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FADE | N:

EXT. WAREHOUSE - SALFORD - DAY (FLASHBACK - SHARP, TRAUMATI C
FRAGVENTS)

SOUND of hi gh-pitched, unnatural SCREECH of stressed netal

Giny light spears through dusty w ndows. Stained concrete
floor. Scattered porcelain toilets.

TI MOTHY (39, work gear), focus absolute, stares at blueprints
on a crate.

Near by, JOHN PORTER (|l ate 50s), sharp suit jarringly out of
pl ace, paces by a high wi ndow, nobile clanped to ear.
Expressi on thunder ous.

JOHN
(I'nto phone, clipped)
Non- negoti abl e, Davi es! The boundary
runs al ong the canal path! Check the
damm ordnance survey again!... No,
you listen... My new distribution
hub needs that access!

John gestures enphatically, back half-turned to the w ndow.

Qut si de, across a rubbish-strewn alley: a DERELICT VI CTORI AN
FACTORY. Broken wi ndows |ike enpty eyes. Gine cakes the
bri ckwor k.

SOUND of a rising, sharp WH STLE — pi ercing, unnatural
cutting the city hum

Ti not hy gl ances up, brow furrowed. Unease flickers. He |ooks
t owar ds John.

He sees IT.
A dark object hurtles froma high w ndow of the derelict

factory. | MPOSSI BLE VELOCI TY. Terrifyingly flat trajectory,
trailing faint dust. Ml evol ent.

TI MOTHY
(Shout, fractionally
too |l ate)

JOHNI LOOK aUT!

SMASH The unknown obj ect OBLI TERATES the reinforced w ndow
besi de John.

SOUND: a sickening WET CRACK fused with high-frequency
SHATTER. Vi brates deep. Echoes.
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A ass shards, wire fragnents spray. The object strikes his
tenpl e squarely.

John’s eyes flare wi de. Muth opens, no sound. Coll apses
i ke a puppet. H s expensive phone skitters across the
concr et e.

Silence. Settling dust. The distant city drone filters back.
Fai nt TINKLE of falling glass. The air feels cold.

VWH SPERI NG VO CE (O S.)
(Fai nt)
You can't escape.

Tinothy stares, frozen in disbelief. H's gaze snaps to the
factory w ndow — dark, enpty, inpassive. |npossible.

Metallic taste of adrenaline. He scrambles towards John's
body, drops to his knees.

SOUND of shatter lingers, norphs into opening chords of a
heavy CHURCH ORGAN HYIWN. .

(TRANSI TI ON TO PRESENT DAY - SEAMLESSLY OVERLAP SOUND)
I NT. CHURCH - SALFORD - DAY ( PRESENT)

Rai n | ashes stained glass. Hymn swells, voices strained. Air
heavy — stone, beeswax, danp wool .

TI MOTHY stands rigid beside REBECCA (36), pale in dark attire.
The warehouse horror replays. Vivid. |Inescapable. He feels

j unpy.

Beside him REBECCA sits with nervous energy. Eyes dart.
Cl utches a small handbag.

VICAR (O S.)

(Sol etm, Boom ng voi ce)
It is with great sorrow that we are
all gathered here today, to nourn
the I oss of John Porter, beloved
busi nessman of Salford, a famly
man, and friend to all. Alife..
taken too soon... in the nost
bew | dering circunstances.

John's wwfe, GLORIA (late 50s), sits front pew, grieving
qui etly, dabbing eyes with a tissue.

Rebecca | eans slightly towards Ti nothy.
REBECCA

(Sar casm
Do you think that is two ply or three?
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Timothy flinches slightly. Jaw nuscle tw tches. Eyes fixed
forward, fighting tears.

TI MOTHY
(Fighting the tears)
Know ng John probably two.

He reaches for his own crunpled tissue. Hand trenbl es
slightly.

REBECCA
Are you ok babe?

TI MOTHY
(Wping away tears)
Yeah its still all a bit raw. Seeing
everyone. Standing right there...when
it happened. Just...that sound. The
way it...flew

REBECCA
(Playful)
Are you using two ply too?

TI MOTHY
(Chuckl es quietly)
Stop it. Not hel ping.

VI CAR
Pl ease can you now turn your hym
books to page 54. 'The Lord's My
Shepherd'. | have been told this was
one of John's favourites so pl ease
don't hesitate to sing at the top of
your Vvoi ces.

Congregation stands, rustling hym books.
As a GENTLEMAN exits, he brushes gently past Rebecca's open
handbag. A FLASH Sw ftly, precisely, a fol ded LEAFLET appears
i nsi de.
Rebecca pi cks up her hymm book, feeling the paper.
REBECCA

| think this hym book is three ply.

Do you want sone?
Ti not hy shakes his head, faint, weary smle. O gan CHI MES.
Hymnm starts. He feels eyes on hi mscans the sparse
congregati on. Downcast faces, hymm books.
EXT. CHURCH - SALFORD - DAY

SOUND of rmournful HYMN drifts out.



Grey drizzle. Lychgate, slick gravestones. Murners exit
slowy. Ofer hushed condol ences to GLORI A beside the VI CAR

Ti mot hy and Rebecca are in |ine.

TI MOTHY
( Nervous)
| haven't spoke to Goria since the
day it all happened.

REBECCA

(Reassuring)
Tim Listen to ne. The police said a
man threw a el ectric toothbrush
t hrough a wi ndow of a building you
j ust happened to be in. You coul dn't
have done anyt hi ng about it. Freak
acci dent.

TI MOTHY
Wiy a toothbrush? 1Is it sonme kind
of synbolisn®? That it happened to a
bat hr oom t ycoon?

REBECCA
It's not exactly a horse's head in
the bed. Maybe just...they picked up
what was to hand.

TI MOTHY
| know, But what if he had an eneny
in the business? Arival?

REBECCA
The police said they have foll owed
all lines of inquiry and have cone

up with nothing. It’s a big city.
Random'y horrible sonetines.

They approach GLORI A. Tinothy takes deep, shaky breath. Her
red-ri mmed eyes neet his.

GLORI A
(Sol etmm, voice
trembling slightly)
Hel | o Ti not hy. Rebecca. Thank you
for com ng.

TI MOTHY
(Apol ogeti c)
Goria... | amso, so sorry. About

what happened. Being there... seeing
it...



GLORI A
(Hand briefly touches
his arm deep sorrow)
It's ok. Nobody understands it. Life...
snat ched away. Cruelly. Meani ngl ess.
Cheri sh what you have. Keep your
famly safe

She turns to the next nourner. Tinothy and Rebecca nurnur
condol ences, wal k away.

Timot hy stops abruptly on the pavenent. Expression tight.
TI MOTHY

(Sudden, urgent)
Becks. | Can't do this.

Rebecca, taken aback, sees his pain. Nods slowy.
REBECCA
(Quietly, searching
his face)
What do you nean?

Relief floods Tinmothy's face. Pulls her into a tight hug.

TI MOTHY
(Mffl ed)
| need a fresh start. Away from..
this... I want to | eave. | nmean nove.

| NT. CRAWFCRD RESI DENCE - SALFORD - LATER THAT DAY
Qui et house. Packing started. LIZZIE (2 nonths ol d) gurgles.

REBECCA
(Relieved to be hone)
Make us a cuppa please TinP? Strong
one.

Wal ks to side table, puts handbag down. d ances in. Sees a
| eaf | et.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
(Confused frown)
What the...? Wiere did this cone
fronf

She pulls out the leaflet. John Porter's face. Salford
Bat hr oom Conpany | ogo. She Unfolds it. Unsettlingly neat
script. Three words.

"YOU CAN T ESCAPE. "



REBECCA ( CONT' D)
(Qui et, disturbed)
Tim..! Call the police.

Hol ds out leaflet as Tinothy enters with nmugs. Tinothy | ooks.
Eyes wi den. Disbelief, alarm Expected?

MONTAGE — FAST FORWARD — WEEKS LATER

A) TI MOTHY AND REBECCA pack boxes frantically, taping them
shut. Tinothy perpetually anxious, checking w ndows.

B) THEY SAY hurried, awkward goodbyes to confused
col | eagues/fri ends.

D) TIMOTHY checks locks nultiple tinmes before bed.

E) LOADI NG their blue SUV. Cramm ng every inch. A final
anxi ous |l ook at their Salford house.

END MONTAGE
EXT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - SALFORD - DAY (A FEW VEEKS LATER)
Bright, sunny. Tension.

REBECCA carries baby bag. C oses door. Gets into blue SUV.
TI MOTHY silent, knuckles white on the wheel, engine hunm ng.

REBECCA
Ready, then?

Ti mot hy doesn’t answer. Looks in rearview mrror, at house.

TI MOTHY
(Quietly, heavy)
Just... feels mad, doesn't it?

Packi ng everything up, just like that.

REBECCA
(Reassuring, but
flicker of

appr ehensi on)
We tal ked about this. After
everything. Fresh start. Ml es away.
For us. For Lizzie.
He nods, hesitant. Backs car out. Leaving Salford feels heavy.
EXT. ROAD LEAVI NG SALFORD - DAY

The blue SUV rolls along the road.
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It passes a weathered sign: "You Are Now Leaving Salford." A
silent farewell. A threshold crossed.

| NT. CAR — MOTORVWAY — DAY

LI ZZI E gurgles. TIMOTHY drives slightly below limt, eyes
flicking to mrrors.

REBECCA
(Sar casm
It woul d have been quicker getting
t he bus.

TI MOTHY
(Tense)
|"mdoing the speed limt. Driving
careful ly.

