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EXT. SEWER TUNNEL -- NI GHT

An archway at the end of an alley. Broken and bent | ong
ago, crusted with noss. A trickle of water cuts through.

A SCREAM fromwi thin. Laboured BREATHI NG the rapid SPLISH
SPLASH of footfalls.

Al SLI NG COBVWEB, beautiful and intense, bursts fromthe tunnel
into the narrow all ey.

Her body, petite, young, and frail, tense with fear. From
her back sprout a pair of large nmoth-1ike wings, fragile,
intricate, frayed at the edges.

Al sling Cobweb is a faerie. And she's running for her life.

She catches her tattered skirt on nmetal grating and stunbles
face first. She turns, panicked.

In the darkness, distant at first, an eerie WAIL. Her eyes
wi den.

A sling, flexes her wings, and takes to
THE AR

with frantic agility. She flies, weaving between narrow
al | eys, dodging gas | anterns and saggi ng cl ot hes-1i nes.

Her papery wings carry her swerving around tight corners.
She slans into the side of a steep inclined

ROCF

where she scranbles for a foothold on the slate shingles.
A bl ack cl awed hand grabs her ankle.

She kicks free and nmakes it to the pinnacle of the roof.
She | eaps, flaps her wings, and clinbs again into

THE NI GHT SKY

Above the rooftops.

Ahead of her, through the thick billow ng fog, she sees the
obscure shape of a tower bridge. She heads for the nearest

TONER

and alights at the top between two gargoyles. Wncing, she
stretches her wings. She hugs her knees and shivers.



She cautiously | ooks out over the city, gas lights diffused
t hrough the thick night fog. She | ooks down towards the
river. No sign of her pursuer

No sound except the river LAPPING agai nst the noorings of
the bridge far bel ow and nearby doves COO NG softly.

In a fluttering whirlw nd, the doves suddenly scatter.
A sling | ooks around. She dares not breath.

Suddenly, A DARK SHAPE swoops in and snatches her from her
perch. Aisling's piercing screans echo in the night as the
struggling pair melts into the nmurky fog.

Raspi ng HI SSES, the CRACKI NG of bones, and a ravenous wet
SUCKI NG noi se. Her screanms dwindle to a hoarsed MOAN

Like a rag doll, Aisling falls through the fog, |inp, her
w ngs raggedly shorn fromher body. She lands in

THE Rl VER
w th a sickening SLAP.

Her viol ated corpse floats face down, drifting with the
current, trailing a sparkling rainbow viscus of faerie blood.

Sonewhere in the distance, a FOGHORN sounds.
TO BLACK
EXT. THE BURGUE (AERI AL VIEW -- MORNI NG

An ur ban hodgepodge of crunbling rooftops, griny belfries,
and snoke-stained spires. Chimmeys and snokestacks punp
towers of soot into a stone gray sky.

CARD OVER "City of the Burgue"

PHI LOSTRATE (V. Q.)
The Burgue: city of soot and sorcery,
city of humans and nonsters, of faerie
whores and drug peddling dwarves.

(NOTE: Labels and borders show various zones of the city
as each area is introduced.)

PHI LOSTRATE (V. Q.) (CONT' D)
In the East, you have Argyle Heights,
the academ c district. 1In the North,
The Dockl ands, center of industry
and shi ppi ng, where the Sel kies, the
seal folk, work the barges.

( MORE)



PHI LOSTRATE (V. Q) (CONT' D)
In the West, Carnival Row, the faerie
quarter, home of the sordid faerie

brothels. In the South, Finistere
Crossing, the human zone. That's
where | live. Al the underground

train lines |lead to the center of
t own, Cberon Square. .

(NOTE: Lines snake out fromthe center of "the map," and
becone underground railways.)

PHI LOSTRATE (V. Q) (CONT' D)
...wWhere the human controll ed
government sits and spins its web
i ke a big goddammed spi der.

The "web" beconmes a map painted on the wall of
I NT. UNDERGROUND TRAI N STATI ON -- CONTI NUOUS

| NSPECTOR RYCROFT PHI LOSTRATE | eans agai nst the wall next to
the map. He has a hard face, but kind eyes. He wears a
| ong coat and bl ack bow er hat, and snokes a pi pe.

PHI LOSTRATE (V. Q.)
And that's The Burgue for you, Ato
Zed, a nelting pot just a few degrees
from boiling over

He reads a letter as he waits for the train.

PHI LOSTRATE (V. Q.) (CONT' D)
Sonetinmes, | can make nyself forget
about the whol e ness.

He holds it up to an oil lanp bolted to the wall to read the
beautifully calligraphed handwiting.

A soft smle crosses his face.
EXT. TRAIN -- MOVENTS LATER

Barreling through a tunnel, pistons punping, wheels spinning,
pi pes spewi ng plumes of steam

It cones into the gaslit subterranean station and stops right
in front of Philostrate. The passenger doors slide open.
He steps off into the car.

I NT. PASSENGER CAR -- MOMENTS LATER
Philostrate sits, cramed shoul der to shoulder with simlarly

dressed COWUTERS in the dimcar. He w pes the sweat from
his brow with a handkerchi ef.
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The darkness of the tunnel outside is interrupted by regul ar
strobes of track-lights.

A bit of the graffiti on the wi ndows catches Philostrate's
eye. The words "The Scream ng Banshee" next to the crude
drawi ng of a ghost, nouth agape.

The strobing track-lights illumnate the haunting picture in
brief flashes. Philostrate stares into the holl ow eyes of
the drawing as the train SCREAMS to a stop

EXT. OBERON SQUARE -- LATER

Phil ostrate ascends the stairs of the underground station,
out into a plaza of crunbling marble scul ptures.

He wal ks past TOURI STS feeding a thick flock of pigeons.
The bl ack done of Parliament |loons in the distance.

An OLD FAERIE with wi thered w ngs pushes a cart piled high
with trinkets. Laughing SCHOOLBOYS sneak up behind her and
t hrow pi geon food at the her. She totters to her knees.

The boys scatter as Philostrate gives thema reproachful
| ook. Philostrate noves to help the woman up.

PHI LOSTRATE
You al right?

As she clinbs to her feet, the contents of her bag spill.
St acks of a rough home-nade panphlet printed on hard pulp
grain paper. A banner reads: "The Scream ng Banshee"

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
Dissident literature. You know what
this is, don't you? This is an anti-
human rag.

Phil ostrate scrutinizes one of the panphlets then turns his
hard eyes on the old woman.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
Do you have any nore?

Wt hout | ooking up, she hands the rest over.

Philostrate stuffs the papers into a nearby dustbin and tosses
alit mtch in after them A snmall bonfire erupts.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
I"msorry. Just doing ny job.

EXT. CENTRAL OPS -- MOMENTS LATER

Phi | ostrate wal ks past a plaque: "The Burgue Metropolitan
Constabul ary: Central Operations."



EXT. PARLI AMENT STEPS -- LATER

A powerful, well-dressed m ddl e aged woman, DAME VH TLEY
BONI FACE, stands at a podium before a clutter of m crophones
and wires. Canmera flashes shine in her fierce eyes.

DAMVE
Today, nore than one third of this
city is Faerie, Selkie, or Puck..

Her oratory echoes over the gathering throng of denonstrators -
FAERI ES, some HUMANS, and OTHER CREATURES.

DAMVE ( CONT' D)
Wiy does this same third represent
only 10%of the city's weal th?

A MJRMUR fromthe crowd, signs raised in approval.

DAMVE ( CONT' D)
Why does this el enent endure such
civil injustice? Here's the reason..
How much representation have you in
Par | i anent ?

The crowd ROARS and WHI STLES.

DAMVE ( CONT' D)
W nust reformthe suffrage | aws of
our city. But do not count on the
generosity of man. Don't count on
ny influence as the Mayor's wife...

I NT. PHI LOSTRATE' S OFFI CE -- MOMENTS LATER

Phil ostrate | ooks over papers at his desk. The Dane's distant
voice drifts across the Square and through the open w ndow.

DAME (O.S.)
The right to vote is not ours to
give. It is aright of birth. Stand
and claimwhat is yours!

A loud electric BUZZ startles Phil ostrate.

PHI LOSTRATE
Bol | ocks. | just got here.

He flips a switch on a small netal box bolted to the desk.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
Phi | ostrate.

MAG STRATE FLUTE s voice flows froma brass horn nounted on
the ceiling above Philostrate's head.



FLUTE (Q S.)
Morning Philo. Sorry but this one's
been on ny desk ever since it cane
through on the wire earlier. No one
will touchit. Al ny nen are out
refereeing the Mayor's wife's rally.

PHI LOSTRATE
(flips the switch)
What's the plot?
FLUTE (Q S.)

Hom ci de. Faerie. Body washed up
in the Docklands. Selkie girl dragged
it ashore. Pretty cut and dry.

PHI LOSTRATE
Al right.

FLUTE (O. S.)
| have a carriage waiting.

Phil ostrate | ooks out the window \Waiting in the cobbl estone
street belowis a black wi ndow ess carriage drawn by a rega
GRIFFIN in chitinous black arnour.

SERGEANT BOTTOM] a stout constable waits.

FLUTE (O. S.) (CONT' D)
Sergeant Bottomw || back you.

PHI LOSTRATE
(to hinself)
Bl oody helI.

EXT. CARRI AGE -- MOMENTS LATER

The COACH DRI VER feeds the Giiffin froma burlap feed sack
Bott om paces. Philostrate wal ks up.

BOTTOM
"Bout time, I|nspector.

Philostrate clinbs in. Bottomwaddl es after him

BOTTOM ( CONT' D)
Hope you're pl anning on doi ng al

the talking. | can't understand a
word of that soddi ng sel ki e-speak
Al ways singin' |ike bloody canaries,

they are. Wiy can't they just tal k?
He heaves hinsel f
I NSI DE THE CARRI AGE

and settles his bulk into the seat across from Phil ostrat e.



PHI LOSTRATE
It's just their |anguage, Sergeant.

BOTTOM
Ri ght -

EXT. STREET -- CONTI NUOUS

The Coach Driver whips the reigns. The animal breaks into a
trot pulling the carriage down the narrow foggy street.

I NT. CARRI AGE -- CONTI NUQUS

Bottom sits wedged unconfortably. Fatty jow s hang over his
tight collar, rippling as he speaks.

BOTTOM
Al I'"msaying - If you |live anong
humans, you bl oody well learn to

speak the | anguage.

PHI LOSTRATE
Oh? And you speak sel kie, do you?

BOTTOM
Do you?

Phil ostrate | ooks out the windowinto the cold, bleak norning.

PH LOSTRATE
No. ..

EXT. THE DOCKLANDS BEACH -- MORNI NG

A sling Cobweb's corpse lies on the shore. Her dress
shredded. Her nouth frozen in a ghastly scream Two
CONSTABLES sl ide the body into a bl ack bag.

Phil ostrate | ooks over the fog-choked harbour, watching
creatures nove about the deck of a distant ship.

PHI LOSTRATE
Wiere's the girl who found the body?

BOTTOM
Name's Moira. She's in her skin, in
t he water over there.

A slick, supple seal-esque creature energes fromthe tide.
It clinmbs up onto a rock in the distance. Stretching,
contorting, opening its nouth inpossibly w de.

BOTTOM ( CONT' D)
This bit still gives me the creeps.

A human face pushes through the open nouth. A whol e head
emerges. Curly red hair. A hand. An arm A shoul der.



The girl underneath pulls off the dark sealskin as if she's
sliding out of a tight |eather skirt.

MO RA stands on the rock in her "human" form conpletely
nude. Slimfair-skinned body flecked in a blizzard of |ight
pink freckles. Her ears pointed like a faerie's.

Philostrate politely turns away. Bottom stares sl ack-jawed
with a mx of norbid fascination and di sgust.

EXT. BOULDER ON THE BEACH -- MOMENTS LATER

Moira dresses herself froma heap of clothes strewn on the
rock. Philostrate and Bottom approach.

PHI LOSTRATE
Good norning Mss Miira. [|I'm
I nspector Philostrate.

She nmeets himw th sharp eyes, bright as eneralds. |nhunan.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
You found the body, did you?

Moira nods. She picks up the shed seal skin, singing softly
as she pets it. The soft pelt purrs back. Bottom grinaces.

BOTTOM
A separate creature, is it?

Anot her curt, silent nod.

PHI LOSTRATE
Let's not waste the lady's tine.
(to Mdira)
You can feel free to talk. |'mnot

fluent in sel kie-speak, but | can
nmuddl e t hrough.

Finally, she speaks. Her |anguage, a song, a dozen voices
in one, flow ng eerie harnonies.

MO RA
Cor pse caught in backwards currents/
not h caught in the cobweb of creation/
clipped wi ngs plucked from sil ken
firmaments/ sticky strands clinging/
sinister spider spinning/ poor poor
singl ess wi ngl ess pixie

BOTTOM
You want me to wite this bilge down?
(Phi | ostrate nods)
Ch fine.

He takes out a notepad.



PHI LOSTRATE
What do you know about what did this?

MO RA
Breezes whi sper through silent
streets/ tales of sonme unseelie beast/
sublime song soundl ess to nen's ears/
becones the swelling nusic of faeries
fears

Bottom transcri bes furiously, shaking his head in frustration.

PHI LOSTRATE
Thank you for your tine, mss.

EXT. THE DOCKLANDS BEACH -- MOMVENTS LATER
Phil ostrate and Bottom wal k back to the carri age.

BOTTOM
Waste of tinme. [It's all gibberish.

PHI LOSTRATE
You see, that's why you have to cone
to work in the uniformand | get to
wear whatever | want.

BOTTOM
Alright then, "professor," what did
you get out of all that nonsense?

PHI LOSTRATE
There's sonething new in town,
sonmething the faeries are afraid of.

They board the carriage.
I NT. PHI LOSTRATE' S OFFI CE -- LATE AFTERNOON

Philostrate | eafs through sepia tintypes of Aisling s corpse.
Bottomsits at the typewiter, filling out a report.

BOTTOM
The coroner can't even exam ne the
body "til tonorrow norning.

PHI LOSTRATE

You just finish typing that report.
BOTTOM

Bl oody hell. She's a faerie and

she's dead. Wo cares?

Philostrate ignores him Bottomrolls a new paper into the
typewiter.
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BOTTOM ( CONT' D)
(as he types)
Name: Aisling Cobweb... Age: 17

Phi | ostrate exam nes a photo of Aisling' s bare back. Two
ragged wounds where her w ngs should be.

PHI LOSTRATE
(to hinself)
Cli pped wi ngs...

Philostrate turns the page and inspects a detailed close-up
of Aisling' s neck, a strange puncture wound on the jugul ar.

BOTTOM
Speci es: Faerie... Sex: Fenuale...

Bottom stops typing. He |ooks up at Philostrate.

BOTTOM ( CONT' D)
Have you ever net a nale faerie?

PHI LOSTRATE
Par don?

BOTTOM _
Cause |'ve never seen a nale faerie.

PHI LOSTRATE
Don't be absurd, Sergeant.

BOTTOM
How do they reproduce? They nust.
The Faerie Quarter gets nore crowded

by the day. | have a theory...
PHI LOSTRATE

Oh, good Lord.
BOTTOM

They keep the nales | ocked in the
cellars - only bringing "emout for
maki ng babi es? Sex sl aves, you know?

PHI LOSTRATE
That has to be the dunmbest thing
you' ve ever said.

BOTTOM
(resunes typing)
I nspector. You don't get out mnuch.
The Quarter's streets stink of rutting
faeries and bl ack magi cs.

Philostrate cones to the |ast photo. Aisling s face,
contorted with terror. He dwells on it.
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BOTTOM ( CONT' D)
No wonder there's so many nurders.
Seedy places |ike that breed psychos
by the bushel. Soneone should really
go up to Carnival Row and cart the
ot of "emoff to the clink.

EXT. THE FAERI E QUARTER, CARNI VAL ROW-- N GHT
Clotted with life. Svelte FAERIES fly over the streets.
LE CHAMBRE DE MADAME NMAB

stands tightly wedged in a row of buildings packed together
i ke sardines. A web of warped wooden beans enbedded in old
yel | owed pl aster hold the crooked thing up.

Lithe wi nged sil houettes flutter behind closed curtains.
Frominside, girlish giggles, cries of passion, sensual nusic.

Philostrate stands in the street in front of the house. He
draws his long black coat tightly around hinself, tips the
brimof his bower, walks up to the front door and into

THE LOBBY

where bl ood-red velvet tapestries line the walls. Faeries
| ounge seductively on chez |ounges. Al eyes on Philostrate.

He clinbs the stairs, treading lightly into the second story
hal . Sounds of passion drift fromevery room he passes.

He cones to a door marked "Tournaline La Roux." He |istens.
Silence. He slowy pushes the door open.

[ NT. TOURMALINE' S ROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

Phil ostrate stands in the open doorway and | ooks over the
small room A bed, a nodest dresser, a nightstand.

Scattered across the wall and floors, paintings and canvases
of all sizes. Mstly watercolors.

TOURMALI NE LA ROUX sits on a short stool at an easel,
pai nting, back to the door. She wears only an old flow ng
cotton apron soiled with colorful paint stains.

Her gol den curls cascade down her delicate porcelain-white
shoul ders, vibrant w ngs absentm ndedly flexing as she worKks.

PH LOSTRATE
Don't nove.

TOURNMALI NE
(doesn't turn)
You going to arrest nme?
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PHI LOSTRATE
| just mght.

Tourmaline turns and smiles at the sight of Philostrate.
She daintily runs to him but stops short of enbracing.

TOURMALI NE
Ch, | shouldn't... | nean, |'d hate
to get paint all over your -

Phil ostrate suddenly pulls her to himand kisses her
passionately. They part. He smles.

PHI LOSTRATE
| have plenty of suits.

TOURMALI NE
Still, all things considered -

She pulls the drawstring in back of her apron. It falls to
her ankles. She presses up against Philostrate.

TOURMALI NE ( CONT' D)
I like it better this way.

They ki ss deeply as she awkwardly funbles with the his shirt.
She reaches up and turns the valve on an oil |anp. Darkness.

I NT. TOURMALINE'S ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

Silver noonlight. Philostrate falls on the bed. Tournmaline
clinbs on top of him wngs fluttering excitedly.

TOURMALI NE
I mssed you so nmuch

She holds himtight and rocks, sliding up and down, pushing
and pulling, tenderly rubbing agai nst him

He gingerly nibbles at the | obe of her pointed ear.

Tour mal i ne shudders and stretches her wi ngs, covering the
bed. She gasps as her wi ngs shiver and flush with col or.

I NT. TOURMALI NE' S ROOM -- MORNI NG

Sunl i ght streanms over Tournmaline's naked body, asleep on top
of the covers. She opens her eyes.

Phil ostrate stands by the wi ndow, putting on his pants, his
bare back to Tourmaline. She quietly reaches over to her
ni ght stand, taking a sketchpad and charcoal pencil.

She sketches an oblivious Philostrate as he fixes on the
canvas on her easel -
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An unfinished art nouveau poster of a faerie dancer. Bubble
| etters announce - Cuinevere Cartier. Her pale body and
swirling watercolour wings fade into rough pencil |ines.

TOURNMALI NE
| hope it's the brush strokes and
not the tits you' re admring.

PHI LOSTRATE

This poster - one of your old ones?
TOURMALI NE

Qui nevere Cartier - |I'mjust touching

it up a bit for the O pheum

PHI LOSTRATE
And what have you got, there?

Tourmal i ne holds her pad to her chest in nock nodesty.

TOURMALI NE
Just a still life, darling. A bow
of fruit and a pitcher of water.

Philostrate grins and puts on his tie.
Tournmal i ne tosses the pad aside.

She grabs his tie and pulls himto her, kissing him
Phil ostrate indulges for a noment but finally pulls away.

PHI LOSTRATE
|"ve got to go...

She ties the sheets around her and gets out of bed. She
noves behind Philostrate, |lacing her arnms around his wai st.

TOURMALI NE
What coul d possibly be nore inportant?

PHI LOSTRATE
Now, we agreed. W don't...

TOURMALI NE
...talk about work. Yes yes.

PHI LOSTRATE
You don't want to know the things I
know And | don't want to know -

TOURMALI NE
I love you.

Philostrate sinply smles. He sits to put on his shoes.
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PHI LOSTRATE
| need to talk to soneone fam i ar
with faerie biology. Any ideas?

TOURNMALI NE
| thought | taught you everything
you needed to know.

PHI LOSTRATE
I was thinking of sonething a little
nore academi c

TOURMALI NE
Have you tried the Scholar's District?
Argyl e Heights. Maybe soneone in
the Natural H story annex...

PHI LOSTRATE
Right. There's an idea..

Phil ostrate puts on his coat and stands up to |eave.

