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TI TLES OVER BLACK:

Aut um, 2005, a patient nanmed only as 'Duncan’ is admtted
to a London A&E after being found unconscious in the
street. ..

X-rays reveal signs of over 100 breaks and fractures, sone
indicating injuries received during chil dhood..

Duncan agreed to be interviewed under supervision from Dr.
Edith Moore, a specialist in Miultiple Personality
Di sorder. ..

The follow ng recording took place just days before Duncan’s
di sappear ance.

FADE | N:

INT. DR MOCRE S HOUSE - STUDY - DAY - | NTERVI EW SESSI ON

DUNCAN, md 40s, wiry, unkenpt, seated in an arncthair. He
stares into the canera, focused, intense -- nothing escapes
his attention.

Book-shelves fill the roomaround him Files and not ebooks
stacked on a desk. French doors overl ook a patio.

A cuckoo cl ock hangs on a wall.

DUNCAN
S pose | always had this feeling
like I were being watched.

Hi s hands rest over the arns of the chair. Each bears a row
of scabbed, oft-broken knuckl es.

DR. MOORE (O.S.)
| s there soneone wat chi ng you now?

DUNCAN
Apart from you?

He grins. Looks around, cones back to the canera, satisfied.

DUNCAN
Fam |y home, got a warnth to it.
That a gnone outsi de?

DR. MOORE (O S.)
You’' ve a keen eye. An old
housewar m ng present.



DUNCAN
Brings you luck right..?

DR. MOORE (O S.)
What can you tell ne about the day
you arrived at the hospital, about
what happened to you?

DUNCAN
They not tell you?

DR. MOORE (O S.)
|’ve read the reports. I'd like to
hear it from you.

DUNCAN
Be nothing newin it-- youre
| ooking after ny boy, right?

DR. MOORE (O . S.)
He’s in good hands.

DUNCAN
You see they feed himup-- an’ that
stuff wwth the library?

DR MOORE (O S.)
They’ ve agreed to waive the fines.
Provide you with a new card.

Duncan smles, relieved. He collects a nug froma table..

DR. MOORE (O S.)
How about we tal k about you? Take
your time, there’s no hurry.

...he downs the contents in one. Nods.

DR. MOORE (O S.)
There’s nore tea.

DUNCAN
[’Il take another, ta'.

Hi s eyes stray towards the patio -- a flicker of unease.

DUNCAN
An’ maybe pull that blind?



EXT. WASTELAND - FIRE-PIT - DAY

First light. A scrap of weeds and dirt on the edge of town.
An ol d couch sits before a snoldering fire. Snoke drifts.

RUNRIG a wiry nongrel nouths a stick fromthe ground. He
turns and bounds towards Duncan who stands nearby dressed in
a tracksuit and wool - cap

DUNCAN (V. Q)
|’ mout early, never been nmuch of a
sl eeper. Read nobst nights. Love
books, read anything, ancient
history-- there’s a lot of that.

Duncan rolls his neck, working out the Kkinks.

DUNCAN (V. Q)
Dawn’s a good time-- there's a
stillness to the air.

He performs side-twists -- a warmup routi ne.

DUNCAN (V. Q)
Don't go out after dark. Never hang
around one place too | ong.

Runrig drops the stick at his feet. Duncan collects it.

DUNCAN (V. Q)
But I won’t live ny life in hiding,
seen where that gets a nman

He hurls the stick -- Runrig stiffens, ears flatten as he
| ooks past Duncan and grow s.

Duncan spins and steps back, his guard up

Runri g breaks away, barking madly as if running off an
assai | ant.

DR. MOORE (O S.)
Duncan?

Duncan upends the couch in a flash of anger. He paces,
agitated, nmunbling to hinself. After a nonent he cal ns.
Ri ghts the couch.

DUNCAN
Sneaky bastard, sneaky...



EXT. URBAN HI G4 STREET - DAY

Runrig strains at the | eash, |eading Duncan past a row of
shuttered storefronts.

DUNCAN (V. Q)
| renmenber stuff. Mumcrying, Dad
never |eaving the house. |1’'d wake
up in the night, he’d be scream ng
bl ue murder. She’'d lock us in the
bat hroomtill it went quiet.

Duncan stops outside a library. Ties Runrig to a | anp-post.
He casts a guarded | ook around, searching the street.

DUNCAN (V. Q)
We never had nice things-- no
chi na, never knew why, not in them
days.

Duncan paces, agitated. Checks his watch.

DUNCAN (V. Q)
| were about eight when it first
happened. Went off to school one
nmorning-- that's all | renenber.
M| kman found nme lying in the
pari sh hedge. Put nme on his cart
an’ took ne honme. Mum just picked
me up an’ carried ne in. Not a
wor d.

The "closed sign in the library window flips to ’open’.
Duncan slips inside.
DUNCAN (V. Q)
She knew what were coni ng.
I NT. DR MOORE' S HOUSE - STUDY - DAY - | NTERVI EW SESSI ON
Bl i nds drawn. Duncan sits in the half-Iight.

