really, you

The guy?

JACOB

(Beat) Yeah. I’m the

Guy. 

Jin smiles to himself. The speaker booms a second time. 

WARREN

OK, the time is 6:00. 

Dinners up, inmates.

Ernesto and James enter, and start to open the cell door. 

JIN

Hey, hey Jacob Parker!

Jacob ignores him. Brooks and a short woman with long black hair named Anne Summers walk up to him. 

BROOKS

Ignore Jin. The guards try

To ignore that Lloyd-

He gestures to a man coming out of the cell next to Vincent’s. 

BROOKS

(CONT’D)

Smuggles in crack for

Him. I’m Brooks. 

Brooks extends a hand, and Jacob shakes it.

JACOB

Jacob Parker. You?

ANNE

Anne Summers. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CANTEEN

The canteen is massive, with dozens of inmates crowded in. The entire place is filthy, unwashed, with guards at every entrance. Jacob sits down in between Anne and Brooks. Jacob forks up a piece of indistinguishable slop served as ‘food’. 

BROOKS

Naah, I don’t know

What the hell it is

Either. It can help

If you want to stay

In your cell all day.

Real easy to vomit that

Stuff up. 

JACOB

Nice.

ANNE

This place is anything

But. 

JACOB

I got the vibe.

BROOKS

That’s not all

You’ll be getting. 

JACOB

What are you here for?

BROOKS

Arson, mainly. Some

Theft. 

JACOB

You?

ANNE

Double murder. Old boyfriend

And his new girl. 

JACOB

(Beat)

What about the others?

ANNE

Vincent killed his wife,

Jin is in for drugs, and Lloyd…

You don’t wanna know.

JACOB

Why not?

ANNE

Lloyd told Vincent, 

Vincent told me, and now

I have to tell you. You

Don’t need or want to

Know. That shit is dark. 

BROOKS

How long are you serving? I’m

A lifer.

JACOB

Two months.

ANNE

Not long. Shortest

Sentence I’ve heard of,

Well, for Abbot at least.

JACOB

Yeah. Not long.

VINCENT

Oh, please. Can’t

You tell? The slop

They dish out leaking

Into your brain, is it?

Vincent is on the table right behind them. They turn in their seats, as does Vincent, to face each other.

VINCENT

No one is sent to

Abbot without a good

Reason. Three murders,

Two months? Yeah, two

Months to go. Just not

Release.

Realisation dawns on Anne’s face. 

ANNE

Death penalty?

She turns to Jacob for confirmation. He nods slowly, before taking a bite of his food. Focus on: Vincent. He shovels the food into his mouth, clearly adjusted to it. Two inmates sit down on either side of him, and another in front of him. The one in front of him is Chico, the two next to him are Dennis and Ian. Vincent tries to ignore them.

CHICO

Vincent.

VINCENT

Chico.

CHICO

Well, Dennis, Ian

And I, we’ve got

Everyone on our side

Now. 

VINCENT

Congratulations.

When’s the next gig?

CHICO

Dennis. Ian.

Dennis grabs one of Vincent’s hands and holds it to the desk, and Ian does the same to the other hand. Vincent raises his hands slight, veins bulging in his muscles, but Dennis and Ian are stronger. They slam his hands down onto the desk. Chico takes Vincent’s knife.

CHICO

Respect is important

Around here. The guards

Are guardians, they’re

Executioners. They don’t

Care about one more dead

Inmate. 

VINCENT

So you want respect?

CHICO

More then that.

VINCENT

I’m not going to be

Your dogs like these

Guys here. 

CHICO

Try to rally your own

Guy against me, Vincent?

Try to fight me? Well

You can’t. Not now, not ever.

You need to learn respect.

Then maybe we’ll take

Something, so you’ll

Know who has respect,

And who rules here. You

Forget too often, Vincent.

Chico presses the knife to Vincent’s thumb. 

CHICO

One of these days…

VINCENT

Yeah, one of these

Days.

CHICO

Let’s go. And one more

Thing: Work against me

In any way, and we’ll kill

You.

Dennis and Ian release him, and they leave. Vincent rubs his red wrists. He’s infuriated, and picks up his tray, and hurls it across the room with a furious roar. The tray hits the wall and slides down. Vincent storms out. The entire canteen stares after him.

BROOKS

I guess for him

Taking a chill-pill 

Is not on the 

Itinerary. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-HARDGRAVES OFFICE

A small room with a wooden desk, small chair, and a bookcase behind the desk. We pan slowly across the desk, showing a nameplate reading, ‘WARDEN ISAAC HARDGRAVE’, a bible, a liquor bottle, and an empty service revolver. Beside the revolver, bullets are scattered about. Hardgrave himself is a mountain of a man, with bulky, hairy muscular arms, a determined, grim face with a thick grey handlebar moustache. He had a cowboy hat firmly on his head, and he is writing furiously in a notebook. Close-up on the notebook: He is writing, but next to his writing are several pictures of strange creatures. There is a sudden knock on the door. Hardgrave hurriedly shuts the book and tucks it into a drawer. His voice booms in a rugged southern accent. 

HARDGRAVE

Come in!

A man in his early thirties with black hair and broad shoulders enters. He is a guard, and his nametag reads, ‘T. MEERS’ 

HARDGRAVE

Ah, Thomas.

THOMAS

Warden Hardgrave. I’ve come

To speak to you about our weapon

Facility. 

HARDGRAVE

Now, Thomas, we’ve had

This little conversation,

And I said no.

THOMAS

Sir, the inmates behaviour

Is becoming more violent. We

Have very few empty cells.

Its only the beginning of the

Week and there have been

Two fights already. A guard

Now has a black eye. Something

Is making the inmates and the

Guards crazy. Everyone is

More agitated then usual. We need

More weapons, the chance of a riot

Is getting more likely every day.

I haven’t told the other guards,

But they are not stupid. They will

Figure out that we are understaffed

Here, and the inmates outnumber

Us. The inmates will figure that out,

As well. You denied my request

For more staff and stronger facilities,

But please, listen to my plea for

More weapons. 

HARDGRAVE

Thomas, I’m sorry, but we

Just can’t afford more weapons

Right now. You think too much

Of the inmates. They’re just

Scum. Lower then animals.

But someone has to watch

Over them, and I know the Lord

Requests me for that particular

Duty. The Lord will not

Abandon us, not now. He wants them

Where they are now, and here

They must remain. They must not soil

His earth. The Lord needs them

Here. Don’t worry so much, Thomas. He

 Will provide. And by the Lord, I

Also mean the state. Its up

To them.

THOMAS

Warden, if the inmates do

Break out and riot, we will

Not defeat them. You have to

Do this for me. 

HARDGRAVE

Well, seeing as you’re

So worked up about this,

I will file a request for

More security precautions.

I’m sorry, but I can’t promise

Anything, Thomas. 

Thomas looks uncomfortable, but decides to leave it for now. It’s better than nothing. 

THOMAS

Thank you, warden. 

Thomas leaves. Hardgrave takes out his sketchbook again, and flicks to the page he was on. He gazes at his drawing, before his eyes snap back up again at a thumping noise outside his office.  

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CORRIDOR

Several inmates are steered through the corridor to their cells by the guards. A grizzled, grey haired man mops up what appears to vomit. His name is Sal Mason. Brooks lingers next to him for a while. 

BROOKS

Hey, Sal.

SAL

Brooks. 

Sal quickly hands him a pack of cigarettes, which he pockets and then moves on. Another prisoner lingers next to Sal.

INMATE

Hey, Sal.

SAL

Mark. 

Sal and the inmates repeat the process already done with Brooks. Then, James the guard lingers by Sal.

JAMES

Hey, Sal.

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CELLS

Jacob lies in his bed, his eyes firmly shut. Then, he starts to toss and turn as a series of images flash across the screen.

Series of images

1. A black woman in her twenties, in a white dress, speaking.

JACOBS WIFE

The first time J, I

Just wasn’t ready for

 Prison visits. 

2. Next, we see a bathtub, with a single, young boy’s hand draped over the edge of the tub. It’s completely still. We hear screams of two boys, yelling at their father. 

3. We see a hand reaching out for Jacobs’s wife’s neck. 

JACOBS WIFE

The second time, I

Wasn’t going to give

Up my life, my chance

At a career.

4. Next, we see her corpse lying next to a sofa, the head split open at the back. Blood runs down the white dress. 

5. A young black boy, about ten speaking. He is Corey, Jacob’s first son.

COREY

I never forgave you. 

You did this. You made

It happen. 

Jacob jerks awake, sitting upright in his bed and caked in sweat. He gets out of bed, and walks to his mirror. He splashes water from the sink in his face, and stares intently at his reflection. Suddenly, and the reflection throws its hands forward out of the mirror and grabs Jacob by the neck. Jacob looks appropriately shocked. This mirror Jacob smiles sadistically. 

REFLECTION JACOB

Come on, stop whining

About that. It’s done.

We did it. Hey, don’t worry,

Man. Great things are

 Happening, soon. You gotta

Be ready. You gotta be able.

Come on, man don’t be

A pussy. You can do it.

Remember that, J?

JACOB

What? 

The mirror Jacob changes, and transforms into Jacobs wife.

JACOBS WIFE

I felt trapped, J.

You’ve been trapped your

Whole life. Don’t let it

Get you. You have to

Be strong now. 

Jacob wakes up again, much in the same state he was before. He sighs deeply. We heard a muffled voice from behind the wall.

VINCENT

Who were you talking to?

JACOB

What?

VINCENT

You were talking to someone.

