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FADE | N:
EXT. LONDON, ENGLAND - NI GHT

The train runbl es past the hobo town with the CLACK- CLACK of
steel wheels on the long rails.

Moon |ight. Cardboard boxes, sleeping bags and old furniture
clutter up hobo town.

FI VE HOBCS rest around the canpfire now turned to enbers.
Rusted coffee cans spillover with the dinner |eftovers.

Their attire consists of patched coats and pants with thread
bare shirts.

They sit |ike men having a brandy and cigar rather than cheap
I iquor and cigarettes.

The | argest of the hobos, BIG JOHN, 30s, big as a bear, sits
next to DO TELL TED, 50s, gaunt. The other three, FAT TOV
THIN MAN, and NElI GHBOR, conplete the circle.

Ted pulls the filter off his cigarette. He lights it with a
borrowed cigarette. He cherishes it, nods at John.

Big John pulls out a brown-stained canvas bag, tied with a
rope. He plops it in the mddle of the hobos.

DO TELL TED
| saw a werewolf with a Chi nese nenu
in his hand...

He waits as his face turns a warmgold by the fire light.

FAT TOM
Go on, then. Tell your story. W don't
have anything better. | know, 1've

heard t hem
Thin Man and Nei ghbor nod. Fat Tom eyes the canvas bag.
Bl G JOHN

Mat es, they don't call himDo Tell for
nothing. Do tell Ted. Do tell.



DO TELL TED
...wal king through the streets of Soho
inthe rain. He was | ooking for a
pl ace called Lee Ho Fook's. Going to
get hinmself a big dish of beef chow
nein --

FAT TQMV
Wer ewol ves of London? Chi nese food?

Nei ghbor slurs his protest.

NEI GHBOR
VWhat the hell? No way!

Big John fl exes one of his arnms. Fat Tom and Nei ghbor cower.
Big John notions for Ted to conti nue.

Ted | ooks each of themin the eye, lowers his voice.

DO TELL TED
| f you hear him how ing outside your
kitchen door, better not let himin.

Bi g John spurts in.

BI G JOHN
He's the hairy-handed gent who ran
amuck in Kent. Lately he's been
overheard in Mayfair. Not too far from
here, you know.

Ted gives Big John an exasperated | ook, continues with a crazy
shout .

DO TELL TED
Better stay away fromhim He'll rip
your lungs out, Jim

He points at Fat Tom Thin Man and Nei ghbor. The three | ook at
each ot her, puzzl ed.

FAT TOM
No one here goes by Jim This is a
story right?



Fat Tomregrets his second interruption, Big John gets up and
stands behind Fat Tom

DO TELL TED
Little old lady got nutilated | ate
| ast ni ght. Werewol ves of London
agai n? Werewol ves of London.

Ted gazes at the canvas bag. The others follow his eyes. Fat
Tom bl urts out.

FAT TOM
VWhat's in the bag?

Ted gets up and dances a jig wwth Big John. They sing a
nonsense tune.

DO TELL TED
Well, | saw Lon Chaney wal king with
t he Queen doi ng the werewol ves of
London.

BI G JOHN

| saw Lon Chaney, Jr. wal king with the
Queen doing the werewol ves of London.

Fat Tom and the others cast awkward gl ances at each ot her.

They nove away fromthe two cackling dancers. But they | ook
back at the bag and they stay.

FAT TOM
Wer ewol ves of London? Right then. 1'd
like to neet his tailor.

Bl G JOHN
You can't neet his tailor, but you can
meet his poor old num

He unties the sack, dunps it on the ground, the decapitated
head of an old | ady stares back at the hobos. Long scratches

cover the face.

Fat Tom vomts on Nei ghbor.



Bl G JOHN
Aaooo! Werewol ves of London, draw
bl ood!

EXT. MAYFAI R, ENGLAND - N GHT - FOUR WEEKS LATER

The train wheels and their CLACK- CLACK fade away. Different
hobo town. SEVEN HOBOS sit by a fire. Two famliar figures sit
anong t hem

DO TELL TED
| saw a werewol f drinking a pina
colada at Trader Vic's. H's hair was
perfect...

A canvas bag sits by Big John's foot.

FADE QUT.
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