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FADE IN:

INT. ENGLISH PUB. EARLY EVENING. 
The place is reasonably busy, but not so much there aren’t 
tables free. One of them is taken, with a man, early 20s 
(ROB) sitting at it, reading his phone. He’s good looking, 
and dressed in a suit that, if not designer, is trying to be. 
He’s coiffured. Another man (ALAN), same sort of age, but 
much more casually dressed: a band T-shirt and jeans,  
returns from the bar and sits down next to him with two pints 
of lager. ROB looks up and acknowledges the drink, but is 
more concerned with his phone which he is tapping away at. HE 
finishes and puts the phone down. 

ROB
Cheers buddy. 

ALAN
(Raising his glass)

The weekend. 

ROB raises his own glass back. As he does so his phone pings 
and he flips it over to read. 

ROB
(absently as he reads)

Hard day shaping the visionaries of 
tomorrow? 

ALAN
Only two months to Christmas 
holidays...

ROB
Got to be tough after only three 
months off over summer...

ALAN
(not rising to the tired 
bait)

(MORE)



And how many old grannies did you 
con out of their life savings 
today? 

ROB
Didn’t make it in. Told them I had 
an emergency doctor’s appointment. 

ALAN
They must think you have the place 
on speed dial. Imagine if you ever 
really went. So why the suit? 

ROB
(indignantly)

This is for tonight. I wouldn’t 
waste it on work.  Don’t worry 
about me - a picture of health. 
Signed on three years ago - never 
been back since. 

ALAN
Not even for the...

(makes a shaking hand 
movement)

Or the blackouts? 

ROB
Self diagnosed mate... think I 
figured that one out for myself.

(raises his drink with 
pantomimed shake)

ALAN
(sarcastically)

As long as it’s nothing that could 
be treated in some way...

ROB
(Finally getting round to 
reading the phone that 
pinged a minute ago)

Shit. 

ALAN (CONT'D)
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ALAN
And so the weekend planning 
begins...

ROB
(already scrolling through 
phone)

Laura. Away on a hen weekend. 

ALAN
Ooooh - wedding coming up then? 

ROB
(still scrolling, barely 
acknowledging)

Yeah. Told her I wouldn’t be able 
to make it - working that weekend.

ALAN
Which weekend is it? 

ROB
Dunno.

ALAN snorts, and drinks, checking his own phone. Modern day 
conversation: as ROB taps a short message and puts the phone 
back down. 

ROB (CONT’D)
What you got planned this weekend 
then? 

ALAN
Football tomorrow afternoon, taking 
Nat out tomorrow night to that new 
place on Grace Street. Sunday we’ve 
got to...

Interrupted by ROB’s phone pinging again. 

ALAN (CONT’D)
She’s keen. Got to be Gabby. 

3.



ROB
(reading phone)

She is. It was. Oh, for fuc... flu. 
How can you have ‘flu’ and answer a 
text that quickly? 

ALAN
True love conquers all. 

ROB resumes his scrolling through his phone again. 

ROB
(more to himself than to 
ALAN, but there’s 
something about the way 
he says it that suggests 
he likes ALAN hearing)

Emma...no. She stares at me...

ALAN
Shouldn’t be so pretty, should you? 

ROB
No, I mean... all the time. I woke 
up one night and she was just 
staring at me. Thought she was 
going to kill me... Olivia... Nope. 
She cannot watch a film. Over 
analyzes the whole thing. “Why did 
he do that? Why didn’t he do that?” 
Half the time it’s just because 
she’s so thick. “Who’s he?” 

ALAN
Some people get confused. 

ROB
‘Who’s HE?’ He’s Tom Cruise. He’s 
Jack Reacher. In the film we’re 
watching called ‘Jack Reacher...’
every film we watch... Watch the 
fucking movie! 

(MORE)
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If you shut up for a minute, you 
might understand and if you don’t,  
ask the questions later not all the 
way through the thing...

ALAN
So you were wanting to ‘watch a 
film’ with her tonight were you? 