Who was it? In your sleep?

JACOB

Oh, I was…talking to

Myself.

VINCENT

First sign of madness.

That happened quickly.

JACOB

Why, are you mad?

VINCENT

Of course. So is Brooks,

Anne, Jin, Lloyd. Hell,

Everyone in Abbot is a

Little bit mad. Don’t

Let anyone else tell

You otherwise, Jacob.

EXT. CARNATE ISLAND-DOCKS

The calm weather is long gone, and now violent waves crash onto the shore, and rain streams down in heavy torrents. The two men who own the boat struggle to throw the cover over it. Every time they almost succeed, a gust of wind blows it back up. After a short struggle, they manage to tie it down.

MAN 1

Lets go! The storm blew

In quicker then expected!

MAN 2

What about the truck?

MAN 1

We can’t drive in those

Woods with the truck, we’ll

Just wait the storm out

In the lighthouse! 

They turn and jog, with their jackets over their heads, to a nearby lighthouse. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CONTROL ROOM

Warren continues to read. He is alone in the room. All is silent apart from the faint gush of rain heard outside, and the slow, steady tick of the clock. Every tick seems to echo in the room. Warren licks his finger to turn a page. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CORRIDOR

A burnt out cigarette hits the floor. We pan up to reveal James. He holds up his cigarette packet, and starts to take one out. But then, before he puts it in his mouth, he puts it back in. He throws it into a nearby bin. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CONTROL ROOM

The clock continues to tick, and seems slower then usual, as if every second inside Abbot is an hour long. The time is 11:55.

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CELL BLOCK

Jin is right on the edge of his bars. 

JIN

Hey Lloyd! Did I

Tell you? ‘Bout Jacob

Parker?

LLOYD

You sure did, Benny.

Hey, you! Now, the wife

I can understand, but your

Kids? That’s low, man.

We can clearly see rage emitting off Jacob.

BROOKS

Don’t listen to him,

Jacob. Lloyds a degenerate

Parasite.

LLOYD

(Ignoring him)

I mean, your own

Children. Not even

I would do that.

JACOB

It wasn’t me.

VINCENT

And the denial begins!

You are going mad sooner

Then expected.

ANNE

Vincent! Shut it!

VINCENT

Oh yeah, I probably should.

Otherwise you’ll break

Down those bars and come

Kick my ass. Oh wait,

You can’t. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CONTROL ROOM

The time is now 11:58. We can hear Vincent and Anne arguing in the cellblock. Warren holds down a button, and speaks into an intercom. 

WARREN

Keep it down in

There! 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CORRIDOR

James is looking away from the bin, but occasionally sneaks quick glances. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CELL BLOCK

VINCENT

Screw you, Warren!

WARREN

Oh, you must want

To spend time in confinement!

VINCENT

Hell, why not? 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CORRIDOR

James roots through the bin, and finds his cigarettes. He stands up to see Ernesto watching. 

ERNESTO

Good god, man. Have

Some self-respect.

Ernesto enters the control room.

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CONTROL ROOM

Ernesto enters.

ERNESTO

Here to take the

 Shift. 

WARREN

Where’s Clem?

ERNESTO

Sick. 

The clock is seconds away from 12:00. 

WARREN

(Getting up)

Well, my night is

Over.

The arm on the clock strikes twelve. Then, the clock stops working. The second hand, the minute hand and hour hand are frozen in place. The monitors turn to white noise. 

ACT 2

WARREN

The hell? 

Warren hits it, to no effect. The lights flicker on and off. 

WARREN

JAMES! Get in here!

James hurries in.

WARREN

You didn’t fix this.

JAMES

What?

The lights flicker off. Ernesto flicks the switch on and off several times. 

ERNESTO

This place just went

To hell. 

WARREN

My god, the electric

Locks could be out too.

He throws Ernesto a torch before getting one himself.

WARREN

Make sure.

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CELL BLOCK

The lights have gone off. 

VINCENT

What happened?

BROOKS

Huh. Must’ve been the

Storm. 

Suddenly, there is a deep rumbling noise. There, cracks appear in the ceiling, and pieces of it start to fall. 

ANNE

It’s collapsing!

JIN

Jen dao mei!

Guard! Guard! Let us out,

Man! We still humans, man!

Let us out!

The wall separating Vincent and Jacob starts to break down. The door to Vincent’s cell is ruptured, and he notices this. He starts to shake it, hoping to release it. He brings down some more ceiling in doing this. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CONTROL ROOM

The entire room shakes. Warren mashes buttons on his control panel, and speaks into a walkie-talkie. 

WARREN

Warden Hardgrave! Mr Meers!

Do you read me? Come in!

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CELL BLOCK

Finally, a sizable chunk of ceiling falls, tearing down Vincent’s door, and also some of Jacob’s wall. Vincent escapes, and Jacob follows. 

BROOKS

Jacob! Get them to let

Us out!

Jacob nods.

JACOB

(To Vincent)

I think we’d better

Go.

Both he and Vincent try to open the jail door leading to the corridor. It won’t budge. Ernesto appears with a torch. The shaking stops abruptly. 

ERNESTO

OK…that was weird.

VINCENT

Ernesto, let us out.

JACOB

We could get caved in

While we’re still here.

ERNESTO

(Sneering) You think

I’m stupid? Idiotic inmates.

I know what you’re-

Suddenly, a lightening fast blade streaks out of the darkness and is gone in a flash. Ernesto stays intact for a few seconds. Then, a bloody ring appears across his face. The top of his head slides off, and his body hits the floor. 

VINCENT

Holy bloody hell…

Vincent backs away, and then runs to the other end of the block, flattening himself against the wall. Jacob backs away from the door slowly.

JACOB

What in gods name…?

BROOKS

What happened? 

JIN

Yeah, Jacob Parker,

What happened?

ANNE

Jacob? 

BROOKS

You OK? What’s going

On?

ANNE

Vincent?

VINCENT

I don’t know what it

Was. I never seen anything

Like that before.

Lloyd tries to get a view from his cell. Behind him, we see something move in the darkness. 

LLOYD

Hey, Vincent!

Vincent turns to looks at him. But he’s not looking at Lloyd. He’s looking at the dark, spindly shape rising up behind him. We can’t see it exactly, but it’s thin, and appears to be holding two blades. 

LLOYD

You OK, man?

VINCENT

Goodbye, Lloyd.

LLOYD

Huh?

The creature swings its blades, and the wall outside Lloyd’s cell it splattered with blood. We close up on Brooks’ cell.

BROOKS

What’s going on? Jin, did 

You see anything?

JIN

(o.s)

Tzao gao.
I didn’t-

There is a sound of a blade being brought down. 

BROOKS

Jin? Go on, man. (Beat)

Jin? You still there? 

ANNE

Brooks…theres someone

Else in here.

BROOKS

We’re just sitting ducks!

We’re trapped like damn 

Rats! (Beat) Jacob, 

Where’s Jin? Is he

OK?

JACOB

I don’t see him. He’s

Not in his cell.

BROOKS

What?

They are all silent. They’re trapped, with no way to defend themselves. Suddenly, the door opens. James has opened it. 

JAMES

Lets get you outta

Here! 

James goes around, unlocking the cells. Anne, Brooks, Vincent and Jacob stand in front of him.

BROOKS

Do you have any idea

What these things are?

JAMES

Not a clue. Haven’t

Even seen one. 

ANNE

Does anybody else think

We shouldn’t be in here?

VINCENT

I second that. Lets go.

JAMES

Well, actually, you’ve to

Stay in the control room for

Now. Until we have the situation

Under control. 

VINCENT

Yeah, you’re great

At that.

BROOKS

OK, Vincent. You can

Leave. Just make your

Way through the dark corridors

Defenceless and alone. Its

Easy. Try it.

Vincent looks furious, but stays where he is.

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CONTROL ROOM

James and the inmates enter. The lights flicker back on.

WARREN

Looks like Sal got

The power back on. 

OK, any of you inmates

So much as sigh in my

General direction, and I

Will beat your head in

And shove you back in your cell.

And I don’t believe in 

Bluffing. Are we clear? 

Good. OK, we should be getting

A message from Hardgrave

Soon. 

VINCENT

Yeah, I’m sure he’ll

Be real eager to help

Us.

WARREN

Do you remember our

Little head-beating talk?

JACOB

(To Anne) 

Hardgrave?

ANNE

The Warden. Real

Bible thumper. Strong,

Too. 

Brooks spies something moving outside the room. He swallows nervously. Warren fiddles with the radio. The radio is mainly silent, save for some occasional crackle. But suddenly, it noise bursts from it as a guard speaks over it.

GUARD

(o.s) Hello? Anyone there?

All the inmates on my block

Are dead!

WARREN

Hello? This is guard Warren

Baker, do you read me?

GUARD

Oh thank god. I thought

I was the only one left.

WARREN

Don’t panic, just stay

In your control room

For now and await Hardgraves

Orders, OK?

GUARD

I can’t. They’re outside

My control room! 

WARREN

Where are you?

GUARD

E-block. Wait, what

Was that? Oh god!

They’re trying to get in!

Oh my god!

There is a sound of breaking glass, and gunshots are heard. There is a horrific screech, and more gunshots follow. 

I got him. I think I killed it. 

What is it? Its got swords and

Things…I’ve never seen anything 

Like it. Wait, there’s another

One! (Gunshots) 

There is a high-pitched shrieking noise, and the guard screams, letting off more gunshots. Then there is silence.

WARREN

Come in! E-block

Guard, do you respond?

Silence. Warren hangs his head. 

