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Section One 

It is night. A fine rain drizzles outside (or it could be cold and clear) - it is very dark. AK and Status are seated at a small table in a donut shop with coffee and pastry in front of each of them. AK is attacking his donut with gusto, while Status stares off into space. Camera pans to object of his stare: a waitress in a short skirt bending over slightly to wipe off a table. Back to AK, who takes a huge bite and gestures with donut still in hand. 

AK 

(with mouth full) 

You know, Status, I could really get used to this. 

STATUS 

(eyes still on girl) 

Yeah, me too. 

AK 

Sittin' here makes me feel almost like a real cop. But... 

AK leans over the table, lowers his voice. 

AK 

... it's been way too quiet. 

Status snaps his attention back to AK; the dreaminess in his voice is gone. 

STATUS 

It has been awfully calm lately. Makes me nervous. It's like being in the eye of a storm. 

Status picks up his Styrofoam cup and takes a sip. He holds his cup to his lips and raises his eyebrows at the waitress. She is looking at him. She smiles, picks up the coffee pot and starts over to their table. 

AK 

Better watch it, buddy. Remember the last time you... 

A man bursts in the door of the donut shop and runs toward AK and Status. He nearly collides with the waitress, grabs her by both shoulders to steady her, then bolts to their table. He is dressed in a suit, but is disheveled. 

MAN (agitated) 

AK! STATUS! You gotta come quick! Someone tried to kill Victor! 

AK and Status look at each other; stand up simultaneously. Status throws a bill on the table and they head for the door. Status turns around momentarily. 

STATUS (to waitress) 

Keep our chairs warm, sweetheart. 

AK grabs Status by the arm. 

AK 

Come on, Casanova. 

AK spins Status around and they run out the door. The waitress smiles, shakes her head. Both AK and Status run for their car. AK hops in the passenger side. Status pulls up on the driver side door handle and slams into the car with his chest. The door is locked. 

STATUS Damn! 

Status fumbles with the keys. AK, noticing what is happening, reaches across the seat to open the door as Status is trying to unlock it from the outside. They fumble and work at cross purposes for a few seconds, until finally the door is open. Status jumps in the car, starts it, and screeches out of the parking lot. As they speed down the street, Status looks at AK. 

STATUS 

Don't tell me. Let me guess. 

AK 

(grinning) 

Real cops never lock their cars. 

STATUS 

I told you not to tell me. 

The radio crackles. AK picks up the hand-held microphone. 

AK 

AK here...(static and crackling)...Copy. We're about point three miles from Sector Zero....(more static and crackle)...Is Victor OK?........(static and crackle)....Copy. Out. 

Status, who has been listening, keeps his eyes on the road. 

STATUS Victor? 

AK 

He'll make it. They said it was pretty nasty. 

STATUS 

Did they catch the guy? 

AK 

That's the weird part. It wasn't a guy. It wasn't even human, as near as they could tell. Whatever it was, it's headed our way. 

STATUS 

Do we have a description? 

AK 

It was hard to make out what they said I had a lousy connection for some reason - but it sounded like "too low." Maybe it was one of those creatures like Frank. 

Status has stopped the car. He is staring out the windshield, almost mesmerized. 

STATUS 

Could they have said "blue glow?" 

Status points toward the front of the car. AK turns to look. They see a glowing blue form that is vaguely humanoid in shape. Around it circles what looks like a large whirlwind, but the thing itself appears undisturbed and unaffected. They jump from the car, using the doors as shields. AK never takes his eyes off the thing as he fumbles for the radio. 

AK 

This is AK. We have a visual on the would-be assassin. It's like nothing I've ever seen, and I've seen a lot of weird stuff. You better send some help to the border of Sectors Four and Zero in grid 39. Will attempt to neutralize the suspect, if we can figure out how. 

STATUS (trance-like) 

I'm going after it, AK. 

Status moves cautiously from behind the car door. As he clears the front bumper, the thing moves slowly away. He walks toward it, and every time he quickens his pace, the thing matches it. Soon he is running. 

AK (shouts) 

Status! No! It's a trap! 

Status seems to be oblivious to the warning. He is running and appears to be gaining on the apparition. He gets to within a few paces, when the whirlwind picks up speed and he becomes engulfed in the swirl. Suddenly the thing disappears as if sucked into the vortex of the whirlwind, and almost immediately Status disappears too. 

AK (shouts) Status! 

