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The sound of a ticking clock

INT. DOCTORS OFFICE

The clock on the wall of the office is stuck, the source of 
the ticking. The second hand ticks forward, resets, then 
ticks forward again.

Sitting behind his desk, DOCTOR (50s-60s) looks at his 
patient before him and tries to muster some hope in his voice

DOCTOR
I’m sorry that there’s nothing else 
I can do for you, but if you take 
one of those once every 24 hours, 
they should stop your systems from 
failing, for a time. But if you 
don’t then…there’s nothing anyone 
can do

M (male, early 20s) sits on the other side of the desk. He 
looks at the container full of pills in front of him. His 
eyes dart up to the wall, then back to DOCTOR

M
Your clock is broken

DOCTOR sighs, sadly

DOCTOR
People respond to this kind of news 
differently…I just hope you’ve got 
everything sorted, that you’ve said 
all your goodbyes

M looks at DOCTOR and says nothing. The ticking continues.

On the clock the second hand ticks forward again, then 
resets. It ticks forward again but doesn't reset, it ticks 
forward.

INT. M'S BEDROOM

On the bedside table in M's room, the alarm clock reads 8am 
and the alarm rings. M is not woken by this however as he 
sits, already awake, on the other end of the bed with his 
legs over the side. 

M wears pyjama trousers and no shirt and his left hand gently 
traces over his right side, almost subconsciously. M regards 
the alarm clock curiously, perhaps he is usually woken up at 
this time but on this day that seems late and wasteful.  
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M goes over to the alarm and turns it off. He opens the 
drawer of the bedside table and pulls out an old, red 
envelope. From the top of the bedside table he picks up a 
wallet and then moves back to where he was sitting on the 
bed. The pills are also on the bedside table. 

He opens the wallet and pulls a polaroid picture from it. It 
is a picture of a woman (though her face is covered by her 
long hair and the quality of the picture makes it difficult 
to accurately tell what she looks like) who appears to be 
dancing and happy. M turns the picture over, on the back a 
message is written, ‘Your love, S”. M looks at this, forlorn, 
and places it back in the wallet, which he places on the bed 
beside him.

M picks up the envelope from the bed. It is old, possibly re-
used and has been opened more than once. He pulls out a 
folded piece of paper with a rose drawn on it. Upon opening 
the paper a handwritten letter is revealed and at the bottom 
it is written clearly - ‘Your’s always - C’. M looks at the 
love-letter guiltily. He hold it tightly and places it back 
on the bed.

M shows great distress on his face, he looks as if about to 
cry and he breathes heavily. He brings his hand to his face 
where it moves and clenches frantically. He regains some 
composure as he flattens his palm to his forehead and slowly 
brings it down his face. He exhales and continues to breathe 
slowly and deeply: calming down.

INT. M'S BEDROOM - LATER 

M, now dressed, stands by his bed. He is strapping a watch to 
his left wrist. He looks at the pills on the bedside table. M 
stands in thought for a moment, before grabbing the pills. 

EXT. M’S FRONT GARDEN/STREET

M closes the front door, shoving the medicine in a jacket 
pocket on his right side, and walks the short path from his 
door to the front gate of his garden, which he closes behind 
him.

M begins walking down the street. His phone rings, he pulls 
it out of a pocket and answers it. It is the letter-writer C 
or polaroid-dancer S, both being referred to as OT. Only M’s 
side of the conversation is heard.

M
Hey, sweetie
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OT
Hey, how you?

M
Tired

OT
Why's that?

M
Kept waking up, having dreams

OT
Do you dream of me?

M 
(laughing)

Only every night we're apart

OT
You could, you know...

M 
(Smiling)

Yeah yeah, maybe tonight

OT
And later today?

M
Oh yes, I almost forgot, I've got 
quite a busy day. Our usual place 
and time, right?

OT
Of course, I look forward to seeing 
you

M
I look forward to seeing you too. 
Anyway I have to go, I'm on my way 
to see-

OT
The Playwright

M
Yes, his play is debuting tonight 
so I'm going to watch a rehearsal

OT
We should see it soon
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M
Yes we should, I'm sure he'd like 
that. But can't tonight. Like I 
said, busy day.