JACOB

We have to leave.

WARREN

We’re staying, inmate.

JACOB

We can’t wait around,

Waiting to die. We have 

To get out of here. And

Weapons, we need weapons.

WARREN

Give the brutal murderers

Weapons, then go for a walk

In the dark. Theres an idea.

ANNE

He’s right. What if Hardgrave

Doesn’t give orders? 

BROOKS

What if he’s abandoned

Us?

VINCENT

Or he could be already

Dead. 

JAMES

They’re right, Warren.

WARREN

What?

JAMES

We can’t wait around.

Warren stares around for someone to help him out, but no one does. He’s outnumbered. 

WARREN

This is insanity.

VINCENT

Never get through a

Day here without it.

Personally, I think I’ve

Done my time. 

JAMES

I don’t want to die

Here, Warren. We’ve got

To go with the best plan 

We’ve got. Otherwise, we’re

Screwed.

VINCENT

(Quietly)

We’re screwed anyway. 

A pause. The radio crackles, and Hardgraves voice comes in over it.

HARDGRAVE

Guards, inmates. This is

Hardgrave.

INT. ABBOT PRISON-V BLOCK

The room is darkened, with metal, rusty stairs leading up to another cellblock. Below are four empty cells, and the body of an inmate is lying on the floor, a pool of blood surrounding it. At the far end of the room, just beyond the stairs, is a control room very much like the one Warren has.

INT. ABBOT PRISON-V BLOCK CONTROL ROOM

Thomas stares intently out the window, holding a shotgun in his hand. Hardgrave is at the control panel, speaking into his microphone. 

HARDGRAVE

We have the situation 

Under control, and we need

All inmates and guards

To come to V-block straight 

Away. The time of retribution

Is at hand. Hardgrave out.

Thomas looks back at Hardgrave. 

THOMAS

Are you certain you

Want to do this?

HARDGRAVE

I have been chosen, Thomas.

I must do as the lord as

Asked me. The cleansing

Has begun, Thomas. I’ve

Waited for this day for…

A very long time. 

Hardgrave pours some liquor into a glass and offers it to Thomas, who accepts. Hardgrave pours himself a glass.

HARDGRAVE

You’re a Christian man,

Ain’t you, Thomas?

THOMAS

Yes sir. 

HARDGRAVE

And you’ve lost family.

THOMAS

Yes, sir.

HARDGRAVE

You’ve lost family before

Their due time, to a criminal.

To filth. Its why I trust

You, Thomas. Those pen-pushing

Politicians and human rights

Screw heads don’t know

The devil when they see him.

We do. Which is why you’re

My right hand man. You know

What needs to be done. Finally,

This island will be cleansed

Of the dirt that infests

It. 

Suddenly, outside the window, they see an inmate come through a door. The inmate sees the control room, and runs towards it.

MONSTER POV

We rush towards the inmate, and short, sudden trills are heard, followed by deep growling. 

END MONSTER POV

The inmate struggles to open the door, but it is locked he raps on the glass window, screaming. 

INMATE

Hardgrave! Let me in!

Open the damn door!

Hardgrave! Hardgrave!

MONSTER POV

We rush straight towards the inmate, and catch up with him.

END MONSTER POV

Hardgrave watches out the window, smiling. Thomas looks away, closing his eyes. Off screen, we hear a guttural slash, and blood splatters against the window, with Hardgrave staring at death approvingly. 

HARDGRAVE

Halleluiah. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CONTROL ROOM

Warren stands. 

WARREN

Well, that answers that.

We get to Hardgrave to

Await further orders. 

Any more questions? 

(Beat) No? Good. Then lets

Move. 

Warren takes his gun out of his holster.

WARREN

You move in front. 

What? Did you think

I’d trust you?

Jacob notices a gun on the control panel, very close to him. Then, the reflection in the window opposite him comes alive, like in his dream.

REFLECTION JACOB

The gun’s close to you.

Just take it. Go on. 

Do it now, and you could

Pop fat-ass, train it on

Jamie-boy, and better your

Chances of escape. (Beat)

You can do it. It’s easy.

This jerk will get you all

Killed anyway. Its for the

Good of the team, J. 

The reflection morphs into Jacobs’s wife. 

JACOB

Shannon?

WARREN

What? What are you

Staring at?

SHANNON

Don’t do it, J.

You’re better than this,

And you know it. Don’t.

He can help you, he’s

Only doing his job, and

He’s as scared as you

Are, don’t hurt him.

WARREN

Reflection time is over,

Pal. Get moving.

SHANNON

Don’t, J. Just

Don’t listen to them.

WARREN

Move it. Lets go.

Jacob looks from the gun, to Warren, and makes his way out the door, followed by the others. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CORRIDOR

Jacob leads, with Anne, Brooks and Vincent close behind. Warren and James both have them at gunpoint. The corridor looks like it has been in a war zone. Chunks of ceiling and debris scatter the floor, and blood lies in puddles. There are two dead bodies, one of an inmate, and another of a guard. 

JAMES

What the hell happened?

ANNE

Who knows? Whatever those

Things where, looks like

Theres more of ‘em.

VINCENT

Guess this is the end

Of the good ol’ days when

It was only guards and inmates

Killing each other. 

The lights flicker back on, and Warren turns his torch off. 

WARREN

I guess it was the

Storm. 

VINCENT

I’m sure.

WARREN

Hey, what’s wrong with

You? 

VINCENT

You got 5 hours?

WARREN

Just keep moving. Wait,

It’s this room cuts

Through to another corridor.

He points at a door, but blood is smeared on its handle. 

WARREN

After you, kid-killer.

JACOB

No way. No, I’m not

Going in there. 

WARREN

You’re a vicious

Psychopath. You can

Take care of yourself.

JACOB

You’re the one with

The gun.

JAMES

He’s got a point.

BROOKS

Don’t be such a coward,

Warren. You can do it.

WARREN

No one asked you, inmate!

You know what, fine! Why

 not?

Warren closes his hand over the handle, and opens it. 

WARREN

Damnit!

The ceiling in front of the door is caved in, blocking the way. 

WARREN

What now? 

JACOB

Nothing. We leave.

We need off this

Island. I heard Ernesto

And some men talking

About their boat. The boat

Is probably still there.

WARREN

I’m not about to let

A bunch of inmates 

Just walk away. 

VINCENT

Warren, don’t be an idiot.

Warren aims his gun at Vincent.

WARREN

Don’t tell me what to

Do. No one cares about

A couple of inmates. No one

Cares if they die.

JAMES

Maybe you should stand 

Down, Warren. 

WARREN

What? You’re siding with

Them now? The thieves, the 

Arsonists, the stone-cold murderers

And the kid-killers? These

Monsters? 

JAMES

They’re in the same position

As you. Worse, they don’t 

Have a weapon. Now maybe

You should just calm down…

WARREN

(Aiming at James)

Calm down? How can you

Say that? Ernesto is dead!

JAMES

I know. And you’re

Willing to let more

People die? 

JACOB

Maybe everyone here can

Just…calm…the hell…down! 

Jacob pushes Warren’s gun arm down. 

JACOB

(Beat) Is there another

Way? 

JAMES

Yeah. The basement leads

Right to it. We go down

To get up.

BROOKS

But the basement has

Been closed off for years.

Theres no telling what

State it’s in. 

VINCENT

But it’s the only way.

We’re gonna have to chance

It. 

ANNE

What if we get there and

The door is locked? What then?

JACOB

Then we break it the hell

Down.  

INT. ABBOT PRISON-STAIRWAY TO BASEMENT

A door opens, and a metal, cold, dark stairway is illuminated. There is a heavy dripping sound. Jacob enters gingerly, followed by Anne, Vincent, Warren, Brooks and lastly James. Two black-painted walls trap the stairway, but they see another door up ahead.

JAMES

That door should lead

Into the basement.

VINCENT

God, I feel like I’m

In a horror movie. The

Basement? The one place

We should never, ever go?

ANNE

It’s the only way.

We have to. 

Jacob starts to get closer to the door.

WARREN

What the hell is that

Dripping sound?

JACOB

I think…it might…be…

JAMES

Blood?

They all turn to see James staring at his hand, covered in blood. He looks up to see where the blood has come from. Something lands on James, and the others back away. Warren points his gun at it, but doesn’t fire. The light from the door reveals it entirely. It stands a quarter taller then a human, but is hunched slightly. It’s wrapped in various dark materials that seem to be sewn into its skin. It does have a head, just no neck. Hideous metal pipes and other contraptions instead hold aloft its pale head. Replacing its hands and feet are rusty, jagged metal blades, coated in blood. Its head is sallow and gaunt, with a blindfold over its eyes and its mouth is filled with small, tarnished metal teeth. It screeches loudly, emitting a hideous sound. The group clamp their hands over their ears, screaming in pain. James is directly underneath it, with one of its foot-blades cut into his side. He stretches his hand towards them, groaning. 

JAMES

Ugggh…Warren…kill it…

The creature lifts one foot-blade up, and brings it down brutally onto James’ neck, severing it from his body. Warren goes crazy.

WARREN

You godamn son-of-a-bitch!

He fires, striking the creature twice in the chest, but then it bolts, leaping up into the darkness it came from. Warren empties his gun shooting into the darkness. 

WARREN

Damnit!

Jacob rushes forwards and grabs James’ gun while Warren reloads. They nod to each other, and the monster attacks again, this time leaping at Brooks. Both of them fire, pumping its back full of lead. Jacob lets off a shot that hits the beast in the back of the skull. It hits the ground clumsily, and twitches rapidly. They keep their guns trained on it, until it lies still. 

