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INT. ARTHUR’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Dead of night, a modest room with a simple bed on which 
ARTHUR ALLEN (30), thin, pale with dark hair, sleeps 
fitfully. His plain t-shirt and pajama pants are soaked with 
sweat.

A long plaid robe hangs off the wall and a night stand, with 
a picture turned face down.

EXT. TOWNHOUSE - NIGHT

A dimly lit street, in a neighbourhood that reeks of general 
foulness. Townhouses line the street, separated by thin 
alleyways. Townhouse #232 has a wide front window, without a 
curtain.

From a side alley, emerges FELIX HAYES-BAKER (32), a gangly 
scruffy man, with short messy hair. Very out of place, in a 
longcoat, suit and bowtie.

Crouched low, Felix lurks along the edge of the building, 
reaches the curtain-less window of #232. Straightens himself, 
peers inside.

Felix notices heavy claw scratches on the windowsil, raises a 
hand to touch-

He’s pulled backwards, thrown off-balance, hits the ground 
with a hard THUD. He raises his eyes-

PAN (19), FLOOR (21) and YELLS (18), dressed in several 
layers of ragged clothing, stand over him. Yells and Pan 
brandish thin wiry twigs.

Felix moves to push himself up, GRUNTS as he’s immediately 
pinned by a fourth man - RICK (22), heavily muscled, but not 
too bright.

PAN
Who’re you? Why’re you here?

Rick jostles Felix.

RICK
Nothing good, not anything.

YELLS
He’s after Father. We should beat 
him.

FLOOR
We’re not beating him.



YELLS
Like hell we’re not.

Yells whips his twig across Felix’s leg. Felix cries out, 
Floor shoves Yells’ shoulder.

FLOOR
(insistant)

We’re not beating him. Tell him, 
Pan.

Pan shrugs.

PAN
Depends.

FELIX
On what?

PAN
What were you doing outside 
Father’s house?

Felix hesitates.

FELIX
I was looking for something.

YELLS
I was right, he’s a thief!

Rick nods vigourously.

RICK
We gotta beat him, now.

Floor bends down, quickly searches Felix’s pockets. Felix 
struggles, Rick jostles him. Floor pulls out a wallet. 
Stands. Rifles through.

FLOOR
Rich guy.

Floor pulls a wad of bills out of the wallet, shows it off, 
then passes it to Pan, who pockets it.

Felix glares.

YELLS
No rich guy comes here at night, 
Pan, not unless he wants something.

Yells throws the wallet to the ground.
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YELLS (CONT’D)
(to Felix)

Trying to steal from Father, oughta 
be ashamed.

Pan nods.

PAN
Alright, you can beat him.

Felix’s eyes goes wide. He struggles in earnest, as the first 
blow descends.

Amidst Felix’s yells and cries, sounds of the hoodlums 
beating him, LIGHT flickers on in the window of #232.

The door swings open.

Arthur Allen, barefoot with the robe over his wet sleep 
clothes, looking like he hasn’t slept in years, steps out 
onto the Welcome Mat. The mat makes an audible SQUISH.

As if this is a common occurance:

ARTHUR
What are you guys doing?

INT. ARTHUR’S KITCHEN - NIGHT

The kitchen is small, teetering on poverty but still observed 
as quaint. Lit by a single bulb. A small table pushed against 
the wall, circled by three kitchen chairs. The table is 
stacked with various paraphernalia - fiction novels, mostly. 
A cup towel hangs on the stove handle.

Arthur pours two cups of tea at the counter, multiple tea 
bags in his own cup.

Felix languidly occupies a chair. One hand presses a bag of 
frozen peas to his face, the other absentmindedly peruses the 
table’s contents. He comes across a SMAlL BOX. Opens it. 
Exclaims with mild surprise:

FELIX
You’re a Priest!

Arthur twitches. Focuses harder on the tea.

ARTHUR
I was.

Felix takes the collar out, tries it on.
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FELIX
What made you leave God?

Arthur turns, sets the cup of tea and two pills in front of 
Felix. Felix removes the collar, returns it to the box.

ARTHUR
I didn’t. I left the church.

Felix downs the pills. Shrugs.

FELIX
Isn’t that the same thing?

Arthur gives a short bitter laugh, sits with his own tea 
across from Felix.

ARTHUR
No.

Felix sips his tea in thought. Winces.

ARTHUR (CONT’D)
(guilty)

Sorry. Does the medication help?

FELIX
It’s not your fault. And I’ve had 
worse.