REBECCA
You know its seventy m | es per hour
right?
TI MOTHY
(Sharp breath)
| know how fast seventy is, Becks.

Pass under bridge. TIMOTHY gl ances up—thi nks he sees FlI GURE.
Bl i nks hard, checks mrror. Nothing. Paranoia. Heart pounds.

Car passes sign: "FUDGEW CK" junction, partially obscured.

REBECCA
This is it. Qur junction. Pull over.

TI MOTHY signals stiffly.
EXT. COUNTRY ROAD — DAY
Trees press closer. Light dins. Ar stiller.
REBECCA
(W ndow down)

Ah, proper country air. See? Told
you it would be good.

TI MOTHY
(Still tense, |ow
| just wish... knew how that |eaflet

got in your bag.

REBECCA
The police said it was probably just
some weirdo at the church. Don't
start, Tim Not now.



TI MOTHY
(Small, hesitant smle)
|"m sure you are right.
SWV rounds bend, enters Fudgew ck.
| NT. CAR — FUDGEW CK — DAY

Char m undeni abl e—+hat ched roofs, ancient stone. Gardens
expl ode, inpossibly lush, uniform

TI MOTHY
(Awe- st ruck)
Ww. Ckay. It's... |ike sonething
froma postcard. Properly chocol ate
box.
REBECCA
(Awe-struck too, eyes
darting)
Tol d you.

Drive slowy. Inmacul ate, utterly deserted. Village green
enpty. Bandstand silent.

Turn past children's play park. Enpty. Sw ngs sway slowy,
no breeze. Single, deflated GREEN BALLOON tangled in frane.

TI MOTHY
(Confused, unease
returns)

VWhere are all the famlies? The
children? It's sunny. Deserted.

REBECCA
(Exci ted, pointing)
Maybe school tinme? Nap tinme? Here!
Look. It"'s our house! Nunber 17!

EXT. CRAWORD RESI DENCE — FUDGEW CK — DAY

SW pulls onto gravel driveway. Charm ng cottage. Tl MOTHY
exits, nervously gets LIZZIE REBECCA stands, awe battling

unease.

REBECCA
(Ane)
Oh, Tim Ww. It |ooks even better
in person. Don't you think?

TI MOTHY
(Struggling with seat,
tight voice)
Yeah. Great. Babe. A hand pl ease?



Passes Lizzie carefully. Opens boot, funbles pram

TI MOTHY ( CONT' D)
(Uneasy, whi spering)

It's all... very quiet. Too quiet.
REBECCA
(Adj usting Lizzie)
Isn"t... isn't that what we wanted?

Peace and quiet?

TI MOTHY
(Funbl i ng harder)
Yes, of course. Quiet is good. Just...
this is deathly quiet. Eerie.

@ ances toward nei ghbouring cottage (red door). Curtains
twtch, snap shut.

TI MOTHY ( CONT' D)
(Junpy, whi spering)
W' re bei ng wat ched! Just now Next
door!

REBECCA
(Looki ng around)
VWhat ? Where? By who? The petunias?

TI MOTHY
Sh! The nei ghbours! Saw t hem

REBECCA
(Sighs dramatically,
strides toward
nei ghbours")
Bl oody hell Tim

TI MOTHY
(Pani cked whi sper)
Wait! \What are you doi ng?! Becks!

REBECCA
(Hal fway there)
We are going to introduce oursel ves!
Come on.

Ti not hy trudges behind. Rebecca reaches red door, knocks
firmy. Waits. Knocks harder. Pushes |etterbox open, peering.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
(Not shy)
Hel | 0?7 W' re your new nei ghbour s!
Just wanted to pop over and say hell o!
W& saw you peepi ng!



TI MOTHY
(Hesitant, nortified)
They obviously don't want to be
di sturbed, Becks. Let's just |eave
it.

VOCE 1l (OS.)
(Nervous, thin, elderly
femal e, nuffl ed)
Hello. I... | can't answer the door
ri ght now.

REBECCA
Wiy not? |Is everything alright?

VOCE 1l (OS.)
(cracked, broken voice,
for ced)
Because... because... I'm.. naked.

Ti nmot hy' s j aw drops.

TI MOTHY
(Muttering)
Ch for God's sake... | told you we
shoul d. ..
REBECCA

(Leani ng cl oser)
Sh! Naked? Can't you just... put
sone cl othes on? Just for a second?

VOCE 1 (OS.)
(Hesi tant whi sper)

Er... it's the... the tradition..
when new people arrive... we have
to... stay inside. It's conplicated.
You'll find out nore in your wel cone
packs. Just... wel cone to Fudgew ck

| have to go.
Voi ce ceases. Rebecca pulls back, baffled.

TI MOTHY
(Unsettl ed)
Wl cone packs? Tradition? What is
this place?

REBECCA
(Quietly to Tinothy,
forcing smle)
Eccentric. Definitely eccentric. But
t hese pl aces al ways have their quirks.
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Timothy follows slowy, deeply unsettled. Finishes pram
assenbly. Rebecca uses key from under flowerpot. As door
opens, a DARK FI GURE bl urs past on the road. Tinothy glinpses
it. Unease deepens.

| NT. HALLWAY — CRAWFORD RESI DENCE — FUDGEW CK — DAY

Door swi ngs open. Cool, silent hallway. Lavender and old
wood snel|l. REBECCA enters first, forces smle. TIMOTHY
foll ows, pushing pram eyes scanning.

REBECCA
(Tryi ng amazenent)
O MG See? Lovely! Potential!

TI MOTHY
(Tense)
Yeah, lovely. Where is this welcone
pack?
REBECCA

I|"mgoing to | ook at the bedroons!
Choose ours! Can you get Lizzie and
t he baby bag?

Ti mot hy stands al one, silence pressing. Wal ks toward |iving
room

I NT. LI'VING ROOM — CRAWFORD RESI DENCE — FUDGEW CK — DAY

TI MOTHY enters, holding Lizzie. Pleasant room-irepl ace,
sof as, bay w ndow--eerily quiet.

On coffee table, perfectly centered: single, plain envel ope.
Dark green paper, nmatching |eaflet.

TI MOTHY approaches cautiously. Picks it up. Opens it.
Inside: Letter, formally fol ded—"Wel cone Crawfords."
REBECCA wal ks i n, bouncing.

REBECCA
(Forthright)
Hey! Right, got roons sorted! Lizzie
gets back. W get front. Find the
wel come pack? Need to unpack

TI MOTHY
(Hol di ng up envel ope)
This. Just this. Aletter.
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REBECCA

(snat ches envel ope,
pl ayful |l y)

It seens

This isn'

harm ess. Wl com ng actual ly.

TI MOTHY
t funny Becks.

REBECCA

Ckay. Lets go for a walk. It mght
hel p your anxiety.

EXT. VILLAGE ROAD — FUDGEW CK — DAY

Wal king down main road. LIZZIE in pram pushed by TI MOTHY
REBECCA tries casual ness.

(Try

REBECCA
ng content)

A whole village to oursel ves! It
feels like we are Lord and Lady

Cr awf or d!

How do you do?
TI MOTHY

(Looki ng around
ner vousl y)

It feels

like... Sleepy Holl ow.
REBECCA

(Sarcastically)
How do you do Lady Elizabeth, |'m
fine Lord Crawford, thank you for
asking. Didn't the headl ess horseman

gi ve you

ni ght mar es?

TI MOTHY

(Pointing at map,
t hen ahead)
Yes. Look. Shop. Maybe soneone's in

t here?

REBECCA

(Hopef ul)
Great. Need nappies. Cone on

They qui cken pace towards shop.

I NT. SHOP — FUDGEW CK — DAY

BELL JI NGLES. TI MOTHY peeks in cautiously.

Perfectly stocked,

silent shop. MANNEQUI NS near entrance,

sinple clothes, frozen friendly poses, fixed smles.
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TI MOTHY
(Whi spering, slightly
unner ved)
Hel | 0..? Anybody there..?

REBECCA wal ks past, scanning shel ves. TIMOTHY surveys shop.
Sil ence. Approaches counter. Looks behind. Small wooden
"Honesty Jar", scattered coins and notes.

TI MOTHY ( CONT' D)
(To hinself, unnerved)
Honesty jar..? Enpty shop..? This
doesn't make any sense.

REBECCA
(Creeping up behind,
nappi es and m | k)
What doesn't?

TI MOTHY
(Startl ed)
Jesus Chri st Becks.

REBECCA
An honesty jar. How cute. Tenner
shoul d cover it.

Pl aces itens on counter. TIMOTHY feels watched. d ances at
mannequi ns. Did one nove? No. Unsettling. Places tenner in
jar. Note rustles |oudly.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
(Exci ted)
Ti m

TI MOTHY
(Startled)
What ?

REBECCA
There is only a bl oody pub across
t he road!

| NT. PUB — FUDGEW CK — DAY

BELL JINGLES. O assic village pub—+ow beans, fireplace, well -
stocked bar. Uterly deserted. Stale hops, furniture polish
smel | .

REBECCA
(Excited, voice echoing)
A pub all to ourselves! Al ways wanted
to pull ny own pint! Dibs on the
snug!
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TI MOTHY
(Uneasy, pushing pram
This doesn't feel right, Becks.

REBECCA spots bl ackboard sign: "Help Yourselves - Sorry for
t he I nconveni ence! "

REBECCA
(Di sbelief, quiet)
No. It can't be.

TI MOTHY
What ?

REBECCA
(Top of her voice,
shocked, gi ddy)
Free bar! Tim It's a bloody free
bar!

| NT. PUB — FUDGEW CK — DAY (LATER)

REBECCA, slightly flushed, pours herself a second pint. A
G&T sits beside it.