ROB
(distractedly)

Make a film with her maybe... even 
then she’d be asking ‘why you doing 
that’? Anyway, got to do something 
inexpensive tonight. Lost my credit 
card and my wallet was stolen. 
Would be terrible if some bastard 
took £800 out on it, before it was 
reported.  

ALAN
When did that happen? 

ROB
(Flopping his wallet onto 
the table. A credit card 
is clearly visible)

Last week as far as the bank is 
concerned...

ALAN
Nice. 

ROB
(back to his phone search)

Mia... too depressing. 

ALAN
To be fair, her fiance did just die 
two months ago...

ROB
So get over it.

ROB (CONT'D)
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ALAN
You did move in pretty quickly to 
‘console her’. 

ROB
I’m a nice guy. Shoulder to cry on.

ALAN
Opportunistic bastard. 

ROB
We just watched a film... to start 
with

ALAN
Fast and Furious whatever? 

ROB
(Shrugs, as though 
reasonable)

Thought it would take her mind off 
it. 

ALAN
After he just died in a car crash? 

ROB
(distractedly as he 
scrolls)

It worked. 

ALAN sighs at a lost cause and takes a drink. His phone has a 
wallpaper of him and a young woman on his phone. He is in a 
relationship. Meanwhile, ROB is texting. 

ALAN
Why don’t you ring Lisa? 

ROB throws him an unpleasant look and continues typing. 

ALAN (CONT’D)
Still hasn’t returned your call 
then? 

(MORE)
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Face it, she’s a female you, 
mate... Suppose that’s a good 
reason to stay away from her. 

ROB
(ignoring him)

Charlotte... she’s got that 
sneezing thing...(sees look ALAN is 
giving him)...never just once... 
’choo, ‘choo, ‘choo. Always with an 
‘aaaaah’ at the end of it. Really 
annoying.  

ALAN
Maybe she’s allergic to bullshit? 

ROB’s phone pings. 

ROB
(reading)

She’s away for a couple of days 
anyway. Selfish cow. 

ALAN
Holiday? 

ROB
(Distracted)

Friend tried to commit suicide. 
That’s another thing, she’s always 
banging on about her friends. In 
between allergy meltdowns. 

ALAN
So, I’ve got you to myself this 
evening, have I? 

ROB
(looks at him as if he’s 
mad)

On a Friday? After the week I’ve 
had? Balls need draining, mate. 

ALAN (CONT’D)

7.



ALAN
It’s your smooth patter that they 
all fall for isn’t it? 

ROB
I’m supposed to be meeting Sophie 
in half an hour at Maxwells. Just 
wanted to see if there were any 
better options. 

ALAN
(incredulously)

Because she’s so hideous to look 
at? 

ROB
Yeah, yeah. She’s alright 
looking... okay, she’s good 
looking. But has real clingy 
potential. 

ALAN
God forbid! I liked her... I feel 
like a disappointed parent who gets 
to start to know a girl you bring 
home only for you to keep dumping 
them. 

ROB
Parents? Cruel to bring that up 
mate, oonsidering my dad left home 
when I was only five. It did scar 
me. Has left me emotionally unable 
to commit.  

ALAN
Was that... I want to say, Gina? 

ROB
Yep. Quite proud of that one. 

ALAN
How is your dad? 

8.



ROB
Still shuffling around at home. 
Boring old sod. 

ALAN

So if you’re supposed to be seeing 
the nice and not at all hideous 
Sophie, what you doing here? 

ROB
Just checking Lisa didn’t get back 
to me. 

ALAN
I knew it. 

ROB
What? 

ALAN
It IS because she’s a female you 
isn’t it? 

ROB
Yeah. And that’s why I want her. 
The one I can’t have. The one who 
doesn’t care. Treats me mean, so 
keeps me keen... thank you Doctor 
Shit. How much do I owe you for hte 
session? She’s mental in bed. 
That’s all. 

ALAN
So, if you’re seeing Sophie, how 
you going to get away with not 
having seen her, called her, or 
messaged her for, what? A week? 

ROB
Two. Maybe I sent her a letter. You 
know? Old fashioned. Romantic. 
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ALAN
And they can conveniently get lost 
in the post?

ROB
(smirking)

The post office around here is not 
particularly reliable on 
occasion...

