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1 1EXT. WOODS. DAY. 

DRONE SHOT: BIRD'S EYE VIEW WOODS - TRAVELLING - OVER RED 
BRICK HOUSES. 

2 2EXT. FRONT GARDEN/PATH. DAY. 

CHARLIE (25) knocks on a front door, which is quickly, 
forcibly pulled open. MARLENE (30) appears, wrapped up in a 
puffer jacket, handbag over one shoulder, hair chaotically 
messy, flustered. 

MARLENE 
Oh, Charlie, thank god. 

CHARLIE 
Sorry, am I late? 

Charlie looks down at her phone. 

MARLENE 
No, no, Patrick superglued another kid 
to a chair, I need to go pick him up 
from school. Thank god Rosie has two 
child minders. 

Marlene starts out the door, swapping positions with Charlie 
who heads inside the house. 

MARLENE (CONT'D) 
I didn't see Annabelle or...either of 
her supposed parents this morning but 
there's a note for you in the kitchen. 
Rosie wouldn't eat lunch, try a snack 
or something, she should be up in her 
bedroom. 

She heads off, remembering something and turning back. 

MARLENE (CONT'D) 
Oh and by the way, she seems to be 
going through...through...I tried to 
wash...it... 

CHARLIE 
...wash what? 

MARLENE 
...I mean, it's all in the note. 

Marlene has already turned way. 
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CHARLIE 
Ok...umm...thanks? 

MARLENE 
Thanks, Charlie. I'll see you next 
week. 

Charlie waves as she closes the front door. 

CHARLIE 
(mouthing to herself) 

Next week?...it's Wednesday... 

3 3INT. ENTRANCE HALL. DAY. CONTINUOUS ACTION. 

Charlie stands in a tall, neat entrance hall, a set of stairs 
veering up, just off centre, a small hallway to the side, 
doorways on the left and right. 

CHARLIE 
(shouting) 

Rosie, it's Charlie. 

She takes her shoes off, placing them next to several other 
pairs. Two smaller shoes, compared to the rest, lie on their 
side, muddy, scuffed. Charlie tidies them into the others. 

She looks up the stairs. Silence, stillness. ROSIE (9) stands 
in the reflection of a large mirror on the wall opposite the 
second floor stairs, looking down on Charlie. With the 
rucksack still over shoulder, she heads through the right 
hand door, as Rosie darts off out of the reflection. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

4 4INT. KITCHEN. DAY. 

Charlie walks into a large, glass backed kitchen. On a 
granite island, a note. Picking it up, scanning it over, her 
eyebrows rise. 

The fridge swings open, Charlie grabs a yoghurt pot. She 
opens a drawer and takes a spoon. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

5 5INT. ENTRANCE HALL. DAY. 

Charlie heads up the stairs. 

6 6INT. UPSTAIRS HALL 01. DAY. CONTINUOUS ACTION. 
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The first floor, dark, two closed doors leaking different 
light out of each shard gap, the stairs turning on 
themselves, 180, as Charlie continues up. 

7 7INT. UPSTAIRS HALL 02. DAY. CONTINUOUS ACTION. 

Up the next set of stairs, four closed doors this time, more 
varied light from their respective thresholds, bright light 
streaming in through a window in the mirror reflection. 

8 8INT. UPSTAIRS HALL 03. DAY. CONTINUOUS ACTION. 

The final set of stairs, another 180, folded back on the 
previous set. Stopping half way up, she looks out the window, 
a garden, expansive lawn, trees, a vast woods behind. Charlie 
walks up the final stairs, to a single door, tungsten light 
leaking out the gap beneath. She knocks. Nothing. She turns 
the handle. 

CHARLIE 
Rosie, it's me. I'm coming in... 

                                                      CUT TO: 

9 9INT. ROSIE'S BEDROOM. DAY. 

An intensively decorated room, wooden-slated windows, toys 
scattering the floor, seemingly hundreds of drawings caking 
the walls; a bed, canopied in a green pillow fortress. 
Charlie walks across the threshold, Rosie is standing behind 
the door, darting off into the fortress. Charlie continues 
into the room, looking around, no one. 

