"Refl ecti ons"

Logl i ne:

"The birth of a new | ake threatens the birth of a newlife.
Can Patrick Wal ker prevent one creation to save anot her?"



FADE | N:

EXT. NORTH ESCARPMENT. THE MBULO VALLEY. DEMOCRATI C
REPUBLI C OF CONGO. SUNSET.

An expansive valley filled with dense sharp green trees,
surrounded by | oom ng nountains on every side. The inmage
is silvery and concave around the edges. It begins to warp
and shi ne.

The image is being reflected in a |arge silver |ocket
suspended fromthe rear view mrror of a vehicle.

The sound of jeep doors slamm ng shut.

PATRI CK WALKER (39) and DENVER RALEI GH (61) stand either
side of the red jeep. They | ook out over the valley into
the fading red sky of evening. Both are wearing yell ow
safety hats and jackets with the | ogo of MACKAULEY

LOGQ STI CS on the back.

They wal k the short distance to the valley edge in silence,
the crunch of shale under their boots m xed wth the sound
of animals bel ow comng out to drink in the safety of the
gat heri ng dusk.

The valley | ooks like a baby's crib with steep walls on
three sides. The fourth side on which they stand is at a
much | esser gradient.

EXT. MBULO VALLEY FLOOR. SUNSET.

The eveni ng sunlight breaks through the canopy, hitting
the lush and dense forest floor.

A Squirrel Mnkey forages for food anongst the dead | eaves,
carefully carrying its small baby on its back.

EXT. NORTH ESCARPMENT. THE MBULO VALLEY. DEMOCRATI C
REPUBLI C OF CONGO. SUNSET.

Denver puts a fatherly arm around Patri ck.

DENVER
You shoul d be proud ny boy.

Patrick sm | es and nods.

PATRI CK
I am

He picks up a | oose stone and hurls it into the valley bel ow
EXT. MBULO VALLEY FLOOR. DUSK
The Squirrel Monkey's foraging is interrupted by a stone

crashi ng through the canopy, narrowy missing the baby on
its back.



EXT. NORTH ESCARPMENT. THE MBULO VALLEY. DEMOCRATI C
REPUBLI C OF CONGO. SUNSET.

PATRI CK
| just hope there's enough
expl osi ves.

For the first tinme, the view behind the nen is now visible.
Far off to the left of themis a large concrete dam A
safe distance away to the far right is a corrugated iron
shack surrounded by barb wire. A red warning light turns

| azily, matching the evening sun.

DENVER
W' ve gone over the figures a
hundred tinmes. Don't worry so much.

Patrick shrugs his shoul ders.

DENVER
You're like a mrror of ne, Pat.
| was just the sane at your age.
Rel ax! We're going to bring life.

Denver | ooks at his watch.

DENVER
Just inmagine it! In under twelve
hours all this will be | ake.
Incredible isn't it? Water-gi Vi ng
life for thousands of people.
They' Il probably nane the town
t hey' ve got pl anned after you!

He clicks his fingers and wi nks at Patri ck.

DENVER
You' re the daddy!

Patrick also | ooks at his watch

PATRI CK
Speaki ng of which, I'd better
head back.

DENVER
Ah yes. How is Laura? Not | ong
to go now?

PATRI CK

Nearly a week overdue actually.
If she's not dropped by Tuesday
they're going to induce in Kinshasa.

Patrick wal ks back towards the jeep, repeatedly throw ng
then catching his safety hat.



Denver continues to stare out across the valley. He throws
open his arnms and breat hes deeply.

DENVER
New | i fe everywhere!

I NT. PATRICK' S JEEP. NI GHT.

The silver | ocket suspended fromthe rear view mrror
swings wwth each bunp in the dirt track. Patrick sw ngs
the steering wheel violently trying to conpensate for the
non- exi stent road.

In the headlights of the jeep a nmake-shift cabin appears.
He conmes to a stop and applies the handbrake.

EXT. PORCH. PATRI CK AND LAURA' S CABI N. NI GHT.

A single kerosene lanp lights the wooden entrance area.
The buzz of night insects is heard as large noths play in
t he orange gl ow.

Patrick twirls the car-keys nonchal antly around his index
finger. He reaches out to push open the door but his foot
bangs agai nst sonething hard, preventing connection.

A large black hold-all bag is in the doorway.

Wth a | ook of fear on his face, Patrick | eaps the bag and
ki cks open the door.

| NT. PATRI CK AND LAURA' S CABI N. NI GHT.