INT. THEATRE - STAGE

A rehearsal for a play. We see a medium-sized stage with some 
set dressing; a cracked mirror with writing on it in red 
lipstick on stage left, a dishevelled bed with someone spread 
across it and a bedside table with a crown on it to stage 
right. 

On stage an DAN THE ACTOR (male, early 20s and skinny) walks 
into view, onto centre stage, wearing a t-shirt and trousers 
and a black sheet across him. He holds a dagger in his left 
hand. Dan appears to be an amateur dramatic but is 
passionate, yet not quite over-acting. By his performance we 
may gather he is the protagonist of this play and this is his 
final monologue. Dan may be mid-speech at the beginning of 
the scene. 

DAN 
I am betrayed! Cast out by my 
allies; those who would call me 
mad! I am attacked! Hounded upon by 
my enemies; it was they who did 
poison my love against me! They 
have made this world sick and 
inhospitable to me. I cannot bear 
it, I am drowning it's foul air. 

Dan raises the dagger to his chest, aiming it at his heart.

DAN (CONT’D)
I might still have this over them 

Dan stares into the stage lights above him and his voice 
becomes almost hypnotised, as if quoting.

DAN (CONT’D)
“I am not a god for what I am, I am 
a god for I choose what I shall be 
in my next breath and I shall 
choose where I go after my last” 

The lights suddenly go down. Dan exits stage left.

The lights come back up. Two women, dressed similarly to 
ACTOR but wearing white sheets, enter from rear stage-right. 
WOMAN1 looks to the bed and covers her mouth in shock, the 
other, WOMAN2, approaches centre stage and cries out.
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WOMAN2
Call the guards! Ring the bells! 
The Prince must here of this!

INT. THEATRE - AUDIENCE 

The PLAYWRIGHT cheers and applauds, giving Dan a standing 
ovation. Playwright turns to M, who sits near him in the 
audience, for affirmation. 

INT. THEATRE - AUDIENCE - LATER 

M and the PLAYWRIGHT sit in the otherwise empty rows of 
seats. M sits in the row behind Playwright, to Playwright's 
left. 

PLAYWRIGHT
Yeah, Dan was nervous as hell when 
we met, god bless him, but he's 
come a long way. They all have. 
It's going well, we're all ready 
for tonight

Playwright turns to M 

PLAYWRIGHT (CONT’D)
What? You've been dying to say 
something. Do you think it's too 
long?

M
No

PLAYWRIGHT
Too weird?

M
No it's not that. It's just, Dan, 
did he die? Towards the end there? 
He just sort of, walked off

Playwright thinks about this

PLAYWRIGHT
Hmm. Well what happens at the very 
end? All the characters come back 
on to bow and then they all walk 
off. Does that mean they're all 
dead?

M is amused by this answer
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M
I suppose not

PLAYWRIGHT
But anyway that's enough about all 
that. How are you doing? 
How's...your girlfriend...umm sorry 
I'm drawing a blank here

M
It's alright. We're fine 

PLAYWRIGHT 
Good. And I know you're both too 
busy to come tonight and that just 
breaks my heart but you must come 
to a show later this week. I can 
get you both in the front row. 

M
Thank you, we'd love too. Sorry for 
being so busy, speaking of which...

PLAYWRIGHT 
Yes, yes you should be getting on 

M gets up to leave. Playwright picks up and considers a 
script on the seat next to him.

M
It's a good play. Maybe you should 
make it clearer so people get that

Playwright turns to M and smiles incredulously

PLAYWRIGHT
Where's the fun in that?

EXT. THEATRE/STREET

As M walks out of the theatre, his phone begins to ring. He 
continues walking as he answers it. Again, we only hear M's 
side of the call.

M
Hey, darling

OT
Hey 

M
You only just up?



7.

