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qubes
Title sequence begins.

Credits run over a montage of black and white images of the Haigh family. The final image shows an old stone mill.

Title sequence ends.

MATCH DISSOLVE TO:

1.    ext. old stone mill – day - continuous

A grey, overcast autumn afternoon. A large stone-built mill stands within its own private grounds. From screen right a car slowly drives into shot and stops. The driver’s door opens and the driver steps out and moves towards the rear of the car. Seconds later we hear the boot open. CAMERA PANS UP AND OUT to reveal a man, Robert Haigh - late 20’s, lifting a shoulder bag out of the boot. He places it on the roof of the car and slams the boot shut. He heads to the door and tries the knob; it’s locked. He knocks, but gets no response. He pulls back his jacket sleeve and glances at his watch.

man

Shit.

He takes a seat on a nearby wall as he reaches into his inside pocket and takes out a packet of cigarettes. He lights one, exhaling heavily. Another glance at his watch, then another heavy drag on the cigarette. A few drags more and it’s done. He drops the butt by his feet. 

CAMERA PANS DOWN to the man’s feet and we see him put the butt out with his shoe. Late afternoon turns to dusk as the number of cigarette butts grows from one, to two, to three and eventually to six or seven. 

2.    ext. old stone mill – dusk
Half-light. There is an eerie silence, save for the sound of traffic from some far-off carriageway. The quiet is broken as we hear a car approaching. The man stands to watch as headlights dance their way towards him. The car stops right behind his own and a well dressed man in his mid 40’s steps out and shuts the door behind him. The man approaches Haigh; he’s carrying a briefcase. 

man

Mr. Haigh?

(beat)

Robert Haigh?

The man reaches out his hand. Haigh doesn’t reciprocate.

haigh

(quick glance at watch)
You’re late.
man
Yes, I err……the traffic was so bad and I err……my name is Gregory Stafford. 

(reaches out his hand again)

I’m your late mother’s solicitor.

This time Haigh returns the gesture. 

haigh

Yes, I know who you are. Can you please open the door? If I don’t get to the toilet soon……

stafford

Yes, yes of course.

Stafford moves past Haigh towards the door, dipping into his pocket and taking out the keys as he goes. 

stafford

Have you been waiting long?

Haigh glances at the pile of cigarette butts on the ground.

haigh

Err no, not really.

stafford

Good, good. I won’t keep you much longer. I’ve no doubt you can’t wait to get sorted out, eh?

haigh

Something like that.

Haigh’s glance fixes on the keys in Stafford’s hand. 

stafford

Yes, the door.

CAMERA FOLLOWS the key as Stafford slides it into the lock.

cut to:

3.    int. mill – dusk - continuous

Semi-darkness. We hear the key turn. The door creaks open and Stafford steps into a large open room, closely followed by Haigh, bag over his shoulder. Barely able to see, Stafford fumbles his way to a kitchenette in the corner of the room. 

stafford

You couldn’t just grab the……
His words trail off with the sound of the switch as Haigh flicks on the light. They flicker before the room is bathed in a stark white glow. We see it is lined with row after row of rack-shelving containing everything from cushion, lamps, vases, framed pictures, ornaments and books. Stafford drops the briefcase on the kitchen table. Haigh approaches him.

haigh

I really wasn’t expecting those to be working.

stafford

What?

haigh

The lights. 

(gestures with his thumb)

I didn’t expect they would work.

stafford

(glancing round the room)

Yes, this would have been rather difficult in the dark.

Stafford looks around the mill.

stafford

What is this place?

haigh

Oh, my parents were prop masters. They supplied the theatre and movies with props and set decorations.

The solicitor continues to take in the strange surroundings.
haigh

Believe me; it’s far less glamorous than it sounds.

Stafford return to the matter in hand as he opens the briefcase.
haigh

Do you mind if I just nip to the……

stafford

No, not at all. I’ll have this all ready by the time you get back.

Haigh drops his bag on the table and leaves the room. CAMERA FOLLOWS him as he goes. All the things in the room are covered in large white dustsheets. He stops and lifts one of the sheets, revealing the corner of an old couch underneath. He replaces the sheet and looks around the room, as if trying to get his bearings. After a few seconds he heads out through a door and closes it behind him.

cut to:

4.    int. mill/kitchenette – night

Stafford busies himself with the papers from the briefcase. He takes a pen from his jacket pocket and signs two of the forms. We hear the door open once more, followed by footsteps as Haigh walks back into the kitchenette. Stafford turns to face him.

haigh
(points around the mill)

So, how come I’m now the distinguish owner of this shit filled crap hole?

stafford

Well this, err, shit filled crap hole is your inheritance. 

