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FADE IN:

EXT. WHEAT FIELDS – LATE EVENING

Silhouetted against a star filled night, a windmill lazy turns at the top of hill that overlooks the sleeping town of Arlyne. The windmill has four main and two smaller white sails allowing it to catch the smallest of breezes.

EXT. WHEAT FIELDS – LATE EVENING

After passing vast fields of crops - some have been harvested, while other remain untouched - and beyond a small stream that partially cuts along the treeline of a forest, a small farm house sits. 

The crumbling wall of a well sits in front, along with a small rusted bucket that has an egg size hole in the bottom. 

Smoke rises from the stone chimney. A warm flickering glow comes through one of the windows.

INT. FARM HOUSE

A man - JONATHYN CARTER (late 60s) is at a cooking pot. Built into an alcove in the wall, the pot boils over an open fire.

He adjusts the heat to the boiling stew by grabbing a metal rod from beside the fireplace. He pocks the wood, and adds several pieces to the gaps created, but has to use a walking stick to climb slowly to his feet - groaning with effort. Lifting the lid steam rises up, hugging the wall.

Tasting the stew, he adds spices and seasoning from a small shelf built into the wall of the alcove. To his left, above a small wooden table, the window is partially open and looks out at the fields beyond.

EXT. FARM HOUSE 

The night is quiet. The tree branches and bushes sway in the soft breeze. 

Out of the darkness, at the end of the treeline, what first appears to be a low standing bush - SUDDENLY moves.


INT. FARM HOUSE 

CARTER is humming to himself while stirring the stew. Pausing he tastes it again. A LOW noise from outside grabs his attention. 

He turns to look at the front door, wooden spoon still in hand. In the light of the fire Carter looks every bit his age, with hard wrinkles and scars. 

CLOSE ON: the wooden spoon. A piece of carrot edges its way down, until finally it drops onto Carter’s hand cupped underneath. Cursing aloud as it burns, he quickly wipes his hand on his apron - mixing the orange stain with dozens more. He returns the large wooden spoon to the stew pot, along with the lid, before opening one of the cupboards.

CARTER
(Mutters)
Needs ‘ore salt

Within the cupboard are dozens of small and large containers. Each contains different herbs and spices, but none are labelled. By instinct alone Carter picks several, including one large jar of salt. He adds a pinch of each to the stew.

The farmer pauses at hearing the noise again. Placing the jar on the side, he rubs his hands together. NERVOUSLY he licks his lips. 

CARTER 
(Stutters)
A-a-any-anyone there?
(Stepping up to the front door)
‘Ello!?

Using the walking stick, the old farmer reluctantly approaches the door. 

Pulling it open, he then steps out onto the porch, but finds NOTHING. The night is quiet. 

Apart from a solitary cloud passing over the half-moon, the sky was otherwise clear.

Behind Carter a long dimly lit hallway cuts through the farm house to the back. There are two doors either side, leading into bedrooms and storage rooms. 

A DARK FIGURE is stood at the far end of the corridor.

Carter steps back into his house, watching the woodland and fields suspiciously before finally pushing the door closed. He locks it, by slipping a plank of wood through two iron gates.

Turning to find the corridor EMPTY, he returns to his boiling stew, whistling and humming to himself.

INT. FARM HOUSE – KITCHEN

Carter is eating the stew, slurping most of it due to his missing teeth. He tears at a small loaf of bread and is about to dip it into his stew when he pauses.

He looks across the small table.

He frowns in confusion at the second bowl and spool sitting quietly opposite him, as if merely waiting for someone to join him. 

Though the empty chair is silent, the air around it and the table quickly become increasingly heavy.

CARTER
(Spits)
What?!

Only silence answers him, not that he expected anything different - though deep down there was always a sliver of hope, as if his dead wife would somehow miraculously appear.

CARTER
(Growls)
Thought as much...

After continuing to eat the stew for a few minutes, Carter has to stretch his right leg out from under the table. Gripping the top of his thigh, he massages his painful leg. 

CARTER
(Grumbles)
Damn that bloody horse...
(Spits)
I got the last bloody laugh though!

[FLASHBACK] INT. BARN - CARTER’S FARM 

The horse had been in a foul mood all that day. From the moment Carter steps into the barn to hitch, feed, and water him.

CARTER
(Patting the horse)
I know, I know... we’ll build you a bigger barn... calm down, calm down...
(Patting the horse)
We’re a team, aren’t we? 

It is a battle of wills to harness the horse, which the farmer wins - much to his satisfaction. With the rope bit fitted, he turns to hitch him to the small wagon.

CARTER
(Calling over his shoulder)
Ready to head into town?

The horse shakes his head, making increasingly loud noises, hitting the ground with his front hooves. 

While checking over the wagon, the horse backs dangerously - almost crushing Carter against the wall of the barn, the wagon, and the horse. 

The farmer pushes the horse back, slapping him on the side.

CARTER
Ren, calm down!

The horse snorts loudly and a moment later bucks. He lashes out with his back legs, smashing into the wagon behind, snapping wood. Though the left leg misses, the right catches Carter full on the right thigh - just above the knee. 

[FLASHBACK] EXT. CARTER’S FARM 

A single horse drawn wagon slowly approaches Carter’s farm, using the small dirt/gravelled road. ALTAN (late 60s) is one of Carter’s oldest friends. 

After climbing down, Altan pauses to stretch - feeling all his aged years. Patting his horse, he looks at Carter’s house.


ALTAN
Jonathyn! Jon!! 

He heads towards the house, but at the porch step he pauses to look across at the barn. He frowns, believing he heard something.

CARTER (O.S)
(Faint/distant)
Here... 

[FLASHBACK] INT. BARN - CARTER’S FARM 

Pulling the side door open, Altan enters the barn. He instantly gasps at finding Carter lying on the ground, blood everywhere.

ALTAN
Jon! Jon!!

[FLASHBACK] EXT. CARTER’S FARM - PORCH - WINTER

Opening the front door, using a wooden cane to walk, Carter emerges onto the porch. Breathing warmth into his hands, he rubs his injured/cramping leg while he looks out at his farm.

Ahead, his horse is slowly walking in circles. The horse stumbles a few times, kicking up small clouds of frosty snow from the hardened ground, but manages to keep himself standing. 