BROOKS

What in the hell is

Going on? 

JACOB

They don’t seem that

Tough. Just…need a head

Shot. 

VINCENT

Oh, is that all? 

JACOB

Lets just keep 

Moving. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-BASEMENT UPPER LEVEL

There are two connected catwalks leading to another, smaller stairway. Dead electric wires hang like vines from the ceiling, and pieces of the wall have crumbled away. Across from one of the catwalks is a massive hole in the wall, with a clump of bricks underneath it. Water leaks out of a broken pipe. The door opens, and the survivors enter. A man swivels around and trains a shotgun on them. 

JACOB

Who are you?

WARREN

Sal?

SAL

(Lowering his shotgun)

Thank god. I thought

You were one of those

Things.

JACOB

What are doing here?

SAL

I’m the janitor. I

Was cleaning an office

When the earthquake struck.

Me and another guard

Went down here to escape

From one that was chasing

Us. 

JACOB

Where’s the guard?

Sal motions to a dead guard lying on the floor in a pool of blood. A dead monster lies not far from him.

WARREN

God!

Warren rushes over to the dead guard.

WARREN

Murphy. (Beat) Damnit.

JACOB

Sal, is there 

A way to V-block?

SAL

Could be where the door

On the lower level leads

To, but why would you want

To go there? Its safer

 Down here.

JACOB

Not for long. 

BROOKS

We just killed one. 

SAL

Damn, I thought they

Wouldn’t come down here.

I just saw all of S-Block

Torn apart. They barely

Had time to scream. 

WARREN

Hardgrave needs us

To get there.

SAL

Hardgrave? He never struck

Me as the protective kind.

WARREN

We just gotta get down

There.

INT. ABBOT PRISON-BASEMENT LOWER LEVEL

The room would be spacious if it wasn’t for stacks of old boxes and a clump of bricks lying under the hole. Jacob moves towards the door.

SAL

That door is locked.

Jacob shoots the handle, and the door swings slightly. 

SAL

Yeah, that’s good too.

Suddenly, two blades slice into the door from inside. The door is lifted off its hinges, and thrown across the room, hitting the opposite wall and smashing into splinters. Two creatures burst out of the hallway, screeching. They all clasp their hands over their ears, and the two creatures escape up into the ceiling. 

VINCENT

Where are they? 

One of the creatures lands in the middle of the group, separating them so that Jacob is alone, Brooks, Anne and Vincent, and Warren with Sal. 

VINCENT

Don’t shoot it, you

Might hit us!

The creature takes in its surroundings, deciding whom to go for. It scrapes its hand-blade along its other hand-blade, sharpening it. Brooks sees a crowbar on the ground, and seizes it. He wields it like a sword, ready for defence. The second creature lands behind him, and he swerves to defend himself. But not in time. The beast thrusts forward one of its hand-blades, impaling him and lifting him off his feet a little.

ANNE

NO!

The monster leaps into the air and disappears into the ceiling. Blood drips from where it disappeared. 

ANNE

You son-of-a-bitch!

Warren shoots at the one in the middle, missing once, and hitting a second time. The beast launches itself at Warren, who keeps firing. Sal gets out of the way, and Warren dodges at the last minute. The creature just misses him, but swivels around in an instant, slicing with its hand-blade. The blade slices into Warren’s arm, and he yells in pain and fury. The gun falls out of his hand and skims across the floor. Jacob fires, but the second monster leaps down in front of him. Jacob fires, but the creature pays no notice to its wound. It attacks, knocking Jacob’s weapon to the floor. Jacob falls on his back, and rolls to avoid a blade that slices into the ground. Jacob grabs his gun, and stands. 

Anne grabs Warren’s discarded gun. Jacobs’s monster appears unable to remove its blade from the floor. Both warriors stand and take aim. Both monsters stare at their enemy. They fire, hitting each monster in the head. The brutes collapse. Warren struggles to get up, and Sal helps him. 

JACOB

(To Sal) 

Feel free to

Help at any time!

Warren moans in agony.

JACOB

Can you walk?

WARREN

Yeah, leave me alone.

I can stand.

Anne backs against a wall, and slowly slides down it. She wears an expression of grief. 

ANNE

Damnit, Brooks.

JACOB

Anne. We have to go.

ANNE

Yeah. I know. 

She slowly gets up. 

SAL

Wait, where’s the other

Guy?

JACOB

Brooks is dead.

SAL

No, the British guy.

ANNE

Vincent?

Jacob and Anne both look to the now torn off door.

INT. ABBOT PRISON-OLD ROOM

This room is very, very old. It seems to have been abandoned for years. The walls are grey and dusty, and the floorboards creak as Vincent enters. The crumbly ceiling is barely held up, helped by a single wooden pillar. Two feet from it is a wooden table and one chair, both covered with cobwebs. Above the table is a wrinkled, torn old poster, with a picture of Three nazis, the US flag in the corner, and large, bold threatening words saying, ‘THEY’RE WATCHING YOU!’ Vincent enters, cautiously. He sees something on the floor, and picks it up. It is a fire axe. He smiles as he runs his finger along the rusty metal blade. He walks over to the table. On the table is a wallet, some old rifle bullets, a cigar case, an old military cap, a miniature U.S flag…and an old firing rifle. Vincent lays the axe on the table, favouring the rifle. He picks it up, and cocks it. He turns, and stares around the room, checking for any wall up. He sees a wooden, flimsy door, and walks towards it. His hand curls around the doorknob, but then he hears a heavy creaking beyond the door. He steps back with the door, aiming his rifle at it in case something breaks through. He waits, breathing heavily. Close up on the door. Light breaks through the bottom of it. End close up. Vincent starts to lower his gun. Close up on the door. The light at the bottom starts to be taken up by a large shadow behind it. We hear a soft growling. End close up. Vincent panics, and fires through the door, again, and again, and again. He fires again, and the empty gun clicks in reply. He quickly moves to the desk, and snatches bullets off it. He struggles to find how to load it.

VINCENT

How do you load

This bloody thing?

He succeeds, and aims at the door. The numerous bullet holes show that there is nothing there. He waits.

VINCENT

To hell with it.

Vincent runs towards the door, about to kick it down. Suddenly, he sees the something rise up through the holes, and he stops suddenly. The door is blown off its hinges, straight at Vincent, smashing into him and sending him brutally into the table. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-STAIRWAY

The team move upwards, silently. They come to another door, and enter. We’re in the same room Vincent was. The door and the table lie broken, but Vincent is nowhere to be seen.

ANNE

I don’t even want

To know what happened

Here. 

JACOB

What’s with the poster?

And the (picking it

Up) firing rifle?

SAL

Nobody’s been in the

Basement for twenty years,

Including this place. 

WARREN

Since Abbot was originally

A POW camp, that explains

The posters, and they would

Have had firing squad executions.

JACOB

Here.

Jacob throws Warren the rifle. 

ANNE

Think Vincent came

Through here?

Jacob looks down at the broken door. On it, he sees specks of blood.

JACOB

Yeah. I think he did.

SAL

Can we please just

Keep moving? 

A sudden, deep scream is heard from far off. They run through the doorway.

INT. ABBOT PRISON-COFFIN ROOM

A long room, with floorboards and grey walls like the room before it. Machines, like vices, are against the wall, and there are tables with hammers, nails and other things. There is another door at the end of the room, and a light dripping sound from a broken pipe above. Cobwebs hand everywhere. In the middle is a single wooden pillar, with Vincent tied to it at the hands. There is a blindfold around his eyes. He struggles violently, and we notice his shirt has been torn open, leaving a bloody wound. Jacob takes a step towards him, and Vincent stops struggling when he hears him approach.

VINCENT

Wait, don’t come any

Closer! Just stay!

ANNE

Vincent?

VINCENT

What? You can talk

Now?

ANNE

Vincent!

VINCENT

(Beat) Anne? Anne, is

That you? 

JACOB

We’re here to…well,

Actually, we’re here to

Escape. You’re an accident.

VINCENT

Get these off me!

Before it comes back!

JACOB

(Sighing) OK.

Jacob picks up a hacksaw from a nearby vice and moves over to Vincent. As he prepares to cut the ropes, we hear the voices again. Reflection Jacob appears behind his flesh and blood friend.

REFLECTION JACOB

Why are you helping

This guy? He ran out on

You. Brooks might be alive

If he had decided to

Think about anyone other

Then himself. 

Shannon appears on the opposite side of Jacobs shoulder.

SHANNON

Release him, J. He’ll

Just die here. You know

That.

REFLECTION JACOB

Mooching off you for

Protection, then vanishing

When the first hint of

Responsibility strikes the

Horizon. 

SHANNON

He was scared. He did

What his gut told

Him. I know you
Don’t get scared, J. At

Least not in situations

Like this. 

VINCENT

What’s the hold-up?

SHANNON

But remember

When you were scared? 

You did what he did.

You ran and hid. Moved

To your cousins for

A week. I was torn

Up. All because you

Found out I was pregnant.

The monsters you can stomach. 

REFLECTION JACOB

Old news, old news. This

Is a matter of life and

Death. You want this guy,

This leeching parasite, to

Run again and endanger you

All? Is that what you want?

SHANNON

J…

Jacob prepares to cut the rope. Sweat lashes off him as he makes his decision. 

VINCENT

Hurry!

ANNE

What are you waiting

For?

JACOB

I’m waiting…I’m

Waiting…

Jacob makes his decision. He drops the hacksaw.