Tourmal i ne stands, opens her sheet, and waps it around the
both of them holding himtight in a Iinen cocoon. She gently
ki sses his neck, flexing her wings beguilingly.

PH LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
What are you doi ng?

TOURMALI NE
G ving ny boyfriend a proper send-
of f.

PHI LOSTRATE
I"malready | ate.

TOURMALI NE
I can be quick

PHI LOSTRATE
| can't... [I'll see you tonight.

He smiles and kisses her, then breaks away and goes to the
door. He stops and turns around.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
Tournmaline... Be careful...

She smles. He | eaves.

Tourmaline sits at her easel and gets back to work on the
hal f-fi ni shed Gui never Cartier poster.

DAME (V. O.)
I"ve invited Guinevere Cartier to
performfor the Faeries' Rights Lobby.
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INT. MAYOR S DI NI NG HALL -- SAME

A long, lavishly set breakfast table. Dane Witley sits at
one end. At the other, sits her husband, MAYOR MONTAGUE
BONIFACE 111 - eyes like flint |ooking over the norning paper.

MAYOR
That pix singer? Not here.

DAMVE
Don't be so bourgeois.

MAYOR
This fetish of yours was far nore
interesting when we weren't narri ed.

DAME

They are a richly artistic people.
MAYOR

Far as | can tell, their art consists

mai nly of spreading their |egs.

DAME
In their honel and, the courtesans of
Tirnanog were considered artists.

MAYOR
Vel 1, here they're considered sluts.
Wl cone to the Burgue.

DANVE
' m sayi ng naybe you have little
reason to be so haughty about the
art of | ove-making.

The Mayor slanms the newspaper on the table and | ooks up.

DAME ( CONT' D)
She's not a slut. She's a singer
and a dancer.

MAYOR
Well, that is a rare distinction.

DAMVE
She' s al ready been invited.

The Mayor smirks. He gives her a patronizing nod.
MAYOR

Wnen. You nust have your hobbies,
mustn't you?
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DAMVE
They' re our poets, painters,
nmusi ci ans, and yes our sluts, as you
so drolly put it.

MAYOR
Your little dilettante comm ttee can
have your pixi e show, dear.

He drops his napkin on his plate and rises to |eave.
DAMVE

Did you see the article? A faerie
was mnurdered | ast night.

MAYOR
What el se i s new?

DAME
This one stands out. This one'l
give you trouble... dear..

EXT. FAERI E QUARTER, CARNI VAL ROW-- LATER

Phi | ostrate approaches the entrance to The Carnival Row
Underground Station. An uneasy CROAD OF FAERI ES has gat hered.

Phi | ostrate pushes his way through. He noves past a wall of
uni f ormed CONSTABLES.

I NT. CARNI VAL ROW UNDERGROUND STATI ON -- MOMVENTS LATER
More CONSTABLES crowd the foyer. Bottom spots Philostrate.

BOTTOM
There you are.
(cal l'ing)

Magi strate! The Inspector's here.

MAG STRATE FLUTE, an elderly man in a |long coat, strides
into vieww th a confident authority to his deneanor. He
spots Philostrate, and waves hi m over.

Phi | ostrate approaches Flute. Bottom foll ows.
FLUTE

Anot her homi cide. Faerie. Bl ood
drained. Wngs | opped off.

PHI LOSTRATE
Sanme guy?

FLUTE
We think so.

PHI LOSTRATE

Wiy all the officers?
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FLUTE
Crowd control, Inspector. Let's
just say the locals are spooked.
They round the corner and enter
THE MAI N VESTI BULE
a bank of ticket kiosks with steal cage fronts line the wall.
FLUTE ( CONT' D)

It's clear this tinme our man want ed
to make an i npression.

A withered corpse hangs fromthe cage. Arns spread-eagl e,
wrists inpaled on the cage's spikes, crucifixion-style, head
lolled over to one side, exposing gapi ng neck wounds.

FLUTE ( CONT' D)
They found her right as the stations
opened. She's "Marguerite M gnon."

Phil ostrate paces in front of the hanging corpse. He spots
a crunpled wet flyer on the ground. He picks it up.

FLUTE ( CONT' D)
Consi dering the precision of the
work, we figured she was al ready
dead by the tinme he strung her up.

ON THE FLYER

in Philostrate's hands. Watercolour faeries in carnival
masques, dancing. A signature reveals it to be Tourmaline's
work. Dried faerie blood spattered across the image.

Phil ostrate | ooks back up to Marguerite's corpse. Her face
contorted with pain.

PHI LOSTRATE
O too weak to fight back..

Phil ostrate, unsettled, crunples the flyer and pockets it.

PH LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
Can we get her down?

FLUTE

We just thought you should see -
PHI LOSTRATE

|'ve seen.
FLUTE

Ser geant ?

Bottomturns to a pair of CONSTABLES milling about.
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BOTTOM
Alright mates, let's get the pix
down and bagged.

FLUTE

You seen the headlines this norning?
PHI LOSTRATE

Not yet.
FLUTE

They're calling him"Unseelie Jack."
Two nurders and al ready the papers
have us chasing a serial killer.

PHI LOSTRATE
They coul d be right.

The Constables finally nanage to pry Marguerite down. The
corpse falls, knocking one of the Constables off his |adder.

Bott om | aughs i nappropriately at the sight of the Constable
westling with the linp corpse.

FLUTE
Ser geant !
BOTTOM
(stifling laughter)
Sorry, sir.

HARUSPEX (O S.)
Quiet. Al of you.

A silence falls over the vestibule. Al eyes turn toward
the entrance where a hunched figure, the HARUSPEX, stands
sil houetted by shafts of norning sunlight.

She hobbles into the room an old crone, frazzled gray hair,
bandaged eyes behind bl ack spectacles. A dark cloak flows
behind her. She | eans on a crooked wal ki ng sti ck.

HARUSPEX ( CONT' D)
You pollute the aether with your
banal thoughts.

She approaches slowy and deliberately, the holl ow echo of
her wooden cane on the stone tiles stabs at the sil ence.

PHI LOSTRATE
(whi spers to Flute)
The Haruspex?

Flute gives a curt, wordl ess nod.
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HARUSPEX
Dependence on soot hsayers, Magi strate,
wi Il atrophy your inspectors.

She throws Philostrate a wy grin. He's net only by his own
twin reflections in her black eyegl asses.

She kneels with great difficulty next to the body.

She wraps her spindly fingers around its face, the veins on
her bony hands pul sate, taut as wres.

HARUSPEX ( CONT' D)
Ch yes. This one has things to tell.
She has secrets in her little head.

FLUTE
Wul d you be adverse to com ng down
to Ops to conduct your readi ng?

HARUSPEX
This is bound to be interesting.

FLUTE
(to Philostrate)
You need a ride?

PHI LOSTRATE
No thanks. [|'m heading up to Argyle
Hei ghts to follow up on a tip.

I NT. ROYAL MUSEUM OF NATURAL HI STORY (LOBBY) -- LATER

Suspended from a skylight hangs the fossilized skeleton of a
gigantic wi nged dragon m d-swoop, an inposing centerpiece.

Bel ow, a throng of uniforned SCHOOL CHI LDREN poi nt and gawk
at the bones, as their CHAPERONES struggle to organi ze them

Philostrate enters via a set of revolving doors. He crosses
the gleam ng marble floor enbl azoned with the nuseum s seal,
and goes to a |large oak reception desk under the dragon.

PHI LOSTRATE
I nspector Philostrate to see a
Prof essor Leopold Alcandre. | wred
ahead.

The Receptioni st | ooks past Philostrate and nods.

ALCANDRE (O S.)
Ah | nspector...

Phil ostrate turns. PROFESSOR LEOCPOLD ALCANDRE, an eccentric
l[ive wire of an old man, waddl es up
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He wears oversized spectacles with extra | enses of various
magni fications. He exudes a sort of constant enthusiasm
stunbl i ng over words and occasionally chuckling to hinself.

He juggles a large | eather instrunent bag as he awkwardly
reaches to shake Philostrate's hand.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
Forgive ne. | just got your mnessage.
I"ve hardly had a chance to drop by
ny office. Shall we?

And he's gone, before Philostrate can even get a word in.
Under the dragon's skeleton, Alcandre calls after Philostrate.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
| npressive, isn't she, Inspector?
Draconis ferox. Hard to believe
t hey once rul ed the skies.

Phi | ostrate pauses a nonment to | ook into the gaping jaws of
the fossilized beast.

I NT. ROYAL MUSEUM OF NATURAL HI STORY (BASEMENT) -- LATER

A long narrow dark passage. Alcandre opens a door at the
end and enters. Philostrate stands behind him

ALCANDRE
O course, faerie physiology is one
of my areas of expertise. But only
one.

He turns a knob. Wth a GENTLE H' SS, a bank of gaslights
along the wall flares to life, illumnating the corridor.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
| dabble in so many fields.

PHI LOSTRATE
| just have a few questions.

Al candre reaches the door to his office and funbles with his

| arge key ring. He finds the proper key, disengages the
| ock and pushes the door open with a rusty creak.

I NT. ALCANDRE' S OFFI CE -- CONTI NUOUS

A large nmusty roomw th high ceilings, cluttered bookshel ves,
detailed charts and cross-sections of faerie anatony.

Al candre tosses his keys on a table and squints into the
hazy shadows of the office. Philostrate enters behind.

ALCANDRE
Rupert... \Were are you, Rupert?
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Philostrate notices light pink flower petals on a shelf near
his head. He picks up the petals and curiously sniffs them

Suddenly, sonething not entirely unlike a cat junps down on
the shelf next to Philostrate's head and hi sses.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
There you are, Rupert.

Al candre takes the creature in his arns.

Smal | | eaves, pink blossons, and other foliage sprout
sporadically fromit's green skin. |It's tail, a |leafy vine,
whi ps casual ly back and forth as Al candre strokes its head.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
Rupert's a wee pet project of mne.
Ha! How do you like that? "Pet
project.” One of ny many
extracurricul ar dabblings, Inspector.
Ever heard of theurgic anmal ganol ogy?

Phi | ostrate shakes his head, still trying to wap his thoughts
around the puzzling cat/plant creature in Al candre's arns.
PHI LOSTRATE
| imagine you get this a lot -
ALCANDRE
Layman's terns?
PHI LOSTRATE
Afraid so.
ALCANDRE

The mani pul ati on of biol ogy through
advanced technol ogy and anci ent
magi cs? Conmmonly called "tw ning?"

PHI LOSTRATE
Oh, twining, yes. Very controversial

AL CANDRE
Every new science is. Rupert, here,
is acat twned with -

Al candre plucks a red fruit fromRupert's skin. The cat
MEWS harshly, leaps fromhis arnms and darts into the shadows.
Al candre turns the red fruit over in his fingers and grins.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
- a cherry tree.

He pops it in his nmouth and chews thoughtfully.
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PHI LOSTRATE
Professor, | need to know if you can
think of anything that feeds on faerie
bl ood.

AL CANDRE

This woul dn't have anything to do
wi th Unseelie Jack, now would it?

Phi | ostrate nods.
ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)

How exciting! |'ve never been asked
to consult on Constabul ary business.

PHI LOSTRATE
Any ideas?
ALCANDRE
Well, faerie blood is notoriously

toxic. They do have a few natural
predators in their native Tirnanog.
But 1'mtal king about flesh-eaters,
not bl ood- suckers.

PHI LOSTRATE
No chance of a breed of vanpire -

ALCANDRE
Faerie bl ood would burn a hole in a
vanpire's gut faster than holy water.

PHI LOSTRATE
Wul d there be any reason to siphon
a faerie's bl ood?

ALCANDRE
VWll, there are old wves' tales.
Mostly hogwash. The Sel ki es say
faerie bl ood can be a potent
aphrodi siac. Sonme Eastern | egends
say it's a cure for werewol fism
And there are sone Elvish gypsies
who still believe it could be sonmehow
treated or diluted into a psychotropic
drug that pronotes visions. Hogwash.

PHI LOSTRATE
So, if I"'magetting this right, the
only living thing that could stand a
stomach full of faerie blood is -

AL CANDRE
Anot her faerie, Inspector.
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I NT. CENTRAL OPS (BRI EFI NG ROOM -- AFTERNOON

Magi strate Flute stands at a podiumtowards the front,
addressing a roomfull of officers including Philostrate,
Bottom and vari ous Const abl es.

FLUTE
Alright chaps, | spoke with the
Mayor this afternoon. He wants to
make a definitive statenment about
who runs this city. And it's not
Unseel ie Jack. Qur directives are:
1) to maintain control of the
nonhuman el ement of the city, 2) to
establish a visible presence in the
Quarter, and 3) to apprehend the
killer known as Unseelie Jack. Here's
how | want this to go down...

BEG N MONTAGE

-- Bottomand a few other OFFICERS in riot gear stroll down
a deserted street in the Faerie Quarter at night.

FLUTE (V. Q) (CONT' D)

Sergeant Bottomw ||l |ead a patrol
of arnoured constabl es, naking sweeps
of the main drag. W'Ill also have

t he Special Loupgarou Units making
the rounds. There's no full noon -

-- A black police carriage pulls into an alley. A team of
BURLY CONSTABLES open the heavy barred back door. Qut step
a row of enmaciated YOUNG MEN i n rags, shackled to one anot her

FLUTE (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
- we'll have to induce netanorphosis.

-- The Burly Constabl es shove syringes into IV tubes in the
Young Men's wists. The Young Men wail. Eyes turn yellow.
Whi skers sprout. Lips curl back fromlengthening sharp teeth.

FLUTE (V.Q. ) (CONT' D)
The wol ves will keep nostly to the
sewers and tube stations.

-- In a sewer tunnel, the Burly Constables restrain the Young
Men/ V\er ewol ves at the end of control |eashes. The ravenous
wol ves bark and hiss, as they patrol.

FLUTE (V.Q) (CONT' D)
The Drakes will provide the bird's
eye surveill ance.

-- In the sky, a giant nechanical dragonfly hovers. WH RRING
notors and the THROBBI NG BUZZ of beating translucent w ngs.
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-- The PILOT sits in a cranped, open-air cockpit in the
abdomen of the insect. Behind himsits a GUNNER, scrutinizing
t he rooftops through the long scope of a Gatling gun.

FLUTE (V.0O.) (CONT' D)

And finally, ny plain clothes officers
will be our unseen hand -

-- On a dark street corner outside Madane Mab's stands a
figure in a long trenchcoat, collar turned up.

FLUTE (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
- reaching into those dark corners
were no one el se can reach

-- The figure turns, |ooking around, revealing hinself to be
Phil ostrate. He crosses the street towards Madanme Mb's.

END MONTAGE
| NT. LE CHAMBRE DE MADAME MAB (LOBBY) -- MOVENTS LATER

Phi | ostrate noves down the hall to Tournmaline's room Her
door cl osed and | ocked. He hears MJUFFLED MOANS of ecstasy.

Phi | ostrate backs away fromthe door.

The MOANS becone girlish SQUEALS of delight, shuddering as
if inavain attenpt to be held back

Philostrate grits his teeth, tries not to listen.

The tittering SQUEALS becone rel entl ess SCREAMS of pleasure.
The rhyt hm ¢ POUNDI NG of the headboard agai nst the wall.

Philostrate slanms his fist into the wall. The door across
the hall opens. A DAINTY FAERI E peers out into the hallway.
DAI NTY
Aw, if your girl's busy, squire, |
can fill in. | guess you' d be the
one doin" the fillin" in, though.

She smles, giggling at her pun. Philostrate glares at her.
DAI NTY ( CONT' D)
No? Fine then. You just keep your
trousers on and behave yourself until
she's finished, alright?
She shuts her door.

From Tourmal i ne's room energes a swarthy nman, BARABBAS,
brai ded beard, tangled dreads. He fastens his trousers.

Bar abbas wi nks at Phil ostrate and pushes past.
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I NT. TOURMALINE' S ROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

Tourmaline pulls on a delicate slip as Philostrate steps
into the doorway. She turns and smles.

TOURMALI NE
Ch, Philo. | didn't expect to see
you so early, |ove.

PHI LOSTRATE
Vell | was in the neighborhood, what

with the hunt for the serial killer.

TOURNVALI NE
Yes. UWgly business - all that.

She goes to himand waps her arns tightly around him He
di sm ssively pats her on the back and pulls away.

PHI LOSTRATE
Speaki ng of ugly business... | don't
suppose that surly chap was j ust
digging for pirate's gold in here.

TOURNMALI NE
| know... I'mso sorry, love. |
never intended for you to cross paths -
He was just a client. Conpletely
harm ess. Safe as houses.

PHI LOSTRATE
He | ooked rather |ike a wanted poster
wai ting to happen.

TOURNMALI NE
He's one of ny regulars. Al bark
and no bite, | swear.

PHI LOSTRATE
Cone now, a good half of that bark
was yours.

TOURNMALI NE
Phi | o stop.

PHI LOSTRATE

I's he always that much fun?

TOURMALI NE
W' ve tal ked about this. I1t's al
acting, love. Snoke and mrrors.

She reassuringly kisses Philostrate on the neck and whi spers.

TOURMALI NE ( CONT' D)
You get the real thing.
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Phil ostrate pushes her away, a little too hard.

TOURMALI NE ( CONT' D)
Wul d you have ne starve?

PHI LOSTRATE
Ri ght, one has got to nake a |iving.
May as wel |l have your giggles while
your at it.

TOURVALI NE
You coul d take ne fromthis place.

PHI LOSTRATE
I's this about noney? The mnute
noney cones up -

TOURMALI NE
The cl ock strikes m dnight and |
turn back into a whore. But |'m not
tal ki ng about noney. |'mtalKking
about you. You're a shaneful coward!
We coul d be together if you weren't
so worried about what all your mates
woul d say if they saw you with a
pi xi e.

Phil ostrate clenches his jaw and takes a deep breath.

PHI LOSTRATE
[t's m dnight.

He pulls out a wad of bills, and tosses them at her feet.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
Take a soddi ng bow.

He storns out and sl ans the door.
EXT. FAERI E QUARTER, CARNI VAL ROWV-- MOMENTS LATER

Phi | ostrate wal ks down the cobbl estone sidewal k, hands stuffed
in his pockets, head down. He passes

AN ALLEY
where he hears CHUCKLI NG

He turns and sees Barabbas behind sone crates facing the
wal |, pissing. He sees Philostrate and smrks.

BARABBAS
Was she good for ya, guv?

Philostrate just glares.
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BARABBAS ( CONT' D)
WId little thing. Like stickin
your neat in a pail of greasy ferrets.
Money wel | spent, don't you think?
They' re not people, you know? Just
animals, mate. | suppose that makes
me sonething of a pervert. No matter
| just like the way they scream

Bar abbas finishes and pulls his trousers up.

BARABBAS ( CONT' D)
You got sonething to say to ne, mate?

PHI LOSTRATE
|'ve read sleeping with faerie sluts
can be bad for one's health.

BARABBAS
You're a priest, aren't you?

PHI LOSTRATE
Not really, no.

Philostrate wal ks calmy up to Barabbas and clocks himin
the jaw. Barabbas reels back. He w pes blood fromhis lip.

BARABBAS
Bl oody hell. ..

He nmakes |ike he's going to punch Philostrate back, but
Philostrate is too quick.

In the blink of an eye, Philostrate tw sts Barabbas's arm
and shoves himon the ground. Philostrate stands on the
man's back with one foot.

PHI LOSTRATE
Don't you ever go back there, do you
hear ne? Never!

BARABBAS
Sod off! | go where | want!

Phil ostrate grabs the Barabbas's |ong braids, pulls his head
back, and slans his face into the cobbl estones with a | oud
wet CRUNCH.

PH LOSTRATE
Now. | want to hear it.

Bar abbas weakly spits blood and tooth fragnents.

BARABBAS
I won't, you loon. Leave ne al one..
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PHI LOSTRATE
CGet out of here.

Bar abbas stunbles to his feet. He scranbles off down the
alley. Philostrate's angry eyes soften to slight renorse.

EXT. FI NI STERE CROSSI NG -- LATER

Phi | ostrate weaves between carriages as he crosses the busy
intersection in the human area of towmn. He enters a tall,
chat eau-styl e apartnment buil ding.

I NT. PHI LOSTRATE' S FLAT -- MOMENTS LATER

Phil ostrate doesn't turn on the lights as he enters. He
noves through ghostly pools of gaslight fromthe city outside.

In the kitchen, he grabs a dusty bottle of wine froma rack.
He pops the cork and takes a gulp.

He hears a nel odi ous WARBLING. He goes to a wought-iron
bi rdcage next to the wi ndow where a | arge song-noth works
its elegant black and purple wings and twitters peacefully.

Philostrate fills the creature's water dish with a bit of
wine fromthe bottle. The song-noth eagerly laps it up.