They' re tucked away in the snug.
TI MOTHY nurses his first G&T cautiously.

LI ZZIE bats at a toy, oblivious to the unease |ingering
bet ween t hem

| NT. PUB — FUDGEW CK — NI GHT

Hours passed. Enpty gl asses litter table—rpstly REBECCA S
Ti psy, relaxed. TIMOTHY tense, watching w ndows, pram close.
LI ZZI E bats at toy.

REBECCA
(Slightly slurring)
Gonna finish that, Sl owoach? Waste
of free booze!

TI MOTHY
( Concer ned)
One of us has to stay alert.

REBECCA
(Laughs, dism ssive)
Ni ne nont hs pregnant renenber? You
One nme this one.
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TI MOTHY
(Small, weary smle)
Fair point. Still... Isn't this al

a tad nore than eccentric, Becks?
Alone in village, |leaflet, naked

nei ghbours, free booze... feels..
cur at ed.

Pl anned. Like... a trap.

REBECCA
(Hi ccups, dism ssive
wave)
Don't be daft. [It's Just
Unconventional! Stop being junpy!
Have anot her G&T

DARK FI GURE WHI SKS past w ndow-bl ur of bl ack, unnatural speed.
TI MOTHY sees it. Stiffens, blood cold. Real ? Shadows? Beer?

TI MOTHY
(Unnerved, whi sper)
Did you see that? Qutside. Sonething
noved. Fast.

REBECCA
(Looki ng at w ndow)
See what ? Honestly, Tim you're
letting this place get to you.

TI MOTHY
(Standi ng abruptly)
Can we go now? Pl ease.

REBECCA

(Si ghi ng)
VWay? |' m havi ng fun

TI MOTHY
Because... | want to sleep and wake
up not needing psychiatric help. O
faci ng whatever that was. Pl ease,
Becks.

REBECCA
(Sobering slightly,
seeing his fear)
God. Ckay. | didn't realise it had
got that bad. Let's get Lizzie hone.

TI MOTHY nods, relieved, pushes pramtoward exit, glancing
nervously at w ndow.
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| NT. DREAM SEQUENCE - VI LLAGE ROAD - FUDGEW CK — DAY
( DI STORTED)

Tinmothy views an enpty play park fromhis car. Sw ngs sway
faster than natural. A green balloon pul ses sickly, swelling
slightly.

| NT. DREAM SEQUENCE - CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - DAY
( DI STORTED)

A Dark Figure blurs past outside, |eaving after-inages.
| NT. DREAM SEQUENCE - PUB - FUDGEW CK - NI GHT (DI STORTED)

Tinmothy sits opposite REBECCA at a table littered with dozens
of enpty gl asses.

REBECCA (V. Q.)
(Di storted, nocking)

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
I't's Just Unconventional! Stop being
J unpy!

A Dark Figure slanms against the pub w ndow, |eaving a deep
crack. It fades into shadows.

FADE TO BLACK.
I NT. LI'VING ROOM - CRAWORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - DAY

Tinothy JOLTS awake on the sofa, cold sweat, gasping.
El i zabeth cries softly in travel cot. Rebecca snores on other
sofa, enpty bottle nearby.

Tinothy swings legs to floor, rubs face, heart poundi ng.
Dreans vivid. Walks to cot, lifts Lizzie, holds close.

TI MOTHY
(Wi spering, soothing)
Shhh, there there, Lizzie-bug. |It's
Ckay. Daddy's here. Bad dreamthat's
all. .

EXT. CRAWORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - DAY

Ti mot hy opens front door slowy, cautiously, steps out, Lizzie
held tight. Crisp air, bright sun, absolute, heavy silence.

Wal ks to edge of garden, peers down deserted road. Not a

car, person, sound.

Wal ks hesitantly to nei ghbour's house (red door). Knocks
lightly, |ouder. Nobody answers. Curtains still. Just silence.
Absence feel s worse.
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Ti not hy stands frozen on the |awn, Lizzie cradled
protectively. The silence is absolute. No birdsong. No distant
traffic hum Nothing. Just the | ow THUMP of his own heart.

He | ooks up and down the deserted village street. |Immacul ate
gardens. Quaint cottages. Utterly lifeless.

He turns, wal ks qui ckly back towards his own cottage door,
the gravel CRUNCHI NG t oo | oudly underfoot.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - CRAWORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - DAY

Timot hy hol ds Lizzie close, scanning the room the silence
pressing in after the vivid nightmare. He | ooks at Rebecca,
still asleep on the other sofa.

SOUND of a gentle THUD upstairs.

Tinmothy freezes. Listens intently. Nothing. House settling?
O ... sonething else? He clutches Lizzie tighter.

REBECCA stirs, groaning softly. One eye cracks open, squints
at the daylight filtering through the bay w ndow.

REBECCA
(Raspy, hungover)
Ugh. What tinme is it? Feels like I
westled a brewery and | ost.

She pushes herself up slowy, rubbing her tenples.
TI MOTHY

(Quietly, tense)
Mor ni ng. You okay?

REBECCA
Define 'okay'. Did Lizzie sleep?
TI MOTHY
(Eyes darting to the
w ndow)
Sonme. |... didn't. Bad dreans. That
silence outside... it’s heavier today.
REBECCA

(Swinging legs to

fl oor, unsteady)
It's just a quiet village. | need to
go to the shop. Coffee and
par acet anol .

Ti mot hy changes Lizzie, constantly glancing out the w ndow.
They pack a small bag — nappies, bottle. Rebecca shoves
sungl asses on.
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EXT. VILLAGE ROAD - FUDGEW CK - DAY

They wal k down the main street again. The sun shines brightly,
but the silence remains absolute. No birdsong, no distant
traffic, just their footsteps echoing slightly too |oud on

t he pavenent. The houses | ook i mmacul ate, w ndows |ike bl ank
eyes.

REBECCA
(Tryi ng cheerful ness)
Where the hell is everyone?

Suddenly, Lizzie starts to CRY. Not her usual fussing, but a
di stressed, piercing wail that cuts through the still ness.

TI MOTHY
(I mredi atel y anxi ous)
VWhat is it? Wiat's wong, Lizzie-
bug?

He tries to soothe her, rocking her gently. She keeps crying,
burying her face in his shoul der.

REBECCA
(Voi ce tightens)
It's like, this place has spooked
her .

TI MOTHY
(Looki ng around wi | dly)
| told you! Lizzie feels it too!

REBECCA
(Quietly, decisively)
We shoul d | eave. After coffee.

Ti not hy nods.
EXT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - DAY

Frantic energy replaces unease. They quickly throw essentials
back into the SUV. Tinothy funbles with Lizzie's car seat,
hands shaking slightly. Rebecca slans the boot shut.

I NT. CAR - FUDGEW CK - DAY

Engi ne starts, sound unnaturally loud. Tinothy grips the
wheel . Rebecca grips a travel nug.

TI MOTHY
Ri ght. Min road.

He reverses off the drive, past the children's play park —
the defl ated green balloon seens fractionally nore inflated,
swayi ng gently. Tinothy floors the accelerator slightly.
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EXT. ROAD LEAVI NG FUDGEW CK - DAY

The bl ue SUV speeds past the weat hered wooden sign: "FUDGEW CK -
Pl ease Drive Carefully". Trees line the road.

I NT. CAR - COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

They drive in silence for several mnutes. The road tw sts
and turns through dense woodl and.

REBECCA
(Trying to sound nornmal)
Shoul d be hitting the main A-road
soon.

Timothy nods stiffly, eyes fixed ahead, scanning the trees.
The woods feel oppressive, closing in.

TI MOTHY
Shoul d be. Feels |ike we've been
driving | onger though.

They round anot her bend. Up ahead, through the trees... a
village sign. Weat hered wood. Fam |iar shape.
REBECCA
( Conf used)

Wat? Is that...? No, it can't be.
They draw cl oser. The lettering becones clear.
"FUDGEW CK - Pl ease Drive Careful |ly"

Tinothy slans on the brakes. The car skids slightly on the
tarmac. Lizzie startles, whinpers.

TI MOTHY
(Di sbelief, voice
trenbling)
How?! It's not possible!

REBECCA
(Staring, pale)
Maybe... naybe we took a wong turn
back there?

TI MOTHY
(Htting the steering
wheel )
There was no turn! This is the only
r oad!

They drive again, faster this tine, the scenery blurring
past. Five mnutes pass. Ten mnutes. The same woods, the
same w ndi ng road.



20.
Then, ahead. The sign.
"FUDGEW CK - Pl ease Drive Careful |ly"

Rebecca lets out a small, choked sob.
REBECCA
(Whi speri ng)
It's not possible... It's not...

Timothy pulls the car over onto the verge, engine idling
raggedly. He stares at the sign, then | ooks at Rebecca, sheer
terror dawning in his eyes.

TI MOTHY
The leaflet... "You can't escape."”

He grips her arm his hand ice-cold.

TI MOTHY ( CONT' D)
(Voi ce cracking)
Becks... | think we're trapped.

Rebecca stares back, her face ashen. Forced smles, sarcasm
pragmati sm — all gone. Replaced by raw, naked fear. She | ooks
at Lizzie, asleep nowin the back seat, oblivious. The silence
outside feels absolute, mal evolent, pressing in. They are
utterly alone. And they can't |eave.