Carter slowly approaches the pen. 

Grabbing the fence to watch the horse, he watches as Ren stumbles again, but this time falls and stays down. 

[FLASHBACK] EXT. CARTER’S FARM

Carter is stood at the side of his horse’s pen. He’s not alone. An old heavy-set grey-haired woman is stood beside him. JANIYA nods. 

Holding torches, two men of the Watch set the horse on fire. The flames catch quickly.

CARTER
(Grumbles)
Bloody waste of meat...

Janiya huffs beside the farmer.

JANIYA
(Regards Carter)
We know not what killed him, but if ya want ta take the chance, by all means... eat...

Janiya turns to jam her walking stick purposefully against Carter’s injured leg. Carter moans in pain.

JANIYA
But if ya fall ill, don’t come crying ta me!

In the end Carter watched the flames. They twist and turn in the wind, reaching high up into the air. Finally, a dark blackened mound is left.

CARTER
(Grumbling)
Bloody waste...

INT. FARM HOUSE – KITCHEN – LATE EVENING

Eyes full of contempt, Carter glances at the walking stick beside the table. Growling he downs the last of the ale from his tanker, spilling most of it in his beard and onto his stained clothing.

INT. FARM HOUSE – KITCHEN – NIGHT

The fire has been allowed to go out. The wood crackles with parts still glowing a deep warm red. Carter’s bowl is in the sink UNWASHED, while remains of the bread loaf lie scattered on the kitchen table.

From the hallway soft SNORING echoes from the bedroom. 

Carter is fast asleep, muttering in his dreams. 

As he sleeps the door OPENS, quietly creaking in the darkness. 

Stirring at the noise, Carter wakes just in time to open his eyes... and SCREAM.


EXT. FARM HOUSE

Carter’s SCREAM echoes in the night air, but quickly falls silent. An owl flaps its wings, disturbed by the noise. 

Nothing else stirs and the night eerily returns to a tranquil silence.

EXT. WOODEN CHURCH – NEXT MORNING

The church is at the heart of the village. The front leads out onto a large open square of grassland. The wooden cladding of the church is stained a brilliant bright white, contrasting against the deep black wooden doors, currently shut. The entrance is set back slightly inside an arched alcove, where a small gravelled path leads away. 

On the far side of the building the tower lifts into the air, as if desperately trying to reach up to Heaven, with its long narrow roof. A single bell is perched silently within.

Directly opposite the church entrance, a crowd has gathered in the large open grass square. All are eagerly anticipating the new arrivals, with everyone in their Sunday best or finer. The men are wearing various shades of dark greys and blacks - a few stand out from the crowd wearing brightly coloured ties of reds and blues, much to their respective wife’s delight.

The women are in their finest dresses. Those who can afford it flaunt their wealth in freshly made outfits, boasting to whoever will listen about which seamstress they used, and how much it cost. 

Their dresses are trimmed in the brightest of colours, from fiery reds and luscious yellows, to vibrant greens. 

All the while those less fortunate have to listen to their gull-like shrills, smiling quaintly, and nodding at every regurgitated fact with envious eyes - having to settle for hand-me-downs, or last year’s attire and hoping in vain that no one notices. 

The women are clustered together, muttering in hushed tones, yet their eyes never stray far from the church, in fear of missing the upcoming event. 

Head tilted back, and wearing an almost constant expression of smelling something distasteful, JADITH (late 50s, grey hair) nods in reply to her companion’s question. 

JADITH
We all must be on constant vigil... 
(Waiting for the mutters of agreement)
Those who serve the Watch do not get enough praise...

One of the women in Jadith’s circle, GWEN (30s, dirty blonde hair) bites her lip nervously before finally plucking up enough courage to speak.

GWEN
(Nervously)
Perhaps they’ll bring back the Warders?

Standing directly beside Jadith, DAINIS (30s, curled brown highlighted hair), frowns darkly - showing obvious pain at what her friend had said.

DAINIS
(Hisses)
Don’t be silly! Why would they? They wouldn’t!!

Jadith nods in agreement, hearing the venom in the woman’s words. She takes the woman’s arm, squeezing it reassuringly. 

GWEN
(Grins knowingly)
You haven’t heard?

At seeing Gwen’s smile, knowing what Dainis and others like her have gone through and suffered due to the Warder profession - practically suicidal in its danger - Jadith could have strangled the woman. 

However, the women do not rise to the bait.

Finally, Jadith sighs loudly in fake disinterest. 

JADITH
Hear what?

While Gwen licks her lips nervously, Jadith’s mouth twists when she catches Dainis hiding an amused smile behind a hand.

GWEN
Well, I only heard--

JADITH
(Interrupts)
Do spit it out dear...

GWEN
(Flustered)
It... it seems the mayor might reinstate the Warders, on Captain Joshua’s request!

Gwen breathes out sharply, finally managing to speak through her wrecked nerves.

JADITH
Warders?! Reinstated?!

Shocked at the news, and more importantly annoyed at not knowing first, Jadith growls.

JADITH (cont’d)
How dare they?! Why wasn’t I told?! They can’t be serious?! 

Finally, Jadith’s thoughts turn to her friend’s anguish beside her, and she places a hand on Dainis’ arm squeezing it.

JADITH (cont’d)
I’m sure it’s nothing...

DAINIS
(Nods, managing a half smile)
I’m sure you’re right...

Furious, Jadith quickly seeks her husband, determined to get to the bottom of this absurd notion - and put an end to it. Her experienced eyes caught movement to her right, pulling her gaze.

A tall man, partially hunched forward, is wearing deep black trousers. A bright white shirt is safely tucked inside under a grey/black waistcoat. As he talks to several other men, who laugh at something he says, his hand is busy scratching his rear. 

To Jadith, whose eyes grow wide in shock, it seems his hand couldn’t have reached any deeper without digging a fist sized hole through the fabric. 

Opening her mouth, to make some offhanded comment at the sight of the man, her eyes instantly grow wide in horror when he turns.

JADITH
(Mutters, darkly)
Rickar?

Not missing a beat, Gwen edges close to Jadith, leaning in to whisper - yet loud enough for all to hear.

GWEN
Isn’t that your husband Jadith?
(Smiles)
New trousers, are they?