In the den, Philostrate pulls a w de black disk froma paper
sl eeve. He gently puts the disk on a spinning turntable and
sets the stylus in the groove.

He sits in the dark, perched on the edge of his chair, as a
| ush faerie opera - La Crimoara - crackles froma brass
hor n.

He |istens intensely as a |lonely nezzo-soprano trickles
t hrough the weeping violins.

He | ooks down at the wine bottle in his hand. He fiddles
with the | abel and slowy peels it off. He crunples the
wine label in his hand and tosses it in the corner.

As the music crescendos, he stands and goes to the kitchen.
He opens the window. He slides the |latch and opens the tiny
door of the birdcage. The song-noth hops to the threshold.

Phil ostrate watches as the song-noth flutters into the night
whil e the sounds of a sonber aria in a lilting ancient faerie
tongue fill the flat.

I NT. CENTRAL OPS (HALLWAY) -- MORNI NG

The usual ly tidy Philostrate anbles past bustling constables
and officers. He wears the sane runpled clothes fromthe
previous night. H's deep eyes grimand |istless.

A shrill POLI CE KLAXON sounds. A YOUNG CONSTABLE runs past.
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PHI LOSTRATE
Constable! Wat is it?

YOUNG CONSTABLE
Anot her nurder, sir. At nunber 16
Carnival Row. WNadanme Mab's.

The Constabl e continues away, |eaving Philostrate paral yzed.
| NT. LE CHAVMBRE DE MADAME MAB -- LATER

Philostrate floats down the

SECOND STORY HALLWAY

in horrified disbelief. He weaves between CONSTABLES t aki ng
statenments from sobbi ng FAERI E MADAMES.

Hi s eyes fix on Tourmaline' s open door, where sporadic flashes
of light froma canmera throw | ong om nous shadows across the
dark hallway. He noves slowly towards the door

He hears voices fromi nside.

PHOEBOTROPI ST (O. S.)
...Species: Faerie. Wngs sawed off
at the neta-scapula. Conpletely
drained of blood via two puncture
wounds in the neck..

He stops just outside the doorway and cl oses his eyes.
Finally he opens them and steps into
TOURMALI NE' S ROOM

where he sees Sergeant Bottom and Magi strate Flute talking
in the corner. The PHOEBOTROPI ST noves skittishly, taking
pi ctures of sonething on the floor obscured by the bed.

FLUTE
Ah, Inspector. Jack's getting a
little nore courageous. Not just
street faeries anynore.

Dimy aware, he makes his way around the bed. He follows a
trail of wet faerie bl ood sneared across the hardwood fl oor.

FLUTE ( CONT' D)
W' re taking this one to the norgue.
The Haruspex can read her there. |
think we're making the |ocals nervous.

A breeze fromthe wi ndow ripples the gauze drapes covering
the body. Philostrate stops in his tracks. Scraps of paper,
sket ches and paintings dance at his feet.
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BOTTOM
Don't think that gets you off the
hook with the paperwork, mate. [|'m

not doing all this bilge on ny own.

The drapes fall, revealing... Tourmaline. Pale skin stil
faintly glittering wwth a holl ow shadow of life. Philostrate
averts his eyes.

The wind tosses a wad of bills over his boots. Philostrate
shuts his nouth tight and swal | ows hard.

Fl ute scrutinizes Philostrate, concerned.

FLUTE
I nspector? \What are you thinking?

A flash fromthe Phoebotropist's camnera.

FLUTE ( CONT' D)
Are you alright?

PHI LOSTRATE
Yes. Yes, I'mquite alright.

Philostrate slowy backs away fromthe body.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
Let me know what you find.

BOTTOM
Whoa! Where you going? | told you
you are not leaving the boring bits
to me, Inspector. | won't have it.

Phil ostrate ignores Bottom and goes out into the hall followed
closely by Flute.

FLUTE
| nspector. ..

Phi | ostrate keeps wal ki ng.

FLUTE ( CONT' D)
What's going on with you?

EXT. THE FIDDLIN COCKATRI CE -- N GHT

Phi | ostrate approaches a door. A mechanical EYE on the wall
begins to CRACKLE with electricity. The Eye opens. WH STLES
and TI CKS of internal mechanics.

EYE
No humans al | owed.

PHI LOSTRATE
Stop puddlin' about and let me in.
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EYE
Ri ght off, inspector.

The door swi ngs open, and Philostrate wal ks in.
INT. THE FIDDLIN COCKATRI CE -- CONTI NUCUS

Hazy gaslight. A bar. Shelves of dusty bottles. Low tables
with oriental pillows instead of chairs. On each table, a
bul bous assenbly of glass gl obes atop a gas burner.

The few patrons watch Philostrate suspiciously. An ELF twirls
a cane. A DWARF shifts in his seat. The BARTENDER whi spers
to the big boss man -

- KASM R, a rakshasa (an Eastern vanpire). He has the face
of a tiger, blue skin, narrow yell ow eyes. He strokes his
fu manchu of brai ded whi skers as he puffs a pipe.

He draws up his silken oriental robe and gracefully strolls
over to Philostrate, trying to remain discreet.

KASM R

You nmake ny clientel e nervous.
PHI LOSTRATE

You're a vanpire, aren't you Kasmr?
KASM R

I"ma rakshasa. Not exactly the -
PHI LOSTRATE

You suck bl ood.
KASM R

That's right...
PHI LOSTRATE

Wiere were you | ast night?

KASM R
What are you getting at?

PHI LOSTRATE
Tourmaline's dead. Jack got her.
She was conpletely dry of blood. So
I"'masking - Wiere were you | ast
ni ght ?

KASM R
My friend. [I'ma rare breed of
vanpire, yes, but faerie blood is
still poisonous to ne. But you know
that. | don't think this is why
you're here. Can | get you anything?
A stiff bottle of Mabsynthe perhaps?
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PHI LOSTRATE
I'moff that rubbish

KASM R
Now, now. |It's not all rubbish
Menories of things |ost made real

again. Unbroken dreans. | think
know why you canme here. Even if you
don't.
Kasmr turns and checks the faded | abels on the bell jars

and bottles, squinting his yellow cat-eyes in concentration.

KASM R ( CONT' D)
Li queur of Barbary Lanb, WII| o
Whi sps Cocktail...ah, here we are.

He sel ects the proper bottle and sets it in front of
Phil ostrate who stares at the iridescent green syrup inside.

KASM R ( CONT' D)
Keep your guilders. Conplinents of
t he managenent.

Philostrate takes the bottle to a table. He sits on a pillow
and uncorks it. He pours the green treacle into the gl ass
gl obe assenbly and screws the [id on.

KASM R ( CONT' D)
Catch this Unseelie Jack, won't you?
Busi ness just hasn't been the sane
in any of ny establishnents.

Philostrate ignores him screws a rubber hose to the gl obe,
and lights the burner. A bright flash. The Mabsynt he
ignites. Geen flanes lick the oily surface of the |iquid.

KASM R ( CONT' D)
This is usually where people cone to
forget their fears.

The globe fills with a thick green vapor. Philostrate takes
the pipe at the end of the hose and inhales. He holds it

in, shuts his eyes, and exhal es.

BEG N MONTAGE -- PHI LOSTRATE' S HALLUCI NATI ONS

A barrage of quick visions, all in an eerie green gl ow

-- A black egg cracks open. A withing grub slides out.

-- Faerie wings pinned to a giant board. A young w ngl ess
faerie stands nude, her back to us. Blood trickles down her
spine. She points to the board where a pair of wings flutter.

-- The grub swells and hardens into a cocoon. It glows with
the faint outline of a human skel eton, inside.
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-- Kasmr grins with glistening fangs and wld yell ow eyes.
Hi s face dissolves to the Haruspex's face, old skin cracked
and winkl ed, the blackness of her glasses.

-- The cocoon opens to a huddl ed toddl er faerie. Her crinkled
wi ngs begin to dry as she ages, maturing into a shapely form
with curls of blonde hair. She becones Tournaline.

-- A vortex of newspapers caught in a breeze swirl and conbi ne
t hensel ves into a nysterious figure in a |long coat.

-- The huddl ed Tourmaline's wings turn black, then her whole
body. She breaks up into ash on the w nd.

BACK TO SCENE
OUTSI DE THE FI DDLI N COCKATRI CE

Philostrate stunbles. He shuts the door behind him clunsily
dropping the enpty bottle. It shatters on the sidewal k.

EXT. FAERI E QUARTER STREET -- LATER THAT NI GHT

Phil ostrate wal ks alone. Hi s holl ow FOOTFALLS sound t hrough
the deserted Faerie Quarter. Suddenly, he becones dizzy.
He braces hinself against a wall and vomts into a gutter

A SCREAM i ssues froman alley. Philostrate |istens. Another
MUFFLED SCREAM  Philostrate runs down the alley towards

THE CLOSE

at the end. Philostrate stops. 1In the center, a DARK Fl GURE
capers over a squirmng young faerie, VIGNETTE.

PHI LOSTRATE
Hey!

The Dark Figure |ooks up, its face in shadows. It hisses
and backs away. Philostrate runs to check on the faerie.

Younger than Tourmaline. Short dark hair, matted with sweat.
Her wings severed. dittering blood trickles fromher neck
Her eyes, weak and pai ned.

VI GNETTE
(desperate whi sper)
Help ne...1 can't feel my wings...

Philostrate turns to glinpse a long billowi ng cloak slithering
from shadow to shadow as if one with its wearer

Philostrate pulls a
He fires into the da
the night.

flintlock revolver frominside his coat.
rkness. The shape slinks quickly into
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The wi ngl ess faerie, shivering on the ground, |ooks to
Philostrate. Her brittle voice cracks.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
| don't feel so good.

Phil ostrate waps his coat around her and carries her out of
the alley.

TO BLACK
BEG N NEWSREEL

- TRUWET FANFARE. A title card that reads: Kl NETI SCOPE
NEWS PRESENTS "NEWS OF THE BURGUE"

- An OM NOUS ORGAN kicks in. A headline spins into view
"' UNSEELI E JACK' ON THE LOOSE!"

- In grainy sepia, FAERIES pull their shutters tight.

ANNOUNCER (V. O.)
A city paralyzed by terror as a
nmurderer stal ks the night.

- Qutside Le Chanbre de Madane Mab, two constables cart a
body bag out to a waiting carriage.

ANNOUNCER (V. O.) (CONT' D)
The body count rises in the Faerie
Quarter.

- Magistrate Flute at a press conference w pes sweat off his
brow. Flashes of caneras. He waves his hand enphatically.

ANNOUNCER (V. O.) (CONT' D)
Magi strate Flute of the Metropolitan
Const abul ary prom ses he will not
rest until Jack is brought to justice.
But will it be enough to catch the
nost elusive killer in the history
of the city?

- In Qoeron Square, a |arge denonstration outside Parlianent.
FAERI E PROTESTERS fill the Square.

ANNOUNCER (V. O.) (CONT' D)
These pixies don't think so. Tensions
are high. The question on everyone's
lips is, "Wiere will '"Unseelie Jack'
stri ke next?"

- Qutside the central tower of Parlianment. A shadow stands
in the wi ndow overl ooking the protesters in the square bel ow.
The grainy sepia picture resolves itself to realistic clarity.

END NEWSREEL
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I NT. MAYOR S OFFI CE -- CONTI NUOQUS

Spaci ous, dark, immcul ate, gl ossy wood paneling. The Mayor
turns fromthe tall w ndow behind his w de wooden desk.
Magi strate Flute sits across fromhim

MAYOR
My wife the self-described "activist,"
is not happy. And when she's unhappy-

FLUTE
W' re working round the clock.

MAYOR
And yet you have nothing to show for
it, Magistrate. Not one suspect has
been taken into custody.

FLUTE
We have no | eads.

MAYOR
Finding killers in this city isn't
t he hardest of things, Mgistrate.

FLUTE
But finding one, sir- |If we arrested
everyone in the Quarter, the clink
woul d be full to the brimand Unseelie
Jack could very well not be anpbng
the lot. W can't trade fear of the
killer for fear of the police. They
need to know they're safe.

MAYOR
Feeling safe is nore inportant than
actually being safe. Security is an
illusion, Magistrate. How many
faeries di sappear any given night?
How many bodies are floating face
down in the harbor? The only reason
this time is any different is because
t he papers have given hima nanme. |
want someone in custody within the
next twenty four hours. Do what you
must. If | have to bring in ny
I mperial Guardsmen to oversee this...

Fl ute | ooks up, shaken by nmention of the Guardsnen.

FLUTE
In 24 hours, we'll have your man.

I NT. MORGUE -- LATER

Fl ute pushes open a set of doors followd by the Haruspex.
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The MORTI Cl AN stands by a row of steel cabinets, an open
cabi net and sliding examning tray before him Tourmaline's
corpse lies on the tray, a sheet pulled up to her shoul ders.

FLUTE
I's everything ready?

MORTI Cl AN
She's clean for the reading, sir.
No one's touched her since the nurder.

The Haruspex places her hand on Tournaline's forehead. The
veins in the Haruspex's hand turn black as they swell under
her papery skin. She takes a deep breath.

HARUSPEX
A great pain clings to this corpse...

THE HARUSPEX' S VI SI ON

Tourmaline's room The image rippling and distorted as if a
reflection on the surface of a pond. Tourmaline sobs and
yell s at soneone, their face obscured.

A wad of noney lands at Tourmaline's feet. She falls to her
knees, devast at ed.

BACK TO SCENE

HARUSPEX ( CONT' D)
A wad of noney on the floor of her
room shoul d yield fingerprints.

Suddenly, Sergeant Bottom bursts into the Mrgue, frantic.

BOTTOM
Magi strate, | was just speaking with
eyew t nesses from Madane Mab's -

The Magistrate cuts himoff wth a gesture.

THE HARUSPEX' S VI SI ON

The i mage pul sates and throbs. A shadow falls over Tournmaline
still crying. She |ooks up and screans. She scranbl es back
towards the wi ndow, wings fluttering desperately.

She tries to take flight out the open window. A hand tears
the delicate wings fromher body. The hand drags Tournaline
squirmng across the floor leaving a slick wet trail of bl ood.

The hand grabs Tourmaline's head and pushes it back exposing
her sl ender tense neck. Her jugular vein throbs.
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BACK TO SCENE

HARUSPEX
Feeds on her blood, it does. Al of
it. It sucks her dry.

FLUTE

W nust have description. Wat can
you tell us about anyone that may
have been in the roonf

THE HARUSPEX' S VI SI ON
The action rewinds in waves and swells...

Back to the quarrel. Back to Tourmaline sobbing on the floor.
A figure stands over her, his face obscured. The figure
turns. Tine freezes.

The rippling image gradually calnms. The face becones clear.
BACK TO SCENE

HARUSPEX
I nspector Philostrate. He's the
source of her pain.

FLUTE
| npossi ble. The Inspector nust have
acci dental ly contam nated the body
at the investigation.

BOTTOM
Sir. | just spoke with the pix from
across the hall. Philostrate was
there right before the nmurder. Angry.
FLUTE
Get himdown here right now.
BOTTOM
He didn't cone in this norning.
BEG N MONTAGE -- PHI LOSTRATE CLEANS VI GNETTE
-- Philostrate turns on a faucet, filling the cast iron tub

-- Philostrate |owers Vignette's unconscious body in.

-- He leans her over and tenderly squeezes a sponge over her
back washing off caked bl ood and grine. Fresh bl ood stil
trickles fromthe ragged tears where her w ngs once were.

-- Silken faerie blood spreads in the steam ng water.

-- Philostrate gingerly tilts Vignette's head to the side
and gently sponges the deep holes in her neck.
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-- Philostrate opens a bottle of alcohol, soaks some cotton
then gently dabs the wounds in Vignette's back and neck.

-- He tears bandages. He waps a short one around Vignette's
neck. He waps one over the gashes in her back, around her
the front of her torso, covering her breasts.

END MONTAGE
I NT. PHI LOSTRATE' S FLAT -- MORNI NG

Phil ostrate stands by the w ndow, |ooking down at the street.
He turns to his bed.

Vignette lies there, asleep, soft, clean. A distant, recorded
voi ce sings the aria fromLa Crimoara.

She begins to stir, squinting at the unfamliar room

PHI LOSTRATE
Good nor ni ng.

VI GNETTE
Wiere am|? Wio are you? You..
(she renenbers)
You saved ne from.. \Wat happened?

PH LOSTRATE
Unseel i e Jack.

Vignette | ooks under the sheets,

VI GNETTE
I'' m naked.

PH LOSTRATE
So it would seem

VI GNETTE
What did you do to ne?

PHI LOSTRATE
Cl eaned you up, dressed your wounds.

VI GNETTE
| see. And you couldn't just take
me to a hospital...

PHI LOSTRATE
One of those squalid faerie hospitals?
You' d be better off left to Jack.

VI GNETTE
Where are ny cl ot hes?

PH LOSTRATE
| threw t hem out.



Vignette gives himan annoyed | ook.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)

They were soaked in blood. |If you're

so attached, | can fish themout -
VI GNETTE

What the sod am | supposed to wear?
PHI LOSTRATE

| wasn't expecting you awake so soon
VI GNETTE

Yes, well I"'mjust alittle powder

keg of surprises, aren't 1?
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She throws the sheets off. She stands up, stunbling, stil
alittle dizzy fromthe bl ood | oss.

She takes a crisp white button up shirt,
She pulls it on.

her .

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Your cl oset?

PHI LOSTRATE
To your left.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
(dry, exaggerating)
You | ost about ten gallons of blood,
back there. Can | get you an
antibiotic? Mybe a glass of water?

VI GNETTE
Not bl oody Iikely.

She takes a pair of black suit pants and pulls them on.
| ooks down at the legs. Too long. She reaches down.

Philostrate turns to see what she is doing.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
I make a point not to stay put too
| ong, especially when | don't know
where | am

trouser leg at the ankle and tears it.

Vignette pauses and | ooks up fromtearing the first

PHI LOSTRATE
Oh right, you can just go ahead and
tear those up

She | ooks back down and resunes tearing the second | eg.

far too big for

| eg.

She

She grabs the
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VI GNETTE
Now t hat |'m earthbound, we can't
have me tripping over ny trouser
legs the rest of ny life, can we?

She goes to Philostrate's front door.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Thank you for all you' ve done, but -

Her pointed ear twitches. She hears sonething. The
steal thful COCK OF A GUN. She | ooks through the peephol e.

On the other side of the door, several ARMOURED CONSTABLES.
The front Arnoured Constable holds up his hand and counts
down silently with his fingers.

Vignette turns to Philostrate.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
(conf used)
The police...

Phil ostrate | ooks out the w ndow.

The street below, crowded with a waiting convoy of sleek
bl ack police carriages.

The sudden DEAFENI NG THUD of a battering ram agai nst
Philostrate's front door.

Startled, Philostrate and Vignette both snap around.
A second THUD

On the third | MPACT, the door splinters to pieces. The
Armour ed Constables pour into and fan out. Their flintlock
rifles and nuskets poised.

Sergeant Bottom steps in behind them and surveys the scene.
O her than the police, the roomis enpty.

SQUAD COMVANDER
He's not here, sir.

Bott om pokes his rifle in a dustbin and pulls something out
on the end of his bayonet. A wad of bloody cl othes.

BOTTOM
Not | ooki ng good for you, |nspector.

ARMOURED CONSTABLE (O. S.)
Sir, look at this.

Bott om goes into

THE BATHROOM
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where he sees Philostrate's cast iron tub full of water,
dark and nurky, a filmof faerie blood on the surface.

BOTTOM
You think you know a bl oke, then you
find a tub of pix blood in his |oo.

The Squad Leader cones in.

SQUAD COWVIVANDER
We' ve searched the whole flat. No
sign of him

BOTTOM
Alright mates, if he gets here and
sees a convoy of police coaches,
he's not ever comn' back. W're
going to have to play this covert.
W need to nab this guy before he
even knows he's guilty. There is a
killer on the | oose and the bad news
is he knows all our tricks. So let's
make oursel ves invisible.

Everyone | eaves. Bottom hangs behind, staring at the faerie
blood in the tub, nmesnerized by the swirling col ors dancing
on the surface. He reaches down and dips his gloved hand
UNDER WATER

where Philostrate and Vignette lie, desperately holding their
breath. They | ook up at Bottonmls distorted image as his
hand breaks the surface, reaching towards them

Hi s hand conmes nere centineters away from Vignette' s stomach
She sucks in. A bubble escapes fromher nmouth, while on

THE SURFACE

above, Bottomslowy pulls his hand out. The colorful viscous
clings to his fingers.

UNDER WATER

t he bubble slowy drifts up towards

THE SURFACE

as Bottom curiously exam nes the syrupy bl ood/ water sol ution
t hi ckening on his glove. He makes a sour face. He turns to
w pe his hand on a towel.

The bubbl e breaks the surface and pops, unseen.

