Night. MUSIC. We drive fast down a DESERT HIGHWAY. Broken
yellow lines on the asphalt. Gnarled branches of yucca trees
gliding past. Mountains, ghost-like, rise in the distance.

KOLCHAK (V.O.)
As children, we look into the
darknesa and fear it.

A POLICE SCANNER crackles on the dashboard. Behind the wheel
sits CARL KOLCHAK. A Blow-Pop in his mouth. His eyes scan
the landscape, searching for something.

KOLCHAR (V.O.)
Some primal instinct warning us
danger lies in the ink of night.

A man of intense purpose, but zero pretense, Kolchak always
takes his own path -- and pays dearly for it. His V.O.
continues, the WORDS SUPERING ONTO THE SCREEN, as if typed.

KOLCHAK (V.O.)
* Adults learn to dismiss that fear.

The words take us to a COMPUTER. We’'re in a small, cluttered
HOUSE. Books, papers, CDs. Kolchak is at his desk, typing.

KOLCHAK (V.0.)
Reason dictating what children
really fear is simply the unknown.

From outside, we see Kolchak’s little house perched on a
ridge, the towers of downtown L.A. rising in the distance.

KOLCHAK (V.0.)
But there’s more to the world than
reason alone can explain.

ROLCHAK DRIVING AGAIN. Headlights cut a narrow trail through
the darkness, toward the scattered lights of a SMALL TOWN.

KOLCHAK (V.O.)
And our fear of the dark never
really goes away...

Rolchak’s car WHIPS PAST, revealing a new HOUSING COMMUNITY.
Plastic flags and a “Homes Open” banner flap in a soft wind.

EXT. GALE RESIDENCE - NIGHT
WIND CHIMES, hung from the eaves, tinkle forlornly. Through

the windows, we see EMILY GALE, mid 30s, moving through the
sparsely furnished house in a fuzzy pink bathrobe.



KOLCHAK (V.O.)
We just learn to pretend it’‘s not
there.

Emily picks up a lunch box, snapping it closed as she crosses
to the front door, where her husband, HENRY, late 308, is
buttoning a Pendleton over his night watchman’s uniform.

HENRY GALE
Cold tonight.

EMILY
Don‘t forget this.

She hands him the lunch box. Henry smiles flirtatiously.

HENRY GALE
I could call in sick, you know.

EMILY
Oh yeah? And how we gonna make the
house payments?

HENRY GALE
You worry too much.

EMILY
You don’‘t worry enough.

Henry kisses his wife, loving her very much.

HENRY GALE .
You go to bed now.

EMILY
In a minute.

She watches him go to his PICKUP TRUCK, then closes the door.

Henry slides in the cab, when he hears something move. He
looks outside. He definitely heard something, but nothing’s
there. After a beat, he keys the ignition, dismissing it.

INT. GALE RESIDENCE -~ NIGHT

Emily’s in the kitchen, putting plates away, when -- crrr,
crrr. It sounds like scratching, cutting through the clatter
of the dishes. Then IT STOPS, as if aware she’s listening.

EMILY
Henry?



She goes to the living room window, but the truck’s gone.
Only Emily‘s HONDA COMPACT is parked in the drive. She
wonders at this, when... crrr, crrr.

Emily turns her head slowly, toward the door. Something’s
there, scratching against the wood. TRYING TO GET INSIDE.

Heart throbbing, Emily walks softly to the kitchen, picking
up the phone, when -- crrr, crrr, CRASH! THE FRONT DOOR
SLAMS OPEN, WOOD SPLINTERING.

To hell with the phone -- Emily slides a LONG BLADE from the
knife block. Gripping it tight, she gently eases open the
door to the living room, to see what’s there:

They‘re DARK SHAPES, moving low to the ground, with animal
grace. Their eyes catch the light, GLOWING.

What_the hell) are they? Emily stares, too scared to move,
when ONE OF THE CREATURES TURNS TO HER. Its eyes are hooded

and fleshy, staring at her with cold intelligence. Then --

THE CREATURE LUNGES AT HER. In an instant, Emily turns and
runs, racing out the kitchen, knife in hand, into:

INT. GALE RESIDENCE -~ GARAGE - NIGHT

Slamming and locking the door behind her. But the c¢reatures
are right behind her, SCRATCHING AND YOWLING FEROCIOUSLY.

Emily presses her body against the wood. She’s trapped —-
and scared shitless. Her eyes go to CAR KEYS, hanging on a
hook. We see a plan forming in her mind.

