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FADE IN.

INT. DARK ROOM - DAY

Black. A single, tiny window, encased by steel bars allows a

trickle of sunlight to seep in.

MALCOLM MONFREZE, 44, week old stubble, dirty shirt,

breathes hard as he completes push ups.

A LOUD THUD.

He stops and rises to his feet.

KEYS JANGLE (O.S.)

The heavy, steel DOOR SWINGS OPEN. DR BARRY BANNISTER, sharp

suit, glasses, 49 stands in the doorway.

TWO GUARDS stand either side, a step behind. He takes his

glasses off and cleans them with the bottom of his suit.

BARRY

You know Malcolm, you really have

become my favorite part of the day.

Barry inspects the glasses before he returns to them to his

face. He smiles. He turns and steps out of the room, he taps

one of the Guards.

BARRY

Bring him. Kicking and screaming if

possible.

He chuckles as he walks away. The Guards enter the room.

Guns ready.

INT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

The Guards DRAG Monfreze along the dusty floor to a

SPOTLIGHT in the middle of the room. Light seeps through the

cracks in the ceiling.

Barry sits in a chair, large note pad on his lap, pen in his

hand.

The Guards throws Monfreze to the floor and bind his hands

with rope. Barry adjusts the light to focus centrally on

him. The Guards step away.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

BARRY

I thought for a change, we’d get to

know one another a little better.

You go first, tell me about your

Mother.

Fire in his eyes, Monfreze leaps to his feet and charges at

Barry, who remains, unflinching, all smiles.

One of the Guards steps forward, from his side, he pulls a

long bar. He touches Monfreze with the tip.

Monfreze stops dead in his tracks and cries out in agony. He

drops to his knees. The Guard moves away. Monfreze looks up

at Barry, eyes full of rage.

MONFREZE

One of these days, I’m really gonna

enjoy jamming one of those things

up your ass.

Barry chuckles as he rises to his feet and removes his

jacket.

BARRY

My friend, I have no doubt.

He walks over to a table, shadowed. He rolls his sleeves up

and switches on a small lamp on the table. The light

illuminates a collection of instruments laid neatly out.

BARRY (cont’d)

Until that day arrives, we have

business to attend to.

INT. CORRIDOR

The Guards drag Monfreze along the corridor. Head low, body

weak he dips in and out of consciousness. He tries to lift

his head, the flickering lights from the ceiling hurt his

eyes.

THUNDEROUS FOOTSTEPS approach.

The Guards stop.

The FOOTSTEPS GET LOUDER and LOUDER until....

The doors at the end of the corridor OPEN to allow THIRTY

MEN to stampede through it. Eyes wide with the same fire as

Monfreze, they charge, like a cavalry, forward.

The Guards drop Monfreze and step forward, guns ready.

(CONTINUED)
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Before they can fire off a shot, they are HIT by the men.

Monfreze rolls onto his side and pushes himself towards the

wall. He braces for impact and covers his head. The men SLAM

into the Guards, sending them to the floor. The men surge

forward, the Guards trampled.

One of the pack near the back, ADDISON AEIGA, 28 stops and

shakes Monfreze.

ADDISON

Come on, Man. Let’s go.

Monfreze moves, he winces. Addison pulls him up, tucks his

arm beneath, together they follow the pack.

MONFREZE

What’s the plan?

Addison laughs.

ADDISON

You’ll see.

INT. OFFICE - NIGHT

Barry stands at the back of the room, wiping the lenses in

his glasses on his suit as DR NOEL ENTWHISTLE, 57 and RUTH

ORTEGA, 45 study four CCTV monitors.

CCTV MONITOR:

Shows the group of men as they stampede along a corridor.

A BLINDING FLASH of BLUE LIGHT accompanies a THUNDEROUS CLAP

which fills the corridor for a BEAT.

The corridor is empty.

Ruth turns the monitor off and turns to Barry.

RUTH

The project’s come a long way.

BARRY

Yep.

RUTH

When were you planning on advising

us of the situation?

(CONTINUED)
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BARRY

I’m advising you now.

RUTH

Dr Bannister, I’m not sure what you

think you’re doing here but I can

tell you that this is my party and

I can rescind your invitation

whenever I see fit to.

BARRY

Promises, promise, Ruthy.

Barry smiles as he returns his glasses to his face, walks to

the door and exits. Ruth turns to Noel.

RUTH

Look at what he’s created.

NOEL

Exactly. Look.