He | eaves the bat hroom

UNDER WATER



Philostrate and Vignette listen. The nuffled sound of a
DOOR SLAM Silence. Seconds |ater

ON THE SURFACE
t hey both burst through, gasping for air.

VI GNETTE
VWhat in the nane of Saint Tit?!?

Phil ostrate gets out of the tub and rushes to the w ndow.
He opens it. Vignette |ooks after himincredul ously.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Wiy are the police are after you?

Phi | ostrate paces, searching his mnd for a way out.

PHI LOSTRATE
I don't know. Tax evasi on.

VI GNETTE
Ri ght.

He opens a drawer and withdraws a pistol. He loads it.
VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
What? You're going to shoot your
way out.

PHI LOSTRATE
If need be..

Vignette hurries to the wi ndow and | ooks out.

VI GNETTE
There's a fire escape about five
neters over. If you'll follow ne -
PHI LOSTRATE

No. You want no part of this. You're
going to wal k out of here and go
hone. Forget you ever met ne.

Phil ostrate hol sters the gun. Vignette grabs his wist.
VI GNETTE
You saved ny life. | don't |ike
havi ng unpai d debts, especially with
grotty humans. So follow ne, savvy?
She clinbs out the window. Philostrate follows.

EXT. TRAIN TRACKS -- LATER
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Philostrate and Vignette walk a rusty train bridge over the

river. Philostrate |leads. Vignette follows silently.



She wat ches Phil ostrate.

She glinpses his gun hol ster.

Si | ence.

VI GNETTE
You're a constable... Standard issue
revol ver.

PH LOSTRATE

Detective Inspector actually...
Rycroft Phil ostrate.

VI GNETTE
My nane's Vignette. Wy are they
after one of their own?

PHI LOSTRATE
| suspect they think |I'm Jack.

VI GNETTE
Wiy woul d they think that?

PHI LOSTRATE
Wong place, wong tine.

VI GNETTE
Twaddle. | can just go tell them -

PHI LOSTRATE
They won't believe you. You're -

VI GNETTE
I'"'mwhat? A commpn street faerie?

PHI LOSTRATE
That's what they'll see.

Vi gnette wonders al oud.

VI GNETTE
Wiy did you - Wat do you care if
there's one | ess street faerie?

PHI LOSTRATE
A faerie's screamsounds just like a
human's, right?

VI GNETTE
Fair enough. \Were are you goi ng?

PH LOSTRATE
Madame Mab' s.

VI GNETTE
You' |l be caught in an instant. |
know a better way.

43.

His long coat billows in the w nd.
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PHI LOSTRATE
You really don't owe nme a thing.
And anyway | don't need your charity.

VI GNETTE
I know nooks and shortcuts in the
Quarter that they don't put on your
maps. Which is why if you follow
me, the police won't find you. So |
t hi nk you do need ny charity.

I NT. TOURMALINE'S ROOM -- LATER

A hand grabs the window sill. Philostrate clinbs up and
into the roomfollowed by Vignette, close behind.
VI GNETTE

| suppose no nore daintily fluttering
in. ..

She stands and dusts herself off.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
This is the last crinme scene? Don't
you think the police would have
al ready taken anything inportant?

No response from Philostrate. He goes to the bed. Vignette
notices the easel and sketches on the floor around.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Was she sone sort of painter?

Philostrate runs his hand al ong the unmade sheets. He frowns.
Vignette starts to rifle through the draw ngs.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Hey, some of these aren't bad.

Philostrate takes the pillow in his hands. He cradles it
gingerly, his jaw cl enched.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
I think I'"ve seen these. This one
| ooks Iike a poster at the O pheum

Vignette conmes to the sketch of Philostrate putting on his
shirt in the norning.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Hey, this |looks kind of like - Wit.
You and she were...

PH LOSTRATE
| was a client. That's all. Let's
get out of here.



VI GNETTE
Hol d on. ..

PHI LOSTRATE
There's nothing here! Let's go!

Vignette watches Philostrate go back to the w ndow.

VI GNETTE
We'd better stick to the roofs.

EXT. FAERI E QUARTER ROOFS -- DAY

Phil ostrate and Vignette scale the side of a steep roof.
Usi ng the shingles as foothol ds.

VI GNETTE
So did you | ove her?

Phil ostrate ignores her.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Not going to tell me, eh?

Phil ostrate wal ks a set of planks to the adjacent roof.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Thi s al oof thing you ve got is really
qui te boring.

Phil ostrate quickly turns.

PH LOSTRATE
You are insufferabl e!

VI GNETTE
I''minsufferabl e?! ?

PHI LOSTRATE
Yes! These incessant questi ons!
Babbl e babbl e babbl e!

VI GNETTE
Oh, and you're so nysterious and
tortured. How do the girls keep
their knickers on around you?

PHI LOSTRATE
Chi | d!

VI GNETTE
Tr agedi an!

PHI LOSTRATE

Way are you even still here?

45.
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VI GNETTE
| felt sorry for you

PHI LOSTRATE
I"'mfine without your pity, thanks.

VI GNETTE
What's that?

PHI LOSTRATE
What's pity?

VI GNETTE
No... That noi se..

PHI LOSTRATE
What -

He hears it, a FAI NT BUZZ.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
Dr akes. ..

Suddenly, a giant nmechanical dragonfly (a Drake), hovers
over the roof, wi ngs beating furiously. The PILOT in the
abdonmen/ cockpit glares at Philostrate. The GUNNER on top
swings a turret-munted Gatling gun around.

The pilot speaks into a brass horn. H s anplified voice
boons over the raucous sounds of the vehicle.

Pl LOT
Rycroft Philostrate. You are
instructed to surrender to the
Met ropol i tan Constabul ary.

PHI LOSTRATE
(to Vignette)
Run.

He grabs her hand. They nmake a run for it.

The Gatling gun explodes to life, shattering slate shingles
at their feet. They nake it to the edge of the roof, and

| eap over the alley to the next roof. The Drake pursues.

The gun punches fist-sized holes in the chimey next to them
They cl anmor over the rooftops, slipping on shingles, weaving
bet ween chi nmeys, junping narrow alleys. But the drake stays
on their tail, spitting a steady stream of deadly shells.

They cone to another |edge, too wide to junp, and slide to a
stop. Pebbles fall to the alley bellow

The Drake conmes up behind. It doesn't fire. Qut of bullets.
The Gunner starts to | oad anot her nagazi ne.
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Vignette | ooks down. She steps forward and breat hs deep.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
What are you doi ng?

VI GNETTE
Fol | ow ny | ead.

PHI LOSTRATE
You do renenber you can't fly?

She junps. Halfway down, she grabs a clothesline. She
shimm es over and drops to an awning. She slides down the
awning and | ands on a pile of crates.

The Gunner finishes |oading the Gatling gun. Just as he
takes aimon Philostrate's back, he junps.

Philostrate copies all of Vignette's maneuvers to end up in
THE ALLEY

where he hits the ground running. Vignette, already at the
end, notions Philostrate to follow her around a corner into

A CREVI CE BETWEEN BUI LDI NGS
out of the Drake's view.

Phi | ostrate huddl es between the wall and Vignette, awkwardly
close. They wait for the Drake to pass by. Both of them
pai nfully self-conscious of this noment of forced proximty.

She | ooks up. Their eyes neet. She gently brushes the hair

off his forehead, then quickly withdraws her hand and | owers
her eyes. Slowy, she lets her head fall against his chest.

After a few nonents, the Drake finally |eaves.
Philostrate and Vignette clinb out of the crevice,.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
| need to talk to sonmeone who knows
what goes on in the Quarter.

VI GNETTE
You know that you're not with the
pol i ce anynore?

PH LOSTRATE
GCood. That should neke it easier.

VI GNETTE
| may know soneone.

They both run down the alley, Vignette |eading the way.
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BOTTOM (V.Q.)
The bl oke's got a tub full of pix
bl ood in his flat and now he's runnin’
around with wi ngless faeries...

I NT. METROPOLI TAN CONSTABULARY (BRI EFI NG ROOM) -- AFTERNOON

Flute talks to Bottomover a large table with a map of the
city spraw ed across it. The room buzzes with activity.

FLUTE
Phi | ostrate al ways seened so above
board.

BOTTOM
This is the only |l ead we've got to
work w th.

FLUTE
Maybe.

BOTTOM
Sir, 1'd like Philo to be innocent.
| truly would. But if he's got
nothing to hide, why's he runnin'?

FLUTE
Have the ot her Drakes spotted hinf

BOTTOM
No, sir. But he hasn't left the
Quarter. W've got it blocked off.

EXT. OLD FAERI E CEMETERY -- SAME

Phil ostrate and Vignette negotiate a wi nding path through a
cranped maze of crooked headstones.

They cone to a nodest stone sepulchre with a | eaning
foundation, half sunken into the soft earth

Vignette unl ocks the heavy iron door with her own key. She
pushes it open with a LOUD GRIND fromrusty hinges.

I NT. SEPULCHRE -- CONTI NUOUS

The strange ol d bones of faeries scattered am dst dust and
cobwebs. Vignette slides the |lid of a sarcophagus open and
steps inside.

VI GNETTE
Cone on.

The fl oor of the sarcophagus has been replaced by a set of
stone stairs |eading further down.
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PHI LOSTRATE
What is this place?

VI GNETTE
The A d Faerie Cenetery?

PHI LOSTRATE
No, | nean -

VI GNETTE

Ever heard of The Scream ng Banshee?

PHI LOSTRATE
The anti-human paper? The police
have a whol e branch | ooking for the
print office.

Vignette reaches the bottom and cones to a door.

VI GNETTE
Vell, A- it's pro-faerie, and B -

She opens the door.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
- Here it is.

Spread out before them

THE SCREAM NG BANSHEE PRI NTI NG OFFI CE

a subterranean vault. Candles cast flickering shadows on

gi ant corkscrew printing presses. Sounds of DRI PPI NG WATER
A di senbodi ed voice, QU LL, calls out to them

QULL (OS.)
Vignette, | don't |ike guests.

VI GNETTE
It's okay. [1'll vouch for him
PHI LOSTRATE

Wio are you?

A figure silhouetted by the candlelight deftly hops up onto
one of the presses. He poses with a rebellious nystique.

QUI LL

Wi am1? W am|?
He hops down. A youngi sh man, a Puck. Goat horns poke from
tousled hair. His long coat flares revealing two agile goat
| egs in place of human ones.
QUI LL (CONT' D)

( MORE)

QilliamG
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QUI LL (CONT' D)
Moses, dissident journalist at |arge.
But you can call ne Quill, I|nspector.

He eyes Philostrate. H's voice crackles with energy.
QUI LL (CONT' D)

It's only because of Vignette that
["mallowing this. She's ny best.

PHI LOSTRATE
Your best what?
VI GNETTE
(to Philostrate)
Witer.
(to Qill)

I"mnot your best. You're just hoping
"Il forget you owe ne thirty
gui | ders.

QUI LL
It's not for profit that we wite,
but for the glorious revelation of
truth to the -

VI GNETTE
Speak for yourself.

PHI LOSTRATE
(to Vignette)
You're a witer?

QUI LL
A pistol, she is. Positively
incendiary. Wrds |ike acid.

PHI LOSTRATE
I"ve noticed.
VI GNETTE
Li sten, while you two chat, I've got

busi ness to take care of.

PHI LOSTRATE
Wiere are you goi ng?

VI GNETTE
["11 be right back.

Vi gnette heads back upstairs as Quill turns to arrange letters
on one of the presses.

QUI LL

Did | hear correctly
we have something to

just now t hat
tal k about?



PHI LOSTRATE
Perhaps we'l|l start with Unseelie
Jack.

QUI LL

| came up with the nane- Unseelie
Jack. Human rags, they read ne.
Ripping ne all the tine, they are.

He thunbs through a stack of recent issues of Quill's
Scream ng Banshee. He reads.

PHI LOSTRATE
Al'l humans aren't as bad as you say.
The Mayor's wife for instance -

QUI LL

She's not savvy to the streets.

It's all a hobby to her. W're al
pretty nmusic and art. Do you see
anything pretty down here? Her brand
of parlour activismis sickening.

The front pages all sport grainy black and white photos of
the three nurders -

-- Aisling Cobweb on a pebbl ed beach.
-- Marguerite strung up in the station.

-- And finally Tourmaline.

PHI LOSTRATE
Where did you get these photos?
QUI LL
| know a loose girl in the police
dar kr oom
PHI LOSTRATE
No... There's no evidence markers.
This is before the police arrive.
QUI LL
Before they call the police, they
call me. I'mtheir voice. They

find a body and I"'mtheir first call
| snap nmy pics, and |I' m gone before
the nmurder bell tolls. | don't Iike
being a vulture, but | do |ike being
a newshawk. So, that's how it goes...

PHI LOSTRATE
What do you know about the nurders?

51.



QUI LL

That they' ve been going on for years.
Myst erious di sappearances. Runors

of nmonsters. Now, the human nedia's
got their paws on it. Everyone's

got a reason to buy the papers.

Here, it's a fact of life. It's
like a serialized potboiler to your
peopl e. Everyone wants to know how
it wll end. Fetch me a "Zed" wll
you? The letter bin to your right.

Philostrate turns. He looks in a crate full of

engr avi ngs.

PHI LOSTRATE
And how will it end?
Philostrate holds the letter in place. Quill hamers it.
QUI LL

Quill

spins a |lever,

Sane way all stories on Carnival Row
end. Death and m sery.

QUI LL (CONT' D)
Bl ood is the currency of these
streets. Literally. |I'msure
Vignette can tell you about that.

PHI LOSTRATE
Wiy? Were exactly did she go?
QUI LL
(realizing his slip)
Nowhere. | don't know.
PHI LOSTRATE
You do know. Quill. Answer ne.

letter

He pulls out a "Z" and brings it to Quill.

| owering the gigantic press.
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Phil ostrate grabs himby the collar and spins himabout-face.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
Quill. Were is Vignette?

QUI LL

It's one of those things that sounds
worse than it is.

PH LOSTRATE
Wher e?
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EXT. CABARET MJ GONG -- LATER

Tucked in the nmaze of cobbl ed back alleys, Philostrate cones
to arickety Oiental pagoda sitting on stilts above a
stagnant, narrow canal. Red neon sizzles and flickers.

I NT. CABARET MJ GONG -- CONTI NUCUS

Phi | ostrate noves through the dancing maze of bl ackli ght
faerie wings and glow ng tattoos.

FI RE- EATERS, BELLYDANCERS, and |evel upon |evel of |issone
el vish, selkie, and faerie YOUTH withing to the hot weird
jazz of fiddles and sitars and glistening with sweat.

I NT. BACK HALLWAY OF CABARET -- CONTI NUCUS

Vignette lies in one of the cots that [ine the dimcorridor.
A dizzy |l ook on her face, eyes rolling back. A hand pulls a
needl e fromthe taut blood vessels of her inner el bow

A di spassi onate ROUMANI AN VAMP consults the syringe full of
bl ood. He puts the syringe in his |eather sack and shoves a
wad of cash notes into Vignette's fist before |eaving.

Phil ostrate barges into the back hallway. He pulls Vignette
up and shakes her by the shoul ders.

PHI LOSTRATE
Hey! Wake up. What is this?

VI GNETTE
| don't need any nore rescuing,
just need a little cash. Kasmr.
He pays so well for our bl ood.

He steadies her lolling head and brings her eyes to neet
hi s.

PH LOSTRATE
Stay wwth me. | thought vanpires
couldn't drink faerie blood.

VI GNETTE
No. Not drink. What do you think
t hey make Mabsynthe fronf?

He | ays her back on the cot and storns down the hall.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Wiere are you goi ng?!?

INT. KASM R S CHAMBERS -- MOMENTS LATER

Phi |l ostrate pushes through a set of bead curtains into the
all shining | acquer, jade, and bronze office. Kasmr stands.
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Two KOMODOS are upon Philostrate. Kasmr’'s bodyguards, Asian
dragon-nen, broad reptilian blokes with iron scales. Constant
t hreads of sul pherous snog seep fromtheir jaws.

KASM R
Men, let go of him Can | help you
w th sonething, |nspector?

PHI LOSTRATE
You control the Mabsynthe trade in
this city. AKkiller’s leaching
faeries and it happens that your
Mabsynthe is brewed from faerie bl ood.
That sound dodgy to you?

KASM R
Fri ends shouldn’t talk to each ot her
li ke this.

PHI LOSTRATE

This whole building is a vanpire!
It’s a dammed drug factory, swilling
faerie blood by the lorry-I| oad.

KASM R
It’s sinmply a club where a | ot of
young pi xi es cone for some anusenent.

Phil ostrate charges Kasmr and grabs his collar.

PHI LOSTRATE
If I find that you had anything to
do with Unseelie Jack - well - there's

a ball of hot |ead just aching to
give your brain a kiss.

KASM R
In that case, ny friend, having
partaken of the fruit of this “drug
factory,” with such rhapsody... you
shoul d remenber to save the | ast
bul l et for yourself.

The two Konobdos pull Philostrate off of Kasmr.
KASM R ( CONT' D)
I could have killed you
(t o Konopdos)

Beat hi m senseless and ob himin
t he creek.

The Konpdos drag Philostrate out to
THE VERANDA

where he catches a passing glinpse of Vignette watching him
frombehind oriental lattice. Their eyes neet.
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Phil ostrate holds his gaze as one Konpdo steadies himwhile
the other plants a heavy iron fist across his chin.

BLACKNESS
EXT. ARGYLE HEI GHTS ( STREET) -- N GHT

Foggy and quiet. Ceaner than the Quarter. The human part
of town. Gothic houses hewn frommarble and |i nestone.

An arnoured couch energes fromthe swirling fog drawmn by a
robust coal - bl ack unicorn. The streetlights shinrer. The
uni corn SNORTS a silver plune of vapor into the night air.

I NT. MAYOR S COACH -- CONTI NUQUS
Mayor Boniface scratches his neatly trinmed goatee pensively.

MAYOR

Faeries. Disease-carrying vermn,
the lot of them The only reason I
tolerate this infestation is because
even vermn are part of the ecosystem
of acity. It's true.

(a venonous chuckl e)
That and they sure do know how to
pl ease a man.

(1 ooks down)
No no no. Keep at it, pet...

(cl oses his eyes)
I"mnot finished with you.

A nonment of cool ecstasy. He rolls his eyes and exhal es.

MAYOR ( CONT' D)
That's it. That a girl. Be a dear
for me and swal |l ow t he goods, wll
you? This upholstery's worth nore
t han your annual salary.

A cal l ous, detached grin as the Mayor finishes.

A young faerie girl, ROAN BLUEBELLE, sits up, her skin a
slight turquoise tint sprinkled with light violet freckles.

The Mayor's smle slowy turns to a disgusted scom. He
sl aps his hand on the side of the coach.

MAYCR ( CONT' D)
Driver! Stop the couch...

The coach stops.

MAYOR ( CONT' D)
Get out.
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ROAN
But... Sir, this is Argyle Heights.
| can't fly clear across the city?
What about Unseelie Jack. .

MAYOR
Cl ose your eyes.

ROAN
Sir?

MAYOR

| said close your rutting eyes.
She does.

MAYCR ( CONT' D)
OQpen your nout h.

Her |ips crack open.

MAYOR ( CONT' D)
W der .

She opens it wide. He pulls a gold-finished nmusket fromhis
overcoat and shoves the barrel in her open nouth. He cocks
the hammer. She opens her eyes, shocked and terrified.

MAYOR ( CONT' D)
Let ne tell you something. | could
pull this trigger right now and split
that soft skull of yours. And you
know what? You' d cease to exist.
No police investigation. No obituary.
No body washing up in the harbour.

Roan trenbl es as the Mayor |eans in.

MAYOR ( CONT' D)
(whi spers)
| can erase you fromhistory. So
you see, there are better things to
be afraid of than "Unseelie Jack."
Do we understand each other?

Roan sl owly nods her head. The Mayor finally pulls the nusket
out of her mouth. He straightens his overcoat.

MAYOR ( CONT' D)
Now. Kindly get out.

EXT. ARGYLE HEI GHTS ( STREET) -- CONTI NUOUS

The coach takes off down the enpty streets, |eaving Roan on
the curb in front of

THE ROYAL MUSEUM OF NATURAL HI STORY
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where she plops herself down on the w de stone steps under
the majestic marble colums. Her lip trenbles. She buries
her face in her hands and shudders.

She | ooks up and wi pes her eyes. She clinbs to her feet and
shakes her head.

ROAN
(quiet, to herself)
"' m not going back to the Quarter.
Not tonight.

She flaps her bright blue translucent wings, fluttering up
the tall regal colums to

THE ROOF OF THE MJUSEUM

where she lands daintily on the | edge. She |ooks over the
city towards the Faerie Quarter, an indistinct blur in the
fog across the distant river.