She swallows, screwing up her courage, then kicks off her
slippers and RUNS FOR IT. GRABBING THE CAR KEYS and HOISTING
OPEN THE GARAGE DOOR as --—

THE CREATURES BREAK THROUGH THE DOOR. But Emily’s already out
of the garage and at the Honda, jamming the key in the lock,
when -- WHUMPF! She’s yanked brutally out of frame.

Emily SCREAMS -- the gut-wrenching, terrified scream of
someone who knows she’s about to die. She’s dragged along
the ground, NAILS SCRAPING THE ASPHALT.

But there’s nothing to grab, and no one to hear her cries.

In seconds, she’s swallowed up by the darkness of the desert,

leaving only the distant tinkling of the wind chimes on the
empty house, as we FADE TO BLACK.

END _OF TEASER



ACT ONE

EXT. GALE RESIDENCE -~ DAY

Now a crime scene, with the attendant circus of law
enforcement PERSONNEL, VEHICLES and EQUIPMENT.

KOLCHAK (V.0.)
When a crime occurs, a team of
experts descends.

As Kolchak speaks, we FIND and HOLD on the people he
describes, doing their work. A series of VIDEO SNAPSHOTS.

KOLCHAK (V.0.)
Paramedics to collect the body, if
any. Coroners to dissect it.
Forensic experts to search for
physical evidence. Uniformed
officers to take statements. And
detectives to deliver a theory of
the crime to the District Attorney.

Behind police tape, we see a dozen REPORTERS AND CAMERAMEN.
This ain‘t 0.J. No one’s doing much of anything right now,
except setting up equipment and waiting for a statement.

KOLCHAK (V.0.)
Then there are those of us in the
media. Who show up only when we
deem a crime “newsworthy.” We
perform a public service -- that is
to say, we titillate the public
with whatever lurid facts, gossip
or innuendo we can gather.

A SEDAN pulls to a stop behind the reporters. A female
reporter, PERRI REED, late 20s, steps out with photographer
JAIN McMANUS, early 20s, bespectacled, quietly intense.

KOLCHAK (V.0.)
But that is not to say reporters
are utterly lacking in value. We
do ask questions. Sometimes... we
ask the questions no one else will.

Reed and McManus cross to a DEPUTY manning the police tape.

REED
Perri Reed, with the Beacon.

i



The Deputy eyes her with more than professional interest.
Reed’s used to this kind of attention, and bears it with
grace.

DEPUTY
Press passes.

McManus trades a look with Reed. Their passes are slung
around their necks, but they hold them up anyway.

DEPUTY
Only problem, Ms. Reed. A reporter
from your paper’s already here.

Off Reed and McManus, their surprise:

INT. GALE RESIDENCE - GARAGE - DAY

Carl Kolchak rises into frame. He’s deep in thought, staring
at the garage floor, then walking from the kitchen to the
garage door, as if trying to retrace Emily‘’s last steps.

REED (0.S.)
You’'re from the Beacon?

Kolchak looks up to see Reed and McManus standing at the
kitchen door. Then returns to what he was doing.

KOLCHAK
Carl Kolchak.

REED
I‘'m Perri Reed, this is Jain
McManus. We're from the Beacon.

Kolchak looks up at them briefly. Then:

KOLCHAX
You can go.

REED
BExcuse me?

KOLCHAK
Obviously it’s a mix-up, but I've
got the assignment. You can go.

MCMANUS
Do you even work at the Beacon, Mr.
Horshack?

KOLCHAK
Kolchak. Today’s my first day.



Kolchak flashes a smile. It’'s a great one, too. Carl can
turn on the charm when he wants to. But Reed is immune.

REED
The mix-up’s yours, Mr. Kolchak.
This is my story.

KOLCHAK
Look, I've already got the story --
and not the one they’re peddling to
those clowns outside, either.
(holding up his camera)
I even took the pictures.

REED
And what is the story?

Kolchak regards Reed. To get rid of them, he’s going to have
to indulge her.

KOLCHAK
Emily Gale, aged 32, reported
missing by husband Henry, 37, when
he returned home this morning from
his job as night watchman at the
Perkey furniture warehouse in
Palmdale. Signs of violence lead
police to suspect foul play.

REED
That’s it?

KOLCHAK
No, that’s not it. I’ve got
confidential sources, Ms. Reed.

MCMANUS
First day on the job, and you’'ve
got confidential sources?