CHARLIE 
Rosie...? 

O.S A small scuffle. 

Charlie turns, smiling, watching the side bed sheet of the 
fortress on the opposite side to her ripple gently. She bends 
down onto one knee, shuffling toward the entrance, sheets 
pulled down in Bedouin style, obscuring it's contents. 

CHARLIE (CONT'D) 
Rosie. I've got... 

She studies the pot, her face baffled. 

CHARLIE (CONT'D) 
...a yoghurt. 
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A hand shoots out from under the sheets, palm up. Charlie 
puts the pot and spoon onto the hand, it retreating back 
under the bed. Charlie waits, watching the small gap, going 
down onto both knees, putting her rucksack down next to her. 

CHARLIE (CONT'D) 
...so, what we going to do now? 
Marlene said you didn't have any 
lunch... 

O.S A few more shuffles. 

Some black hair starts to spill out the fortress, followed by 
a messy Rosie, holding the yoghurt and spoon in one hand, her 
other hand still inside the fortress. 

CHARLIE 
Can you eat something for me please? 

Rosie shrugs, noticing Charlie watching her hand inside the 
fortress as she goes onto her side. 

CHARLIE 
What you got there? 

Rosie slowly pulls out a grubby toy unicorn, sitting crossed 
legged on the floor, placing the unicorn between her legs, 
opening the yoghurt pot and starting to gingerly mix it 
around with the spoon. She looks to the unicorn. 

CHARLIE 
Not seen her before. Where'd you get 
her? 

ROSIE 
Him. 

CHARLIE 
Sorry, him. So... 

ROSIE 
...in the garden...by the woods. 

CHARLIE 
Mum said it needs to be washed, ok? 

Charlie matches Rosie cross-legged, Rosie shaking her head, 
clutching the Unicorn tightly. Charlie smiles. 

CHARLIE 
I remember, when I was younger, I had  



                                                          5. 

   Created using Celtx                                       

a toy dog...never wanted to wash him 
Because then he might be different, 
but I promise, he won't be different, 
he'll probably be even better. 

ROSIE 
I'm not five. 

Rosie puts the yoghurt pot down and clutches the unicorn 
close to her chest, Charlie rises onto her knees. 

CHARLIE 
Common, Rosie. It'll make mummy happy. 

Rosie shrugs. 

ROSIE 
No. 

CHARLIE 
It'll make me happy. 

Rosie turns away from her, Charlie reaches out to grab the 
unicorn. 

ROSIE 
(shouting) 

No...he doesn't want me to. 

Charlie retracts her hand, staring at Rosie. She sighs. 

CHARLIE 
I thought you weren't five... 

Charlie stands. 

CHARLIE (CONT'D) 
Ok, fine, you keep him, but you do 
need to come downstairs with me and do 
your homework. Deal? 

Rosie hesitates before nodding and starting to stand, 
gripping the unicorn tightly. Charlie smiles, turning and 
heading for the door. 

CHARLIE (CONT'D) 
Thank you. 

O.S A low static buzz. 

Charlie turns her head, confused, looking around, revealing  



                                                          6. 

   Created using Celtx                                       

Rosie, standing right behind her, Charlie shocking back. 

CHARLIE 
Rosie- 

She stares at her, looking around the room, shaking her head 
to reset, gesturing for Rosie to walk first, following her 
out of the room with one last look back. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

10 10INT. KITCHEN. DAY. 

Charlie and Rosie sit at the kitchen counter on stools, both 
legs dangling down. Rosie twists the unicorn over in her 
hands. A couple of textbooks, sheets of paper, stationary lie 
in front of them. Charlie points to a textbook. 

CHARLIE 
...and this one? 

Rosie looks over where Charlie's finger is pointing. She 
shrugs. Charlie sighs, running her hand through her hair. 

CHARLIE (CONT'D) 
Fine, I'm going to the toilet. Have a 
go at this one why I'm gone, yeah? 
Please? 

She looks to Rosie and faintly smiles. Rosie looks down at 
the unicorn, eyes glazing over. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

11 11INT. ENTRANCE HALL. DAY. 

