PROIECT CURLOW

inspired by the story by
D.W Phillips

witten by
Bri an Lee Johnson



EXT. FOREST - N GHT

Early spring. The | eaves are green, the forest lush. But for
all it's beauty the forest is deathly silent. Not one | eaf
stirs. Something isn't right. Not even the crickets are out.
Tw gs SNAP.

Heavy BREATHI NG

TI GHT ON scranbling feet as they CRASH t hrough t he underbrush.
WOOSH' A DARK SHAPE dashes across the frane.

It's a mddl e aged WOVAN dressed in a jogging suit. She's
terrified, out of breath, and her hair is a ness.

After a short distance she sl ows, |ooks behind her, sees
SOVETHI NG, then lets out a terrified SCREAM

She turns, bolts into the forest, and WVE FOLLOW
A SERI ES OF SHOTS

--she ducks under branches

--careens around a tree trunk

--navigates a fallen | og

--gl ances over her shoul der

A REVERSE ANGLE shows us that the SOVETH NG t hat foll ows her
is actually a SQOVEONE.

Shrouded i n shadows we see that the SOVEONE hol ds an odd
shaped GUN in their hand.

The SOVEONE fires the GUN and let’s out a mani acal, cackle
of a LAUGH.

The gun emts an odd RAY OF FOG that slanms into a tree trunk.
The SOVEONE fires the gun again.

One bolt hits the ground behind the woman, another a rock
next to her.

The woman conti nues to run

The two of themcontinue to crash through the forest trees
and t he CAMERA FOLLOWS.

WOVAN
Hel p! Sonebody hel p ne!
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Abruptly she trips. Qut of breath, and too tired to conti nue,
she turns, struggles to her feet, and puts her hands up in
front of her.

WOVAN
Pl ease, please don't hurt ne.

Her pursuer LAUGHS, and steps out of the shadows.

This is DRR EZRA CURLOW dressed in a |l ab coat and hol di ng
t he odd shaped GUN that he points at her.

DR CURLOW
(mani acal | augh)
Say cheese!

--ZAP! - -
The RAY OF FOG sl ans into her.

Suddenly, all is still. The woman has a di stant gl azed over
| ook in her eyes.

DR CURLOW
Now. You're going to stay calm refer
to me as Master, and follow ny every
instruction. Do you understand?

WOVAN
Yes, M. .
(she tw tches)
Yes, Ma..
Anot her twitch

DR. CURLOW
What's that? |'m having trouble
heari ng you.

WOVAN
Ye...yes,
(anot her tw tch)
Ma. . .
DR. CURLOW
(crazed)

Well? Spit it out!

WOVAN
Ye. .. Ye. ..

Frustrated, Dr. Curlow takes a step toward the woman, then
stops. Hs frustration and anger turn to confusion, then
di sgust .



We hear a strange SVELLI NG sound just out of frane.

Dr. Curlow | ooks al armed by the sound. He takes a few steps
back, brings his hands up to shield his face--

SPLAT! Wet, bl ue goo rains down fromthe sky, sone falls on
Dr. Curl ow

He takes a few nore steps backward as he tries to get out of
t he way.

When the shower of goo is over, Dr. Curlow surveys his
surroundi ngs.

An arm dripping the blue goo, sails through the air past
his head. He watches it, then turns his gaze back to--

POV - DR CURLOW

We see a pair of shoes, with a pair of feet in themthat end
in blue gooey stunps just above the ankl es.

One of the stunps tips over.
BACK TO SCENE

Dr. Curlow frowns, |ooks at the RAY GUN, and spots sonme goo
on his sl eeve.

He notices nore on his lab coat, pockets the gun, then sw pes
sonme of the goo off.

DR. CURLOW
. hmmm

He pulls a snmall notebook and pen out of the other pocket on
his |l ab coat and clicks the pen open.

He flips through several pages in the book then scribbles on
one of them

DR. CURLOW
(as he writes)
Experi ment nunber six. Al nost, but
still not right. Adjustnents need to
be made.

He clicks his pen shut, puts the notebook and pen back in

t heir pocket, takes one |last | ook around him then vanishes
back into the forest.

EXT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

A star filled sky fills the frame. W PAN DOMN to a war ehouse
on the outskirts of the city.



A dirt road |leads up to two massive doors. Next to the
war ehouse is a large field.

Dr. Curlow, dressed in a fine suit and overcoat, makes his
way across the field toward the warehouse.

| NT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

Dr. Curlow, wal ks through the near enpty warehouse, he | ooks
around; cauti ous.

DR. CURLOW
Hel | 0?
(nervous | augh)
Anyone hone?

Si | ence.
Dr. Curlow continues into the warehouse.
CLOSE ON his eyes as they dart everywhere.

After a few nore steps a deep RUMBLI NG emanates from al |
around him Dr. Curlow freezes.