Locking her jaw against the retort boiling from the pit of her stomach, Jadith can only watch - giving a vague smile and shrug in reply. 

Her husband’s smile instantly vanishes when he catches his wife’s venomous stare. Swallowing hard, RICKAR promptly returns to the relative safety of his friends, covering behind the largest, while glancing across nervously every few minutes. 

RICKAR
(whispers)
Wh-what--? 

Rickar pulls at the collar of his shirt. He glances back at his wife, thankful at finding her once more chatting with her friends.

JACOR (O.S)
I said, Garrel lost another.

Scratching his ass again, he turns to JACOR, the oldest in the group.


RICKAR
God no! Same as before?

Seeing Jacor nodding and hearing his curse, Rickar growls in frustration.

JACOR
They still don’t know the cause...

Chewing his tobacco, JAYSE slurps it around his mouth. His old weathered features twist even more than usual as he speaks, whistling the words through his missing teeth.

JAYSE
How many is that now?
(Answers his own question)
Must be at least the fourth!

RICKAR
If it continues, he could lose his entire herd...

Rickar sighs bitterly, as does the rest of the men, each nodding in agreement. The loss of the cattle is felt by everyone.

JACOR
Janiya will find the cause, and put it right

While Rickar nods in agreement, it’s clear by Jayse spitting to the side he thinks differently.

EXT. CHURCH TOWER

All discussions instantly stop at a noise of the church bell ringing loud and true.

INT. CHURCH TOWER - BELL

The bell swings back, allowing the hammer within to strike.

EXT. CHURCH ENTRANCE

As if signalling their immediate arrival, the clouds above part, allowing streams of sunlight to hit the square and church. The doors open. Wearing the brightest pure white dress, BETH steps out into the sunlight with her new husband MICHAEL beside her.

Holding hands, they stand at the entrance listening to the cheers of those gathered. 

Beth is in her element, waving thanks. Michael looks confused and every bit out of his depth.

BETH
Thank you! Thank you all!!

Beth pulls her husband close as they both slowly walk along the path. Smiling she kisses Michael on the cheek, pulling him closer.  

Stepping down along the gravelled path, the cheering grows louder. Shredded paper twists in the wind, along with petals, tossed into the air by the crowd. 

One man grabs a handful from the basket his wife is holding. Determination etched on his face, he throws as hard as he can. Unfortunately, a gust of wind chooses that exact moment to dive down, throwing the petals back into his face.

Mouth open, he inhales several to the amusement of those around, and the horror of his deeply embarrassed wife - who frantically struggles to help as he coughs them out. 

EXT. HILL

On the crest of a small hill, stood off to the side of the square, three boys have several small trees for company. They are watching the wedding. LUKE (16, tallest, sandy hair) watches with his arms crossed over his chest, leaning against a tree.  

LUKE
Poor guy, looks like he’s about to throw up

JACOB (16) is sat at the base of the same tree Luke is leaning against, knees up into his chest hugging them with his chin resting on his knees.

JACOB
Or shit himself

TANOR (15) is the smallest of the three and is mimicking Luke, glancing at him every few seconds as he leans against another tree, arms folded.

TANOR
I vote, he’s going to shit himself and then throw up

Jacob sniggers at Tanor’s comment. Even Luke smiles.

LUKE
No more trying to sneak pies from the old hag...

Luke shakes head in regret, while the other two nod in agreement.

JACOB
The respectable sort now, he’ll forget all about us...

Again, they all nod in agreement.

TANOR 
(Smiles)
At least they’ll have a night to remember

Luke nods for a brief moment before frowning in thought. He looks from Jacob to Tanor.

LUKE
What do you mean?
(Smiles despite himself)
What did you do?!

TANOR
You know that skunk I found?

LUKE
No, what skunk?

JACOB 
(Changing the subject on purpose)
I didn’t tell you about the skunk?

LUKE
No!

JACOB
Could have sworn I--

LUKE 
(Pushes himself off the tree)
What about the skunk!?
(Getting angry)
If one of you doesn’t tell me, right now! So help me--!

Tanor pushes off the tree and lifts his hands in mock surrender.

TANOR
Okay, okay!
(Barely keeping the laughter in)
Well, I found this skunk right... Real vicious bastard... And some leftover black paint...

LUKE 
(Hand covers his eyes)
Oh God help me, tell me you didn’t?

TANOR 
(Grins)
If didn’t, you mean I didn’t paint said skunk black so it looked like Beth’s cat FELIX, nor swap said cat with now ‘expertly disguised’ skunk...
(Pauses for effect)
I couldn’t possibly comment

Tanor pulls up his shirt revealing fresh red claw marks, some of which have drawn blood.

TANOR 
(Inspects his war wounds)
Little bastard can scratch

Jacob rolls his eyes at his friend, despite the huge grin on his face.


JACOB
Almost like he thought you were up to no good...

LUKE 
(Points to Tanor with a thumb)
Him? Who is so loveable to all God’s creations?

TANOR
I know! 
(Huffs playfully)
It’s like the world is against me!

All three laugh and continue watching the celebrations, which quickly gets into full swing. 

BETH has turned her back to all the eligible women in the town, now gathered into a small crowd behind her, eagerly ready to catch the bouquet.

The brightly coloured flowers spin, after being tossed into the air.

EXT. CHURCH - DAY

A small band stands at the ready on a patch of grass beside the church entrance. They begin to play. Once the music starts up everyone begins to dance, old and young alike. 

As the sun shines brightly in the blue sky above, the celebrations continue in full force. Everyone is dancing.

They dance around the church.

They dance in the street.

They dance in the square.

Jadith dances with her husband, glad of the support after drinking a few glasses too many of the spiced wine. 

Dainis is dancing with a short bald man, grinning and laughing as he spins her around.

Jacob dances with a young girl with long braided golden hair, whose eyes never stray far from his.

Luke’s attempts at dancing quickly draws the attention of a short-haired girl, who after taking pity on the boy eventually saves him from actually dying from embarrassment. 

Off to the side, at the trees lining the edge of the square following the river, Tanor is stood leaning against one of the trees. His fingers are busying themselves by pulling at the bark. A small discarded pile sits at the base of the tree.

CELIA (O.S)
Not dancing?