The cabin is sparse but honely. Patrick scans the roomin
the half-light. LAURA WALKER (34) sits on a wooden chair

hyperventil ating, her |egs spread out and hands covering

her swol |l en belly.

She gives hima pained wink and weak sni |l e.

PATRI CK
How far apart?

She forces the words out between shal |l ow breaths.

LAURA

Twenty mnutes. Getting shorter.
PATRI CK

I"mso sorry, | should ve been here.

He cautiously slips his armunder her shoul der and
t oget her they nove to the door.

EXT. PORCH. PATRI CK AND LAURA' S CABI N. NI GHT.

He hel ps her into the jeep's passenger seat.



LAURA
My overni ght bag. Pat, the hol d-all

Patrick shuts the passenger door and returns for the bag.
He throws it into the back seat and starts up the car.

He | eans over and carefully pulls the seat belt across
Laura's belly, |eaving his own.

The dry earth explodes around the tires as the jeep wheel -
spins away fromthe cabin.

EXT. DI RT TRACK. ALONGSI DE MBULO VALLEY EDGE. N GHT.

The jeep di ps and weaves at breakneck speed, negotiating
the pitted nountain dirt track.

I NT. PATRICK' S JEEP. NI GHT.

Patrick crouches over the wheel, the silver |ocket banging
into the right side of his face as he focuses on the road.

Laura conti nues to shall ow breat he.

LAURA
Pat. Sl ow down. We have ti ne.

PATRI CK
Cool, cool. Just want to get there.

Laura puts her hand on his arm

LAURA
We have tine.

The headlights offer little illum nation agai nst the
i npenetrabl e forest night.

A Squirrel Mnkey with baby on its back | eaps across the
path of the jeep, visible only for an instant in the weak
beam

Laura sees the nother and baby.

LAURA
Look out!

Patrick instinctively swerves to the left.
EXT. DI RT TRACK. ALONGSI DE MBULO VALLEY EDGE. N GHT

The jeep careers off the track and down the near vertica
val l ey wall.



I NT. PATRICK' S JEEP. NI GHT.

Patrick and Laura spin round hel pl essly as black roots and
thick foliage smash agai nst the w ndscreen.

Laura's hand reaches out for Patrick's in the frozen nonment.
EXT. FOREST FLOOR MBULO VALLEY. DAWN
Early norning m st hangs ghostly above the forest floor.

Patrick is sprawl ed on the ground, the silver |ocket on
his chest. Reflected in its polished surface is the
crashed jeep tangled up in vines and broken branches,
shafts of sunlight crack across its twi sted netal.

Patrick sits up, staring at the carnage.

Laura remains in the passenger seat. A thin |ine of blood
flowng fromher left nostril.

Patrick tries to stand, causing the |locket to roll off his
bel |y.

Putting it in his trouser pocket he junps up. The
si ckening crunch of bone is heard as he puts weight on his
left |eg.

H s scream echoes across the valley bouncing off the crib-
l'i ke walls.

EXT. NORTH ESCARPMENT. THE MBULO VALLEY. DAWN

A match scrapes down the MACKAULEY LOG STICS | ogo from
left to right. As it passes the centre, the phosphorus tip
sparks into life.

The flame |ights the cigarette of a Congol ese man | eani ng
agai nst the corrugated iron shack on which the logo is fixed.

Denver Ral ei gh wal ks towards the small control shack, the
red war ni ng beacon spinning on its roof.

Patrick's distant and faint screamrings out, carried on
the norning mst. Denver pauses and | ooks at the conpany
| ogo.

Two Congol ese nen in yellow protective hats wait by the
entrance, snoking. They greet himas he approaches.

DENVER
Good norning Gentlenmen. T mnus
two hours | believe? Should we
not be sounding the warning siren?

The nmen throw down their cigarettes as Denver wal ks past,
pul ling a face behind his back.



EXT. FOREST FLOOR. MBULO VALLEY. DAWN

Patrick is at the jeep. He rips open the hangi ng door and
touches Laura's face, gently w ping away the crusted bl ood
fromher nostril with a dirty finger.

Her eyes flicker open.

PATRI CK
Hey, it's ok. Everything s ok.
Don't try to nove.

She starts to panic.

LAURA
I can't nove!

He | ooks down and sees the seat belt holding her in place.
He | eans across her and rel eases it.
She begins to nove nore freely.

PATRI CK
Can you feel everything?

She instinctively touches her belly. A look of relief.

LAURA
| can feel her kicking. She's
ki cki ng Pat!

