
THE BUNYIP - SAMPLE SCENE

EXT. WIDE OPEN PLAINS -- EVENING

Lightning CRACKS again, this time closer -- as 
darkness begins to fall and the storm clouds 
close in.

A BOOMING HOWL echoes though the swamp-land.

EXT. RIVER - SMITTY'S BOAT -- MOMENTS LATER

Townsend looks up at the sound.  He's fixing 
bait to his rod.

TOWNSEND
What the hell was that?

Smitty looks up at the sky.  The clouds are 
thick and black. 

SMITTY
We'd better be getting back.

TOWNSEND
Scared of a little rain are we?

Townsend tosses his line out. 

SMITTY
Well, the storms we get around here 
are pretty bad.  We either get back 
now or we'll be spending the night 
at the fishing cabin up the river.

Townsend thinks about it.

TOWNSEND
Yeah, alright...

Then his line is almost reefed out of his 
hands.

TOWNSEND
Whoa!

Smitty is reeling up the anchor.  Thunder 
GURGLES over the boat.

SMITTY
Let it go -- we'll be back for him 
tomorrow.



Townsend is fighting it.  Rain begins to spit 
on them.

TOWNSEND
I'll have him in just a few 
minutes.

Smitty is cranking up the engines.  Townsend 
fights the fish with all his might.

SMITTY
Nah, we really should get going... 

TOWNSEND
We're staying until I get this darn 
fish you hear?  

(beat)
Hey, I'll pay you an extra hundred 
if I can't get him!  

Smitty rolls his eyes.

SMITTY
Okay, you're the boss. 

Rain starts to pelt down harder.  The boat 
begins to drift.  Smitty compensates.

THE FISH LEAPS out of the water -- it's big.  
Townsend fights.

TOWNSEND
Keep the god-damn boat still.

SMITTY
I've already pulled the anchor, the 
water's getting choppy.

CRACK!  Lightning strikes a tree.  An enormous 
section of branch comes crashing down -- onto 
the boat.

The boat jolts sideways and Townsend drops the 
reel -- but manages to stay in the boat.  

TOWNSEND
Jesus... 

He turns to see the branch imbedded into the 
steering cabin.  The boat begins to drift 
rapidly.  



Townsend stands up and scrambles up to the 
steering cabin.  The rain belts down onto his 
face and the deck is slippery causing him to 
occasionally lose his footing.

TOWNSEND
(shouts)

Smitty!

He climbs up onto the cabin.  Smitty is not 
there.

CRUNCH!  The boat slams up against the river 
bank.  Townsend falls back overboard.  He 
scrambles up onto the bank and looks back at 
the boat.

The HOWLING echoes though the trees in the 
distance.  Townsend spins around to see what it 
is -- his eyes wide and full of fear.

EXT. RIVER

CRACK!  Lightning opens up the sky as a painful 
HOWL echoes in the distance.

EXT. SWAMP-LANDS -- CONTINUOUS

WHUMP!  Townsend slips and plows face first 
into the muddy bank.  

No sooner does he hit the ground than he's 
scrambling back up onto his feet and racing off 
down the river's edge.

Rain pelts away at his face.  Mud is caked over 
his body.  

Through the scrub he runs at a furious pace 
dragging his precious fishing gear behind him.

His rod get's snared in some ferns and he tugs 
at it with all his might, not wanting to slow 
down.

TOWNSEND
Shit... GET OUT!

He turns to look ahead and notices a CABIN.  He 
gives up on his fishing gear and races toward 
it.



EXT. FISHING CABIN -- CONTINUOUS

The wooden cabin is very old and weather 
beaten.  It sits perched over the river on four 
broad wooden beams.

Townsend scampers across the wharf-like bridge 
that joins the cabin to the river's edge and 
makes for the door.

INT. FISHING CABIN

A flame dances in the lantern giving off almost 
enough light to see from one end of the cabin 
to the other.

Townsend sits on the bed, wearing only his 
underwear.  

TOWNSEND
(to himself)

Best fishing guide my ass… I ain't 
gonna pay the son-of-a-bitch a 
cent. 

He looks around the room.  

A small table, some utensils, a cupboard with 
rusted cans of food, a broken chair in the 
corner.

A few chairs are wedged against the door 
holding it shut.  Townsend's shirt and socks 
are hanging over one, his trousers hang over 
the other. 

He looks at his water-logged cell phone on the 
table and shakes his head.  He twists his 
signet ring on his finger nervously and looks 
down at his bed.  

A hard wooden surface, a piece of foam and a 
few dirty blankets.  

He lies back slowly adjusting the pillow behind 
his head and pulls the blankets over his body.

EXT. FISHING CABIN

The rain settles into a strong steady rhythm.  
Lighting breaks the darkness -- thunder rumbles 
in the distance.



INT. FISHING CABIN

THUMP!  

Townsend sits up in his bed.  He looks over at 
the door.  

A SCRAPPING noise begins to grind down the 
door, then stops.

Townsend carefully rises from the bed and 
creeps closer to the door.  He notices a large 
FISHING KNIFE on the table and picks it up.

TOWNSEND
Hello...  Anybody there?

There's no answer.  Townsend tries to peek 
through a crack in the door.  He looks around.  
A smile inches across his face.  He moves a 
chair from the door and opens it.

Rain pelts into the cabin. 

TOWNSEND
Smitty!

Smitty is sprawled out on the wooded boards 
leaning against the door.  Townsend bends down 
to help him up.

TOWNSEND
Smitty? 

He puts his arms around Smitty's shoulders and 
lifts.  

Smitty's lower body falls away from the upper 
half!  

Townsend looks down as he feels the weight fall 
away and looks up into --

SMITTY HAS NO FACE!

Townsend drops him like a sack and falls back 
into the cabin.  He kicks the chair back into 
the door and backs up holding the knife up 
high.  

He looks around the cabin -- one window...  a 
second window and another.



He moves to the centre of the room, pushing the 
table toward the door.  Then he stands there -- 
half naked holding a knife, shivering from the 
cold -- or is it fear?

He begins to shake and bend at the knees.  He 
falls in a heap to the floor sobbing to 
himself.  

It's quiet.  The thunder has stopped.  The only 
sound Townsend can hear is his own breath and 
his BEATING HEART and then...

CRACK!  

The floor breaks open from below him.

EXT. FISHING CABIN

Townsend lets out a horrific SCREAM!  The cabin 
shakes and buckles.  Then silence.

EXT. WIDE OPEN PLAINS -- CONTINUOUS

The BOOMING demonic HOWL cries out across the 
land.