Charlie comes out the kitchen door, across the hall into the 
door opposite, just behind the staircase, sighing. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

12 12INT. BATHROOM. DAY. 

Charlie stands over the sink. Water rushes into the plughole. 
She splashes her face. 

O.S Dull low static/voice. 

Charlie looks up and round to the door. Nothing. Another 
splash, more water. 
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O.S More dull noise, followed by short sharp static. 

Charlie stops and spins her head round, shutting off the tap, 
starring at the door. Silence. She slowly goes back to 
studying herself in the mirror, her hand reaching for the 
tap. 

She turns it on - 

- O.S Violent static, warped voices. Charlie moves quickly. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

13 13INT. KITCHEN. DAY. 

No more dangling legs at the counter, Charlie bursts in, 
searching, turning, Rosie nowhere. Through the glass doors at 
the back, she spots Rosie, standing on the large grass lawn, 
back to Charlie, the unicorn dangling down in her hand. 

CHARLIE 
(shouting) 

Rosie. 

Charlie moves quickly through the kitchen, toward the sliding 
glass doors, already slightly ajar, and onto the patio. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

14 14EXT. BACK GARDEN. DAY. 

Charlie jogs onto the lawn, coming up behind Rosie. 

CHARLIE 
Rosie, what are you doing out here? 

She crouches down to Rosie's level, who stares straight ahead 
at the towering trees. 

CHARLIE (CONT'D) 
Rosie...ROSIE 

She puts a hand on Rosies' shoulder, Rosie snapping back to 
her, eyes darting over, thrusting her shoulder back, Charlie 
retrieving her hand. 

CHARLIE (CONT'D) 
Are you ok? 

Rosie nods. 
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CHARLIE (CONT'D) 
What are you doing out here? 

Rosie shrugs. 

CHARLIE (CONT'D) 
What were those noises? 

Rosie lifts the unicorn slightly in gesture. 

CHARLIE (CONT'D) 
No, no the noises......like, was...was 
someone here? 

Again, the unicorn is gestured to. 

CHARLIE (CONT'D) 
Rosie, come on...you must have heard 
it. 

Rosie looks back to the woods. Charlie grabs Rosie's hand, 
leading her back towards the kitchen, the toy dangling down 
by her side. The bushes on the side of the garden by the 
trees rustle. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

15 1515A. INT. ENTRANCE HALL. DAY. 

Charlie comes out the kitchen, moving quickly to the door 
diagonally opposite, the bathroom door still ajar. She comes 
back round, jogging up the stairs, Rosie poking her head out 
from round the kitchen door, unicorn in hand. 

15B. INT. UPSTAIRS HALL 02. DAY. 

Charlie checks both doors on the first upstairs landing, 
coming to the 2nd and doing the same. She pauses, looking up 
the next. 

15C. INT. ROSIE'S BEDROOM. DAY. 

The door slowly swings open, Charlie coming over the 
threshold. She looks around the room. Stillness. Silence. 

15D. INT. UPSTAIRS HALL 03. DAY. 

She sighs, swinging the door shut, turning and jolting back 
as Rosie is standing at the top of the stairs behind her. 

CHARLIE 
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ROSIE 

ROSIE 
...there's no one else here. 

Charlie stares at her. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

16 16INT. BATHROOM. NIGHT. 

Charlie stands in the bathroom mirror, rubbing her eyes. The 
tap is off. She shakes her head, breathing heavily, looking 
up at herself in the reflection. She turns to the door. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

17 17INT. ENTRANCE HALL. DAY. 

O.S The front door opens and closes. 

Charlie puts her shoes next to the others, the muddy trainers 
messily on their side, she tidies them, putting her backpack 
down and heading into the kitchen. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

18 18INT. KITCHEN. DAY. 

She grabs a yoghurt pot out the fridge, a spoon from the 
drawer. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

19 19INT. UPSTAIRS HALL 01. DAY. 

Charlie walks up the first set of stairs. 

O.S A noise behind, Charlie turns, briefly pausing before 
continuing up and onto the next set. 

20 20INT. UPSTAIRS HALL 02. DAY. CONTINUOUS ACTION. 

She continues up, glancing in the large mirror, seeing Rosie 
with one foot up on the open window's inside frame. 