ARTHUR
They’re only out there because of 
me.

FELIX
Why? Do you owe them money?

Arthur looks at him sideways, perplexed and a little 
insulted.

ARTHUR
They’re my friends. They think 
they’re protecting me.

(beat, shakes head)
I told them it was a lost cause.

Felix perks up.

FELIX
Are you in danger?

Arthur smiles, fidgets. Takes a sip of tea.
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ARTHUR
What were you doing? Outside.

Felix stares at Arthur, suspicious.

FELIX
I was looking for somethi-someone.

ARTHUR
I hope you’re not in need a Priest.

Arthur smiles, raises his cup to his lips-

FELIX
Peter Allen. You know him?

-And misses his mouth entirely. Hot tea pours into his lap. 
He cries out, jumps up.

FELIX (CONT’D)
Are you okay?

ARTHUR
I’m sorry, I’m fine, sorry.

Arthur pulls the cup towel from the stove handle, pats down 
his pants, cleans the tea from his chair and table.

ARTHUR (CONT’D)
Why are you looking for Peter?

FELIX
So you know him.

ARTHUR
I-I never said that.

FELIX
But you do. You called him by name, 
and not formal, not like ‘Mister 
Allen’. How do you know him?

ARTHUR
I asked first - Why are you looking 
for him?

Felix smiles.

Arthur narrows his eyes.

ARTHUR (CONT’D)
I could kick you out.
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FELIX
But your friends just beat me up. 
What sort of action would that be, 
from a Priest?

ARTHUR
Ex-Priest.

Felix contemplates, then nods like a bobble head.

FELIX
Fair enough.

(beat)
My name is Felix Hayes-Baker. I’m a 
stenographer. That is, I sit in at 
court and type out what people say.

ARTHUR
Really? They still do that sort of 
thing?

Felix nods.

ARTHUR (CONT’D)
And how does that connect with 
Peter Allen?

FELIX
What do you think?

Arthur frowns.

FELIX (CONT’D)
Right. My turn. How do you know 
him? Where can I find him?

ARTHUR
(reluctant)

I know him, in a way.

Felix rolls his eyes.

FELIX
I know my dance instructor, in a 
way.

Arthur fidgets.

ARTHUR
And I know where he is. Sometimes. 
Not right now.
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FELIX
Very insightful. I was expecting 
honesty, considering Ex-Priest and 
all, but maybe that’s why you are?

ARTHUR
I don’t think I’ve properly 
introduced myself. My name is 
Arthur Allen.

Felix produces a small silver flask from his pocket, splashes 
Arthur in the face. Arthur sputters.

ARTHUR (CONT’D)
What’d you do that for?

Felix looks away, pockets the flask.

FELIX
Because of reasons. So you’re 
related to Peter? Brothers?

ARTHUR
Brother in Law. He married my 
sister, took the name.

FELIX
So he’s probably with her, where’s 
she?

Arthur looks downcast.

ARTHUR
Dead. Six months ago.

Felix’s eye light up with glee.

FELIX
The DesMoines case started six 
months ago.

ARTHUR
What-

The front door burst open, Rick in the lead, followed close 
by Floor, Yells and Pan.

Felix twitches back at the sight of them.

FLOOR
Are you alright, Father? We heard 
yelling.
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YELLS
(eager)

Did the thief hurt you? Can we beat 
him again?

FELIX
I’m not a thief!

YELLS
And a liar too. I’ll go get my 
stick!

Yells turns to go-

ARTHUR
I’m fine. And you really shouldn’t 
be beating anyone, Yells.

Yells turns back in disappointment. Floor pokes him several 
times in the shoulder.

FLOOR
See, see, I told you so.

Yells glares, grabs Floor’s hand, mid-poke, shoves him away. 
Floor shoves back, they descend into a shoving match.

ARTHUR
Hey, hey, enough.

Floor stops immediately, Yells gives a final shove to his 
chest.

FLOOR
Sorry Father.

YELLS
Yeh Father, sorry.

(beat)
He started it.

Arthur glares, Yells looks away.

ARTHUR
Mr. Hayes-Baker isn’t a thief. It 
was just...

Arthur gives Felix a quick sideways glance-

ARTHUR (CONT’D)
A misunderstanding.

Arthur yawns.
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ARTHUR (CONT’D)
It’s late. Mr. Hayes-Baker-

FELIX
Felix.

ARTHUR
Felix, then. You should go. Do you 
work tomorrow? I’d like to hear 
more about DesMoines.