The question surprises the boy. Turning sharply, Tanor finds a young girl standing beside him. CELIA (14, shorter than Tanor, has short dark hair). For a moment he glances around, wondering if she’s talking to someone else. Finding no one, he swallows hard before answering with a brief shake of the head.

TANOR
No... can’t... I, I can’t dance

He winces at the confession, having to force the words out. They sound loud in his ears, echoing until they become lost in the music.

CELIA
Neither can I... 

The girl shrugs, which again catches the young boy off guard. 

TANOR
You’re Celia, right? Master Mikal’s niece? From Irongate? 

The girl nods, smiling gently. Hands clasped behind her back, she kicks at the ground.

CELIA
We arrived three days ago. It’s nice here... quiet...

TANOR
(Frowns)
Quiet?

Tanor is a little offended by her off handed comment.

CELIA
I mean, compared to Irongate.

Tanor runs a hand through his hair. Licking his lips nervously, he’s desperate to think of something to say.

CELIA
Since neither of us can dance, you want to stand together?

Tanor blinks at the question, as if he merely imagined it, and not quite believing his own ears. Not fully confident in his ability to speak, the boy nods, giving the girl a vague shrug. 

Celia laughs - a sweet soft giggle, that Tanor can’t help but join in.

CELIA
You don’t seem so bad...

Tanor’s eyes narrow in thought, not entirely sure how to take that. A compliment? An insult?

TANOR
I don’t?

Smiling, Celia shakes her head.

CELIA
(Smiles)
Nope...

Catching Celia looking at him, her bright blue eyes gleam in the low light. She shrugs mischievously. 

CELIA
I had hoped the stories were true...

TANOR
Stories?

CELIA
(Nods)
Pretending to be a ghost? And scaring Efran?

Tanor fake chokes in shock at the insult and grabs his heart to emphasis his point.


TANOR
I would never!--

Acting disappointed, Celia kicks at the ground.

CELIA
Pity...

After looking at the young girl in the corner of his eye, wondering if this was some kind of trap, or if she was pulling his leg, he speaks up.

TANOR
As I was saying... I would never scare Efran, the fat lazy ass, no matter how much he deserved it, but if I had... how absolutely brilliant a plan it may have been...

After lifting an eyebrow, Celia bursts into laughter. It was a sound Tanor found he quite enjoyed.

CELIA
So, it’s true?

TANOR
That Efran’s an ass? I thought everyone knew!
(Laughs)
The look on his face--

[FLASHBACK] INT. DENSE FOREST - NIGHT - BESIDE A STREAM

Having cut holes in a white bed sheet, Tanor is mounted on his family’s horse, which was in the process of being covered in flour by Luke and Jacob. On the horse Tanor is applying the last finishing touches - raspberry jam/juice to mimic blood.

Finally finished, Tanor looks at his reflection in a small mirror Jacob had “borrowed” from his mother’s dresser. 

TANOR
Perfect...

The stream borders Efran’s farm, which Tanor can glimpse through the trees as dark shapes in the night.

TANOR
(Smiling)
That pompous ass is going to piss himself!

[FLASHBACK] EXT. EFRAN’S FARM - NIGHT

The front door opens. A young fat boy - EFRAN - steps out. Rubbing his tired eyes, he stumbles across the yard to the outhouse to pee.

A twig snaps.

The sound echoes in the night, causing Efran to pause and swallow hard in fear. A low mist hugs the ground, adding to the unnatural feeling of the night.

Efran glances from the outhouse back to his home. He chews his lip, wondering if he should head back. 

The decision is taken away from him when Tanor - silhouetted in the moonlight against the early morning mist, trailing rags of raspberry blood - erupts from the forest. 

A dark wetness spreads across Efran’s pants.

Running for all his worth, Efran screams. Looking back over his shoulder, while still bolting full pelt through the forest, he doesn’t see the branch. 

His head however finds it perfectly.

EXT. TREELINE BESIDE CHURCH - DAY

Tanor blinks, smiling at the memory. 

CELIA
I wish I’d been there to see

Shrugging, Tanor looks back out at everyone dancing, though after watching his friends his eyes focus on Beth dancing with her new husband.

TANOR
The night’s still young. You never know what’s going to happen...

Celia looks at Tanor.

EXT. WINDMILL - EVENING

The celebration continues in full force. The sun is halfway sinking on the horizon, giving a dark yellow/reddish tinge to the sky.

The music, laughter, and cheer lifts over the town and is carried onwards to the surrounding lands. It passes over the solitary windmill, perched on the hill overlooking the town.

EDDIN (50s) is stood on a small balcony at the side of the windmill, looking out over his town. Smiling at hearing the celebrations, he taps the wall before turning.

He ducks through the small opening, which leads onto a large platform inside the windmill. Inside its loud. 

Using a ladder, Eddin descends to the ground floor where a large stone rotates over a stationary slab of hard granite. As wheat is fed in from the top, its ground into fine flour. 

After tying a new bag, LUCAN - his son, struggles to lift it over to the pile set off to the side. 

EDDIN
I’ve got this son, if you want to go and have fun

LUCAN
(smiles)
It’s okay pa, I can help!

Eddin rustles his son’s hair, causing flour to fall.

EDDIN
(laughs)
Go have fun! There’ll be plenty of work tomorrow. 

After watching his son leave, Eddin turns to grab a lever. Pulling it he disengages the gears, and the rotating stone comes to a slow stop. 

Above the windmill continues to loudly turn. 

EXT. WATCHTOWER 

Beyond the windmill and several farms of livestock and crops, some of which still hold crops despite the late month, a watchtower stands defiantly. 

The music is faint, barely audible this far out from the village. 

The watchtower is made of thick wooden beams creating a solid frame with a series of ladders rising up through its centre to the platform above. 

INT. WATCHTOWER  

A MAN is stood at the far wall looking outwards. STEFAN (40s) grips the railing in front of him. Half listening to the music, he wishes he was anywhere but here. 

Stephan has more grey hair than black now. A thick beard covers most of his face. He has a farmer’s look about him, thick powerful arms. A sword is beside him, resting against the wall. A noise catches his attention.

STEFAN 
(Glances at the entrance)
Cowin? That you?

Pausing to listen, he catches the noise again.

STEPHAN (CONT’D)
Cowin?!