CHARLIE 
(shouts) 

Rosie, wait, no... 

She runs forward, dropping the yoghurt and spoon to the  
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floor, turning and shooting up the stairs, grabbing Rosie 
round the stomach and pulling her back onto the floor. The 
unicorn sits by the wall underneath the window. Charlie 
breathes heavily, releasing Rosie, who darts over to the 
unicorn, grabbing it and tucking herself into the corner, 
subtly rocking back and forward. Charlie slides to the floor 
beneath the window, panting, staring at Rosie. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

21 21INT. ENTRANCE HALL. NIGHT. 

Charlie sits on the penultimate step of the staircase, bag 
over shoulder, shoes on. The front door lock clicks, the door 
swings open, Charlie standing as FRANCIS (50) and ANNABELLE 
(40) walk inside. 

ANNABELLE 
Charlie, I'm so sorry we're late... 

CHARLIE 
It's ok, don't worry, there's 
something- 

Francis reaches into his pocket and takes out a wad of cash, 
starting to count out several notes, Charlie distracted. 

CHARLIE 
-umm...I found Rosie- 

ANNABELLE 
-what's that, hun? 

Francis flips four notes out, looks to Charlie, takes one 
back, handing her three notes, resting his hand on her 
shoulder and heading into the kitchen. 

CHARLIE 
...I found Rosie half way out the 
window on- 

Annabelle tuts, her phone buzzing. She takes it out and 
starts to swipe away. 

ANNABELLE 
...what? Oh, that fucking cleaning 
lady, always ''air-rating'' the house- 

CHARLIE 
-no, I mean, Rosie was literally 
balancing on the windowsill, like she  
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was going- 

ANNABELLE 
-I've seen her sit in the weirdest 
places sometimes, I'm sorry if that 
was scary for you, I'll have a word 
with her. 

CHARLIE 
No, I didn't want...I just thought 
that...she's nine...I shut and locked 
it, took the key... 

Charlie takes a key out her pocket, holding it out for 
Annabelle, who is still swiping on her phone. 

ANNABELLE 
Oh good, thank you for that. 

She notices the key. 

ANNABELLE (CONT'D) 
You keep it, I won't be seeing 
Marlene. Is there anything else? 

She looks up to Charlie smiling, who is staring back at her. 

ANNABELLE (CONT'D) 
Look, it's the one on the third floor, 
before her room, yes? It's a roof 
terrace darling. I've been telling her 
off for climbing out that window since 
she was five, even younger. I've 
watched her climb trees in those 
woods, that wall at the back, we're 
used to it. She just likes climbing, 
adventure, that's all. Please, 
darling, don't worry. 

Charlie opens her mouth to speak but stops herself, instead 
faintly smiling and heading for the front door. 

ANNABELLE (CONT'D) 
Thank you Charlie. I'm going to go up 
check on her now. Ok? I'll see you 
tomorrow...well, she'll see you 
tomorrow. 

Charlie nods, opening the front door and closing it behind 
her as Annabelle makes her way up the stairs, each with a 
look back to the other. 
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                                                      CUT TO: 

22 22INT. ENTRANCE HALL. DAY. 

O.S The front door opens and closes. 

Charlie starts to take off her shoes, pausing, noticing the 
smaller trainers are gone. She moves off quickly, shoes still 
on. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

23 23OMITTED 

24 24INT. ENTRANCE HALL. DAY. 

Up the first set of stairs. 

25 25INT. UPSTAIRS HALL 01. DAY. CONTINUOUS ACTION. 

Second. Double checks the mirror. The window is open. 

26 26INT. UPSTAIRS HALL 02. DAY. CONTINUOUS ACTION. 

She shoots round, up the stairs, staring out the window. A 
small lump of white fur lies on the lawn. 

CHARLIE 
Shit... 

                                                      CUT TO: 

27 27EXT. BACK GARDEN. DAY. 

Charlie runs toward the white lump on the grass, reaching it, 
picking it up and turning over the unicorn. She looks up to 
the trees and woods behind. 

CHARLIE 
(shouts) 

Rosie...Rosie...ROSIE... 