REED
What do those sources tell you?

KOLCHAK
That even though no body’s been
found, the cops consider this a
murder case, and husband Henry the
prime suspect. They believe Emily
was attacked with a garden claw,
which made the deep scratches
behind you and on the front door.
They even have a nice juicy motive
they don’t intend to divulge.



REED
Which is?

Kolchak smiles again, playful.

KOLCHAK
Wouldn’t you like to know?

Reed stares at him, irked by his pleasant obstinacy.

REED
Yes, I would. And I intend to.

Reed turns to go, McManus following. Off Kolchak:
INT. BEACON NEWSROOM - VINCENZQ'S OFFICE - DAY

Tense silence. City Editor TONY VINCENZO, 40s, stares ahead,
jaw set. Opposite him sit Reed and Kolchak, an unrepentant
twinkle in his eye. McManus stands behind them. Finally:

VINCENZO
No one actually gave you the
assignment, did they, Carl?

KOLCHAK
You hired me to cover crime, did
you not, Tony?

VINCENZO
Yes, but -—-

KOLCHAK
I was the first one on the scene --

REED
It’s my beat. You can’t just go
grabbing assignments --

VINCENZO
Perri, please.
(to Kolchak)
Most people come into the office,
meet their colleaques, get a desk,
before they start snagging stories.

KOLCHAK
Just doing my job, Tony.

VINCENZO
And I appreciate your enterprise,
carl. But Perri’s the senior crime
reporter at this paper —-



KOLCHAK
She’s the senior crime reporter?

REED
(offended)
I've been here four years --

VINCENZO
(overriding)
The two of you are expected to work
together, is that clear?

Reed likes the sound of this even less than Kolchak. But:

KOLCHAK REED
Crystal. Yes.

VINCENZO
Good. The story’s hers.

INT. BEACON NEWSROOM - REED'S DESK - DAY

Reed, still annoyed, sets down her things, picking up the
phone and punching in a number. McManus passes.

MCMANUS
You want my pictures now?

REED
Please.

Through Reed’s phone, we hear a filtered VOICE.

CRAY (0.S.)
Cray.

REED
Detective Cray, it’s Perri Reed.

CRAY (0.S.)
Hey, Perri, what can I do for you?

Reed unfolds a pad, clicking her pen as she looks across the
newsroom, where she sees... Kolchak, settling into a desk.

REED
It’s about that missing woman out
in the desert, Emily Gale.

CRAY (0.S.)
Oh yeah.



REED
I got some information I was hoping
you'’d confirm.

CRAY (0.S.)
Shoot.

REED
What I heard was that you gquys are
treating this as a murder case, and
consider her husband your suspect.

CRAY (0.S.)
Where’d you hear that?

REED
Another reporter here. Carl
Kolchak --

CRAY (0.S.)
Yeah, I’'ve met Kolchak. He’s a
pain in the ass.

REED
He says you believe the murder
weapon was a garden claw.

Silence on the other end of the line. Reed looks across the
newsroom. This time, Kolchak catches her loock. Glances back
at her. She swivels in her chair so as not to face him.

REED
Detective?

CRAY (0.S.)
Look, I don’t know where he got
that information, but I can’t
confirm any of it.

REED
He says he has sources.

CRAY (0.S.)
B-S. None of my guys would source
information like that. I can’t
give you anything beyond the
official atatement. OK?

Reed glances over at Kolchak, who smiles back at her. Aas if
he knows she’s hit a wall on the story.

REED
OK. Thanks anyway, Detective.
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Reed hangs up, frustrated. She sits, thinking. Then:
ANGLE - KOLCHAK

Unpacks books from a cardboard box. They’'re old bocks, and
there are a lot of them. He sees Reed approaching.

KOLCHAK
How'’s it coming?

REED
I want to know your sources.

KOLCHAK
I can’t tell you that. But you can
use my information if you want.

REED
I'm not using your information
without knowing your sources.

KOLCHAK
Suit yourself. You do want to know
the nice, juicy motive for the
husband killing her, right?

Kolchak’s right. Wwhich only irks her all the more.

KOLCHAK
That is why you’‘re here, isn’t it?

REED
What is it?

ROLCHAK
She was pregnant.

Kolchak goes back to unpacking his books, leaving Reed to
digest this information, as we go:

EXT. DESERT -~ DAY

Vast, forbidding. We hear a distant buzzing, like ANGRY
INSECTS. Whatever it is, the sound grows louder, until --

VROOOM! A DIRT BIKE crests a rise, then ANOTHER, and
ANOTHER. Their 4-stroke engines revved by TEENAGE BOYS
sporting bucket-style helmets.