The canera holds on their terrified faces, trapped within
the car, the inpossible village sign | oom ng behind them

FADE TO BLACK
FADE | N:
I NT. CAR - COUNTRY ROAD - DAY
The blue SUV sits idling raggedly on the verge, facing the
"FUDGEW CK - Pl ease Drive Carefully"” sign. Air thick with
fear. Rebecca stares ahead, tear tracks on her dusty face,
breat hing shallow. Tinothy grips the steering wheel, knuckles
bone white. Lizzie whinpers fretfully in the back seat.

Silence stretches, anmplifying their frantic heartbeats.

TI MOTHY
(Voi ce rough, choked)
It’s not... there’ s no...

He can’t finish. Slans his pal magainst the steering wheel.
A dul |, hopel ess sound.
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REBECCA
(Wi spering)
| don't understand?

He | ooks at her, sees the raw terror mrroring his own.
@ ances in the rearview mrror at Lizzie, small face crunpl ed.
No options. Only the cage.

Tinmothy puts the car into gear. Engine whines. He turns the
car around, driving slowy, inevitably, back towards

Fudgew ck. The charm ng village now | ooks predatory. Thatched
roofs press down, stone walls bulge slightly, |ush gardens
withe with unseen energy. Every w ndow a dark, watching

eye.

| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - NI GHT

Back in the cottage. Sofa shoved against the front door -
pat hetic barricade. Oppressive village silence perneates the
thin walls. Every CREAK, every distant RUSTLE sounds

i ntentional, nenacing.

Rebecca rocks Lizzie, who refuses to settle, small body tense.
Rebecca huns a broken |ullaby, voice trenbling. Tinothy stands
by the wi ndow, staring out, unseeing. Looking inward.

Repl ayi ng horror.

TI MOTHY
| can see it as plain as day. John...
the way he fell...it plays it again
and again. But different. Wbrse.
REBECCA
Stop it.
TI MOTHY

| can't help it.
He turns fromthe w ndow. Eyes bl oodshot, pupils dil ated.

TI MOTHY ( CONT' D)
Did you | ock the back door?

REBECCA
Yes. Three tines. Like you asked.

TI MOTHY
Check it again.

REBECCA
(Voi ce rising)
W need to get the hell out of here.
Not | ock the bl oody doors.
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TI MOTHY
It doesn't matter anyway. It’s not
outside. It’s...everywhere. In the
walls. In the quiet. In...us. Look
cone see

Lizzie cries |louder at her tone. Rebecca holds her tighter,
trying to soothe her, tears welling.

REBECCA
Shhh, shhh. It’s okay. Mummy’s here.

Ti mot hy wat ches them jaw nuscle twitching. Utterly hel pless.
Wal ks to the back door, checks the |ock. Secure. Makes no
di fference.

EXT. CRAWORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - DAY

Time feels distorted. Sluggish, then racing. They venture
out si de.

Near the playground again. The GREEN BALLOON bobs gently,
sickly, vibrant green.

As they watch, nesnerized, the balloon visibly PULSES. Sl ow,
rhythmc inflation and deflation, |like a diseased | ung.

THWACK- THWACK- THWACK! The swi ngs beside the balloon jerk
violently into notion, crashing back and forth. Terrifying
speed. Metal SCREAMS against netal. No wi nd. Just violent,
unnat ural notion

They run. Sound of frantically sw nging chains chases them
down the silent street.

| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - DAY

Burst back into the cottage. Slam and barricade the door
Hearts poundi ng. House feels no safer. Air huns faintly.

Rebecca col | apses onto the sofa, catching her breath, holding
Lizzie close. Tinothy paces, agitated, running hands through
his hair.

TI MOTHY
See? SEE? It's not us! It's the place!
It's alive!

REBECCA

Stop it! You're scaring her!

Suddenly, the antique clock on the mantel pi ece CH MES
erratically, hands spinning backwards at inpossible speed.
Si mul t aneously, cups on the coffee table RATTLE violently,
sliding towards the edge.
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REBECCA ( CONT' D)
VWhat ' s happeni ng?!

Spi nning cl ock hands blur, then stop abruptly. Cups cease
rattling. Silence rushes back, heavier.

Tinmothy stares at the clock. Rebecca stares at the cups.
They | ook at each other, unspoken terror passing between
them Fundanental |aws fraying.

| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - NI GHT

Anot her night. Haven't dared go upstairs since the THUDD NG
They exist in the living room a small island in a sea of
encroachi ng dread.

Ti mot hy dozes fitfully on the sofa. Rebecca watches him
| ooks down at Lizzie sleeping in her arnms. Fierce, protective
| ove sharpens her fear to a razor edge.

A faint WH SPER seens to slither fromthe corner.

VWH SPERI NG VO CE (O S.)
(Fai nt, insidious)
Do you use you two ply? It's all a
bit raw

Rebecca stiffens. Looks around wldly.

REBECCA
VWho' s t here?

Silence. Real ? Exhausted m nd? Looks at Tinothy. He stirs,
mut t eri ng.

TI MOTHY
(I'n his sleep)
...not ny fault... John... didn't

see. ..
Jol ts awake, gasping, eyes wide with remenbered terror

REBECCA
No! Tim it wasn't your fault.

TI MOTHY
(Looki ng around
frantically)
How do you know that for sure. Becks?
How?!

Hs panic is infectious. Rebecca holds Lizzie tighter.
Fam liar roomfeels alien, hostile. Floral wallpaper seens
to crawl . Shadows deepen, coal esce.
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| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - NI GHT

Dar kness, punctuated only by Rebecca’s phone |ight. Sl ow,

del i berate THUD... THUD... THUD... conti nues down the stairs.

Ti mot hy and Rebecca frozen, backs against the far wall, Lizzie
clutched tight.

TI MOTHY
(Wi spering, voice
trenbling)

It’s comi ng down...The thuddi ng reaches
the bottom step. Stops. Sil ence
stretches, thick, suffocating.

Suddenly, the air fills wth a high-pitched, unnatural SCREECH
of stressed netal - warehouse flashback sound, anplified,
fromthe walls thenselves. Tinothy claps hands over ears,

eyes shut tight.

TI MOTHY ( CONT' D)
No...no...nmake it stop...Overlaying the
screech, the sickening WET CRACK
echoes, fused with SHATTERI NG gl ass.
Rever berates around the room

REBECCA
Tim Look at ne! It's not real! It’s
t he house!

Ti not hy shakes head, squeezing eyes shut harder.

TI MOTHY
John...falling...the sound...A faint,
sharp WHI STLE cuts through the noise
— sanme unnatural whistle from before
John was hit. Darts around the room
Then, sonething small and dark
CLATTERS agai nst the barricaded front
door from *inside* the room

Tinmothy’ s eyes snap open. Stares at the floor near the door.
II'lum nated faintly by phone light lies...an electric
t oot hbrush. A d, griny, identical to police reports.

TI MOTHY ( CONT' D)
(Gaspi nQ)
[t...how..?

War ehouse sounds abruptly cut out. Toothbrush lies still.
Silence feels charged. Tinothy stares at the toothbrush,
trauma gi ven physical form
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| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - DAY (LATER -
ESCALATI ON - REBECCA FOCUS)

Weak sunlight, no confort. Haven't slept. Living roomis
their bunker. Lizzie awake in travel cot, unusually quiet,
eyes w de, tracking sonething unseen. Rebecca sits beside
cot, watching Lizzie intently. Baby nonitor on coffee table
emts faint static.

REBECCA
(To Tinothy, |ow voice)
She hasn't cried since...since the
noi se stopped. She just...watches.

Timothy sits slunped on sofa, staring blankly at wall where
clock was. Uterly drained.

TI MOTHY
It knows what haunts ne. It uses it.

Baby nonitor static sharpens. Faint sound energes — not Lizzie
crying, but distorted, sibilant WH SPER

WH SPERI NG VO CE (O S.)
(From noni tor,

di storted)
...so fragile... nmummy can't protect.
Rebecca snatches nmonitor, listening, horrified.
REBECCA

VWhat the hell?

Looks at Lizzie. Baby flinches slightly, as if hearing it
too. Small wooden bl ock toy near cot trenbles, slowy ROTATES
on the spot.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
Tim Look!

Ti not hy | ooks over, sees toy turning. Dull resignation, not
fresh shock

Rebecca feel s sudden, intense COLDNESS envel op area around
cot. Deep chill raises goosebunps despite daylight. Lizzie
shivers, lips tinged slightly bl ue.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
(Pani cked)
She’s cold! It's freezing right here!

Scoops Lizzie out, waps tightly in blanket, noving away
fromcold spot. Fear sharpens — no longer just for them but
fiercely, primally for Lizzie. House isn't just trapping
them it's targeting her baby.
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REBECCA ( CONT' D)
(Voi ce hard, determ ned)
No. You don't touch her. You hear
me? Stay away from her!

@ ares around room chall engi ng unseen presence. Cold spot
di ssi pates. \Wispering static fades. Toy stops noving.
Qppr essi ve atnosphere | essens, surprised by her defiance.

| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - N GHT (CLI MAX)

Chaos. House in full revolt. Lights flicker strobe-Ilike,

nmonst rous shadows. Furniture RATTLES, SHAKES. WAREHOUSE
SCREECHI NG and John’ s death CRACK blend with distorted NURSERY
RHYMES sung i n whispering voice. Tine fractured — outside

bay w ndow, day/night flash intermttently.

Ti not hy on knees, hands over ears, trapped in hyper-realistic
hal | uci nat i on.

TI MOTHY' S POV

Living roomwalls nelt away -> Giny WAREHOUSE bri ckwor k.
JOHN PORTER paci ng, phone to ear. The wi ndow. DARK FIGURE in
derelict factory w ndow opposite, raising arm TOOTHBRUSH
hurtling... again... again... John falls, collapses, over
and over. Wi spering VO CE | aughs.

