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EXT. MEDITERRANEAN OCEAN - NIGHT

Tenerife, 1910.  Miles off the jagged coast.  The sea is 
angry.  Quite peeved!  A FREIGHTER gets tossed about in this 
tempest tantrum.

INT. FREIGHTER - VARIOUS VIEWS

The vessel STRAINS and GROANS.  The CREW groans too, holding 
on for dear life.  The BILGE ROOM takes on water.  Men 
furiously work the PUMPS. 

The CAPTAIN, a turbaned boulder of a fellow, throws his 
weight against the WHEEL.  BARKS OUT orders.

THE HOLD

The CARGO jostles.  Binds BUCKLE and UNRAVEL.  Dozens of huge 
CRATES break free.  A SEASICK SAILOR leaves his post.

He doesn’t notice the MASKED MAN overhead, inching across the 
ceiling’s riggings.  This is JACK WOLVERTON (25), gentleman 
thief, CLAD ALL IN BLACK LEATHER.  

The crates shift from side to side, SMASHING APART, revealing 
the tomb-raided antiquities inside -- HINDU RELICS, STATUES 
and POINTY IVORY TUSKS.

He ignores the chaos below.  Crossing hand over hand to the 
other side, where a two-ton SAFE awaits.  He ties a ROPE to 
the rigging and gracefully glides down, upside down.   

He CRACKS his knuckles, puts an ear to the door and turns the 
DIAL.  A wave sends a GIANT CRATE -- WHOOSH! -- his way.  He 
casually SWINGS out of its path.  Then SWINGS back to work.  

Another CONTAINER -- WHOOSH! -- barrels towards him.  He 
SWINGS out of the way.  Then SWINGS back to work.  The 
TUMBLERS fall into place.  The safe CLICKS open.  

WOLVERTON
Piece of cake. 

Just as he’s about to open it, another wave knocks his head  -
- CLANG! -- against the steel door, LOCKING it again.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Bloody hell.  

He re-CRACKS his knuckles and starts over.  Faster this time.  
Avoiding the slip sliding cargo.  CLICK!  He gets it open.  

The SAFE is filled with PILES OF CASH and PRECIOUS GEMS.  He 
pushes these away, revealing what he’s really after -- A BELL 
JAR with a mangy MONKEY’S PAW inside.  



He grabs it, replacing it with A CALLING CARD OF A BLACK CAT.  
Then -- BLAM! -- A GUNSHOT severs the rope.  The Thief falls 
to the floor.  The GLASS SHATTERS.  

The Captain and his Men spill into the room.  Another wave 
sends the paw FLYING from Wolverton’s reach.  

CAPTAIN
So, The Black Cat crosses my path 
again.

(to his men)
Get him!  And, get me that damned Paw!

A DOZEN SAILORS stumble after him.  Stonehenge-sized crates 
slide around them like a deadly game of Tetris.  

CAPTAIN (CONT’D)
In my country, we chop off the hands of 
a thief!

Wolverton dodges the tackles, keeping an eye on the rolling-
away prize.    

WOLVERTON
Then, I’m glad we’re not in your 
country.  That would make unfastening a 
corset rather more difficult.  

A SAILOR picks up the paw.  He’s SMASHED by a container for 
his troubles.  The paw POPS out of his hand.  

Wolverton tries to catch it.  An ELEPHANT TUSK gets in his 
way, almost impaling him.  The paw falls to the floor, 
sliding away.

Another Sailor picks it up.  He knows exactly what this 
little trinket can do.  He holds it to his chest.  

SAILOR #1
I wish for...

A SHOT cuts him off.  Blood trickles from his lips.  He FALLS 
FORWARD, dropping the paw.  The Captain reloads behind him.

CAPTAIN
Be careful what you wish for.  

Wolverton SCOOPS it up.  He LEAPS onto a crate, SURFING it.  
The container RUNS OVER a Crewman before he can take a shot.  
The Thief jumps from crate-to-crate, making his escape.  

WOLVERTON
This is much bigger game for you, 
Cappy. Who are you working for? 
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CAPTAIN
How do you know I’m not self-employed?

TWO SAILORS scurry up the boxes after him.  They don’t have 
half the Black Cat’s agility.  One reaches for the Thief's 
collar.  He misses it, TUMBLING OFF the edge.  

WOLVERTON
Because you’ve always been small time.  

The other sailor pulls a knife.  Tries to duplicate 
Wolverton’s leapfrogging.  He trips, getting SQUASHED between 
two colliding crates.      

CAPTAIN
Small time?  Let me show you how I’ve 
grown.

He takes a DRAMATIC STANCE.  The TRIDENT TATTOO on the back 
of his hand PULSATES.  His brow furrows in concentration.  

CAPTAIN (CONT’D)
STOP!

The Tetris game magically PAUSES.  The crates STOP sliding.  
Wolverton MISSES his landing, CRASHING to the floor. 

The magic is short-lived.  The brows unfurrow. Everything’s 
back in motion.  Two more sailors get -- SPLAT! -- compacted.

The Captain lifts the Thief up by the scruff of his neck, 
pointing a gun to his head.  Wolverton hands him the paw.

WOLVERTON
Your magic has gotten quite good.    

CAPTAIN
Thanks.  Been practicing.  

WOLVERTON
Even though it’s illegal?

CAPTAIN
Don’t do a helluva lot that isn’t. 

WOLVERTON
Apparently not.  I’ve always preferred 
the certainty of science myself. 

Wolverton takes a POUCH from his BELT.  BLOWS THE CONTENTS 
into the Captain’s face.  His BEARD ERUPTS into FLAMES.  He 
drops the Thief, SWATTING at his bristles. 
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Wolverton retrieves the paw.  The sailors rush him.  He grabs 
more POUCHES, THROWING them their way.  They POP like FLASH 
BANGS, blinding them.  

CAPTAIN
You won’t get off this boat alive!

The Captain CLAPS HIS HANDS.  The TRIDENT TAT sends off a 
CRACKLE OF ELECTRICITY.

Two GOLDEN STATUES suddenly COME ALIVE, blocking Wolverton’s 
exit.  They’re Hindu war goddesses with A DAGGER in each of 
their EIGHT HANDS.  

WOLVERTON
(under his breath)

I hate magic.

They come at him with a whirlwind of razor-sharp weapons.  He 
avoids their blades IN SLOW-MO, bobbing and weaving.  

It’s like fighting a Cuisinart. The sixteen daggers come 
down at him all at once, trapping him in a cage of blades.       

Wolverton rolls on his back and kicks the golden gals off, 
SOMERSAULTING out of reach.  He’s not completely unscathed 
though -- his leather outfit totally in TATTERS. 

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
I’ll be sending you ladies a bill from 
my tailor. 

A wave sends a CROWBAR sliding to his feet.  He wields it 
like a sword and -- CLANG!CLANG!CLANG! -- engages them.  

Wolverton busts off a few GOLDEN FINGERS and HANDS.  Turning 
the statues into fighting mad Venus de Milos.

The Captain’s brow re-furrows.  More STATUES come to life.  A 
resurrected STUFFED TIGER takes a BITE out of a crewman.  
Then pounces towards the Thief.    

Wolverton is surrounded by a supernatural hit squad.  The 
Thief holds THE PAW to his chest to make a wish.  Everything 
STOPS.  The enchanted creatures back away in fear.  

CAPTAIN
Don’t!  Only an adept can wield that 
kind of power without repercussions.

WOLVERTON
Have you left me a choice?  

(to the paw)
Get me out of here!
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On that, one of the paw’s mangy fingers CURLS DOWN.  

OUTSIDE THE SHIP

A WAVE rises out of the sea.  MORPHING INTO A GIANT MONKEY 
FIST.  It CRASHES DOWN against the ship.

THE HOLD

This sends everyone airborne.  Wolverton TUMBLES across the 
length of the hold, rolling straight into the safe.  The 
steel door SLAMS SHUT behind him. 

The two-ton hiding place -- CREEEAAAK! -- tilts over on its 
side and FALLS STRAIGHT THROUGH the floor.  

MOVING WITH THE SAFE

IT SMASHES THROUGH layer upon layer of the hull.  DROPPING 
DOWN INTO THE OCEAN.  Fish scatter as the safe PLUMMETS to 
the bottom.  

INSIDE THE SAFE

Wolverton SCRATCHES A MATCH.  He’s off the boat, but even 
Houdini couldn’t get out of this mess. 

WOLVERTON
I really hate magic.

The match FLICKERS.  There’s not enough air.  He looks at the 
paw.  Two fingers left.  Still TWO WISHES.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Get me out of here! 

Another finger CURLS DOWN.  And -- POOF! --  He’s gone!

INT. OUT OF HERE

Wolverton finds himself in an equally dark place.  LIGHTS A 
MATCH and searches his surroundings.  The archway is a GIANT 
RIB CAGE.  A ton of DEAD FISH at his feet.  

He’s inside the BELLY OF A WHALE!

WOLVERTON
Brilliant.

Dare he make another wish?  Suddenly, A MACHETE SLASHES 
THROUGH.  Flesh TEARS as a Wolverton-sized hole is cut.  
Light pours in.  TWO HANDS pop in and pull the Thief out.  
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EXT. BEACH - DAY

The storm is over.  A crowd of CHILDREN stare at the BEACHED 
WHALE and the modern-day Jonah who rode in on it.  

WOLVERTON
Beautiful morning, isn’t it?

His rescuer is FATHER PATRICK (50s), a cranky Irish priest.  
He surprises him with a RESOUNDING SLAP across the face.  

FATHER PATRICK
You used the blasted Monkey’s Paw, 
didn’t you?! 

WOLVERTON
No.  Of course not.  What makes you say 
that?

FATHER PATRICK
(slapping him again)

Don’t lie to a priest! 

He grabs the paw.  Two of its fingers are curled up.

FATHER PATRICK (CONT’D)
Magic isn’t to be toyed with.  You of 
all people should know the consequences.

He goes to slap him again.  This time, Wolverton blocks it.

WOLVERTON
I know all too well.  Believe me.  

They walk across the beach to a MODEL T.  Wolverton removes 
his mask, revealing a handsome, aristocratic face.  The 
driver, DIX, has a towel and a CLEAN SUIT waiting.  

FATHER PATRICK
We’re finally close to catching our 
collector.  So, who was the Captain 
working for? 

WOLVERTON
About that.  There might’ve been some 
slight hiccups.

FATHER PATRICK
But, you got the ship’s manifest?

WOLVERTON
That would be the first hiccup.
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FATHER PATRICK (CONT’D
No matter.  We’ll catch up with them at 
the harbor, then. 

WOLVERTON
Uh.  That would be the second hiccup.  

FATHER PATRICK
(realizing)

Dear God!  You went and sunk it, didn’t 
you?  Sometimes, Wolverton, I wish ...

He’s about to unleash a tirade.  Wolverton puts a finger to 
his lips, pointing to the bad luck charm he’s holding.

WOLVERTON
You might want to watch your words, 
Father. 

INT. CAR - DAY

They drive towards town.  Father Patrick puts the paw in a 
LEAD BOX covered with CROSSES. 

FATHER PATRICK
Unfortunately, there’s no time for a 
breather.  Something particularly nasty 
just surfaced back home.  

Father Patrick throws him a London newspaper.  The HEADLINE 
reads, “Hope Diamond Exhibit Opens For King’s Coronation!”

WOLVERTON
The Hope Diamond?  Isn’t that just a 
piece of jewelry?

FATHER PATRICK
Try the most lethal supernatural weapon 
in history.  Been cursed by every god 
in the Hindi pantheon ... With the 
continent on the brink of war, 
something that powerful could just tip 
the scales.  Imagine if it fell into 
the hands of the Golden Dawn.        

WOLVERTON
You’re awfully paranoid for a priest.  
The Golden Dawn is ancient history.   

FATHER PATRICK
Ancient history has a way of repeating 
itself.  I think the world will be a 
lot safer with the Hope Diamond in our 
hands, don’t you?
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WOLVERTON
Getting it out of the British Museum 
won’t exactly be a walk in the park.  

FATHER PATRICK
For once, the stars are aligned in our 
favor.  

The priest turns the page to a PHOTO of the lovely soprano, 
Isabelle Conte, headlining the ROYAL OPERA HOUSE.   

FATHER PATRICK (CONT’D)
I’m sure Europe’s biggest star can get 
you in just about anywhere.

WOLVERTON
Oh, no.  I’m not involving her.  It’s 
far too dangerous.

FATHER PATRICK
It could be fate.  Perhaps the two of 
you are meant a second chance.  

WOLVERTON
Niceties like a normal life aren’t in 
the cards ... It’s my job these evil 
things are locked away where they can’t 
hurt anybody.  

FATHER PATRICK
It’s not all on you, lad.  You weren’t 
the one who opened the Pandora’s Box. 

WOLVERTON
But, we know who did.  I intend to 
close it.  Once and for all.      

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

EXT. LONDON - VARIOUS VIEWS

A city in transition.  Cars outnumber horse-drawn carriages.  
Workers replace gaslights with electric ones.  The people 
have forgone their drab Victorian clothes for more colorful 
wear.  

Two NEWSIES hawk their papers.

NEWSIE #1
King George’s coronation next week!  
All the heads of Europe attending! 
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NEWSIE #2
Hope Diamond Exhibit to Open at British 
Museum!

EXT. PARLIAMENT - DAY

Mobs of sooty PROTESTERS outside.  POLICE and HORSE GUARDS 
unable to contain the unrest.  Various nobles hung in effigy, 
including the one we’re about to meet --

INT. PARLIAMENT - DAY

LORD GRAY (20s) has the floor.  He has the face of a 
Michelangelo angel, but a soul from a much lower latitude.  
His inflammatory words incite JEERS from the chamber.     

GRAY
We can all agree that war is 
inevitable.  But, why do we fear it so?  
Why aren’t we running headlong into the 
flames?  Igniting the fuse?  My lords, 
I can guarantee England will be the 
victor!

BOOS from both sides of the aisles. 

LORD #1
(standing up)

Sit down, Gray!  Stop these damned 
theatrics!

Out the window, we see Gray’s EFFIGY lit on FIRE.  Floating 
overhead like some cherubic Hindenburg.

GRAY
We have the weapons at our disposal to 
ensure our rightful place.  I know many 
lives will be lost.  But, think of it 
as natural selection.  My lords, get a 
stomach and strike that match!     

He’s drowned out by an anti-standing ovation. 

GRAY (CONT’D)
Fine.  I’ve grown tired of seeing us 
lose colony after colony.  I’ll bring 
the kingdom back to dominance whether 
you want it or not.    

INT. PARLIAMENT HALLWAY - DAY

Gray storms out of the chamber, throwing his powdered wig 
into the nearest garbage can. 
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EXT. PARLIAMENT - DAY

The hateful crowd outside energizes him.  Gray WHISTLES for 
his carriage, tapping his cane impatiently.  

From out of the crowd, we see a REVOLVER.

ASSASSIN
Dorian Gray!  You devil!

BANG!BANG!BANG! Gray goes down, taking three shots in the 
chest.  The frightened crowd dispenses.  

The ASSASSIN vanishes in the commotion.  POLICEMEN run to 
Gray’s side.     

POLICEMAN #1
Stay still, Lord!  We need to get you 
to the hospital!

The victim surprises everyone by getting to his feet.  

GRAY
I need to go home.  

Gray pushes him away, gritting his teeth in pain.  He jumps 
inside his carriage, leaving a TRAIL OF BLOOD. 

EXT. GRAY’S MANSION - DAY

A domed, Beaux Artes building.  Gray rushes out of his 
carriage, pale and ruffled.  

INT. GRAY’S MANSION - DAY

He’s helped inside by his aged ASIAN BUTLER.  

ASIAN BUTLER
You’re hurt.

GRAY
Yes.  Fancy that.

He’s carried to the salon.  The walls are all covered with 
portraits of the same subject -- himself.

ASIAN BUTLER
I’ll get you a doctor.

GRAY
Just get me a drink!

Gray limps over to one in particular.  He reaches out and 
caresses his brush-stroke likeness.  
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Instantly, the pain vanishes from his face.  The BULLETS, one 
by one, pop out, falling to the floor.  The WOUNDS close on 
their own.  BLOODSTAINS form on the wall around the canvas.  

GRAY (CONT’D)
(testing out his shoulder)

There.  All better.  

PULL BACK TO REVEAL -- the room is well-appointed with 
priceless antiques as well as a shocking collection of 
ODDITIES and GROTESQUES.  

EXT. WOLVERTON’S TOWNHOUSE - DAY

A high-end area.  All the neighborhood CATS congregate here.  
Dix is outside polishing the Model T.  

INT. WOLVERTON’S TOWNHOUSE - DAY

A huge portrait of WOLVERTON’S PARENTS watching over warmly.   

INT. WOLVERTON’S BEDROOM - DAY

THE VICTROLA plays an ARIA sung by a soprano songbird.  
There’s a FLYER on his table for Isabelle Conte’s debut at 
the Royal Opera House.  

Wolverton meticulously dresses, shellacking back his hair.  
He’s like a schoolboy, constantly checking himself in the 
mirror.  Dix is suddenly behind him with a lint roller.  

WOLVERTON
How do I look?

DIX
Dashing as usual.  

WOLVERTON
I’m not going for the usual.  I’m ... 

(pulling off his tie)
Bloody hell!

He balls it up, throwing it to the floor.  Where he already 
discarded a dozen suits.  

DIX
Perhaps a stiff drink, sir?

INT. ROYAL OPERA HOUSE - DAY

Lavish with a chandelier Leroux would die for.  ISABELLE 
CONTE (20s), a beautiful, Italian diva is on stage, 
practicing her drills.    
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Her angelic voice carries to the back where Wolverton is 
hiding.  A SPOTLIGHT finds him.  And, so does Isabelle.  She 
starts hitting WRONG NOTES.  Her accompanist stares at her.  

ISABELLE
Sorry, Maestro.  I’ll be right back.  

She makes her way down the stairs.  Wolverton steps into the 
aisle with outstretched arms.

WOLVERTON
May I be the first to welcome you back 
to merry Old England!

She gives him a resounding SLAP across the chops.

ISABELLE
Not a word.  Not a single letter.  I 
was sure you were dead ... I was hoping 
you were. 

WOLVERTON
Please, let me explain.

Another SLAP. 

ISABELLE
An explanation was due years ago.  

WOLVERTON
How about an act of contrition, then?  
It’s never too late for one of those.

ISABELLE
Why are you here, Wolverton?  To drag 
me into one of your escapades again?  

WOLVERTON
Certainly not.  I’m here to show you 
around town.  

(and, then)
But, you have to admit, those escapades 
were somewhat rousing, weren’t they?  

She reveals a faint smile.  Somewhat rousing indeed! 

INT. BRITISH MUSEUM - EXHIBIT HALL - DAY

All wrought iron and glass like a Cartier window on steroids.  
The number of priceless gems warrant all the ARMED GUARDS.  
Wolverton arrives with Isabelle on his arm.  All eyes turn to 
the famous diva.     
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ISABELLE
Really, Wolverton.  Don’t you think 
this is beyond even your reach?  

WOLVERTON
We’re not here on business, darling.   

The collection of rocks raises her temperature.  She takes 
out a fan and cools herself.

ISABELLE
But, it would be terribly exciting. 
Hypothetically speaking. 

WOLVERTON
Hypothetically speaking?  Oh, yes,  
terribly. 

The tip of Wolverton’s WALKING STICK sports a marble CAT’S 
HEAD.  Its eyes open and close -- CLICK!CLICK! -- the 
aperture of a TINY CAMERA.

POV FROM THE WALKING STICK

Various snapshots of the GUARDS, the DOORS, their LOCKS, the 
BARRED WINDOWS, the GRATED SKYLIGHT and the ALARM BELLS. 

BACK TO SCENE

They make their way to the Hope Diamond display.  The BLUE 
GLOWING DIAMOND is one brilliant hunk of bling.

ISABELLE
If you were to steal it, wouldn’t it 
look simply wonderful on me?

WOLVERTON
I’d say not.  Don’t you know that it’s 
cursed?  Have you never heard the 
stories?  

VARIOUS VIEWS OF THE HOPE DIAMOND - MONTAGE

A series of QUICK FLASHES of its sordid history:

Hindi ruins.  TWO ARCHAEOLOGISTS open a tomb, finding it in 
the skeletal hand of its original owner.  

