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HOOK

Fade up on Grand Central Tower (sort of a small-town Big Ben, but with a decidedly ominous feel) as its clock strikes the hour. As its bell tolls, we’re treated to various shots of the town of Grand Central: The Noodle Bar and Little Coney Island; an industrial area full of steam and machinery; an idyllic, sleepy neighborhood. And finally ...

ESTABLISHING SHOT, GRAND CENTRAL AUTO REPAIR

CG:

SECTOR 7

2000 HOURS

WEDNESDAY

Cut to:

CHEAP-LOOKING CLOCK-RADIO AND TELEPHONE, CLOSE-UP

The clock’s digital face reads: 8:30 pm. We hear cheesy-sounding country and western music. The phone is ringing. The camera widens, pans, or dollies to show a thirty-something man, HARLEY, laboring over—or under—a vehicle.

HARLEY

Hold on ...

He grunts, leaning on his ratchet-handle, but the bolt will not give. The phone continues ringing.

HARLEY

Hold on ...!

The tool snaps and he raps his knuckles on the engine. Blood. Cursing, he hurls the broken handle across the room.

INTERIOR, GARAGE DOOR, CU

The ratchet-handle skids under the door, which is partially rolled up, and vanishes into the night. Rain is falling, lightning flashes.

INT. CLOCK-RADIO/PHONE, MEDIUM CU

Harley’s hand reaches into the frame and picks up the receiver as the camera tilts quickly up to his face.

HARLEY (angry)

Grand Central Auto ...

INT. A WOMAN, BETH, STANDS BY A RAIN-DRIZZLED KITCHEN WINDOW, HOLDING A PHONE

Harley?

INT. HARLEY

Hey, babe. Sorry. Running a little late.

INT. BETH.

Lightning flashes outside.

BETH

A little? It’s eight-thirty, for god’s sake.

INT. HARLEY

I know, I know. I’m really sorry. (sighs) It’s Old Man Brazil’s Subaru; he wanted it by tomorrow and the thing’s so friggin’ crusty—

Lightning flashes outside and he glances toward the partially open rollup. We cut briefly to his POV: Rain falls beyond the door, pattering in the mud and slush. Something glints in the crepuscular dark. We cut back to Harley.

HARLEY

Ah, hell ... it’s not the car.

BETH (over the line)

Oh, no.

HARLEY

Ratchet-handle this time. The so called “good one.”

BETH (over the line)

So (groans) ... another loan. We need to take out another loan.

HARLEY (harrumphs)

Hell. What we need is a miracle. (beat) I’ll see you in a while.

INT. BETH (softly)

Okay. Bye, Harley ...

She hangs up and stares out at the rain.

EXT. GRAND CENTRAL AUTO REPAIR, MEDIUM

The garage door rolls up and Harley walks out. He’s holding a flashlight. He approaches the camera, pauses, then bends to pick up the ratchet-handle. The camera tilts to follow. His fingers touch the glinting object—and pause. They clear away some mud. It’s not the ratchet-handle. It’s the corner of something else entirely. The camera tilts back up to his face. He squints and resumes clearing away the mud.

EXT. OVER HARLEY’S SHOULDER

Harley sweeps away the remaining debris, revealing a toolbox. The box is approximately two feet long, padlocked, and wrapped in chains.

EXT. HARLEY, CU

He looks at it, fascinated.

EXT. THE TOOLBOX, EXTREME CU

Harley rubs his thumb along the lid, revealing four alien-like symbols. As he takes it in his hands he hears a brief sound inside, like a ratchet-handle turning. He shakes the box and metal rattles. Tools?

EXT. HARLEY, ECU

He squints, intrigued. Cue John Carpenter-style piano tones.

EXT. POV, TOOLBOX SYMBOLS

EXT. HARLEY, CU

He looks on, lost in thought... then stands, holding the thing tight. Fade to black, transition to standard open.

ESTABLISHING SHOT: THE NOODLE BAR

CG:

SECTOR 4

2100 HOURS

It’s pouring down rain. Status and Noodle (a big, beefy guy, ironically, in a greasy apron) are playing chess at the counter. Rain spatters and runs off the neon-decorated awning.

EXT. THE CHESSBOARD, CU

Noodle’s hand reaches into frame and makes a move.

NOODLE (off-camera)

Checkmate.

Cam tilts/pans to Status, who only stares at the board, bewildered. He looks at his opponent.

STATUS

Brutal bastard.

EXT. NOODLE, CU

He grins.

NOODLE

Just more skilled at the Tao of war.

EXT. STATUS, MEDIUM

In foreground, Noodle gets up and exits to screen-left. Status’ eyes follow him.

STATUS

But you’re a sloppy general! You sacrificed all your pawns.

Back-lit rain drizzles from the awning behind him.

EXT. NOODLE, OVER STATUS’ SHOULDER

He dumps dishes into the sink, his back toward the camera. Steam plumes.

NOODLE

Tools to be used, Status. Tools to be used.

EXT. STATUS, CU

He looks at Noodle with a gleam in his eye—sort of an amused admiration. A vehicle’s horn beeps twice and he turns screen-left. The camera pans with his line-of-sight as a Viktor Corp. patrol vehicle pulls up beside him, revealing AK at the wheel, now in CU. He rolls down his window.

AK (smiling at Noodle)

You still beating up on this loser?