VO CE (V.0QO)
Too slow... always too slow .. watched
himdie... weak...
BACK TO SCENE
"Real' living room Rebecca clutches Lizzie, scream ng

i nconsol ably. Room warps around them Wi spering voice focuses
on her now, sharp, venonous, fromall directions.

VOCE (O S.) (CONT' D
Bad not her... brought her here..
she'll be ours... like the others..

Rebecca spins, trying to |locate source. d ances at travel
cot — EMPTY

REBECCA
(Scream ng)
LI ZZI E!' NO

Looks down — Lizzie still safe in her arns. Cruel trick.
VO CE doubl es down.

VO CE (O S.)
G ve her to us... she belongs to
Fudgew ck now. ..
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Fl oor beneath Rebecca seens to ripple. Shadows coal esce,
shifting, vaguely humanoi d shapes reach towards Lizzie. CLOCK
on mant el pi ece (reappeared) spins hands uncontrol |l ably. Exit
door rattles violently, sofa barricade slides back inches.

Si nul t aneous assault on their deepest fears — Tinothy's
guilt/failure, Rebecca's maternal terror. Hts its peak.
Designed to shatter them

| NT. CRAWFCORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - NI GHT ( TURNI NG PO NT)
Am dst psychi c onsl aught, sonething shifts.

Ti mot hy, watching John fall again, renenbers Goria s words:
"Life...snatched away. Cruelly. Meaningless.” The |oop
stutters. Looks up fromnental replay, truly seeing chaotic
living room Rebecca shielding Lizzie. Crushing weight of
responsi bility LESSENS.

War ehouse overlay flickers, pixelates. Screeching sound
glitches, fades.

Si nul t aneousl y, Rebecca, facing encroachi ng shadows and voi ce
demanding child, feels terror nutate into pure, defiant RAGE

REBECCA
(Shouti ng over
cacophony, voice raw)
NO SHE IS MNE!' YOU CAN KEEP THE
DAMN HOUSE, YOU CAN KEEP THE VI LLAGE,
BUT YOU DON' T GET HER!' NEVER!

Hol ds Lizzie tighter, planting feet, nother |ion protecting
cub. No |l onger |ooking for escape, preparing for battle.

Her raw defiance, coupled with Tinothy's internal shift,
di srupts psychic assault. Whispering voice falters, |oses
coherence. Reaching shadows retract. Lights stop strobing,
settle into dim steady glow Tenporal distortion outside
ceases — just night again. House s overt attack subsides.
Heavy, watchful silence remains, but immnent violation
recedes.

EXT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - CONTI NUOUS

| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - FUDGEW CK - DAY - CONTI NUOQUS

Days turn into nights. Tinme passes.

WEEKS, MAYBE MONTHS LATER

Cottage tidier, lived-in, still tenporary. Sunlight streans
t hrough wi ndow. Tinothy sits at small dining table. Tired,

ol der, frantic edge gone, replaced by deep weariness, strange
calm
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Rebecca enters fromkitchen, carrying Lizzie, few nonths

ol der, gurgling happily. Places her gently in playpen in
centre of room Mwves wth quiet efficiency, sarcasmrepl aced
by steely pragmati sm focused on Lizzie's needs.

REBECCA
Ml ks warm ng. Did you check the
jar?

TI MOTHY

(Wt hout I ooking up)
Still got that tenner in it. Shop's
still stocked. Sane nmannequi ns.
REBECCA
Right. Pub still free?
TI MOTHY
(Looks up, faint, sad
smle)
Al ways.
No tal k of |eaving. Tried again, weeks ago. Road still | ooped.

Sign still waited. Stopped trying.

House qui et now. Overt phenonena ceased after that terrible
night. Village utterly deserted, silent. Neighbours never
seen. Direct, personal assault stopped. Trapped, indefinitely,

Rebecca picks up Lizzie, holding close, |ooking out w ndow
at enpty, perfect street.

REBECCA
She needs fresh air. \Wal k?

Ti mot hy nods, puts down pencil. Stands, stretches. Myve
t owards door — no barricade now. Just a |ock

TI MOTHY
Pl ayground again? See if the balloon’s
popped yet?

REBECCA
(Shakes her head)
Just... round the green. Keep it

si npl e.

They step outside into bright, silent day. Perfect houses
wat ch. Lush gardens bl oom unseen. WAl k sl owl y down pat h,
famly unit isolated in inpossible cage.

Camera pulls back slowy. Tiny figures wal king through
i mmacul ate, lifeless village. Silence absol ute.
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EXT. VILLAGE GREEN - FUDGEW CK - DAY

TI MOTHY (39) pushes LIZZIE (approx. 1 year old) in her pram
REBECCA (36) wal ks beside him Bright sun on i nmacul at e,
deserted village green. Perfect flowerbeds bl oom unattended.
Quai nt cottages silent, w ndows |ike vacant eyes.

Wal k slowy, stiffly. Silence absolute — no birdsong, no
distant traffic. Only crunch of shoes on gravel, gentle squeak
of pram wheels. Louder than it should be.

Ti not hy gl ances around, scanni ng houses, enpty bandstand,
still swings in distant playground. Relief replaced by | ow
| evel , constant anxi ety hum

Rebecca keeps gaze fixed forward or down at Lizzie. Face
pal e but conposed, mask of determ ned practicality.

REBECCA

(Quietly)
See? Fresh air. Doing her good.

Voi ce sounds unnaturally loud. Tinothy just nods, scanning
roofline nearby. Curtain twtching? O light? Can’t be sure.

Compl ete slow circuit of green. Nothing happens. No figures
dart. No objects fly. No voices whisper.

Li zzie gurgles, nmonentarily breaking tension. Rebecca stops,
adj usts Lizzie's blanket neticul ously.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
MIk will be warm Let's go back.

Ti mot hy | ooks around one last tine. Village feels |like
perfectly preserved speci nen under glass — beautiful,
l'ifel ess, inescapable.

| NT. CRAWFCRD RESI DENCE - KI TCHEN - DAY (DAYS LATER)

House tidi er, atnosphere tense. Rebecca noves with focused
energy, W ping already gleam ng faucet. Established RRAD
ROUTI NES.

Counter holds small pile of supplies fromshop — nappies,
formula, bread. Fewer itens than expected, given shop's
abundance.

Tinothy | ooks tired, |lines around eyes deeper.

TI MOTHY
| wal ked down past the pub again.

Rebecca conti nues w ping, doesn't turn.
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REBECCA
And?

TI MOTHY
Not hi ng. Just... quiet. The bl ackboard
still says 'Hel p Yourselves'. The
door's unlocked. It feels... wong.
Li ke bait.

REBECCA

Then don't go in. Sinple. Stick to
the routine. Shop for essentials,
back here. Keep Lizzie on schedul e.

TI MOTHY
Don't you want to know why? What
this place is? How it works? If we
understood it, maybe...

REBECCA

(Turni ng, voice sharp)
Maybe what, Tinf? Maybe we coul d
reason with it? Ask the enpty houses
for directions? Understandi ng doesn't
get us out. Surviving the day gets
us through. That’s all there is.
Now, did you check the back door
lock like |I asked?

Her pragmatismis a wall, deflecting anything threatening
her fragile control.
TI MOTHY
(Muttering)

This is nice. It's quiet.
MONTAGE - PASSAGE OF TI ME (VEEKS | NTO MONTHS)

B) INT. SHOP - DAY: Rebecca places itens (nappies, fornula,
bread) on counter by HONESTY JAR Puts tenner in wthout

| ooki ng. Tinothy at wi ndow, idly watches deserted street.
Barely gl ances at MANNEQUI NS - poses subtly different? Can
no | onger be sure, or care.

C) INT. CRAWORD RESI DENCE - LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT: Room nore
lived-in, sterile tidiness remains. Tinothy draw ng nmap,
details recalled automatically. Rebecca neticul ously fol ds

| aundry, novenents precise, robotic. Faint, unsettling MJSIC
BOX TUNE drifts fromupstairs (new sound). Both register,
brief weary glance, ignore it. Background noi se now.

D) EXT. VILLAGE GREEN - DAY: Lizzie (approx. 1 year old,
toddl i ng uncertainly) takes steps towards enpty sw ngs.
Rebecca, watching hawk-1ike, calls sharply.
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REBECCA
Li zzie! No! Stay on the grass!

Li zzi e whi npers, turns back. Rebecca scoops her up, hol ding
tight. Baseline anxiety pal pable.

E) INT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - KITCHEN - NI GHT: Ti nothy hol ds
conpl ex sketch of village |layout, |ooping roads.

TI MOTHY
Look. If the curve here is
consistent... maybe there's a point
where the geonetry breaks down? An
overl ap?

REBECCA
(Washi ng di shes, back
t ur ned)
It's magic, Tim O nmadness. Ceonetry
won't help. Did you wind the cl ock?
It stopped again.

Ti mot hy sighs, puts sketch down.

F) EXT. CRAWORD RESI DENCE - GARDEN - DAY: Rebecca kneel s,
weedi ng fl ower bed obsessively. Flowers unnaturally perfect,
uni form Inposes rigid order. Nearby, GREEN BALLOON drifts
slowy past end of garden, silent, unnoticed or ignored.

END MONTAGE
| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - LI VING ROOM - N GHT ( MONTHS LATER)

Accumnul at ed wei ght of tine, hopel essness. Tinothy and Rebecca
| ook ol der, profoundly tired. Frantic edge gone, replaced by
deep, settled weariness. Exist in sane space, nmles apart.