WOLVERTON (V.O.)
Everyone whoever touched it died 
tragically ...

Archaeologist #1 shoots his partner, pocketing the treasure.    
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Archaeologist’s bedroom.  He puts the blue diamond around his 
MISTRESS’s neck.  He watches in horror as the chain 
constricts around her throat, choking her to death.  

WOLVERTON (V.O.)
Horribly ...

Auction house.  The diamond sold to a FAT INDUSTRIALIST.  

Fancy restaurant.  Same result.  The Industrialist’s wife 
dies in front of a hundred shocked diners.  

WOLVERTON (V.O.)
Ghastly!  It’s probably bad luck just 
looking at it.    

BACK TO SCENE

Isabelle touches the glass.  Wolverton slaps her hand away.

ISABELLE
I can’t believe you’re so superstitious.  

WOLVERTON
I’ll find you something nice in the 
gift shop instead.  

Wolverton drops his walking stick.  He bends down to get it, 
examining the WIRES around the case.  He KNOCKS the cane 
against the glass.  It’s near bulletproof.

Suddenly, a PAIR OF POLISHED BOOTS are in his face.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
So nice to see you again, Miss Conte.  

ISABELLE
Constable Munroe, what a wonderful 
surprise.

Not so wonderful for Wolverton.  His face sours.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
It’s Inspector now.  Thanks to you.

Wolverton pops back up, a sudden third wheel.  This is 
INSPECTOR HENRY MUNROE (30s), the handsome, rising star of 
Scotland Yard.  He’s always gotten his man -- Except for one.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
Sorry, Wolverton, I didn’t see you 
there.  
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WOLVERTON
Apparently not ... You two know each 
other?

ISABELLE
Constable, I mean, Inspector Munroe 
helped me in Milan a few years back.  
Exposed a smuggling ring operating 
right out of our theater.  

WOLVERTON
Hold on.  Didn’t we meet in Milan?

ISABELLE
I still owe you that reward, Inspector.  
You didn’t stay long enough to collect 
it.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
A ticket to your debut would be reward 
enough. 

ISABELLE
Not two tickets?

INSPECTOR MUNROE
No, not anymore.  Just one.

That bit of news suddenly intrigues the Diva.

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
May I borrow Wolverton a moment?  Boring 
club business I’m afraid.

ISABELLE
Of course.  I’ll be around, browsing.

(blushing)
Good day, Inspector.

Munroe blushes back.  Wolverton doesn’t like this sudden 
shade-turn of events.  Both rivals watch as she glides off.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
So, Wolverton, tell me all about your 
trip to Paris.

WOLVERTON
It’s been a few years.  I’ll have to 
dig out my stereoscopes.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I meant last night’s trip.  The Mona 
Lisa caper had all the fingerprints of 
the Black Cat.
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A GUARD puts down his NEWSPAPER, leaving to do his rounds.  
Wolverton and Munroe take his quiet corner.  The thief picks 
up the paper and leafs through. 

WOLVERTON
You’ve been reading too much Jules 
Verne.  Am I traveling now by hot air 
balloon? 

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I don’t know how you did it.  But, any 
time something strange, esoteric or damn 
ugly disappears, there’s always a 
crooked line leading straight back to 
you ...  You’re like an itch, Wolverton. 
One that I can’t quite scratch.

Isabelle WAVES from the other side.  Both men find themselves 
waving back.

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
Did you know I’m in charge of the 
exhibit’s security?  The Black Cat 
would find himself against the most 
modern alarm systems he’s ever faced.  
An army of armed guards inside.  
Policeman patrolling 24/7 outside ... I 
do hope he gets curious, though.  You 
do know what happens to curious cats?

WOLVERTON
You sure you want to stake your 
reputation on that, Inspector?  Might 
not turn out so lucky for you.      

EXT. DOCKS - THE JOLLY SAILOR - NIGHT

The perfect dive to get Shanghaied in.

INT. DOCKS - THE JOLLY SAILOR - NIGHT

The turbaned Captain is alone at the bar, getting some liquid 
courage.  He picks up a cigarette.  The TRIDENT TAT on his 
hand starts to GLOW.  

Suddenly, a GOLD LIGHTER comes out of nowhere, lighting it 
for him.  Dorian Gray puts down the lighter and sits next to 
him.  The old hag of a BAR MAID brings him her cleanest 
glass.

BAR MAID
What’ll it be, Guvnor?
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GRAY
Just some peace and quiet.

BAR MAID
It’s a two drink minimum for you lot.

Lightning-fast, he reaches over, his hand covering her mouth. 
One by one -- CLINK!CLINK!CLINK! -- her teeth fall out, 
landing on the bar.  

GRAY
Will you leave us be now?

He releases his grip.  The Bar Maid runs out in horror.   

GRAY (CONT’D)
Can you believe her manners?  

He fixes his angry stare on the Captain.

GRAY (CONT’D)
You’ve kept me waiting.  I don’t like 
being kept waiting ... Where’s the paw?

CAPTAIN
We had some trouble with the weather, 
Lord.  And, the Black Cat.

GRAY
You were well-paid to avoid both.

CAPTAIN
Let me get my hands on him.  He cost me 
my boat and half my crew.  It’s only by 
God’s mercy I made it. 

GRAY
Yes, your God is quite merciful.  Mine, 
however, not so much.    

CAPTAIN
I’d do anything to make it up to you, 
sir.  Just name it.  

GRAY
There may be a way to redeem yourself.  
They’re foolishly exhibiting the Hope 
Diamond for the Coronation.    

CAPTAIN
(gulping)

The Hope Diamond?  Is it really as 
dangerous as they say?  
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GRAY
They have no idea what kind of power it 
wields.  

Gray grabs the Captain’s face.  The seaman’s eyes widen in 
fear.  He merely pinches his cheek. 

GRAY (CONT’D)
You’ll be a good boy and fetch it for 
me, won’t you?  

On that, Gray is gone.  The Captain grabs the bottle off the 
bar and pours himself a generous drink.  Sees the gold 
lighter and pockets it.    

I/E. GRAY’S CARRIAGE - NIGHT

As the driver cuts through Hyde Park, Gray puts on his MASK --  
a copy of the statue of Hermes, an innocent porcelain facade.    

INT. BOTANICAL GARDENS - NIGHT

A glass conservatory housing a lush, Wagnerian forest.  A 
meeting is taking place.  All the men in similar, ancient 
Greek masks.  We can tell by his voice that it’s Gray leading 
the proceedings.  

GRAY
The signs we’ve been waiting for are 
transpiring before our eyes.  A new King 
is to be crowned.  A war that will shake 
the nations about to be declared.  In 
those ashes, Europe will be reunited, 
with magic once again the law of the 
land.  And, we, gentlemen, will be the 
administrators.  We can finally come out 
of hiding.  Out of the darkness.  We can 
reveal our identities not only to each 
other, but to the world.        

He raises a glass.  His compatriots follow suit.  

GRAY (CONT’D)
To the ushering in of a new dawn.  The 
Golden Dawn!      

GOLDEN DAWN MEMBER #1
But, what about the Black Cat?

GRAY
He’s taken a few scraps from our table.  
Believe me, he won’t interfere with the 
main course.   

POLICE WHISTLES cut through the air.  
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GRAY (CONT’D)
I’m afraid we need to end this meeting 
early.  

EXT. BOTANICAL GARDENS - NIGHT

The police surround the arboretum.  An Edwardian version of a 
SWAT TEAM enters first.  

INT. BOTANICAL GARDENS - NIGHT

The policemen are stupefied.  The place is empty.  Just a 
sculpture garden of twenty ANCIENT STATUES.  

EXT. THE BURLINGTON HOUSE - DAY

A formidable building housing the Royal Society of Science.

INT. WELLS’ LAB - DAY

Its a Turn of the Century NASA run by H.G. WELLS (20s), an 
effete nerd, Wolverton’s friend and unwilling Agent “Q”.  

His LAB ASSISTANT looks exactly like him.  On closer 
inspection, he’s moving robotically, SQUEAKING and 
SPUTTERING.

The scientist opens a LATCH, exposing its CLOCKWORK GEARS.  
Wells gives it some oil and sends the AUTOMATON back to work.  

At the next station, Wells picks up a GLOWING GREEN SYRINGE.  
He opens a cage and pulls out a twitchy RABBIT.  Comforts it 
in his arms.

WELLS
There.  There.

Then INJECTS it with the green goo, throwing it back in the 
cage.  He watches as the bunny TURNS INVISIBLE.

WELLS (CONT’D)
Yes!

He celebrates with a little jig.  Wolverton is suddenly 
behind him, CLAPPING.

WOLVERTON
Bravo!  You’ve totally outdone yourself 
this time, Wells.

WELLS
(startled)

Oh, it’s you.  How did you get in here?
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WOLVERTON
Do you even have to ask?

WELLS
I need to move to the Tower of London.  
Maybe there I can work undisturbed.

The Thief POCKETS one of the syringes under Wells’ nose.

WOLVERTON
I wouldn’t count on that.

The rabbit suddenly FADES BACK to fluffy.

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
That wasn’t rather long.  Shame.

WELLS
It’s still a work in progress ... So, 
what brings you here, Wolverton?

WOLVERTON
I need your expertise, H.G.

He hands him the SURVEILLANCE PHOTOS of the museum.

WELLS
Again?  I hardly have time for my own 
work.  Why can’t you just use some of 
that hocus-pocus? 

WOLVERTON
You know how I feel about that hocus-
pocus. 

He pulls a pair of TICKETS out of his coat.

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Do you have time enough for these?

WELLS
The Opera?  Splendid!

Wells reaches for them, but isn’t quite fast enough.  

WOLVERTON
Your expertise first, please.  

Very well!  The Scientist holds the photos up to the light, 
studying them.

WELLS
Hmm.  Awfully sophisticated alarms.
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WOLVERTON
Awfully.  Can you disable them?

WELLS
Do you even have to ask?

EXT. ROYAL OPERA HOUSE - NIGHT

Covent Gardens.  Drivers let out their cultured fares.

INT.  ROYAL OPERA HOUSE - GRAND HALL - NIGHT

From the BALCONY, Wells and Wolverton watch the patrons file 
in.  People shocked to see Dorian Gray there.    

WOLVERTON
Who’s that speaking to Oscar Wilde?  

WELLS
(checking with his opera 
glasses)

That’s Lord Dorian Gray.  

WOLVERTON
The one the anarchists tried to knock 
off?

WELLS
Reports of his death, I guess, were 
greatly exaggerated.  

The lights FLICKER.  Time to take their seats.

INT. ROYAL OPERA HOUSE - STAGE - NIGHT

An elaborate Gauguin inspired production of Les Pêcheurs de 
Perles.  Isabelle plays the exotic Leila.  It’s the first act 
when the exotic siren arrives by BOAT.  

As soon as the Soprano releases her FIRST NOTE, the audience 
is mesmerized.

CLOSE ON MUNROE

He scans the balcony behind him with a MIRROR concealed in 
his glove.  Finds the prime suspect in a private box. 

WOLVERTON’S BOX

Wolverton and Wells watch with OPERA GLASSES.  The Scientist 
is entranced.  Wolverton shifts focus, watching his watcher. 
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WOLVERTON’S POV

These are some HIGH ZOOM opera glasses.  He can see Munroe’s 
mirror and his own REFLECTION in it.  

CLOSE ON WOLVERTON

He draws the CURTAINS closed.  

WOLVERTON
There’s suddenly a draft.  

He takes out a CIGARETTE HOLDER and lights up.  We notice a  
LARGE CASE behind Well’s chair.  

EXT. BRITISH MUSEUM - NIGHT

Lit up like a doll house.  GUARDS on every level.  Outside, 
POLICEMEN patrol with ROTTWEILERS.

And in the distance, a pack of BLACK CATS make their way 
over.  The dogs turn, sensing them.  They drag their handlers 
away in pursuit.  

EXT. OTHER SIDE OF LONDON - NIGHT

Father Patrick, at a POLICE CALL-BOX, SMASHES the GLASS and 
SIGNALS the station.  We HEAR SIRENS in the distance.      

EXT. STILL FURTHER AWAY - NIGHT

Dix, at a POLICE CALL-BOX, doing the same.  He ducks away as 
PADDY WAGONS go by.  

EXT. BRITISH MUSEUM - NIGHT

The POLICE CARS stationed here depart to the phony alerts.  

INT. BRITISH MUSEUM - EXHIBIT HALL - NIGHT

The gem cases are draped over.  The shift changes.  An OLDER 
GUARD takes his seat, grabbing the newspaper left there.  He 
LICKS HIS FINGER and turns the page.  Ugh!  That tasted off.  

EXT. BRITISH MUSEUM - ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Another team of cats gather around the skylight.

INT. OPERA HOUSE - LATER

The STAGE SCENERY has changed.  The second act is set inside 
the RUINS OF A TEMPLE.  Isabelle, in mid-aria, comes between 
the opera’s two FIGHTING FISHERMEN.  
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CLOSE ON MUNROE

He checks on Wolverton through the mirror. 

HIS POV

He sees Wells, but only Wolverton’s SHADOW behind the 
curtains.  The suspect lifts his opera glasses and blows a 
few SMOKE RINGS.  

EXT. BRITISH MUSEUM - ROOFTOP - NIGHT

The cats SCRATCH at the skylight, staring down at the Guard. 

THEIR POV

The Guard continues his reading.  Licks his fingers.  Turns a 
page.  Then, suddenly, falls into a DEEP SLEEP.

FLASHBACK

Wolverton and Munroe earlier in the same spot.  Wolverton 
leafs through the newspaper.  Without Munroe noticing, he 
SPREADS A CHEMICAL on the pages with his gloved hand.  

ROOFTOPS

A masked BURGLAR navigates the rooftops over to the skylight.  
Is this Wolverton?  He shoos the felines off, finishing what 
they’ve started.  Makes a man-sized hole with GLASS CUTTERS.

He squeezes a few drops of ACID onto the grate’s hinges.  The 
metal HISSES.  WEAKENS.

EXT. BRITISH MUSEUM - NIGHT

The LONE PATROLMAN left sees something amiss above.  He goes 
to the CALL-BOX and phones it in.  

INT. OPERA HOUSE - STAGE - NIGHT

The fight between the fisherman continues over the diva.

THE ENTRANCE STAIRS

CONSTABLE HARRIS clumsily makes his way down the aisle,  
WAVING the Inspector over.  Munroe makes a scene as he leaves 
his seat.  He looks up at Wolverton’s box one last time.

HIS POV

He sees only Wolverton’s shadow.  His suspect blows a HEART-
SHAPED SMOKE RING.  
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WOLVERTON’S BOX - REVEAL

How could he be in two places at once?  Wells wipes his 
sweaty brow.  The case behind him is flattened.  

It’s not the real Wolverton with him, but the AUTOMATON.  The 
hand gestures and smoke rings all just CLOCKWORK MECHANICS.     

EXT. OPERA HOUSE - NIGHT

Munroe and the Constable jump into a POLICE CAR.  They zoom 
off, SIRENS BLARING.

EXT. BRITISH MUSEUM - ROOFTOPS - NIGHT

Wolverton pulls out the broken grating and drops down.  

EXHIBIT HALL

The Thief gracefully lands on the highest case.  He hops down 
from case to case to the floor.  The Guard SNORES LOUDLY.  
Wolverton tiptoes over, checking his NAME TAG. 

WOLVERTON
Forgive me in advance.  If they should 
sack you for my transgressions, Mister 
Hopkins, the Black Cat will see you 
receive a generous severance package.

He loops the handles of the DOUBLE DOORS together with PIANO 
WIRE.  Then, places one of WELLS’ CONTRAPTIONS over the 
alarm’s CIRCUIT BOX.  

He switches it on and covers his ears.  The gadget emits a 
HIGH-PITCHED SQUEAL that sonically SHORT CIRCUITS the 
security system.  The trail of WIRES SPARK, FIZZLE AND FRY.

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Wells, you beautiful genius!

Then, one by one, all the LIGHT BULBS around the room -- 
POP!POP!POP! -- EXPLODE.  The room goes dark, illuminated 
only by the moonlight.

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Wells, you tottering tinker!

OUTSIDE THE EXHIBIT HALLS

The lights EXPLODE here too.  The Guards run to the exhibit 
room.  The doors won’t budge.  They put their combined weight 
against it.  
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EXHIBIT HALL

Wolverton has to hurry.  He pulls the drapes off the Hope 
Diamond display and --  

WOLVERTON
Piece of cake.

-- Someone has beaten him to it!  The glass has been expertly 
cut.  The necklace extracted.  A CALLING CARD OF A BLACK CAT 
left in its place.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Bloody Hell!

POLICE SIRENS BLARE.  The racket stirs the sleeping Guard.  
More THUDS against the double doors.  The hinges SPLINTER. 

The doors BURST off their frames.  Guards and Bobbies spill 
in with lanterns.  And, guns!  

They try to tackle the Thief, but he’s hard to catch in his 
slippery leathers.  Munroe enters the fray.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I want that man taken alive!

Wolverton piggybacks Constable Harris, VAULTING off him to 
the top of a display case.  The Thief leaps from there to an 
even higher case, avoiding the long arms of the law.

He ricochets between a half dozen cabinets.  Gaining enough 
momentum to SPRING up to the skylight’s hanging grate.

As Wolverton crawls up the iron bars, residual DROPS OF ACID
bead towards his hands.  The metal CREAKS.  It won’t hold 
much longer.  Munroe is underneath him, pointing a gun.

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
I’d rather not have to shoot you.

WOLVERTON
(disguising his voice)

That makes two of us.

Wolverton kicks off a SHOE.  It hits the Inspector, spoiling 
his shot.  The Thief scurries up and out just as the grate 
FALLS, scattering the cops below.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Get up on the rooftops!
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EXT. BRITISH MUSEUM - ROOFTOPS

Wolverton runs along the slanted roof like a seasoned tight-
rope walker.  ATTIC DOORS fly open around him.  Munroe’s Men 
file out, SHUFFLING cautiously after him.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Wolverton, stop!  This doesn’t have to 
end badly!

BULLETS WHIZZ past the Thief's head.  He puts his fingers to 
his mouth and WHISTLES.  

His CATS come out of hiding, getting in the way of the 
already-unbalanced policemen.  

One feline holds onto Constable Harris’s leg.  He tries to 
kick it off.  But, it has its CLAWS in deep. 

The diversion buys Wolverton some time.  He takes out the 
SYRINGE he stole from Wells.  JABS it into his thigh.  

More SHOTS fired.  Wolverton pulls off his gloves.  It’s 
working!  His hands are INVISIBLE.  He removes his clothing 
on the run.  

Munroe and the Police stop and gawk as their perp vanishes 
before their eyes.  

The Thief takes off his jacket.  He whirls it around and lets 
it fly.  It wraps -- SMACK!-- around the Constable just as 
he’s about to take a shot.    

All we see now are a PAIR OF PANTS heading towards the end of 
the building.  Munroe crosses himself.

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
What kind of black magic is this?

He lines up a KILL SHOT.  But, the pants are already blowing 
in the wind.   

Munroe walks to the edge of the building, staring at the 
trees swaying below.  The Black Cat has made another 
impossible escape.

Or did he?  An INVISIBLE FIST suddenly PUNCHES the Inspector 
in the face, KNOCKING him on his back.    

EXT. LONDON STREET - LATER

A naked Wolverton runs across the busy street, hiding his 
face and family jewels in his hands.  The-no-longer-so 
Victorian ONLOOKERS are shocked.  
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Dix waits with the engine running.  Wolverton jumps in.  The 
car PEELS off.

INT. CAR - NIGHT

Father Patrick is in the back waiting for him.  He hands him 
a clean tuxedo.  Wolverton starts dressing.

FATHER PATRICK
Did you get it?

WOLVERTON
There were a few hiccups.  

Dix SPEEDS around the next few corners.  Despite the hairpin 
turns, Wolverton manages his quick change act.

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Someone beat us to the punch, Father.  

EXT. OPERA HOUSE - NIGHT

Dix cuts through the back alley.  A fully dressed Wolverton 
leaps out and SCALES the wall.

INT. OPERA HOUSE - NIGHT

The production comes to its tragic end.  BRAVO!  The audience 
leaps to their feet, applauding.  