(beat)

Your mother became sole owner of the business when your father left and, now that she has……

(clears his throat)

……passed away, it goes to you; her eldest living heir.

haigh

(shrugs)
And what if I don’t want it.

stafford

That’s not my concern. I’m here so you can sign the documents. What you do after that is entirely up to you.

Haigh looks on indifferently. Stafford breaks the uneasy silence.
stafford

Now then. All you need to do is sign here,

(points with the pen)

And here,

(points again)

And we’re done.

Haigh reluctantly takes the pen, signs the forms, and passes the pen back the Stafford.

stafford

This is your copy.

He hands one of the signed forms to Haigh. He open his bag and drops the form inside. Inside we see a half emptied bottle of whisky. He closes it again. 

haigh

Is that it?

stafford

Almost.

He reaches into the folder and takes out an envelope.

stafford

You mother asked that I give this to you in the event of her death.

(beat)

So……

He hands the envelope to Haigh. He turns it in his fingers a few times, as if not knowing what to make of it. 

stafford

Well, I’ll leave that with you shall I.

No response. Haigh’s gaze remains fixed on the letter. The word ‘My dearest Robert’ hand written shakily on the front.

stafford

Mr. Haigh?

Haigh looks up quickly.

haigh

Yes, err, thank you. Thanks for everything.

stafford

No problem.

Stafford grabs his briefcase and turns to leave. Just before he reaches the door he turns back to Haigh, reaching into his pocket as he does.

stafford

I think you’ll be needing these.

He hands the keys to the mill to Haigh.
haigh

(smiles)

Unfortunately, yes.
Stafford smiles back as he opens the door and leaves, closing it behind him. Haigh places the keys on the table. He studies the envelope for a few seconds longer before putting it into his inside pocket. CAMERA SLOWLY PULLS IN tight on the keys.

fade to black:

fade in:
5.    int. mill – night

CAMERA PANS (shown through shot glass) as Haigh takes a seat at the table in the kitchenette. We hear him unscrew the top off a bottle. We see the liquid as he pours it into the shot glass. He lifts the glass to his lips and the CAMERA PULLS FOCUS onto him. He replaces the glass on the table. He turns the envelope around in his hands. It’s still unopened. CAMERA PULLS IN on the envelope as he tears it open. He pauses for a few second before taking out the contents. He opens out the letter and begins to read. CAMERA PANS DOWN over the words on the page.

v.o.

My dearest Robert. It’s been over ten years since we last spoke. In all that time not a day has gone by when I haven’t regretted what happened. I can only guess as to the pain you must have felt. I know it’s no consolation to either of you but I am thankful that your sister was too young to understand what had happened. I know you blame me for him no longer living with us but you have to believe me when I tell you that he left me with no option. Sometimes things just………… 

He’s reached the bottom of the page. He is about the turn the letter over when his attention a broken as he hears something. He turns quickly to face the direction of the mysterious sounds. After a few seconds he turns back to the letter. Before he can continue reading he hears it again. This time he stands; as he does the letter slides across the table and slowly flutters to the floor. He turns back to the letter once more, pausing for a second before deciding to leave it there. He walks slowly across the room. He stops near the rows of racking.

Pause then:

haigh

Hello.

No reply.

CAMERA FOLLOWS as Haigh moves slowly through the rows of racking in the mill. He’s begins to pick up random objects; taking a brief look at each item before replacing it on the shelf. He leans over and pulls a tatty looking cardboard box out from under the racking. CAMERA PULLS IN to the box and we see the words ‘Toys – (1987)’ written in black marker on the top flap. He studies the box for a few seconds before picking it up. CAMERA FOLLOWS as he carries the box over to a small table in the corner and puts it down. He opens the flaps and reaches inside. He lifts out a small figurine, about 12 inches tall; a Barbie type doll. 