Felix opens his mouth to speak, Arthur raises a hand to cut 
him off.

ARTHUR (CONT’D)
(firmly)

Tomorrow.

Arthur looks to the hoodlums in his doorway. Felix stands.

ARTHUR (CONT’D)
(to the hoodlums)

You have places to sleep tonight?

Pan shakes his head.

PAN
We’re fine, Father.

ARTHUR
Don’t call me that. I’m not a 
Priest anymore.

PAN
(bashful)

Sorry, Father. We’re alright. Most 
of our work is during the night.

FELIX
You work?

Pan glares at Felix. Rick smiles.

RICK
I have work. On a house, for one 
day. Two days, if they like me. I 
hope they like me.

ARTHUR
I’m sure they’re like you fine, 
Rick.

Rick smiles wider.
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RICK
I have to go very early, even while 
it’s still dark.

ARTHUR
Well done. You best get some sleep 
then.

RICK
If you say I should get some sleep 
Father, than I will, Father.

ARTHUR
We all should.

Felix heads for the door, stands insolent.

ARTHUR (CONT’D)
Come on now, let him pass.

The hoodlums separate. Felix stands tall to walk pass them. 
His hands shake. He passes out the door and Yells turns to 
make a face at his back.

EXT. STREET - DAY

A crowded street.

Arthur walks alone, a heavy bag on his shoulder. He pauses at 
a BAREFOOT HOMELESS MAN. Greets him, gives him a pair of 
shoes. The Homeless Man darts upward, gives Arthur a hug. 
Arthur smiles at him, continues down the street.

FELIX (O.S.)
Heeey!

Arthur doesn’t notice, continues walking. Felix runs right 
into him from behind. Arthur lets out a startled cry.

FELIX (CONT’D)
I said ‘Hey’.

(beat)
But look, the DesMoines case-

ARTHUR
Oh, right. Yes. I’d forgot.

Felix gives him a confused look, but Arthur ignores him.

FELIX
I’m a court typist-
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ARTHUR
I remember that.

FELIX
Good. And while I was typing, there 
were about six people, they didn’t 
know one another, all attacked by a 
wild animal and trying to sue the 
city.

ARTHUR
And DesMoines?

FELIX
It was the first.

ARTHUR
Ah, I see.

FELIX
You will.

(beat)
Peter Allen, your brother Peter 
Allen-

Felix gives a conspiratorial grin at that.

FELIX (CONT’D)
-he was one of the attack victims. 
It was weird though, because all 
the victims were the same, 
physically. Tall, strong, brute-ish 
looking. And animals don’t look at 
their food and think, ‘No no, this 
human is too short, I want to eat a 
really tall bastard tonight!’

ARTHUR
It’s a little odd. What’s your 
point? You think it wasn’t an 
animal?

FELIX
Just wait, I’m getting to that.

(beat)
So I went to visit the families, to 
get more information for my 
investigation-

ARTHUR
You what?!
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FELIX
I pretended to deliver flowers, 
from obscure sympathetic friends.

ARTHUR
But you’re a stenographer, not a 
detective!

Felix balks, indignant.

FELIX
For right now, but that doesn’t 
mean I can’t be a Detective at all, 
ever.

Arthur rolls his eyes.

ARTHUR
You did at least have actual 
flowers?

FELIX
Of course.

(beat)
So I went to deliver the actual 
real flowers, and the victims 
weren’t there. Every single one of 
them had gone missing. Out of the 
blue, just left, never came back.

ARTHUR
You didn’t show up at my door with 
flowers.

Felix blushes, fidgets.

FELIX
Well no, Peter was different. He 
was one of the last on my list to 
look at, but before I could, he 
came back.

ARTHUR
No he didn’t, he never came home.

Felix fidgets worse.

FELIX
No, I know that. A man, Mister 
Tuckett, last Wednesday, was 
getting home late, and was attacked 
by a guy he swears was Peter Allen.
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Awkward silence. Not what Felix expected. Arthur 
contemplates, bits his lip.

ARTHUR
Was, was Peter drunk?

FELIX
Mister Tuckett didn’t say. He just 
said that Peter’s eyes were 
glowing, and it was the light 
reflected in the window which 
helped him escape.

Arthur snorts in disbelief.

ARTHUR
Was Mister Tuckett drunk?

FELIX
If he was, he would’ve got killed.

(beat)
The Tucketts live on your street, 
just down from you, which is what I 
was investigating last night.

(beat)
The claw marks on your window sil 
confirms it. Is that why those 
hoodlums were protecting you?

