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Revision 12

0A EXT. COUNCIL ESTATE- NIGHT. 0A

It's a cold October night. We sit outside a row of old
brick built Council Houses somewhere in south London. It's
quiet. The orange street lights limply tinge the floor.
Dogs bellow in the background.

Super on screen: 11:15pm

CUT TO:

1 INT. ELLIOT'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 1

Close on a book about JWM TURNER. Classical music plays.

We slowly crawl along the carpet-less floor, the bed
unmade, classic literature buried under yesterday's
washing, Hemingway, Dickens, Austin. It's apparent this
is an adolescent's room. A school bag hangs over the back
of a chair. The room's messy but not dirty.

A boy sits at a desk, a small table lamp warmly glows the
room. We get closer to him as he is writing something.
He's young, mixed race - 17-ish, with an innocent face. He
is still wearing his white school shirt from earlier that
day. His striped tie loosely slung. ELLIOT HENDERSON. A
quiet nobody - someone who tries to blend in at school. He
is writing an important paper on his laptop (an old one).

He get's a little distracted - opens Facebook and sees a
few pictures of a party. People having fun. Looks as if
it's in a mansion somewhere. He flicks through a few
photos... lands on one of EMILIE... he pauses. Likes it..
quickly tries to unlike it.

ELLIOT
Shit...Shit...

Sits back in his chair, hands on head in panic.

He needs a moment to realise the severity of what he just
did.

Calms down a bit.

Beat

Elliott's laptop pings, a friend request from -

EMILIE a young, attractive girl.

Elliot's heart skips a beat. It's her. The CRUSH.

He accepts. Almost instantly he gets a message.

Emilie: Hey Elliot, what are you up to?

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2) Revision 12 2.

Elliot panics a little -

Elliot: Nothing, just at home. writing the English
paper... quickly deletes "English paper" re-types watching
a film.

Emilie: Fuck the paper, just come to my party!

CRASH!

Something outside the room has smashed. Elliot quickly
gets up to check.

ELLIOT (cont'd)
Mum?

Elliot quickly gets to...

2 INT. ELLIOT'S HOUSE. LIVING ROOM - 2

The TV plays in the background. Laying on the floor is a
middle-aged woman, very slim, a total mess. Elliot lifts
her from the ground.

ELLIOT'S MOTHER
Steven, Is that you baby?

ELLIOT
No mum, It's me.

Elliot's mother in a moment of confusion.

Elliot struggles to lift her. Countless empty beer cans on
the floor and table. He has to re-adjust his hearing aid.
Elliot is daf in one ear, almost completely.

ELLIOT'S MOTHER
Oh, that's right, I forgot.

BEAT

ELLIOT'S MOTHER (cont'd)
Have you seen my lighter? I
thought I dropped my lighter. I
know it must be here somewhere.

She can just about get the words out.

ELLIOT
No mum.

He lays her on the sofa. She finds the lighter on the
sofa.

(CONTINUED)
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ELLIOT'S MOTHER
Here it is. Pass me the roll up.

Elliot just continues to get a blanket for her,

ELLIOT'S MOTHER (cont'd)
Did you hear me boy?
Get me that roll up.

Elliot hesitates but knows that look on his mum's face.
The look you don't fuck with. The look that has haunted
Elliot for the past 16 years of his life.

He passes her the roll up.

ELLIOT'S MOTHER (cont'd)
Where is your sister?

ELLIOT
She's sleeping.

ELLIOT'S MOTHER
Good.

ELLIOT
Have any letters come for me?

She can not hear him. She is now lost. Gone to the
conscious world. Laughing at her favourite show on TV.

Elliot notices a letterot bler?
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Emilie: ??

Elliot picks up his phone. --

Elliot: I can't I'm babysitting my little sister.

BEAT --

We see Emilie is typing... but I really want to see you.

BEAT --

He looks at the picture of the party. They all look like
they're having so much fun.

Elliot: Sure , I'll be there.

Emilie: Perfect, here's my address. See you soon! xx.

A map appears in the message.

JUMP CUT TO:

4 INT. ELLIOT'S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER 4

Elliot throwing a shirt on the bed - holding another smart
white shirt to his chest. Nope, that goes on the bed too.
He ruffles through the wardrobe a little more - Finds a
white polo T-shirt. Elliot studies himself in the
mirror. Adjusts his hearing aid. Leaves...

5 INT. ELLIOT'S HOUSE LANDING - MOMENTS LATER 5

We follow Elliot down the hall, walks past a slightly open
door. A child-drawn sign on the door. "Sophie'S ROOM". He
glances in.. then walks away.

6 INT. ELLIOT'S HOUSE HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER 6

Elliot in the darkness of the hallway quietly grabs a
jacket - keys. Is about to leave, a picture on the wall
catches his eye. It's of a younger Jack, with his mum, 8
months pregnant being hugged by his dad. They look happy.

BEAT

He leaves.
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7 EXT. VICTORIAN HOUSE - LATER 7

SUPER: 12:23am

Elliot walks towards the party.

Music thumps from a large Victorian looking house - a
small group of people outside smoking on the mosaic tiles.
The night is cold.

Elliot gets a few funny looks as he walks past the people
at the entrance to the...

8 INT. VICTORIAN HOUSE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS. 8

...the party, it's lit. The bass of the music shakes
Elliot's insides. It's full of young people dancing,
drinking, couples are kissing in the corner. As Elliot
enters, a drunken group at the door pass him a beer, slap
hi on the back and send him into the party.