FLASH BACK: (only a couple of seconds) a young girl, about 5 years old, sat on a bedroom floor brushing the dolls hair……

BACK TO THE MILL: He puts the doll down on the table and reaches back into the box. This time he pulls out bucket of Lego blocks.

FLASH BACK: (again only a few seconds) this time a young boy, about 7 years old, knelt down on the same bedroom floor, playing wit the blocks…… 

BACK TO THE MILL: He puts the Lego down next to the doll and reaches into the box once more. This time he takes out a small wooden tray, about 12 inches square, 2 inches deep and wrapped in a piece of cloth. He takes a seat at the table and puts the tray down in front of him. He studies it for a while. CAMERA PULLS IN TIGHT as he slowly peels back the cloth. 

FLASH BACK: (this time a few seconds longer) the young girl and boy sat next to each other, the wooden tray in front of them. Each of them takes turns at placing small wooden cubes into the box. We see that the face of each cube is a piece of a picture. As more and more of the cubes are placed into the box the picture begins to take shape. Before we can see what the picture is……

BACK TO THE MILL: The cubes are in the box but not in an order that shows a completed picture. He picks up one of the cubes, looks at each of the six sides in turn. His gaze hovers on one of the faces of the cube. A faint look of recognition flicks across his face. He takes the cube and heads across the room to the far side. He holds up the cube. CAMERA PULLS IN AND FOCUSES on the image. We see one quarter of a distinctive clock. CAMERA RACK FOCUSES onto a clock on the wall, the same clock shown on the cube. 

He heads back to the table, grabs the box and heads back to the clock. He sits down on a chair and tips the cubes out onto a small table next to him. With the box in his lap, he places the cube with the clock on into the empty box. He starts to fumble through the other cubes, looking for the other pieces that match. He finds one of them; the opposite edge of the clock, and places it in the box. More fumbling with the cubes. He finds a third piece of the clock and puts that one into the box. His glance flicks from the clock to the box and back. Hanging on the wall next to the clock is a wooden framed picture showing a country landscape. 

HAIGH

Surely not?
He rummages through the cubes again, pushing them around the table. That’s when he sees it, the corner of the picture frame. He holds it up and compares it to the picture on the wall. It’s a match.

HAIGH

That’s weird.

He places it into the box and returns to the remaining cubes. He starts to turn them over on the table, looking for other parts that match the scene in front of him. He can see the clock, the framed picture, a shelf with books and ornaments, and an old wooden chair. He places more and more of the cubes in the box and the picture begins to take shape. He completes the clock, then the framed picture, then the shelf. He’s three quarters done with just the chair to go. 

He puts the next cube in place, then the next, then the next and the chair begins to take shape. He’s down to the last two pieces. CLOSE IN on the cubes as he pick them both up, turning them in his hands. He places the penultimate cube in the box, and then spins the last one around to show the final piece of the picture. CAMERA FOLLOWS as his hand reaches down and slots the final cube into the picture. He’s finished.

HOLD on the picture for a few seconds then:

He looks up from the completed picture. He pushes back in shock as he catches a glimpse of a shadowy figure sitting in the old chair, a figure that’s not in his completed picture. The figure appears to be pointing towards him. He digs his heels into the floor and pushes backwards and away. The chair makes a high-pitched squeak as it scrapes on the bare floorboards. The box slips from his lap onto the floor. The pieces spill out all over the place. As they do the figure in the chair fades away before his eyes. CAMERA FOLLOWS as one of the cubes spins away from the others and slowly comes to rest against the side wall, balancing on one of its points.  

He’s breathing heavily and has broken into a visible sweat. He sits there for a while, trying to get his breath back. He rubs his eyes as if they had deceived him.

HAIGH

Dad?

Still he sits there, staring at the empty chair, unable to make out what just happened. He makes his way to the box and begins to gather up the cubes. He places them haphazardly in the box and slowly gets to his feet and heads back to the table. 

fade to black:

fade in:
ext. mill – night

Establishing shot of the mill. Faint light spilling through some of the grimy windows.


cut to:

7.    int. mill - night

He sits there with the box and cubes laid out in front of him, still visibly shaken. Slowly, he begins to straighten up the cubes in the box. As he does so he notices that he’s one short and realizes that he must have left one somewhere on the floor. He makes his way back, walking slowly past the wooden chair, staring as if waiting for the apparition to reappear. It doesn’t. 

