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Panel 1: [A half-page panel. Daytime. We see an aerial view of someone’s front driveway. 
On the asphalt are two vehicles: a pick-up truck with one door wide open and a nondescript 
sedan car. Next to the pick-up’s open door, a light-coloured blanket has been laid out flat on 
the ground. It is soaking up a large, dark puddle of blood. The driveway has been cordoned 
off with police tape. At the curb, several police cars are parked and three uniformed officers 
are trying to keep away a growing crowd. Next to the bloody blanket stand two men: SARGE 
and PALMER. Both men are wearing suits. SARGE wears a trilby hat and smokes a cigarette 
incessantly. PALMER wears eyeglasses and has a woollen scarf tied around his neck. The 
title and credits appear as below.] 

     AN UNCONVENTIONAL PET 

     Script: Russell Norris  
Art: (TBC) 

 
Panel 2: [We close in on SARGE and PALMER. SARGE is looking down at the blanket 
(o.o.s) as he blows smoke out of his mouth. PALMER is looking away towards the crowd of 
onlookers (o.o.s).]  
 

PALMER 
Well, Sarge – looks like you’ve got some  
hullabaloo on your hands. Is it homicide? 
 
  SARGE 
 No, the victim’s still alive. 
 

Panel 3: [We close in on a side profile of SARGE, with a cigarette between his lips. In the b/g 
behind him, PALMER has produced a notepad and pen.] 
 
      PALMER 
    And the assailant? 
 
      SARGE 
    Dead. Took five slugs in the chest. 
 
Panel 4: [We are looking at SARGE and PALMER from inside the pick-up truck, through the 
frame of the open door. SARGE is wearily passing an obscured photo to PALMER, who is 
taking it with a puzzled expression. Behind them, just off the driveway, we can see a well-
tended front lawn. It is edged with a white picket fence, part of which lies broken on the 
grass. A flagpole sticks up from the middle of the lawn, with the American Flag flapping 
gently at the top of it.] 
 
 



      SARGE 
    Here’s a photo of the perpetrator. Look: you’re a  

stand-up guy, Palmer. So I’m just gonna give you  
the facts and you’re gonna have to try and believe  
them. OK? 
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Panel 1: [We see MRS. WALKER in side profile as she sits at the dinner table eating 
spaghetti bolognese. There is a framed photo of her late husband on the wall in the b/g. She 
looks old and lonely, but we can only see her end of the table.] 
 
      SARGE’S BOX 
    The old woman who lives here, Mrs. Walker...  

she’s been a widow for 20 years. But she doesn’t  
live alone, right? 
 

Panel 2: [We’ve moved out and now we can see the entire length of the table in side profile. 
At the other end, sitting in a chair and messily eating long strands of pasta with a fork, is a 
very large chimpanzee. He’s wearing a tattered bellboy hat with an elastic chin strap. In the 
b/g behind him on the wall is a framed photo of a younger MRS. WALKER, happily cradling 
him when he too was much younger (and significantly smaller). MRS. WALKER smiles down 
the table at the chimp’s sloppy eating like an amused mother.] 
 
      SARGE’S BOX 
    She’s got what you’d call an “unconventional” pet. Had  

him for more than 14 years. Treats him like her son: he  
eats at the table, uses the toilet, sleeps in his own bed. 
 

Panel 3: [The chimp is sitting on a chair in front of a computer desk. He is bathed in the 
bright glow from a PC screen as he absorbedly clicks with a mouse.] 
      

  SARGE’S BOX 
Travis, he’s called. Weighs close to 200 pounds.  
Favourite pastimes include watering the plants,  
watching TV and surfing the internet, for Christ’s sake. 
 

Panel 4: [TRAVIS is walking down the street holding MRS. WALKER’S hand. Some women 
inside a hairdresser’s shop are rushing up to the window to wave as they pass. MRS. 
WALKER and TRAVIS are enthusiastically waving back.] 
 
 
 
 



SARGE’S BOX 
    Perfectly legal to keep him... in Connecticut, at least.  

He’s something of a celebrity around town. People  
can’t get enough of him. 
 

Panel 5: [In the bright b/g TRAVIS is comically dressed up as a hotel bellboy. He’s taking a 
bottle of cola out of someone’s mini-bar fridge and holding one finger up to his big, pouted 
lips – as if to say “Shhh! It’s a secret!”. In the darkened f/g we can see two men sitting 
behind studio cameras as they film him.]  

 
  SARGE’S BOX 
He was even in a commercial when he was younger. 
“Koola Cola”, you remember that stuff? 
 

Panel 6: [We see TRAVIS sharing a tender hug with MRS. WALKER on the sofa. He is 
looking over her shoulder at us with nothing but pure love in his eyes.] 
 