ROAN ( CONT' D)
' m stayi ng here tonight.

She clenches her fists and grits her teeth. She shouts at
the top of her lungs.

ROAN ( CONT' D)
['l'l sleep with the humans tonight!

You like that?!'? This vermn's not
goin' back to her hole in the wall!

Her voice cracks and decays to a whisper.
ROAN ( CONT' D)
I"mgonna dirty up your pretty
uphol stery tonight, you prat.

She goes and huddl es up next to the skylight. She closes
her eyes and tries to go to sleep.

A breeze picks up. It H SSES at Roan. She opens her eyes.
On the | edge of the roof stands a cl oaked Dark Figure
silhouetted by the silver full noon. The long tattered bl ack
cl oak whips in the breeze.

Roan gasps. She scranbl es back onto the skylight.

The Dark Figure makes no nove towards her.

Roan hears sonething. TINK .. TINK.. She | ooks down. A
web of cracks shoots across the skylight at her feet. She
stands perfectly still. She |ooks back to the |edge.

The Dark Figure still doesn't budge fromits perch.



58.
Roan nmakes a decision. She flaps her w ngs.

Too late. The disturbance shatters the glass at her feet
before her wi ngs can get enough lift.

She tunbles down into
THE LOBBY OF THE MUSEUM

past the giant fossilized skel eton of the dragon hangi ng
fromthe ceiling.

She | ands with a BONE- CRUNCH NG THUD on the polished marble
floor. Shards of glass bounce around her. Her w ngs shredded
nearly to ribbons, useless.

A horrid WET COUGH. Blood trickles fromher nouth. She
tries to sit up but w nces.

She hears a CREAK and CROANI NG of steel. She | ooks up.
The steel cables holding the dragon above her SNAP
The whol e skel eton crashes to the ground.

As the dust clears, Roan sees she's trapped under the
cavernous rib cage. Shafts of noonlight stream down on her
the only light in the | obby.

The FLAPPING of a cloak as a shadow qui ckly passes over her.

She | ooks up. Nothing but the broken skylight and the silver
di sc of the nmoon beyond. She hears a RASPY HI SS echo in the
| obby around her.

She gets a vague inpression of the Dark Figure circling her,
slowy, deliberately, through the shadows. Slithering between
t he ancient stone nonoliths and fossils. Com ng closer.

ROAN ( CONT' D)
Pl ease... Please, don't do this...

The Dark Figure's voice seens to cone from everywhere as the
sound bounces fromwall to wall of the large dark room

DARK FI GURE
Tore your pretty wings, did you?

Roan peeks between the dragon's ribs into the darkness. She
sees the outline of soneone standing the shadows.

DARK FI GURE ( CONT' D)
Tisk. Such pretty wings. A shane.

Roan's eyes adjust to the darkness as she stares intently a
t he notionless humanoid outline in front of her.
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It resolves itself into nothing nore than a stone sarcophagus
on a pedestal, an exhibit.

Suddenly a cl awed hand grabs her torn wi ngs from behind and
pul | s her back against the rib cage. RIP. Her wings are
gone. She opens her nouth, too stunned to nake a sound.

The hand grabs her hair and yanks her head back, exposing
her neck.

DARK FI GURE ( CONT' D)
Now. Sing for ne.

Roan's PI ERCI NG SCREAM tears through the silence of the | obby.
EXT. CANALSI DE -- MORNI NG

The mre of water and refuse laps Philostrate's battered and
brui sed body. Slowy, he cones to. He pulls hinself up.

He shakes off the pain and clinbs the bank to the street.

I NT. SCREAM NG BANSHEE PRI NTI NG OFFI CE -- SAME

Vignette sits at a small desk punching the keys of an
anti quated typographer. Quill works the press.

QUI LL
How s it com ng?

VI GNETTE
Fi ne.
The news wire sputters on. Quill goes to inspect the the
strip of paper spewing fromthe device.
QUI LL

You seem a bit preoccupied. Wat
happened to your human friend?

VI GNETTE
| don't know. Who cares. He started
asking the wong people the wong
questi ons.

QUI LL

| see.

VI GNETTE
He's so bl oody self-righteous. And
alittle stupid and reckless. He's
l'i ke the knight in shining arnour
that forgets to put on the arnour.

QUI LL

But you don't care.
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VI GNETTE
Not a bit. Let himget hinself
Killed.

Real i zi ng what she's said, she stops typing. Qill hides a
wy, know ng grin.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Ckay... Okay... You know sonet hi ng.
Do you know where he is?

Quill holds up the strip of paper fromthe wre.
QUI LL

| have an i dea.
EXT. ROYAL MUSEUM OF NATURAL HI STORY -- MORN NG

A large crowmd of HUVAN SPECTATORS gat hered at the entrance.
Al high class - the ladies with their broad hats and parasols
and the gentlemen with their waistcoats and top hats.

Magi strate Flute and Sergeant Bottom push through the crowd.

FLUTE
The Mayor's |ivid.

BOTTOM
Right, the first nurder this side of
town. How |long before Jack start's
pi ckin' off people instead of pixies?

FLUTE
Let's try not to blurt things Iike
t hat out, Sergeant.
They enter the building. Beyond the police bl ockade,
THE MUSEUM LOBBY
buzzes with OFFI CERS and MUSEUM EMPLOYEES.
BOTTOM
The Haruspex's already here. Don't
see why. W know who did this.
Roan's body rests in the center of the fallen dragon skel eton.

Phil ostrate stands near the body, trying to remain
i nconspi cuous while he surveys the scene for any cl ues.

Hi s eyes dart fromthe puncture wounds on Roan's neck to the
thin splatter of blood arcing fromthe tears in her back
across the marble floor.

He notices Bottom and Fl ute approachi ng.



He turns as they approach and tips his hat over his eyes.
He takes a few steps back and casual |y | eans agai nst the
opposite side of a sarcophagus, close enough to eavesdrop.

FLUTE
You know the |aw, Sergeant. A
Haruspex's vision is as adm ssible

as eye witness testinmony. |If she
can give us sonething else...
Anything else... Well then, I'd be

nore than happy to drop this manhunt.
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The Haruspex hobbles to the body. Philostrate watches from

his hiding place as the old woman drops to one knee. She
rests her gnarled hand on Roan's face.

Several feet down the exhibition aisle fromPhilostrate,

Prof essor Leopold Al candre | ooks up and recognizes him He

calls after Philostrate.

ALCANDRE
| nspect or.

Phil ostrate doesn't notice. He watches the Haruspex go into

a trance. Al candre conmes up behind Philostrate.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
Inspector... "Philostrate” is it?

Al candre goes on, oblivious to Philostrate's "wanted" status.

Phil ostrate can't hide his disconfort.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
Have you seen the body, I|nspector?
It's incredible. Those neck wounds.
They're rather |ike snake bites
woul dn't you say?

PHI LOSTRATE
Yes. Yes. Rather.

He | ooks after Flute and Bottom but they haven't noticed
his presence. The Haruspex holds their attention for now.

BOTTOM
What was she doing in this part of
the city?
Meanwhi l e, Al candre chatters excitedly to Philostrate.
ALCANDRE
Al nost |ike a Gorgon or perhaps a
Basi | i sk. ..
Phi | ostrate | ooks around, searching for a way out.

The Haruspex shakes her head distracted.
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HARUSPEX
No. Not right. Sonething here.
Ri ght now. Soneone's mnd trenblin'.
Cloudin' the aether.

FLUTE
What do you nean?

HARUSPEX
Sonmeone doesn't bel ong. ..

Philostrate interrupts Al candre.

PHI LOSTRATE
Prof essor, | really nust go..

He quickly turns his back and heads for the exit.

Head down, the Haruspex lifts her crooked finger, making

small circles in the air with her long fingernail. She slowy
sw ngs her arm back and forth, searching the | obby.

Alnost to the exit, Philostrate's pace quickens. Alcandre
calls after him

AL CANDRE
Wait! One nore thing! |nspector
Phi | ostr at e!

The | obby goes silent. Al the Oficers turn at the sound
of the nane.

The Haruspex's swi veling finger stops, pointing right at
Phi | ostrate.

HARUSPEX
Hm..

Phil ostrate breaks into a sprint out the door.
BOTTOM
Don't just stand there, you ponces!
Get the bugger!
EXT. ROYAL MUSEUM OF NATURAL HI STORY -- CONTI NUCUS

Phil ostrate rockets down the steps, violently shoving his
way through the crowd of Human Spect at ors.

A wave of O ficers and Constabl es not far behi nd, WH STLES
bl owi ng wildly.

Phil ostrate runs

DOWN THE STREET
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as fast as he can with what seens |ike the whole Metropolitan
Constabulary in hot pursuit. He weaves between affl uent
HUMAN COUPLES out for norning strolls. He cones to
THE ENTRANCE

of an underground train station. He |ooks down and junps an
entire flight of stairs, tunbling hard on the |anding.

He clinbs over the handrail and drops into
THE UNDERGROUND STATI ON

where he slips into the crowd of baffled COMMITERS just as
his pursuers enter the station | ead by Sergeant Bottom

Bott om stops and | ooks around, but can't make Philostrate
out in the sea of bow er hats and bl ack suits.

BOTTOM
Spread out. Find him

Phil ostrate reaches one of the platfornms. He junps the
turnstile. He turns and nakes eye contact with Bottom

BOTTOM ( CONT' D)
St op!

Bott om awkwar dl y maneuvers through the crowd.

BOTTOM ( CONT' D)
Get out of nmy way, you rut-weasels...

Atrain pulls up

Bott om reaches the platform

The train doors slide open.

Phil ostrate runs onto the train.

Bottom struggl es to squeeze past the turnstiles.

The train doors slide shut just as Bottom stunbl es up.
Bottom gl ares hel pl essly at Philostrate through the w ndow.

BOTTOM ( CONT' D)
Oh bugger all..

Wth a HSS OF STEAM the train takes off into the tunnels.
I NT. TRAIN ( PASSENGER CAR) -- CONTI NUOUS

Philostrate lets out a sigh of relief.
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I NT. UNDERGROUND TRAI N CONTROL ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER
Magi strate Flute stands over the CONTROLLER in front of a
panel w th various knobs and cranks and a | arge w ndow
over| ooki ng the whol e underground stati on.
Sergeant Bottom bursts in, sweating and breathing heavily.

BOTTOM
Prinrose Tube to the Quarter...

Flute nods to the Controller.

FLUTE
Stop the train.

The Controller grabs a nmahogany handl e and spins the netal
crank as fast as he can. He shouts into a brass horn.

CONTROLLER
Al stop

INT. TRAIN (ENG NE ROOM -- SAME

The soot-stai ned CONDUCTOR pul | s his goggl es back over his
greasy hair. He grabs a |ong knee-high |ever and pulls back.

EXT. TRAIN -- SAME
The wheels | ock, sparks fly as the train SCREECHES to a halt.
I NT. TRAIN (PASSENGER CAR) -- MOMENTS LATER

Philostrate's eyes open wide with dread as he feels the car
lurch forward and come to rest.

The lights flicker and go dark.
EXT. TRAIN -- MOMENTS LATER

Philostrate pries the sliding door open and hops out into
the dark enpty tube.

He hears a chorus of BOOTS ON GRAVEL. He turns.

A line of Constables run alongside the train, brandishing
brilliant phosphorous torches.

Phil ostrate bolts into the darkness.

The line of Constables run after him firing their nuskets
and SHOUTI NG for himto stop.

The bullets ricochet off the stone walls.

Phil ostrate rounds a corner into a
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MAI NTENANCE ALCOVE

Qobvi ously expecting it to be an escape. Instead, he finds
hi nsel f trapped at a dead end.

The Constabl es round the corner behind him torches flaring.
Philostrate squints, he lifts his hand trying to shade his
eyes. He can't see themfor the glare but he does hear the
sound of a dozen MUSKETS COCKI NG. He prepares for the worst.
Suddenly, a voi ce.

FLUTE
Hol d your fire, nen.

Magi strate Flute steps forward and addresses Phil ostrate.
PHI LOSTRATE

Magi strate, you know | didn't do any
of this. You have to know that.

FLUTE
You always said the truth is in the
facts.

PHI LOSTRATE
Magi strate. ..

FLUTE

I"'mbound by the facts, Philo
(to Const abl es)
Shackle him..

Phil ostrate steps back.
FLUTE ( CONT' D)
If you don't come in peacefully,
they' Il have to shoot you.

Phi | ostrate backs against the wall. H's boots CLANG on a
netal grate.

The Constable with the irons steps forward.

Two girlish hands reach up between the grating, unnoticed.
The fingers wap tightly around the bars.

FLUTE ( CONT' D)
You really have no ot her choi ce.

The hands pull the grate open. Philostrate falls into the
dar k openi ng.

Flute hurries to the open grate.
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FLUTE ( CONT' D)
Damm. Were does this drain | ead?

I NT. DRAIN PIPE -- CONTI NUOUS

Phil ostrate spirals down, coasting on a slick filmof water
and al gae, rapidly gaining velocity.

I NT. SEWER TUNNEL -- CONTI NUOUS

Philostrate slides out the end of the drain pipe and | ands
on the wet concrete floor.

Vignette clinbs out of the drain pipe.

VI GNETTE
Are you conpletely nutters?!?

PHI LOSTRATE
I was | ooking for clues...

VI GNETTE
Did you really think you could just
march up to a crime scene? The whole
pl ace crawing with constables...
And | ast night? Wat was that?
Kasmr is the crine boss of the Purple
Triad. This bl oke keeps mirrors in
his torture chanber just so his
enem es can see thensel ves die.
You're acting like a man with a
deat hwi sh.

PHI LOSTRATE
I will not hide while there is a
killer out there having a jubilee.
| have everything under control

VI GNETTE
You coul d have di ed!

The | ast words hang in the air. Vignette's eyes betray her
concern for Philostrate. Philostrate starts away.

PH LOSTRATE
| don't care.

VI GNETTE
You don't nean that.

PHI LOSTRATE
| AMdead! | had alife. And | had
her. | had Tournaline. Jack's taken
both. He doesn't get to do that.

VI GNETTE
Way?  You didn't |ove her.
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Phil ostrate spins around. He runs to Vignette and sl ans her

against the wall. Furious. Vignette braces herself.

PHI LOSTRATE
You have no soddi ng idea!

Vignette boldly stares hi mdown.

VI GNETTE
I think | have an i dea.

Phil ostrate col | apses on the brink of a breakdown.
PHI LOSTRATE
| didn"t. |If I did, she would be
alive right now, but | didn't.
He sucks it up and nods with resol ve.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
| did not |ove her, but | owe her.

Vignette kneels down to face him

VI GNETTE
I"mnot used to hiding underground
either. | had wi ngs, you understand.

Jack took sonething fromnme too. So
you' ve got ny hel p whet her you need
it or not.

I NT. SEVERS -- LATER

Philostrate and Vignette clinb a netal |adder.

VI GNETTE
They' ve stepped up the Drake sweeps
inthe area. | know a place where

we can wait it out.

Vignette reaches a small hatch at the top of the | adder

She stops and turns down to Philostrate.
VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
This is a favorite little retreat of
mne. But it's a sensitive place so
just renmenber to keep quiet. Savvy?
Phi | ostrat e nods.
Vi gnette pushes open the hatch.
They clinb the | adder into

THE NARROW CRAW.SPACE
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crisscrossed with giant ancient tinmbers and thin shafts of
['ight from pinprick holes and cracks in the yellowed plaster.

The sporadi c sounds of APPLAUSE. A silence. Then the first
chords of the faerie opera La Crimoara. Philostrate pauses
at the sound. He tries to peek through the holes.

Vignette whispers after him

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Philo... Cone on...

I NT. THE ORPHEUM PLAYHOUSE (PROP ATTIC) -- CONTI NUOUS

Wde and spraw ing but cranped with all manner of stage props
and set pieces: backdrops, vibrant costunes, opul ent
furniture, various weapons, stage nasques, etc.

A trap door cracks open. Vignette pokes her head out. She
clinmbs out and | ooks around. Philostrate follows.

Philostrate enters. He |ooks around, bew | dered by the notley
assortment of props. It finally occurs to him

PHI LOSTRATE
The O pheum

Vignette smles and nods. She can't hide her enthusiasm

VI GNETTE
This is nmy little cloister. We'll
be safe here.

Philostrate fixes on an old art nouveau poster of Guinevere
Cartier for the O pheum Pl ayhouse. A version of the one
t hat Tourmaline was touching up back in her room

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Find anything interesting.

PHI LOSTRATE
Tourmal i ne painted this.

VI GNETTE
(wi t hout | ooking up)
Qui nevere Cartier. The faeries'
sweet heart. Everyone in the Quarter
either wants to have her or be her.
| know | did... when | first cane
over.

She rifles through the costunes.

PHI LOSTRATE
When you cane over?
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VI GNETTE
Across the sea. From Tirnanog. |
lived in Hy-Brasil, the flower city.

She | ooks over the costune rack and gazes into the distance.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Fl owers everywhere. Gow ng up the
wal I's of buildings right into fol ks’
houses. So nuch col our

PHI LOSTRATE
Wiy' d you | eave?

She takes a deep contenplative breath and turns with an air
of finality back to the piles of costunes.

VI GNETTE
It's a big world out there. There
was still quite a bit I'd never seen.

She selects an enerald green frock and sets it over an
Oiental screen. She goes behind the screen to change.

Phi |l ostrate | ooks away, past the wal |l paper of theatre posters.

PHI LOSTRATE
That's a nice enough answer, but you
and | know the real reason. The
only reason any canme over. The
Scourge of the honeland. The faerie
pl ague.

VI GNETTE
Pl ease, | appreciate your synpathy.
Don't tal k about things you don't
under st and.

PHI LOSTRATE
| understand a little. | lived there.
Hy-Brasil. The city of flowers.

VI GNETTE
What ?

PHI LOSTRATE

My nother and father were officers
w th the Burguish Inperial Navy
stationed in Tirnanog. | lived in
t he Human Concessi on.

VI GNETTE
You are not serious.

She absent-m ndedly finishes unbuttoning her shirt and lets
it slide to the floor as she listens.
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PHI LOSTRATE
I am | was only a boy when the
Scourge broke out. The Internationa
Human forces were the first to
wthdraw. M/ parents didn't nake
it. An old faerie opera singer found
me and took it upon herself to see
that | made it out of the country.
W were caught in a flood of refugees
| ooking for a way out.

VI GNETTE
An opera singer? 1Is that why you -

PHI LOSTRATE
Yes.

Vignette steps into her clean costune trousers, her brow
furrowed as she listens. She can hardly believe her ears.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
| nmust have been a terrible drain on
her resources. At any tine, she
coul d have done better to abandon
me. Just as ny peopl e had abandoned
hers. Just as | abandoned...

Philostrate stops hinself. A |long pause. Vignette |ooks
over the screen to nake sure Philostrate is okay.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
But she didn't. Finally, there was
a boat - a cranped Sel kie Traw er
slick with fish guts. It carried
about a hundred of us across the
North seas to a snugglers' port just
out si de of the Burgue, where we were
met by the coast police. The Burgue
had enough of the faerie refugees.
They' d I et no one off. Except ne.
The human.

Vignette watches Philostrate fromover the screen. She bends
to grab a clean shirt fromthe floor, but suddenly GASPS.
She grabs her back, agoni zed.

She shoots up quick, knocking the screen over. The screen
SLAMS agai nst the floor planks with a flourish of dust.

Philostrate turns and finally sees her standing there in
not hi ng but the emeral d-green pants and the ol d bandage across
her chest and back. She wi nces, doubled over in pain.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
What are you doi ng?
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VI GNETTE
I was just changing and - Oh bl oody
hell, ny back!

Phil ostrate rushes over. He turns her around to get a good
| ook at her back. Dark bl oodstains show t hrough the bandage.

PHI LOSTRATE
W have to change your bandages.

A LI TTLE LATER

Vignette sits on a short stool in front of Philostrate.
Phil ostrate cuts the bandage and slowy unwaps it. He drops
the soil ed bandage to the fl oor.

He reaches up and gingerly traces the tear-shaped gashes on
her back. They sparkle with crystallized faerie blood, eerily
beautiful. Her back muscles twtch slightly.

VI GNETTE
Sonmetinmes it feels like they're still
there. Like if | just concentrate
hard enough... But it's not real.
I just want to feel sonething..

She | ooks up into his eyes. Slowy, she reaches up and
unbuttons the bottomof Philostrate's shirt. She slides her
hand across his stomach. Philostrate closes his eyes.

Vignette gently kisses his abs. She noves up. Wth swelling
excitement, she feverishly unbuttons the rest of his shirt
with her teeth. She kisses and nips at his chest.

Face to face, she stops. She sees sonething like fear in
Philostrate's eyes. She starts to pull back.