O.S Loud, prolonged static; warped screaming from the 
unicorn, Charlie dropping it to the ground, in a state of 
shock, stumbling backward. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

28 28EXT. FRONT GARDEN/PATH. NIGHT. 

SHANA (30) walks underneath crime scene tape, up the front  
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path to the already open front door, red and blue lights 
flashing off the back of her head, walking inside. 

29 29INT. ENTRANCE HALL. NIGHT. CONTINUOUS ACTION. 

Charlie sits on the bottom step of the stairs, a police 
officer with a note pad crouching in front of her. 

SHANA 
Ali... 

ALI (30s), turns from talking to an officer by the kitchen 
door, the officer heading into the kitchen. 

ALI 
Shana, you came. I know that Shaun- 

SHANA 
-course I came, it's my job. What's 
happened? 

Shana clutches the side of her mouth, twisting her tongue in 
her cheek. 

ALI 
We have a missing persons; nine year 
old Rosie Bartlet...you alright? 

SHANA 
Toothache. 

Ali nods to Charlie on the stairs. 

ALI 
She called it in, the tutor, child 
minder whatever. Parents are in the 
kitchen, talking to Bradley... 

They walk through the kitchen door. 

30 30INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT. CONTINUOUS ACTION. 

Ali and Shana come past Francis, tumbler of whiskey shaking 
in his hand, pacing around behind the island, and Annabelle, 
perched on a sofa, shaking, vogue cigarette in hand. An 
officer sitting next to her, notepad out, the blue and red 
lights flashing through the window. 

ALI 
They weren't around...I'm not actually 
sure they ever really are. 
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SHANA 
...don't blame them. Kids. And you 
think she's in the woods? 

They continue to walk through the kitchen. 

ALI 
She has a history of climbing trees 
and fences and other shit apparently. 
This early on, best place to start, 
it's just out there. 

SHANA 
How many hands? 

They pass the unicorn in an evidence bag on a dining table, 
an officer studying it over, taking notes. 

ALI 
Couple more units coming, should be 
eight or so, we'll have more in the 
morning. 

Shana looks confused. 

SHANA 
You know she's missing now right? 
That's the toy? 

ALI 
Yep...forensics are stuck in traffic. 

SHANA 
Traffic? 

ALI 
Traffic. 

Shana stares at her. 

SHANA 
Out there? 

She gestures to the back doors, open wide, leading to the 
garden. 

ALI 
Be my guest. 

Shana walks toward the garden. 
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SHANA 
Thanks, Al. 

ALI 
Don't fucking call me that...Sha...? 

                                                      CUT TO: 

31 31EXT. BACK GARDEN. NIGHT. 

Shana stands toward the back of the lawn, looking up at the 
trees. Two police officers shine their torches around the 
back wall. 

O.S Faint screaming and shouts, Shana spins round, looking 
toward commotion in the kitchen. She starts to make her way 
back. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

32 32INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT. 

Shana comes into the kitchen, muffled screaming from near the 
dining table. Annabelle is in hysterics, in a terrified 
Francis' arms. A police officer is ferrying them backward. 
Ali and two officers stand over the bagged unicorn. Charlie 
and her officer have come in, watching on from by the door, 
wide-eyed. A gloved Ali takes the unicorn out of the evidence 
bag. The screaming continues, piercing loudly, Annabelle 
clutching her ears. Ali takes a pen knife from one of the 
officers and starts to carefully slice open along the back of 
the unicorn's stitching, putting down the knife and carefully 
peeling back the material. Her hand goes in, rummaging 
around, before retrieving a baby monitor, green lights 
flashing furiously, the screaming un-muted and violently 
loud. Everyone stares at the dirtied white monitor in shock, 
Francis and Annabelle covering their ears, tears rolling down 
their cheeks, Charlie visibly distressed. The screaming and 
flashing suddenly ceases. Silence. Ali looks to Shana, no one 
moving or saying anything. Ali turns the monitor over in her 
hand. A loud, true scream pierces into the kitchen, coming 
from the back of the garden, by the woods. Everyone's heads 
spin round. 

                                                 CUT TO BLACK 