OUTSIDE WOLVERTON’S BOX

Munroe and five other Policemen KICK IN the door.  Just as 
Wolverton -- POP! -- opens a CHAMPAGNE BOTTLE.  

WOLVERTON
Perfect timing, Inspector.  Care for a 
glass?

(noticing his nose)
My!  What happened to you, old man?  
Get into a scrape?

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I don’t know how you did it, Wolverton, 
but I know it was you!  Mark my words, 
I’m going to catch you!  

EXT. ISABELLE’S HOTEL - NIGHT

Dix has the car waiting a tasteful distance away while  
Wolverton sees his diva to her door.  

ISABELLE
Tell me again the night was magical.
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WOLVERTON
It was magical.

ISABELLE
Tell me again I was magnificent.

WOLVERTON
You were magnificent.

ISABELLE
Tell me again they loved me.

WOLVERTON
They did.  They absolutely adored you.

The HOTEL DOORMAN continues to hold the door open for them.  
His “Uh Hum” breaks the spell. 

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Surely, Isa, you must be exhausted.  
I’ll let you turn in.

ISABELLE
I’m the opposite of exhausted.  I can 
celebrate all night!

She pulls him inside.

DOWN THE STREET

Dix drives off.  Munroe has been here, spying from the alley.  
Constable Harris is suddenly behind him.    

CONSTABLE HARRIS
I’m sorry, Inspector.  We’ve found a 
body.  

INT. ISABELLE’S HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Wolverton and Isabelle lying in bed.  As she unbuttons his 
shirt.   

WOLVERTON
Back in Milan, you never mentioned this 
Inspector Munroe.  

ISABELLE
Back then he was just a Constable ...  
Don’t tell me you’re jealous?  He was a 
married man back then.  

WOLVERTON
He’s not married now.  
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ISABELLE
He isn’t, is he?

(changing the subject)
You do remember when we first met?

WOLVERTON
How can I forget?  When the Grand Hotel 
still had five stars.  

ISABELLE
You snuck into my bedroom to steal my 
earrings.  

WOLVERTON
And, then you stole my heart.  

ISABELLE
What choice did I have?  They weren’t 
insured.  

She gets his shirt open, noticing he’s all bruised.  

ISABELLE (CONT’D)
What’s all this?  Are you going on 
imbroglios without me, Wolverton?  

WOLVERTON
It’s nothing.  Just a fencing mishap.  

She presses against it.  He grits his teeth in pain.  

ISABELLE
If you’re planning another imbroglio, I 
want in.  

WOLVERTON
I told you.  I’m on the straight and 
narrow.  Given my life to the church.  

ISABELLE
The church?  Doesn’t look like you’ve 
taken a vow of poverty.  

WOLVERTON
No, not that one.  

ISABELLE
So, which vows did you make?

He rolls over on top of her.  

WOLVERTON
None that will interfere.  
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EXT. ALLEY WAY - NIGHT

The fog rolls out, revealing the Edwardian CSI working a 
crime scene.  The Captain is dead, blood pooled between the 
cobblestones.  His hand with the Trident Tat HACKED OFF.  

Constable Harris, trying not to heave, kneels down to inspect 
the corpse.  

CONSTABLE HARRIS
What kind of savage could have done 
this?

INSPECTOR MUNROE
It’s not uncommon for a killer to keep 
a trophy.

The Constable backs away sick. 

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
Move away, Constable. 

Munroe has no qualms about getting his hands dirty.  He 
reaches into the dead man’s pockets, pulling out the GOLD 
LIGHTER.  The initials read: “D.G.”  And, has the insignia of 
the British Parliament.    

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
Curious ...

Next, he finds one of the BLACK CAT’S CALLING CARDS. 

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
And curiouser.  

INT. GRAY’S MANSION - NIGHT

Munroe is escorted to the salon, an opulent, oval room. 

ASIAN BUTLER
Lord Gray will see you now.

Gray sits in front of a roaring fire.  The flames cast strobe-
like shadows, making all his actions appear in stop motion.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I’m sorry about the hour.

GRAY
That’s alright.  I’ve been forever 
cursed with insomnia.  What’s on your 
mind, Inspector?  
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INSPECTOR MUNROE
(taking out the lighter)

Does this happen to belong to you?  It 
has the Parliamentary seal and your 
monogram.  I did a little research.  
There haven’t been a lot of MP’s with 
your initials.    

GRAY
Let me guess.  You found it in an opium 
den.  Or someplace equally unsavory?

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I found it tonight on a dead body.  Is 
that unsavory enough for you?

(and then)
The victim is a man we’ve been 
following for some time.  A known 
smuggler of contraband.  One of your 
suppliers, perhaps?      

GRAY
Or, perhaps just a pickpocket with 
nimble fingers.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
That could explain why five of his 
fingers were missing.  Was that you 
sending a message, Lord Gray?   

(takes out the CALLING 
CARD)

Or, was the Black Cat sending a message 
to you?    

GRAY
So, he’s added murder to his 
repertoire?  You’re really going to 
have your hands full, now, Inspector.        

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I’ll catch him soon enough.

Gray moves to the bar, preparing them two glasses of absinth.

GRAY
That’s not what I’ve read.  He always 
seems to be one step ahead ... You’re a 
clever boy.  Surely, you’ve suspected 
he has an unnatural advantage.

The glass FLOATS over to Munroe.  The Inspector is shocked.
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GRAY (CONT’D)
If you like, I can help level the 
playing field.

Munroe reaches for his holster.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Must I remind you that witchcraft is 
illegal in England?  I can arrest you 
right now.   

GRAY
(unfazed)

Yes, but you won’t.  I think you’re 
starting to realize you need my help.

(and then)
Why don’t you take that drink, 
Inspector?  It looks like you need it 
... You’ve staked your reputation on 
the Black Cat.  If you don’t catch him 
soon, your career will be over.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Why are you so eager to help me?  
What’s in it for you?

GRAY
A blind eye ... I’ll teach you 
everything you need to know.  In 
return, I want Scotland Yard off our 
backs.  No more hounding us.  No more 
raids.  No more arrests.     

Gray is as beguiling as the Serpent in the Garden.  Munroe 
takes the glass.

GRAY (CONT’D)
To your career, Inspector.  

They toast.  Munroe takes an uncertain sip.

We ZOOM IN on Gray’s RING.  It bears the INSIGNIA OF THE 
GOLDEN DAWN -- a RISING SUN within a TRIANGLE.   

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

EXT. HIGHGATE CEMETERY - DAY

Wolverton visits his parent’s graves, ANNA and LIONEL.  He 
lays flowers at his mother’s headstone.  
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Both markers have been defaced with SYMBOLS OF THE GOLDEN 
DAWN, the insignia we saw on Gray’s ring.  Wolverton cleans 
hers off, ignoring his father’s.  

WANDS have been left on top of her marker.  He breaks them 
apart, scattering the pieces into the bushes.  

Father Patrick is suddenly behind him.  Notices Lionel’s 
untended gravestone.  He takes out his handkerchief and gets 
down on his knees to clean it.    

WOLVERTON
You don’t have to do that.

FATHER PATRICK
He was my friend ... Your father wasn’t 
a bad man.  His intentions were good.  
The temptation was just too great.     

WOLVERTON
No matter what your intentions are, 
there’s always the devil to pay. 

FATHER PATRICK
Don’t be so quick to judge. He did it 
for love.  Like Orpheus, he descended 
into Hell for it.

WOLVERTON
And ended up dragging us down with him.  
Leave it, please.  Leave him be.

He’s had enough.  Dix holds open car door for them.  

INT. CAR - NEXT

As they drive out of the cemetery.

FATHER PATRICK
I expected you last night.  Where were 
you?

WOLVERTON
I had an alibi to keep up.  

FATHER PATRICK
All night?

WOLVERTON
Well, it had to be credible. 

FATHER PATRICK
This may be connected to our duplicate 
Black Cat.  Our missing captain just 
surfaced in London.        
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WOLVERTON
He must’ve been an excellent swimmer.

FATHER PATRICK
But, not so good on dry land ...  He’s 
in the morgue.  His hand hacked off. 
Our collector isn’t just acquiring 
artifacts anymore.  He’s killing 
practitioners for their magic.    

(and then)
Your old friend Blavatsky mingles with 
both the white and dark magicians.  If 
anyone has heard something about these 
thefts, it would be her.  

WOLVERTON
I rather doubt she’ll be too happy to 
see me again.

FATHER PATRICK
Make her happy to see you again, 
Wolverton.  Charm was always your 
greatest talent. 

EXT. LONDON STREET - DAY

A sudden rain.  The street scene blotted out by a sea of 
sprung open UMBRELLAS.

INT. BOOKSTORE - DAY

The BELL above the door JINGLES.  The STORE CAT looks up and 
MEOWS approvingly at Wolverton.

WOLVERTON
Where’s your mum?

The pet MEOWS again.  Wolverton nods and heads for the 
stacks.  

The owner is busy packing up shop.  This is HELENA BLAVATSKY, 
an exotic, Russian beauty with but one small flaw -- A GLASS 
EYE.  An OWL’S EYE! 

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
I told you this was an awful location.

She looks up over a pile of books.  Not sure if she wants to 
kiss him or slap him.

BLAVATSKY
I’m getting out while the getting’s 
good.  England’s no longer safe for my 
kind. 
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Blavatsky returns to the counter, continuing an unfinished 
game of solitaire.

BLAVATSKY (CONT’D)
It’s been a long time, Wolverton.  What 
do you want?

He avoids looking into her owl eye.  It seems to gaze into 
his very soul.

WOLVERTON
What?  I can’t just pop by?

BLAVATSKY
You know I can see right through you.

WOLVERTON
Right ... Someone’s been copycatting my 
act and pinning their crimes on me.  
You’re one of the few who knows the 
Black Cat’s identity.  

BLAVATSKY
Your secrets have always been safe with 
me.  But, what others are you keeping?

She grabs his hand.  Studying it with her not so good eye.

BLAVATSKY (CONT’D)
Why, you’ve been a busy boy. 

The LINES of his palm MORPH and CHANGE, turning into the PAW.

BLAVATSKY (CONT’D)
You’ve had your hands on the Monkey’s 
Paw.  How did that go for you?

WOLVERTON
Not well.

BLAVATSKY
I’d imagine not.   

We see the lines change next into a SHIELD --

BLAVATSKY (CONT’D)
The Shield of Galahad ...  

They change next to a TREE BRANCH  --

BLAVATSKY (CONT’D)
Circe’s Wand ...

Changing next to a HAND MIRROR --

35.



BLAVATSKY (CONT’D)
And, the Ghost Mirror.  My, you must’ve
been clever to get that without using 
magic ... I didn’t see the Mona Lisa or 
the Hope Diamond.  The word on the 
street had you pegged for them.

WOLVERTON
Nothing goes on around here without you 
knowing about it.  Who else has been 
collecting?

BLAVATSKY
Even if I knew, why would I tell you?

He lays on his trademarked charm.

WOLVERTON
For old time’s sake ... Remember that 
lovely dacha on the Caspian Sea?

BLAVATSKY
(souring)

Yes.  You made me wear a damned eye 
patch!

WOLVERTON
How else could I have gotten you there 
with that seeing right through me?

BLAVATSKY
Best you leave it alone.  This man is 
too powerful.  Nothing’s going to stop 
him from what he wants ... Three 
hundred years is a long time to plot.  
The Golden Dawn wants to be back in 
power.    

WOLVERTON
The Golden Dawn was destroyed.  My 
father saw to that.  Last sane thing he 
did before he turned.  

BLAVATSKY
He might have killed the tree but not 
the roots.  The Golden Dawn wants magic 
all to themselves.  They don’t like any 
competition.    

A KETTLE SQUEALS from the back room.

BLAVATSKY (CONT’D)
Get that for me, Jack.  

(and then)
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I have an extra ticket.  Your future 
doesn’t look too bright here.  Why not 
try our luck together in the States?   

BACK ROOM

A small kitchenette/office.  Wolverton turns off the stove.  
Takes a quick peek around, finding her LEDGER.    

He flips through it.  The most RECENT RECEIPTS are all to 
DORIAN GRAY.  He quietly rips out the page.  Then goes about 
fixing two cups.

FRONT COUNTER

She turns her head, reminding him.

BLAVATSKY
I take mine with two sugars!

Behind her, the DECK OF CARDS suddenly LEVITATES.  She senses 
the movement.  Spins around, seeing --

-- THE HERMES’ MASK reflected off the Eye of Minerva.

BLAVATSKY (CONT’D)
You?

The cards fly out at her -- THUNK!THUNK!THUNK! -- like fifty-
two meat-cleavers.  She SCREAMS.   

MOVING WITH WOLVERTON

The cups SMASH to the ground.  He runs to her side.  Cards 
stick out of her like daggers.  Her glass eye PLUCKED OUT.  

The front door swings shut.  Wolverton makes chase.  

EXT. BOOKSTORE - SIDE STREET - DAY

The fleeing figure is a few lengths ahead.    

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

Wolverton loses him in the parade of UMBRELLAS.  He jumps up, 
trying to find a break in this field of black cloth.  

He catches a glimpse of the MURDERER’S CAPE escaping into the 
market.  

INT. MARKET - DAY

The Les Halles of London.  Crowded with shoppers and hundreds 
of food-stalls.  Farmers, fish mongers and butchers.  
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Wolverton sees the cape gust around a corner.  He pushes 
through the crowd after it.  

SPICE SECTION

Filled with Indian vendors and BARRELS of their colorful 
SPICES.  Wolverton gains on him.  

The masked man tosses over the barrels, creating a SANDSTORM 
OF CUMIN and CAYENNE.  The pepper nearly blinds Wolverton.  
He follows after the YELLOW FOOTPRINTS on the floor.  

WILD GAME SECTION

Wolverton finds himself in a hangar-sized MEAT LOCKER.  
PHEASANTS, WILD BOARS and STAGS hanging over him.      

WOLVERTON
Stop that man!

The swinging carcasses block his view of the guy.  Suddenly, 
an ENERGY BOLT HURTLES at him.  Wolverton ducks just in time.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Ha!  Your aim is off.

Suddenly, all the entrees above him CLUCK and SQUEAL.  
They’ve all COME ALIVE!

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Or not.

The RESURRECTED HOOF of a pig -- BAM! -- smacks Wolverton in 
the head, knocking him out.

INT. OPERA HOUSE - ISABELLE’S DRESSING ROOM - DAY

Isabelle removes her makeup at the mirror.  There’s a KNOCK 
at the door.  She leaps up to get it. 

ISABELLE
Jack!

She throws it open.  Her face drops.  It’s just Dix. 

DIX
I’m sorry, Madam, but Master Wolverton 
is presently indisposed.  

She can’t help but pout.  He reveals yet another bouquet.

DIX (CONT’D)
He apologizes profusely and hopes to 
make it up to you tomorrow.
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INT. WOLVERTON’S TOWNHOUSE - DAY

Wells examines the HOOF-PRINT on Wolverton’s head.  He looks 
into his patient’s eyes, holding up two fingers.

WELLS
How many fingers do I have up?

WOLVERTON
I’m fine.  Just get me some ice.  And, 
some whisky with that ice. 

(shivering)
It was horrible.  He plucked it right 
out of her head.

FATHER PATRICK
Surely you saw something distinguishing 
about him?

WOLVERTON
Nothing.  Only his mask and cape. 

Wells returns with a stiff drink.  Wolverton downs it.

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Honestly, who wears a cape after May?

FATHER PATRICK
Our collector is ruthless.  He’ll stop 
at nothing.

WOLVERTON
Blavatsky said the Golden Dawn wasn’t 
destroyed.  That they’re plotting 
something big.

Wolverton takes out the LEDGER PAGE.

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Who is this Dorian Gray?  How is he 
connected to them?

FATHER PATRICK
A Gray was one of their more infamous 
leaders.  But, that was centuries ago.   

Their meeting is interrupted by POLICE SIRENS and A POUNDING 
ON THE DOOR downstairs.  

WOLVERTON
Munroe!  He’s as tenacious as a 
bulldog.  You better get out of here.  

WELLS
Right!  Where’s your secret exit?
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FATHER PATRICK
(throwing open the window)

This way, Doctor.  

THE POUNDING gets louder.  Wells freezes in front of the open 
window.  

FATHER PATRICK (CONT’D)
Don’t tell me you’re afraid of heights.

WELLS
Certainly not.  Just afraid of falling.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE (O.S.)
(from outside)

Open up this instant, Wolverton!  We 
know you’re in there!  

FATHER PATRICK
Get the door.  I’ll work on our 
disappearing act.  

INT. WOLVERTON’S TOWNHOUSE - ENTRANCE - DAY

Wolverton opens up to a smirking Munroe with a platoon of 
eager bobbies behind him.  

WOLVERTON
Sorry.  The help has the day off.

The Inspector produces a warrant.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Signed by the Home Secretary himself.  

He pushes Wolverton aside.  He and his men file through.

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
(to the bobbies)

Fine-tooth comb, gentlemen.  Fine-tooth 
comb.

Wolverton watches the parade of uniforms march past.  

Last in are a PACK OF ROTTWEILERS, Scotland Yard’s new canine 
unit.  One particularly scary one stares him down.  Wolverton 
HISSES at him.

EXT. ROOFTOPS - NEXT

Father Patrick and wells try to traverse the slippery, 
slanted slate.
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WELLS
What’s all this about Wolverton’s 
father and The Golden Dawn?

FATHER PATRICK
Lionel Wolverton was a cat, too.  He 
spied on them for us from the inside.

WELLS
And, what happened?

FATHER PATRICK
Magic can be awfully tempting.  Not 
everyone can resist its allure.  He 
started collecting for himself.

WELLS
He went bad?

FATHER PATRICK
Not bad.  Just desperate.  When his 
wife got sick, he sought the dark arts 
for a cure.

They come to a large gap between the two buildings.  The 
priest, surprisingly agile, makes the jump.  Wells is frozen 
in fear.  

FATHER PATRICK (CONT’D)
Hurry along, Doctor ... Don’t you have 
anything in your toolkit for courage?  

Wells pulls back his jacket.  He’s wearing a utility belt 
like Wolverton’s except this one is full of syringes and pill 
dispensers.  

WELLS
I might be able to mix something up.

Father Patrick pulls a pint bottle out of his jacket.  

FATHER PATRICK
Here.  Liquor is quicker.

He lobs it to the scientist, who doesn’t quite catch it.  

They watch helplessly as it slides -- THUNK!THUNK!THUNK! -- 
down the roof.  Then, SHATTERS on the ground below, catching 
the attention of a bobby.  

BOBBY #1
(scanning the rooftops)

What’s going on up there?!  

Patrick and Wells hit the asphalt out of his sight line.  
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INT. WOLVERTON’S TOWNHOUSE - PARLOUR - NEXT

The police are far from delicate in their investigation.  
Munroe enjoys his little search and destroy mission.  

WOLVERTON
What are you hoping to accomplish, 
Inspector?  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I’m finally getting to scratch that 
itch.  The Hope Diamond, Wolverton.  I 
know you have it.  

WOLVERTON
You saw me at the opera with your own 
two eyes.  How could I possibly be in 
two places at once?  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
That’s what we’ll soon suss out. 

A Rottweiler SNAPS at Wolverton, looks up at the painting of 
his parents and BARKS.  Munroe studies the portrait.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
Your father?  I see the resemblance.  

WOLVERTON
Hardly.  We’re nothing alike.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
That’s not what I’ve heard.  Didn’t he 
steal his fortune as well?  

WOLVERTON
Tread carefully, Inspector, or you’ll 
be back directing traffic.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I presume there’s a safe behind this, 
Wolverton.  Be so good to open it.  

WOLVERTON
If you insist.  

The frame is on a hinge.  He throws it open, just missing the 
Inspector’s face by millimeters.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Mind your head, Inspector.  

He cracks his knuckles and turns the dial.  
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WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
A little privacy, please. 

The Inspector turns away.  Wolverton turns to the dog.

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
You too.

The dog looks down.  The tumblers click into place and the 
door swings open.  The only thing inside is a STEREOSCOPE.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
You asked me earlier about my trip to 
Paris.

The Inspector can’t believe it.  He checks for a false 
bottom.  A clue, anything.  He holds the stereoscope up and 
looks through the viewfinder.  His face drops, indignant.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I should arrest you for indecency.  