ALAN
And will this particular letter 
have made it to Sophie? 

ROB
(finishing his drink)

Well, if the Post Office sorted 
their act out... but I’m not 
counting on it... 

ALAN
They are sloppy with those 
mysterious non-written items. 

ROB
Right. I’m offsky. Say hi to Nat 
for me. Hey... her friend...

ALAN
(shaking his head)

Not a chance. She can just about 
say a word that contains the letter 
‘R’ in it after what you did. 

ROB shrugs as if a) this is to be expected and b) he really 
doesn’t care. 

ROB
Be lucky. I’ll call you tomorrow. 

ALAN
(nodding, not overly 
bothered and certainly 
not believing it)

(MORE)
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Of course you will, and I’ll be 
waiting forlornly in lingerie to 
hear from you like all the 
others...

But ROB is already heading for the door. 

EXT. OUTSIDE BAR: NIGHT 

ROB heading to his car: not the Porsche he'd like, but still 
more expensive than he can afford.  

CUT TO:

INT. CAR: NIGHT 

ROB doing last minute prep while driving: aftershave, mirror 
checks and other things that suggest he’s more interested in 
himself than road safety. 

CUT TO:

EXT. ANOTHER BAR/ RESTAURANT

ROB parking up close. A last check in the car window. His 
watch reads 19:46. It wouldn’t be unreasonable to assume he’s 
late for a 19:30 meeting but you can’t tell from his 
attitude. A homeless person is in the doorway behind him

HOMELESS PERSON
Got any spare change sir? 

ROB
Haven’t got a penny of spare change 
on me. 

As he says it he feeds from a full hand of coins into the 
parking meter between them and walks the steps back to his 
car to place the ticket in the car window 

ALAN (CONT'D)
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HOMELESS PERSON
(not surprised: almost 
amused) 

The Baby Jesus sees you. 

ROB
(walking past without 
breaking stride)

Yeah, and you see pink unicorns, 
mate...

CUT TO:

INT. RESTAURANT. NIGHT  

Nice: not Michelin star, but a decent level brasserie. ROB 
spots a young woman sitting on her own - attractive, a couple 
of years younger than him, and dressed up. She's classy, 
impressionable, and ‘nice’ looking. That’s a lot to get 
across in one shot, so good luck. ROB, smiling confidently, 
bends to kiss her and sits.  

ROB
Sorry I’m late, traffic was a 
nightmare: some accident over on 
Bridge street. An old dear walked 
out on a red and...

SOPHIE
Was she okay? 

ROB
(already looking at the 
menu)

Hmm? Yeah. Seemed to be okay once 
I’d helped her and called for an 
ambulance. Stayed with her until 
they got there, but they said she’d 
be okay. 

Waiter comes across to the table. 
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ROB (CONT’D)
Bottle of Sauvignon please. 

(As an afterthought)
That okay with you? 

SOPHIE
(holds her long emptied 
glass - the traces in it 
suggest it was Red)

That’s fine. 

The waiter takes the glass and leaves. Once he’s gone there’s 
a moment of silence. 

ROB/ SOPHIE 
(simultaneous)

So...
(both laugh..) 

SOPHIE
So how have you been? 

ROB 
(casually)

Didn’t you get my letter? 

SOPHIE
I did. 

ROB
Well...

(a pause... his Post 
Office speech was ready 
to go.)

You... did. 

SOPHIE
(reaching across the table 
and squeezing his hand)

It was lovely. Thank you. 
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ROB smiles. Here’s an acting challenge: how to manage a look 
that shows ‘okay, so that’s the way we’re playing it’ along 
with, ‘wasn’t expecting that from you’...go for it, actor. 

SOPHIE (CONT’D)
I wasn’t sure you were that 
interested in me after that first 
night...you know...together... 

CUT TO:

INT. A BEDROOM: DARK- NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

Brief shot of the two of them coming together: falling on to 
a bed, in a way that doesn’t suggest they’re going to sleep. 

CUT TO:

INT. BACK TO SCENE 

ROB
(slightly flustered, but 
figuring out how to play 
this)

Well, of cour...