      SARGE’S BOX 
    By all accounts, something of a marvel. Mrs. Walker 
    dotes on him day and night; he’s all she has left. 
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Panel 1: [Aerial view. TRAVIS is crouching in the corner of MRS. WALKER’S living room. 
He looks disturbed and frightened. MRS. WALKER is cleaning up a big streak of soil from a 
plant pot that has been smashed on the floor.] 
 
      SARGE’S BOX 
    But sometime this morning, Travis starts acting weird. 
    He’s anxious and jumpy, starts breaking things. 
 
Panel 2: [MRS. WALKER and TRAVIS are both holding a cup of tea with one hand. They are 
tilting it up to TRAVIS’ mouth and he’s taking a big gulp.] 
 
      SARGE’S BOX 

The widow puts some Xanax in a cup of tea and gives 
it to him. You still believe this so far? 
 

Panel 3: [We see MRS. WALKER from behind, looking out of her open front door. Out on the 
lawn, TRAVIS has pulled up and smashed some of the white picket fencing. He stands on the 
grass at full height, with his hands raised above his head. He’s screeching and howling.] 
 
 
 



      SARGE’S BOX 
    It doesn’t calm him down. It makes him worse.  

He steals a key, unlocks the front door and starts  
raising hell on the lawn. 

 
Panel 4: [We see MRS. WALKER’S fingers hurriedly dialling on a telephone keypad. Next to 
the phone on a small tabletop is a rectangular box of pills marked “XANAX”.] 
 
      SARGE’S BOX 
    Mrs. Walker calls her young niece, Ms. Price. She lives  

a few blocks away and agrees to come over and help. 
 

Panel 5: [We are looking out from inside MS. PRICE’S pick-up truck. She is 20 years old, 
very pretty with blonde hair in a short bob. She has parked on the driveway and is looking 
out onto the lawn where TRAVIS sits motionless, clutching the bottom of the flagpole.] 
 
      SARGE’S BOX 
    When Ms. Price arrives, Travis seems calmer. She  

gets out of her pick-up and starts calling to him.  
 

Panel 6: [We have closed in on TRAVIS’ face. He looks annoyed and confused. His 
expression is falling into a deep frown and he’s beginning to show the tips of his teeth.] 
 
      SARGE’S BOX (1) 
    She’s just had her hair cut short. A trivial thing,  

but it will become the worst decision of her life.  
 
  SARGE’S BOX (2) 
Travis doesn’t recognise her. 
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Panel 1: [In the f/g we can see MS. PRICE’S legs from the waist down as she stands outside 
of the open pick-up door. In the b/g, running at her on all fours, TRAVIS is screaming with 
his mouth wide open... full of big, sharp, white teeth.] 
 
      SARGE’S BOX 
    Something snaps and he attacks. Let me tell you,  

Palmer – I’ve been seeing this stuff for 15 years,  
but I’ve never seen anything as awful as this. 
 

 
 



Panel 2: [We are on the ground, looking up at TRAVIS from the unfortunate viewpoint of MS. 
PRICE. One of his hands is in the f/g savagely scratching and the other is raised high in the b/g 
clenched into a fist. Both hands have blood on them. TRAVIS also has blood all around his mouth and 
splattered across his fur. He is an image of pure rage, intent of violence of the most disturbing kind.] 

 
      SARGE’S BOX (1) 
    He pins her down. Bites off her nose, her lips, her eyelids. 
    Tears the flesh off her face, sucks her eyes out and eats them. 
 
      SARGE’S BOX (2) 
    All of this before Mrs. Walker arrives with a shovel. 
 
Panel 3: [TRAVIS is hunched over the body of MS. PRICE so that we can’t see her injuries. 
MRS.WALKER is swinging a big metal shovel down towards TRAVIS’ shoulders. He is 
looking around at her and snarling.] 
 
      SARGE’S BOX 
    She hits him with it, hard. Again and again. He screams  

and screams at her but won’t budge an inch. 
 

Panel 4: [TRAVIS is still clawing downwards at MS. PRICE, who is o.o.s. From behind, 
MRS. WALKER is holding a long knife with both hands and stabbing TRAVIS in the back.] 
 
     SARGE’S BOX 
   She comes back with a carving knife. Hesitates, then 
   plunges it in. Says it was like stabbing her own child. 
 
Panel 5: [In the b/g, we can see MRS. WALKER’S foot as it frantically disappears into her 
open car door. In the f/g, TRAVIS is grimacing and holding up one of MS. PRICE’S arms, 
about to snap it like a stick.]  
 
     SARGE’S BOX 
   It does no good, just makes him madder. He starts  

breaking Ms. Price’s arms. Mrs. Walker gets into her 
car, locks the doors and dials 911. 
 

Panel 6: [In the b/g, a terrified MRS. WALKER is pressed against her car window, looking 
down at TRAVIS with a mobile phone clamped to her ear. In the f/g, TRAVIS is holding up 
one of MS. PRICE’S bloodied fingers to his open mouth. He’s about to take a big bite.] 
 