WOLVERTON
Your mother was quite the bathing 
beauty in her day.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
(yelling at his men)

TURN THIS WHOLE DAMN PLACE UPSIDE-DOWN!

INT. WINCHESTER CATHEDRAL - LIBRARY - NIGHT

Wolverton and Wells in the back stacks.  

WELLS
Did they find anything?

WOLVERTON
Of course not.  But, he certainly took 
his frustrations out on my things.  

Father Patrick drops an ancient tome on the desk, releasing a 
cloud of dust into the atmosphere.  The cover sports the 
SYMBOL OF THE GOLDEN DAWN. 

FATHER PATRICK
The Golden Dawn has been a thorn in the 
Church’s side since the dawn of time.

He turns to an ILLUSTRATION of the Greek Myth, PANDORA.

FATHER PATRICK (CONT’D)
When Pandora's box was opened, all 
things evil were scattered across the 
four corners of the globe. 
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The next pages are pictures of assorted amulets and relics 
used by dark practitioners.

FATHER PATRICK (CONT’D)
They took the form of talismans and 
charms.  Wicked artifacts for black 
magicians to ply their trade with.   
For centuries, we've been racing the 
Golden Dawn, trying to find these foul 
things before they did.

WELLS
You make it sound like some sort or 
armaments race.

The next picture is a prophetic warning.  A drawing of men in 
dark robes, refilling Pandora’s box.

FATHER PATRICK
It is.  

The next picture show’s A MAN on top of Pandora’s box.  
Dozens of people bowing down to him.

WELLS
For a priest you certainly believe a 
lot of superstitions.

FATHER PATRICK
The Golden Dawn once practiced right in 
the open.  They were the real power 
behind the thrones before the Plague 
turned public interest against them.    

He shows them an illustration of a striking man -- Gray.

FATHER PATRICK (CONT’D)
This is Edmund Gray, their leader five 
hundred years ago.  

He unfolds a NEWSPAPER ARTICLE about Dorian Gray.    

FATHER PATRICK (CONT’D)
This is his direct descendent, Lord 
Dorian Gray.  They’re practically twins. 

WELLS
It’s genetically impossible!  No 
bloodline can stay that pure!  

FATHER PATRICK
What if they’re not relatives, but one 
and the same?  What if our Dorian is 
really Edmund?   
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WELLS
Poppycock!  No one can live that long!

FATHER PATRICK
Not without help from the dark side.  One 
of Edmund’s contemporaries was an artist 
named Hallward. A student of Da Vinci
and a practitioner of the Black Arts.  
Legends say he could grant his models 
eternal life in exchange for their souls. 

(taking out a magnifying 
glass)

Look closely at the signature.  Gray sat 
for Hallward ... Every magician has an 
object that gives them strength.  The 
painting must be his.  

WOLVERTON
Piece of cake!  We get his painting; we 
get his power.  

FATHER PATRICK
If it were only that easy.  Edmund Gray 
was one of the most powerful wizards ever 
known.  If this is the same one, his 
house will be protected by some very dark 
magic.    

WOLVERTON
No place is impenetrable.  They got 
into Tut’s tomb, didn’t they?

FATHER PATRICK
And, how did that work out for them?

INT. WOLVERTON’S STUDY - DAY

Wolverton pores over books about The Golden Dawn.  A BLACK 
CAT comes in through the window, nuzzling his master.

WOLVERTON
So, what have you seen, Snowball?

He extracts a ROLL OF FILM from the TINY CAMERA in her 
collar.  He replaces it and sends her on her way.  Outside, 
there’s a whole pack ready to report in.

EXT. GRAY’S MANSION - DAY

A MILKMAN makes his morning delivery.  The RATTLING BOTTLES 
get the attention of all the BLACK CATS posted here.  Dozens 
appear on every ledge and rooftop.  
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EXT. GRAY’S MANSION - LATER

A GENERAL exits, sandwiched between TWO CONCUBINES.  A cat 
follows his carriage.  The camera on his collar CLICKS AWAY. 

EXT. GRAY’S MANSION - LATER

The Asian Butler leaves the house.  Snowball tails him.  

CAT’S POV

Shadowing him down various streets till they’re in Chinatown.  

The Butler makes his first stop at an OPIUM DEN.  A beat 
later, Snowball is chased out by a CLEAVER-WIELDING CHEF.  

EXT. GRAY’S MANSION - LATER

Big Ben CHIMES Noon.  Inspector Munroe lets himself in with  
a KEY.  A black cat climbs up a pipe to investigate.  

CAT’S POV

Through the window, we see Munroe getting a magic lesson.    

GRAY
Every magician needs a power object.

(flipping him something)
Here’s yours.

It’s a CHINESE STONE COIN.  A GEM in the center GLOWS eerily.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I’m only borrowing it.

GRAY
Nonsense.  I’ve plenty such baubles 
lying around.      

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Once I’ve caught my thief, we’re done. 

GRAY
We’ll see.

(and then)
Hold it up like you mean business.  

Gray helps with his stance like a touchy-feely tennis pro.  
He notices the cat on the ledge.  He SWINGS Munroe’s arm in 
its direction, AIMING a POWER BOLT through him.  

The peeping tomcat gets BLOWN BACKWARDS.  The glass ENCASED 
now in ICE.  Drained, Munroe collapses into Gray’s arms.  
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GRAY (CONT’D)
Now, now, Inspector.  We’ve only just 
begun.

INT. WELL’S LAB - NIGHT

Our crew plans the heist.  Assorted stake-out PHOTOS of 
Gray’s mansion taped on the blackboard.  Wells pours them tea 
heated on a Bunsen burner.  

WOLVERTON
Since the attempt on his life, Gray 
almost never leaves his house.  Perhaps 
he needs to stay close to his portrait. 

He arranges the PHOTOGRAPHS in a time-line.  Seems people are 
always coming and going.   

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
It’s nearly as busy as Victoria Station 
there with visitors all hours of the 
day and night.  London’s most powerful, 
beautiful and decadent have all been 
coming to him.

More photographs: Assorted hungover stragglers leave.  A team 
of MAIDS come in.  Deliveries arrive.  A movable feast of 
food, fresh flowers and booze.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
We have a small window between three 
and three-thirty when the place empties 
out except for Gray.

FATHER PATRICK 
What good is that if he never leaves? 
You’re no match for Gray’s magic.  

WOLVERTON
We just need a way to make him leave.

WELLS
I know.  A stink bomb!

WOLVERTON
No!

FATHER PATRICK
No!

WELLS (CONT’D)
(frowning)

I’ve worked out most of the bugs.  

FATHER PATRICK
There is a way to lure him out and get 
the Inspector off your back as well.  
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The last time Gray was seen in public 
was at the Opera.  Both of these men 
seem quite infatuated with your friend.

WOLVERTON
Forget it.  There’s no way I’m putting 
Isabelle in harm’s way.

FATHER PATRICK
She’ll be perfectly safe.  Wells and I 
will watch over her the whole time.

Wells gives a very unconvincing THUMBS UP.

WOLVERTON
Absolutely not!

FATHER PATRICK
Do you have any better ideas?

INT. FANCY RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Isabelle is alone at her table, losing patience.  Finally, 
Wolverton arrives, waving from the entrance.  He wobbles 
over, quite drunk.  Knocking into the chairs of some rather 
displeased DINERS on the way.      

WOLVERTON
Excuse me ... Pardon me.

He’s stuck behind one particularly obese matron.

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
I’m sorry.  I’m trying to get through.

She’s not moving.  It would be unbecoming -- and impossible.

MATRON
Then go around.

WOLVERTON
Of course.  

(climbing over her)
Hannibal had an easier time around the 
Alps.

To the scowls of the entire establishment, he makes it to 
Isabelle.

ISABELLE
You’re late.  

WOLVERTON
Couldn’t be helped.  
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ISABELLE
You’ve stood me up all week!  

WOLVERTON
Yes, about that ...

ISABELLE
And, on top of it all, you’re drunk!  

He sits down, tucking a napkin into his collar.  

WOLVERTON
Have you ordered?  I’m famished.  

ISABELLE
Honestly!  What’s gotten into you?

He leans over, knocking the vase off the table.  Other 
patrons turn.  He’s making quite the scene.  

At the bar, it’s gotten Munroe’s attention, too.  

WOLVERTON
(sotto)

I’m not drunk.  Just trying to make an 
impression.

ISABELLE
Yes.  A bad one! 

WOLVERTON
I’m sorry, but the impression isn’t for 
you.  

(and then)
I wasn’t quite forthcoming with you 
before.  I still do go on the occasional 
escapade.  I could use your help on the 
current one.  You game?  

ISABELLE
Will it be exciting? 

He nods.

ISABELLE (CONT’D)
Dangerous?

He nods.  Her face lights up.

ISABELLE (CONT’D)
When do we start?  

WOLVERTON
Now’s as good a time as any.  Slap me 
as hard as you can. 
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She winds up for the serve.  And, right before, he stops her.

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
You seem way too eager. 

ISABELLE
You want it convincing, don’t you?

SMACK!  She slaps him so hard he nearly goes down.  

WOLVERTON
Now, call me every foul thing in the 
book.  Can you do that?

ISABELLE
Of course.  I’m Italian.

CLOSE ON MUNROE

He watches as Isabelle storms away from the table, CURSING in 
her native tongue.  This has just made his day.           

INT.  GRAY’S MANSION - SALON - DAY

The Victrola comes to life.  Isabelle’s lovely ARIA fills the 
room.  Gray is slumped on the divan, transfixed by the music, 
his hands conducting.  

These sweeping gestures affects the fireplace.  EMBERS swirl 
in time, floating over to their master.  They flutter like 
fireflies, slowly taking form into the IMAGE OF A WOMAN.

Its face morphing into Isabelle’s.  The fiery phantom waltzes 
closer to its conductor.  It kneels down before him.  

The DOORBELL outside CHIMES, breaking the spell.  The embers 
turn into a pile of ash at his feet.  

ASIAN BUTLER
(clearing his throat)

A message for you, sir.  

Gray picks the note off the tray.  It’s perfumed.  He takes 
in the full bouquet.  

ASIAN BUTLER (CONT’D)
What is it?

GRAY
Perhaps my lucky day.  The Royal Opera 
wants to thank me for my generous 
patronage.  And try to get more out of 
my pocket.  But, the one fleecing me 
will be the lovely Miss Conte herself.  
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EXT. ROYAL OPERA HOUSE - DAY

All of London’s High Society has turned out.  

INT. ROYAL OPERA HOUSE - MAIN HALL - DAY

Transformed into a lavish ballroom.  Wells and Father 
Patrick, not quite comfortable in tuxedos, survey the room.  
The Priest grabs a drink from the tray of a passing waiter.  

WELLS
Now, Father, we must stay sharp. 

Wells snatches the drink from him, putting it back on the 
next passing tray.  As he does this, the priest quickly gets 
a nip from his pocket flask.

ENTRANCE

All eyes turn as Isabelle enters with a last minute escort -- 
Inspector Munroe.

ISABELLE
I’m so glad you could come.  Sorry it 
was last minute.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
My pleasure.  I only wish you’d have 
thought of me first.

(and then)
He’s a scoundrel, you know.

ISABELLE
Excuse me?

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Wolverton.  Tell me, what ever did you 
see in him?

ISABELLE
Now, Inspector, no one likes a sore 
winner.

The orchestra breaks into a WALTZ.  Isabelle leads him to the 
dance floor.

ISABELLE (CONT’D)
Shall we?

They join the WHIRL OF GORGEOUS CHOREOGRAPHY on the dance 
floor.
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EXT. GRAY’S MANSION - DAY

Gray enters his carriage, dandified to the nines in a 
SWEEPING CAPE.   

As they drive off, A CHIMNEY SWEEP is at the front door with 
his ladder and brushes.  Big Ben CHIMES ‘Three’.  The Butler 
runs into him as he locks up.  

ASIAN BUTLER
What do you think you’re doing?  

We realize our working man is Wolverton in disguise.

WOLVERTON
(in a Cockney accent)

Be done in a jiff, Guv’nor. Don’t tell 
me you’ve forgotten our appointment?

He pulls out a blackened book and blows the SOOT off.

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Your boss made the arrangements weeks 
ago.  There you are.  Three on the dot.

ASIAN BUTLER
Fine.  Go to work.  I’ll pay you when I 
get back.

WOLVERTON
Have it clean as a whistle in no time.

Wolverton pats the man on the shoulder, leaving BLACK 
HANDPRINTS on his white suit.  The Butler holds his temper 
and just crosses the street.

Chimney Sweep Wolverton goes to the side of the building.  
Climbs up the ladder, WHISTLING while he works.  

INT. GRAY’S MANSION - SALON - DAY

Wolverton steps out of the fireplace, leaving his overcoat 
and top hat in the hearth.  He wipes his face clean with a 
handkerchief and puts on his mask.    

He’s in the salon, an oval room showing off Gray’s collection 
of curiosities.  The thief removes a pouch from his belt.  He 
pours out some POWDER and BLOWS IT ACROSS THE ROOM.  

Revealing A GRID OF PROTECTIVE MAGIC.  There’s just a few 
easily avoidable beams.   

WOLVERTON
Piece of cake.
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The CLOUD spreads across the room, exposing more of the grid.  
Wolverton’s face drops.  It’s a MINEFIELD OF MAGIC! 

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Okay.  That’s a whole lot of cake.    

The source of all this sorcery SHOOTS OUT from the EYE 
SOCKETS of a SKULL that’s prominently perched on a pedestal.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Don’t move, Yorick, I’ll come to you.  

The Thief loosens up, CRACKING his neck and knuckles.  He 
takes a running start.  Avoiding the fields with a dazzling 
display of LEAPS, SOMERSAULTS and HANDSPRINGS.  

He lands in front of the skull, COVERING it with a cross-
patterned CLOTH.  The magic-field around him suddenly 
disappears.  With the alarm off, he’s free to look around.

The walls are covered with dozens of identical PORTRAITS OF 
GRAY.  Wolverton does a quick 360.  They spin around like 
some narcissist’s zoetrope.   

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Why must you be so vain?

He takes out a small MAGNIFYING GLASS and goes around the 
room, checking the SIGNATURE on each one.     

INT. ROYAL OPERA HOUSE - DANCE FLOOR - DAY

Munroe and Isabelle dancing divinely.    

ISABELLE
Why did you only need one ticket, 
Inspector?  Back in Milan, there seemed 
someone special you rushed home to.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Not every engagement withstands the 
rigors of Scotland Yard ... What about 
yourself?  What happened between you 
and Wolverton?

ISABELLE
Honestly, Inspector, you seem more 
interested in him than in me.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I merely want to learn from his mistakes.  
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MAIN HALL ENTRANCE

Gray enters, suddenly the center of attention.  All the blue-
bloods come to shake his hand.    

BLUE BLOOD #1
Good to see you back amongst the 
living, Lord Gray.  

He’s checked out by both men and women alike.  

CLOSE ON FATHER PATRICK AND WELLS

Surveilling from the top balcony.  

FATHER PATRICK
The eagle has landed.  

CLOSE ON GRAY

Politely smiling, but ignoring all the chatter around him.  
He catches sight of Isabelle and excuses himself.  

GRAY
Apologies, but I’m owed a dance.  

Gray makes his way over, removing his gloves.  He conducts 
along with the music.  And, with the SNAP OF HIS FINGERS -- 

-- everything around him FREEZES IN TIME.  It’s completely 
silent.  A CHAMPAGNE CORK is SUSPENDED in midair.  A CLUMSY 
WAITER’S DROPPED TRAY just hovers there.  

Gray walks through these wax works to his quarry.  Munroe, 
the only other one not trapped in amber, is shocked.  

GRAY (CONT’D)
I say, dear fellow, may I cut in?

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Damn it, Gray!  How can you be so 
brazen?  Don’t you care about the 
consequences?

GRAY
Oh, let an old man have some fun.   

He slips in-between them, putting one hand in Isabelle’s and 
the other around her waist.  

GRAY (CONT’D)
This may take a while.  Why don’t you 
pour yourself a few drinks.    

Indignant, Munroe is about to take a swing at him.
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GRAY (CONT’D)
Fisticuffs?  Do you really want to go 
up against me?

Munroe unclenches his fist, but his eyes still burn.  

GRAY (CONT’D)
I thought not. 

On that, TIME UNFREEZES.  The dancers continue.  Gray waltzes 
Isabelle away.  The Inspector marches off. 

CLOSE ON ISABELLE

Suddenly un-paused. She opens her eyes.  What just happened?  
Who the hell is holding her?  Her eyes widen in fear.

GRAY
Please don’t scream, dear.  It’s so 
unbecoming.  

INT. GRAY’S MANSION - SALON - DAY

Wolverton, in the middle of the room, does another 360.  The 
images spin around him.  One painting stands out this time.  
One with the patina of age.  

He checks the signature -- Hallward. He lifts it off the 
wall, studying it.  Not seeing what we’re seeing from behind.  

On the back of the frame is a SECOND CANVAS -- the true 
portrait, depicting Gray’s DECAYING SOUL.  Francis Bacon 
meets George Romero.  Live MAGGOTS falling off it.

Wolverton suddenly catches the picture’s hideous backside 
REFLECTED in a MIRROR.  It spooks him.  Egads! He drops it.  

He stomps on the maggots.  Clears them off with his 
handkerchief.  Carefully cuts the canvas out of the frame.  

INT. ROYAL OPERA HOUSE - DANCE FLOOR - DAY

Isabelle is stuck dancing with the devil.  

ISABELLE
What have you done to the Inspector?

GRAY
Nothing.  What do you suggest I do with 
him?

She smacks him, leaving a trail of SCRATCHES on his face. 

GRAY (CONT’D)
We’ve got a lively one.
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As she runs off, Gray snaps his fingers, FREEZING TIME again.  
Everyone but Isabelle freezes.

GRAY (CONT’D)
Ah, the pursuit.  

She tries to escape, pushing her way through the static 
dancers.  

GRAY (CONT’D)
I believe the only things worth 
pursuing in life are beauty and the 
fulfillment of the senses.  Wouldn’t 
you agree, dear?

ISABELLE
What are you?!

GRAY
I told you.  A collector of all things 
fleeting and beautiful. 

She’s backed away into a wall.  She points at him, screaming.    

Gray touches his face.  It’s wrinkly.  His hair TURNS SILVER.  
He catches his reflection in a serving tray.        

GRAY (CONT’D)
My god!

The action unfreezes around him.  He’s losing his mojo.

EXT. ROYAL OPERA HOUSE - DAY

Gray, aging rapidly, WHISTLES for his car.  

GRAY
Quickly!  

CLOSE ON ISABELLE

She faints straight away, sliding down the wall.  Wells and 
Father Patrick are soon at her side.

FATHER PATRICK
What just happened?  How didn’t we see 
this?!!

Wells checks his pocket watch.  Compares it to the sun’s 
position out the skylight.

WELLS
Remarkable.  Gray just cut a swath 
through time.  And, they said my theory 
was bunk.

56.



The scientist starts jotting down formulas in his notepad.  
The priest grabs it from him.

FATHER PATRICK
He’s gone.  We have to warn Wolverton!

INT. GRAY’S MANSION - SALON - DAY

Wolverton rolls up the painting, sliding it into a lead, 
cross-covered TUBE.  He slings the canister over his shoulder 
and goes back to the fireplace.  

It suddenly COMES ALIVE.  A ROARING FIRE blocking his exit. 
Plan B.  He opens the door leading to the front hall and 
steps through --

-- But, this house must’ve been designed by M.C. Escher. He 
incredibly finds himself back in the same room he just left.

WOLVERTON
Okay.  This is new.

He steps through the door again.  Same result.  He’s back in 
the salon.  The damned room won’t let him go!  

Wolverton tries a different door.  He takes a running start 
and jumps through, landing in the same exact spot he started 
from.  Undeterred, he opens the window and crawls out.

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
What goes in must come out!

Ending up right back inside.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Bloody Hell!

He pulls a COIN from his pocket and rolls it through the 
doorway.  It returns to him from the other side.  

He goes to the other end.  Rolls the coin through again.  
This time -- CLINK! -- it falls out the window.  

Wolverton grabs a FIGURINE off the mantel.  Hurls it out the 
window.  He waits.  It returns like a boomerang, flying 
through the SKYLIGHT.  CLUNKING him in the head. 