She | ooks down between her feet and sees a puddle of fluid
on the jeep floor. A large dark stain has al so appeared
on her |ight khaki trousers.

LAURA
My waters broke. A car-crash is
sonme enenma | guess!

She smles at him
PATRI CK
Let's get you out of here. Cone
on girl. Everything is going to
be OK.
The warning siren is heard, distant but urgent.
Patrick freezes md getting her out of the jeep.

PATRI CK
Jesus Chri st!

He hel ps her to a nearby tree and rests her down.

He | ooks at his watch. The glass face is cracked but
"8. AM" is still visible on the digital display.



PATRI CK
God no! We've less than two hours.

Laura starts hyperventil ati ng.
LAURA
Oh Pat. It's coming. It's really
com ng.
Patrick | ooks in the direction of the siren.

PATRI CK
| know

LAURA
No. The baby!

Patrick | ooks back at her then turns to the crashed jeep,
finally looking up in the direction of the siren.

PATRI CK

What do | do? Ch shit, what do | do?
LAURA

Don't |eave me Pat. Ch god, | can

feel her pushing. It's now. Now

She begins to unbuckle her trousers and tries to pull them
of f.

Patrick hel ps her.

PATRI CK
Shit, in two hours they're going
to expl ode the dam Laura. This
whol e valley will be under a
billion gallons of water. W' ve
got to nove... Now

Her breat hing becones even shallower. She is clearly in
great pain.

LAURA
"' mnot noving anywhere! Ch God!
Get... help... get... help.

Patrick | ooks up at the escarpnent they fell down. He
| urches towards its sheer face.

He makes a few hesitant grabs for branches, but it is too
st eep.

He hobbl es back to Laura.
PATRI CK

It's too steep, baby. |I've busted
ny |l eg real bad.



Laura starts to cry: pain mxed with fear.

PATRI CK
| can't get us out in tine so
|"ve got to stop them bl owi ng up
t he dam

LAURA
But that neans...

PATRI CK
... Running towards the dam 1've
no choice, the other three sides
of the valley are too steep to
climb. We're like turds in a
toilet waiting for the flush.

LAURA
You'll never nake it. Base has
to be mles away.

He crouches down next to her.
PATRI CK
|"ve got to try. If | nove fast
| figure..
He wi nces and grabs his leg as he tries to stand.

He grabs a strong branch and snaps it off, stripping the
| eaves.

LAURA
Pat ?

He coll ects sone twine froma bush behind her head and
fashions a splint for his |eg.

Taki ng the | ocket fromhis pocket, he noves to Laura one
| ast tinme and presses it agai nst her belly.

PATRI CK
"1l make it. I'Il be back for
you | swear it.
He turns and begins to run as best he can towards the siren.

About to be obscured by the bushes he pauses and
refl exively rushes back to Laura.

He throws his arns around her.

PATRI CK
| fucking | ove you.

She nods through the pain.



LAURA
o!

Patrick di sappears into the undergrow h.
Laura huddles into the tree, clutching her belly.

A Squirrel Mnkey clinbs down the tree clutching its young
baby and, surprised by Laura at the foot, scanpers to a
near by bush.

Refl ected in the nonkey's eyes, Laura begins her fina
contractions.

| NT. MACKAULEY LOG STI CS HUT. NORTH ESCARPMENT. DAY.
Denver | ooks through a pair of binocul ars.
CUT TO

Through the two black circles a white flag is visible,
fluttering on the breeze.

CUT BACK TO

Denver |owers the binoculars and picks up a | arge bl ack
wal ki e-tal ki e.

DENVER
Yep. Al clear. W have go
ahead... over.

A voice is heard in the receiver

VA CE.
Roger that. Countdown set.
Detonation in T-minus thirty
m nutes. Over out.

Denver rests the binoculars on the control panel in front
of him He twists a dial and "30: 00" appears in red
di gi tal nunbers.

H s hand noves to the right of this display to reveal a
| arge red button. Hs fingers tap the button expectantly.

EXT. FOREST FLOOR. MBULO VALLEY. DAY.

Patrick stunbles |ike a despairing drunk through the thick
undergrowt h, reaching out for tree trunks as support,
pausing only to look at his watch and this spurs himon
even nore reckl essly.

EXT. MACKAULEY LOG STICS HUT. NORTH ESCARPMENT. DAY.

Two bl ack jeeps pull up outside the hut.

A del egation of six official |ooking nen exit the vehicles.



10.