Tinothy stares blankly at detail ed map of Fudgew ck, spread
on dining table, ignored, pencil still. Rebecca darns tiny
sock for Lizzie (nearly 1 year old, asleep in cot nearby).
Only sound: soft ticking of clock.

REBECCA
(Quietly)
She coughed again today. Tw ce during
her nap.

TI MOTHY
(Voice flat, eyes
still distant)
Air's probably danp. This house..
it holds the danp. Like everything
el se.



REBECCA
We need to keep things clean. Keep
her warm Make sure she eats properly.
That's all we can do.

32.

Timothy finally | ooks up, not with sharp frustration, but
deep, bone-weary exasperati on.
TI MOTHY
(Standi ng sl owy,
voi ce | ow but intense)
s it? Just keep things clean? Wiile
t he pl ace wat ches us?
REBECCA
(Doesn't | ook up from
dar ni ng)
VWhat else is there? Redraw the map
of this place for the hundredth tine.
TI MOTHY
(Standi ng sl owy,
voi ce | ow but intense)
It proves it's real! It stops us
fromforgetting! Your way...
pretending this is just some quirky
village... scrubbing the floors
while the walls hum ..
REBECCA
(Looks up, eyes
flashing wth years
of suppressed
fear/grief)
| am keepi ng our daughter alive! Day
after day! In this... place! Al you
do is draw this bl oody map! You—
TI MOTHY
Seeing her... growing up here..
Knowi ng there's no way out!
Lizzie cries out in cot, sharp, startled wail, disturbed by
shout i ng.
I nstantly, anger evaporates. Shared parental instinct
overrides. Rebecca puts down sew ng, rushes to cot, murmuring

soft, soothing sounds.

Timot hy turns away, runs hand through hair, |eans heavily
agai nst wall. Looks at intricate map.
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EXT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - DOORFRAME - DAY (TIME JUMP
TRANSI TI ON)

CLOSE UP on wooden doorframne inside cottage. Pencil marks
track child s growh.

SOUND of ol der CHILDI SH LAUGHTER (O . S.), clear and bright.

REBECCA' S HAND adds new nmark, significantly higher. Beside
it, clearly witten: "LIZZIE - ACGE 4". Years have passed.

EXT. CRAWORD RESI DENCE - DAY ( PRESENT DAY - YEARS LATER)

Bright, sunny day, indistinguishable fromarrival day. garden
pristine, deserted.

LI ZZIE (now 4), bright clothes, plays contentedly. Runs across
grass, laughter echoing slightly in profound quiet. Seens
conpl etely integrated.

Poi nts at sonet hi ng unseen.

LI ZZI E
Mummy! Look! The birdi e!

Rebecca, watching intently fromher seat, forces smle
Ti not hy stands apart, map now constant conpanion in worn
| eat her sat chel

REBECCA
(Cal l'ing)
Careful, sweetheart. Stay on the
grass, renenber?

Lizzie runs onto the grass and peers over nei ghbour fence.

LI ZZI E
Hel | o, house! Nobody hone today?
Ckay! Maybe tonorrow | want to say
hello to M. Mannequin! He | ooked
sad yest erday!

Ti mot hy, marking map, |ooks up sharply. Catches Rebecca’'s
eye. "M . Mnnequin" - casually dropped, chills them both.

TI MOTHY
(Forcing cal mtone)
He's not sad, sweetie. He's... just

pretending. Like in a shop w ndow.
Come back here and pl ay.

Li zzi e pouts, skips back towards Rebecca, easily redirected
but unfazed by mannequi n havi ng feelings.
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Sits down, picking daisies. Starts hunmm ng, discordant,
slightly off-key nelody. Absently, happily. Ml ody norphs
into words spoken under soft breath.

LI ZZI E
(To her dai sies)
Must stay inside... when new peopl e
conme...it's the tradition...

Recites phrase perfectly, to nelody, words she couldn't have
overheard from nei ghbour encounter years ago.

Suddenly, stops reciting. Goes conpletely still, hands frozen
over daisies, eyes staring blankly ahead at nothing. Unnerving
stillness, mrroring pervasive village quiet. Lasts few
seconds.

Rebecca takes involuntary step towards her.

REBECCA
Li zzi e?

Just as quickly, Lizzie snaps out of it, blinking. Sm|les
brightly, resum ng daisy chain as if nothing happened.

LI ZZI E
Fi ni shed! Look, Daddy!

Hol ds up conpl eted chain. Tinothy forces another smle, takes
it.

TI MOTHY
It's beautiful, Lizzie-bug. Really
beauti ful .

Looks at Rebecca over Lizzie's head. Her face pale.

| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

Tinmothy carefully places Lizzie's daisy chain on table beside
map. Rebecca enters fromkitchen, putting away picnic bl anket.
Lizzie runs to toys in corner. Atnosphere quiet, earlier
tension settling back into weary resignation.

SOUND of CAR ENG NE approachi ng, stopping nearby. Unusual .

Ti not hy and Rebecca exchange qui ck, al arnmed gl ance. Ti nothy
cautiously noves to bay w ndow, peers through gap in curtains.
Rebecca foll ows, stands slightly behind.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Dusty estate car, packed to roof, pulled up outside
nei ghbouring cottage (RED DOOR). Couple — MARK (30s, hopeful,
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eager) and CHLOCE (30s, excited, |ooking around delighted) -
get out, stretching after long drive. Tired but thrill ed.

MARK
Ww. It’s even better than the photos!
Li ke a postcard!

CHLOE
(Beam ng)
Told you it was perfect! Proper
chocol at e box! Peace and qui et at
| ast!

Sound exactly |ike Tinothy and Rebecca, years ago.
| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

Ti mot hy and Rebecca watch, stone-faced. Echo of own arrival
si ckeni ng.

REBECCA
(Wi spering)
No... Not again.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Mark spots Tinothy and Rebecca in wi ndow. Sm | es broadly,
gives friendly wave.

MARK
(Call'ing over)
Hell o there! Looks |ike our new
nei ghbour s!

Chl oe waves too, excitedly. Start wal king across small | awn
towards Crawfords' cottage.

| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - LI VI NG ROOM / HALLWAY - DAY

Rebecca backs away from wi ndow, heart poundi ng. Desperate
urgency floods face, breaking through resignation.

REBECCA
(To Tinothy, fierce
whi sper)
We have to warn them Tell themto
| eave! Nowl Before... before it

settles in.

Moves towards front door, hand outstretched to fling it open.
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TI MOTHY
(Grabbi ng her arm

gently)
What can we say? How? They won't

bel i eve us.

REBECCA
| don't care! W have to try!

SOUND of a firm KNOCK on the front door.

Rebecca flinches. Looks wildly fromdoor to Tinothy. Lizzie
| ooks up fromtoys, curious.

LI ZZI E
(Quietly, matter-of-
factly)
Mummy? Must stay inside. It's the
tradition.
Recites rule, chillingly authoritative.

Rebecca freezes, staring at daughter. Lizzie' s words, echoing
uncanny "rule", act like invisible barrier. Desperate urge

to warn battles ingrained fear, |earned hel pl essness, passive
acceptance reinforced by Lizzie's adaptation.

Ti not hy wat ches Rebecca, sees conflict, paralysis. Gves
tiny, alnost inperceptible head shake. No use.

Anot her KNOCK, friendlier.

MARK (O.S.)
Hel | 0? Just wanted to introduce
our sel ves!

Rebecca remai ns frozen, hand hovering near door, unable to
open. Tears well — inpotent rage and despair.

They stand in silence. Eventually, footsteps outside recede.
Through wi ndow, Ti nothy watches Mark and Chl oe exchange
confused shrugs, turn back to own cottage, perhaps conmenting
on strange nei ghbours.

Rebecca | eans forehead agai nst cool wood of door, shoul ders
sl unpi ng. Anot her chance to fight, lost. Lizzie goes back to
toys, hunm ng di scordant tune.

| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Hours | ater. Darkness outside. Crawfords' cottage quiet. But
next door. ..
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SOUND of LOUD LAUGHTER, drunken SHOUTI NG Free pub clearly
utilised.

Rebecca stands rigidly by w ndow, watching |ights next door,
listening to oblivious revelry. Hands cl enched. Tinothy sits
at table, staring at map, not seeing it.

REBECCA
(Voice tight with
anger)
Listen to them They haven't got a
clue. Swmng in free booze while
t he cage | ocks around them

TI MOTHY
W were the sane.

REBECCA
We have to do sonething. Now. Before
they get stuck like us. Before they
can't | eave.

Sudden, fierce resolve ignites in her eyes. Turns abruptly
fromw ndow, strides towards front door

| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - HALLWAY - NI GHT

Rebecca reaches front door. Breathing shallow, determ ned.
Doesn't hesitate. Hand cl oses around doorknob. Turns it.
Pul | s.

Door opens an inch... STOPS. Hits invisible wall. Rebecca
pul | s harder, grunting, door won't budge further. Not | ocked;
sinply won't open for her with this intent.

Freezes. Panic flares. Tries again, yanking furiously.
Not hi ng.

SOUND of faint, sibilant WH SPERS starting, emanating from
wal l's. Follows fam liar nelody.

VWH SPERI NG VO CE (O S.)
(Layered, insidious)

Must stay inside... when new peopl e
conme...it's the tradition... Mist
stay inside... when new people
conme...it's the tradition...

Rebecca gasps, stunbling back from door, hands flying to
cover ears, though whi spers seeminside head as nuch as
out si de.

REBECCA
(Wi speri ng)
No... please... stop...
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Wi spers intensify, nocking, coiling, then abruptly cease.
Sil ence rushes back, thick, malevol ent.