Waiter is back and pours two glasses. As he does, we're on 
Rob he's looking at Sophie but she seems natural.

SOPHIE
...but when I read your letter I 
understood. 

ROB
Understood?

SOPHIE
Why it’s taken you time to get in 
touch...I’m prepared to take it 
slowly...well, from now on take it 
slowly...I mean, after last time 
you must think...
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She laughs gently - they both know what she's referring to. 
ROB nods - waiting for the punchline, somewhere between 
annoyed and confused. He drops his hand to his trouser 
pocket, feeling something. His phone vibrating. 

ROB
Excuse me, honey, I need to visit 
the little boy’s room.

ROB stands and heads to the toilet.  

CUT TO:

INT: SMART TOILET - EVENING  

ROB is pulling out his phone, speed dialling a number.  

ALAN (V.O.)
Rob? What’s up? Thought you’d be...

ROB
Did you send Sophie a letter? 

ALAN
What?

ROB
A letter? Did you send her a letter 
pretending to be me? 

ALAN
No. Why would I? I don’t know where 
she lives. Don’t even know her full 
name... do you? 

ROB
Funny. Nothing... she’s weirder 
than I thought. Ok, got to go. 

(finishing call abruptly)

ROB sees he has a message - the vibration from back at the 
table. Looks at screen:  text message from 'LISA'. Reads:  
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SORRY I MISSED YOUR MESSAGE. JUST GOT BACK. TOO TIRED TO GO 
OUT BUT IF YOU WANT TO COME ROUND DO IT IN NEXT HOUR OR I’LL 
BE ASLEEP. 

ROB considers for all of five seconds before types. 

BACK TO SCREEN “BE THERE IN TEN MINUTES. X”

CUT TO:

INT. RESTAURANT. NIGHT. 

ROB Returning to table, looking grim.  

ROB
Sweetheart, I’ve just had a 
message... it’s... it’s my 
mother... she’s been rushed into 
hospital. A heart attack

SOPHIE
(hands flying to face)

Oh my god. Do you want me to...

ROB
(shaking his head, wiping at his 
eyes)
No. No. I just need to...

SOPHIE
Of course. Call me when you 
can...Go. I’ll see you soon.  

ROB nods back uncertainly, as though he can't take in the 
shocking news he's just heard, but with the briefest kiss, 
he's heading out of the restaurant at some speed.  

ROB
(muttering to himself)

Not a chance, you psycho bitch. 

CUT TO:
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EXT. OUTSIDE THE BAR/ RESTAURANT.

ROB getting into his car, coins spilling almost unnoticed 
from his pocket in his haste, and the car speeds off, a 
figure comes into shot, bending to pick up the fallen money.

HOMELESS PERSON
(quoting as he watches the 
car pull away)

Of all the liars in the world, 
sometimes the worst are your own 
fears...

CUT TO:

TITLE CARD: ONE HOUR LATER

CUT TO:

INT: BEDROOM - NIGHT

Dimly lit. Discarded clothes on the floor - expensive looking 
sexy underwear: male and female. ROB and LISA in bed, love 
making recently finished... and clearly not long after it has 
started: ROB, hair barely even ruffled, and LISA, sitting 
next to him; slightly older. Worldly, sexy, pissed off.   

ROB
You could at least say it doesn’t 
matter... these things happen...

LISA
(lighting a cigarette)

As long as you enjoyed it...  

ROB
(embarrassed)

I think I’d better be going...

If he's expecting a "No don't." He doesn't get it.
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LISA
Probably best. I thought I could 
put up with you staying the night 
but... I don’t want to seem like a 
bitch... so, you know I did... 
that, but even so...

ROB
(getting out of the bed, 
and finding his boxer 
shorts)

So why DID you do ‘that’? 

LISA
(Looking at him as if it’s 
obvious)

Why do you think? The letter. 

ROB, who has started pulling on his boxer shorts when he 
realized she wanted him out, stops.  

ROB
The...letter? 

LISA
(Rolling away, affecting 
falling asleep even as 
she speaks)

Rob, I don’t want to talk about it. 
It was a stupid idea. A... mistake.  
I’m sorry, you know. But... lock 
the door on the way out, will you? 