He scans the floor looking for the cube. He sees it, resting against the wall. CAMERA PULLS IN close on the cube as he reaches down and picks it up. CLOSE UP on the cube. He sees the corner of an old fashioned television set. He looks around the room, searching for the television. He can’t see it. He heads back to the rows of shelving, looking up and down. He rounds the corner at the end of one of the shelves then he sees it, sitting on a coffee table against the wall. It’s surrounded by other items such as books, vases, cushions, picture frames and cardboard boxes. Unable to find a chair nearby, he sits on the floor facing the television, the box and cubes on the floor next to him.

He sits there, waiting, not quite sure what to do. He takes a deep breath then places the first cube into the box. 

MONTAGE OF SHOTS as he places the cubes one after the other into the box, until he has almost completed the image in front of him. He holds the final piece in his hand, a hand that has begun to shake slightly. He looks at it, as if willing it to stop. It doesn’t. 

Tentatively he lowers the final cube, the one that shows the majority of the television screen, into the box and completes the picture. For a few seconds he dare not look up. His gaze remains fixed on the picture in the box. A faint blue/white glows falls across his face as, slowly, he raises his head to look at the television screen. He sees that it’s now full of static white noise. He sits there, open mouthed, staring at the flickering static. His gaze slowly moves from the TV, along the electric cable to the plug on the other end. It’s lying on the floor not plugged into any socket.

haigh

This is nuts. 

He pushes the picture to one side, stands and heads over to the TV. He leans in and looks down the back of the set, as if expecting to find another cable plugged into the wall. He’s leant over the set when he begins to hear faint voices. He stops, cocking his head to one side so he can hear better. He realises that the sounds are coming from the TV set. Very slowly he begins to back away. As he does he sees that the static that was on the screen has been replaced by a faint black and white image. He stares at the screen for what seems like an age, not knowing what to make of it.
haigh

What the……? 

The image on the screen shows the two children from the earlier flashbacks. They’re in the same bedroom; huddled together on the bed. We can see by the expressions on their faces that they are afraid of something. The faint voices slowly become louder and louder; loud enough so Haigh can hear what they are saying. It’s two adults, one male and one female, and they are in the throes of a heated, violent argument. 

woman

What? You think I don’t care. Is that what you’re saying?
man

I didn’t say that……

Interrupted.

woman

No, you didn’t have to, but that’s what you meant.

(beat)

Go on, admit it.

man

You’re crazy!

woman

I must be to have wasted the last ten years with you.

Pause then:

woman

What? You want to hit me? 

man

Don’t talk stupid. I’d never hit you.

woman

No, because you’ve don’t have the balls.
man

You’re not making any sense.

woman

You’re accusing me of not caring for my children, that’s what doesn’t make any sense.

(beat)

Just because I dedicate a lot of time to the business doesn’t mean I don’t love them.

man

You could try telling them every once in a while.

Pause then:

woman

I need a drink.

man

Is that your answer to everything.

woman

That’s what your constant nagging has reduced me to, yes.
As the scene plays out before him he subconsciously steps away from the TV set. He’s close to the box on the floor now; close enough that he catches the corner with his heel and the box flips over. 
Silence.

He stumbles slightly and looks down at his feet, seeing the cubes spilled out on the floor. When he looks up the TV screen in blank once more. 

He stands there, motionless, staring at the blank screen. His gaze flicks from the screen to the cubes and back again. CAMERA PULLS IN on the plug for TV set laying on the floor. CAMERA HOLDS for a few seconds. 
haigh

I need a smoke.

fade to black:

fade in:
8.    ext. mill – night

He’s leaning by the open door; blowing smoke into the cool darkness. A blank expression painted on his face. His gaze is upwards towards the clear, star filled night sky. His thoughts flick through the events of that evening. CAMERA PULLS INTO EXTREME CLOSE UP of Haigh’s eyes. He blinks……
FLASHBACK: (only a few frames). We see his father sat in the old oak chair, pointing…… 

BACK TO HAIGH: still on his eyes. Another blink……

FLASHBACK: (again only a few frames). We see the old TV set showing his younger self, sat on the bed with his sister. We hear a few words of the argument……