JACOB

For him to get some

Guts and not to act

Like some weak little

Coward, ‘cause he’s not,

He’s a killer.

ANNE

What?

JACOB

Why bother, Anne? He can’t

Help us. Nothing can

Help us. Let him stay

Here. Let him rot.

Jacob moves towards the exit door. Vincent is suitably terrified.

VINCENT

You’re insane!

JACOB

That’s what they tell me.

VINCENT

Anne, untie me! Now!

Anne? Sal? 

(Beat, quietly, distastefully)

 Warren?

Anne moves towards him.

ANNE

I’ve got ya, tough

Guy (!).

Anne reaches him.

VINCENT

Get this blindfold off.

ANNE

OK…

She stands in front of him, taking off the blindfold.

ANNE

There.

VINCENT

Thanks.

Two firing rifles let out a double blast of bullets. Jacob turns. Close up on: Firing rifle bullet cartridges falling to the floor. End close up. Jacob looks over to Anne and Vincent. Blood slowly runs from two bullet holes in Anne’s back. She drops to the floor on her side, lifeless. 

VINCENT

It’s here!

Jacob turns to see where the shots were fired. There are two holes in the grey wall, and suddenly, the wall explodes open, chunks of bricks, debris and asbestos flies in all directions. A brick fired forward wallops Vincent viciously in the gut. When the dust clears, we see what Vincent is terrified of. There is a massive creature, two feet taller then Jacob. It’s hunched over, its skin a dark green. It’s shirtless with dark trousers and heavy black military boots. It’s bald, with sharp, monstrous teeth and a filthy blindfold on. Long, sharp black porcupine-like spines rise out of its back in a massive clump, and it holds a firing rifle in each of its muscular, inhuman claws. This beast, an apparent reincarnation of an old firing squad, is known as The Marksman. It growls threateningly. 

JACOB

Anne? 

She remains lifeless, still, cold. Jacob pays no attention to the world around him, weighed down with the guilt of indirectly killing Anne. Vincent is now beyond panic; he struggles violently, ripping at his ropes like a wild animal. The Marksman roars triumphantly. Jacob is jolted back to reality by the brutal sound. The Marksman raises its guns. Warren fires a shot with one hand, weakened, but the bullet still manages to lay a hole in The Marksman’s chest. It turns in the direction of the shot, but still seems not to notice Jacob. It raises its weapons.

VINCENT

Jacob, shoot it!

The buggers so big

You can’t miss!

Jacob doesn’t fire, instead creeping past the Marksman, barely making a sound.

VINCENT

Jacob!

JACOB

(Under his breath)

It can’t see you.

It hears you. Be

Quiet.

The monstrosity fires at Warren and Sal, who break apart, firing rapidly. Sal fires his shotgun, pummelling the monsters chest full of led. It’s knocked back slightly, and Sal starts moving closer, shooting every two steps, knocking it back further. Suddenly, the Marksman reaches out, thrashing Sal on the shoulder with its rifle and sending him to the ground it gets ready to fire, when suddenly, its distracted by Jacob.

JACOB

Over here, you son

Of a-

Jacobs voice is drowned out by his own firing. He empties all the bullets into the creature, and looks around for a weapon, any weapon.

VINCENT

Untie me!

Jacob looks, and sees something useful on a dusty table: A chainsaw. He moves towards, but two shots are laid into the table, and it collapses. Jacob remains still, but the Marksman has him right in his crosshairs. Moving means certain death. All is silent. Only the vague dripping is heard. Sal starts to get up, but Jacob signals to stay where he is. The dripping continues. A pause. Then, Warren breaks the silence by letting out a shot with his rifle. The Marksman reacts instantly, but Warren didn’t shoot at The Marksman. He has fired at the dripping pipe. The pipe bursts open in a shower of rushing water, and The Marksman bellows, confused by the noise. Jacob starts up the chainsaw, and breaks through the falling water, tearing it across the chest of the creature and spewing black blood over himself. He slices again, tearing off an arm. The Marksman drops the rifle in the remaining arm, and grabs Jacob by the neck, raising him up a little, and shaking him so the chainsaw is dropped. Sal leaps up, and fires. The Marksman’s arm blows apart in a shower of gore and torn muscle. Jacob drops to the ground. Sal tries to fire, but he’s now out of ammo. Warren fires but the bullets have little or no effect. The Marksman puts his foot on Jacobs’s chest, holding him there, crushing him. As Jacob yells in pain, Vincent kicks the chainsaw towards him.

VINCENT

Tear up the godamn

Bastard!

Jacob grabs it by the cord, starts it as he pulls it, and slashes it upwards, splitting Marksman’s head open at the middle. The contents of The Marksman’s head splash into Jacobs face. The Marksman falls backwards into the wall with a heavy thud. Jacob lies on the ground, exhausted and sweating profusely. Sal sighs in relief. Vincent, amidst all the chaos, starts to snigger, and then he laughs loudly and insanely. 

JACOB

What the hell is

So funny?

Vincent doesn’t answer, and only laughs. Then Sal joins him. Warren laughs with them as well. Jacob, caught in the gleeful insanity of the moment, laughs as well. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-V BLOCK

There are now over ten inmate bodies strewn about, bloody and mangled. Also, the bodies of some blade-monsters are also there, as well as a few guards, indicating a huge battle. Among the bodies are weapons such as axes, guns, batons and other, homemade weapons. Hardgrave is knelt down beside a body. We close up on him, and we see that the inmate is not actually dead. He is barely alive, with two bullet wounds in his back. Hardgrave reaches down medically, and places his hand over the inmate’s nose and mouth, holding them. The inmate is too injured to fight back, and struggles to breath. Hardgrave tightens his grip, and waits until the body lays still. 

Thomas comes out of the control room, holding his shotgun. 

HARDGRAVE

Just cleaning up,

Thomas. Shame, lot of

Good men died here.

(Turning his head) The

Guards, of course.

THOMAS

Of course. 

HARDGRAVE

Well, no point just

Dilly-dallying around

Here. Lets broadcast

The message again and see

If they are any more

To come.

THOMAS

Sir, the inmates and

Guards are either dead

Or dying. Abbot is…

Cleansed. Only a few groups

Remain outside, now, I must

Urge you, we have to

Leave.

HARDGRAVE

(Beat) Leave? What

d’you mean?

THOMAS

Theres a boat. Down at

The docks. The storm

Is almost over. We could

Get to it.

HARDGRAVE

Thomas, when exactly

Did I give you the impression

That we were leaving?

Thomas stares.

HARDGRAVE

We can’t leave. Nothing

Is. Even if we did,

This sort of thing is

Happening all over the

World. Leaving is not

An option. This is

Doomsday. We’re not meant

To live. Those demons will

Get to us sooner or later.

THOMAS

What if…they don’t?

HARDGRAVE

Well, then we do it

Ourselves. Its how

It’s meant to be, Thomas.

Damn shame, I have to

Admit. You’re a good

Man. Young man. Should have

Your whole life ahead of

You. But, we’re not exactly

In control of when we die,

Now, do we?

THOMAS

I don’t want to die

Here. I’m not going

To die here. 

HARDGRAVE

Everyone dies, Thomas.

It’s the one thing we

All have in common.

Hardgrave goes past Thomas into the control room. Thomas stares at the ground helplessly. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-COFFIN ROOM

Jacob dips his face into the torrent of water spilling from the pipe onto the floor. The blood washes away onto the floorboards. He starts to wash the blood away from his hands, and suddenly, we flashback to a living room. We see Shannon, dead, and Jacobs bloody hands.

SHANNON

(o.s)

Jacob! Stop!

COREY

Dad!

Jacobs’s younger son, Jake.

JAKE

No, daddy, stop it!

Jacob snaps back to reality. 

SAL

Jacob!

Jacob turns.

SAL

You OK?

JACOB

I’m fine. 

Close-up on: Warren and Vincent. They sit at the other end of the room. Warren offers Vincent a cigarette. He accepts, letting Warren light it.

VINCENT

Thanks.

WARREN

God. I don’t believe

This is happening.

VINCENT

I always expected to

Buy it on this rock.

But by other inmates.

Guards. Probably you.

Not like this.

WARREN

I know what you mean.

Man, this is the most

Dangerous prison on

Earth. Every so often,

Someone gets killed. 

Either a guard, or an inmate.

Scary thought. I’ve served here

Since I was 24. A place where

People are killed every month.

But I was never really afraid.

But right now…I have never
Been so godamn scared in my

Life. 

VINCENT

I hear that. 

WARREN

Do you think any of

Us will make it out

Of here? 

VINCENT

Why ask me? I’m

Just another filthy inmate.

Vincent gets up and walks away, leaving Warren on his own. Close up on: Jacob. Jacob washes away the last spray of blood from his face. 

Suddenly, reflection Jacob pokes his front half out of the water. He seems to be made from it.

REFLECTION JACOB

You’re doing well, J.

JACOB

(Under his breath)

Stop this. Leave me.

REFLECTION JACOB

I can’t leave, J. Anger

Doesn’t just pack its bags

And leave, I’ll always be here

To help you.

JACOB

I don’t need your help!

REFLECTION JACOB

Careful there, J.

You do need me. OK,

We’re doing great together.

Everything is all happening

Like it’s meant to. You will

Be a survivor in this, J.

JACOB

Just stop talking to me!

REFLECTION JACOB

We’re friends, J. You

And me, we’re as inseparable

As a man and his shadow.

Jacob reaches out to touch reflection Jacob.

JACOB

But you can’t really

Be here…?