ROB  looks at her. It is a look that could be anger, 
confusion, embarrassment: we’re no more sure on what it is 
than he is. He carries on getting dressed.  

CUT TO:
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INT: HALLWAY - NIGHT

ROB pulls his jacket on as he does the walk of shame down 
LISA's nicely decorated hallway. Reaching the door he stops 
to look down at the table by it, and the letters on it. He 
sees one which is torn open and looks quizzically, picking it 
up and reads it. 

CUT TO:

ECU - LETTER - BAD, DRUNKEN HANDWRITING: 

ROB
(reading quietly to 
himself)

“Lisa, I know you’re wondering why I’ve been acting the way I 
have, and why I did what I did tonight. I’ve decided I have 
to tell you, and it’s not easy.”

CUT TO:

ROB reads this - glances up as he hears a noise from LISA's 
bedroom, and realizes two things (if this can be displayed 
via one face): he hasn't got time to read this whole thing 
now, and he can't remember what he said in the letter. He 
stuffs the letter into his jacket pocket and leaves.   

CUT TO:

EXT. VARIOUS - NIGHT

Short montage of shots of ROB's car driving through streets. 
They get slightly less glamourous over the five or six shots 
until we see the car pull up outside a block of apartments: 
not too shabby at all, but not up to the standard of those 
we've just seen via montage.  

CUT TO:
INT: HALLWAY. Night   
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ROB stumbles in the blackness, only a sliver of light making 
him visible. He trips over the mat behind the door and 
curses. He fumbles with his phone and turns on the flashlight 
to help him find the switch. 

ROB
(Angrily)

Shit! 

ROB looks at the phone and we see ‘Five Missed Calls’ and a 
text come through even as he stares at it. He opens the 
message. 

ON THE SCREEN: 

CALL ME AS SOON AS YOU GET THIS. DAD

CUT TO:

TITLE CARD: ONE HOUR LATER

OVER TITLE CARD AS IT DISSOLVES TO BLACK OR CUTS TO SCENE, 
YOU DECIDE...

ROB
(V/O)

Sophie? 

SOPHIE
(Half asleep V/O)

Rob?

FADE IN:

INT: CAR - NIGHT
Through this short conversation may switch to EXT of the 
passing motorway

ROB
Sorry to call so late. I...I’m on 
my way up to Nottingham. My 
mother...she...she’s had a heart 
attack
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SOPHIE
(after a moment’s pause)

I...I know sweetheart, you told me 
when you left. How...how is she? 

ROB
(confused)

I...I did, didn’t I? I told you 
she’d had a heart attack. 

SOPHIE
Are you okay to drive? 

ROB
(nods- and then realizes 
that’s pretty pointless 
on a phone call)

Sadie...

SOPHIE
Sophie. 

ROB
(Instinctively)

Sorry, Sadie’s my mother’s 
name...Sophie, I’ve got to get off. 
I need to concentrate on the drive 
here. I’m tired and emotional, as 
you can tell. But I needed to ask 
you one thing...”

SOPHIE
What, sweetheart? 

ROB
(nervous)

What...what was it in the letter 
that made you forgive me for not 
calling for the last two weeks ?

21.



SOPHIE
(hesitantly)

It was your honesty in talking 
about something as embarassing as 
that...

ROB
As what? 

SOPHIE
You know - the impotency. It was 
everything you said about the war.

(Reaction shot on Rob’s face - war??) 

SOPHIE (CONT’D)
The fact I was the first 
girl...well, you know what you 
said. I understand what you said 
about the Viagra...and it doesn’t 
matter that it wasn’t fully 
successful. That’s why I said I’ll 
wait. 

ROB
Wasn’t fully...? 

He looks at the phone and then, without even replying, 
switches it off. 

ROB (CONT’D)
Any problems in that department 
love - it was you not me. 

Short montage of exterior car driving scenes to indicate some 
movement of time. 