      SARGE’S BOX (1) 
    It took the cops 15 minutes to get here: 15 long minutes 
   that Travis spent biting off Ms. Price’s fingers 
 



SARGE’S BOX (2)  
And devouring her hands up to the wrist. 
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Panel 1: [We are looking through the front windscreen of a police car. Two cops are staring 
at the bonnet of their vehicle in shock. TRAVIS has jumped onto it on all fours. He’s covered 
in blood, snarling and spitting red saliva at them.] 
 
     SARGE’S BOX 
   When the first unit arrived, he turned his  

attention to them. 
 
Panel 2: [We’re looking out from the passenger side of the police car. TRAVIS has pulled the 
car door wide open and is about to leap inside. He looks terrifying, full of bloodlust and wild 
anger... he’s desperate to rip apart any living thing in sight.]  
 
     SARGE’S BOX 
   He marched straight up to the passenger side,  

wrenched the door open and was about to jump in. 
 
Panel 3: [We are looking from TRAVIS’ POV at the terrified officers in the police car. The 
driver is agape with his hands frozen on the steering wheel. The officer in the passenger seat 
points his handgun unsteadily with one hand and is firing it directly at us.] 
 
     SARGE’S BOX 
   The vet tells me that Travis is strong enough to  

kill a Longhorn bull. I’m guessing the officer who  
plugged him five times had a hunch about that. 

 
Panel 4: [We have returned to SARGE and PALMER. SARGE is smoking and beckoning 
PALMER into a doorway inside MRS. WALKER’S house. PALMER is scribbling in his 
notebook as he walks.] 
 
     SARGE 
   He ran off down the street and disappeared for 
   an hour. They found him in here, eventually. 

 
Panel 5: [TRAVIS is lying dead on his bed in a big, bloody heap. He has put on his bellboy 
hat. His room is decorated as though for a child: rockets, stars and spaceships on the 
wallpaper. There are a few posters on the wall showing the emblems of different baseball 
teams. At the foot of the bed are several large teddy bears. Most importantly, there is a 
framed picture on the wall of TRAVIS dressed up in his bellboy costume. He is holding up a 
bottle of “Koola Kola” with a broad smile. Bloody handprints are on the wall next to it.] 



 
      SARGE 
    Came back to his own bedroom to die. 
 
Panel 6: [This is a pivotally important panel, initiating a twist to the story. We are looking at 
exactly the same image of TRAVIS lying dead on his bed. Two aspects, however, have 
changed. 1.) TRAVIS is no longer a chimpanzee: he is a naked human man. He lies in exactly 
the same position as before, covered in blood and quite dead, wearing his bellboy hat. 
Nothing has moved or changed; he is simply a human – and always has been. 2.) The framed 
picture of TRAVIS on the wall now depicts a teenage boy dressed up in a bellboy suit. He is 
holding up a bottle of “Koola Kola” in exactly the same pose with a smile.] 
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Panel 1: [We are looking at a full-length body shot of SARGE and PALMER as they stand in 
the doorway to TRAVIS’ bedroom. They are no longer humans; they never have been. They 
are chimpanzees dressed neatly in suits. SARGE still wears a trilby hat and is smoking a 
cigarette. PALMER still wears eyeglasses and a woollen scarf and he’s still holding up a 
notebook and pen.] 
 
Panel 2: [We have moved in closer on the ape faces of SARGE and PALMER.] 
 
     SARGE 
   So you tell me, Palmer: with Ms. Price alive but  

good as dead, Mrs. Walker in shellshock and a  
bloody mess in here... what do we do next? 
 
  PALMER 
Jesus, Sarge. I really don’t know. 
 

Panel 3: [We are looking at SARGE and PALMER as they walk towards us down MRS. 
WALKER’S front corridor. SARGE is in the f/g and PALMER is behind him in the b/g.] 
 
      SARGE 
    I said it to Mrs. Walker and I’m gonna say 
    it to that crowd of rubberneckers outside. 
 
      PALMER 
    What’s that, Sarge? 
 
Panel 4: [SARGE has reached the front door and has one hand on the doorknob. He has 
turned around and is looking directly at us with a stern expression.] 
 
 



      SARGE 
    Human beings are not pets. They’re wild animals... 

and they should be left in the wild, where they belong. 
 

Panel 5: [A larger panel containing an aerial view of the driveway again. Everything is as it 
was before: the sedan car, the pick-up truck with the open door, the blanket soaking up the 
blood, the police tape cordoning off the scene of the crime. SARGE and PALMER have exited 
the house and are making their way over to the eager crowd. Three chimpanzees, dressed in 
police uniforms, are trying to keep the crowd off the pavement. The crowd is now a cluster of 
fully-clothed chimpanzee civilians, all trying to get a peek at the action.] 
 