Phi |l ostrate grabs her and hol ds her close, pressing her bare
chest to his own. The skin to skin contact gal vani zes them
Their |ips and tongues neet in a tangled deep kiss.

Vi gnette hops up and waps her |egs around him

Phil ostrate spins her around and pins her against the wall.
Their bodi es heaving, their hands roam ng wldly.

Phil ostrate kisses her neck. Vignette throws her head back,
gasping. Philostrate notices an old poster on the wall just
over her shoulder. He recognizes the signature: "Tournaline."
He pushes hi nsel f away, staggering back.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
VWhat... Wiat is it?

PH LOSTRATE
| can't. [|'msorry.
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For the first time, Vignette seens awkwardly sel f-conscious.

VI GNETTE
Ch... O course. |It's alright.

She sheepishly covers her breasts and turns away. She notices
t he poster on the wall.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
(whi spering)
How cal | ous of ne...

Philostrate sees a trickle of fresh blood sliding down her
naked back. He grabs a white cloak froma costune rack.

PH LOSTRATE
Here. Put your arns up.

She does. Philostrate waps the new bandage around her.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
I think we opened that gash a little.

VI GNETTE
| suppose |I'mgoing to have to be
nore careful from now on.

PHI LOSTRATE
It'"Il heal. 1t'll take sone tine
and there will be a fair amunt of
scarring. But it'll heal.

He fini shes wapping the bandage. Vignette gives hima soft
synpat hetic sm | e.

I NT. PARLI AVENT ANTECHAMBER -- AFTERNOON

Armed GUARDS pull a set of tall doors open. In the doorway,
sil houetted against the gray daylight, stands a figure draped
in flowmng fabric - GU NEVERE CARTI ER

Dane Wiitley steps forward to greet her

DAME
M ss Cartier. Such an honour. ..

GUl NEVERE
The honour is m ne.

I NT. PARLI AMENT HALL - MOMENTS LATER

Qui nevere's sil ken gown at once nodest and seductive clings
and billows like liquid as she wal ks. A translucent veil
mar ked by silver nmoons and stars covers her face.

Her wi ngs, the sane shade of brilliant purple and pink as
the silk fabric, flex gracefully.
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Dane Wi tley keeps stride next to her.

DANVE
| apol ogi ze that you nust suffer ny
husband' s paranoid security before |
may escort you to the ballroom

GUl NEVERE
Not at all.

DAMVE
The entire Faeries's Rights Lobby is
here as well as many of the undecided
noderates in Parlianent. | can't
tell you what a benefit this outreach
will be for your people.

Behi nd them an ASSI STANT wheel s a pl ayer - har psi chord,
pol i shed and | acquered to a mrror shine.

PH LOSTRATE (V. Q)
Where are we? We are nowhere.

| NT. ORPHEUM PLAYHOUSE ( PROP ATTIC) -- SAME
Phil ostrate thinks out [ oud.

PHI LOSTRATE
The only individual |1've met who has
use for faerie blood is Kasmr.
Tell me about the Purple Triad.

Vignette responds from behind the screen as she finishes
changi ng.

VI GNETTE
Kasmr's narcotics ring? They've
got their fingers in everything.
It's really the whol e underworl d.
But Kasmr isn't who you're | ooking
for. He pays for blood. I1t's al
vol untary.

PHI LOSTRATE
Yeah, but why pay for what you can
take for free?

VI GNETTE
Not the Triad' s style. Besides,
Quill would know. He keeps up with
all the underworld goi ngs-on.

PHI LOSTRATE
Quill would know, wouldn't he?
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VI GNETTE
Come on, now. You don't honestly
think Quill has anything to do with
Unseel i e Jack?

PHI LOSTRATE
| can't rule anything out.

VI GNETTE
Then what about the State?

PHI LOSTRATE
Are you saying Jack could be - what?
The Mayor's insane cousin?

VI GNETTE
O at least on the Mayor's payroll.
It's well known what he thinks of
the Quarter.

PHI LOSTRATE
The Mayor is a Roc's arse and a bi got,
but a genoci dal despot ?

(sighs)

Yeah, we are nowhere. | can't go on
fighting this war on two fronts.
Runni ng after Unseelie Jack and
running fromthe police. There's a
big picture here that | just can't
see fromwhere | stand.

VI GNETTE
Hey. Take a |look at this.

She steps from behind the screen wearing a garish green frock
coat and vest, a ruffled silk cravat, and a scarl et bandanna.

PHI LOSTRATE
Wiy is it always the strange ones |
get stuck with?

VI GNETTE
| don't know. Love is blind?
PHI LOSTRATE
Wait...
VI GNETTE
Ch. You know what? | didn't nean
"l ove" like -
PHI LOSTRATE

No, hold on. You just gave ne an
i dea.
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I NT. PARLI AMENT SECURI TY CHECKPO NT -- MOMENTS LATER

Qui nevere stands at a kiosk before a crew of Guardsnen - A
COVWODCRE with a clipboard and a LEFTENANT i nspecting an
unrol | ed spool of nusic for the automatic harpsichord.

Dame Wiitley stands to the side, arns crossed inpatiently.

COMMODORE
Lift your veil, please.

Qui nevere conplies. Her dark alnond eyes betraying no il
will. The Commpdore reaches to touch the starburst of jewels
fixed to her pale forehead. She flinches back for a nonment.

DANVE
Cone on, now. Leave her al one.
It's jewelry, not poison.

GUI NEVERE
It is nmy religion. | may not renove
it. | apologize.

DAVE

See, there you are.

The Commobdore nmakes a note in his clipboard. The Leftenant
opens the lid of the harpsichord to go over the insides.

COMMODORE
Alright, Mss Cartier, If you would
ki ndly just disrobe...

DAME
VWhat ?

COMMODORE
St andard security protocol

DANVE
You are not strip-searching her!

Unnoticed, the Leftenant covertly attaches a device - a pair
of glass canisters - to the inside of the harpsichord.

GUARD
Al'l due respect, Dane, but she could
be hiding anything under that gown.

DANVE
She is a guest. Now you end this
ridicul ous posturing or I wll have
you nmopping griffin shit in the
stables for the rest of your days.

The Commpbdore turns to Leftenant. The Leftenant nods. The
Conmmodore turns back to Gui nevere.
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GUARD
I'd say that does it. Have a lovely
per f or mance.

The Leftenant closes the harpsichord with the device inside.
EXT. M DSOVER MARKET -- MOVENTS LATER

A street lined with canvas tents. Display cases with beaded
jewelry, bushels of bright tropical fruits, exotic sea
creatures on beds of ice, roasted beasts hang from neat hooks.

The thick crowd of shoppers (FAERIES, PUCKS, DWARVES, SELKI ES,
and many OTHERS) pul sates and fl ows down the street, haggling
prices, dropping coins into scales, etc.

Vi gnette weaves through the crowd. Philostrate follows
wearing a gentlenen's cloak, his face hidden in the shadow
of a broad sl ouch hat.

PHI LOSTRATE
You sure Quill can help us with the
pl an?

VI GNETTE

Oh yes. He lives for these sorts of
sui ci dal i deas.

She | eads Philostrate around a corner into
AN ADJACENT ALLEY

Phil ostrate notices the way Vignette's bandanna covers the
ti ps of her pointed ears.

PHI LOSTRATE
You know sonet hi ng?
VI GNETTE
What ?
PHI LOSTRATE
You coul d al nost pass for a human.
VI GNETTE
["msorry. What?
PHI LOSTRATE
Wth your ears covered |ike that and
no... no wings. |If you wanted, you

could nove to the hunman side of town.

VI GNETTE
(gravely of f ended)
What the bil ge makes you think I
woul d want that?
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PHI LOSTRATE
Now wai t. That didn't cone out right -

VI GNETTE
Let me tell you something, you
arrogant part. Those w ngs were
part of ne. How d you feel if someone
| opped of f your | egs?

She stornms away, enraged.

PHI LOSTRATE
Stop. Wait. Vignette.

He grabs her shoul der and spins her around.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
Look, faeries get an awful sour
shuffle in this city. There's no
reason why you can't live with the
privileges afforded to humans.

VI GNETTE
This is nmy bloody life you' re talking
about! This is ny world! I'mnot a

rutting human. And if you have a
problemw th all...

(gesturing around her)
...all this. This whole "sour
shuffle...” Then you have a probl em
with ne. Because it's part of ne.
And | won't pretend otherw se.

Vignette glares at Philostrate. Hurt. Her eyes shimering
wth angry tears.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Cone on. Let's get out of here.

I NT. PARLI AVENT BALLROOM -- SAME

STATE COFFI CI ALS in tuxedos and formal gowns finish taking
their seats as the lights dim

The Mayor and Dame Wiitley sit in the front row

Onstage, the Assistant winds the harpsichord with a starter.
Qui nevere steps into the anber glow of the footlights.

A sl eek, gl eam ng brass m crophone descends on wire and stops
in front of Guinevere's mouth. She lifts her veil.

The Dane | eans to the Myor.

DANMVE
You behave yourself.
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The Mayor smirKks.

The harpsichord begins to play itself. The spool of nusic
feeds into the instrument. The twittering netallic MJSIC -
a famliar tune - the aria fromLa Crimoara.

Qui nevere sings the prelude in a snokey soul ful voice.

W follow the path of the scroll of sheet nusic as it unw nds
itself into the harpsichord s inner workings. Sprockets and
pins ride the punch holes in the paper.

The notion translates to tiny hammers that bounce on the
metal strings that produce the sound. A copper trigger wire
clanmped to a single string runs to the planted device.

@ui nevere delicately holds the gl eami ng m crophone. She
sings softly, with her lips pressed to the mc.

A HARSH CHORD. Inside the instrunent, the strings vibrate,
but the trigger remains undisturbed. The tenpo quickens.

In the audi ence, the Mayor | ooks at his watch. He stands up
and noves towards the exit. The Dane shoots hima cross
| ook but renmins in her seat.

Qui nevere spreads her glorious wings in - an expl osion of
colour. She dances, flitting about the stage |ike sonething
bet ween a ball et dancer and a fluttering noth.

The bl ack and white keys undul ate. |nside, the hamers pound
the strings in a wave of notion. The |ast hamer | ands
squarely on the trigger

The planted device bursts to life. @G ass cylinders SQUEAL,
their liquid contents boiling as they m x. Rubber hoses
spew a vile green gas into the harpsichord.

Noxi ous clouds spill fromthe sides of the harpsichord.
Qui nevere stops danci ng.

The audi ence murmurs nervously. The Dane stands.

As the gas overtakes Guinevere, she drops to her knees. She
gags and fitfully grabs the air with fingers tw sted by pain.
Her once col ourful w ngs bl acken and wilt.

The Dane turns and tries to outrun the spreading gas. The
cl oud engul fs the bew | dered audi ence behind her.

The Dane reaches the back of the Ballroom where Guards in
gas masks bl ock the exits.

She turns to see di m human shapes convul sing in the unnatural
haze, dropping one by one. The cloud swallows her while in

THE LOBBY
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just outside, the Mayor watches through sealed glass. He
lights a cigar and bl ows a casual plunme of snobke against the
wi ndow as his wife grabs her chest, coughing and falls.

The only sound in the roomissues fromthe player-harpsichord,
still playing that Iight, jazzy tune.

| NT. SCREAM NG BANSHEE PRI NTI NG OFFI CE -- LATER
Quill greets Philostrate and Vignette at the door.

QUI LL
You nust have heard already. |I'm
just getting the news nyself. |
just checked the wire. | can't
bel i eve -

He stops, noticing their costunes.

QUI LL ( CONT' D)
What in the nane of Saint Tit are
you wearing?

PHI LOSTRATE
What happened?

QUI LL

The Mayor's w fe was assassi nat ed.
Wiy? What was it the two of you

want ed?
PH LOSTRATE

To talk to you about an idea | have.
VI GNETTE

Wio killed the Dame?
QUI LL

Well, now, this is where it starts

| ooki ng bad. They're saying it was
Qui nevere Cartier.

EXT. PARLI AMENT STEPS -- N GHT
Fl ute cones bounding down the stairs to neet Bottom

FLUTE
They're saying it was a suicide germ
bonb. That it was faerie retaliation
for the city-state's sluggi shness to
end the Unseelie nurders.

BOTTOM
An insurgency faction in the Quarter?
What did the Mayor say?



FLUTE
He's shut in with his advisors. His
rel ease says the ballroom sanpl es
test proof-positive for Scourge.

BOTTOM
Pi x plague. Using their own worst
ni ght mare agai nst us. That's bl oody
frightening, Mgistrate.

They pass the Parlianment gates and head out into the w de
pl aza of Oberon Square. They talk in hushed tones.

FLUTE
Except it wasn't Scourge. Not a
naturally occurring strain. Qur lab
had a | ook at sone sanple spores
fromthe ballroom Highly virulent,
but not contagious. Like it was
made to be sel f-contained.

BOTTOM
You think the pixies cooked it up in
one of their drug | abs?

FLUTE
Sergeant, we have to find Philo
Fast. The Mayor's cutting the police
out of the loop and | don't know
why. He's handing the reigns to his
personal secret service.

BOTTOM
The I nspector won't be caught by a
drag-net. He knows every -

They stop. Flute thinks.

FLUTE
I know. Sergeant, | want you and a
skel eton teamin the Quarter tonight.
We've tried being the fire. Let's
be the fox. Find him

Flute wal ks away. Bottomcalls after him

BOTTOM
And what of you, sir?

FLUTE
I'"mgoing to the city archives to do
sone searching of ny own.

80.
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I NT. SCREAM NG BANSHEE PRI NTI NG OFFI CE -- SAME

QUI LL

That's a truly nad idea, nmate. The
Har uspex?

Phil ostrate puts on a pair of headphones.

PHI LOSTRATE
The only person who can | ook into ny
m nd and prove me innocent.

QUI LL
She works for the police.

He plugs the headphones in to a tel egraph key.

PHI LOSTRATE
You sure this thing can't be traced?

QUI LL
Not hi ng here can.

PHI LOSTRATE
She doesn't work directly under the
Constabul ary. They contact her
through the Seer's @uild. There's a
speci al police authorization code.

QUI LL
What if you set off a red flag?

Lead the police right to us.

PHI LOSTRATE
Then we're rutted proper. But |
don't think they've covered that.

Philostrate taps out the transm ssion on the tel egraph key.

PH LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
(to hinself)
Rendezvous point, requested agent,
aut hori zati on code.

EXT. UNDER A RAI LROAD VI ADUCT -- LATER

A CLATTERI NG trai n passes overhead, throw ng strobes of |ight
on the indigent shanty-town bel ow

PAUPERS and TRAMPS wander aim essly am dst the rusted iron
pyl ons. MATCHSTI CK FAERIES, brittle-w nged young girls,
selling matches. URCH N SELKI ES strung out on Mabsynt he.

Phil ostrate, cloaked in the rags of a beggar, warnms his hands
at a bonfire. Vignette, simlarly disguised, sits behind
himin the charred franme of a | ong-ago wecked trai n engine.
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VI GNETTE
How | ong do you usually have to wait?
PHI LOSTRATE
You'll be rid of nme soon enough.
VI GNETTE
I"mnot cross with you.
PHI LOSTRATE
Ri ght.
VI GNETTE
My entire life |I've taken care of
nyself just fine, thank you. I'ma

survivor. And one night you had to
come al ong and save ny bloody life.

PHI LOSTRATE
| apol ogi ze?

VI GNETTE
Bugger that. Just listen to ne, you
ponce. Ever since then...
(qui eter)
I find myself thinking about you.
And hopi ng you get out of this ness
alive. And wanting you to be happy.

THROUGH A SPYGLASS:
Philostrate turns to Vignette. From
THE W NDOW OF AN ADJACENT WAREHOUSE

Bott om squi nts through a spyglass, watching. He takes his
eye away and passes the spyglass to a CONSTABLE next to him

CONSTABLE
You sure it's hinf

BOTTOM
Whoever it is used the Inspector's
ID code to sumon the Haruspex. So
we'll see.
The Constabl e takes a peak while
BELOW

Vignette | ooks away, not letting her eyes neet Philostrate's.

VI GNETTE
| used to like being alone. Now I
don't. | don't at all.

( MORE)
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VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
It occurs to nme, you'll never see ne
as nore than "another faerie..."
Not your fault. You just - You don't
know any better.

PHI LOSTRATE
Vignette, listen -

She becones distracted and nods over Philostrate's shoul der.

Philostrate turns to see the Haruspex hobbling towards them
The Haruspex stops. She plants her cane and lifts her chin.

HARUSPEX
Are you going to shoot ne, |nspector?

THROUGH A SPYGLASS:

Phil ostrate steps towards the Haruspex with a pistol drawn.
Bottom turns from

THE W NDOW

and qui ckly pockets the spyglass as

BELOW

Phi | ostrate coaxes the Haruspex with his weapon.

PHI LOSTRATE
There's a coach parked under the
bri dge.

The Haruspex totters slowy towards the shabby coach. Hitched
to the front, a GREEN ROC (a tall flightless bird) shakes
its shaggy plumage. Quill sits in the driver's seat.

QUI LL
(whi spering)
Let's pick it up, Philo

The Haruspex lifts herself into the coach. Vignette clinbs
in behind her.

Just as Philostrate puts his foot on the step to enter the
coach, Sergeant Bottom bursts fromthe warehouse.

BOTTOM
Hey!

Philostrate junps into the coach and sl ans the door.

Quill whips the reigns. The Roc breaks into a |ightning
sprint. The coach barrels away.
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I NT. COACH -- CONTI NUOUS

Phi | ostrate keeps his gun pointed across to the Haruspex.
Vignette eyes Philostrate. H s eyes neet hers.

QULL (OS.)
W' ve got conpany!

Phil ostrate and Vignette | ook out
THE BACK W NDOW

where they see a black police carriage drawn by an arnoured
Giffin pursuing themat high speeds.

IN THE DRI VER S SEAT
Qui Il whips reigns intensely.
QUI LL (CONT' D)
No fear, mates! Hold onto your
pant al oons.
He steers the coach sharply into a
NARROW ALLEY

barely wi de enough. The coach kicks up sparks, grinding
agai nst the tight alley walls.

The police carriage follows, scraping the bricks.

Quill pulls sharply on the reigns, rounding a turn on one
wheel .

He drives the coach straight into the crowded

M DSOMER MARKET

with the police carriage in hot pursuit.

The crowd parts, |eaping out of the careening coach's path.
The police carriage matches Quill's every nove.

I NSI DE THE CQOACH

Philostrate turns fromthe back w ndow and yells to Quill

PHI LOSTRATE
We'll never lose them |ike this!
IN THE DRI VER S SEAT
QU LL

W're all square, nmate!
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The coach speeds towards a
SI DE STREET
Wiere an OLD MERCHANT pushes a buggy.
Quill"s coach rockets past

The O d Merchant guides his cart out in front of the pursuing
pol i ce carriage.

The police carriage tries to stop. Too fast. The arnoured
Giffin falls.

The police carriage topples onit's side as it slides into
Kasmr's cart. Bottles of wines and spirits fall out of the
cart and shatter on the street.

Quill"s coach speeds safely away. Unchal | enged.
INT. CTY ARCHI VES -- LATER

A PIPED-I N WALTZ hi sses through the dank sub-basenment from a
war ped speaker.

Towering shel ves seemingly without end. Contents relentlessly
unorgani zed. Stacks of papers bursting fromtw ne. Bible-
thick water-stained files.

Flute sits on the bottomrung of a |adder as he sifts through
stacks of wilted records. Hi's eyes dart quickly over the
faded type, searching.

The waltz stops short. A SHRILL TONE suddenly bl ares from
t he speaker. Flute |ooks up.

A di spassi onate ANNOUNCER s voice cuts in.

ANNOUNCER ( Q. S.)
The followng is an alert fromthe
Crisis Bulletin Service. Stay tuned
for a special address fromthe Myor
for nore information.

The SHRILL TONE resunes.

FLUTE
Ch, God no.

I NT. THE MARZI PAN | NN -- SAME

A dusty haze hangs in the stagnant air. Dy lit, flaking
wal | paper, crooked | andscape paintings over the sheetless
beds, nottled off-white stains on the bare mattress.

The Haruspex sits, tied to a wooden chair in the center of
the room A slight self-satisfied smle on her face.
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Vignette stands | eaning against the wall, her arms crossed.
Quill sits on the dresser by the window Philostrate paces.
PHI LOSTRATE

| suppose you know why you're here.

HARUSPEX
| can only assunme you want me to
read you. To prove your innocence.
The curious irony is that in your
efforts to do so, you' ve becone guilty
of ki dnappi ng.

She laughs. A dry, grinding chuckle.

PHI LOSTRATE
Did you know we were com ng?

The Haruspex's smle grows w der.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
(to Quill)

How are we out there?