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Fine!  I’ll see my own damn way out!  

He lifts up a MARBLE TABLE, SWINGING it against the wall like 
a sledgehammer.  An explosion of plaster rains down.  He 
keeps at it till there’s a Wolverton-sized hole in the wall.   
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WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
They’ve never built a prison that can 
hold the Black Cat!  

He leaps through the hole --

-- A beat.  A beat.  A beat.  Wolverton, SCREAMING, falls  
through the skylight, landing -- BAM! -- flat on his back.

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
God, I hate magic. 

He tries to get up but the wind is knocked out of him.  Tries 
to shake it off.

HIS POV

The room is blurry.  He sees a DUPLICATE BLACK CAT standing 
over him, clad in the same EXACT BLACK LEATHER OUTFIT.  

WOLVERTON
How did I get there?

Suddenly, a FOOT comes smashing down at him.  

BACK TO SCENE

Wolverton quickly rolls out of the way.  He jumps back up, 
SMACKING the doppleganger in the gut with the PAINTING TUBE.      

The two thieves circle each other, studying, looking for an 
opening.  Both disguise their voices:

WOLVERTON
Nice outfit.  

DUPLICATE BLACK CAT
Thank you.  

WOLVERTON
Tell me something, old chap.  Do you 
stuff it?

Wielding the cannister like an aikido stick, Wolverton goes 
for a groin shot.  Duplicate dances away just in time.

DUPLICATE BLACK CAT
That wasn’t very sporting.

WOLVERTON
Didn’t know the Queensbury Rules applied.  

DUPLICATE BLACK CAT
(pulls out a gun)

They don’t.  I just want the painting.  
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WOLVERTON
That’s hardly fair.  After I did all 
the heavy lifting.  

Wolverton has no choice but to give it over.  He drops the 
tube inches away from Duplicate’s outstretched hand.  As he 
bends down for it, Wolverton dashes through a doorway --

-- and comes BARRELING OUT the other side, landing a FLYING 
KICK on his rival.  Gun and cannister scatter across the 
room.

The two thieves roll around, wrestling for the painting.  We 
can’t tell who’s who.  One pulls a knife.

DUPLICATE BLACK CAT
There’s more than one way to skin a cat.

He has one hand on Wolverton’s throat, the other ready to 
slice.

Wolverton kicks him off.  Duplicate goes flying out the door.      

Wolverton flips to his feet, slamming the opposite door 
closed.  THUD!  The door creaks open, revealing the dazed 
Duplicate.  Blood trickles from the bottom of his mask.

Now, he understands the physics of the room.  Duplicate turns 
around and throws a punch THROUGH THE DOORWAY --

-- HIS STRETCHED OUT ARM shoots out from the other side.  His 
fist smacking Wolverton right in the jaw.  

Wolverton does the same thing.  His ELONGATED ARMS pop out 
from the opposite side, BOXING the Duplicate’s EARS with a 
RESOUNDING CLAP.  

As the two fight, we HEAR the mansion’s FRONT DOOR BURST 
OPEN.  FOOTSTEPS HEADING TOWARDS THEM.

The two thieves leap after the painting.  Both grab an end, 
tugging and warring over it.  

Dorian Gray is in the room.  He looks about sixty now.   

GRAY
I believe you boys have something that 
belongs to me    

He SNAPS HIS FINGERS.  But, his time-stopping trick isn’t 
quite working now.  The two cats FLICKER IN AND OUT of it.  

GRAY (CONT’D)
What have you done to my painting?
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He grabs the cross-covered tube.  His hand BURNS ON CONTACT.  
He backs away screaming.  

WOLVERTON
Ripping, isn’t it?  Magic proof metal.  

Gray UNLEASHES a TIRADE OF ENERGY BOLTS at them.  The cats 
scatter, Wolverton managing to grab the painting away.

The two thieves run in different directions.  The rotunda’s 
artwork EXPLODING all around them.  

GRAY
Hand it over and I’ll be lenient.

Like gymnasts, they’re leaping, flipping and twisting out of 
the way of each blast.

WOLVERTON
This is fun.    

DUPLICATE BLACK CAT
I can do this all day.

GRAY
Well, I’m a little pressed for time.  

Gray uncovers the Skull.  Picks it up and INCANTS.  

GRAY (CONT’D)
Circa circum.

The skull GLOWS fiery red.  The WALLS of the room start 
MOVING, revolving like a Gravitron.  

Each revolution accelerates faster and faster.  Till the 
thieves are pulled back, stuck against the wall.      

Gray remains in the middle of the room, unaffected.  And, 
with each pass, takes target practice.  Despite the G-force, 
the two cats manage to avoid each blast.  

GRAY (CONT’D)
Had enough?

It’s going so fast, Wolverton’s face ripples.  It takes great 
effort just to say...

WOLVERTON
Can’t ... it ... go any ... faster?!

Wolverton crawls down to a GASLIT LAMP.  He SMASHES the 
FIXTURE, aiming the PIPE at Gray.  A BLAST OF FIRE SPEWS OUT.    
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Gray casts a spell and a BUBBLE forms around him.  The flames 
can’t touch him.  The wind from the spinning room 
extinguishes the fire.  

GRAY
This is all getting tiresome.  

He POPS out of the bubble and pulls a SWORD off the wall.  
Then, WALKS ONTO IT.  The supernatural gravity has no effect 
on him.  To Wolverton it looks like he’s coming at him 
sideways.  

WOLVERTON
(to the other thief)

A little help here!

The other thief slowly makes his way over.

DUPLICATE BLACK CAT
I’m afraid you’re on your own.

WOLVERTON
There’s no honor among thieves anymore.

Gray stands over him with the sword.  The blade comes 
WHOOSHING down.  

Wolverton BLOCKS it with the tube.  A RESOUNDING CLANG that 
leaves Gray’s arm VIBRATING.  

Wolverton SMACKS him in the face with the cannister.  Gray 
stumbles back a few revolutions.  The Magician charges like 
an angry bull.  

Wolverton unscrews the cap off, pulling out a portion of the 
painting.   Gray goes for another SLASH, STABBING his own 
portrait.  He HOWLS in pain.  Blood drips from his ankle.  

Weakened, he loses his power over the house.  He topples 
against the wall, now subject to its bizarre laws.  

Wolverton crawls over and punches Gray in the face.  He 
wrestles the sword from his hand.  It falls -- THUD! -- 
sticking into the floor.  

Wolverton pummels the Magician.  With each revolution, Gray 
tries unsuccessfully to grab the sword back.   

Meanwhile, the Duplicate Cat gets closer to them.  

Wolverton smacks Gray with the lead tube.  He catches the 
Thief’s arm, SLAMMING his elbow against the wall until he 
drops the painting.
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The cylinder whirls around the wall like a ball on a roulette 
wheel.  

All three men SCRAMBLE AFTER it, crawling on top of each 
other.  Wrestling and tumbling as the carnival rides goes out 
of control.  

EXT. GRAY’S MANSION - DAY

The house FLICKERING, fading in and out.  

INT. GRAY’S MANSION - SALON - DAY

BLACK HOLES appear as the room IMPLODES into itself.  Parts 
of the wall get sucked into space.  And, just as Gray is 
about to grab the painting --     

-- A SONIC BOOM!  Gray and the two thieves land hard on the 
floor.   The cannister drops down, too.  The dizzy men 
stagger after it, their legs wobbling underneath them.    

The tube rolls right to the Duplicate Cat.  Gray gathers the 
last of his magic, an energy ball weakly sputtering to life 
between his hands.     

Right before he can throw it, Duplicate PULLS the painting 
out of the cannister and VIOLENTLY TWISTS IT LIKE WRINGING 
OUT A TOWEL.   

We HEAR EVERY SINGLE BONE IN GRAY’S BODY BREAK.  He collapses 
to the ground, screaming.  His face AGING RAPIDLY, turning 
into a TWISTED HUSK.  

Duplicate re-rolls the painting, slapping it back in the 
cannister.  

DUPLICATE BLACK CAT
Finders keepers.

And, with a wicked backhand -- BAM! -- WHACKS IT OVER 
WOLVERTON’S HEAD.  The Black Cat is knocked out cold.  

The Last Cat Standing goes to a SECRET PANEL in the wall. It 
opens to a HIDDEN ROOM, holding Gray’s vast collection of 
magic.  

CUT TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

INT. GRAY’S MANSION - NIGHT

Wolverton wakes up to a polished boot in his face -- 
Inspector Munroe’s.  The place teeming with police.  Gray’s 
corpse is transported away on a gurney.  
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The Inspector extends his hand.  He helps Wolverton up, 
SLAPPING a pair of HANDCUFFS around his wrist in the process. 

INSPECTOR MUNROE
In the name of the King, you’re under 
arrest for the murder of Lord Dorian 
Gray.  

Munroe rips the mask off his prisoner.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
I told you I’d catch you, Wolverton.  
By hook or by crook.  

EXT.  LONDON STREET - DAY

A PADDY WAGON speeds through.  Drivers and pedestrians clear 
the way.

INT.  PADDY WAGON

Wolverton is manacled in the back.  Watches his old haunts 
pass by through the bars:  The fancy restaurant, The British 
Museum, the Royal Opera House.

Constable Harris sits across from him, staring, sketching the 
captive in his note pad.

WOLVERTON
I didn’t know you had an artistic side, 
Constable.

CONSTABLE HARRIS
Save it.  I’m not having any.

WOLVERTON
It would fetch an even prettier penny 
if I signed it for you.

The clanking cuffs let him extend his hand only so far.  
Harris is about to give him his pen.  

CONSTABLE HARRIS
Hold on.  This is you trying a cunning 
escape.

WOLVERTON
(his most charming smile)

You got me.
(and, then))

May I at least see?

Harris shows him his doodle -- It’s of Wolverton on the 
gallows, his neck snapped, tongue hanging out. 
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WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
My.  Such detail.

INT.  SCOTLAND YARD - INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

They’ve been at this for hours.  The Inspector pours 
Wolverton a glass of water.  Puts it down in front of his 
shackled suspect and starts pacing.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
So, Gray surprises you, coming home 
earlier than expected...  

Wolverton reaches for the glass.  It’s just out of reach from 
his chained hands.

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
He catches you red handed.  There’s a 
struggle...

Wolverton strains, managing to extend a finger to the lip of 
the glass.

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
And, as you break every bone in his 
body, he manages one good shot that 
knocks you out cold.

WOLVERTON
I told you before.  I’m not a murderer.    

INSPECTOR MUNROE
No.  You’re a sadist.  I’ve never seen 
anything so brutal in my life.  What 
was it that you had against him?   A 
business deal gone bad?  Family 
dispute?  Lovers quarrel?  

WOLVERTON
As I keep telling you, there was 
someone else there! 

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Yes, that other Black Cat, who 
conveniently comes along when there’s  
dirty work to be done.  It’s not a very 
convincing story.  

WOLVERTON
I saw him with my own two eyes.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
You sure you weren’t looking in a 
mirror? ... 
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Lord Gray wasn’t a very popular man, 
but he was a member of Parliament.  His 
murder is considered an act of treason.  

(and then)
Where’s your stash hidden, Wolverton?  
Give me something to work with on your 
behalf.  I may not like you, but, I 
don’t want to see you swing.  

WOLVERTON
That’s awfully white of you.  

He finally slides the glass into Wolverton’s hands.  The 
parched thief downs it.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
But, I want to talk to my solicitor.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
It’s a national holiday.  You’ll have 
to wait till after the coronation.  

WOLVERTON
I don’t mind waiting.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Oh, I think you might.

(opens the door and shouts 
to the guards)

Lock him in the tower! 

Bobbies manhandle him out of the room.  

INT. SCOTLAND YARD - HALLWAY - DAY

Isabelle waits outside Munroe’s office.  Sees them dragging 
Wolverton off.

ISABELLE
Jack!

WOLVERTON
Isabelle!

BOBBY #1
Not a word out of you!

They rush the prisoner out. 

ISABELLE
Please, you’re hurting him!

Inspector Munroe comes up from behind, shielding her. 
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INT. SCOTLAND YARD - MUNROE’S OFFICE - DAY

He escorts her into his office and closes the door.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I’m sorry you had to see that.  

ISABELLE
Please, Henry.  Let me talk with him. 

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I’m afraid that’s out of my hands.  
These are very serious charges.   

ISABELLE
I don’t believe it.  He’s not capable 
of murder.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
How would you know what he’s capable 
of?  Wolverton has been leading a 
double life for ages.  He’s had an 
awfully lot of people fooled.

ISABELLE
But, not you.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
No.  Not me.

INT.  WINCHESTER CATHEDRAL - RECTORY

Father Patrick immersed in research-mode.  His train of 
thought interrupted by a LOUD KNOCK on the door.  A STERN NUN 
pops her head in.

NUN
Father, there are policemen downstairs.

FATHER PATRICK
Of course there are.

INT.  WINCHESTER CATHEDRAL - NEXT

A not-rather well attended mass in progress.  Father Patrick 
angrily makes his way over to Constable Harris and his men.     

FATHER PATRICK
What’s the meaning of this?  We’re in 
the middle of a service.  

Constable Harris shows him the warrant.  
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CONSTABLE HARRIS
Open your coffers, Father.  We’re here 
for your reliquary.  

FATHER PATRICK
This is sacred ground.  You have no 
authority here.  

CONSTABLE HARRIS
Not according to the Home Secretary.  
This is now a matter of national 
security.  

INT. WINCHESTER CATHEDRAL - CRYPTS - NEXT

The priest is forced to open up the LEAD, CROSS-COVERED 
VAULT.  Inside is the Fort Knox of supernatural safekeeping.  
The booty of the Black Cat’s long, larcenous career.

FATHER PATRICK
You’ll be hearing from the Vatican 
about this.  

CONSTABLE HARRIS
You may have diplomatic immunity.  But, 
your stuff doesn’t.  It’s all coming 
with us.

(to his men)
Round up everything!  

FATHER PATRICK
You have no idea what you’re doing!  
These things are dangerous.  They need 
to be locked safely away.  

Constable Harris pokes through the shelves.  He has the 
Monkey’s Paw in his hands. 

CONSTABLE HARRIS
Don’t worry, Father.  

(he scratches his back 
with the paw)

What could be safer than His Majesty’s 
Government?  

INT. WELLS’ LAB - DAY

Dix helps the scientist pack some things.  

DIX
Father Patrick has his hands full with 
the law.  You’re Master Wolverton’s 
only hope.
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Suddenly, the lab door is BUSTED OFF ITS HINGES.  Policemen 
swarm into the room.  

SERGEANT
Scotland Yard!  This is a raid!  

(to his men)
Confiscate every magical item you can 
find!

WELLS
Call off your witch hunt!  I’m a man of 
science!  There’s no such voodoo here.  

A bobby pulls a tarp off his latest invention -- a TIME 
MACHINE.    

SERGEANT
What the devil is this?

WELLS
Don’t mess with that!  It’s very 
delicate!  

The cops have their hands on everything.  Wells runs to and 
fro like a mother hen.

WELLS (CONT’D)
Please, be careful! ... Don’t touch 
that! ... You shouldn’t even look at 
that without goggles! 

Another pokes at a FLOATING DISK, buzzing in the air like a 
tesla coil. 

WELLS (CONT’D)
I wouldn’t get too close to that if I 
were you!

SERGEANT
That certainly looks like magic to me.

WELLS
Must I explain Ohm’s Law of Alternating 
Current to you?  Has nothing changed 
since they threw Copernicus in jail?

SERGEANT
You’re going to have to come to the 
station with us, Mr. Wells.  

At another table, an officer opens up TEST-TUBES, sniffing 
each one.  

WELLS
Step away from that this instant!
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OFFICER
Whut?

He has another tube in his hands, about to open it. 

WELLS
I implore you, don’t move a muscle.  
Stand perfectly still.  If the contents 
of that even jiggle, it’s the death of 
all of us.  

The police suddenly stop what they’re doing, all ears.  The 
nervous officer sweats buckets.  His palms drenched.  Wells 
picks up a pair of foot-long tongs to make the extraction.   

OFFICER
What should I do?  What should I do?

WELLS
First off.  Hold ... your ... breath. 

And, on that -- BOOM! -- the test-tube SHATTERS TO THE FLOOR.     

Wells puts a MASK over his mouth.  The cops cross themselves.

WELLS (CONT’D)
You clumsy oaf!  Do you have any idea 
what you’ve just done?   They’re going 
to have to seal off half of London! 

SERGEANT
What?  What was in there?! 

WELLS
The Turkish Pox! 

SERGEANT
The Turkish Pox?!

They’re never heard of it, but it sounds terrifying!

OFFICER
Surely, there must be something we can 
do!  

WELLS
Against the Turkish Pox?  What do you 
think wiped out the Ottoman Empire?  
Why is it now Istanbul, not 
Constantinople? ... Do you know how 
quickly the infection spreads?  The 
first sign is swollen glands!  

All the men frantically rub their necks.
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OFFICER
Oh my God!  They’re swollen!  

Meanwhile, Wells and Dix back away towards the door. 

WELLS
Then gross enlargement of the gonads.

They all check, blubbering in fear.

WELLS (CONT’D)
Your clothes are infected.  If you burn 
them, you might have a fighting chance. 

The officers frantically strip.  

WELLS (CONT’D)
There are sponges in the sink!  Scrub 
away, Officers, scrub away! 

Wells and Dix disappear through the exit.  The coppers too 
obsessively washing to notice. 

EXT. WELLS’ LAB - DAY

As they’re running to Dix’s car. 

DIX
Was that really the Turkish Pox, sir?

WELLS
It was the Earl Gray.  Luckily, 
everyone these days is a hypochondriac.  

EXT. TOWER OF LONDON - NIGHT

Formidable, inescapable.  Patrolled by TOWER GUARDS in 
familiar Beefeater uniforms.  

INT. TOWER OF LONDON - WOLVERTON’S CELL - NIGHT

Wolverton, bound in a straight-jacket, is locked in the 
highest tower.  He gets up, pacing to keep warm.  Rats scurry 
on the floor.  He looks at them in pure disgust.  

HIS POV

In the courtyard outside, WORKMEN building a GALLOWS just for 
him.  A few black cats have congregated on the platform.  

BACK TO SCENE

Wolverton sits back down on the floor, yogi-style.  He closes 
his eyes, controls his breath and begins to meditate.  He’s 
deep in thought. 
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INT. TOWER OF LONDON - WOLVERTON’S CELL - DAY

The morning sun fills the cell.  Wolverton is still in place, 
meditating.  His eyes pop open at the sounds of FOOTSTEPS.  A 
JAILER brings Isabelle to his cell.

WOLVERTON
Isa!

He runs over to the bars.  She cups his face in her hands.  

ISABELLE
Oh my God.  What have they done to you?

WOLVERTON
Your friend repeatedly trying to beat a 
confession out of me.  

(and then)
How did you get in here? 

ISABELLE
I’m a celebrity.  My name opens a lot 
of doors.      

She winks at the JAILOR.  He winks back.  

WOLVERTON
Darling, it’s not safe.  I should have 
never gotten you into this.  

ISABELLE
I know you didn’t kill that man.  I 
won’t stop fighting until I get you out 
of here.  

WOLVERTON
I’m afraid the wheels of justice are 
grinding swiftly in this case.  You’ve 
seen what they’re building outside for 
me.  

ISABELLE
Hasn’t the Black Cat escaped from 
worse?  All those stories you told me. 

WOLVERTON
All those stories I told you in bed?  I 
might have embellished some.  

ISABELLE
You have incentive now.  A good one to 
tell me next time!
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They’re interrupted by a CLEARED THROAT.  They break their 
embrace.  It’s Munroe and a few tower guards.  The Jailor-fan 
unceremoniously escorted out.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Isabelle, I’d rather you didn’t get 
implicated in this mess.  Think of your 
reputation.

(offering his arm)
Now, please, come with me.   

ISABELLE
Let me at least give him a proper 
goodbye.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Make it quick.

ISABELLE
In private.

He turns around. 

ISABELLE (CONT’D)
In private means you, too. 

The guards also turn around.  She pulls Wolverton closer, his 
face squashed against the bars.  

ISABELLE (CONT’D)
Till we meet again.  

It’s a long, passionate, somewhat obstructed kiss.  Munroe 
taps his foot impatiently.  She breaks from the kiss; then 
whispers in his ear.   

