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FADE | N:
EXT. STREET - N GHT

Rain falls in a light drizzle. The streetlights cast a
hazy gl ow. A WEREWOLF, clad in jeans, T, and a jacket,

wal ks qui ckly. He scans the shops as he passes. His furry
hand clutches a | arge Chi nese nmenu. WARREN, a bl onde nan
wi th gl asses, stops him

WARREN
Need any help, friend?

VEREWOLF
Yeah, um trying to find a
pl ace call ed. ..
(checks nenu)
...Lee Ho Fook's?

WARREN
Fook's? Ah, yes, | knowit.
Next left, then the first right.
It's on the corner. They do a
great beef chow nein.

VEREWOL F
So |'ve heard. Thanks for your
hel p.

WARREN
No probl em
(beat)
Oh, and here's a coupl e of pounds.

WEREWOLF
Un what for?

WARREN
Buy yourself sone razors.

EXT. HOUSE - NI GHT

The Werewol f howl s outside the back door of an ol d house.
The door opens a crack, an OLD LADY peers out blindly.

CLD LADY
Jim is that you? Been down the
pub again, haven't you?

The Werewol f | eaps forward, drags her out. ROARS in her face.
OLD LADY( CONT' D)
Oh, Jim..your breath is horrid
tonight. I __

Her words are silenced as the Werewolf rips into her.



INT. PUB - N GHT

An elderly man, JIM enjoys a pint at the bar. The barnman
reads a newspaper.

BARVAN
Hmm | see sone mani ac has been
runni ng anok in Kent.
Specul ation it's a werewol f.
Can you believe that?

JIM
Wl l, those folk down there
have al ways been a bit odd |ike.

BARMAN
True...and this 'hairy handed
gent', as they describe him
has been overheard in Mayfair.

JIM
More good news. Those toffee
nosed twats deserve it..

BARVAN
Ha! Werewol f, hey? |I'd sure
like to nmeet his tailor!

They both laugh. Jimdrains his pints, stands.

JIM
Better get hone, | suppose. The
scone burner m ght get suspicious.

EXT. STREET - N GHT

Jimstrolls along, whistling. The Werewol f | unges from an
alley. Inno tinme, Jims lungs are hanging froma ripped
open chest cavity.

EXT. BUCKI NGHAM PALACE - NI GHT

Warren wal ks past the gates. He hears SOUNDS, and peers

in through the bars. Queen Elizabeth 11 and Lon Chaney are
danci ng, their notions invol ving GROALI NG and cl awi ng at
the air. Warren blinks, |ooks again. This tinme, Her

Mpj esty's partner is Lon Chaney Jr.

I NT. BAR - NI GHT

Warren wal ks in. Patrons are scattered about, drinking,
pl aying darts. The Werewol f stands at the bar. His hair
Is perfectly oiled and conbed. Low MJSIC plays on a jukebox.

VEREWOL F
Hey, it's ny restaurant finder!
Can | buy you a pina col ada?



VWARREN
Thank you. That's very kind.

The Werewol f signals to the barman. He whips up two drinks.
The Werewol f hands one to Warren. A sharp cl aw
i nadvertently slices Warren's knuckles. Bl ood drips.

WARREN( CONT' D)
ow. . .

VEREWOL F
Oh, man, sSoO sorry.

He stares at the crinmson fluid. H s eyes glow, saliva
oozes fromhis jaws. Around the bar, the other people
start to shimer and transform..

WARREN
It's ok. Just a scratch.

VEREWOL F
| didn't...nmean to...
(beat)
Dr aw bl ood.
He flings his glass away, HOAS at the ceiling. H's fur
ri ppl es. Warren steps back, |ooks about. The bar is packed
wi th werewol ves, even the barman is one. The nusic grows
LOUDER and the creatures SING al ong. .
" Ah- ooo, werewol ves of London
" Ah-000. . ."'
" Ah- ooo, werewol ves of London

" Ah- 000. .."'

FADE QUT.
END