His POV: he looks to the hatched entrance, positioned at the centre of the platform. A hand rail rises to mid height for ease of entry and exit. 

Stephan glances at the sword beside him, and then back at the entrance. Indecision gnaws at his features. Finally caution wins out, and as silently as he can he picks up the sword.

STEFAN 
(Takes a tentative step forward)
Cowin?!

Stephan slowly creeps closer to the entrance. The wood creaks under each footfall. Lifting the sword, he grips the hilt with both hands.

STEFAN 
(Licks his lips, force whispering)
Cowin--?!

COWIN jumps up from behind the railing and slams into it with a loud heavy noise.

COWIN 
(Shouts)
What?!

Stephan jumps almost half out of his skin. Panting hard from shock, he quickly becomes angry at both himself for falling for the dirty trick, but mostly at COWIN in scaring him. 

COWIN (CONT’D)
(Smiles)
Why so jumpy?

Cowin climbs onto the platform.

STEFAN
You ass! I came this close!

COWIN 
(Laughs)
Yeah, close to a heart attack!

On the opposite side of the railing Cowin reaches over. A knife is dug into the wood pinning a small cloth bag in place. He grips the knife and pulls it free, drawing the bag up into the tower.

Cowin grins proudly holding up the bag like some spoils of war, until he sees Stephan still holding the sword - an unsettling sight.



COWIN 
(Concerned)
What?

STEFAN
Just deciding what orifice to stick this in first!
(Nods to the bag)
Depending what you have in there!
 
COWIN 
(Waves for calm)
Calm down, I’ve got plenty. Bread, cheese, even managed at scrounge up some salted ham!

At the mention of food Stephan’s stomach growls. Reluctantly he joins Cowin and they begin to eat. 

EXT. WATCHTOWER 

The watchtower is positioned at the edge of a wall of fog. The fog is densely thick, like white soup, where only slight shadows and impressions are visible. 

A tree or bush emerges one second only to be swallowed a moment later. Fog extends over the grassland to the right and to the left where it eventually cuts through a forest. 

Eerily though the fog stretches for miles in both directions, it never ventures further inwards, encroaching on the village, as if pushed back by an unseen force.

It holds an unnatural air of dread.

While eating his freshly made sandwich, Stefan resumes his watch.

EXT. VILLAGE – NIGHT

A small hill of grass, with a few bushes and trees, overlooks some of the homes and shops of the town. The night is cool, but not overly cold. LUKE, JACOB and TANOR are all on the hill. 

Luke is sat up, pulling at the grass and throwing it down the hill. 

Jacob is sat looking out at the village. 

Tanor is lying with his hands behind his head, gazing up at the sky.

TANOR 
(Looks at the stars)
Beautiful night...

LUKE 
(Throws more blades of grass)
Okay, so why did you bring us here?

TANOR
Patience my friend
(Sighs contently)
This beautiful night, is about to get a whole lot prettier

Luke frowns, turning to look at his friends. Tanor doesn’t move and Jacob just shrugs. Sighing in boredom Luke returns to throwing grass. 

After several long seconds the silence is SUDDENLY cut by an almighty scream. 

Tanor’s smile broadens, as he shifts over onto his elbow so he can look out at Arlyne.

JACOB 
(Half looking at Tanor)
Was that?

TANOR 
(Grinning wildly)
Possibly...

LUKE
You mean?

TANOR 
(Almost laughing in delight)
Quite definitely

A second scream erupts, slightly lower in tone followed by more and more. Lights come on, first one then more as people are woken. There are lots of muffled voices, before one voice rings true.

MICHAEL (O.S)
TANOR! YOU’RE DEAD!!

All three young men jump to their feet. 

Quick to leave the hill, they run off laughing and joking. People begin to emerge from their homes in night robes. 

Two men are carrying swords, wearing leather armour singling them out as soldiers in the village Watch.

INT. FOREST 

The boys run through the forest. They easily brush past trees and bushes, but as the dense foliage of the forest passes over their heads, their laughter and joking slowly subsides. It is replaced by an all too familiar sinking feeling in the pits of their stomachs, knowing they were all in deep... deep trouble.

Tanor’s right boot sinks into a deep puddle of mud, having vaulted over a fallen log. The effort is considerably more than he thought to pull it free. Fearing his friends were fast leaving him behind, Tanor pulls until his boot finally comes free with a moist popping sound. 

TANOR
Ahhh... Finally...

Panting, Tanor collapses to his knees in exhaustion.

After taking a few seconds to catch his breath, he forces his tired limbs to move, fearing how far ahead his friend now were. 

He needn’t have worried.

Pushing through the dense bushes ahead, one of which kisses his cheek leaving a shallow reddish mark, Tanor finds both Jacob and Luke waiting in a small clearing. Both are panting hard. 

Jacob has his hands on his thighs, bent over, as he throws up and coughs. Luke is standing off to the side, hands on the back of his head, trying to open his lungs.


JACOB
(Wiping his mouth)
We are so dead...

LUKE
(Breathing hard)
What do you mean “we”? It was all Tanor!

TANOR
Hell with you...

Luke launches himself at Tanor. Slamming into his side, taking the wind from the smaller boy’s lungs, they both crash to the ground - Luke on top. 

The smaller boy is stronger than he looks, and to Luke’s surprise Tanor fights back. The slippery muddy surface doesn’t help either boy. Just as it looks like Tanor is about to free himself, Luke manages to pull him over.

TANOR
(Hisses falling back)
You’re both accomplices!!

LUKE
Ha! You don’t even know what that means!

TANOR
(Spitting)
Means, you’re in as much shit as me!

His answer is swiftly followed by a cry of pain, as Tanor twists Luke’s arm around into a lock. Kicking down into the back of Luke’s knee, Tanor pushes him forward into the trunk of an old tree, scraping his face against its rough surface.

Concentrating on Luke, Tanor had forgotten about Jacob, until he comes at him from his blindside. It’s an opening Luke was waiting for.

Unable to move, thanks to Jacob pinning him in place, before Tanor can say or do anything, Luke is on him. 

During the struggle, Luke manages to pull Tanor down into a headlock, squeezing his ears painfully against one of the cold hard thick buttons of his now very damp jersey. 

A stray hand catches Jacob in the face, bringing tears to his eyes. It was impossible to say for certain who it had belonged to, though Jacob suspected and solely blamed Tanor without much cause.