DR. MOORE (O.S.)
And your father, what did he do?

DUNCAN
Taught me to fight.



EXT. WASTELAND - FIRE-PIT - DAY

Duncan shadow boxes. He noves with a practiced ease. Breath
hel d steady as he bobs and weaves.

Runri g watches patiently.
Duncan spins and fires off a quick series of jabs.
DR. MOORE (O S.)
(al ar ned)
Duncan?
Duncan drops his guard and jogs on the spot.
DUNCAN
Easy, Doc, you’'ll know when.
EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK - COURTYARD - DAY

A cluster of towering grey bl ocks connected with wal kways.

Duncan noves towards a stairwell. He carries a plastic bag
of books. Runrig sniffs around off the |eash.

DUNCAN
No- one comes up, you woul dn’t wanna
anyways, it’'s a squat. Just ne an’
the boy up there, that’s the rule.

He gl ances off as if spooked by sonething. H's pace
gui ckens. VH STLES for the dog.

He reaches the stairwell and enters with Runrig in tow
The canera pauses on the doorway --
A sudden gust of wind carries a plastic bag across the
courtyard. It hits the stairwell door, drops to the ground.
I NT. DR MOORE' S HOUSE - STUDY - DAY - | NTERVI EW SESSI ON
Duncan heaps several spoons of sugar into his nug.
DUNCAN
That were Dad’s problem He didn’t

have rul es, just took to hiding.

DR. MOORE (O.S.)
Did he ever talk about it?



DUNCAN
The war hadn’t left himw th nuch
to say. See it in his eyes, he were
just... gone. One day he weren’t
there at all--

A cuckoo bursts fromthe cl ock above Duncan -- CUCKOO

DUNCAN
Shit of f!

He’s on his feet, poised to strike.
The bird slowy draws back into the cl ock-face.

DR MOORE (O S.)
Duncan it’s okay, you' re safe--

DUNCAN
You don’t know safe.

He steadies his breath. Rolls out his neck and sits.

DUNCAN
Housewar m ng, you end up with al
ki nds of shite.

He stares down the canera, intense, twitching. Adrenalin in
full flow

DUNCAN
VWhere was we?

An awkward sil ence. ..

DR. MOORE (O S.)
You were telling nme about when he
| eft you, your father.

Duncan bends the spoon in half -- a subconscious act. He
| ooks fromthe spoon to the canera, sheepish.

He places it on a table beside several others having net the
sane fate.

DR. MOORE (O S.)
Wul d you rather we tal k about
sonet hi ng el se?

Duncan consi ders. ..



DUNCAN
I’1l tell you about ny tenth
bi rt hday. . .

EXT. FIELD - DAY
Grass sways. Bells peal froma distant church.

DUNCAN (V. Q)
Had this big cake an’ a clown. Mum
even saved up for a bouncy castle.
Just tried to carry on, nmaybe she
t hought what with dad gone.

EXT. CHURCH - GRAVEYARD - DAY
Duncan stands before a headstone. The bells RI NG

DUNCAN (V. Q)
| was outside, | can renenber
trying to get back to the house,
trying to stand, | can see the
sky-- can taste the dirt-- the
ot her kids screamng... Wren't for
Mum she dragged ne back inside.

I NT. DR MOCRE' S HOUSE - STUDY - DAY - | NTERVI EW SESSI ON

Duncan sips his tea.

DUNCAN
It all changed. Hone weren’'t safe,
nowhere was. It were comng for ne.

He cuts a wary glance at the cuckoo cl ock.

DUNCAN
Weren't long after that | went
t hrough a plate gl ass wi ndow. Broke
both wists. Lost four pints of
bl ood an’ a ni ppl e.

He starts to hitch up his shirt to prove it--



EXT. CHURCH - GRAVEYARD - DAY

Duncan rests a rose agai nst the headstone.

DUNCAN (V. Q)
Done her best bless her, didn't
deserve all that. They bl aned her,
sent ne away for my protection. She
were my protection. She understood.
To the Iikes of you |l were just a
probl em chil d, soneone else’s
pr obl em

Duncan stands and gazes off into the distance.

DUNCAN (V. Q)
Never forgot the last thing she
told ne...

I NT. DR MOCRE' S HOUSE - STUDY - DAY - | NTERVI EW SESSI ON

Duncan’s thunbs dig into the arnthair

He taps hi

DR. MOORE (O S.)
What did she say?

DUNCAN
You can die of a broken heart, you
know t hat? Read about it, not in no
medi cal book m nd.

DR. MOORE (O S.)
| can believe that.

DUNCAN
But you won’t. Wn't let yourself.
You're |like all the others.

s head. Rocks, grow ng agitated.

DUNCAN
That’'s what you believe. It’s al
up here. Never mattered a |ick of
salt what | said.

DR. MOORE (O S.)
Do you not think they wanted to
hel p you, all those others?