EXT. NOODLE AT SINK, MEDIUM

NOODLE (approaching counter, wiping hands with dishtowel)

Ah, he plays well. I just know how he thinks.

Cam dollies back to include Status, who lays some money on the counter, but Noodle only pushes it back.

NOODLE

For a game well-played.

Status smiles and pushes him a tip; then turns toward AK.

EXT. STATUS IN FOREGROUND, AK IN BACKGROUND

STATUS

Sector Nine?

AK (shakes head)

Five.

STATUS (appearing dismayed)

Residential ...

He goes around to the passenger-side and gets in (beat) and the vehicle exits the frame—even as a beat-up truck passes in the opposite direction.

INT. HARLEY’S TRUCK, MEDIUM CU

Harley watches through the side or rearview mirror as the patrol vehicle leaves the scene and country and western music plays. Cam tilts to show the strange toolbox sitting next to him on the seat.

EXT. HARLEY’S HOUSE

Harley parks the truck (beat) and gets out holding the toolbox, approaches the house.

INT. HARLEY’S DARKENED HOUSE, MEDIUM CU

The door opens and the lights turn on—even as Harley’s feet enter the frame and the family cat slinks in—and the cam tilts, becoming a head and shoulders shot. He’s clutching the toolbox tight against his chest.

HARLEY

Beth?

INT. THE HOUSE, HARLEY’S POV

The living room is motionless except for the cat, which meanders into the frame, followed by Harley.

HARLEY

Honey! Where ya at?

INT. HALLWAY, MEDIUM

Harley rounds the corner and approaches the camera; shot becomes a CU.

HARLEY

Remember what I said about needing a miracle?

He pauses, opening a door to screen-left, and peers into the room.

INT. CHILD IN BED, MEDIUM CU

Light from the hallway slashes across the scene; we see a young boy fast asleep in an utterly bizarre configuration.

INT. HARLEY IN DOORWAY, CU

Harley looks on, tilting his head. He shuts the door.

INT. THE HALLWAY, MEDIUM

Cam is now further down the hall. Harley moves toward it.

HARLEY

Well, you’re not going to believe what I think I’ve—

He pauses, staring at the camera. He is now in CU.

INT. CLOSED DOOR TO MASTER BEDROOM, W/HEART-SHAPED NOTE ATTACHED

The note reads: “Come Inside, Tool-man.”

We hear the knob turn and the door swing open as Harley steps into the shot and the camera tilts/pans to show Beth—a rather plain-looking woman—lying in bed with the covers up to her waist; above which she is naked except for a huge, makeshift ribbon (red) tied in a bow across her breasts—the overall effect of which is at once pathetic and enduring.

INT. HARLEY, CU

He takes a hesitant step forward and looks at her, shifting from foot to foot.

INT. BETH, CU

She smiles an insecure smile. Very sweet. Hoping he’ll react. Hoping she won’t feel the fool.

INT. HARLEY, CU

He can barely contain his excitement. Then he holds up the toolbox proudly.

HARLEY

Look what I found!

At which point the strange symbols suddenly glow—an alien green—and there’s a hiss. Beth jumps, gasps. Harley drops the box as though he’s been burned, which, in fact, he has.

CUT-AWAY, CU

The toolbox hits the floor, steaming.

HARLEY, CU

He gazes down at it, amazed.

BETH, CU

She looks at it also, then up to Harley.

HARLEY, CU

He looks at her. Music swells, fade to black.

FADE UP ON:

EXT. RESIDENTIAL AREA, NIGHT, WIDE

We see the Viktor Corp. patrol vehicle creeping up a back alley toward the camera, splashing through mud puddles.

CG:

SECTOR 5

0030 HOURS

AK (voice-over)

Officer’s report, Fleet, AK. We’re responding to a “disturbance of the peace” call at 211 N. Eldritch—home of one Harley H. Hapscomb, owner and proprietor of Grand Central Auto Repair—as it seems the neighbors have been kept awake by loud banging and cutting sounds since at least 2130 hours ...

We can hear clanging and drilling—not to mention every dog in the neighborhood yowling—as they ease to a stop and get out.

AK (into headset)

David Four, out at 211 (static).

DISPATCH

Copy, David 4/211.

EXT. STATUS AND AK, TWO-SHOT

They step up beside each other by the dumpster and scan the area. Status pops a stick of gum, AK glances at him.

STATUS

Nicotine substitute.

He notices something in the dumpster out of the corner of his eye, goes to it. AK follows as the camera dollies closer. (beat) Status reaches in and pulls up one side of something red; AK pulls up the other. It’s a giant ribbon, tied in a bow. They look at each other. AK glances at the nearby garage, source of all the noise, and they move toward it. Cam boom-dollies with them, following, as they take up positions on either side of the rollup—but they don’t draw their weapons. They do, however, each press a switch, activating them, and we see two little red lights wink on. AK takes hold of the door’s bottom edge and glances at Status, who nods. AK rolls up the door.

INT. THE GARAGE

Harley is in the foreground, cutting at the toolbox’s chain with a hacksaw, as the door rolls up in the background and Status looks in. Both he and AK enter the room. Harley is not yet aware of their presence.

STATUS

Mr. Hapscomb?

Harley whirls around. We can’t help but to notice that he puts his hands behind him, over the box. A protective gesture.

THROUGH HIS FINGERS, ECU

The symbols/runes glow, seeming to “breathe.”

HARLEY

What is it? Is something wrong?

The camera dollies slightly right so that we
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