He struggles to see through the tears for a few seconds, but when he can - after wiping his eyes clear - he instantly wishes he hadn’t.

JACOB
Fuck me...

Both Luke and Tanor pause after hearing Jacob. Turning they watch their friend slump to the cold wet ground on his knees.

Releasing Tanor, who pushing him back for good measure, Luke follows Jacob’s gaze.

Out of the forest’s shadows two men emerge. Both wear the dark leather armour of the Watch. Though both have swords sheathed, one holds a long spear - with an evil looking steel tip. The second holds a bow, with an arrow already nocked and pulled taught against the string.

The corner of the archer’s mouth lifts into an evil grin at finding the three boys. LANNER (30s, sharp angular features resemble that of a hawk). Under his armour, which is lighter than his companion, he’s wearing dark greens and browns to aid him in blending into his surroundings. 

This only adds to the terror the man radiates.

LANNER
(Grins)
Out for a late evening stroll boys?

Knowing full well why they’re out so late, his smile broadens. 

All three boys look decidedly nervous and glance at each other worryingly.



EXT. ROAD LEADING TO CARTER’S FARM – EARLY MORNING

A wagon wheel splashes through a puddle, bouncing when it hits a second and deeper hole. An old woman, ELEANOR (60s) grips the chair tightly grumbling. Sat beside her at the front of the wagon is her husband, ALTAN who is holding the reigns of the old worn out looking horse.

ELEANOR
I swear, you hit them on purpose

The wagon shakes again, hitting another hole.

ALTAN 
(Thick with sarcasm)
Of course I do! Adds to the riding pleasure!
(Grumbles)
It’s a single track road, not like there’s room to go ‘round ‘em!

ELEANOR 
(Eyes her husband darkly)
Want to eat tonight? Then less of the lip!

ALTAN 
(Mutters to himself)
[Inaudible]... old hag 
[Inaudible]... tastes like rotten boot laces anyhow...

ELEANOR
What was that?

ALTAN 
(Smiles innocently)
Just that... I can’t wait to taste your divine cooking, to simply smell it is a heavenly pleasure.

ELEANOR 
(Huffs, not believing a word of it)
HMmmmff... More like it!

When she’s not looking, Altan mouths her words back to her with distain, until she looks back to find him INTENSELY staring straight ahead, guiding the horse. 

Finally, CARTER’S farm appears. 

The horse drawn wagon follows the solitary road up to the farm house. Both Altan and Eleanor climb down, though unfortunately Altan drops down into a deep puddle, soaking his boot and trousers.

ALTAN 
(Shakes his wet boot)
When is he going to fix this damned road!

ELEANOR
When he gets around to it!

HUSBAND
Bloody lame excuse!

The old woman stops dead and looks at her husband.

ELEANOR
When are you going to fix our gate?

ALTAN
(Replies without thinking)
When I get around to it!

ELEANOR 
(Rolls her eyes)
Men!
(Turns to the farm house)
Coming out here, causing us grief, he’d better not be stuck on the lavatory like the last time!

HUSBAND 
(Chuckles at the memory)
He ain’t never gonna live that one down!

Even Eleanor smiles, nodding in agreement. 


ELEANOR
Not if I can help it

INT. CARTER’S FARM HOUSE 

The interior of the farm house is dark despite it being light outside. There’s a brief soft knock on the door that echoes off the walls in the house before the door is pushed open. 

Creaking, it allows beams of light to cut through the darkness.

ELEANOR 
(Steps inside)
Hello? Jon?
(Pauses to listen)
Jon, its Eleanor!

Stepping into the farm house they see it’s a mess. Furniture turned over and smashed. The ash from the fire place has spilled out along with the partially burnt logs. The pot of stew itself is in the far corner on its side. Its content covers most of the kitchen floor, having mixed in with ash. 

ALTAN
What the hell?
(Blinks, looking at his wife)
You don’t think... “they” could have--

ELEANOR
No! No, not to him, why would they?

Moving deeper into the farm house they search, but all they find is more wreckage and signs of struggle. 

Inside the bedroom they find blood covering the sheets and blankets. The window into the bedroom is smashed. The torn curtains waft in the wind. 

ELEANOR
Check outside... quickly, quickly!

EXT. FARM HOUSE 

Torn sections of the blood-stained curtains flap outside in the breeze through from the smashed window. 


ALTAN 
(Cups hands to mouth)
Jonathyn!!

ELEANOR 
(Calls out)
Jon!

Reluctant to admit defeat, Altan shakes his head.

ALTAN
This is useless, we need help.

Eleanor takes a few steps towards the forest peering into the woodland, wanting to continue the search, but reluctantly agrees. 

EXT. TOWN HALL

Constructed purposefully beside the river, a series of waterwheels sit partially submerged in a manmade channel - the flow of which can be maintained and adjusted via specially built gates within the bridge that crosses it.

Each wheel has a specific purpose, emptying fresh water into deep reservoirs built into the roof structure of the Town Hall. 

Deep wooden channels run along the roof of the building, connecting the neighbouring buildings to the vast tanks of fresh cold water. 

Tiny gates have been built into each home, allowing them to tap into the continuous supply, for instant access to the water. [Note: the system was so impressive, representatives from Irongate visited Arlyne a week previously to study the channels and reservoirs]

INT. TOWN HOUSE - KITCHEN

A woman, ANNA (40s) approaches the sink in her little kitchen. Pulling on a long piece of string a sound of rushing water follows until water shoots out of an opening pouring into the sink in front of her. When she’s had enough, she lets go of the string, and the gate above closes cutting off the flow. 

Behind her, waiting patiently, is her baby daughter who Anna begins to wash in the sink.

LUKE (O.S)
This is so unfair

JACOB (O.S)
Pipe down! Or you’ll get us into even more trouble!

LUKE (O.S)
We didn’t do anything
(Noise of water)
Is all your fault

TANOR (O.S) 
How is this my fault?!

JACOB (O.S)
Hush... both of you!

INT. TOWN HALL - WASHROOM 

The washroom lies towards the back of the TOWN HALL. The large room is where all the women come to wash their clothes. Large basins are all around the edge, with a singular large rectangle basin sunk into the floor where they rinse. Each basin has its own string pulley for water.