BACK TO HAIGH: CAMERA PULLS BACK from EXTREME CLOSE UP to MEDIUM SHOT. He takes one final drag on the cigarette and exhales slowly. He flicks the butt end out into the night before turning and heading back into the mill. As the door slams shut we……

cut to black:
fade in:
9.    int. mill – night

He’s back at the table with the box and cubes. He’s picking up cubes at random, glancing at each of the faces as he does. Once he’s looked at all the sides of a cube he places it on the table and grabs for another one. He does this three or four times, looking at the cube then laying it down on the table. He picks up another cube and turns it in his hands. He looks at one face, then the next, then the next. We see that one of the faces of the cubes is a flat green colour with a small red dot on it. He places this one on the table, green side up. He takes the next cube and checks that one. He finds another all green side, this one with a small blue dot on it, and puts this one with the other. He begins to turn over the rest of the cubes, faster and faster, placing the ones with all green faces in a separate pile. When he has finished he has nine all green faces, each with a random coloured dot on it. He returns to the remainder of the cubes. He notices that some of them are part green, but edged in what looks like part of a thin wooden frame. He separates all of those cubes into a second pile. He eventually finds sixteen of them. On some of them the green areas have more of the distinct coloured dots. That leaves eleven cubes. These he’s not sure about so he leaves them in a pile of their own. 
He returns to the all green faces and arranges them in a three by three square in the box. He then takes the green/frame faces and places these around the green faces effectively making a flat green panel with about fifteen coloured dots inside a wooden frame. He looks at it for a while.

haigh

I know what this is!
He stands and leaves the room, leaving the box and cubes behind, almost breaking into a run. CAMERA HOLDS on the door as it slowly swings to a stop. 

Pause then:

Bang! He crashes back through the door. He grabs for the box and scoops up the eleven unused cubes and heads back out through the door. 

FAST FADE TO BLACK:

FADE IN:

10.   int. mill/corridor - night

Colour fades from black to green. CAMERA PULLS OUT to show a green, wooden framed notice board hanging on the wall in a corridor of the mill. The board has several random coloured pins stuck in it. We hear fast footsteps approaching; it’s Haigh. He stops opposite the notice board and looks around for somewhere to put the box. He sees a wooden chair and drags it across the stone floor to the notice board and lays the box down on the seat. He puts the eleven unused cubes down next to it. He turns his attention to the area immediately surrounding the notice board, looking for anything distinct. The first thing is easy; a light switch. He looks for it amongst the eleven remaining cubes. He finds it and places it in the box. Below the light switch is a crack in the wall. He finds that, across two cubes, and places them in the box. He continues until he is down to the last remaining cube. He takes a deep breath before slowly dropping the cube into the box. He turns his head towards the notice board. His face drops.
Nothing has changed. 

haigh

No! What the……?

He looks from the box to the notice board and back again. He does this three or four times. Eventually he notices that the pins in his picture do not exactly match the pins on the notice board. A smile brushes across his face. Carefully he begins to switch around the cubes, his glance flicking from the box to the board. He’s down to the last cube now and all of the pins match up. He takes a deep breath and closes his eyes. He drops the last cube into the picture and turns to the notice board. He opens his eyes to see that most of the coloured pins now hold a black and white photograph to the board. There are about a dozen in total.
haigh

(ironically)

Shit.
His eyes flick across the pictures and he is immediately drawn to one in particular. He moves closer to the board as the CAMERA PULLS IN to the picture. The picture shows an attractive woman in her early 30’s. 
haigh (o.s.)

Hello mother.

CAMERA HOLDS for a few seconds. CAMERA FOLLOWS as he moves on to the next picture. This one shows a couple dressed for a dinner party and smiling for the camera. On either side of them stand his mother and father. Their faces show that they do not appear to be enjoying the party quite as much as the other couple. CAMERA CONTINUES TO PULL IN until the picture fills the entire frame. The photo changes from a still image to a moving image and we’re at the party. The flash of the camera goes and the smiling couple move away, leaving Haigh’s parents alone together. They exchange a frosty glance. We can see that they are uncomfortable in each others company. CAMERA PULLS BACK to reveal Haigh stood there, watching as the events unfold before him. The couple mover closer to each other; they speak through clenched teeth. We recognise the voices from the earlier argument.
father

I knew we should never have come tonight.
mother

These are very important people.