His hand passes through running water.

REFLECTION JACOB

Can’t touch you, you

Can’t touch me. So you

Can’t make me go away.

JACOB

I’LL FIND A WAY!

The others stare at him. Reflection Jacob has disappeared. A pause.

JACOB

Sorry. (Beat)

Sal, that door

Leads to V-Block?

SAL

Yeah…it should.

Jacob goes out the door.

VINCENT

(Beat)

Did he just go crazy

And run away?

Sal shakes his head and follows. Warren does the same.

VINCENT

What?

Vincent sighs and follows. The water continues to flow from the pipes, washing blood down through the floorboards. In a sudden flash, we see a glimpse of a large, dark green shape blurring by the water, running past it with a growl.

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CORRIDOR 

The survivors go through the door into another corridor. There is a huge splatter of blood against the wall, and below it is the bottom half of an inmate. Two more guards lie dead across the room. There is only one door, at the end of the hall. 

SAL

That door leads outside,

Then, its barely anything

To get to V-Block.

VINCENT

If we’re so close to

Outside, then why 

Don’t we just leave?

WARREN

We have our orders.

VINCENT

Our orders? I’m

An inmate. I wasn’t

Given any orders. Jacob,

Come on, lets just get

To the docks.

SAL

He’s right.

WARREN

Sal?

SAL

This place is finished.

Why risk more life

Just because of orders?

WARREN

We…we just…

VINCENT

Jacob, tell him. 

JACOB

I don’t want to risk

It.

SAL

Come on, Jacob. Why 

Would it be a risk?

JACOB

Because for one,

We don’t even know

If there is a boat.

The docks might be

Crawling with those

Monsters. With this

Warden guy, we might

Stand a chance at

Getting out.

They reach the door.

EXT. ABBOT PRISON-OUTSIDE PENS

There are about five large chain link pens on opposite sides. All of them contain weights and outside tables. Blood is splattered on the ground, and the dead bodies of inmates trying to escape are littered everywhere. Dead creature bodies as well. Up ahead, one of the pens has a fire burning inside it. The sky is dark, and the storm is calming down. It is still windy, but there is only a light drizzle now. The group move through the pens, until they reach one. Inside are three inmates, Chico, Dennis and Slick, with dead monster bodies strewn around them. They are covered with bruises and cuts. Chico calls out as they enter.

CHICO

Hey, Vincent!

VINCENT

Chico!

The group walk up to the inmates, with Vincent squaring off to Chico.

VINCENT

Well…didn’t think

I’d be seeing you

Again.

CHICO

Think again. Vincent, you got

A lot of nerve to show

Your dirty face around here.

 VINCENT

Old news, Chico. In case

You haven’t noticed, Abbot

Is done. This place doesn’t

Belong to you now. 

CHICO

I always ruled on the

Inside, Vincent. I still

Do, these things ain’t so

Tough. Dennis and Slick

Here, they do well in

Fights. Never lose.

Understand, amigo? 

VINCENT

What happened to most

Of your gang? I think

Those poor bastards

Are back there, lying

In bits and pieces.

You don’t know when to

Quit.

SLICK

And you don’t know

What side you’re on,

Do you? Brother, you

Ain’t got a clue what

Alliance means, you teamin’

With guards and shit. 

What’s wrong with you?

CHICO

Maybe we should teach

You a lesson, huh?

VINCENT

Sounds good to me.

SAL

Please. We’re very close

To true stupidity, here.

SLICK

No one asked you, 

Janitor.

CHICO

Vincent, you try

To rally your own gang,

Fight against my boys. 

Well it didn’t work, and

You’re just sore about-

VINCENT

I could’ve, anytime I-

WARREN

Inmate scum, you don’t

Have a clue what you-

They all burst into argument at once, blaming each other and insulting each other. 

CHICO

You know what I’m

Thinking? I’m thinking

We blow a hole in your gut,

That’s what I’m thinking.

But what do you think?

JACOB

You want to know what

I think? 

REFLECTION JACOB

(o.s)

Kill him. Kill them all.

JACOB

I think…we should…

SHANNON

(o.s)

Walk away, try to walk

Away…

JACOB

Walk away. Forget about

It. You can run your

Deserted prison. 

CHICO

Son of a bitch!

Chico raises his gun, but Jacob grabs him by the arm, and twists it brutally. There is a dry snap, and Chico backs away in pain.

CHICO

Oh god! What did you

Do?

JACOB

Try defending yourself

Now. We’re leaving

Carnate. I suggest you

Do the same.

SLICK

Shit, man, what did

You do? You crazy or

Something?

JACOB

That’s what they tell

Me.

VINCENT

Bye, Chico.

The group start to leave.

CHICO

You…piece…of SHIT!

Chico raises a gun in his good hand, and fires. He hits nothing but air. Sal turns.

SAL

I’d watch that temper.

The group go through another pen, and disappear from sight. 

DENNIS

Oh, man, Chico, you

OK?

SLICK

Man, that inmate

Is screwed up!

DENNIS

We should leave, though.

What if more of those

Things turn up?

CHICO

Then we blow their heads, off

Just like we-ahh!

Chico leans against a table.

MONSTER POV

A blurred vision, with living things standing out more then objects. We hear a deep heartbeat, and Chico talking. The monster appears to be on a wall, just above Chico and his gang. 

DENNIS

You sure you OK, Chico?

We rush quickly down the wall, landing behind Dennis. 

END MONSTER POV

Dennis turns, and we see a dark green hand with sharp black claws. The hand slashes forward into Dennis, and his blood splatters on the floor. Slick panics, firing, while Chico crawls away on his back, his gun out. 

SLICK

Die, you piece of-

The beast strikes again. Slick is lifted up, and the camera drags away from him to focus on Chico, crawling away in terror. We hear a guttural scream and the sound of ripping flesh as Slick is torn apart. Chico finds a bench press and hides behind it. He hides, crouched, in terror. We start to hear heavy footsteps approaching, getting louder as the creature draws nearer. Then, the footsteps stop. A long pause follows. We start to hear heavy breathing. The suspense is too much for Chico, who rises up, turns and uses his good arm to aim his gun. A claw swipes from out of nowhere, slicing into Chico’s hand. Chico examines the bleeding stub where his hand was in terror.

CHICO

Oh god!

The claw swipes again. Close up on: a chain link wall. All we hear is Chico screaming as blood splatters the chain link, but his horrified screams continue as we cut sharply to-

INT. ABBOT PRISON-CORRIDOR TO V-BLOCK

The group enter, again encountering more dead bodies from inmates, guards and monsters. 

SAL

That’s it. We’re

Here.

WARREN

Thank god.

They enter. 

INT. ABBOT PRISON-V-BLOCK

They enter, immediately noticing the carnage.

VINCENT

Bloody hell…

JACOB

What the hell happened?

HARDGRAVE

(o.s)

Big ol’ battle, boys.

The team look to Hardgrave, approaching with Thomas behind him.

HARDGRAVE

Since the inmates

Escaped, everyone’s been 

Fighting. Inmates kill

Guards, monsters kill 

Inmates, inmates kill

Other inmates and guards

Kill monsters. Warren.

WARREN

Sir. 

HARDGRAVE

And the janitor! Sal Mason,

Isn’t it? Well, that’s

Good survival instinct.

I didn’t expect you to

Live this long.

JACOB

We keep together.

HARDGRAVE

Yes. That’s what’s unusual.

Guards, inmates, a janitor.

Quite a colourful bunch.

Right, Thomas?

THOMAS

Yes, it is sir.

HARDGRAVE

Oh, how rude of me.

This is my associate,

Thomas Meers. Takes orders.

Nice guy. God-fearing man.

JACOB

Is there any other kind?

HARDGRAVE

Oh, yes. There are

 God-fearing men (Taking

Out a gun) and then there

Are men who fear me. 

WARREN

What are doing?

Jacob moves, but Thomas has his shotgun trained on him.

THOMAS

Make a move you’ll

Be the first one to

Die.

HARDGRAVE

Turn around and get

On your knees with your

Hands behind your back.

Jacob and Vincent obey.

HARDGRAVE

Good work on escorting

Them here, Warren. 

WARREN

Sir, what the hell

Are you doing? 

HARDGRAVE

Cleansing the island.

It’s the only way. We

Have to kill them. 

WARREN

Are you insane? Thomas,

You have half a brain,

Do something!

THOMAS

We all have our orders.

SAL

For gods sake, this

Is murder! How can you

Justify this?

HARDGRAVE

I don’t need to explain my

Actions to you, caretaker!

WARREN

This is insanity! 

HARDGRAVE

This is judgement day!

SAL

No, I’ve had enough.

Sal moves towards Hardgrave, and reaches for his gun. Hardgrave knocks him back with ease, and then points his gun right at him. 

HARDGRAVE

Earle! Lawbridge! Preston!

Earle, Lawbridge and Preston are guards, and they run out of the control room, each with revolvers in hand. 

VINCENT

You can’t do this.

HARDGRAVE

I am!

Hardgrave holds the gun to Vincent’s head.

HARDGRAVE

God works in mysterious

Ways. So do I. 