ISABELLE (CONT’D)
That was from Wells and Father Patrick.  

WOLVERTON
I never realized how much they cared.

ISABELLE
They’re going to get you out of here.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Are we all finished then?

(to his men)
Please, see Miss Conte out.  

He motions for the others to leave with them.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
There are a few things I’d like to say 
to the prisoner in private, too.
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The guards leave them.  The Inspector takes out a key and 
lets himself in.  He runs his gloved finger across the stone 
wall.  Comes up with an accumulated 400 years of dust.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
So, how are you finding the accommodations?

WOLVERTON
Why are you here, Inspector?  To 
continue the interrogation or just to 
gloat?  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Perhaps both ... Just wanted you to 
know we found your stockpile.  Hiding 
it all under the church was a nice 
touch.  But, I found it.  The last nail 
in your coffin.  

WOLVERTON
Well, I’m happy to have fast-tracked 
your career.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
You should have played ball with me, 
Wolverton.  I could have helped you.  
Now, you have no leverage.  You’ve lost 
everything.     

WOLVERTON
Not everything.  She doesn’t love you, 
Munroe.  She never did.  And, with you 
putting the noose around my neck, she 
never will. 

INSPECTOR MUNROE
She’ll eventually come around.  I’m 
persistent that way.  

(and then)
Now, I really must be going.  There’s a 
coronation to prepare for.  

WOLVERTON
Well, don’t want to keep you.  Awfully 
sorry about your uniform though.

Munroe looks it over.  It’s immaculate as always.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
What about it? 

Wolverton suddenly pops up, SMACKING the Inspector’s NOSE -- 
CRUNCH! -- with his HEAD.   
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WOLVERTON
Clumsy me.   

Blood pours out of Munroe’s nostrils.  He glares at the 
prisoner.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Afraid I don’t have a handkerchief to 
lend you.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
No need.

His NOSE MIRACULOUSLY HEALS in front of our eyes.  Wolverton 
isn’t surprised.  He had it pegged.

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
Clever boy.  So, how long have you 
known?

WOLVERTON
I’ve only now had some quiet time to 
think ... You were in charge of 
security at the British Museum.  No one 
else had such easy access to the Hope 
Diamond.  You had the key to Dorian 
Gray’s house.  How else could the other 
Black Cat gotten in so easily?  You 
were in charge of the Captain’s murder 
investigation.  Who says you weren’t 
tracking him all along?    

Inspector Munroe’s eye rolls into the back of his head, 
returning as the EYE OF MINERVA.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
The only thing I can’t figure out is 
why.  

Munroe GESTURES and Wolverton is suddenly THROWN against the 
wall.  LEVITATING the thief up to the ceiling.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
The Golden Dawn is such a secret 
society they didn’t even know that I 
was a member.  A lowly civil servant.    
Gray was an elitist, but also a 
sentimentalist.  He only wanted the 
upper class to be allowed to practice 
magic.  But, his ambition was limited.  
He wanted to use magic to help England 
win the upcoming war.  He merely wanted 
a seat at the right hand of the throne.  
But, I’m tired of taking orders.  
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I want all the thrones.  All the 
leaders of the world will be under one 
roof tonight.  And, every single one 
will bow down to me.  

WOLVERTON
I think they put the wrong man in the 
straight jacket.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
No mortal can touch me.  And, there 
aren’t any magicians left even close to 
my weight class.

WOLVERTON
You had the chance to kill me a dozen 
times.  Why didn’t you?  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Every performer needs some misdirection.  
You were mine.  

He lowers Wolverton to where they’re face to face.  Munroe 
walks menacingly over.

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
The first thing I’m going to do as King 
is to commute your sentence.  Killing 
you would be too merciful.  I want you 
to rot here, Wolverton.  Totally 
forgotten about.  

He sees a PAIR OF RATS in the corner.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
Don’t worry.  You won’t be too lonely.  

He makes a gesture.  The two rats LEVITATE over.  They’re 
hungry ones with huge, gnashing teeth.  Munroe puts them 
inside the thief’s straight jacket.  

They UNDULATE inside the folds of the jacket.  Wolverton 
bites his lip in pain.    

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
So, how does it feel, Wolverton?  To 
have an itch you just can’t quite 
scratch?

He swings his hand.  The cell doors unlock and open for him.  
He CLICKS his heels and leaves.
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MOVING WITH MUNROE

All the gates -- CLINK!CLINK!CLINK! -- PART OPEN for him as 
he walks down the hall.  

CLOSE ON WOLVERTON

Straining, flailing, trying to get out of the jacket. 

EXT. TOWER OF LONDON - DAY

A truck pulls up from “Britannia Gas & Electric”.  Father 
Patrick and Wells are disguised in insulated jumpsuits, 
goggles and thick rubber gloves.      

They enter the building just as Munroe and Isabelle leave.  
Wells and the Priest turn away, not to be recognized. 

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Are you excited?  Performing before the 
King and all the crowned heads of 
Europe?  

ISABELLE
I’m not so sure my heart will be in it.

(squirming out of his 
grip)

Good day, Inspector. 

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Isabelle!  Wait!

INT. TOWER OF LONDON - FRONT DESK - DAY

Wells and Father Patrick see the HEAD GUARD.  

FATHER PATRICK
We’re here about the electricity.  

HEAD GUARD
What about it?  It’s fine. 

Wells has a small REMOTE CONTROL hidden in his palm.  He 
PRESSES it and the LIGHTS above them start to FLICKER.  

FATHER PATRICK
It’s fine, is it?

WELLS
Where’s the electrical closet?  

Wells keeps his thumb on the button.  The LIGHT-BULB above 
them sparks and EXPLODES.
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HEAD GUARD
Blimey! Right this way! 

EXT. TOWER COURTYARD - DAY

In front of the gallows, Dix helps the other workers unload a 
GIGANTIC CRATE.  Imprinted on the box: “Verne et Associates”.       

WORKMEN #1
What’s all this?

DIX
More stands.  They’re expecting quite 
the crowd for the hanging.  

The CAMERA RISES up the tower.  Stops at the final window, 
peering inside Wolverton’s jail cell. 

INT. TOWER OF LONDON - WOLVERTON’S CELL - DAY

Wolverton struggles to kick himself off the wall, but the 
spell is too strong.  

Straining with all his might, he pushes free of the force-
field, landing on the floor.

He lets his shoulders go limp.  There’s now some slack in his 
restraints.  Wrenching his muscles, he forces one of the 
sleeves over his head.  We hear his shoulder POP! 

He -- POP! -- dislocates the other shoulder. With the 
pressure of his fingers through the canvas, he opens the 
straps.  

Twisting and turning, he finally squirms free of the straight-
jacket.   He brushes the rats off.  Rolls on his back, 
panting.

WOLVERTON
God, how I hate magic!

But, the angry rats aren’t done with him, yet.  They snarl at 
him, unsated.

INT. ELECTRICAL CLOSET - DAY

Wells places a SMALL CONTRAPTION on the circuit-board.  

FATHER PATRICK   
You sure that’s going to work?

WELLS
Hypothetically.

He turns it on.  The room starts BUZZING. 
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FATHER PATRICK
Hypothetically?  We can’t afford 
hypothetically!

Suddenly all the lights in the room go out.  

WELLS
Empirically then.

The priest peeks through the door.  The whole tower has gone 
dark.

HALLWAY

Father Patrick opens his satchel.  Lets out the runt of the 
litter, a SCRAWNY BLACK CAT named NIGEL. 

FATHER PATRICK
Go, Nigel.  Go find Daddy! 

The kitten scampers off.

CLOSE ON WELLS

He opens his tool-kit, revealing a RADIO TRANSMITTER inside.

MOVING WITH NIGEL

His eyes glow in the darkness.  The guards too busy in 
emergency mode to notice.  

CAT’S EYE POV

He goes through cell-doors.  Dodges the feet of the 
patrolling guards. 

Nigel ignores mice.  Makes his own catwalk, climbing up the 
ledge at the top of the walls.  He starts up the huge spiral 
staircase to the towers.  

WOLVERTON’S CELL - DAY

Wolverton leaps to his feet, covering the rats with the 
ancient CHAMBER POT.

WOLVERTON
Sorry, fellows.  But, it hadn’t been 
used.

The pot RATTLES.  The vermin really want out.  

Wolverton sticks his hand out of the cell, trying to get to 
the key-hole.  It’s just out of reach.
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He searches it for anything he can use.  A part of the 
straight-jacket’s buckle seems the right size.  He pulls the 
prong out.  But, he still can’t reach the locking mechanism.

Suddenly, the pot overturns.  The rats scurry after him. 

He squeezes himself between the bars, picking the lock with 
the prong.   Just as he’s close to unlocking it, a rat bites 
his leg.  Wolverton drops the prong.  Falling on the other 
side of the cell-door.  

Suddenly, A BLACK STREAK DASHES into the cell and POUNCES on 
the rat -- Nigel.  

The kitty catches it in his teeth, shaking his head 
violently.  Drops the half-dead critter at his master’s feet 
as a gift.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Good boy.

Wolverton notices Nigel’s COLLAR -- a miniature version of 
his utility belt with a little transmitter.  We HEAR a BLAST 
OF STATIC.  Then, WELLS’ VOICE: 

WELLS (O.S.)
Are you okay?  What was all that 
racket?    

WOLVERTON 
Just a little pest control ... You 
better have a good plan, Wells.  Munroe 
is our collector and he’s going to 
unveil his wares at the coronation.

WELLS (O.S.)
Don’t worry.  I’m going to walk you 
through building a bomb.    

EXT. TOWER COURTYARD - NEXT

The lid of the gigantic crate pushes open as the HOT AIR 
BALLOON inside INFLATES.    

Dix disappears into the crowd.  The workmen stare in wonder 
as the balloon takes flight.  We follow it as it rises 
straight up the tower.  

I/E. TOWER OF LONDON - WOLVERTON’S CELL - NEXT

Wolverton removes a BALL OF PUTTY and a WATCH-FACE from 
Nigel’s collar.  Attaches them to the bars of the window.  He 
sees his ride approaching.  
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Goes to the far end of the cell, shielding Nigel with his 
body.

WOLVERTON
Are you sure this is going to work?  

WELLS (O.S.)
Hypothetically.

WOLVERTON
Hypothetically!  There’s no time for...

BOOM!  The cell fills with smoke.  The window has been DE-
BARRED.  

WELLS (O.S.)
Empirically, then.  

Wolverton tries to crawl through the tiny window.  It’s a 
tight fit.  

The balloon is just a few stories below him.  Wolverton 
squeezes and squeezes, but he’s stuck halfway. 

WOLVERTON
Wells, you puttering potter.   Your 
calculations were off!

WELLS (O.S.)
My calculations are never off.  You 
must have lied about your weight. 

WOLVERTON
Nonsense!  I haven’t gained a stone 
since boarding school!

Wolverton is just too big to get through.  The balloon goes 
up, up --  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Come to papa ... Come to papa ... Come 
to ...

-- and away over him.  The rope at the bottom of the basket 
rises by, just out of reach of his fingertips.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
No!

HIS POV

The balloon floats over the tower.  The wind blows it towards 
the other side.    
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MOVING WITH WOLVERTON

He pops back inside.  Grabs some lock-picking tools from 
Nigel’s collar.  

WOLVERTON
It’s okay.  I’ll catch it at the next 
stop.  

He proceeds to pick the lock.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Nigel, time to go. 

The kitten jumps on his shoulder.  

JAIL CORRIDOR

CLICK.  Just as he swings his prison door open, FIVE TOWER 
GUARDS are at the cell block’s first iron gate.  They see 
their only prisoner escaping.    

HEAD GUARD
Impossible!

He quickly flips through his gigantic ring of keys.  His men 
raise their rifles to shoot, but the quarters are too tight.  

HEAD GUARD (CONT’D)
You won’t get far, Wolverton!

In front of the thief is a long corridor OF LOCKED GATES.  To 
the side of him, a warren of empty, open jail-cells.  

As Wolverton works on the first lock, the Head Guard gets the 
gate open.  They rush the escapee. 

HEAD GUARD (CONT’D)
They’re going to hang you twice for 
this!

Just as they get in arm’s length, Wolverton KICKS OPEN the 
cell-door to his right -- CLANG -- into their faces.  As they 
file around it, he does the same with the one on the left.  

He swivels the swinging cell doors, keeping the jailers at 
arm’s length.  Guard #1’s hand reaches through the bars for 
him.  Nigel HISSES.

GUARD #1
Nice kitty ...

He tries another grab.  Nigel SWIPES him with his CLAWS.  
Guard #1 backs away, cursing, blood drawn.  
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GUARD #1 (CONT’D)
It’s a man-eater!  

Wolverton gets the gate open, SLAMMING it closed it in their 
faces.  The Head Guard flips through his huge key chain.  

WOLVERTON
(to Nigel)

Buy us some time.

Nigel leaps off his shoulder and runs to the gate.  He climbs 
up to the keyhole and SWATS the key away.  

HEAD GUARD
Off with you!

Nigel grabs the ring in his mouth and scampers off.

HEAD GUARD (CONT’D)
(to Guard #2)

Go get him!

Guard #2 runs after him.  The cat disappears between the 
bars.  The guard -- THUD -- crashes into it.   

MOVING WITH WOLVERTON

Running down the corridor, following the balloon through the 
window.  He comes to a dead-end.  Takes to the stairs.  

STAIRCASE

Wolverton rushes down this great stone spiral staircase,  
tracking his ride through the small windows.   

On his way down, he encounters TWO GUARDS on their way up.  
One takes a SHOT.  The bullet takes a CHIP off the railing. 

The thief jumps on the bannister, sliding down, CANNON-
BALLING into them.  He SLAMS the BEEFEATER HELMET down over 
the eyes of the first one.  

The second attempts to handcuff him.  Wolverton twists away, 
cuffing the guards to each other instead.  

He flips the first one over the bannister.  Kicks the legs 
out from the other.  The cuffed-guards slide down the 
handrail.  Wolverton rides them down like a zip-cord.  

More guards race up the stairs.  Wolverton clips them all.  
They tumble down like a cord of wooden soldiers.  

The tangle of bodies break his fall at the bottom of the 
stairs.  
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HIS POV

From out the windows, he follows the balloon’s path.  It’s 
getting closer -- and so have a new crop of guards.

Including a JUGGERNAUT coming at him with an EXECUTIONER’S 
AXE!

WOLVERTON
Aren’t you a stout fellow!

CLOSE ON WOLVERTON AND THE JUGGERNAUT

It’s another tight corridor.  Wolverton parkours up the stone 
walls, up and over the brute.  

The Juggernaut lifts his weapon, nearly neutering our hero.

WOLVERTON
Careful.  I’ve already groomed there.

The thief flips to the other side, riding a swinging cell 
door out of his reach.

He tries the stunt a second time.  WHAM! The axe catches 
around the bars, stopping him in his tracks.  The Brute tries 
to shake him off the door.  Wolverton scurries up the irons.  

It’s Jail House Rock meets Cirque du Soleil as Wolverton 
leaps along the corridor from swinging door to swinging door.

ARMORY 

Wolverton runs into the room with a mob of men behind him.  
Inside is a collection of FIFTY UPRIGHT SUITS OF ARMOR.  He 
slams into the first one, snatching its SHIELD away.   

He throws the shield to the floor and leaps on top of it, 
riding it like a sled.  

Meanwhile, the first suit of armor TOPPLES OVER, KNOCKING 
into the one behind it -- CLANK!CLANK!CLANK! -- creating a 
domino effect of FALLING KNIGHTS.  

SHOTS are fired, PINGING around the escapee.  He’s heading 
straight for the wall.  There’s no way to steer his makeshift 
bobsled.  And, no brakes!  

But, even faster than the runaway shield are the falling 
knights -- BOOM!BOOM!BOOM! -- coming down like a wrecking 
ball.  

The LAST SUIT OF ARMOR was built for a giant.  It CRASHES 
into the wall, taking out a huge chunk.  
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CRACKS spread across the wall’s surface.  The MACE it was 
holding -- SQUEAK -- comes down, finishing the job.  

The wall CRUMBLES, leaving a huge, GAPING HOLE.    

MOVING WITH WOLVERTON

He rides the shield through the hole in the wall, airborne.  
It flies over the hot-air balloon.  Wolverton leaps off.  

WOLVERTON
Piece of cake!!

LANDING flat on top of the balloon -- 

-- And, BOUNCING OFF.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Bloody hell!!

Wolverton tumbles through the air without the greatest of 
ease.  He flails, trying to grab onto something, anything.

He misses the basket.  Misses the sandbags.  His fingers just 
inches away, missing the rope.  

At the last second, the wind blows the bottom knot into his 
hand.  He closes his fist around it.  Hand over hand, he 
climbs up into the basket.  

THE BASKET

Safely inside, he waves “ta-ta” to the guards peering out the 
hole.  

EXT. TOWER COURTYARD - NEXT

The platoon of Beefeaters don’t wave back.  They get on their 
knees, steadying their rifles.  

THE BALLOON

A barrage of bullets whiz by.  Wolverton drops inside the 
basket for safety.  

One lucky marksman wins the prize, strafing the airbag.  

PFFT! The balloon starts deflating at a rapid rate.  
Wolverton looks up to investigate. 

WOLVERTON
That can’t be good.  

With the air let out, the craft whizzes wildly around.
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COURTYARD

The hot air balloon crashes down into the far-end of the 
courtyard.  The deflated balloon covers the basket like a 
mistimed souffle.   

CLOSE ON THE GUARDS

They jog over, double-file.  

CLOSE ON THE BALLOON

Three Beefeaters are the first responders.  We see Wolverton 
THRASHING from underneath the fabric.  The other guards join 
them. 

SECOND-IN-COMMAND GUARD
At ease.  We’ve got him, now.  

All of the guards pulling at the folds of material.  

SECOND-IN-COMMAND GUARD (CONT’D)
Nice try, Wolverton.  But, no one has 
ever escaped from the Tower of London.  
And, no one ever will.  

Finally, they cut through it with their sabers, revealing the 
thief.

SECOND-IN-COMMAND GUARD (CONT’D)
What?  No witty retort?  What’s the 
matter?  Cat’s got your tongue?  

They pull him out.  Only, it’s not Wolverton.  It’s Wells’ 
life-like automaton -- a wonderful misdirection.  

SECOND-IN-COMMAND GUARD (CONT’D)
What in Nine Hells!!!

MOVING WITH THE THREE BEEFEATERS

As they exit the courtyard into the street, we see they’re 
the disguised Wells, Father Patrick and Wolverton.  

WELLS
That went rather well.  

Dix pulls up in the car.  Team Wolverton file in.  The doors 
close and they PEEL away. 

The car PEELS back.  The front door opens and Nigel jumps in.  

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:
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EXT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - DAY

A combined presence of the KING’S GUARD, the MILITARY and the 
POLICE.  Munroe and his men make their way through.

His fellow lawmen SALUTE and APPLAUD him.  A MILITARY OFFICER 
shakes his hand.  

MILITARY OFFICER
Bravo!  The man who caught the Black 
Cat!

INT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - DAY

Munroe and his men security sweep the building.  The CANINE 
UNIT is released to sniff around.  

CLOSE ON CHURCH BELFRY

The men check the BELLS, poking with their bayonets.  
Startled BATS fly out.  

CLOSE ON CHURCH GARGOYLES

Winged stone dragons watching up here, bemused.     

CLOSE ON THE CROWN JEWELS

Munroe inspects the CROWN and CORONETS to be used in the 
ceremony.  

With no prying eyes around, he pops a jewel out of the crown.  
Replaces it with the HOPE DIAMOND.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
God save the King.  

CLOSE ON ISABELLE

Practicing with the orchestra and choir.  Her HIGH NOTES 
shake the line of chandeliers overhead.     

EXT. VARIOUS VIEWS OF LONDON - DAY

Throngs of people line the streets around Westminster Abbey, 
royal-watching.  The cheering crowds go on for miles.  
Traffic jammed for blocks.  

The tube stations are all closed.  MILITARY SNIPERS on the 
rooftops.  Police everywhere doing crowd control, redirecting 
traffic.  There’s no getting anywhere near the place.  
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MOVING WITH THE PROCESSION

With great pomp and pageantry, a procession heads up The Mall 
from Buckingham Palace to Westminster Abbey.  The coaches 
accompanied by the KING’S CALVARY.  