OT
Yeah, missed you last night

M
I missed you too

OT
Tonight

M
Yeah, maybe tonight

OT
You ok?

M
Yeah I'm ok, just got a lot to sort 
out today

OT
Good to see me though?

M 
(uncomfortable)

No, I hadn't forgotten , our usual 
place and time right?

OT
Of course

M
Of course. Anyway I have to go, I'm 
on my way to see-

OT
The Painter

M
Yeah, he's been having a hard time 
since the break up

OT
Oh dear 

M 
Apparently he hasn't left his 
workshop for a week, , gonna check 
up on him 

OT 
Send my love 

M
I will, I will. Bye, sweetie
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OT
Bye my love

After hanging up, M stands on the street for a moment. He 
looks around, thinking, and his right hand drifts to the 
pocket containing the medication. He checks his watch and 
decides he has time. M continues walking.

INT. PAINTER'S APARTMENT - HALLWAY

The Painter's FLATMATE walks M to the workshop door

FLATMATE
He's kept himself closed up in here 
all week

M
Is he alright?

FLATMATE
No he's been quite a pain actually

Flatmate knocks on the door 

P
(from inside the workshop)

What?

FLATMATE
(shouting through the 
door)

You've got a visitor!

Flatmate signals to M to go in. M opens the door and walks in

INT. PAINTER'S WORKSHOP

The room is a mess. Paintings and art supplies are scattered 
about the room as well as clothes and bottles of rum. On the 
far end of the room PAINTER stands behind an easel. 

M sits on a chair/bed as Painter paints. M looks around the 
room and sees a painting resting on the floor opposite him, 
depicting a bottle of rum with a smiling face painted over 
the top. M looks to Painter, who seems full of some kind of 
nervous energy, fit to burst at any moment.

M
You ok?

PAINTER
Nearly done
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Painter make a few final stokes on his canvas, which is 
around A3 size

PAINTER (CONT’D)
Done

P turns the easel around, presenting his work to M. On the 
canvas is a realistic depiction of a human heart with two 
black dots and a curved line over the top, creating a 
frowning face.

PAINTER (CONT’D)
What do you think?

Before M can think of something to say, Painter begins to 
rant, gesticulating frantically at his work as he does.

PAINTER (CONT’D)
Because I was thinking, I wanted to 
make something about love and 
how...and how its, cruel! How it 
can punish those who do no wrong 
and be...painful!

Painter looks to M, as if for confirmation

M
Yeah, I guess I can see that

Painter nods aggressively, then looks to his painting again.

PAINTER 
Yes but also, but also about how 
love is...miraculous! The idea that 
people, in their infinite 
complexity, can give themselves to 
another person entirely and that 
person can, can accept all of them!

Painter looks to M once more. M appears perplexed by 
Painter's statement.  

M
I, I've never thought about it like 
that

PAINTER
Yeah, well I've had a while to 
think about this sort of thing. 

From a small table next to his easel, Painter picks up a 
bottle of rum and begins to pour himself a glass 
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M
What have you got there?

PAINTER 
Rum. Want one?

Painter picks up another glass, notices that it has paint in 
it and so searches for another.

M
A bit early in the day I think

Painter looks down at the glass in his hand, suddenly self-
conscious.  

PAINTER 
Yes, of course. Time has been 
getting away from me lately I 
think. Do you ever get that? When 
all the days start to blend 
together?

M
I don't think so

Painter shrugs and puts his glass down. M looks at his watch 

M  (CONT’D)
But that does remind me, I do have 
to go meet someone

M begins to get up. Painter now looks a lot less energised 
and confident.

PAINTER 
Yes, yes. But, you sure you can't 
stay, just for a bit longer?

M looks at Painter sympathetically 

PAINTER (CONT’D)
You know, cos I've got more 
paintings to show you, if you don't 
mind

M
Sure

Painter smiles 
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INT. PAINTER'S WORKSHOP - LATER

M and Painter are sitting next to each other. Painter is 
clearly upset and is leaning on M. M is trying to comfort 
Painter but is distracted. 