A silvery fog lazily creeps across the floor hanging | ow at
about ankl e hei ght.

Dr. Curlow s gaze turns toward a pallet of tarp covered
cont ai ners bl anketed i n shadows.

A DARK SHAPE energes fromthe shadows that surround the
pallet. We can only see the DARK SHAPE s sil houette as it's
just visible via a BACK LIGHT, but it's enough to tell us
this thing isn't human.

DARK SHAPE
(1 nhuman voi ce)
Was the test successful ?

The voice of the DARK FIGURE is stilted and intensely deep.
The words conme out in a herky-jerky paused cadence that only
hei ghtens the otherworldliness of the entire situation.

Dr. Curlow is visibly shaken by the voice that is barely fit
for human ears; all but wi ncing at every word.

DR. CURLOW
Th-There were...conplications.

DARK SHAPE
(1 nhuman voi ce)
Expl ai n.

Sweat begins to trickle down Dr. Curlow s forehead.



DR. CURLOW
Not hing to concern yourself wth
It's nothing I can't fix. I'll keep
my end of the bargain.

DARK SHAPE
(1 nhuman voi ce)
Thi s di sappoi nts us.

DR. CURLOW
| can fix it. I"'mvery close to
perfecting it.

DARK SHAPE
(1 nhuman voi ce)
Prom ses were nmade. Paynents
exchanged.

As if the sweat and w ncing wasn't enough to show us that
the voice wasn't neant for humans, Dr. Curl ow begins to bl eed
fromhis ears. Just a trickle of blood, but it's there.

DR. CURLOW
| haven't forgotten. | know ny
busi ness. | just need nore tine.

There's a short beat, then nore RUMBLI NG acconpani ed by a
strange NO SE that sounds |ike a denonic horn emanating from
the bowel s of the Abyss.

Dr. Curlow covers his ears, glances all around him Eventually
t he strange sounds stop. Dr. Curlow | owers his hands.

DARK SHAPE
(1 nhuman voi ce)
Time is granted. Do not disappoint
us agai n.

DR. CURLOW
| won't. | swear to you, | won't.

Dr. Curlow turns, takes a step, stops then turns back to the
Dar k Shape.

DR. CURLOW
| -1 hate to bother you with such a
mnor trifle, but is there any chance
you coul d renove the evidence again?

He puts on a slight smle.

DR. CURLOW ( CONT' D)
The | ocal authorities have al ready
cone 'round asking questions about
( MORE)



DR. CURLOW ( CONT' D)
my previous caretaker and | really
woul dn't want themto get invol ved,
not when |I'm so cl ose.

More strange NO SES. Dr. Curlow covers his ears, lets out a
smal | GRUNT. The noi se stops and he | owers his hands.

DARK SHAPE
(1 nhuman voi ce)
It will be done.
Dr. Curlow forces a smle

DR. CURLOW
Thank you.
(bows)
For everything.
He bows again and backs into the shadows.
EXT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NI GHT
WHOOM Dr. Crul ow exits the warehouse in a hurry.

He takes a few steps and pl aces a hand agai nst the outside
wal | . He's visibly shaking.

Hi s knees give out but he's able to recover before he falls.
He turns, leans his back against the wall, exhales heavily
then slides down the wall, sits on the ground. He | ooks up
at the night sky.

A few deep, ragged breathes |ater, and he renoves a
handkerchief fromhis overcoat, then w pes away the bl ood
that conmes fromhis ears.

After a bit of cleaning up, he regains control of hinself
t hen pockets the handkerchi ef.

Wth a | ook of determ nation he stands and exits frane.
EXT. BLAKE S HOUSE - DAY

A small single car garage hone in a relatively mddle class
nei ghbor hood. A nondescript sedan is parked in the driveway.

| NT. BLAKE' S HOUSE - DAY

CU - BLAKE MCCALLUM | ate 40's grizzled, close cropped hair
opens his eyes.

Blake lies in a bed. Hs eyes shift to a clock that reads:
5:45 am
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He reaches over presses a button, then pulls the sheets off
and gets out of bed.

IN THE KI TCHEN

Bl ake sits at a breakfast bar eating a bowel of cereal as he
reads a news paper.

I N THE LI VI NG ROOM

The house is fairly Spartan. A TV and stereo are on one wall
faced by a couch.

On a another wall we see a franmed photo of a woman, and an
end table with a pretty arrangenent of silk flowers that sit
beneath the photo. The photo |ooks like it's fromthe 60's.
Bl ack and White, an obvious reprint.

| N THE BEDROOM

Blake ties a tie. H s novenents a nethodical, precise. He
snoothes it out and places a clip onit, pinning it to his
shirt.

On his bureau we see a sidearm and a badge. Each one is very
carefully clipped to his belt and readjusted until they are
just the right distance from each other.