He forces a smile as another couple pass by.
father

Important to you maybe, but not to me.

mother

They’re important to the business. 

father

Life isn’t just about work. Don’t forget you, we, have a family to think about.

mother

And what sort of a miserable life do you think they’d have if we lost everything?

(beat)

There’d be no more violin lessons or private tutors.
father 

We’re not going to loose everything.

mother

I know we’re not exactly breaking any records at the moment, but there is so much potential in the business; I know I can make it a success.
He turns away from her, but only momentarily. 

father

When was the last time you spent any time with the children?

(beat)

And I mean quality time; not just ferrying them to piano lessons.
mother

We’ve had this discussion a thousand times.

(beat)

The children are doing just fine.

father

(louder)
No they’re not! They need their mother.

A few nearby heads turn.
mother

Don’t you dare make a scene. I’m warning you.

She forces another smile. He pulls her closer to him.

father

I wasn’t going to bring this up until later, but I’ve found a buyer for the business.

She turns towards him. 

mother

We can’t do that.
father
It’s the logical thing to do. We can spend more time together as a family.
mother

You’re being ridiculous. If you’d only let me invest the money your parents left you, we wouldn’t be in this position.
father

I’ve had enough of all this.

(gestures around the room)

I want to see my children grow up. 
She turns away. After a few seconds she turns back, her face like stone. The conversation continues as the CAMERA SLOWLY PULLS OUT as the moving image changes back to a black and white photo. CAMERA PULLS OUT and we see Haigh standing in the corridor, staring at the notice board. CAMERA HOLDS for a few seconds before he moves on to the next photo. This one shows a man with two children. We can see that the children are Haigh and his sister with their father. CAMERA PULLS IN CLOSE on the picture.

HAIGH

This must have been right before he left.

CAMERA CONTINUES TO PULL IN. They’re walking through a park. He and his father hand in hand; his sister on her fathers shoulders. He looks at the next five pictures in turn. All of them show the two children with their father but never with their mother.

haigh

(softly)

She was never there.
He reaches into his inside pocket and takes out his mobile phone. CLOSE UP on the screen as he scrolls down the numbers. He stops at ‘Charlotte’, his thumb hovering over the ‘call’ button. Eventually he presses it and puts it to his ear. It rings as few times then……

CHARLOTTE
Hello.

haigh

Hi, Lotty, it’s me, Robert.

CHARLOTTE
Hey Robbie, how are you.

haigh

Yeah, I fine.

(beat)

Listen. I know this is gonna sound like a strange question but……when we were kids, do you ever remember us doing anything as a family, as in all four of us together; you, me, mom and dad?

No reply.

haigh

Charlotte?

CHARLOTTE
Unless you’ve forgotten our father left when you were ten, and I was only five; so no, not really.

haigh

No, I mean before that, what do you remember about mom?

CHARLOTTE
Nothing really. 

haigh

No, me neither.

CHARLOTTE
Is there something wrong Robbie?

haigh

No, I err……I’m at the old mill where mom and dad had the business; of which I’m now the proud owner.

She laughs.

CHARLOTTE

Sooner you than me.

(beat)

Are you sure you’re okay?

haigh
I guess I’m just feeling a little sentimental, that’s all. I’ll see you soon, yeah.

CHARLOTTE

Sure, I’ll see you soon.

He hangs up the phone and turns back to the pictures. His gaze flicks across them before fixing on one in particular. He recognises it as one of the walls in the mill. He looks closer at the photo on the notice board. The wall in the photo has a door in it, which is slightly ajar. He cannot make out what is beyond the door. He grasps for the photo and pulls it from the notice board, turning quickly and grabbing for the box and cubes in one fluid movement. He heads back towards the door. After a few steps he stops abruptly and turns back to the notice board. All the pictures have gone. His glace turns to his hand, the one that was grasping the photo. The picture is still in his hand. He pauses for a few second before turning back and heading for the door.

fade to black:

fade in:

11.   int. mill - night

He’s searching the mill looking for the door. He can’t find it. He returns to the small table and lays the cubes out in front of him. He begins to search through the cubes, looking for anything that matches what he can see in the photograph. Gradually, he finds the pieces one by one and places them into the box. He’s down to the last piece. He lowers the cube towards the box, trembling as he goes.

haigh

Get a grip man.

