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WITHOUT YOU - WHAT PAUL LEARNS 

INT. BASEMENT, AFTERNOON 

PAUL ALISON is uttering the last syllables of the ritual detailed in 
ALLAN SMITH'S DIARY that he has been using as a guide in his search for 
Allan. 

As Paul gets the last note out, the DIARY SLIPS from his RIGHT HAND 
slightly, and the page stops in mid-turn.  Everything freezes. 

EXT. CITY PARK, AFTERNOON 

PAUL is walking slowly through the park, but a HEAVY MIST is covering 
everything.  Flicking the tail end of his pen in one hand, he strolls 
through the empty park. 

As the park comes into focus, we see that PAUL is advancing up a paved 
walkway, past a SANDBOX on his left. 

A GAZEBO comes into focus on Paul's right, and we begin to hear a 
CHILD'S LAUGHTER. 

Past the gazebo, a MAN is crouched low, running from a LITTLE GIRL who 
is chasing him through a jungle gym structure.  The little girl stops, 
staring at Paul. 

LITTLE GIRL: 
Papa, there's a man! 

The man stops, and does a quick double take between the little girl and 
Paul.  The man is ALLAN SMITH. 

ALLAN: 
Baby girl, why don't you show him how fast 
you can climb the bars while papa talks - 
just for a minute. 

The little girl shoots another glance at Paul, and starts monkeying her 
way up the bars. 

The two men walk towards one another. 

EXT. GAZEBO STEPS 

PAUL and ALLAN sit side by side, watching the LITTLE GIRL play on the 
jungle gym. 

 PAUL: 
You're a hard man to find. 

ALLAN: 
What do you want?  



PAUL: 
Been looking for you awhile.  [JUTTING HIS 
CHIN AT THE GIRL]  Is that who I think it 
is? 

The LITTLE GIRL is craning her head over, as if trying to listen in to 
the two men.  She sees them looking, and goes back to her play. 

ALLAN: 
That's not your concern here man. 

PAUL: 
Calm down, I'm not here for her. 

ALLAN: 
Well I'm paid up, and I'm here on her say-
so, that's the deal! 

PAUL: 
Would you just relax?  I'm not here to 
hurt either one of you.  The name's Paul 
Alison, I'm the DT assigned to your case.  
Allan, you've been missing for 4 weeks. 

ALLAN: (CALMS VISIBLY) 
Jesus Christ, you had me there guy!  I 
thought you were trying to shut this whole 
thing down. 

PAUL: (GLANCES AROUND) 
Where are we? 

ALLAN: 
Whaddya mean? 

PAUL: 
You tell me - I just followed your lead 
here. 

ALLAN: 
It doesn't work like that... 

The atmosphere around begins to DARKEN around the two men.  The mist 
surrounding the gazebo begins to move, slightly. 

ALLAN: (CONT'D) 
You can't be here. 

The LITTLE GIRL LOOKS UP at the mist as it moves around her as well, 
then shoots a look over at PAUL and ALLAN. 

PAUL: (CRANING TO SURVEY THE SCENE) 
What's the deal here? 

ALLAN: 
Olivia!  Come over here sweetheart, you 
come see Papa!  (TO PAUL)  You need to 
leave, now. 



PAUL: 
Wait a minute, wh- 

ALLAN: (INTERRUPTING PAUL) 
Now man, this ain't your gig!  (TO OLIVIA)  
Baby bird, you get over here!  Papa needs 
to see you.  (TO PAUL)  All this - it 
ain't natural.  Things cost, man.  
Repercussions, y'know? 

PAUL: 
You want to cut the doubletalk and let me 
in on what's happening here?   

OLIVIA runs to ALLAN, who scoops her up onto his hip.  She throws her 
arms around Allan's neck, who begins to walk away from PAUL, quickly. 

PAUL: (STEADILY MORE AGITATED) (CONT'D) 
HEY!  I'm not finished!  She's dead, and 
this isn't even real, so how about giving 
me a break here! 

ALLAN WHIPS AROUND, looking PAUL straight in the face.  OLIVIA begins to 
squirm, a serious look on her face. 

OLIVIA: 
Papa, why is the man so mad?  Who died? 

ALLAN: (PUTTING OLIVIA DOWN) 
Baby, you give papa one more second, then 
we'll get a move on.  (GRABBING PAUL'S 
ARM, MOVING SLIGHTLY AWAY)  Get over here!  
What's your problem man?  She's still in 
the dark here, and it stays that way until 
I say!  I'm her father! 

PAUL: 
Just help me out here, please.  I've been 
on your tail 4 weeks now, and I still feel 
like I'm only halfway.  Please, I need 
your help. 

ALLAN: 
You think you're the only one who knows 
how to get here?  You're marked now man.  
I learned this from the pros. 

PAUL: 
Marked, what does that mean?  Who are the 
pros? 

ALLAN: 
They don't like tourists.  Watch your back 
when you get home. 

PAUL turns, and behind them, on the GAZEBO PLATFORM is Paul, in the 
BASEMENT, a frozen moment with THE DIARY fumbling from his hands.  ALLAN 
turns, nodding his chin at the Paul beside him. 

ALLAN: (CONT'D) 
You ARE only halfway there my man. 



PAUL: (FADING NOW) 
What am I missing then? 

ALLAN: (HEAVY SIGH) 
Murdoch's Bookshop, over on East Lake.  
Ask for Brian, he's got the practice 
volume.  Probably too late though.  You 
got this far just to find me, and it 
sounds like I'm not the one you're really 
on the look for.   

OLIVIA: 
Papa, let's go!  It's dark here papa! 

ALLAN: 
Whoever it is, are they worth it?  
Forever's just a word when you got a bum 
ticker and most of your life behind you.  
Take that out of the mix though, 
eternity's a hell of a price tag. 

PAUL: (ALMOST COMPLETELY TRANSLUCENT) 
So you're here forever?  Is it worth it 
then? 

ALLAN: (PICKING UP OLIVIA) 
Ask yourself - I'm here for a reason.  
Good luck, Paul. 

PAUL disappears. 

INT. BASEMENT, AFTERNOON 

PAUL: (DROPPING THE DIARY) 
WAIT! 

PAUL stands alone in the basement.  His yell traces a fat puffy cloud in 
the frozen air, and another as he heaves down to collect THE DIARY. 

With a last glance around, he climbs the stairs.  The room goes black as 
the shaft of light from upstairs slims to nothing, and we hear the door 
slam. 

 

 