CUT TO:

TITLE CARD: ONE HOUR LATER

FADE IN:
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INT. A WELL LIT, WASHED OUT WAITING ROOM - NIGHT

(A silent scene probably M/L/S): ROB and an older man, rising 
from their seats as a tired looking doctor enters room. He 
speaks to them. It's a short speech and not good news. He 
shakes their hands and leaves.  ROB and his father hug each 
other - something that's clear from their awkwardness they 
haven't done in a long time.  

CUT TO:

INT. THE SAME ROOM BUT MCU INTO THE SCENE SO WE CAN HEAR  

FATHER 
(Trying, and not really 
succeeding in holding 
back the tears)

I’m sorry you didn’t get to see her 
one last time. Her birthday.  She 
was in fine spirits that day... I 
know it wasn’t your fault, but if 
they’d had the common decency to 
change your doctor’s appointment...

CU of ROB’s face over father’s shoulder as he takes this in. 
He closes his eyes as he remembers. 

CUT TO:

INT A BAR - NIGHT 

ROB and another woman, laughing and having a grand old time. 

CUT TO:
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INT. BACK TO THE WELL LIT, WASHED OUT WAITING ROOM - NIGHT

ROB
I should have been there...

CUT TO:

TITLE CARD: ONE HOUR LATER

CUT TO:

INT/ EXT - NIGHT: ANOTHER MONTAGE OF CAR DRIVING. 

Mixture of interiors and exteriors - ROB is smoking, wiping 
tears, looks as if he is in a state where he shouldn't really 
be driving.  

CUT TO:

INT ROB’S LIVING ROOM - EARLY MORNING 

ROB arriving back, holding a bundle of post he's picked up 
from the hallway - the bundle that made him stumble as he 
walked in previously before switching his phone on. ROB dumps 
post onto the sofa. He walks to shelf and takes a half full 
bottle of whisky down, starts to reach for glass then just 
opens the bottle and takes a big mouthful. Then another. Then 
another. Puts bottle back on shelf.  

CUT TO:

INT ROB’S BEDROOM - EARLY MORNING

The bedroom is as 'faux stylish' as we'd expect. ROB 
collapses onto bed, still fully dressed and is asleep almost 
instantly.  

FADE OUT.
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FADE IN:

INT. ROB’S LIVING ROOM. LATE MORNING

ROB emerging from bedroom; by the looks of him it hasn't been 
a restful sleep. Takes his jacket off and hangs it on the 
back of dining table chair. As he does so he sees the letter 
he took from LISA's flat sticking out the pocket. He takes it 
out, pours a large whisky into a glass and sits on sofa.

ECU OF LETTER: POST CODE LOCAL (HIS), DATE STAMPED TWO DAYS 
AGO 1ST NOVEMBER. 

CUT TO:

INT: BAR - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

Halloween decorations everywhere. ROB is dressed as Count 
Dracula: a costume that allows him to be smooth and sexy.  In 
a short non-dialogue montage we see him and a 'sexy cat 
woman' (or any other costume which allows her too to show off 
her looks rather than scare...)  LISA Dancing/ kissing/ 
mingling/ arguing/ serious arguing/ very serious arguing/ 
ending with ROB storming out as LISA is amongst a crowd of 
other friends, apparently talking to some other man.  

CUT TO:

EXT. STREET - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

ROB walking home, other revellers passing by him in either 
direction. He walks past a HOMELESS PERSON with their hand 
out. ROB ignores him other than a brief dismissive comment - 
but as this is dialogue free we get only the impression 
rather than the words.  

CUT TO:
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INT. ROB'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

ROB sitting at table, still in costume, drinking the same 
whisky he is now - and we see this is where the first half of 
the bottle went. He is composing a letter. There are a couple 
of balled up versions lying around him, but he appears to be 
going with this one... 

ROB 
(reading his work)

“Lisa, I know you’re wondering why I’ve been acting the way I 
have, and why I did what I did tonight. I’ve decided I have 
to tell you, and it’s not easy.”

Yes, it’s the same version he read in LISA’s hallway. He 
takes a break from writing for a moment and we see he has a 
Laptop open next to him. 

ROB (CONT’D)
(slightly haltingly as he 
writes and slightly 
slurred as he’s drank a 
lot.)