Qui Il glances out the w ndow.

QUI LL
W' re square, mate. Not a bobby in

si ght.

HARUSPEX
Not for long, it would seem

PHI LOSTRATE
What are you tal king about?

HARUSPEX
Turn on the Vox-Box.

Philostrate nods. Quill turns a nob on a dusty contraption
next to him The word "Voxagraph” carved on it's surface.

The brass horn on the device emts a SHRILL TONE. Then softly
crackling silence. The Mayor speaks across the aether.

MAYOR (V. Q)
My friends. By now, you nust al
know t he unspeakabl e tragedy which
has rent our fair city. Menbers of
Parliament and my own wife cut down
in a craven act of violence.

il noves to open wi ndow. A distant THROBBI NG sound carries
t hrough the streets on the night w nd.
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MAYOR (V. O.) (CONT' D)
In response to this and possible
future threats froma grow ng
anarchist junta in the Faerie Quarter,
as | speak, ny personal security
forces are on the nove..

The sound becones clearer. FOOTSTEPS. MARCH NG

BEG N MONTAGE

-- Row after row of black boots on rain-slick cobbl estone.
-- Wl fish nuzzles sniff the ground.

MAYOR (V. Q) (CONT' D)
.. Wth orders to detain every
faerie, puck, dwarf, vanpire, selkie,
and ot hers classified as non-human.

-- Lead by the harnessed werewol ves, the reginents of | MPERI AL
GUARDSMEN in their fine unifornms flowinto the narrow alleys
and avenues of the quarter.

MAYOR (V. O ) (CONT' D)
If you fit these criteria, | encourage
you not to resist.

-- Atroop of CGuardsnen kick in a flinmsy wooden door and
rush into a small kitchen surprising a FAERIE MOTHER and her
TWO DAUGHTERS at the nodest dinner table.

MAYOR (V. O.) (CONT' D)
This detention is for your own
protection - fromthe few in your
m dst who have today made thensel ves
enem es of order and peace -

-- On the sidewal k, a pair of werewolves have a terrified
SELKI E FI DDLER on the ground. The wolves tug hungrily on
his clothes as two Guardsman ai mtheir weapons and shout.

MAYOR (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Also fromthe nurderer at |arge
Unseel i e Jack -

-- In Le Chanbre de Madane Mab, Guardsnen | ead FAERI E
PROSTI TUTES t hrough the halls in shackles. Mre Guardsnen
tear through their mattresses wth bayonets.

MAYOR (V. O ) (CONT' D)
And finally fromangry humans who
woul d seize this as an opportunity
for vengeful retribution.

-- In the streets, The Guardsnmen hustle CREATURES OF ALL
RACES shackl ed together into iron prison carriages.
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BACK TO SCENE

Phil ostrate stands at the window. The night explodes wth
sounds of MARCHI NG SCREAMS, and GUNSHOTS. A wolf HOAS.

MAYOR (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Effective immedi ately, the Quarter
is closed and all residents are to
be relocated to state contai nnent at
Bl eakness Keep until further notice.

Quill quickly turns off the Voxagraph.
QUI LL

An anarchist junta in the Quarter
| amthe anarchist junta in the
Quarter. And | was hone that night.

VI GNETTE
The Guardsman are com ng. Get her
to read you and let's get out of
her e.

HARUSPEX
Absur d

They all slowy turn.
HARUSPEX ( CONT' D)

| don't need to read the Inspector
to know he's innocent...

QUI LL

VWhat ?
HARUSPEX

I know who Unseelie Jack is.
QUI LL

Wo is it?

Philostrate stealthily reaches for his gun.

HARUSPEX
You' ve all been quite entertaining.
VI GNETTE
Wait... There's sonething famli ar
about you. ..
QUI LL

If you know who the killer is, why
woul dn't you tell the police?

A PISTOL COCKS. Quill turns. Philostrate has taken aim
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PHI LOSTRATE
Because she's Unseelie Jack

The Haruspex's ancient winkled visage slowy stretches into
a villainous grin. She slowy nods.

QUI LL
What ?
VI GNETTE
You knew?
PHI LOSTRATE
| suspected. | just had to get her

in front of me.

HARUSPEX
Bravo, Inspector. You set ne up.
How very sharp. There's just one
probl em

PH LOSTRATE
What's that?

HARUSPEX
I knew you woul d.

Wth blinding speed, the Haruspex snaps her restraints and
| eaps to her feet.

She whi ps around, her long black cloak a swirling vortex.

In the blink of an eye, she lunges. Wth one hand, she
effortlessly throws Quill

QUT THE W NDOW

plumeting three stories. He hits
THE ROOF

of a canvas tent in the market bel ow
He rolls down and lands in

THE STREET

knocked unconscious. Wiile in

THE ROOM

t he Haruspex grabs Vignette by the neck and noves behind
her.

Philostrate ains his pistol.

*

* F X X

*
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PHI LOSTRATE
Let her go.

HARUSPEX
Not this tine, Inspector. She and I
have business to attend to.

PH LOSTRATE
| don't think so.

HARUSPEX
"Il slice her pretty neck wi de open.

The Haruspex's nails dig into the soft skin under Vignette's
jaw, drawing a single drop of blood. The Haruspex sniffs
the air. She licks the blood with a purple forked tongue.
Vignette winces, trenbling with terror

The Haruspex |icks her Iips.

HARUSPEX ( CONT' D)
MM sweet.

The Haruspex inches towards the door with Vignette.

Phil ostrate keeps his pistol trained on her.

VI GNETTE
Philo, | -

PHI LOSTRATE
Vignette, don't you dare say your
goodbyes. . .

HARUSPEX

Such confidence, |nspector.
PHI LOSTRATE
(to Haruspex)
Last chance.
HARUSPEX
No thank you, Inspector. W have
ot her plans for this one.
The Haruspex darts out the door, knocking it off its hinges.
Vignette's terrified SCREAM shrinks down the hal |l way.
Philostrate runs into
THE HALLWAY

just in time to see the end of the Haruspex's cl oak whi pping
around a corner. Inpossibly fast.
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He rounds the corner. A long hall lined with nunbered doors
and flickering gas |anps and garnished with rusted suits of
arnour and chinked shields - ornaments of a faded era.

A horrid CACKLI NG echoes through the |ong dark halls.

Phi |l ostrate sneaks down the hall with his pistol poised. He
listens as he passes every door.

He hears SCREAM NG. He turns and kicks the door in, quickly
t aki ng aim

IN THE ROOM

a YOUNG COUPLE startled out of their |ovenmaking desperately
cover thenselves. Philostrate pulls back into

THE HALLWAY
A voi ce from behi nd.

BOTTOM
Phil ostrate! Don't nove! | have a
rifle ained at your head!

Phi | ostrate stops.

BOTTOM ( CONT' D)
Do not turn around! Get on your
knees and put your pistol on the
ground to your left! Very slowy!

Phi | ostrate doesn't nove.

BOTTOM ( CONT' D)
Do iit!

He slowly gets on his knees and lays his pistol on the ground.

BOTTOM ( CONT' D)
Put your hands behi nd your head.

He does. Bottom conmes up behind him He presses the barre
of the long rifle to the back of Philostrate's neck. He
reaches for his shackles with his other hand.

BOTTOM ( CONT' D)
You're in a bilge-load of trouble.

PHI LOSTRATE
Sergeant, listen to me. You're making
a terrible mstake. The Haruspex's
the killer. She's in one of these
roonms. If you'll just search -
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BOTTOM

Shut your gob. Do I |look daft to

you?
Suddenly, a door at the end of the hall splinters to pieces.
The Haruspex | eaps out. She hovers above the ground with
Vi gnette kicking and scream ng under one arm
The Haruspex speeds down the hall towards them cackling.

She stretches out one of her arns and lets her claws drag
along the wall, gouging the plaster, shattering the gas |anps.

As the | anps break a mantle of darkness foll ows her.
Phil ostrate grabs his pistol.

Bott om manages to hit the deck at the last mnute. The
Har uspex soars over his head.

Philostrate whirls to fire, but she's too quick. She breaks
t hrough the wi ndow at the other end of the hall.

Philostrate hurries to the broken wi ndow and | ooks
QUTSI DE

as the Haruspex deftly vaults fromroof to roof.
Bot t om hobbl es down the hallway after Philostrate.

BOTTOM ( CONT' D)
That was the Haruspex?

PHI LOSTRATE
| don't know what it is.
BOTTOM
That ol d crone al ways gave ne the

shi vers.

Bottomains his rifle through the broken w ndow.

PHI LOSTRATE
Sergeant, she has a hostage...
BOTTOM
Rel ax, Inspector. | can hit the

ticks of a griffin's rump with this.
Bot t om squi nt s.

BOTTOM ( CONT' D)
There you are...

Philostrate notices a funny snmell. He surveys the hallway.
He hears a steady H SS fromthe gouged walls.
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He noves cl oser and sees
A RUPTURED PI PE
spewing rippling gas into the hall. He glances at
BOTTOM S RI FLE
just intime to see himpull the hammer back with his thunb.
Bottom s finger tightens around the trigger.

PHI LOSTRATE
Sergeant, no!

BOTTOM
Take this, you spooky old bitch...

He pulls the trigger.
The hammer sparKks.

Philostrate pulls a netal shield fromone of the ornanental
suits of arnmour and hits the floor.

EXT. THE FAERI E QUARTER -- SAME
Quiet and still until
THE MARZI PAN | NN

explodes in a brilliant fireball. Splinters of blazing planks
and shards of glass rain down on the street as a tower of
flames and billow ng bl ack snmoke rises into the night sky.

FLUTE (V. Q)
Phil ostrate i s dead.

I NT. MAYOR S OFFI CE -- LATER
Fl ute stands before the Mayor's desk.

MAYCOR
VWhat ?

FLUTE
He died in the explosion of the
Mar zi pan | nn.

MAYOR
Well. That's that. Case cl osed.
This calls for alittle cel ebration

He strolls to a cabinet and withdraws a bottle and gl asses.
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FLUTE
Sir. | don't believe Unseelie Jack
i's dead.

The Mayor stops. He forces a chuckle as he pours two drinks.

MAYOR
Now Magi strate. ..

Fl ute drops sone papers on the Mayor's desk. The Mayor turns.

MAYOR ( CONT' D)
VWhat's all this, then?

FLUTE
A budget for the Mayor's Defense
Consul ate. Wth provisions for an
"eggs for vouchers" program "Donate
bi ol ogi cal material to the census
and wal k away with bread vouchers.
Enphasis on faeries and vanpires."

The Mayor, still smling, but with controlled fury in his
eyes. Flute becones even nore bol d.

FLUTE (CONT' D)
Harvesting sanples fromfaeries and
vanpires? Do you know what Unseelie

Jack is?
MAYOR
A test tube genocide?
FLUTE
Maybe that was the idea. But what
if it becane inpractical. You can't

set an arny of nonsters on the city.
But you can use one to steer your
agenda. Scare the faeries. Mke

t hem angry enough. They becone a

pl ausi bl e threat and then..

MAYOR
You' ve had your nose in one too many
penny dreadf ul s.

FLUTE
It's been a good week for you, sir,
hasn't it? Carnival Rowis enpty.
Your wife has been silenced.

MAYOR
That seens to happen to those who
get in ny way, doesn't it, Magistrate?

The Mayor drinks his glass in one gulp and turns. He crunples
the records and tosses themin a dustbin.
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MAYOR ( CONT' D)
D sm ssed.

Flute doesn't nove. The Mayor gl ances over his spectacles,
glaring at Flute.

MAYOR ( CONT' D)
Di sm ssed, Magistrate.

Flute takes a deep breath.

FLUTE
Yes, sir.

He | eaves and shuts the door.
EXT. FAERI E QUARTER -- SAME

The entire bl ock where once stood the Marzipan Inn, now a
snmol dering pile of rubble. CONSTABLES and MEDI CS probe the
ruins, searching for survivors and bodi es.

Quill clinmbs amdst the debris, calling out in a whisper,
trying to avoid the attention of the authorities.

QUILL
Vignette... Philostrate...

He lifts sections of scorched plaster and tinbers. Nothing.

QUI LL (CONT' D)
Hel | o.

He hears a PAINED MOAN from a nearby pile of charred bricks.
Quill digs, desperately tossing the bricks. He finds a scored
and bl ackened knight's shield and heaves it aside.

He uncovers a seni -consci ous Philostrate caked in soot,
peppered with small shards of brick and gl ass.

QUI LL (CONT' D)
Oh bl oody hell, are you alive?

He MOANS weakly.

QUI LL (CONT' D)
Cl ose enough.

Quill throws himover his shoulder and hurries away.
| NT. SCREAM NG BANSHEE PRI NTI NG OFFI CE -- LATER

Philostrate lays on a table, cleaned and bandaged. He opens
his eyes and sits up.

PHI LOSTRATE
Vi gnett el
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QUI LL
| couldn't find her.

Phil ostrate touches his tenple.

PHI LOSTRATE
How | ong have | been out?

QUI LL
A whil e.

Phil ostrate gets out of bed, stunbling, still a little groggy.

PHI LOSTRATE
The Haruspex took Vignette.

QUI LL

Wiere are you goi ng?
Phil ostrate grabs his coat and struggles to put it on.

QUI LL (CONT' D)
You're in no bloody condition to -

PHI LOSTRATE
Stop ne.

QUI LL
Wait. ..

PHI LOSTRATE

We have no tine for these sodding
ganes! Did you hear a word | said?
The Haruspex has her right now

QUI LL
And what if she's dead.

Phi | ostrate stops.
PHI LOSTRATE

What if she's not. How long do you
t hi nk she has?

QUI LL
You' |l never find her in tine.
PHI LOSTRATE
| have to try! | can't just -
QUI LL
Listen! 1'msaying there's a way.
But | -
PHI LOSTRATE

Show ne.
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I NT. CABARET MJ GONG ( BACK HALLWAY) -- MOVENTS LATER

Philostrate lays on a cot. Quill and Kasmr stand over him

Kasmr is flanked by his two Konbdo bodynen.
| eat her case.

KASM R

The visions you have when you're on

Mabsynt he. They're caused by the
faerie bl ood.

QUI LL
| imagine that's how t he Haruspex
gets her powers.

KASM R

One holds a

Wienever | brew a new batch, | usually
i ncl ude sanples fromseveral different

donors. That's why the visions are

all junbl ed.

Kasm r snaps his fingers. The Konbdo withdraws a ful

syringe.

KASM R ( CONT' D)
Here she is. Vignette.

He flips the syringe and squeezes the air bubbles out.

KASM R ( CONT' D)

But, if one was to take a solution
fromthe bl ood of a single donor..
One woul d enter the present mnd of

t hat donor. See what she sees.

Feel what she feels. It is... a
uni que experi ence.
QUI LL

But Phil o, you have to understand.
If she's dead..

KASM R

You' |l die a very ugly, painful death.

PHI LOSTRATE
Lets just get this over wth.

Kasm r kneel s.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)

Aren't you going to need to find a

vei n?

KASM R

Well, that's the other thing, really.

( MORE)
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KASM R ( CONT' D)
The sol ution nmust be injected directly
into the subject's brain. Hold him
down.

The two Konbdos and Quill grab Philostrate's wists and
ankl es.

Kasm r holds Philostrate's head down with one palmand with
his other hand, he slowly pushes the needl e through
Philostrate's tenple. Philostrate grits his teeth and shakes.

Kasm r squeezes the contents of the syringe into Philostrate's
br ai n.

Instantly, Philostrate tenses. He goes into convul sions.
He arches his back and SCREAMS. Hi s eyes conpletely white.

BEG N MONTAGE -- PHI LOSTRATE' S VI SI ON

(The images conme in erratic bursts. Speeding up and sl ow ng
down alternately. In Vignette's POV.)

- Rushing through a long dark tunnel.
- Into a griny subterranean vault.

- Cuttered with tall glass chanbers. Ghastly beasts, tangles
of tentacles and claws suspended in nmurky preservatives.

Chai ns hanging fromthe ceiling.

- Awall plastered with severed faerie w ngs.

Part of a sign on the wall: "Dalrynple Street”

- Iron shackles snap around Vignette's wists. A nmeat hook
catches the chain.

- The Haruspex turns a crank. A chain wi nds around the
spindl e as she hoists Vignette into the air.

- Vignette's feet dangl e above the bl ood-sneared tile floor.
- The Haruspex's face.
HARUSPEX
(distorted)
Now comes the fun bit, poppet.
- The Haruspex's w cked claws shred Vignette's clothes off.

- The Haruspex turns the nozzle of a hose and sprays down
Vignette's hangi ng naked body with a hard stream of water.
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BACK TO SCENE

Philostrate twi sts and contorts. He turns away fromthe
i magi nary streamof water. He shuts his eyes tight.

QUI LL
He can't take this.

KASM R
He has to. It nmust run its course.

Philostrate's contortions end. His body still, but tense.
Hi s white eyes open, fixated on sonething unseen.

PH LOSTRATE VI GNETTE (V. Q)
What are you? What are you?

PH LOSTRATE' S VI SI ON

- The Haruspex stands before the wall of faerie w ngs, her
back to Vignette.

HARUSPEX
I am not a prophet.

- She takes off her sunglasses and unw aps her blindfold.

HARUSPEX ( CONT' D)
| don't nmerely see the future.

- She drops her cloak and spreads an enornous pair of tw sted,
hi deously majestic wings. Tiny veins pulsate through the
frayed | eathery nmenbrane.

HARUSPEX ( CONT' D)
| amthe future.

BACK TO SCENE

Philostrate recoils in disgust. He goes into a brief seizure.
Quill and Kasmir hold himsteady. He stiffens and regains
sonme control

PHI LOSTRATE VI GNETTE (V. Q)
You' re... You're a You' re... You're a
faerie... faerie...

PH LOSTRATE' S VI SI ON

- The Haruspex slowy turns. Two dark enpty eye sockets.
She cackles. Two slithering black vipers energe from her
hol | ow eye sockets, snapping at the air.

HARUSPEX
Not exactly...

- A silhouetted FI GQURE | eans on the handrail of a |oft above.
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FlI GURE
She i s many things.

- The Figure descends a spiral staircase.

FI GURE ( CONT' D)
A faerie, yes. Sone selkie. Sone
gorgon. And just a dash of vanpire.

- The Figure steps into the light. Professor Leopold
Al candr e.

BACK TO SCENE
Phi |l ostrate gasps with recognition

PH LOSTRATE
You. . .

He goes into one final seizure. H's whole body falls linp
on the cot. He opens his bl oodshot eyes.

QUI LL
Wo? Who did you see?

PH LOSTRATE
Pr of essor Al candre.

Phil ostrate winces and sits up quickly. He holds his stomach,
nauseated. He w pes the sweat fromhis brow and thinks.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
He told ne he was into tw ning.

QUI LL
Wait. What? Tw ning?

PHI LOSTRATE
Usi ng magi ¢ and bi o-technology to
create hybrids.

Phi |l ostrate pushes hinself off the exam nation table.

QUI LL

You' re saying the Haruspex is sonme
kind of artificial creation?

PHI LOSTRATE
It was a laboratory. There was a
si gn.

Phil ostrate shuts his eyes, concentrating.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
"Dal rynple Street."

Quill shakes his head.
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QUI LL

Doesn't nmake any sense.
PHI LOSTRATE

Isn't that in Argyle Heights?
QUI LL

They gutted it years ago to build
t he Museum Annex.

Qui Il paces.
QUI LL ( CONT' D)

Hol d on. Does this Professor of
yours work for the nuseunf

Phil ostrate | ooks up, a revel ation.

PH LOSTRATE
Qill. Wuld the Dalrynple Street
tube station still be under the annex?

| NT. DALRYMPLE STREET STATION -- SAME

Fl ooded train tracks cut through. @ ass chanbers with
floating nonstrosities preserved within. A web of chains
hangs fromthe dark ceiling.

Vignette dangles in mdair, suspended froma neat hook in
front of the wall of trophy faerie w ngs.

Al candre huns a tune as he pushes a surgical instrument cart
in front of Vignette.

AL CANDRE
You're lucky to be alive. That's
why you're here.

VI GNETTE
Wio are you?

ALCANDRE
| amthe Twiner. The Al mghty
Al chem st of Chaos.

Al candre pulls a sleek black glove out of a nmetal canister.
He slides the glove on. It snaps itself skin-tight to the
contours of his hand.

VI GNETTE
What are you going to do with that?

Al candre speaks with the bedside manner of a friendly doctor.

ALCANDRE
This lets ne reach inside you.
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He hol ds her steady with his bare hand while he slowmy reaches
for her stomach with the black glove. The air CRACKLES with
a nysterious ELECTRI C HUM

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
This is going to hurt quite a bit.

He touches her stomach. Her skin yields to his fingertips
and ripples as if it were only water. He reaches inside.