He slots the last piece into the box and completes the picture. There is a deathly silence for what seems like an age. He’s about to move when he hears something. It’s the sound of a door slipping from its latch and creaking open. It startles him and he turns to face where he thinks the sound has come from. Slowly, he heads across the room to the old wooden chair where earlier he had seen his father. He stands there, looking at it.
FLASHBACK: (just a few frames). We see his father sat in the old wooden chair, pointing.
BACK TO HAIGH: He spins to face the wall opposite the chair. The wall that, when he looked only a minute earlier was solid, now has a half opened door right in the middle of it. Little by little, he makes his way over to the door and, without touching it, he peers through. CAMERA FOLLOWS his gaze through the door. He reaches out and pushes the door open, it creaks loudly as it goes. HAIGH POV as he looks in through the door. Its pitch black and he can make out nothing. He takes a deep breath and, tentatively, puts his foot on the first step. 
12.   int. mill/staircase - night

He pauses for a while, fumbling in his pocket for his lighter. He finds it and flicks it on. The light it gives off barely makes a difference, but it’s enough. He sees a dusty stone staircase. He has to brush away cobwebs as he descends. He rounds the corner at the bottom of the stairs and fumbles for a light switch. He finds one and flicks it on. 

13.   int. mill/cellar - night

He finds himself in a damp, dimly lit room that’s about 10ft square with no windows. Up against the back wall is an old wooden chest, about 4ft by 3ft with a padlock on it. He make his way over to the chest and tries the lock, he can’t budge it. He looks around the room and sees an old rusty shovel. He takes it and brings it down heavily on the lock once, then twice, then a third time before it eventually gives way and drops to the floor with a dull thud. He undoes the clasp and slowly raises the lid. HAIGH POV as he looks down into the chest. It’s full of old clothes. He stares at them for a while.

haigh

All that for a pile of old clothes?
He reaches in and lifts out a hat and scarf. He holds them up in the dim light. 

FLASHBACK: (just a few frames) to one of the photos on the notice board. The one of him and his sister walking in the park with their father. His father is wearing the hat and scarf.

BACK TO THE CELLAR: He drops the hat and scarf on the floor and reaches in and pulls out a further handful of clothes. As he does he hears a sound, the crunching sound of thick plastic sheeting. Frantically he pulls all the clothes out of the chest and drops them on the floor by his feet. He looks into the chest and sees the plastic sheeting. It’s wrapped around something and sealed with thick, brown packing tape. He starts to rip and claw at it. It’s very tough and difficult to tear but he eventually manages it. He makes a small hole into which he can fit both hands and pulls hard, tearing the plastic. He’s pulling hard when it eventually gives and the hole widens. He recoils in horror at what he sees. CAMERA PULLS IN inside the chest. Through the hole we can see a human skull. He stands there, open mouthed, not knowing what to do. Slowly he moves back to the chest and peers in. He takes a deep breath and reaches in, tearing the plastic still further. He realises that the body is still dressed in what looks like a jacket and trousers. Tentatively he reaches in and dips his hand into one of the jacket pockets. He finds nothing. The reaches into the opposite pocket and again finds nothing. He pulls the jacket open and reaches into the inside pocket. CAMERA PULLS IN as he pulls his hand out. He’s clutching a wallet. He moves closer to the light hanging in the middle of the room. He opens the wallet. 

Pause then: 
SLOW MOTION: As the wallet slips from his grasp. CAMERA FOLLOWS as it spins towards the floor, landing face up. CAMERA PULLS INTO EXTREME CLOSE UP on a photo inside the wallet. The photo is of two young children that we recognise immediately. It’s Haigh and his younger sister Charlotte. CAMERA HOLDS on the photo for a few seconds then:
fast fade to black:

fade in:

14.
 INT. MILL/KITCHENETTE – NIGHT

A SLOW PAN across the kitchenette, along the table and down onto the letter which is still laying on the floor. CAMERA PULLS IN tight on the words. 

v.o.
…………happen and nothing can stop it. I could no longer live with him; one of us had to go. He was planning to sell the business which would have destroyed our lives and you would have lost all of the educational advantages that I could offer you. I don’t know what came over me that night, but he drove me to the point where I had to kill him. My only hope is that now, after my death, you can find it in your heart to forgive me and believe me when I say that I never stopped loving you.

The letter is signed ‘your loving mother’.

roll end credits