Denver wal ks towards them hand outstretched.
A man wearing a dark blue arny uniformand reflective
sungl asses steps forward fromthe group taking the offered
hand.
DENVER
General . Everything is set. W
have perfect conditions.
The CGeneral nods, his face remnai ni ng expressionl ess.
DENVER
Detonation in twenty m nutes.
Per haps the General would |ike
to push the button?
Denver points back towards the hut.
The Ceneral pushes past him followed by his entourage.
Denver pulls a face behind his back.
EXT. FOREST FLOOR. MBULO VALLEY. DAY.
Patrick stunbles on. The undergrowth is getting thicker.
Tears of pain cloud his eyes, distorting his vision.

A thick branch, canoufl aged agai nst the dark bush,
brutally cracks his head.

He screans and falls to his knees, twisting round in agony.
The silver locket falls out of his pocket and onto the fl oor.

He stands up and blindly continues to wal k, unaware that
he is now noving back in the direction he's cone from

I NT. MACKAULEY LOG STICS HUT. NORTH ESCARPMENT. DAY

The Ceneral's finger hovers over the red button on the
control panel.

The digital clock beside it briefly reads "09: 01" before
clicking dowmn to "09:00".

Wth seven people inside the small hut it is too cranped.
Denver reaches for the binoculars and steps out into the sun.

EXT. FOREST FLOOR MBULO VALLEY. DAY.

Patrick | ooks down at his watch. A m xture of sweat and
bl ood fromhis fresh wound drips fromhis forehead onto
the cracked dial.

H s foot catches on a dead log and he falls painfully.



11.

He bangs his fists on the brittle bark in frustration.

At his new eye-I|evel, sonething shiny catches the sunlight
a short distance in front of him

He crawls towards it and uncovers his silver |ocket.

PATRI CK
How can it be in front of nme?

H's dirty and bruised face is reflected in the |ocket's
mrrored surface.

PATRI CK
Must be going in fucking circles.

A Squirrel Mnkey, baby clinging to its neck, darts in
front of himand clinbs a nearby tree.

Putting the | ocket around his own neck, Patrick renoves
his I eg splint and foll ows.

EXT. NORTH ESCARPMENT EDGE. DAY.

Denver stares out over the valley, binoculars at his side.
The warni ng siren ceases and an eerie silence descends.

CUr 10O

The digital countdown reads "02:58".
CUT BACK TO

Denver | ooks at his watch.

The di stant sound of a baby crying is heard. Fragile yet
i nsi stent.

Denver scans the horizon with a puzzled |look on his face.
EXT. THE CANOPY. MBULO VALLEY. DAY.

Patrick begins the slow ascent of the tree. He bends his
knee to accomodat e each branch, the excruciating pain
regi stering on his face.

Reachi ng the uppernost branch his head then torso clear
the treeline.

He | ooks out across the valley, tw sting round, searching
for the north escarpnent.

The corrugated iron control roomis visible in the
di stance, clearly too far away to be of use.

CUr 1O

The digital countdown reads "01:40".



12.

CUT BACK TO

Patrick breaks down and begins to cry. Hs tears splash
the | ocket around his neck causing it to reflect the
sunlight even nore keenly.

EXT. NORTH ESCARPMVENT EDGE. DAY.

The baby cry is heard a second tinme causi ng Denver to scan
the endless treeline. Sonething catches his eye, glinting
in the far distance.

He raises his binoculars to better study the canopy.

The two black circles of the binoculars swing wildly
across the blurred tree tops. Geen interrupted only by a
flash of silvery reflective netal.

Denver focuses on the shimering to reveal Patrick and the
| ocket. His head is hung | ow and he beats the exposed tree
branch with his fists in obvious despair.

| NT. MACKAULEY LOG STI CS HUT. NORTH ESCARPMENT. DAY.

The digital countdown reads "00:12".

EXT. THE CANOPY. MBULO VALLEY. DAY.

A pride of Squirrel Mnkeys junp excitedly in a tree. They
beat their fists on the branches in a panic.

I NT. MACKAULEY LOG STICS HUT. NORTH ESCARPMENT. DAY

The Ceneral renoves his sunglasses and careful ly pl aces
them next to the red detonator button.

In the reflective lenses of the glasses, the General can
be seen raising his finger above the detonator.

EXT. NORTH ESCARPMENT EDGE. DAY.

Denver's nouth falls open. He drops the binocul ars and
| ooks behind himto the control shack.

Refl ected in the | enses of the binocul ars Denver begins
his run.

FADE QUT.
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