Suddenly, Lawbridge screams. They all turn to see Lawbridge with a blade sticking out of his chest. A blade-monster is right behind him. Suddenly, we hear screeches from everywhere. Everyone groans in agony at the piercing sound. There is a brief moment of silence, like the calm before the storm. Then, the battle begins. Ten blade-monsters appear from above, leaping down. Hardgrave, Thomas, Earle, Preston and Warren shoot upwards, felling two of them. They land, and one swings its blade, slicing into Preston’s gut. Earle takes it out, before being struck from behind. They fight, shooting, killing. Jacob and Vincent stand, and dodge slicing blades as they race towards the guards’ bodies. Jacob steals Earles gun, turns and fires as a blade-monster attacks. It’s knocked back, and Jacob fires again, this time hitting the head and killing it for good. Vincent steals Lawbridges gun, and Prestons. Wielding two revolvers, Vincent stands, and fires.

VINCENT

DIE, YOU BASTARDS!

Sal manages to grab the gun of a dead guard, and fires. He sees one particularly large blade-monster. It races towards him, and he fires. It manages to deflect each one of his bullets with its blades, until he runs out of ammo.

SAL

Godamnit! 

He checks to see if any ammo is left, and when he looks up, the blade-monster reaches him, and swings it blade gracefully, cutting through his neck like it was butter. Sal’s head flies from the body, hitting the floor and rolling to a halt. His body crumples, and Warren looks to see what has just happened.

WARREN

Sal!

Warren faces off with the large blade-monster. His cocks his rifle, aims it, and fires as the creature launches itself like a rocket at him. The bullet hits the mark. The brute stumbles forward onto the ground, dead. Jacob takes out the last monster, and turns…to see Hardgraves gun pointed at his face. 

HARDGRAVE

Drop it. All of you.

They obey, except, of course, for Thomas.

HARDGRAVE

Line up. Thomas,

Tie their hands up.

THOMAS

(Shaking his head)

No. I won’t.

HARDGRAVE

What?

Thomas cocks his shotgun, aiming at Hardgrave. 

THOMAS

You heard me.

HARDGRAVE

Doesn’t mean a thing

To me, Thomas. This

Is meant to be.

A dead blade-monster behind Hardgrave twitches.

HARDGRAVE

Death isn’t a problem.

THOMAS

Put the gun down.

HARDGRAVE

You know I’m not afraid.

THOMAS

I know that you’re

Sweating.

HARDGRAVE

I guess this all depends…

Who pulls the trigger

First?

A ‘dead’ blade-monster starts to get up. Everyone notices but Hardgrave.

HARDGRAVE

Pull that trigger and

You’ll blow him to

Pieces too.

JACOB

I’m painfully aware of

That.

THOMAS

This isn’t about him.

JACOB

Sure feels like it.

HARDGRAVE

Then what is it about?

THOMAS

The line between faith

And insanity. If that line

Didn’t exist we wouldn’t

Be here. 

HARDGRAVE

Who do you choose?

The inmate? The killer?

JACOB

Put it down, Thomas.

HARDGRAVE

Put it down.

Thomas slowly puts the shotgun down. Hardgrave swiftly pull out a knife, presses it to Jacobs throat and aims his gun at Thomas instead.

HARDGRAVE

Drop it.

He does. Everyone notices as the blade-monster rises up behind Hardgrave, who is oblivious.

HARDGRAVE

Now you’ll all

Line up, get ready for

Death, and then, you’ll

Be judged. This is the

Time of retribution, the

Time of holy reckoning. 

This is the hour of hours.

My hour! 

The blade-monster thrusts its blade forward with a shriek, jabbing it into Hardgraves side. Hardgrave roars in agony, turns, and shoots it in the head. The others quickly seize their weapons, and aim at Hardgrave. 

HARDGRAVE

The time…of retribution!

I’ll be saved! 

WARREN

You did this. You killed

These people. You’re why

Sal is dead. You sick shit!

He walks up to Hardgrave and swings his rifle, striking his head. He aims the rifles, and pulls the trigger, only to hear it click.

WARREN

You’re lucky.

Warren backs away to join the others.

JACOB

This was a dead end.

Lets get to the docks.

That’s our last chance.

VINCENT

What about him?

JACOB

He’s not going anywhere.

Suddenly, a huge creature lands behind Hardgrave. They all stare at the monster; A brutish, hulking dark green beast. It has two massive black claws, stained with blood. It appears to have tattoos covering its entire body, ancient forms of demonic inscriptions, but on closer inspection they appear to have been cut there. Its mouth is a gaping, bloody maw filled with small, jagged teeth. Most of the skin around its mouth and eyes appear to have been ripped off, giving the impression that it has no eyes. It stands at two feet taller then a normal man, and small, thin dark spines jab out of its back. This is the most brutal, merciless monster on the island. It is called The Hunter. It roars, an echoing, vibrating resonance. Hardgrave turns to face it, and the Hunter opens its mouth, allowing a thick stream of hot breath to pour into his face. 

HARDGRAVE

The true apocalypse…here…its

Started.

He smiles like a child in a sweet shop.

HARDGRAVE

I’m only glad I lived

To see it.

With a short grunt, the Hunter drives its right claw forward, plunging it deep into Hardgraves gut. Blood bubbles out of his mouth, and The Hunter carelessly tosses his body like a rag doll. Hardgrave is thrown across the block into the control room window. The glass is bullet proof, so it doesn’t shatter, but leaves a large, web-like crack. Hardgraves body hits the floor with a weighty thud. 

JACOB

Kill it!

They all fire, but the vicious creature moves faster then it looks. It slices through the air past them, and as it does it extends a claw and tear into the side of Warren, who screams in incredible agony. The wound is wide open, and blood drip onto the ground. The Hunter turns, looking at each one of its intended victims. Jacob helps Warren. 

THOMAS

What now?

JACOB

We run.

They run for the way they came in, but The Hunter follows them. Thomas turns, and blasts it in the chest with his shotgun, sending it back. 

JACOB

Come on!

THOMAS

I’ve got it, you go!

Jacob painfully turns away, and they leave. Thomas is now along with the creature. The Hunter strides towards him, and Thomas fires, only to be met with a clicking sound. Despair dawns on Thomas’ face. He sees a crowbar on the body of a dead inmate nearby. He seizes it, and holds it like a baseball bat. 

THOMAS

Come on…

Thomas lets out a primal scream as he swings the crowbar. The Hunter easily knocks it aside. It seizes Thomas by the throat, and raises him up. Thomas struggles helplessly against the creatures might. The Hunter holds Thomas close, as if studying him. Jacob yells something up ahead, and The Hunter decides it doesn’t have time for Thomas. It drops him carelessly and moves on. Thomas slowly gets up, and snatches the crowbar again.

THOMAS

Coward! Don’t run

Away from me!

Thomas runs forward, and plunges the crowbar into The Hunters back, just beside its spine. 

THOMAS

Just die! 

The Hunter howls in pain, and spins around to face Thomas, who suddenly wears a look of regret. The Hunter cuts its claws into Thomas’ gut. It’s so close that its hot breath pours out of its mouth into Thomas’ face. It opens its mouth fully, and sinks its teeth into Thomas’ shoulder. It bites down hard, and rips its head upwards, taking most of Thomas’ shoulder with it. The fiend gulps down the flesh and moves through the door, discarding Thomas’ body like trash. We close up on Thomas’ lifeless face, cold with blank, staring eyes, the face of a man who sacrificed everything to give the others some extra time. 

EXT. ABBOT PRISON-OUTSIDE PENS

The group race through the pens, Warren with one arm over Jacobs shoulder. They reach the end of the pens, and looks out into the woods, dark, and foreboding, with massive, thick trunk trees. 

WARREN

Wait, wait, stop.

We can’t just rush 

Straight in. We’d 

Get lost. 

VINCENT

What’d you suggest

We do? 

WARREN

There’s a pathway. 

We take the pathway

To a cabin, a little

Cabin. James used to

Go there when he didn’t

Have a shift. His car

Is probably there.

We can get to it.

JACOB

How?

WARREN

(Breaking away from Jacob)

Follow me. 

Warren limps into the forest, followed by the others. 

WARREN

Down this way.

EXT. CARNATE ISLAND-WOODS

There is a clearing, in which a little, flimsy wooden cabin stands. It looks like a simple breeze might knock it over. Next to it is an old used black car, nothing special. Warren, Jacob and Vincent enter the clearing. 

JACOB

Where you were right,

But how do we start

It?

Vincent walks up and breaks a window with ease. He gets into the drivers seat and starts fiddling with wires. Eventually, he gets it right, and the car growls to life. 

VINCENT

We’re live and in

Colour, people. 

JACOB

Let me drive. Warren,

Get in the back. You

Need to lie down.

VINCENT

Why do you get to

Drive? 

WARREN

Because you were arrested

When you crashed a car.

VINCENT

I was being chased-

JACOB

Just get into the other

Seat. 

Vincent reluctantly moves into the other seat, and Warren gets into the back. Jacob closes the door. Suddenly, there is a massive thud on the roof, which almost gives way. 

EXT. CAR

The Hunter is on top of the car, growling furiously, the crowbar still lodged in its back. 

INT. CAR

WARREN

Push it!

EXT. CAR

The car suddenly zooms off at top speed, and The Hunter falls off the back. The car bumps up and down the rocky path brutally at rapid speed.

INT. CAR

The group are violently hurled around as Jacob pushes the car to its limits. He peeks a look in the side mirror to see if The Hunter is still chasing them, but sees something worse: Reflection Jacob, with a sadistic grin slashed across his face.

REFLECTION JACOB

Now you can’t help

But wonder, J, if you’d

Be in this situation

If you’d listen to me

All along. 

JACOB

Shut up. Shut up.

VINCENT

What?

REFLECTION JACOB

Now, J, manners. If

You’d actually done as

I said you could be

Home already. 

JACOB

The others would be

Dead. 