Rebecca | owers hands slowy, trenbling. Door remains slightly
ajar, nocking failed attenpt. Stares at it, defeated, tears
of frustration stream ng

Turns slowy, |eaning back against wall for support.
And sees LIZZIE

Standing silently at bottomof stairs in pyjams. Face bl ank,
eyes wide, unnervingly enpty in dimlight. Just stares at
Rebecca.

Beat of terrifying silence.

Then, Lizzie begins to sing. Softly, clearly, perfect,
chilling innocence. Discordant tune fromgreen, now with
words recited earlier.

LI ZZI E
(Singing softly)
Must stay inside... when new peopl e
conme...it's the tradition... Mist
stay inside... when new people
conme...it's the tradition...

Rebecca stares in horror. Lizzie isn't
an echo, innocent vessel for village's
Song continues, quiet, relentless.

j ust adapted; she's
i nsi di ous control.

CUT TO BLACK

FADE | N:

| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Heavy silence, broken only by faint, rhythm c WH SPERS seepi ng
fromwalls, echoing Lizzie's chilling song. Rebecca frozen,

staring at LIZZIE (4) at bottom of stairs. Lizzie's eyes
wi de, bl ank, continues soft, clear, innocent rendition.

LI ZZI E
(Singing softly)
Must stay inside... when new peopl e
cone... It's the tradition... Mist

stay inside...

Ti not hy noves slowy towards Rebecca, places hand gently on
her arm She flinches, pulling away slightly, eyes | ocked on
Lizzie.
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TI MOTHY
(Wi speri ng)
Becks. ..

Singing stops abruptly. Lizzie blinks, blankness receding
slightly. Looks from Rebecca to Tinothy, flicker of confusion,
as i f waking.

LI ZZI E
Mummy? Daddy? Is it bedtinme?

Rebecca | ets out shaky breath, kneeling, pulling Lizzie into
tight, fierce hug.

REBECCA
Yes, sweetheart. Yes, it's bedtine.

Long past bedti ne.

Scoops Lizzie up, holding protectively, carries upstairs

wi t hout | ooki ng back. Tinothy watches themgo, turns to front
door, still slightly ajar. Pushes closed gently. Cicks shut
wi th unnerving ease. Leans forehead agai nst wood, faint
nmocki ng whi spers finally silent. Sounds of drunken revelry
fromnext door filter through again.

MONTAGE - OBSESSI VE BEHAVI OR | NTENSI FI ES

A) I NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - KITCHEN - DAY: Rebecca
obsessively scrubs kitchen counter. Myvenents jerky, agitated.
Keeps gl anci ng towards w ndow, nei ghbouring cottage.

B) I NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - LIVING ROOM - DAY: Tinothy pores
over map, frantic annotations. Draws |ines connecting

nei ghbour's cottage to shop, pub, green. Gim determ ned
expr essi on.

C) EXT. STREET - DAY: Mark and Chl oe energe from cottage.

Mark tired, rubbing tenples. Chloe forces bright smle, points
towards shop. Walk off, oblivious to Tinothy watching from

w ndow.

D) EXT. WOODS NEAR FUDGEW CK - DAY: Mark wal ks al one on path
just outside village. Trees unnaturally close, path narrow.
SOUND of branches scraping. Mark qui ckens pace, gl ancing
nervously into dense woods, breathing heavily. |magines trees
pressing in. (Subtle claustrophobia trigger).

E) I NT. NElI GHBOURI NG COITAGE - NIGHT: Chloe sits alone in
sparsely furnished |iving room Boxes everywhere. SOUND of
w nd outside (or is it?). Junps at floorboard creak, eyes
darting nervously towards dark w ndows. Intensely isolated.

F) EXT. VILLAGE SHOP - DAY: Mark and Chl oe exit shop, m ninal
supplies. Confused by honesty jar, glance around enpty street.
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Mar k shrugs off, Chloe uneasy. As they wal k away, one
MANNEQUI N i nsi de shop wi ndow seens to subtly turn head to
wat ch t hem go.

END MONTAGE
EXT. CRAWORD RESI DENCE - DAY

Bright, sunny afternoon. |npossibly perfect. Tinothy and
Rebecca sit stiffly on bench in the back garden. Lizzie plays
near by, humm ng unsettling tune.

Mar k and Chl oe approach hesitantly. Mark waves his tool box
above the nei ghboring fence.

MARK
(Calling over, forcing
cheer)
Afternoon! Fancy neeting you here.
Bit of fence cane | oose at the front
bet ween our gardens. Thought 1'd see
if it needing fixing?

Ti mot hy and Rebecca exchange | ooks. They glance at Lizzie
who continues to play, no | onger hunm ng.

TI MOTHY
(St andi ng up)
Oh? Right. Let's have a | ook

Ti mot hy and Rebecca wal k t hrough the house, silence
oppressive, to the boundary between gardens. Chloe foll ows
Mar K.

CHLOE
It's... remarkably quiet here, isn't
it? W thought noving out of the
city would be peaceful, but this

is... sonething else.
REBECCA
(Voi ce tight)
It has its own... rhythm You get

used to it. O you don't.
Mar k exam nes perfectly intact fence post.

MARK
Huh. Coul d've sworn this was wobbly.
Must' ve been imagi ning things. Stress
of the nove, | suppose.



41.

TI MOTHY
This place... it plays tricks. You
need to be careful. Watch out for..
i nconsi stencies. Things that don't
add up.

Mar k | aughs nervously.
MARK
| nconsi stenci es? Like what? Free
beer and enpty shops? Suits ne fine!

Suddenly, LOUD BANG echoes from enpty bandstand direction.
Mark and Chl oe junp. Tinothy and Rebecca barely flinch.

CHLCE
VWhat was t hat ?!
REBECCA
(Cal my)

Probably just... the pipes. Ad
village. Settling.

Stares hard at Tinothy. He nods inperceptibly.

TI MOTHY
Look, the main thing is... don't
i gnore your instincts. |If sonething
feels wong... deeply wong... don't

rationalize it away.

Fai nt, sibilant WH SPER snakes through air, audible only to
Ti mot hy and Rebecca.

WH SPER (O S.)
"...they won't listen... too late..."

CHLOE
(Frowni ng slightly)
|"msorry? What feels wong? Apart
from maybe needi ng nore nei ghbours?

MARK
(d appi ng Tinothy on
shoul der)
Look, we appreciate the welcone. Bit
quirky, this place, but we'll manage.

Need to get these boxes unpacked.
Catch you later?

Mar k and Chl oe wal k back towards cottage, exchangi ng confused
gl ances.
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CHLCE
(Muttering to Mark,
unhear d)
Told you they seened a bit strange..

Ti mot hy wat ches them go, frustration etched on face. Rebecca
turns away, wal king quickly back to Lizzie.

EXT. VILLAGE GREEN - BANDSTAND - DAY

Weeks later. Lizzie (closer to 5) sits cross-I|egged inside
enpty bandstand. Arranged pebbles in conplex spiral pattern
on dusty floorboards. Talks aninmatedly to enpty space besi de
her .

LI ZZI E
...and then M. Mannequin said the
flowers get sad if nobody waters
them but the rain does it anyway,

so it's okay... No, he doesn't talk
loud. He just... thinks it. Near ny
ear.

Rebecca wat ches from edge of green, arnms crossed tightly.
Ti not hy besi de her, sketching bandstand structure into
not ebook, observing Lizzie intently.

REBECCA
She spends hours here now. Tal ki ng
to nothing. Humm ng that... tune.
TI MOTHY

It's because we spoke to our
nei ghbours.

REBECCA
Maybe. It doesn't matter now anyway.
Li zzi e suddenly goes still, eyes unfocused, staring straight

ahead. Begi ns hunm ng di scordant village nel ody, | ouder,
rocking slightly.

Rebecca starts forward, Tinothy holds her back gently.

TI MOTHY
VWait. Watch.

After nonment, Lizzie stops humm ng, blinks, |ooks around as
if surprised. Scranbles up, runs towards them smling
brightly.

LI ZZI E
Mummy! Daddy! Can we go to the shop?
M. Mannequi n needs new butt ons!
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Rebecca forces smle, taking Lizzie's hand. Tinothy | ooks
back at bandstand, then down at sketch, thoughtful, disturbed
expr essi on.

| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - LIZZIE' S ROOM - N GHT

Li zzi e asl eep. Rebecca snooths her hair, notices draw ng
tucked under pillow. Pulls out gently.

Crayon drawi ng. Crude village green. Centre: bandstand,

di sproportionately large. Inside, stick figures hold hands
incircle. One figure labelled "ME". Taller figure beside

| abelled "MR M'. Qutside bandstand, two smaller figures

(Ti not hy/ Rebecca) watch from di stance. Om nous spiral patterns
fill sky above bandst and.

Rebecca stares at draw ng, bl ood running cold.
| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Tinothy has | arge map spread across dining table. String

pi nned across, connecting points — house, shop, pub,

pl ayground, bandstand. Overlays tracing paper, draw ng |ines,
measuring angl es. Exhausted but intensely focused.

Traces |l ooping road they tried to escape on, again, again.
Measures curve, conpares to other village paths. Refers to
not es about day/ni ght fluctuations.

TI MOTHY
(To hinsel f)
It's not a loop... not exactly. The
curve... it tightens. Every tine...
i nwar ds. . .

Draws final line with ruler, connecting apparent entry/exit
road back towards village centre. Intersects perfectly with
ot her lines, converging on single point.