EXT. BACK STREET BEHIND CAFE - EVENING

MONTY, 45 the owner and chef of a greasy cafe stands just

outside the wedged open fire door with a cigarette. His

apron filthy and his body sweaty.

His attention is caught by the sudden noise of bottles

falling over/rubbish being spilt on the floor. He stops and

turns.

Another RUSTLING noise. He tosses his cigarette out into the

street and storms towards the row of over flowing bins a few

feet away. He picks up a long piece of wood as he walks and

holds it firm, ready to swing.

He pulls back one of the bins. A VAGRANT MAN, crouches

behind the bin on the floor. Thick matted beard, heavy bags

beneath his eyes, filthy patched up clothes. He cowers. It’s

Monfreze.

MONTY

What the fuck are you doing back

here? You been routing in my

fucking bins again?

Monfreze shakes his head.

MONTY (cont’d)

Have you? You eat gone off food

from my bins and I get sued. Get up

you filthy scum. Get out of here.

(CONTINUED)
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Monty grabs Monfreze by the collar and lifts him to his

feet, he pulls him from behind the bin and pushes him out

onto the street. Monfreze scurries away as Monty wipes his

hand on his apron.

MONTY

Fucking tramps.

He walks back over to the fire door, enters and slams the

door behind him.

INT. MONTY’S CAFE - NIGHT

AVA DICKINSON, 32 switches the light off behind the counter

in the cafe. She picks her bag up and puts her coat on as

she walks towards the door.

AVA

See you tomorrow, Monty.

MONTY (O.S.)

If I haven’t hung myself by then.

Ava lets out a chuckle as she reaches the door. She puts her

bag on her shoulder, opens the door and exits into the --

EXT. STREET

She slams the door shut behind her and pushes against the

lock to make sure it is secure. Satisfied, she zips her coat

up and walks along the street to her car.

She looks around as she unlocks her car door. On her side of

the street she is alone but across the street something

catches her eye. A shadow lingers within the shop doorways.

She squints to look closer. She catches the teary eyes of

Monfreze. She offers him a kind smile as she opens her door.

He steps back into the shadows.

EXT. DOORWAY

Monfreze pushes himself deep into the doorway and closes his

eyes. The car ignition starts and the car drives away.

Monfreze opens his eyes, steps from the shadows and catches

his reflection in the window.

He smiles.

A police siren wails and he crouches down in the doorway.



6.

INT. MONTY’S CAFE - DAY

Every table is occupied with people. Ava exits the counter

with two plates of food which she carries over to a table by

the window.

She places the two plates down in front of each customer and

offers them a smile. She looks up out of the window and

catches sight of Monfreze.

EXT. STREET

Monfreze stands a few feet away from the window of the cafe.

He waits for a BYSTANDER, 34 to walk past and then dives his

hand deep into the bin which sits on the street. He pulls

out a half eaten sandwich and runs away.

INT. MONTY’S CAFE

Ava returns to the counter. With no customers waiting she

turns to the kitchen doorway. Monty stands at the fryer. He

cleans it. She looks at a plate of cold food. A cottage pie.

AVA

What table number is that?

MONTY

It got sent back while you were on

break - not hot enough, apparently.

AVA

Bin?

MONTY

Yep.

EXT. BACK STREET BEHIND CAFE

The fire door opens and Ava exits, she carries the plate of

cottage pie. She looks up and down the ally. She is alone.

She steps a few feet forward and places the plate on the

floor. She turns and enters the fire escape. The door closes

behind her.



7.

INT. MONTY’S CAFE, KITCHEN - EVENING

Ava stands by the fryer. She shovels a bowl of soup into her

mouth. Monty enters with an empty plate.

AVA

I’ll just be two more secs.

MONTY

What the fuck is this plate doing

outside?

AVA

Outside?

MONTY

Right there on the floor.

AVA

I don’t know.

Monty sighs as he places the plate in the dish washer and

exits. Ava continues to eat the food with a sly smile.

INT. AVA DICKINSON’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Ava closes the door behind her and flicks the light on. As

she turns, she feels a force strike her in the face.

She drops to the floor and looks for the source - LILY

DICKINSON, 69, ladle in hand and poised to swing.

AVA

What---?

Lily throws the ladle at her once again but Ava moves out of

it’s path.

AVA

Mum, mum, it’s me. It’s me.

Lily stops and squints at her, desperate to recollect.

AVA (cont’d)

Your name is Lilian Dickinson.

You’re fifty four years old. You

have one daughter. That’s me. Mum,

just... calm down and think.