REFLECTION JACOB

But would you? Its

All about listening, J,

And you really need to

Learn to listen. Surprising,

You’re not much of a talker.

JACOB

Leave me alone.

WARREN

Jacob, the road!

JACOB

All right! All right!

There is a heavy thud on the roof. Warren and Vincent look petrified, but Jacob is too wrapped up in his own insanity to notice the thud…or the road.

REFLECTION JACOB

Its all about listening

And choosing, J. The right

Choice may not seem like

The right one at the time

But you desperately

Need to look deeper. 

Jacob looks to the rear view mirror, and Shannon appears in it.

SHANNON

He’s right about one

Thing, J, you do need

To look deeper. Like try

Looking deeper then

Your own needs, for once!

I’m trying to save. He’s

Trying to save himself.

JACOB

What?

A massive claw ploughs through a section of the roof. Vincent shoots through the roof at it.

SHANNON

You need to stop being

So trapped, J. You’ve always

Been trapped. By him. 

But don’t listen

To him anymore-

REFLECTION JACOB

No, J, don’t listen

To that bitch. She’ll

Screw you over again,

 Like she did before-

SHANNON

I was trapped, J.

I needed out. Corey

Never forgave you

For the jail time

You did. I didn’t

Want a third child

To know the angry

Side of you, J. The

Side you knew would

Come out.

REFLECTION JACOB

Anger is a part of

Us. Its what drives us.

You can’t ignore, you

Can’t stop listening-

SHANNON

I know you didn’t

Mean to hurt me or

The kids. But anger is

What got you here.

Anger is what killed

Me. Not you. Don’t

Listen to it.

RELFECTION JACOB

Don’t do it, J. You

Can’t do this. Come

On, J. I didn’t

Kill her, only gave

A whisper.

SHANNON

He was in control,

J. But he is

Right. You can’t

Stop listening to

Him.

JACOB

What?

SHANNON

But you can make a

Choice. Make the right

One, J. Goodbye. I

Love you.

Shannon disappears.

JACOB

Shannon…?

Vincent continues to shoot, barely keeping the creature at bay. More roof is torn off. 

REFLECTION JACOB

Just us now, buddy.

Make a choice. Keep

With me. We’ll go

Far.

JACOB

As far as here. Without

Her…I wouldn’t have

Gone any farther…

REFLECTION JACOB

What are doing? 

JACOB

All right then. I’ve

Made a choice. 

REFLECTION JACOB

Wait, DON’T!

JACOB

GO TO HELL!

Jacob lets one fist free, punches forward. He smashes the side mirror into pieces. He looks back to the road, just in time to see a wooden fence in front of a cliff. 

JACOB

Oh…shit!

ACT 3

EXT. CAR

Sound is drained from the scene. The fence snaps apart like it was made of toothpicks, and the car, in slow motion, steers off the 5-metre high cliff over a sandy beach with slimy wet rocks laid out in a line stretching all around the coast. The Hunter falls in front of the car, and hits the beach first, crashing onto the rocks before hitting the water, disappearing from sight. Sound returns as the car smashes into the shore, thudding clumsily along until twisting on its side and landing on its roof. 

EXT. CARNATE ISLAND-SHORE

The car lies in ruins. Vincent worms his way out of the window, while Jacob, exhausted, escapes out the broken down door. They stand, each bloody and bruised. They take a moment to catch their breath.

JACOB

Warren? (Beat) Warren!

WARREN

I’m here…

Jacob tries to squeeze into the backseat, cutting himself on broken glass, to find Warren. He does. Warren is broken into the wreck of the car, with a deep gash in his forehead, a bloody lip and bruises all over. He speaks in a strained voice, with his hand over his stomach.

WARREN

Thanks, inmate.

JACOB

What for?

WARREN

For getting me this

Far. 

JACOB

What’d mean?

Warren doesn’t answer, only groans in pain. Jacob slowly lifts the arm covering his stomach. It reveals that there is a huge slice of glass embedded in Warren’s gut.

JACOB

Oh no, no. I can’t

Lose another one. Not

Today. Not again. Brooks,

And then James…Anne…Sal,

Thomas. I let them die.

I can’t kill another one.

WARREN

You didn’t. You-(groans)

Just go. Go, godamnit.

You…need…to run. The docks.

Get to the docks. Its

Just…a little way along.

Get going, inmate. 

Warren groans in agony again. His head lays still, his eyes still open. His breathing stops. Jacob, exhausted, injured, and grief stricken, closes his eyes over. He manages to roughly make his way out of the car. 

JACOB

(Beat) Lets get to

The boat. Its just

Up ahead, Warren said.

VINCENT

OK. (Beat) I guess we

Should get moving. 

EXT. CARNATE ISLAND-DOCKS

The docks look pretty much the same as they did at the beginning of the movie, only wetter, more damaged by the storm. However, the small boat is still there, bobbing up and down in the water. Jacob and Vincent, the survivors, walk up the fragile wooden walkway. 

JACOB

You got any bullets

Left?

VINCENT

(Checking) No, I’m

Out. I don’t want

Any more fighting

Anyway.

JACOB

Yeah, lets just leave

This shit-hole. 

They jump on the boat, and Vincent tries to start the motor. 

JACOB

How far is it to

The nearest land?

VINCENT

Carnate is off the 

Coast of Costa Rica.

Shouldn’t be hard trying

To get back. Just a second,

I’ve almost got it. 

Dawn has broken, with a beautiful bright horizon lighting up the ocean. Jacob looks from Carnate to the horizon, and sighs a breath of relief.

VINCENT

I’m tellin’ ya one

Thing, I won’t miss

This place.

He stops trying with the motor for a second, and looks back at Carnate Island.

VINCENT

Hated this place.

For years. 

His hand curls to give Carnate the finger.

VINCENT

Goodbye forever, shit

Palace. You won’t

Be missed. 

The Hunter leaps out of the water suddenly and unexpectedly, right in front of Vincent. It slashes its claw, tearing into Vincent’s flesh and knocking him aside. Jacob looks up in fear. The Hunter turns its attentions to Jacob. He backs away, looking for any short of weapon. It becomes clear that the only weapon he has is himself, so he tries to run. The Hunter leaps beside him, preventing any access to the walkway. Jacob, however, sees a plank of broken wood, torn away from the storm, and lifts it up. He swings it, but its simply smashes as it collides with The Hunters head. The Hunter knocks him down, and moves down into the boat with him. It raises one claw; ready to bring it down, when Jacob kicks upwards, hitting it in the jaw. The Hunter grabs him, and knocks him side to side before letting him fall to the ground again. Suddenly, Vincent is on his feet, grievously injured, but smiling like a madman.

VINCENT

Oh, come on! Just…

Knock me away, go

For him? Oi! Over here!

Yeah, I’m ready for ya!

The Hunter turns, snarling. 

VINCENT

Yeah, that’s it.

Vincent puts his hands in front of his face, like he’s boxing.

VINCENT

Come on, come and

Have a go if you 

Think you’re hard

Enough!

The Hunter isn’t impressed. It strikes, cutting a deep wound down Vincent’s arm. Vincent punches, hitting the beast’s chest. The Hunter barely notices, slashing again, tearing a long wound down his chest. Vincent can barely stand. Jacob notices something: Thomas’ crowbar, still embedded in the back of the creature. Vincent continues to punch and taunt the monster, which slashes at him occasionally. Jacob stands up fully, bruised, injured, but not beaten The Hunter finally grabs Vincent by the throat, and lifts him up, bringing its face close to his.

VINCENT
(Defiantly)

Go to hell!

The Hunter twists its head sideways and bites down on Vincent’s face, caving in both sides with a squirt of blood. It tosses him into the water. Jacob seizes the crowbar, and yanks it out, causing a sudden, brief squirt of blood to erupt from the wound. The Hunter turns, swiping a claw and knocking Jacob to the ground. Jacob still holds the crowbar, and starts to get up again, but The Hunter kicks out, knocking him onto his back. The Hunter roars triumphantly, and clashes its large claws together, readying for the kill.

Jacob seems to have given up, making no effort to stand. He looks up slightly, despair all over his face. But The Hunter is no longer there. At least not to Jacob. Shannon stands in front of him, in her white dress. However, there is some blood splattered on it. She smiles warmly at him. She bends down, holding out her hand to Jacob. For all he wants to say to her, there are no words. He looks at her hand, and nods. Crowbar still in hand, he seizes it violently, hoisting himself up. Shannon disappears in a flash, and is replacing by the snarling Hunter. It is revealed that Jacob has seized The Hunters wrist. He stands up fully, and, screaming like a fierce primal warrior, thrusts the crowbar through The Hunters chin up into its brain. Jacob lets go of the crowbar. Blood slowly slips out of his mouth, and he looks down. The Hunters claw has cut deep into his stomach, just short of the spine. The Hunter slides away, falling down into the water with a heavy splash. 

Jacob sighs, as if this is a minor inconvenience. He sits down, exhausted and mortally wounded. He holds his bloody wound, but cannot stop the flow of blood dripping onto the boat. He sits down, and looks over to the horizon. He does nothing but stare at the sun as it crawls upwards into the sky, illuminating the island. He coughs from time to time, spitting up blood. Then, he smiles, and as he does, his head flops down in front of his chest, his face hidden from view. The sun rises up into the sky slightly more, but the end of it still dips behind the ocean. Jacob’s corpse remains still, inanimate, redeemed before his end. Then, the sun has rises fully into the sky, illuminating Jacob, the docks, Carnate and everything else beneath its gaze.

FADE TO BLACK

THE END