DUNCAN

They’ d pill nme up to the gills,

| ock me away, strap ne down-- whole
( MORE)



DUNCAN (cont’ d)
stack of notebooks on ne
sone-pl ace-- now you get it all on
canera. You wanna help ne?

DR. MOORE (O.S.)
Yes, | do.

He stares across the room sullen.

DUNCAN
Come and see.

DR MOORE (O S.)

What will | see, Duncan?

DUNCAN
|"ma fucking survivor, It won't
take ne. 1’1l fight.

He seens to | ose his train of thought.

DUNCAN
Just like she told ne to.

DR MOORE (O S.)
(nervous)
What is it you' re fighting?
EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK - COURTYARD - DAY

Pi geons crowd the pavenent.

Duncan stands with his back to a wall. He scatters bread in
a wide arc around him

A handful of pigeons take flight across the yard.
Duncan coils. H's eyes tighten, searching..

Runri g cocks his head.

I NT. DR MOCRE' S HOUSE - STUDY - DAY - | NTERVI EW SESSI ON

Duncan rolls out his neck.

DUNCAN
| can feel It, when It’s close.
can feel-- It wants to take ne.

He clenches his fists, the veins rising on his forearnmns.



10.

DUNCAN
| won’t go.

DR. MOORE (O . S.)
VWhat is It?
EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK - COURTYARD - DAY

A cluster of pigeons scatter, closer now It’'s as if
SOMETHI NG i s novi ng towards Duncan.

He starts to rock with a steady, rhythm c notion.
More birds take flight, closer still.
A feather hangs in the air. It turns to drift towards him

Runri g whi npers. Duncan kneels and slips the |eash free of a
bench. He | ooks into the dog’' s eyes.

DUNCAN
Be good | ad.

Duncan pushes the | eash towards the canera.

DUNCAN
Take him an’ stay here.

He takes off towards the stairwell. The camera foll ows.

DR. MOORE (O S.)
Duncan?

DUNCAN
Do like | said, don't matter what
you hear, you stay away.

DR. MOORE (O.S.)
Where are you goi ng?

The canera struggles to follow, swings wildly, |oses focus.
A door SLAMS. Duncan CRIES out O S

EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK - STAI RAELL - DAY

Looki ng through a small w ndow set into the door: GRUNTS and
angry SHOUTS frominside. Dr. More’ s pani cked breat hing

O S

The door rattles against the frame -- | ocked. Runrig BARKS.



11.

Duncan twists into view, fists snapping at thin air as he
vies to stay on his feet. He slips into shadow --

A face appears at the w ndow, eyeless, features twisted in
scream ng agony -- it’s there for a split second, perhaps a
trick of the light...
DR. MOORE (O S.)
(startl ed)
Oh, Jesus--

Duncan’s flung back into view, SLAMS against the far wall.
Hs shouts turn to CRIES of pain.

BOOM

Somret hi ng CRASHES agai nst the door -- the camera recoils, a
bl ur of sound and novenent.

| NT. APARTMENT BLOCK - STAI RWELL - DAY

A dark, seedy space of concrete and danp.

Duncan slunps in the corner. Head down. Hi's shirt ripped.
Knuckl es cut and swol |l en. A puddl e beneath his crotch.

Runrig sits whining before him

He | ooks up to reveal a bloodied face. He tries a smle --
it fails. He turns away.

EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK - WALKWAY - DAY

Duncan, his back to the canera, carries his weight with
pain, determned to stay ahead.

DUNCAN (V. Q)
Anyt hi ng happens to ne while you re

here you just get away from ne.
Don’t bother callin’ for help.

EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK - DUNCAN S SQUAT - DAY
The door SNAPS shut.

A hand tests the letterbox -- it’s seal ed.

DR. MOORE (O.S.)
Duncan? Can you hear ne?



12.

A smal |l wi ndow beside the door. In it is stuck a
' nei ghbor hood watch sticker’, the silhouette of a sinister
figure beneath the red prohibited sign.

DR. MOORE (O S.)
Duncan. . ?

Runrig WHI NES from behi nd the door.

INT. DR MOCRE S HOUSE - STUDY - DAY - | NTERVI EW SESSI ON

Duncan stares into his tea nug. Enotionally drained.

EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK - COURTYARD - DAY
Dead | eaves swirl, caught in a small vortex. Perhaps..

DUNCAN (V. Q)
| read sonmewheres, the Geeks said
there were a rage, been with us
fromthe start. Like a seed, it
grewin the cracks till it spilt
out into the world. It were picked
up on the wi nd, blown around and
around, | ooking for soneone-- naybe
dad left hoping it would follow
hi m

The pigeons take flight en nasse.

EXT. WASTELAND - FIRE-PIT - DAY

First light. Snoke drifts fromthe remmants of a fire.
Runrig lies curled on the abandoned sof a.

Duncan shadow boxes. Feinting, jabbing...

CUT TO BLACK