AK's voice reverberates in the darkness. Pan to AK's face, then to the empty spot where he last saw his partner. There is no wind, no blue glow, no Status - only emptiness and darkness. Fade. 


Section Two 

Status stumbles on a rock and squints against the bright sun. He looks around with gun drawn, confused and disoriented. He is at the edge of a meadow which is surrounded by tall trees. Standing still, he surveys the immediate area. He hears a scream and spots a group of people at the other side of the clearing. There is a struggle going on. He steps back into the woods and begins to work his way around to the group undetected. He reaches for the on button on his shoulder-mounted radio. 

STATUS 

(in a whisper) 

AK, do you read? Come in, AK. 

Status taps the radio a couple of times and tries again. 

STATUS 

(quietly) 

AK, can you hear me? 

(to himself) 

Guess I'm on my own for this one. 

As he nears the group, Status discovers there is a woman struggling against three men. She is called Lana (pronounced lah-nah), but he doesn't know her or her name. They are dressed similar to old English serfs; Lana wears a long skirt and peasant blouse. 

LANA 

(yelling) 

Leave me alone! 

The First Man is holding both Lana's arms at the elbows from behind her. The Second Man is standing directly in front of her. Lana kicks the Second Man in the shins. He limps away in the direction where Status is hiding. The Third Man, who is standing next to the second, slaps her across the face hard enough to turn her head to the side. 

THIRD MAN 

Stupid wench! Settle down. You can't get away. 

The Second Man is now very near Status, bending over and rubbing his shin. None of them are aware of Status' presence. Lana is kicking and yelling and spitting at the Third Man, while the 

First Man struggles to subdue her. The Second Man stands up. Status grabs him from behind, pulls him back into the woods and knocks him out with the barrel of his gun. He makes a little noise, but the struggle in the clearing drowns it out. Status sidles over to where he has a clear shot at the Third Man. As he aims, a glint of steel flashes in the sunlight. Lana has managed to grab a knife from the belt of the First Man. She stomps hard on his instep and sweeps his leg. The First Man loses his balance and falls backward, taking Lana with him. She has the knife blade pointed straight out and the weight of her body combined with the force of the fall drives it into the First Man's abdomen. Status takes his cue and puts a bullet in the Third Man's head, killing him. Lana, who has extricated herself from the First Man's grip, is crouching a few feet away from the First Man, watching him carefully. She glances suspiciously at Status, who is walking toward her. 

LANA (guarded) 

Why did you help me, Stranger? 

STATUS 

(shrugs) 

I don't know. It seemed like the thing to do. 

Lana appears to weigh the response. She relaxes a little. 

LANA 

I am grateful. 

Lana has kept a careful watch on the First Man. He groans and moves slightly. 

LANA 

We shouldn't stay here. There will be others soon. 

Status gestures at the three men with a sweeping motion. 

STATUS What about them? 

LANA 

I cannot harm that which is helpless. They will be found and cared for or they will die. Their destiny is no longer my concern. My safety... 

She looks at Status. 

LANA (continuing) 

...and yours, since you have defended me, are paramount. Come. 

Lana starts across the meadow, cutting a path near the woods and away from her assailants. Status runs to catch up with her. They duck back into the woods and wind their way single file, Status following her lead, until she comes to a stop. 

LANA 

We will be safe here for a little while. I am Lana. You are a stranger to the forests of Alacor. What brings you here? 

STATUS 

I was chasing something — it was kind of like a shadow, only it was very bright. It was in this dimension; this other world. Alacor, as you call it. And suddenly I —  

LANA (astonished) 

You know about the gateways? Only a few in Alacor know of their existence, and only the Seekers have mastered their secrets. Are you a Seeker? 

STATUS 

In a way, I guess I am. Only a few people in my world know about the gateways. We call them flux-cores, and I have this... 

Status pulls out his scancorder. 

STATUS (continuing) 

It's called a scancorder and it detects dimensional doors. I've been to several different worlds using it, but I usually know where I'm going. This trip was a total surprise. 

Lana takes the scancorder from Status and examines it, turning it over and around in her hands. She hands it back to him. 

LANA 

Your device will not function in Alacor. 

STATUS (agitated) 

But I have to get back. AK, my friend — we work together — he doesn't know where I am.  How ... 

His voice trails off. LANA laughs. 

STATUS 

That's pretty cold, lady. I save your life, follow
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