“It’s very difficult to say this 
and I’ve been trying to keep it 
from everyone because I don’t want 
my friends and family...”

Pauses, gets inspiration and continues writing, talking to 
himself as he writes: 

ROB (CONT’D)
“And those I love.” Nice touch. 
Vague but hurtful...”I’m telling 
you this only because I don’t want 
you to think it’s you. As the old 
cliche goes, it’s not you... it 
really is me. Don’t worry - it’s 
nothing contagious. But the fact is 
I have...
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ROB turns to the laptop by his side and types into Google 
search, ‘Serious diseases with no symptoms.’ CU. on screen 
filling up and then: 

CUT TO:

C.U. ROB’S FACE AS HE READS

We see a range of expressions cross his face as he decides on 
a suitable affliction. 

ROB (CONT’D)
“Peyronie’s Disease...calficiation 
or plaque buildup that causes penis 
to bend or curve...” Jesus. What 
part of ‘no symptoms’? Kuru... 
There's a really, really good 
chance you're not going to contract 
“Kuru... only found in a remote 
region of New Guinea... 100% 
lethal, acquired by eating the 
brains of infected victims.” That’s 
stretching it even for me... oh, 
hello...’ Nae-gler-i-asis.’ What 
you all about fella? ‘Changes in 
taste and smell’ - I told her that 
beer tasted shit, ‘headache, 
nausea, vomiting’ - every other 
morning, ‘back pain and stiff 
neck’? I can wing that...

ROB jots down the word ‘Naegleriasis’ and resumes his 
writing, still drinking the whisky. 

ROB (CONT’D)
Look that one up on the internet, 
bitch...

CUT TO:
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INT. ROB’S LIVING ROOM. LATE MORNING: BACK TO PRESENT. 

ROB is finishing reading the letter, shaking his head. 

ROB
(to himself, shaking his 
head)

What were you thinking, Dickhead? 

ROB tosses the letter to one side, and looks to the small 
pile he dropped on the sofa a few hours earlier. 

He tosses the first few: a flyer, a gas bill, a bank 
statement, then, he glances at his other mobile sitting 
blinking at him from the coffee table in front of him. It’s a 
clunkier model than the one he’s previously been using. It 
has a small label on it saying it’s the property of Smith’s 
Estate Agents.  

ROB (CONT’D)
Oh, shit. 

ROB hits the voice message button on the phone and a monotone 
voice comes from it. 

MESSAGE 1 V/O: 
Robert? This is Steven at the 
office. I’ve just been told you 
can’t come in today, that you’ve 
got ‘another’ medical situation. 
Call me as soon as you’re ‘well 
enough’ to speak. We need to talk. 

ROB flicks a ‘v’ at the phone. 

ROB
Yeah, you can swivel, dickhe...
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MESSAGE 2 V/O: 
Mr. Slade, this is Janet from 
NatWest, I’m ringing regarding your 
letter explaining the misplacement 
of your card and... 

ROB
(looking at the phone 
confused)

How the fuck did you get this 
number? 

MESSAGE 2 V/O:
...subsequent problems you’ve had 
repaying your loan. Please ring us 
as soon as you can to discuss next 
steps, you can contact us on...

ROB is opening the bank statement in among the pile, and is 
staring at it, incredulous. 

ROB
Who...?

He reaches for his wallet, flicks it open and sees the card 
he showed ALAN just last night is gone. 

As the robotic phone is announcing the date and time of the 
next message coming up: this morning - just an hour ago, ROB 
stares at the final letter in the pile. It is franked 
‘Bultern Medical Centre’

MESSAGE 3 V/O
“Mr. Slade, this is Bultern Medical 
Centre. We’ve been trying to reach 
you. Please get in touch with us as 
soon as you receive this message. 
It IS urgent. You can call us 
on...”
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 MCU ON ROB, WHO IS SHAKING. 

ROB takes a mouthful of the whisky in front of him, the 
envelope still not opened. He looks at the letter he stole 
from LISA, and picks up his own, ‘proper’ phone. 

ROB
Siri, what is ‘Nae-gler-i-asis’?