Almost afraid to ask:

ARTHUR
Confirms what?

FELIX
Your brother in Law. Peter Allen. 
He’s a werewolf.

Arthur gawks. Then bursts out laughing.

ARTHUR
That’s ridiculous. A werewolf? 
Really? Reeeally? A werewolf?

FELIX
(indignant)

Yes.

ARTHUR
You’re totally serious. You really 
believe, beyond reasonable doubt 
that-

Sudden revelation.
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ARTHUR (CONT’D)
That’s why you splashed me. The 
water in that flask, that silver 
flask. Did you think I was a 
werewolf too?

Felix blushes hotly, looks away.

FELIX
(defensive)

It could have been genetic.

Arthur burst into another fit of laughter. Felix stands 
straight as a rod, flustered, shoves his hands deep into the 
pockets of his long coat.

FELIX (CONT’D)
When you eliminate all other 
possibilities, what remains no 
matter how improbable, is the 
answer.

Arthur takes a breath, calms himself down. Gives Felix a 
grin.

ARTHUR
There are always other 
possibilities, you just have to 
clever enough to think of them.

Felix’s face drops. Sad. Arthur feels immediate guilt.

ARTHUR (CONT’D)
Alright, alright, let’s say you’re 
right. What then?

Felix shrugs.

FELIX
Track it down. Kill it. Or find the 
original, kill that one to lift the 
curse.

ARTHUR
That sounds like the plot to a bad 
sci-fi.

FELIX
Werewolves are fantasy. It’s only 
science fiction if they’re created 
in a mad scientist lab.
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ARTHUR
And if I find Peter, I won’t kill 
him.

FELIX
Then he’ll attack you and turn you. 
I’ll have to kill you both. Is that 
what you want?

They pass the alley next to Arthur’s home.

ARTHUR
I would just rip your throat out 
with my... teeth...

The mood drops, heavy and sour, as Arthur stops. Steps back. 
He turns, enters the alley in a blind rush.

FELIX
What? Hey, what?

Felix follows, at a slower pace.

FELIX (CONT’D)
Arthur!

Felix enters the alley.

INT. ALLEY - DAY

Felix enters the alley.

FELIX
Arth-

Stops short next to Arthur. Both in shock.

A DEAD MAN lay sprawled on the ground, face-up with no 
visible wounds. His face is white, eyes wide, and mouth half 
open. His boots are caked with mud and leaves.

Silence for a moment.

FELIX (CONT’D)
Is he dead? Aren’t dead people 
supposed to smell terrible?

Felix moves forward, pokes and prods the body. He produces an 
absurdly large magnifying glass and a ziplock bag from his 
long coat. Takes a scraping of the mud and leaves from the 
boots. Puts the ziplock back in his pocket.
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FELIX (CONT’D)
He must’ve died very recently, I 
wonder how.

Silence.

FELIX (CONT’D)
Arthur?

Felix looks at Arthur. Arthur is stone still, shock and 
terror. Disbelief.

Felix moves in front of Arthur, blocks him from the sight of 
the dead man. Bends to look Arthur in the eye, places his 
hands on the of Arthur’s shoulders.

FELIX (CONT’D)
Arthur? Are you alright?

Arthur speaks low, a stuttered almost-whisper:

ARTHUR
He’s dead.

FELIX
Yes he is.

(beat)
You haven’t seen a dead body 
before?

ARTHUR
He’s really, really dead.

FELIX
He can’t get much more dead, no. 
Unless of course, you know. 
Zombies.

ARTHUR
H-he’s...

FELIX
Don’t worry, he’s probably not a 
zombie.

Arthur looks Felix in the eyes, as if seeing him for the 
first time.

ARTHUR
Peter. He’s Peter.

Realization dawns on Felix. He grips Arthur’s arm tight, 
spins him away and out of the alley.
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EXT. STREET - DAY

Felix leads Arthur to his front door.

FELIX
It’s okay, it’s going to be okay. 
But right now, you need to run in, 
call the police, let them know. You 
don’t even have to say his name if 
you don’t want to, just give them 
the address, okay? Can you do that?

Arthur nods dumbly, enters the townhouse. The moment he’s out 
of sight, Felix races back to the alley, enters it-

INT. ALLEY - DAY

Felix stops, the absolute picture of shock and confusion.

The body is gone, without a trace. As if it were never there.

Felix sputters.

FELIX
What on Earth? But wait, how did, 
where...

END EPISODE.
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