Ava wills the memory forward. Lily studies harder and slowly

comes to recognise her. She drops to the floor and lowers

the ladle.

Ava moves towards her and wraps her arm around Lily tightly.

(CONTINUED)
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AVA (CONT’D)

It’s alright. Everything’s alright.

LILY

Did Peter call?

AVA

Peter who?

LILY

Peter Jameson.

She looks away, unsure of an answer. Lily remembers that

look also.

LILY (cont’d)

He’s dead isn’t he?

She nods.

LILY (CONT’D)

Why can’t I remember?

AVA

It’s alright.

LILY

I just want to remember.

AVA

I know.

INT. MONTY’S CAFE - EVENING

Ava places two plates on a table. She walks back to the

counter and opens the till draw. She lifts the cash draw out

and walks into the small side office with it.

Monty walks from the kitchen to the counter and cleans down

the counter and tables.

INT. SIDE OFFICE

Ava sits on the chair, she counts the float into the till

draw. A pile of money sits on the desk in front of her.

Once she has counted the float she leans down and opens the

safe beneath the desk. She collects all the notes from the

desk and wraps them up with an elastic band.

The front door bell dings.

(CONTINUED)
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A few moments later, a LOUD THUD is heard from the main

seating area and counter. The front door bell dings and the

door slams.

Ava rises to her feet and walks towards the door of the

office. She looks through the small gap.

INT. MONTY’S CAFE

Monty lies on the floor. Face bloody. Disorientated. A MAN,

36 stands over him. Balaclava, gun in hand.

INT. SIDE OFFICE

Ava gasps and immediately covers her mouth to conceal the

noise. She moves out of the way of the door and turns to the

items in the office.

Although heavily populated with paper litter and files she

sees no immediate object to threaten with. She picks the

phone up from the desk - no battery.

She carefully opens the draws and searches through the

insides for something. Monty’s groans can be heard (O.S.)

She finds a pair of scissors in the draw and grasps them

tightly. She turns to the door and takes a deep breath.

INT. MONTY’S CAFE

The Man aims the gun at Monty’s head and fires. Monty’s body

drops motionless. Ava holds in her cries as tears fight to

break free. She peers through the gap and sees the Man

storming behind the counter towards the till. She looks at

the distance between the kitchen door and the till.

She turns and looks back at the office. There is no space to

hide. She turns back to the gap - the Man is just at the

till.

His attempts to open it unsuccessful, he fires a shot at it

- the till draw pings open. The contents empty. She bolts

through the door and into the kitchen.

The Man unexpectedly taken off guard fires a shot near her.



10.

INT. KITCHEN

Ava runs through the kitchen and towards the fire door. She

pushes it open and almost falls through. Another shot

ricochets through the kitchen.

EXT. BACK STREET BEHIND CAFE

She runs into the ally, past the bins and towards the main

street. The Man exits the fire door and runs out into the

ally after her. He holds his weapon and aims. He fires.

She falls to the floor.

The Man runs towards her as she rolls on the floor, grasping

her shoulder. Blood trickling between her fingers. She looks

at the blood on her hand.

The Man is a few feet away from her. Soul less, his eyes

burn into her.

INCHES from her, he suddenly drops to his knees in front of

her. His eyes closed in pain.

He turns and is struck in the face hard by a clenched fist.

Ava looks up.

Monfreze stands inches behind the man. Fist clenched. The

Man turns his face back. Before he can react further,

Monfreze grabs the hand grasping the gun and twists it.

The gun falls from his hand and drops to the ground.

Monfreze twists his wrist further until a CLICK is heard.

The Man drops the floor, he groans as he holds his wrist.

Monfreze grabs the Man’s collar, lifts him slightly, pulls

back his arm as far as he can and releases. He punches the

Man furiously in the face four times.

He releases his grip of The Man’s collar and he drops to the

floor on all fours.

He coughs blood onto the floor. Monfreze kicks the Man in

the face. He falls onto his back and remains, eyes closed,

face bloodied, unconscious. Ava watches in terror as

Monfreze steps towards her.

Her eyes teary, unable to move away from his clutches.

AVA

No....Please.....Don’t....

(CONTINUED)
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Monfreze kneels in front of her and removes his dirt stained

coat. He places it round her shoulders. He lifts his holey

jumper up and tears a strip from the dirt stained shirt he

bears beneath.

He places this round her wound as best he can and pulls it

tightly. She cries in pain.