The three boys zoom past, 1eav1ng a fourth RIDER to catch up.
But as the last boy tops the hill, he LOSES CONTROL and
CRASHES ass over teakettle into the hardscrabble earth.
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The Rider, twisted in a dusty heap, looks up to see his
friends way off in the distance, oblivious. Pissed, he turns
painfully, taking off his helmet, only now seeing...

Something CLOSE IN FRAME. It’'s out of focus, but whatever it
is, the boy’s face goea from anger to fear and revulsion.

He looks like he’s going to puke. Quickly, he rises to his
feet, leaving his broken bike behind as he rushes to catch up
to his friends. Only now do we reveal...

A CORPSE, flies buzzing and feeding on its flesh.

The face is BLOATED and DISCOLORED by the desert heat,
rendering it nearly unrecognizable. But the BLOOD-SPLATTERED
PINK ROBE leaves no doubt this is the body of Emily Gale.

EXT. POLICE PRECINCT - DAY

A CRUSH OF REPORTERS AND PHOTOGRAPHERS, clustered around a
hollow-eyed Henry Gale, led forward by DEPUTIES. The story,
we gather, has grown more lurid and “newsworthy.”

Despite the questions shouted at him, Gale remains silent,
stone-faced, as he’s taken inside. Among the crowd of media,
we find Perri Reed, not enjoying this one bit.

Another Deputy moves through the crowd, distributing Xeroxed
statements. McManus approaches, camera around his neck.

MCMANUS
What’s it say?

REED
(reading the statement)
Gale is being questioned for the
murder of his pregnant wife. Her
fetus was torn from her body.

MCMANUS
(sickened)
Oh man...

REED
Police are looking for the murder
weapon —-

MCMANUS
A garden claw?

REED
Precisely.
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MCMANUS
How’'d Kolchak know?

Reed shakes her head, wondering the same thing.

REED
Now everybody does.

EXT. COUNTY MORGUE - NIGHT

A grim, concrete structure on the edge of the desert. Only a
few cars are parked outside.

THROUGH THE WINDOWS, we see a CORONER lead a middle-aged
couple, ED and TRISH MEDLOCK, and their daughter, JULIE, 8,
out of the lobby, into the restricted section of the morgue.

INT. COUNTY MORGUE - NIGHT

Ed, whom we will come to realize was Emily’s brother, is
grieving at having to identify his sister’s body, but tries
to muster fatherly composure for his daughter’s sake.

ED MEDLOCK
Honey, the doctor needs to see
Mommy and me alone for a minute.
Will you be OK waiting here?

Julie looks to her mother, then nods. She’s scared to be
left alone in this place, but wantse to be brave.

She watches as Ed and Trish follow the Coroner through
swinging doors, through which she gets a BRIEF GLIMPSE of her
aunt’s sheet-draped CORPSE, lying on a table.

KOLCHAK (O.S.)
A little scary, isn‘t it?

The girl looks over, surprised to see Kolchak sitting on a
bench. We don‘t know how he got in, or how long he’s been
here. Julie looks down. He speaks gently, understandingly.

KOLCHAK
The bodies of dead people used to
scare me, too.

The girl says nothing, but we can see from her eyes she'’s
interested. Listening.

KOLCHAK
Until I realized the people who
lived in those bodies weren’'t there
anymore.

(MORE)
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KOLCHARK (cont'd)
They’d gone someplace else. You
can tell that, can’'t you?

The girl nods slowly. Then:

JULIE
I'm still afraid.

KOLCHAK
Of what?

She looks toward the windows.

JULIE
0f what’s out there.

Kolchak wonders at this, when the door opens, Ed and Trish
Medlock surprised to see Kolchak talking to their daughter.

ED MEDLOCK
Who are you?

KOLCHAK
My name’'s Carl Kolchak, Mr.
Medlock. I’'m a reporter.

Disgusted, Ed collects his daughter, preparing to leave.

ED MEDLOCK
How the hell’d you get in here?

KOLCHAK
I‘'m writing about your sister’s
death. The police think your
brother-in-law killed her.

ED MEDLOCK
Of course he did. How dare you
come in here?!

Medlock hustles Julie out of the room, but Kolchak reads a
different emotion on his wife’s face.