TI MOTHY ( CONT' D)
(To hinsel f)
The bandstand. It all | eads back
her e.

Meanwhi | e, Rebecca sorts box of old itens found in attic —
| eft by previous occupants. Mostly ignored, but Lizzie's
drawi ng spurred her. Finds small, tarnished silver |ocket.

Forces open. Inside, faded tiny picture of young girl, 6-7
years ol d, decades ago. Tucked behind picture: mnuscul e,
fol ded paper. Carefully unfolds.

Witten in faded ink, |ooping, childish handwiting:
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REBECCA
(Readi nQ)
"May Day Green. Bandstand waits. New
friends cone. W sing the song. Stay
i nsi de. Forever."

Drops | ocket as if burned. Looks up, neeting Tinothy's gaze.
He hol ds up map, pointing to centre.

| NT. NEI GHBOURI NG COTTAGE - N GHT

Chaos. Mark backed into corner, hyperventilating, eyes w de
wth terror.

MARK
(Gaspi ng)
CGet it off nme! It's closing in! The
walls... the trees... can't breathe!

Chloe tries to approach, he flinches away violently.

CHLCE
Mark! 1t's okay! It's just the room
Look at ne!

Suddenly, Chloe freezes, staring past Mark towards w ndow.
Face drai ns of col our.

CHLCE ( CONT' D)
(Wi speri ng)
Mim..? Is that... you...?

Takes step towards wi ndow, reaching out, tears stream ng.
Mar k wat ches, own terror nonentarily forgotten, replaced by
conf usi on.

EXT. CRAWORD RESI DENCE - GARDEN - NI GHT
Ti not hy steps outside for air, needing space. Hears shouting

next door. Suddenly, Mark bursts out front door, face
contorted in rage/fear. Spots Tinothy.

MARK
YOU' You did this! This place... it
was fine until you started talking!
Filling our heads wi th nonsense!

Stunbl es towards Tinothy, fists clenched. Fudgew ck
mani pul ating his fear, directing outwards.

TI MOTHY
Mark, listen! It's not ne! It's the
village! It's feeding on your fear!

Mark | unges, swinging wildly. Tinothy sidesteps.
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MARK
Liar! You want us trapped here too!

| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - LIZZIE' S ROOM - N GHT

Lizzie sits bolt upright in bed. Eyes wi de, fixed on w ndow.
Faint, nelodic WH SPERS fill room audible only to her.

WH SPERI NG VO CE (O S.)
(Sweetly, calling)
Lizzie... conme play... your friends
are waiting... at the bandstand...
M. Mannequin has a surprise..

Lizzie slowy gets out of bed, drawn towards w ndow, bl ank,
receptive | ook.

EXT. VILLAGE GREEN - NI GHT

GREEN BALLOON back, tethered inexplicably to bandstand roof.
Pul ses faintly with sickly green light, |ike diseased heart.

| NT. CRAWFORD RESI DENCE - UPSTAI RS HALLWAY - NI GHT

Rebecca hears commoti on outside. Checks on Lizzie. Bed enpty.
W ndow slightly ajar. Panic seizes her.

REBECCA
LI ZZI E

Runs downstairs, past Tinothy trying to calmfrantic Mark
near garden gate.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
Tim She's gone! Lizzie's gone! The
bandst and!

Ti mot hy shoves Mark away forcefully. Mark stunbl es back
monmentarily stunned. Urgency in Rebecca's voice cuts through
mani pul at ed rage.

TI MOTHY
&! 1'll handl e him

Rebecca sprints out gate, down silent street towards village
gr een.

Tinothy turns back to Mark, |ooking confused now, village
i nfluence nonentarily weakened.

TI MOTHY ( CONT' D)
Stay here. O help us. But don't get
in the way. Qur daughter is out there.
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Timothy runs after Rebecca. Mark watches them go, | ooks back
at own dark, silent house where Chloe is still lost in vision.
Hesi t at es.

EXT. VILLAGE STREET / GREEN - N GHT

Rebecca runs, breath tearing. Village deathly quiet, houses
wat chi ng. Sees Lizzie ahead, wal king slowy, deliberately
towards pul sing green |ight of bandstand.

REBECCA
Lizzie! Stop! Wait for Mumy!

Li zzie doesn't react, continues steady pace. Tinothy catches
up. Race onto green. Air grows heavy, charged with unnatural
ener gy.

EXT. VILLAGE GREEN - BANDSTAND - N GHT

Reach edge of bandstand. Pul sing green |ight from ball oon
illumnates structure eerily. Lizzie stands near centre,
faci ng darkness within, back to them

Suddenly, Mark stunbles onto green fromone side, Chloe from
ot her. Eyes gl azed, novenents jerky. Mywve to bl ock Tinothy
and Rebecca's path.

MARK & CHLCE
(Chanti ng nonot onousl y)
Must stay inside... when new peopl e
cone... It's the tradition... Mist
stay inside...
REBECCA

Mar k! Chl oe! Snap out of it! It's
controlling you

Don't react, just stand, swaying slightly, barring way.
Psychi ¢ assault begins.
TI MOTHY' S POV

Bandstand nelts away -> WAREHOUSE. John Porter falls, WET
CRACK echoing. Tinothy doesn't flinch. Sees Goria's face.

TI MOTHY
(V.0)
Meani ngl ess.

Looks past falling body, focusing on illusion structure.
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TI MOTHY ( CONT' D)

(Quietly, firmy)
It wasn't nmy fault. It was random
You can't use it anynore.

War ehouse image flickers, distorts.
REBECCA' S POV

Vi sions bonmbard her: Lizzie pulled into shadows under
bandstand, Lizzie's face blank Iike Mark's/Chloe's, Lizzie
singing tradition song with enpty eyes. Wi spering Voice
screeches threats.

VO CE (V.0Q0)
She bel ongs to Fudgew ck! G ve her
to us!

Rebecca screans, raw maternal fury.

REBECCA
NO GET AVAY FROM MY DAUGHTER

Rage feels |like physical force, pushing back visions,
shi el ding m nd.

BACK TO SCENE

Timot hy grabs map from satchel. Points towards central pillar
of bandst and.

Rebecca shoves past chanting Mark, defiance nonentarily
stunning him Tinothy dodges Chl oe. Scranble onto bandstand
pl at f orm

Lizzie turns slowy. Eyes glow faintly with green |ight.
Opens nmout h, VWH SPERI NG VO CE energes, |ayered, ancient.

LI ZZI E / VO CE
Welcone... to the tradition..

Lizzie blinks. Geen glow fades slightly. Looks confused,
seei ng parents. Reaches out hand.

LI ZZI E
Mummy? Daddy?

Starts humm ng village tune, falters, wong notes, m Xxing
with real nursery rhyne.

LI ZZI E (CONT' D)
(Humm ng, discordant)
Must stay inside... twinkle tw nkle..
little star...



48.

| nnocent disruption, innate connection battling entity's
control, sends ripple through energy field. Pulsing green
light flickers violently.

Ti not hy seizes nmonent. Grabs | oose piece of rotten wood from
bandstand fl oor, slans against central pillar, exactly where
map i ndi cated weak point.

Rebecca rushes to Lizzie, scooping into arns, shielding.

REBECCA
It's okay, baby. We're here.

| npact of wood, conbined with Lizzie's disruption, parents'
f ocused defi ance, overl oads nexus.

Hi gh-pitched SCREECH rips through air. Geen ball oon EXPLODES,
showering area in faint, dying sparks. Pulsing energy from
bandst and col | apses inwards w th sickeni ng WHOOSH

Mark and Chl oe cry out, clutching heads, collapse to grass,
unconsci ous but breat hi ng.

Qppr essi ve at nosphere vani shes instantly. Air clean, nornal.
Bi rdsong, inpossibly, faintly returns.

I n di stance, noonlight illum nates road |eading out of
Fudgew ck. Solid, real, stretching into darkness.

Timothy stares at road, grabs Rebecca' s arm

TI MOTHY
Now. VWil e we can.

Scranbl e of f bandstand, Lizzie held tight between them Don't
| ook back at Mark/Chloe. Run towards cottage.

I NT. CAR - NI GHT

Frantic energy. Throw thensel ves into blue SUV. Engine roars.
Timothy reverses violently off drive, swi ngs car around,

fl oors accel erator.

Speed through silent village — past dark pub, enpty shop,
I'ifel ess houses.

EXT. ROAD LEAVI NG FUDGEW CK - NI GHT
Appr oach weat hered wooden sign
SI GN READS: "FUDGEW CK - Pl ease Drive Carefully"

Timothy grips wheel, bracing for |oop. Rebecca shuts eyes
tight, holding Lizzie close.
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They pass the sign.

Road continues. Straight. Dark tarmac stretches ahead, | eading
into normal worl d.

Tinothy | ets out choked sob of relief. Rebecca opens eyes,
tears stream ng. Lizzie, exhausted, fallen asleep.

REBECCA
W didit... We're out. ..

Ti mot hy keeps driving, eyes fixed on road ahead, knuckles
white on wheel. Doesn't sl ow down.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NI GHT

Bl ue SUV speeds away i nto darkness, |eaving silent, perfect
vi | | age behi nd.

HOLD ON FUDGEW CK SI GN PAN SLOALY ACROSS VI LLAGE GREEN

Mark and Chloe lie still on grass near now dark, silent
bandstand. Vill age watches, waits, eternally patient.

Crawfords free. But silence of Fudgew ck, nenory of whispers,
i mge of Lizzie's blank eyes, wll travel with them forever
et ched. Escaped pl ace, but perhaps part of it always renains
i nsi de.

FADE TO BLACK.
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