SIRI (V.O.)
Naegleriasis, also known as primary 
amoebic meningoencephalitis, is an 
infection of the brain by the free-
living unicellular Naegleria 
fowleri.

ROB opens the letter, reads it, apparently unsurprised. It 
doesn’t take him long. He drops it back onto the sofa and 
stands up. 

SIRI (V.O.) (CONT’D)

N. fowleri is typically found in 
warm bodies of fresh water, such as 
ponds, lakes, rivers, and hot 
springs. 

ROB shakes his head, bemused, and moves back to the table 
where he picks up the bottle of whisky, drinking long and 
hard from it. 
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SIRI (V.O.)(CONT’D)
It is also found in soil, poorly 
maintained municipal water 
supplies, water heaters, near warm-
water discharges of industrial 
plants, and in poorly chlorinated 
or unchlorinated swimming pools, in 
an amoeboid or temporary flagellate 
stage. There is no evidence of it 
living in salt water. As the 
disease is rare, it is often not 
considered. Symptoms are similar to 
those of meningitis.

ROB walks across his flat, over to the window. Dazed walk. He 
looks out the window as the voice over continues behind him 

SIRI (CONT’D)

Although infection occurs rarely, 
it nearly always results in death, 
with a case fatality rate greater 
than 95%.

ROB gives a small, bitter laugh. 

SIRI (CONT’D)

Onset of symptoms begins one to 
nine days following exposure, with 
an average of five. Initial 
symptoms include changes in taste 
and smell, headache, fever, nausea, 
vomiting, back pain, and a stiff 
neck. 

ROB nods along to each of the symptoms, as though he can feel 
them starting to come on as each is read out. 
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SIRI (CONT'D)
Secondary symptoms are also 
meningitis-like including 
confusion, hallucinations, lack of 
attention, ataxia, cramp and 
seizures. 

ROB continues to nod, a tear starts running down his cheek as 
he drinks from the bottle. He walks over to his window

CUT TO:

ROB’S POV OF THE AREA BELOW. 

People are going about their business normally - just another 
day to them. The young family pushing a pram, the kids riding 
by on bikes, the bus pulling up. The young man and woman 
walking down the street, past the HOMELESS PERSON,  hands out 
asking for money, the young man pausing to hand something 
over to him. 

CUT TO:

INT. ROB'S LIVING ROOM. LATE MORNING 

ROB is staring out the window

SIRI

After the start of symptoms, the 
disease progresses rapidly over 
three to seven days, with death 
usually occurring anywhere from 
seven to fourteen days later, 
although it can take longer. 

ROB
(laughing bitterly)

Let’s see who gets in the ground 
first, mum...
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There’s the ping of an incoming message to his phone, and ROB 
looks down

CUT TO:

ECU - PHONE SCREEN: 1 MESSAGE WAITING. 

“ARE YOU OKAY? RING ME IF I CAN DO ANYTHING. SOPHIE X”

CUT TO:

MCU ROB LOOKING DOWN AT THE MESSAGE AND SMILING SADLY. 

ROB
You wouldn’t believe me if I told 
you, sweetheart. 

CUT TO:

ROB gently lobs the phone onto the sofa. He takes another 
long pull of the bottle, and casually opens up the large 
window. 

CUT TO:

MCU ROB SMILING SADLY/ RESIGNED/ TIRED. 

ROB Steps back/ falls out of frame. As he does so... 

CUT TO:

MS of Hallway as a letter falls through the letter box. On 
the screen of the phone sitting on the sofar a message comes 
through, accompanied by the ping announcing its arrival. The 
house phone starts ringing. 

The letter lies on the mat behind the front door. On it’s 
front is a blue watermark, showing it is a letter from the 
health centre. It has a first class stamp on and is stamped 
‘URGENT’
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MESSAGE 3 V/O
Mr. Slade? This is Bultern Medical 
Centre. Please get back to us as 
soon as you receive this message. 
We’ve tried to contact you on your 
mobile, and by post. There’s been 
an error... it is most important 
you contact us as soon as 
possible... please contact us AS 
SOON as you receive this. The 
number is 07665...

 

FADE TO BLACK.
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