KOLCHAK
Mrs. Medlock.

She lingers, turning to face him.
KOLCHAK

Do you believe Benry Gale murdered
his wife?
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Her face tells us she doesn’t, or at least doesn’t want to.
But she only stares at Kolchak for a moment, then leaves
without answering. Off Kolchak:

INT. BEACON NEWSROOM ~ NIGHT

Darkened, the lights of the freeway and city below twinkling
outside the windows. Most of the reporters have filed their
stories already and gone home, but not...

Reed, who sits at her desk, staring unhappily at her monitor.
She’s writing her story, but c¢clearly not liking what she has.
She looks up, seeing Kolchak approach her desk.

REED
You come here to gloat?

KOLCHAK
I come in peace.

Kolchak holds up his hands in surrender. Reed sighs.

REED
I should’ve listened to you. You
had the story. Now I have to write
the same thing as everybody else.

KOLCHAK
Not necessarily.

Kolchak holds up some typed pages.

REED
What’s that?

KOLCHAK
Emily Gale’s brother and his wife.

REED
What? You talked to them?
{off his shrug)
You just can’t let this story go,
can you?

KOLCHAK
You want my notes or not?

REED
You know I do.

Kolchak hands them over. As Reed begins to read:
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KOLCHAK
He thinks his brother-in-law’s
guilty, the wife doesn‘t. That's
your lead.

REED
What, that the wife “gave you a
look?” I don’t think so.

KOLCHAK
She believes Henry Gale is
innocent. Which means she believes
the real killer or killers are
still out there.

REED
I appreciate your help, Carl. I do.
But this man thinks Henry Gale
murdered his sister. That'’s
tomorrow’s headline.

KOLCHAK
I don’t think so --

Kolchak stares at her, sensing it’s an argument he can’t win.

KOLCHAK
-- but it’s your story.

After a beat, he turna to leave. Reed looks after him,
surprised at how easily he surrendered.

REED
Carl... why can’t you let this
story go?

Kolchak just smiles back at her, and keeps going. Off Reed,
wondering about him, then getting to work:

EXT. MOTEL - NIGHT

A cinderblock motor court a few miles off the interstate. We
see the BLUE FLICKER of a TV in the darkened window of one of
the ground-floor rooms.

INT. MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT - CLOSE ON A TV

The old “George of the Jungle” cartoon is on, familiar theme
playing. Julie lies on a bed, in pajamas, watching it. Her
father wipes past the screen, heading to the bathroom.

ED MEDLOCK
You need anything besides aspirin?
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LIGHT spills into the room through the open BATHROOM DOOR,
where Trish is in a bathrobe, about to step into the shower.

TRISH
That’'s it.
ED MEDLOCK
(to Julie)

Be right back, petunia.

Julie nods at her father as he goes, the door clicking shut
behind him. As she turns her attention back to the TV:

IN THE BATHROOM, water comes on in the shower. Trish slips
off her bathrobe, pulling the shower curtain open.

Julie watches the TV, when -- crrr, crrr. Her eyes go to the
door -- something is scratching against it.

Julie looks to the bathroom, where her mother is, but the
DOOR STARTS RATTLING LOUD, THE SCRATCHING HARD AGAINST IT.
Then, before she gets the chance to run --

BANG! THE DOOR BURSTS OPEN. We see the shadows of TWO
CREATURES entering the room. But, to our surprise, Julie is
no longer on the bed. In fact, she’s nowhere to be seen.

All we see is the TV LIGHT FLICKERING across the dark room
and the WEDGE OF LIGHT spilling from the bathroom, where
Trish still showers, unaware of the danger outside.

CLOSE ON JULIE, whom we now realize has HIDDEN UNDER THE BED.
She watches, too scared to breathe, as the dark shapes of the
creatures move past, heading to the bathroom.

IN THE SHOWER, Trish lets the water run through her hair when
-- suddenly -- the LIGHTS GO OUT. Alarmed:

TRISH
Julie?

WHAM! The creatures LUNGE AT HER, flying through the curtain,
Trish SLAMMING HARD against the shower wall. Trish,
completely unprepared, screams and tries to fight back.

ANGLE ON JULIE, hearing her mother’s cries, she crawls back
under the bed as far as she can, scrunching against the wall,
wishing she could block out the terrible sounds.

The girl’s heart is thumping hard, eyes wide with terror.
Keeping as still and guiet as she possibly can when, even
more terrifying, the ROOM FALLS SILENT --