All three boys are busy washing clothes. Tanor has his trousers rolled up, currently sitting at the edge of the rinse basin, clothes either side of him.

Luke throws a shirt into the water beside him, showering the area with bubbles.

LUKE
How?! HOW!?

TANOR 
(Looks up at Luke)
If I remember rightly, you were laughing just as hard as anyone!

JACOB 
(Smiles at the memory)
Was funny though...


TANOR 
(Smiles with his friend)
Damn right it was!

Despite his best efforts Luke cracks a smile, which Jacob sees elbowing his friend in the side and they all begin to laugh.

LUKE 
(Shaking his head)
You know how long this will last?

TANOR 
(Shrugs)
If I had to guess, by the looks on everyone’s face?

Looking down Tanor begins to mutter to himself while fake counting on his fingers.

TANOR (cont’d)
Add the four... carry over the two...
(Pauses to look at his friend)
The other side of eternity?

All three begin to laugh. Luke almost comes to tears as he scrubs the shirt with the soap bar. Jacob is doing the same beside him.

JACOB 
(Smiles, shaking his head)
Did you see the look on Michael’s face?

LUKE 
(Shakes his head laughing)
No, I missed it. I couldn’t see anything through the tears!

TANOR (O.S)
And the smell!

LUKE 
(Nods, laughing harder)
Hence the tears!
(Pulls out a pair of trousers)
I thought onions were bad!


JANIYA (O.S)
I’m glad ya’re all having so much fun!

All heads suddenly turn to the source of the voice. The large woman, JANIYA, is stood at the entrance. Arms crossed over her ample chest, she has the look of thunder on her face.

JANIYA
Beth is devastated, and Michael isn’t much better!
Beat.
JANIYA (cont’d)
(Shakes her head)
I want all these scrubbed and rinsed by lunch, after which Joyce needs vegetables cleaned and peeled, firewood needs chopping and if that isn’t enough!
(Pauses to stare each one down)
Ya can give me a helping hand...

Smiling Janiya shows off her missing and black teeth. 

JANIYA 
(Claps loudly)
Back to work! No slacking!

Janiya watches the three boys, eyes darting from one to the other. Nodding to herself in pride, knowing her point had been made, she leaves and steps back out into the street. 

Once outside, she glances briefly over her shoulder, a smile creeping into view. 

EXT. TOWN OF ARLYNE 

Janiya walks through the town, nodding and speaking to various friends. Finally, she comes to a house, where she steps up to the front door.

Knocking more out of formality than any politeness, she enters without waiting for permission.

Muffled voices echo.



JANIYA (O.S)
Now that’s enough dear, no animal is worth all these tears
(Pauses, inaudible voice replying)
No dear, I wasn’t referring to the skunk. Now dry your tears, and get in the bath.
(Pausing, more inaudible speaking)
I know you’ve already had one. But you need another dear. Now in you get.

INT. MAYOR’S OFFICE 

The village is run by an elected council, made up of five of the most respected members of the community, one being the MAYOR. MAYOR COLINS (50s) is a large beardy man, with a scar running down his right cheek. 

There are two other council members in the room. JENKINS (70s), a frail old man, clothes a few sizes too big, and GARY DOURLENS (40s), a man of average build and stature, a carpenter, who still has his tool belt around his waist. 

Inside the office both Eleanor and her husband stand nervously.

MAYOR COLINS
That was all you found?

ALTAN 
(Nods, comforting his wife)
The house was a mess, I mean, more so than normal. There was a lot of blood...
(Pauses to catch his breath)
Came straight here.

GARY DOURLENS
There hasn’t been a sighting in years...
(Pauses to look at the Mayor)
You don’t think? Why now? Why Carter? He wouldn’t hurt a fly



JENKINS
Tell that to Patrick...
(Gary looks at him)
He’s still got the limp, just saying is all...

GARY DOURLENS
A search party?

JENKINS 
(To the Mayor)
Could cause a panic?

MAYOR COLINS 
(To Altan/Eleanor)
Have you spoken to anyone else? Anyone?!

ALTAN 
(Shakes his head)
No... No one

ELEANOR
No... Not a soul

The mayor walks around his desk and takes a seat, resting his elbows on the arm rests to bring his hands up to his mouth in thought.

MAYOR COLINS
Thank you both, please rest assured we’ll deal with this. Please return to your homes and understand, do not tell anyone until we’ve investigated the matter.
(Pausing)
It could be he’ll stumble into the village in the morning, hungover with a story to tell. But if not, I want to be sure.

ELEANOR 
(Bows)
As you like, Mayor... Councillors



ALTAN 
(Bows)
Good day to you all.

Dourlens waits for them to leave before speaking his mind.

GARY DOURLENS
You can’t be seriously considering keeping this secret?

MAYOR COLINS
I am. With BETH’S wedding this village finally has something to celebrate. What with the harvest and the lack of new livestock...
(Sighs rubbing his eyes. The man looks tired)
Winter is fast approaching. No word from Gidden?

Both Jenkins and Gary look at the mayor with concern. Both know he’s the rock that holds them all together. Finally, after waiting for an answer, Colins looks up to sees both friends watching him.

MAYOR COLINS
I’m fine... Honestly
(Forcing a smile)
News from the other village?

JENKINS 
(Shakes his head)
I’m still in negotiations.
(Sighs)
He’s stalling, the sly old bastard. He knows we’re desperate, and is milking it for everything. I’ll dispatch another letter tonight, with the next scheduled delivery.

MAYOR COLINS 
(Nods)
Good. I’ll organize the search for Carter. There are some at least who can keep their mouths shut. He deserves more, but...

JENKINS 
(Injects)
Times are hard...

MAYOR COLINS
Yes
(Nods, almost to himself)
Times are indeed hard. Let them have one night of happiness. Beth liked Jonathyn, like a father, or more accurately that crazy uncle every family has. He always made her smile and laugh.

GARY DOURLENS
He did have a way about him.

EXT. EDGE OF ARLYNE - THE TOWER - LATE EVENING

Along a windy road Councilman Jenkins rides in a small one-man wagon. He flicks the reigns, encouraging the horse to go faster. The wagon bounces up and down, tilting left and right, as the road shifts about. 

The councilman brings the horse to a halt at the base of a large structure made of stone and wood.