Almost every country on the map has a coach with their leader 
inside.  A waving flag outside to designate the nation:  
France, Germany, Russia, the United States.   

Then the KING and QUEEN in a GOLD STAGE COACH.  Countrymen 
wave their hats and scarves as they pass.    

INT. WOLVERTON’S CAR - DAY

Stuck in backed-up traffic.  

DIX
Sorry, sir.  We can’t get any closer.  

FATHER PATRICK
That’s okay.  We’ll use the Underground.  

WELLS
But, they’re all closed! 

FATHER PATRICK
Not this Underground.  

INT. SEWERS - DAY

Team Wolverton navigates through the canals.  Wells, dragging 
a suitcase, covers his face with a handkerchief.    

FATHER PATRICK
Don’t tell me you’re claustrophobic.  

WELLS
Certainly not.  Just excrement-phobic.  

FATHER PATRICK
With all the artifacts Munroe’s 
collected, he’s going to be the most 
powerful wizard in history.  It’ll be 
just us three against him without any 
magic in our corner.  

WOLVERTON
We don’t need any, Father.  We have the 
greatest scientific mind in England 
fighting alongside us. 

(turning to Wells)
Isn’t that right, H.G.? 
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WELLS
(totally O.C.D. over their 
surroundings)

Excuse me?

WOLVERTON
What have you brought to even the odds?  

WELLS
Yes.  Evening the odds.

Wells pulls THREE TUNING FORK out of his suitcase, giving  
one to each of them.

WELLS (CONT’D)
I’ve been working on a theory.  For 
centuries we thought magic went against 
nature.  But, everything must be 
subject to the same laws.  

He strikes the fork against the wall.  It gives off a HIGH 
PITCHED BUZZ.  He motions for the others to do the same.  

WELLS (CONT’D)
Spells and curses travel in the air 
like radio waves.  They vibrate at a 
certain frequency. 

Father Patrick hits his.  BUZZZZZZZZZ. Wolverton smacks his.  
BUZZZZZZ. Combined, the THREE TONES sound almost angelic.  

WELLS (CONT’D)
You find the right frequency; you can 
counteract it!  

The SOUND WAVES become visible -- a sonic force-field.  

FATHER PATRICK
Good Heavens.  It’s like the Lost Chord 
King David played. 

WELLS
Well, yes, if you must simplify it.

WOLVERTON
So, how many have you brought?

WELLS
Oh, I packed as many as I could ...

He looks down.  Where’s his suitcase?  He turns, watching it 
carried off downstream in the sewer.

WELLS (CONT’D)
We have these.  

88.



INT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - DAY

The coronation ceremony has begun.  Isabelle leads the choir 
in the ode as King George and the Royal Family make their way 
down the nave to the high altar where his throne awaits.

ISABELLE
(singing)

Crown the King with Life!
Through our thankful state
Let the cries of hate
Die in joy away!

Members of Parliament, European royalty and the aristocratic 
class watch reverently.  Munroe impatiently drums his 
fingers.  “Hurry up, already.”

The King takes his place on the throne.  The ARCHBISHOP 
addresses the East, South, West and North sides of the Abbey.  

ARCHBISHOP
Sirs, I here present unto you, George 
the Fifth, your undoubted King.  
Wherefore, all you who are come this 
day to do your homage and service, are 
you willing to do the same?  

CROWD
We do. 

THE CROWN JEWELS are placed on a pillow by a PALACE GUARD.  
The tampered-with CROWN waits in line as THE DOVE SCEPTER is 
the first passed from guard to guard to the Archbishop.

ARCHBISHOP
Will you solemnly promise and swear to 
govern the people’s of the United 
Kingdom of Great Britain according to 
their respective laws and customs?

KING GEORGE
I solemnly promise to do so.  

The HOPE DIAMOND recharges eerily.  The crown is next in 
line.  The CROSS SCEPTER is passed next.

ARCHBISHOP
Will you to your power cause law and 
justice, in mercy, to be executed in 
all your judgments?

KING GEORGE
I will. 
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EXT.  WESTMINSTER ABBEY - TURRET

MILITARY MEN load the ceremonial cannons, awaiting their 
signals.

CLOSE ON THE CROWN

It’s passed guard to guard over to the Archbishop.

CLOSE ON MUNROE

Gleefully watching it changes hands.

INT. SEWERS - DAY

Team Wolverton dead-ends at a gated sieve.    

WOLVERTON
Are you sure you know your way around 
down here, Father?

FATHER PATRICK
The Church of England has a lot of 
secrets.  And, I’m privy to them all.  

He finds the STONE he’s looking for and pushes against it.  

INT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - CRYPTS - DAY

Constable Harris and two men are down here on a cigarette 
break.  A SCRAPING SOUND catches their attention.    

CONSTABLE HARRIS
What’s this?

They watch as a loose stone in the wall slides away, 
revealing the Coronation-crashers.    

WOLVERTON
Please, don’t get up. 

The policemen go for their guns.  Wolverton reaches into his 
belt, throwing some FLASHBANG POUCHES their way.     

When the smoke disperses, the two policemen are unconscious 
on the ground.  Wolverton wrestles with Harris for his gun.  

CONSTABLE HARRIS
How in God’s name did you get out of 
the tower?

WOLVERTON
Please forgive me in advance, 
Constable.  
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Wolverton slams the Constable’s head against the crypt, 
knocking him out.  They hear the ceremony above them.  

WELLS
Gentlemen, we’re running out of time.  

INT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - DAY

The crown makes its way over to the Archbishop.  He lifts it 
up high, showing it off to the crowd.  A revered AWE.  

CLOSE ON INSPECTOR MUNROE

The Eye of Minerva surfaces, locking onto the Hope Diamond.   

HIS POV

We see the true dark side of the diamond.  Like insects 
trapped in amber, the evil forces inside awaken, circling 
around the jewel, ready to strike.   

BACK TO SCENE

The crown mere millimeters away from King George’s head, 
radiating.    

KING GEORGE
The things which I have before promised, 
I will perform, and keep.  So help me 
God.  

The Archbishop crowns him.  

ARCHBISHOP
Long live the King! 

CROWDS
(cheering)

Long live the King!

INSPECTOR MUNROE
But, not too long.  

Then, the CANNONS in the courtyard -- BOOM! -- go off.  

The King stands, waving to the adoring crowd.  Isabelle leads 
them in the national anthem.  

ISABELLE
(singing)

God save our gracious King.
Long live our noble King.
God save the King.
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The King’s next steps are uncertain.  He starts to SHAKE.  
The scepters fall out of his hands, CRASHING to the floor.    

His skin turns white, translucent.  Veins, pulsating, popping 
out, glowing blue like the diamond.  He lets out an UNEARTHLY 
HOWL.  His features swell, becoming monstrous.     

The King’s GUARDSMEN run to their devolving ruler.  

The Hope Diamond glows at full power.  A LASER SHOW EXPLODES 
out of the crown.  Blue arcs like lightning CRACKLE through 
the abbey, finding their targets --

All the King’s guardsmen, police officers and military men 
are STRUCK BY THE FIELD, trembling under its influence.  
Suffering the same fate as their King.

There’s total pandemonium in the pews.  All civility is gone.  
People trampling each other, running to the exits.      

Isabelle, watching from the stage, frozen in horror.

Team Wolverton arrives on the scene.  This is far worse than 
they’ve even imagined.  

FATHER PATRICK
Quick!  Get in positions!  Triangulate!  

Each go in separate directions, fighting against the flow of 
the panicking crowd.  

CLOSE ON THE KING AND HIS GUARDS

Their features getting more and more reptilian.  

VARIOUS VIEWS OF TEAM WOLVERTON

Father Patrick goes to the South transept.  He wedges himself 
between the vestibules.  He STRIKES his tuning fork -- 
BUZZZZZZ!  

Wells positions himself at the North transept, balancing on a 
pew.  He HITS his -- BUZZZZZZ!

Wolverton emerges by the pipe organ at the far end of the 
altar.  He SMACKS his -- BUZZZZZ!

The SOUND WAVES ENVELOP the entire abbey like a protective 
grid.  The Hope Diamond’s circuit is broken.  The blue lights 
dissipate.  

The King and the other affected souls fall to the floor.  The 
crown ROLLS OFF HIS HEAD.  The Hope Diamond breaks off and 
POWERS DOWN.  
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Munroe’s Eye of Minerva turns milky white.  The Trident Tat 
FLICKERS OFF.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
No ... This isn’t possible!  

He tries to form an energy bolt in his hand.  It FIZZLES OUT.  
He scans the room with his one good eye. 

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
Wolverton!

The first one he recognizes is Wells.  He pulls his REVOLVER 
and SHOOTS at the scientist.  The shot blows the tuning fork 
out of Wells’ hand.    

WELLS
Crikey!

The anti-magic grid goes down.  More SHOTS fired.    

Wells reaches, from under the pew, for the tuning fork.  His 
fingers get CRUNCHED by people running for the exits.  

WELLS (CONT’D)
Ouch!  

He tries again.  CRUNCH.

WELLS (CONT’D)
Ouch!

And again.  CRUNCH.

CLOSE ON INSPECTOR MUNROE

He’s gotten his mojo back.  Starts forming a BALL OF ENERGY 
in his hands.  

CLOSE ON WOLVERTON

He sings Wells’ missing note, trying to hit the right key on 
the organ to complete the chord.  

WOLVERTON
(singing)

Aaaaaahhhhh ...  

CLUNK.  Wrong one.

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Aaaaaaahhhhh ...

CLUNK.  Wrong one.  Isabelle runs to his side.  
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ISABELLE
You were always tone deaf.  

Munroe’s ball of energy grows apocalyptic big.  And, just as 
he throws it at the King -- 

-- Isabelle finds the RIGHT KEY.  She holds it down.  The 
FORCE-FIELD reappears.    

WOLVERTON
(kissing her)

Thank you, darling.  

Munroe’s phantom projectile shrinks in mid-air, landing a few 
inches away from the King, a harmless spit-ball.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
How many damn lives do you have, 
Wolverton?

WOLVERTON
Enough to stop you.  

TWO GUARDS rush the Inspector.  Without magic, he has to go 
mano a mano.  They’re quickly disarmed and dispatched.  

He takes a shot at Wolverton.  The thief pushes Isabelle 
down.  JAMS THE KEY DOWN with a KNIFE, keeping the NOTE 
RINGING OUT.  

Another shot whizzes by.  He scurries up the pipe with one 
hand, the tuning fork still vibrating in the other.

PING!PING! He jumps from pipe to pipe to avoid the shots, 
dropping the fork in the process.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Bloody Hell!

The interference is gone.  Another energy bolt POWERS UP in 
Munroe’s hand.  He hurls it at the thief.  

Wolverton leaps off just in time onto the balcony.  The organ 
EXPLODES.  The STAINED GLASS WINDOW overhead SPLINTERS into a 
million pieces.  

Munroe throws another energy blast at him.  The balcony 
CRUMBLES underneath him.  

Wolverton rides down the -- RIIIIPPPP! -- tearing-in-half 
tapestry.  Avoiding blasts, he runs to the King’s side.      

Wells finally gets his hands back on his fork.  SMACKS it -- 
BUZZZZZZZZ!!  
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Isabelle picks up the one Wolverton had dropped.  Before she 
can strike it, Munroe casts a spell.  The PRONGS bend apart, 
Uri Geller-style, rendering it flaccid.    

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Terribly sorry, lamb.

Wells and Father Patrick’s tuning forks get bent, too.  

CLOSE ON WOLVERTON AND THE KING

Wolverton picks up the Hope Diamond, depositing it in a cross-
laden sack.  Goes to the fallen King.  The color slowly 
returns to his face.  

WOLVERTON
We have to get you out of here, Your 
Highness.  

But, the King is too in shock to move.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
A thousand pardons in advance.  

He SLAPS him.  The King comes to, indignant.  

KING GEORGE
You do realize you’re striking a king?

WOLVERTON
Couldn’t be helped.  Can you walk?

KING GEORGE
I think so.

Reflected in the King’s pupils, Wolverton sees Munroe 
floating over them.

WOLVERTON
Uh, can you run?

Munroe hovers in place like an attack helicopter arming up.

KING GEORGE
Inspector, I command you to stand down!  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
How many pawns have been sacrificed for 
your throne?  Imagine what sacrificing 
a continent full of kings will do for 
mine?   

With a gesture, the TWO CANNONS crash in through the glass, 
levitating, aimed at Wolverton and the King.
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INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
Once, magicians were your most trusted 
advisers.  The secret power behind the 
thrones.  And, then, you turned against 
us!  Declared a Holy War on magic.  You 
persecuted my kind, killing the 
practitioners who wouldn’t renounce the 
Art.  

He SNAPS his fingers and the CANNONS FIRE.  

BOOM!  Wolverton grabs the King, rolling away as huge holes 
are blasted around them.  

WOLVERTON
Good thing his aim is...

BOOM!  The floor COLLAPSES underneath them.  WHOOSH!  They 
free-fall down a few levels into --

INT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - CRYPTS - DAY

Wolverton spins in midair, positioning himself to break the 
King’s fall -- OOF! -- landing hard on his back.   

KING GEORGE
Are you alright?

WOLVERTON
Sure.  

(he’s not)
All in a day’s work.  

And, on that -- CLICK! -- Wolverton has a revolver against 
his head.  

CONSTABLE HARRIS
It’s over, Wolverton.  Get your paws 
off the King.  

INT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - DAY

Munroe CONDUCTS his evil version of Fantasia.  SPELLS shoot 
out of him like Roman Candle blasts.    

The DRAGON GARGOYLES perched on the ceiling come alive, 
swirling around the panicked crowd like birds of prey.  

WELLS
Oh, my.

Father Patrick runs over to him.
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FATHER PATRICK
His power objects must be somewhere 
close.  Find them and get them as far 
away from here as possible.  Go!  I’ll 
deal with this mischief.  

As Wells hustles out, the priest slips on a pair of BRASS 
KNUCKLES lined with CROSSES.  

EXT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - DAY

The cheering crowds await a glimpse of the Royal Family.  
Suddenly, their flags stop waving.  A collective dropping of 
jaws as --  

-- all the dragon gargoyles atop the Abbey break free, flying 
in formation over them.  

Wells flees the building with a hundred other escapees.  He 
clips on a special pair of LENSES over his spectacles and 
scans the area.

WELLS’ POV:

THERMAL IMAGING that picks up on magic.  All of Westminster 
Abbey glows RED HOT.  Doing a 360 turn, he picks up a RED 
SIGNATURE coming from one of the PADDY WAGONS.   

WELLS
Ah ha! 

On that, one of the dragon gargoyles locks onto him and dive-
bombs down.

INT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - CRYPTS - DAY

Munroe’s BLITZKRIEG OF SPELLS sprinkle down here, lighting up 
the room.  Constable Harris walks Wolverton away with a gun 
pressed to his head.  

CONSTABLE HARRIS
Step away from the King.

KING GEORGE
Put your gun down, Constable.  That’s 
an order.  

CONSTABLE HARRIS
Don’t trust him, Your Highness.  He’s a 
cheeky one.    

They’re suddenly interrupted by an eerie CREEAAAKKK as the 
stone lids of the crypts push open from the inside.       
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The SKELETAL KNIGHTS buried here start crawling out of their 
tombs.  They shuffle over to the King, still in their 
ancient, rusted armor.

CONSTABLE HARRIS (CONT’D)
I hate magic!

WOLVERTON
I hate magic!

They turn to each other. 

WOLVERTON
Good man ... Now, defend the King! 

EXT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - DAY

The scientist looks up at the dive-bombing gargoyle.

WELLS
Good heavens! 

Goes into calculation mode.  Takes in everything around him 
as mathematical formulas appear in his mind’s eye:  Rate of 
acceleration, velocity, density mass.  

Wells crosses himself and silently counts off --

-- then darts headfirst into traffic.  He puts out his hands: 
HALT!  A motor car stops short, millimeters from hitting him.  

WELLS (CONT’D)
Terribly sorry! 

Wells dashes across the other lane where a DOUBLE-DECKER BUS 
barrels towards him.  

The scientist silently counts off again.  The bus driver -- 
SCREEECH! -- steps on the brakes.  But, there’s no way it’ll 
stop in time.  

Wells jumps out of the way just as the gargoyle swoops down, 
COLLIDING -- BAM -- into the bus.  Reducing the beast to a 
rock pile.  The dented bus keeps going.  

WELLS (CONT’D)
(letting out a deep 
breath)

Thank you, Pythagoras.  

INT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - DAY

A gargoyle harasses the QUEEN and her children.  Father 
Patrick is suddenly at its side.    

FATHER PATRICK
Oi, mate! 
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It turns its head and GROWLS.  The priest SMACKS it right 
between the eyes with his brass knuckles.  

Nothing happens.  The creatures looks pissed. The priest 
looks up to the heavens, “Why?”  

Then, a CRACK appears in the stone face.  It spreads, 
spiderwebbing across its whole body.  The gargoyle CRUMBLES 
into powder.  

INT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - ALTAR - DAY

Guards and policemen SHOOTING at Munroe.  He absorbs the 
bullets without even a scratch.  Ignoring the nuisance, he 
brushes off the throne and sits himself down.   

Then -- CLICK!CLICK!CLICK! -- one by one, the firing squad 
run out of bullets.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Are you quite done? ... I’ll give you a 
choice.  You can reload and try again 
or bend down and serve your new King.    

Some know a winning side when they see it.  The Archbishop 
hands Munroe the crown.

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
Wise move.  

He crowns himself.  While half the crowd is defiant, others 
kneel down before him.  Isabelle throws herself at the foot 
of the throne, pleading.

ISABELLE
Henry, stop this!  This isn’t the man I 
knew.  What happened to you? 

INSPECTOR MUNROE
My inheritance happened.  This is my 
rightful place, Isabelle.  Now, will 
yours be by my side or amongst the 
rabble?            

INT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - CRYPTS - DAY

Constable Harris empties his pistol at the lead Skeletal 
Knight.  They harmlessly PING off its armor.  The bony 
soldier draws the broadsword he was buried with.

CONSTABLE HARRIS
What do we do?

Wolverton points to the passage to the sewers.
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WOLVERTON
Get the King out.  I’ll hold them off.

Wolverton puts himself in front of harm’s way.  As the Lead 
Knight lunges, the thief throws a POUCH down at its feet.     

THWACK!  The knight steps into a PUDDLE OF GLUE.  It’s stuck.  
The momentum forcing it down, CRACKING the creature in half.  
Wolverton retrieves its sword and shield.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
(to Constable Harris)

Go! 

Wolverton BANGS his sword and shield together.  Takes a 
defensive stance against the other Knights.  

Constable Harris and the King make their escape through the 
stone.  As the King ducks under:

KING GEORGE
You’re a good man, Wolverton.  I’ll see 
that your name is cleared. 

WOLVERTON
Thank you, Your Highness.  

He bows with a grand flourish just as TWO SWORDS swoosh over 
his head.  The two Knights decapitating themselves instead.  
Wolverton pushes their headless bodies away.  

Harris slides the stone in place, sealing off their escape 
route.  

Wolverton brandishes his sword to go into battle.  Then, 
notices a skeletal hand at his ankle.  The half-Knight not 
yet giving up the fight.  

The thief CRUSHES its skull with the hilt of his sword.  

EXT. PADDY WAGON - DAY

Wells covers his fist with his bowler hat and SMASHES in the 
driver-side window.  He kisses his bruised knuckles.  

INT. PADDY WAGON - DAY

The scientist climbs into the van.  Slides open the door to 
the back and peers inside. 

Wells can’t believe his eyes.  Is this an optical illusion?  
The space housing Munroe’s collection is as big as a train 
car. 
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WELLS
Balderdash!    

He shuts the door.  Hops in the driver’s seat, hot-wires the 
car and drives off.      

INT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - DAY

Isabelle looks up, getting an idea from the chandelier.  

ISABELLE
Well, my lord, should we finish your 
ceremony with a coronation song?

INSPECTOR MUNROE
But, of course.  

She positions herself under the FIRST CHANDELIER, beginning 
an angelic aria.  

She hits a HIGH NOTE.  Holds it.  The CRYSTALS in the fixture 
VIBRATE at the same frequency.  It’s the first note of the 
Lost Chord.   