Vignette chokes on a scream Her face contorts with
unbear abl e pai n.

Al candre reaches deeper.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
A faerie lays an egg. A grub hatches,
eats, and becones a cocoon. Under
normal circunstances what energes
fromthe cocoon ressenbles a healthy
human toddler with wings. But while
in the cocoon, a faerie's biology
becones soft and pliable Iike clay.

Vignette spasns and convul ses.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
Ri pe for the tender touch of a
scul ptor.

Al candre slides his hand out slowy. Her skin closes itself
behind the glove. No blood or cuts. Vignette shudders.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
But before cocoons...

Al candre | ooks down at the handful of tiny pearl-white faerie
eggs in the pal mof his hand.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
...there are eggs.

He gently spoons the eggs into a beaker.

VI GNETTE
(trenbling)
You... You sick rutter...
AL CANDRE

Such a strong-willed girl.
Al candre reaches inside her stomach
Vi gnette expl odes into body-wenching seizures.

Al candre bites his lip with concentration as he probes
Vignette's innards.
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ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
Just relax those nuscl es, dear.
They're jelly in ny hands. You're
only making it difficult for yourself.

He reaches deeper.
Vignette withes and gags.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
You are quite the remarkabl e speci nen.
To survive an attack fromthe
Har uspex.

He wi thdraws his hand clutching another small handful of
eggs. He spoons theminto a container.

Vignette hangs in mdair, shivering.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
Most faeries who |ose their w ngs
commt suicide within the first day.

He reaches back inside.
Vignette's eyes roll back as she shakes.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
Yet here you are. Even now, stil
clinging to consci ousness when others
woul d have surely passed out.

He pul | s anot her handful of eggs out and exam nes themwth
his fingertip. Vignette falls linp, still shaking.

Vignette | ooks up, her eyes filled with hate. A trickle of
bile at the corner of her nmouth. She wheezes heavily.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
Those eyes. So determ ned.

Al candre gestures to the nonsters preserved in the glass
chanmbers all around.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
So many of my experinments never |ive
nore than a few days. But you're a
survivor. Your children will be
survivors too. The Haruspex was
just a prototype. M enployer only
needed one. He doesn't know what
I"mreally making. The Haruspex was
the first of a perfect race that
w |l eat and replace your kind. A
race that will call ne God. Smle
you get to play nother to the newest
nost dom nant species on the planet.
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Suddenly, a GUNSHOT.
Al candre's eyes w den.

He pulls his hand out of Vignette's abdonen and touches his
chest.

A spreadi ng bl oodstain darkens his shirt.
ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
(1 ooki ng down curi ously)
How strange. .
Hi s eyes roll back. He collapses.

Behind him Philostrate clinbs up fromthe flooded train
tracks followed by Quill. He holsters his snoking revol ver.

They hurriedly untie Vignette.

QUI LL
Bl oody hell. Wat was he doi ng?
Vignette falls into Philostrate's arns, |linp. Eyes closed.
PHI LOSTRATE

Vignette. Are you okay?
No response. He shakes her.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
Vi gnett el

She weakly opens her eyes. Philostrate sighs with relief.
She hugs himw th all her strength.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)

It's okay.
She lets go. Qill waps a cloak around her. She |owers
her eyes to Al candre's body, disgusted.
VI GNETTE
G ve nme your gun.
PHI LOSTRATE
He' s dead.
VI GNETTE
| know | said give ne your sodding
gun!
PHI LOSTRATE
Li sten. The Haruspex is still around.

Did you see where she went?
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W thout tearing her hateful gaze from Al candre's body, she
shakes her head.

PH LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
(to Quill)

Keep an eye on her.
Quill nods.

Philostrate pulls out his revolver and stealthily stal ks
t hrough the abandoned stati on.

Only the soft sounds of FLOW NG WATER and t he CRUNCHI NG of
br oken gl ass under Philostrate's boots.

He | ooks slowy back and forth.

He hears the GENTLE CLI NKI NG of chains swayi ng over head.

Phi | ostrate | ooks up.

The Haruspex hangs bat-like fromthe ceiling. She twsts

her head to | ook down. Her eye-snakes poise to strike. She

| ets herself plunmet, talons outstretched, cackling.

She I ands on Philostrate, pinning himdown. Her enornous

W ngs beat the air as she slashes at himin a flurry of claws.
Phi | ostrate dodges as best he can.

Quill smacks the back of her skull with a steel tray.

In a single quick notion, she grabs Quill, throws himover
her shoul der.

Philostrate rolls away, ainms, and fires. The Haruspex
SCREECHES and slinks around a corner. Silence.

QUI LL
Did you hit her?

PHI LOSTRATE
I think so

Vignette linps to Philostrate. She touches the nicks and
cuts that crisscross his face.

PHI LOSTRATE ( CONT' D)
I m okay.

He notions for her to nove behind him He wal ks towards the
shadows, his revolver raised. He turns a corner

He trains his gun on a dark heap on the ground as he
approaches. He kneels cautiously.

The Haruspex's winkled face stares blankly at himfrom am dst
t he heavy dark folds of her cloak. Her eye sockets enpty.
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VI GNETTE
| s she dead?

PHI LOSTRATE
Sonet hi ng' s wrong.

He slowly reaches out and touches her face. He prods the
dark cloak. Nothing solid. He grabs her gray hair and picks
the face up. Skin only - a hollow husk

QUI LL
Maybe she nelted?

Phi |l ostrate | ooks around. Something suddenly occurs to him

PHI LOSTRATE
Wiere's Vignette?

I NT. FLOODED TUBE TUNNEL -- SAME

Al candre stunbl es through the knee-deep water. The SPLASHI NG
of his | abored running echoes through the |ong dark tunnel.

He stops to catch his breath. He grabs his bl eeding chest
and laughs a little to hinself.

He hears the sl ow SPLASH NG of soneone approaching. He turns
and stares into the darkness, frightened.

Vignette linps into view. She stops and glares at Al candre.

ALCANDRE
(chuckl i ng)
| thought you were your |nspector
friend. A crack shot - he hit ne
right in the heart. Well, one of
them It never hurts to have a spare.

Vignette slowy noves closer. Al candre backs away.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
Little one. It was just a job.

Vignette comes closer still. Alcandre scranbles back

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
Your kind. You choke the streets
and the very skies above our heads.
You spread di sease and imorality -

VI GNETTE

You viol ated nature and ne.
ALCANDRE

| inproved on nature. | wanted to

make faeries better, stronger. W
creations are works of art.
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He backs against a brick wall, cornered.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
I"mjust a scientist...

Al candre's hand trenbles as he reaches for the steel handle
of a curved surgical blade clipped to his belt.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
Just wanted to study you. Just wanted
to see what you're made of... inside!

He qui ckly whi ps out the curved scal pel and nakes a wi de
swi pe at Vignette. She gets back just intinme with a fresh
shal | ow cut on her cheek.

Vignette pulls back her cloak and lifts her hand. She wears
t he bl ack surgical glove. Alcandre's eyes w den

He |unges for her, flailing the scalpel. Alcandre has
Vignette against the wall. She holds his wist as he tries
to bring the scal pel down.

ALCANDRE ( CONT' D)
You don't know how to use that gl ove.

VI GNETTE
["11 nuddl e through.

She plunges her gl oved hand through Al candre's chest.
Al candre's nuscles | ock up as he squeal s in agony.

Vignette slowy pulls her hand out. She holds Al candre's
heart in her fist.

Al candre nusters a weak smle as he slowy slides down the
brick wall and falls face first into the water.

Vignette drops his heart. She rips off the black gl ove and
tosses it to the side.

A hand touches her shoulder. Vignette junps, startled. She
| ooks up and sees Quill.

QUI LL

Let's get out of here.

VI GNETTE
VWhere's Phil 0?

| NT. DALRYMPLE STREET STATI ON (LOFTSPACE) -- MOMENTS LATER
Phil ostrate quickly |ooks through the makeshift lab - various

vial s and beakers, books, papers, etc. Vignette and Quil
stand aside. Waiting for him
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VI GNETTE
What are you | ooking for
PHI LOSTRATE
| don't know.
VI GNETTE
What about the Haruspex?
QUI LL
Gone. Shed her skin. | get the

feeling whereever she is, she's a
ot less pretty than usual.

VI GNETTE
But where is she?

Philostrate finds an envelope. Inside, he finds a set of
tintypes. He |ooks over the inages.

-- Failed experinments. Tw sted faeries sprouting extra |inbs.
-- Rows and rows of nonstrous enbryos growing in vitro.

-- And the | ast photo. The Mayor poses next to Professor
Al candre am dst all the entrapnments of the secret |ab.

PHI LOSTRATE
This is it.

He tucks the envelope into his coat pocket.

QUI LL
If they really were breeding an arny
of these things, why would the Mayor
bot her clearing the Faerie Quarter?
The faeries are gone. There's no
need for a horde prowling the night.

VI GNETTE
Not a horde. The professor was a
madman who got carried away with his
own agenda. He wanted to nmake a
whol e new race. But the Mayor only
want ed one Haruspex from him

PHI LOSTRATE
There it is. Al the faeries are
| ocked up. Wen you've got the whole
herd corralled, you don't need an
arny to slaughter them You just
need one.

QUI LL
Oh godspit, Philo, you're right.
The Haruspex. She's gone to feed.
To finish the job.



109.

PHI LOSTRATE
W need to get to Bl eakness Keep,
before -

QUI LL

Allow ne. You don't get to ny |evel
of ill-repute without know ng the
ins and outs of prison

EXT. BLEAKNESS KEEP PRI SON -- NI GHT

A broken nedieval citadel converted to a prison clings to
crags of rock high above the runbling sea. A light drizzle.

d um nmenbers of the PRESS stand outside the iron gate and
file routine reports on the faerie incarceration.

INT. THE CLINK -- SAME

A dank, sunken rotunda clotted with FAERI ES and ot her non-
humans. A long gutter-toilet splits the room Harsh |ight
fromhissing arc lanps lazily crisscrosses the crowd.

ARVED GUARDS patrol on netal catwal ks above.

In the crowmd, a FAERI E MOTHER hol ds her YOUNG G RL cl ose.
The Young G rl whispers to her nom

YOUNG G RL
| have to go plink.

The Mother points to the gutter.

FAERI E MOTHER
That's the potty over there, hon.

YOUNG G RL
I know. | can't go in front of
ever ybody.

FAERI E MOTHER
It'"s alright. 1'Il hold your hand.

The Mot her |eads her Young Grl to the gutter. The Young
Grl stands on the netal lattice. She nervously bunches the
hem of her skirt and starts to squat down.

She stops when she hears novenent fromthe darkness bel ow.
She squints past the netal grate.

YOUNG G RL
I think there's sonmeone down there,
nmum

The arc | anps above flicker and go out. The catwal ks suddenly
enpty. Scattered sounds of doors shutting and | ocking. The
restless murnur of the crowmd dins to a whisper.
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The silence is broken by the lilting humm ng of an ol d woman.
The tune echoes fromthe dark under the Young Grl's feet.

The Young G rl strains to see past the shadows.

Suddenly, the Haruspex's eye-vipers strike from between the
lattice.

The Young G rl screans and falls back

Tal ons reach up, shredding the lattice. A ghastly form
expl odes fromthe twi sted netal hole and takes flight.

Loom ng above is the Haruspex's true form d eam ng bl ack
scales, spindly talons, dark wings. She grins with rows of
shark-like teeth. Her eye-vipers giddily snap at the air.

HARUSPEX
I will eat for days.

She advances on the scream ng crowd of Faeries, backing them
hel pl essly agai nst the wall.

She nears the Faerie Mdther and her Young Grl.

The Mot her hol ds her daughter close, shuts her eyes tight,
and readies for the worst.

From out of nowhere, Philostrate junps onto the Haruspex's
back and puts a strangle-hold on her neck.

Quill and Vignette emerge fromthe hole in the gutter.
VI GNETTE
Philo, don't do anything stupid.
PHI LOSTRATE
No problem Get these people out of

her el

The Haruspex tries to shake Philostrate off. She zigzags
and slans himinto the walls of the rotunda.

Her uneven flight forces himto use both arnms to hold on.
He can't reach his revol ver

She flies at the ceiling, beating himagainst the wire nesh.
EXT. BLEAKNESS KEEP PRI SON -- CONTI NUQUS

The Haruspex bursts fromthe roof in a shower of glass and
metal. Philostrate clings as the nonster whirls and bobs
around the building, locked in a nortal aerial struggle.

The Press beyond the gate snap pictures.



111.

PRESS #1
What the deuce is it?

PRESS #2
It's a nonster! It's Jack!

The Haruspex quickly soars straight up
The fight spirals higher. The ground grows distant.

As they clinb, Philostrate watches the prison shrink in a
mst of rain and swirls of |ow cl ouds.

He nakes a grab for his gun as he holds on with one hand.
He buries the barrel under the Haruspex's chin.

The Haruspex cackles as the clouds overtake them Philostrate
shuts his eyes against the pelting rain and wild w nds.

Hi s cl enched knuckles turn blue fromthe piercing cold.
He chokes and gags on the | ack of oxygen.
HARUSPEX
The air is thin, Inspector? Go to
sleep. CGo to sleep

Li ghtni ng CRACKS the air around them The w nd SCREAMS and
still they nove higher.

Philostrate's eyes flutter. H's grip |oosens.
The Haruspex sm |l es.

HARUSPEX ( CONT' D)
Goodni ght. | nspector.

Phil ostrate nmusters one |ast burst of strength.

PHI LOSTRATE
Goodni ght .

He pulls the trigger. A POP and a flash of |ight.

Philostrate and the lifeless Haruspex fall, tunbling through
the storm

EXT. ROOF OF BLEAKNESS KEEP -- SAME

Vignette, Qill, and the crowd of Faeries search the night
sky. Vignette spots Philostrate's falling body.

VI GNETTE
| think | see - He's falling! Soneone -
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But before she can finish her plea, a group of Faeries take
to the air.

They catch Philostrate.
Cradling his linp body, they descend back to the roof.

Vignette runs to him She grabs his shoul ders and shakes
him barely hol ding back tears.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Philo. Wake up, Philo. Wake up!

Phi |l ostrate doesn't nove. The crowd of faeries watch with
baited breath. The Young Grl tugs on her nom s sl|eeve.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
You stupid prat, wake up! That was
the daftest thing |I've ever seen!
Way' d you do that?!'? Wiy'd you do
that ?! ? Pl ease wake up... Gods, |
don't even know how to tell if -

She | ooks around.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
Does anyone know resuscitation for
humans?!? Hel p ne!

Quill puts a hand on Vignette's shoulder. Vignette violently
shrugs the hand off.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
No! He's alive! | knowit! Philo
wake up! Don't |eave. Please.

Philostrate finally coughs. Relieved sighs and appl ause
fromthe crowd.

PHI LOSTRATE
Good norning, | uv.

Vignette | aughs, tears on her cheeks. She enbraces him
EXT. BLEAKNESS KEEP FRONT GATE -- SAME

The Press gathers around the grim Rorschach of bl ood and
entrails, a violent inhuman sil houette that was once the
Har uspex, burned onto the sidewal k. Caneras POP and FLASH.
I NT. HALLWAY OUTSI DE MAYOR S OFFI CE -- MORNI NG

Flute | eads two marchi ng UNI FORVED CONSTABLES. In his hand -
Philostrate's envelope with the incrimnating tintypes.
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I NT. MAYOR S OFFI CE -- CONTI NUCUS
Flute bursts in. The Mayor |ooks up from his desk.

MAYOR
What is the meaning of this?

FLUTE
Mayor Boniface, you are hereby
indicted by the authority of the
Met ropol i tan Constabul ary on two
counts of Conspiracy - to assassinate
a state official and to commt nass
genoci de.

MAYOR
(1 aughi ng)
You're arresting ne?

FLUTE
You are relieved of your office.

The Mayor stands, his veil of self-control gradually slipping.

MAYOR
You sneak. You turncoat. You would
betray your own people. 1'ma bl oody
hero. This city used to be sonething
before those creatures - They aren't

even human! Have you seen their

babi es? They're born as fat squirmng
maggots. You woul d sell-out humanity
for what? For naggots? The Quarter
is gangrene and all I'mdoing is
chopping it off. So don't you sodding
tell me that it hurts when | bring

the knife down. You don't know what's
good for this city.

FLUTE
Men, put himin irons.

MAYOR
Try it and they'll never find your
bodi es. You won't get ne hal fway
down the hall before ny Inperia

Guar dsnen -
FLUTE
The Guardsmen have been det ai ned.
It's over.
MAYOR
Li ke hell...

The Mayor qui ckly opens a rosewood box on his desk and whips
out his gold-finished nusket.
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Startled, the two Uniformed Constables drop their shackles
and reach for their own weapons.

The Mayor ains his nusket at Flute, lifts the hamrer, and...

...does not beat Flute to the draw. A GUNSHOT rings. A
trace of snoke clinbs fromthe barrel of Flute's gun

The Mayor staggers back, clutching his chest with one hand.
Dying, but not ready to go alone, he grits his teeth and re-
ains at Flute.

By now, the two Uniformed Constabl es have drawn their weapons.
Flute and his two men unload on the preternaturally determ ned
Mayor until he falls to the floor.

INT. AXIS ZEPPELI N- PORT -- SAME

A crowded term nal under a vaulted canopy of wought iron
and glass. TRAVELERS hurry to and fromtheir gates.

The headlines at a newsstand variously proclaim- "Mayor
Dies in Police Standoff,"” "Unseelie Jack Conspiracy," "Faeries
Freed," "Faeries' Voting Rights Bill Before Parlianent."”

A hand takes a copy and slides coins to the CLERK
Phi | ostrate opens the paper and begins to read.

Fl ute anbl es by, grabs a copy of his own, and | eans on the
counter as he pretends to read.

FLUTE
Thanks for the tip.

PHI LOSTRATE
| didn't know who else to send it
to. Sonmeone who was in the position
to stand up to the Mayor.

FLUTE
You think things are going to be
di fferent around here?

PHI LOSTRATE
Sonmeday. It's a step, isn't it?

FLUTE
You don't have to run, you know.
You' re exoner ated now.

PHI LOSTRATE
I need a change of scenery.
FLUTE
This city. It gets in your veins,

doesn't it?
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A near by destination board CLATTERS as the nunbers rotate.

PHI LOSTRATE
That's ne.

FLUTE
If you ever cone back this way, you
can have ny job.

PHI LOSTRATE
You' re an honorabl e man, Magi strate.
The city's not going to really change
wi t hout men |ike you.

FLUTE
And nen |ike you?

Phil ostrate grabs his |uggage, puts on his hat, and sniles.

PHI LOSTRATE
Me? 1'mnot all that great.

FLUTE
You' ve got conpany, do you?

Philostrate | ooks to the two tickets in his breast pocket.

PHI LOSTRATE
Li ke you said, it gets in your veins.

| NT. PASSENGERS CABIN -- LATER

Upper class HUMANS sit in the rows of wi de posh seats. The
dimcabin lights flicker. The steady DRONE of propeller
engi nes beats the air outside.

The CONDUCTOR strolls down the aisle punching tickets.

Phil ostrate glances at an enpty seat between him and the
wi ndow. He | ooks down at the two tickets. He takes a quick
swg froma stout glass.

A tap on the shoulder. He turns. Vignette, radiant, in a
l ong gypsy skirt and pretty bl ouse, hair brushed behind her
poi nted ears. She sticks out as a faerie despite no w ngs.

PH LOSTRATE
How was t he | 00?

She scoots in and plops herself into the enpty w ndow seat.

The ENG NE DRONE swells. The flanmes in the cabin lanps tilt.
The liquid in Philostrate's glass |eans to one side.

Vignette quickly grabs Philostrate's hand.



116.

VI GNETTE
Oh, sorry. |I'mno good with heights.

PHI LOSTRATE
You're a faerie -

VI GNETTE
Yeah. Wat are the odds?

She catches scornful glances from Humans. Suddenly aware of
being the only faerie, she lets go of Philostrate's hand.

VI GNETTE ( CONT' D)
["I'l just dig into the arnrest.

She turns to the window. Philostrate takes her hand in his
own. She shoots hima bew | dered | ook.

PHI LOSTRATE
I"mafraid of heights too.
VI GNETTE
Where are we goi ng?
PHI LOSTRATE
It's a big world out there. There's
still quite a bit we've never seen.

QUT THE W NDOW

to the sweeping aerial view - tangled streets in a pale haze
of fog, dark spires, crooked roofs, dusky snokestacks.

EXT. ZEPPELI N -- CONTI NUQUS

Vignette stares out the portal of the vast airship as it
ri ses above the swirling clouds, held aloft by a canvas
bal | oon, shining against the crisp blue sky.

FADE QUT.
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