There’s an intricate pulley system of ropes and chains that runs through the structure to several large and small counterweights to the rear of the building. 

Jenkins slowly climbs up the various steps, passing up through the centre of the structure until finally arriving at the summit. Checking one pocket for the letter, he quickly checks another, and another. 

JENKINS
(Panic rising)
I picked it up... I did!

INT. JENKINS’ HOUSE

In Jenkins’ mind’s eye, he sees the freshly written letter lying on his desk. A small candle burns at the corner. The fireplace crackles as the flames hungrily consumes discarded attempts.


INT. TOWER - ARLYNE BORDER

In his panic, Jenkins researches his first pockets. Pushing deeper he feels something. Hastily he unbuttons his jacket. Pulling it open he looks down and sighs in relief. There sticking out of the inside pocket is the sealed parchment.

JENKINS
Thank the Gods...

Pulling the letter out, he grips it tightly against his chest, feeling the weight of responsibility the letter holds.

Following the corridor, Jenkins finds two men at the top, controlling the various winches, cranes, and counterweights that serve a very special purpose. The oldest is BROD (long dirty sand coloured hair drops past his shoulders. It’s held in a pony to keep it from his face). The man has a limp, due to his right foot being heavily clubbed.

BROD
(Shocked)
Councilman Jenkins?

Brod approaches to offer his assistance to the older man. 

BROD
You almost missed the next delivery

JENKINS 
	(Nods)	
I had hoped to make it

For a brief moment pride in how the young man had turned out shines through, but Jenkins wasn’t one to show such things and quickly waves the approaching man away with sharp swishes of his cane. 

JENKINS
These old bones can still move when they need to!

Suitable chastised, Brod steps to the side to allow the councilman past, but as he does pats the younger man on the shoulder.


JENKIN
(Whispers)
Thank the Gods I made it

Approaching the basket full of items ready to cross the vast expanse to Ebon, Jenkins feels a ping of guilt in his chest.

JENKINS
Poor old Max, I’ll have to scrounge up some extra feed for him tonight

KEVVEN (late 20s) steps up to the councilman, hand held out to take the sealed parchment. Jenkins is reluctant to let it go, but seeing little choice he eventually relents. 

KEVVEN 
(taking the scroll)
Must be important...

JENKINS 
(Nods)
The utmost

Both Kevven and Brod exchange glances.

JENKINS 
(Spotting the look)
It’s council business!

KEVVEN
No harm intended, just ideal questions

JENKINS 
(Becoming overly paranoid)
Next time, keep such ideal questions un-asked and out of mind!

The two men both look sheepish after being chastised. Turning his iron gaze on Brod, Jenkins sees the younger man nod. The scroll is placed in a large basket, tucked away between a small jewellery box and a wooden rocking horse. There are other items inside. Tools, wooden toys, and other items. A net is quickly placed over the top, helping to secure everything in place. 

The men start pulling on one chain hoisting the basket up into the air. Locking the chain up they fix the basket to a much larger rope before pulling a lever. 

EXT. MAIN TOWER 

Positioned in grooves cut into the structure, large counterweights begin to lower. The structure creaks and groans under the strain. 

The basket is whisked away on the rope with the scroll safely tucked inside. Within seconds the basket has vanished, swallowed by the darkness travelling over the thick fog that stretches out far into the darkness. 

Jenkins stands at the edge of the platform and continues to look out long after the basket has gone from sight.

EXT. CARTER’S FARM HOUSE 

From a bird’s eye view of the farm, apple trees extend out in front, cut through by a single winding gravel road. Various people are out searching for CARTER, some in the fields, while others are behind the farm house reluctantly spreading out into the forest. 

VARIOUS MUFFLED VOICES (O.S)
CARTER!!! CARTER!

A young man - DANNY - stands on a small rise. Sneezing loudly, he wipes his nose on the sleeve of his jersey. 

DANNY
(Sniffing)
Bloody colds...

Biting into an apple (freshly picked) he looks from the rows of trees in front him to Carter’s home, but his eyes are instantly drawn up beyond the forest to the wall of FOG. 

Like an arrow released from a bow, the fog continues both east and west, before curving with the land - encircling Arlyne completely. 

Its an eerie sight, when the forest trees simply vanish - swallowed by the dense swirling fog. 




INT. FOREST - BEHIND CARTER’S HOUSE 

Amongst the trees, the forest seems claustrophobic and the air thick and dense. A hand grips one of the many trees. Pulling himself forward, COWIN steps through the forest looking for Carter. Though close by, the voices of those looking in the fields sounds muffled and distant.

COWIN
Carter!!

He suddenly pauses, hands gripping the truck of as small tree. The forest is dark and suffocating. The fact it’s almost a clear sky above makes it all the worse. Particles of dust hang in the air. 

It doesn’t take long to find the reason for his growing unease. Ahead he catches the first glimpses of the fog. His eyes are fixated on it.

Swallowing hard against the fear growing in the pit of his stomach, he edges closer, partially drawn to the fog.

It swirls between and over tree branches, like oily fingers reaching for him.

MALE VOICE (O.S) 
(Muffled through the forest)
Over here! 

Cowin turns sharply at the voice.

MALE VOICE (O.S)
I’ve found something!

Pausing for a moment to get a bearing, Cowin gives the fog one last look before running, passing trees and bushes. Jumping over a fallen log, he lands harder than he intended - almost twisting his ankle painfully. 

Fighting against the pain, he half falls half stumbles through the branches of the treeline and bursts into the open grassland.

He takes a moment to sigh in relief. Shielding his eyes from the glaring sun, he has to wipe the worst of the tears away before turning to look. 

To his right a crowd has gathered. 

Wincing against the pain of his ankle, Cowin makes his way over to the gathered townsfolk, where he has to wade through. 

Pushing his way to the front, he arrives just in time to see a young boy turning a bright shade of white before throwing up over those unfortunate to be beside him. 

After watching the young man being unceremoniously heaved aside, Cowin forces himself to look. 

Everyone’s eyes are fixed on the ground. 

At the sight, Cowin instantly covers his mouth and has to bite down to prevent himself from heaving. 

COWIN 
(Through hand covering mouth)
Gods... help us

CLOSE ON: the ground. In the grass is a SEVERED hand.
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