She curtsies and dances right underneath the NEXT CHANDELIER.  

Never breaking eye-contact with Munroe, she releases another 
HIGH NOTE.  The crystals vibrate at the same tone.  The 
second note of the Lost Chord.    

Father Patrick realizes what she’s doing.  

FATHER PATRICK
(to himself)

Clever girl.  But, don’t let him catch 
on.   

Munroe is hypnotized by Isabelle’s beautiful song and dance.  
She’s like an Edwardian Scheherazade. She curtsies and spins 
underneath the THIRD CHANDELIER.  

And, as she throws back her head and sings out of her 
diaphragm --   

INT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - CRYPTS - DAY

Wolverton duels with Knight #2, impales his sword into its 
rib-cage.  The thief tries to pull it out.  It’s stuck!    

He slams the hilt down -- BOING! -- RATTLING all its bones.  

Wolverton leaps onto the top of a crypt, weaponless.  He 
jumps over their thrusts and parries as if he’s skipping 
rope.  He kicks Knight #3 and #4 in the face.      
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The lid of the crypt he’s on slides open, revealing the Black 
Knight entombed here.  It ROARS at him. 

WOLVERTON
(fanning his face)

What was your last meal?  Haggis? 

Its plate-mail glove grabs at Wolverton’s leg.  The thief 
uses its helmet as a step-stool and leaps to the hole in the 
ceiling.  

INT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - DAY

Wolverton pulls himself up into the cathedral just as 
Isabelle hits the last HIGH NOTE.  The Skeleton Knights 
crawling up after him.

She keeps the last note going as long as she can.  The glass 
in the chandelier finally VIBRATING at the SAME PITCH.  

Together, the three fixtures form a protective grid around 
the ceiling.  

Munroe, transfixed, doesn’t yet notice.  Isabelle finishes 
and curtsies.  The Inspector stands and claps.  He sees some 
DROPS OF BLOOD splattering on the floor underneath him.    

He checks himself.  BULLET HOLES retroactively appearing.    

The gargoyles and the knights evaporate.

With his last gasp of magic, Munroe lets out an UNEARTHLY 
HOWL that shakes the whole building.  

The chandelier above Isabelle is SHAKEN LOOSE.  It plummets 
down on top of her.  We see her SCREAMING REFLECTION in the 
kaleidoscope of a thousand crystals.  

WOLVERTON
Nooo!!!

The thief tackles Isabelle, throwing her out of the way.  

The chandelier hits the floor.  The room RATTLES from the 
impact.   

CLOSE ON WOLVERTON AND ISABELLE

He’s on top, protecting her from the EXPLOSION OF GLASS.    

ISABELLE
(smiling)

Tell me again I brought down the house.  
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WOLVERTON
You really brought down the house. 

He notices that her face has gone totally pale.  He rolls off 
of her.  There’s a HUGE SHARD OF GLASS embedded in her chest.    

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
Hang on, Isa. We’ll get you help.  

ISABELLE
Jack ... 

WOLVERTON
No, darling.  Save your strength.  

ISABELLE
Tell me again it was magnificent.  

WOLVERTON
It was magnificent.  Every second with 
you.  

ISABELLE
Tell me again you love me.  

WOLVERTON
I love you.  I’ve loved you from the 
second I saw you.  

ISABELLE
When you were stealing my jewels.

WOLVERTON
And, you were stealing my heart.  

He turns to see Munroe standing over them.  The little 
humanity left in him exposed.  Sorrowful.  Hurting, too.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Isabelle, believe me ... This wasn’t 
what I wanted to happen. 

Wolverton grabs him by the collar.  

WOLVERTON
There’s only one hope.  Only magic can 
save her now.  We need your painting.   

INSPECTOR MUNROE
It’s a portrait; not a still life.  

(phasing back)
There can only be one subject.  

He pushes Wolverton off him.  The little shove sends the 
thief flying across the room.  
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Munroe races out of the building.  Father Patrick rushes to 
Wolverton’s side.  A cornerman during a fight.  

FATHER PATRICK
I’m sorry, Jack.  But, to stop him, 
you’re going to have to destroy the 
painting!  There’s no way to do both.

WOLVERTON
There has to be a way!  I’ll find it.

I/E. PADDY WAGON - DAY

Wells drives the van as fast as it’ll go.  LONDON BRIDGE 
rises up out of the fog in front of him.  

EXT.  LONDON STREETS - DAY

Munroe locks onto the paddy wagon a few blocks ahead.  
There’s no time to hail a cab.  He magically takes a giant 
step onto the roof of the first passing car.  

He jumps from there onto the next one, causing a small crater 
with every bound.  

The Inspector avoids the traffic this way, leaping across the 
top of cars and carriages.       

Wolverton, a few cars behind him, HOPS from vehicle to 
vehicle, too, but criss-crossing from one lane of traffic to 
the other.  

From the splatter on the roofs, he sees that Munroe is losing 
a lot of blood.

WOLVERTON
(shouting to him)

You loved her, Munroe.  You’re the only 
one now that can save her.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I’m afraid that isn’t in the cards.

He’s weak, but has enough magic to summon a spell and send it 
Wolverton’s way.

The ART NOUVEAU STREET LAMP next to him suddenly comes alive.  
It TWISTS its long, iron neck over to the thief, belching out 
a GASLIGHT FIREBALL.  

Wolverton limbos under the blast just in time.  
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I/E. PADDY WAGON - DAY

Through the rear view window, Wells sees Munroe advancing 
closer and closer.  The scientist turns on the SIREN.  Puts 
pedal to the metal as he turns onto the London Bridge.

MOVING WITH WOLVERTON AND MUNROE

Street lamps from both sides whip out at the thief.  He dives 
over them onto the next car as they -- BOOM -- tie themselves 
into a knot.

WOLVERTON
You were a policeman.  A hero.  Surely, 
that wasn’t all a facade.  

Munroe doesn’t have much mojo left.  He has difficulty 
conjuring one last spell.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
There’s a way back, Munroe.  The magic 
changed you.  It consumed you.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
It wasn’t the magic that consumed me.  
It was the hate!  And, that, dear boy, 
is still rather strong!  

On that, he throws the spell.  Ahead of him, Wolverton sees a 
hydra’s head of snapping street lamps turning on him.

WOLVERTON
Bloody hell!

He CRACKS his neck.  His knuckles.  And, goes into a whole 
gymnastic routine, avoiding their lunges and blasts.

One street lamp RAMS the side of the car -- CRUNCH! -- 
sending Wolverton flying.  The car skids onto the other side 
of traffic.  A massive PILEUP.   

As the street lamps stretch their necks after him, the thief 
swings from one wrought-iron monster to the next, dodging 
their fireballs along the way.   

Wolverton slides down the last lamppost and follows after 
Munroe on foot. 

EXT. LONDON BRIDGE - DAY

In the middle of the bridge.  Munroe is now only a few cars 
behind.  Wells zigzags through both lanes of traffic, trying 
to get away.    
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A huge truck barrels towards him.  Wells quickly swerves out 
of the way, SMACKING into guardrail -- BAM! -- blowing out a 
tire.  The paddy wagon SKIDS.  He loses control of the van.

Munroe is just two cars behind.  He casts a spell at the van.  
A HOLE opens up on top of the roof.  

Wolverton is right above them, running overhead on a 
suspension cable.  He takes out the Hope Diamond and removes 
his belt.  TWIRLING it like a sling.  

Munroe leaps, landing on the roof of the swerving paddy 
wagon.  The portal expands, big enough to fit through.  

Wolverton has one last shot.  He releases the sling.  Yells 
down at the Inspector:

WOLVERTON
Not so fast!  Haven’t you been looking 
for this?

Munroe looks up.  “What now?!”  The Eye of Minerva glaring.

Then -- THWACK! -- the HOPE DIAMOND goes right through the 
socket, embedded deep into Munroe’s skull.    

The Inspector SCREAMS in agony.  Even he’s not immune to its 
curses.  His skin melts off, leaving only an anguished skull.  

He tries to pulls the diamond out, but can’t.  His features 
regenerating, the proximity to the portrait healing him.  

But, the new skin quickly burns off.  He’s stuck in an 
infinite loop of blessings and curses.  Munroe falls through 
the hole into his warehouse.  The portal starts to close.

MOVING WITH WOLVERTON

His window of opportunity quickly closing.  From way up here, 
it’s like high-diving into a glass of water.  Wolverton shuts 
his eyes and takes the leap of faith.  

He dives down like an arrow.  A straight shot through the 
opening just as it seals shut after him --

INT. BACK OF PADDY WAGON

-- Wolverton lands -- BOOM! -- shaking the van.  

Munroe, in intense pain, pulls at the diamond.  His face 
flickering back and forth between life and death.  

WOLVERTON
So, what’s it like, Inspector, having 
an itch you can’t quite scratch? 
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INSPECTOR MUNROE
Damn you, Wolverton!

Munroe lashes out at the thief, but his depth of field is 
totally off.  He misses by a mile.

Wolverton takes a gentleman’s boxing stance.  Proceeds to 
assault the Inspector with a series of FACE SLAPS.

WOLVERTON
God ...

(slap)
How I’ve ...

(slap)
Wanted to ...

(slap)
Do this!

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Had your fun?  Good!

He blasts the thief with an energy bolt, sending him flying 
across the room. 

Munroe races to the shelf with his portrait, tearing open the 
wrappings.  He kneels before it and touches the canvas.  His 
bullet wounds start healing.

The Hope Diamond works its way out of the socket like a 
splinter.  It hits the floor, breaking into a million pieces.    

Wolverton kicks a crate his way, knocking the canvas out of 
his hands.  He takes a running leap and slides right past 
Munroe, scooping the portrait up.  

Munroe musters up an energy bolt.  The thief quickly puts a 
knife to the portrait’s throat.  

WOLVERTON
Don’t move or I’ll cut you in half. 

INSPECTOR MUNROE
You’d never.  You need it to save your 
poor, lost love.  

WOLVERTON
Stopping you is more important.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
You won’t go through with it.  You’re  
weak.  Just like your father ... He 
became obsessed with magic when your 
mother got sick.  But, he couldn’t 
handle the power.  Ended up cursing you 
all.    
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Wolverton moves the knife away, slightly.  

WOLVERTON
So, we’re at an impasse, then?  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
No.  You’re at an impasse.  I have my 
eyes on the prize.  

And, just as he’s about to throw the energy bolt --

EXT. PADDY WAGON - DAY

-- Wells has totally lost control.  The van CRASHES through 
the barrier.  TUMBLING OFF THE BRIDGE into the Thames.  

INT. BACK OF THE PADDY WAGON - DAY

Wolverton drops the painting.  Munroe’s magic bolt goes 
askew.  The whole warehouse spins around like rocks in a 
tumbler, debris falling everywhere.  

And, in this whirlwind, Wolverton and Munroe exchange blows.   

I/E. PADDY WAGON - DAY

The van hits the bottom of the river.  Wells tries to push 
open the driver’s side door.  Stuck!  He opens the back door 
to the warehouse as a wave of water pushes him in.     

INT. BACK OF THE PADDY WAGON - DAY

The two rivals race for the portrait.  Munroe grabs the 
thief, spinning him into a wall.  

The Inspector sloshes back to the painting, the water now 
knee-deep.  Cartons floating around him.      

Wolverton tries to tackle him.  Again, he’s thrown into the 
wall.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
Stay down, Wolverton.  It’s finished.  
It just wouldn’t be sporting.    

WOLVERTON
You still failed, you know.

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I’ll live again to fight another day.  
Which can’t be said for you.  

Munroe turns to find that Wells has the portrait.  The 
scientist takes out a SYRINGE and presses in the plunger.  
HISS!  It’s filled with ACID.  
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WELLS
Don’t take one step further.  

As he’s about to jab the needle into the portrait’s heart -- 

-- the portrait suddenly COMES ALIVE.  HANDS SHOOT out of the 
frame, grabbing Wells’ throat, STRANGLING HIM.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
I’ve added a few safeguards.  

He turns towards Wolverton, splashing over to him.  The water 
now waist-high.    

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
Now, it’s your turn.

Wolverton looks around him for anything he can use.  His old 
nemesis -- THE MONKEY’S PAW -- floats to his side just as 
Munroe lifts him up by the scruff of his neck.  

Munroe has the strength of ten men, his fingers clenching 
around the thief’s windpipe.    

INSPECTOR MUNROE (CONT’D)
Any last bon mots?  

WOLVERTON
Actually ... Yes ...

He holds up the Monkey’s Paw.  It still has one wish left.  
This is the first time we’ve ever seen Munroe panic.  

INSPECTOR MUNROE
You wouldn’t dare.  That kind of magic 
has serious repercussions.    

WOLVERTON
Do I have a choice?

Wolverton holds the Paw to his heart.  He looks at the 
Inspector, defiant.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
I wish that damn painting never existed.

The portrait lets go of Wells.  

It drops into the water, bobbing and floating.  The paint 
starts running, clouding the water.  Bit by bit disappearing, 
until it’s just a blank canvas.  And, then, that VANISHES.

But, it seemingly has no effect on Munroe.

109.



INSPECTOR MUNROE
Nice try. 

As he’s about to snap his rival’s neck, he notices a SPLASH 
of BLOOD hit the water.  Munroe starts DISSOLVING.  Blood and 
viscera drip into the water as he melts down.      

Munroe’s about to say something, but his jaw unhinges and 
falls off.  The sum of his parts suddenly VANISH just like 
the painting had.  

Wells comes to his friend’s side.  

WELLS
Do you realize what you’ve just done?!    

WOLVERTON
Of course.  I just saved the world.  

WELLS
No, you haven’t!  You just changed the 
world!  That wish ripped through the 
fabric of time.  Who knows what the 
repercussions will be ...

And, on that, various shelves and crates in the room start 
disappearing.  

WOLVERTON
What the hell is happening? 

WELLS
Don’t you see?!  You’ve violated the 
second law of thermodynamics.  

WOLVERTON
Layman’s terms, H.G. Layman’s terms.  

The warehouse is now one big jig-saw puzzle.  Key pieces 
dematerialize, collapsing and crashing down around them. 

WELLS
You’ve rewritten history.  Changing the 
past changes our present.  Even the 
smallest deviation can be catastrophic.        

They look up to find a WAVE OF WATER SLAMMING DOWN on them.

EXT. THAMES - DAY

Wolverton and Wells dog-paddle towards the riverbank.  
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WELLS 
It’s an ontological paradox!  If the 
portrait was never painted, then Gray 
died five hundred years ago.  If Gray 
died five hundred years ago,  then the 
Golden Dawn never amassed their 
collection.  If the Golden Dawn never 
amassed their collection, then you 
never became the Black Cat!  

WOLVERTON
Yes, okay.  I’ve gotten the gist.  

EXT. LONDON STREET - DAY

Dripping wet, they slosh down the street to a kiosk.  
Wolverton grabs hold of the paper. 

NEWSIE #1
Oi, this isn’t a library! 

WOLVERTON
(to Wells)

Pay the man, will you. 

The HEADLINE reads “King George Coronated.”  He shows it to 
Wells. 

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
See?  Nothing catastrophic happened.  

He flips through.  There’s an article about Isabelle Conte’s
final performance at the Opera House.  

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
She’s alright!  We did it!  She’s 
alright!  

INT. ROYAL OPERA HOUSE - DAY

Isabelle receives a standing ovation.  The stage fills up 
with bouquets of flowers.  London doesn’t want to let her go.  

INT. ISABELLE’S DRESSING ROOM - DAY

There’s a commotion outside the door.  Soggy Wolverton 
finagles himself past the diva’s elderly DRESSER.      

DRESSER
I’m sorry, mum!  He was quite insistent!

ISABELLE
Can I help you?

Overjoyed, Wolverton hugs her, spinning her around.  
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WOLVERTON
It’s a miracle!  You’re alive!  You’re 
so very much alive! 

And, for that, he receives a RESOUNDING SLAP. 

ISABELLE
Put me down this instance!  Just who do 
you think you are?!

WOLVERTON
Isa, it’s me.  Jack.  

ISABELLE
(to her Dresser)

Go get the guards.  

WOLVERTON
(crestfallen)

Isabelle, please!  You must remember 
me.  You must.  

ISABELLE
I’ve never seen you before in my life!  
Now, get out of here before the police 
come! 

INT. WINCHESTER CATHEDRAL - FATHER PATRICK’S RECTORY - DAY

Father Patrick listens politely as Wells and Wolverton spin 
their complicated story.  

WELLS
If the Golden Dawn didn’t amass their 
collection, then Wolverton, here, never 
became the Black Cat!  If Wolverton 
never became the Black Cat, he didn’t 
have a reason to meet Isabelle!  Thus, 
why she didn’t recognize him.  

WOLVERTON
Is any of this making sense to you?

Father Patrick just smiles.  

WELLS
If Wolverton didn’t have a reason to be 
the Black Cat, then the two of you 
would never have met either.  That’s 
why you’re smiling politely and 
thinking we’re daft.  

Father Patrick un-steeples his fingers and sighs.    
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FATHER PATRICK
Gentlemen, I’ve never heard of this 
Golden Dawn you’re talking about.  The 
Vatican certainly doesn’t have a secret 
collection of magical items.  And, an 
enchanted Monkey’s Paw!  That’s really 
a new one on me ... I think you two 
need to dry off.  And, perhaps, dry 
out.  We can continue this discussion 
after you’ve had some rest.      

WOLVERTON
Thank you, Father, for indulging us.  

(as he’s about to leave)
Are you absolutely sure you’ve never 
seen me before?

FATHER PATRICK
(smiling)

Perhaps, as you say, in a previous 
life.  But, not this one.  

EXT. TRAIN - DAY

A steam engine cuts through the French countryside.  

INT. TRAIN - RESTAURANT CAR - DAY

Alone at the table, Isabelle studies the menu.  She puts it 
down and -- GASP! -- suddenly has company.  

WOLVERTON
Please don’t scream.  And, please, 
please, don’t slap me again.  

ISABELLE
Oh, no.  The Time Travelling Man.  What 
do you want from me, now?  

WOLVERTON
Just look at my face.  Tell me there’s 
not the slightest hint of recognition.  

ISABELLE
I told you in Dover.  I told you on the 
ferry.  I told you in Calais.  I’ve 
never seen you before in my life.  

WOLVERTON
One last time.  Give me a long, proper 
look.  

He gives her his left profile.  Gives her his right.  Stares 
deeply into her eyes.  
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ISABELLE
I’m sorry.  

(and then)
If it’s any consolation, you have a 
very nice face.  Not one easily 
forgotten. 

WOLVERTON
So, you’ve never had your jewels stolen 
in Milan?  

ISABELLE
No!  Thankfully not.  I’m not insured.  

WOLVERTON
You’ve never helped commandeer a house 
boat in Amsterdam?

ISABELLE
Never.  Was it fun?

WOLVERTON
Terribly.  Till we crashed it.   

That at least gets a hopeful laugh. 

WOLVERTON (CONT’D)
You’ve never snuck into the Pasha’s 
Palace in Istanbul?   

ISABELLE
Never.  Did we stay long?

WOLVERTON
Three glorious days.  And, all we had 
were figs and wine.  

ISABELLE
Sorry.  Nothing that exciting has ever 
happened to me.  

WOLVERTON
Then, I apologize, Miss Conte.  I’ve 
bothered you quite long enough.  

As he gets up to leave, she puts her hand over his.  

ISABELLE
What did you say your name was again?  

WOLVERTON
Jack.  Jack Wolverton.  

114.



ISABELLE
Sit with me a while, Jack.  Train rides 
are usually so tedious.    

He sits back down, flashing his most charming smile.  

ISABELLE (CONT’D)
Tell me again about the Pasha’s Palace.  

And, on that, a waiter POPS open a bottle of champagne for 
them.  Perhaps this train ride won’t be so tedious after all.  

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

EXT. ENGLISH COUNTRYSIDE - RIVERBANK - DAY

Calm.  Tranquil.  Something slowly washes ashore -- the 
MONKEY’S PAW.  It’s three fingers raised back up, ready to 
grant three more wishes. 

A lone beachcomber takes off his shoes.  Goes over to 
retrieve the Paw.  He shakes off the moisture and puts it in 
a special box.  A cross-covered one we’ve seen before. 

Father Patrick is quite pleased with his latest acquisition.  

THE END.
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