Elliot looks out for Emilie, he sees her with a few
friends. He waves at her, but Emilie acts as if Elliot is
totally invisible. Walking straight past to her friends.

A little embarrassed, Elliot walks to a quieter section of
the party. He notices a piece of art hanging in the
hallway. He stops to really take it in.

EMILIE
It's my mothers. She just got it
from Paris last month. Worth a
bloody fortune apparently.

Elliot turns, and there she is -- Emilie. The light
bounces off her blonde hair giving her a halo - as if she
wasn't pretty enough. And there she is looking right
back at Elliot, who by now had paused a little too
long and now is just gazing at her

EMILIE (cont'd)
Do you know much about art?

ELLIOT
Not really.

They both study it. It looks simplistic but elegant.

EMILIE
I think my mum loves it more than
she loves me.

Elliot smiles as if Emilie is just joking. But she looks
serious.

They both continue to study this glorious piece.

(CONTINUED)
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EMILIE (cont'd)
I can't believe you're here.

Elliot just awkwardly looks down to the floor.

Beat.

EMILIE (cont'd)
Are you planning on going to
Uni?

Elliot hesitates a little.

ELLIOT
I haven't decided yet.

EMILIE
Where do you want to go? If you
could go anywhere in the world?

ELLIOT
I'm not sure... Oxford I hope.

a little surprised.

EMILIE
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He turns back to her... Takes a massive swig of his drink
- grimaces a little, then takes a little more.

Beat --

The music feels louder-- the colours seem to illuminate--
time seems to slow down as she rubs herself against him.

They do shots, more beer, time seems like a blur, Elliot
is mesmerised by her....

We cut wide. It's just Elliot and Emilie in the room. The
music has dulled down - like we're underwater - The light
surrounding them dims.

Elliot's eyes try to focus on Emily dancing in front of
him - they are finally alone. The music slows down... The
thump from the bass slows.. almost like a heartbeat
slowing down. Classical strings transition, Emilie is
elegantly swaying to the strings - it's beautiful -- The
lights strobe -- Elliot is mesmerised.

Emilie's moist lips sparkle, sucking Elliot closer. Her
short dress floats as she dances.

Time is all but still. Elliot watching, eye's closing..
stepping closer... bravely leaning forward, about to taste
her cherry lips.

A random guy snatches off Elliot's hearing aid. The Harsh
bass kicks back in.

His hearing distorts - like being under water.

He tosses it to someone - Elliot tries to grab it. It gets
tossed again, and again.

ELLIOT
This isn't funny!

He gets close to catching it.

ELLIOT (cont'd)
Stop it!

They all laugh - Panic setting in on Elliot.

People shout -

I can't hear you Elliot, Can you hear me?

One guy yells out - you can say anything he can't hear
you!

It drops to the floor - a size 11 crushes it into dust.

Someone else yells, Look at the state of him, druggy like
his mum.

(CONTINUED)
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Emilie clearly having second thoughts about this.

Elliot clearly in a great deal of embarrassment.

He pushes past people laughing at him, trying to escape
the humiliation.

JUMP CUT TO:

9 INT. VICTORIAN HOUSE- NIGHT - MOMENTS LATER 9

Elliots slams the bathroom door behind him. The music
dulls. He stumbles back and forth in the small room, angry
- embarrassed -- upset. He opens the cupboard doors in
search, pulling out all the toiletries. He finds a woman's
razor blade...

Gets back up and looks at himself in the mirror. This
could be Elliot's rock bottom. Fear and sadness fills his
eyes.

He rolls up his shirt sleeve, holds the razor over a dark
flowing artery. His arm is covered in scars from previous
cuts.

He closes his eyes -- the music dulls. Everything goes a
little too quiet.

CLUNK CLUNK

The clunk sounds on the door wakes Elliot from his
trance.

The Voice of Emilie over the music.

EMILIE
Elliot, It's me.

Elliot holds his breath,

EMILIE (cont'd)
Elliot, I didn't know they would
take it that far, I'm sorry.

Silence

EMILIE (cont'd)
Please, let me in. I want to
apologise... Please.

The door unlocks.

CUT TO;
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10 INT. ELLIOT'S HOUSE - NIGHT 10

SUPER; 01:49am

We sit inside the quiet hallway- the street lighting
coming through the window. It's peaceful for a moment like
the night hadn't happened. The Door opens quickly and
Elliot fumbles inside. Dogs bark in the background.

He tries to compose himself. He closes the door and heads
up the stairs.

11 INT. LANDING - ELLIOT'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 11

Elliot walks straight past his sister's room. He doesn't
even look in to see if she is ok. We notice he has
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14A INT. ELLIOT'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 14A

Elliot on the edge of the sofa - the sound of silence
fills the dark room - it's eerie - The dog bark from
outside penetrates the dull buzz of the light bulb.

He opens the letter - It's from Oxford.

A quick expression of happiness quickly shifts to panic.

We see over his shoulder... a Full offer of a scholarship.
Everything Paid. In full.

14B INT. VICTORIAN HOUSE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS. 14B

The girl's face looks mortified. In slow motion, she falls
back against the door. Instantly driven to tears.

Still, in slow motion, she gets up and runs away towards
the camera, we watch as people run to the toilet door,
gathering around it, in horror.

15 OMIT 15

16 OMIT 16

16A INT. VICTORIAN HOUSE - HALL WAY 16A

We sit in the hallway where they were talking. The
painting on the wall is missing.

16B INT. ELLIOT'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 16B

Elliot looks down the barrel of the camera in terror. What
has he done!

17 OMIT 17

CUT TO BLACK
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