I N THE LI VI NG ROOM

Bl ake stands in front of the photo of the woman. He stares
at it for a beat, exhales, and gives it a slight smle.

EXT. DOMNTOM POLI CE STATI ON - DAY
Est abl i shing shot of the police station.
| NT. POLI CE STATI ON - DAY

Sparsely populated, this is a snmall police station by nost
standards. Only a few desks.

A uniformed police officer escorts a handcuffed man over to
a desk where a detective in a cheap suit is waiting.

A SERI ES OF SHOTS

CU - of hands as they open a desk drawer, pull a hol stered
side armout and hastily clips it to their belt. The hands
pul | a badge out of the desk as well and clip that next to
the sidearm The badge is slightly askew.

Bl ake sits at a desk a short distance away fromthe other
officers listening to a | aptop though a pair of earbuds. The
desk is extrenely well organized.
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CU - of the hands pouring a cup of coffee. Sone of the coffee
sl ops onto the counter. The hands grab a packet of instant
coffee, tearing it open and adding it to the cup.

Bl ake scribbles on a note pad, then rifles through sone papers
and files, both organized into symmetrical stacks perfectly
spaced apart from each other

CU - of a hand scooping a file off a desk.

Once he finds the informati on he seeks Bl ake wites it down
then carefully straightens the papers back into the stack.

CU - of boots wal king across a tiled floor.

CU - of the file as it is wal ked up to Bl ake's desk.
BACK TO SCENE

Over all of this we hear catchy MJSIC, and--

NED (O S.)

Greetings internet! This is your
ever faithful watchdog, your eye on
t he ni ght sky, and you're purveyor
of all things truth! This is...the
Voi ce of Reason.

(beat)
So has anyone el se noticed the strange
lights hovering over the outskirts
of the East Ri dgewood Hills? Because
| have! You hear that governnent
eavesdroppers? | know you're
listening, and | know about your
deal with these intergal actic
car pet bagger s!

(beat)
I n other news, several eyew tnesses
claimto have seen bigfoot in and
around the Poodl e Creek area of Noti,
whi ch brings the Squatch sightings
for this nonth up to a staggering
forty three. And why, you nay be
asking, 1s the pacific northwest
| egend hinsel f gracing the Poodl e
Creek area with his presence?

(beat)
Harp towers!

A large file flops onto Bl ake's desk. He | ooks down at it,
slightly perturbed that it unsettled a few papers off one of
his perfectly arranged stacks.

He | ooks up at ETHAN RYAN, |ate 20's, handsone, dressed for
action. Ethan smles down at him
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Bl ake exhal es, pauses the live stream then pulls the earbuds
out of his ears.

Et han gl ances at the | aptop screen.

ETHAN
Why do you listen to that nutball?

He takes a sip of coffee. Blake straightens his wayward
papers.

BLAKE
He's funny.

Et han rai ses an eyebr ow.

ETHAN
| thought you didn't believe in aliens
or government conspiracies?

BLAKE
| don't. Which is why he's funny.

Bl ake's eyes shift to the file on his desk.

BLAKE
You wanna tell nme why there's a cold
case on ny desk and not in the file
cabinet it belongs in?

ETHAN
(sml es)
Because our cold case just got warm
Bl ake lets out a small irritated exhal e.
BLAKE

Et han, we interviewed everybody we
coul d, even people who had only ever
heard of 4278 Lancaster Drive. Her
husband, rel atives, co-workers, grade
school cl assmates; nobody knows what
happened to Susan Owens.

Et han nods, still smling.

BLAKE
We had forensics conb that entire
forest. Every tree trunk, every |eaf;
pul l'i ng double shifts for a week
straight. Nothing. They said it was
al nost too cl ean.

(beat)

And now the | ab guys won't invite ne
back to poker night.
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Et han nods again and still smles.

BLAKE
M nd explaining howit is our cold
case suddenly got warn?

ETHAN
Because |'m not tal king about Ms.
Onens.

BLAKE

Don't toy wwth me Ethan, you know
how badly I want to nail Curlow. If
you have sonething...give.

Et han | eans forward.

ETHAN
Forty two year old divorcee, Hanna
MIler went for her daily two mle
wal k | ast night and never cane hone.
Daughter called it in. Just got off
t he phone with her.

Et han sits in the chair next to Bl ake's desk.

ETHAN
She said her nomnormal |y takes her
wal k in the afternoon, but yesterday
was super hectic, a parent teacher
conference, her nail appointnment got
bunped and her daughter had an out
of town soccer gane that nom want ed
to watch, so she had to put off her
wal k until that night.

Ethan sits back in the chair, takes another sip of his coffee.

BLAKE
A fascinating tale of mddle cl ass
suburban life and first world
problens. |Is there a point to it?

Et han grins again.

ETHAN
Guess whose house her daily wal k
t akes her past?

A beat .

BLAKE
...Curl ow s.

Et han nods.
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