PAINTER
I just don't know what I did wrong. 
It's not my fault, I thought we 
were ok

M
It's alright.

They sit in silence for a moment.

M (CONT’D)
You know what you said earlier? 
About love 

PAINTER 
It's all bullshit 

M
No, its not. But what you said 
about people being infinite and 
stuff

PAINTER 
Yeah

M
What if you loved two people, 
equally, and they loved you. How 
would that work?

PAINTER 
I don't know. But I think I'd 
prefer that to having no one.

EXT. PAINTER'S APARTMENT/STREET

Upon leaving Painter's, M stops. He reaches into his pocket 
and pulls out a a medium-sized, translucent purple pill. He 
inspects it. His gaze lingers upon it for a moment but he is 
interrupted suddenly by his phone as it buzzes twice.

He closes his fist around the pill, puts his hand to his side 
and looks at his phone. 

He has two messages, both telling him he’s late and asking 
where he is. M sends a message saying that he’s on his way 
but it is unclear who he sent the message to. 
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M looks to his hand holding the pill again but he can’t open 
his fist. He tenses his arm and grabs the the hand holding 
the pill, struggling to open it. He eventually coaxes his 
hand to open and drops the pill. M appears very concerned 
that his body is starting to fail him as a result of him 
continuing to delay taking his medication.

INT. CAFE/RESTAURANT 

M sits a table. He appears nervous, constantly looking 
around; likely shaken by the events of the previous scene. OT 
sits opposite him, talking about her day.

OT looks at M and notices his discomfort

OT
Hey babe are you ok? You look upset

M
I'm fine

OT smiles warmly, then reaches out and holds M's hand. 

OT
It's alright, I'm here 

M is reassured by this and appears to calm down.

M
I know, thank you. 

OT's phone begins ringing

OT
Oh sorry, its work. Do you mind?

M
Not at all

OT gets up from the table. M looks around for a moment.

Another woman sits down opposite M.  

OT
Sorry about that, where were we?

M looks at her, shocked. It's the other OT.

OT (CONT’D)
Sweetie what's wrong? You look 
freaked out. Do you want to get out 
of here?
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M tries to appear calm

M
No, it's ok, just tired

OT
Alright, just let me know if 
there's anything I can do. I'll 
call the waiter

As OT continues talking, M looks concerned and scared. His 
mind is beginning to play tricks on him because he's not 
taking his drugs.

INT. BAR/PUB

M sits alone at a table or at the bar. A near empty glass 
sits in front of him and next to it is the medication bag. M 
looks at the bag pensively and turns when he hears some 
commotion behind him.

At the rear of the room there is a small stage for live music 
performances. It is dimly lit aside from a spotlight at the 
centre, which illuminates a microphone stand. The SINGER 
approaches the microphone, announces the name of their band 
and a song begins.

As M watches on, the song is performed. Part way through the 
song, other lights begin to turn on above the stage, 
revealing four other band members. All five members of the 
band appear to be the same person, each wearing different 
clothes.

M appears surprised by this but does not panic.

As the song comes to its end we see M has left the his seat, 
leaving his drugs behind.

A dial tone is heard.

EXT. STREET

The sun is setting. M holds his phone to his ear. Only M's 
side of the conversation is heard.

M
Hey, it's me 

OT
Where the fuck were you?!
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M
I'm-

OT
I was waiting for you!

M 
I know I'm sorry, I'm sorry

OT
Say something

M
I've got nothing to say. I know 
I've been acting weird recently, I 
know

OT
Tell me

M
I can't, I promise it's got nothing 
to do with you. Let me make it up 
to you, tonight, please

OT 
Ok 

M 
I'll be with you soon

OT
I have to go, I love you

M
I love you

After M puts the phone down he takes his drugs out of his 
pocket and looks up at the setting sun. 

EXT. BUS STOP

M sits at a bus stop. He appears exhausted and disheartened. 
A well dressed STRANGER  sits next to M and looks over.

STRANGER
Excuse me, do you have the time?

M looks up at Stranger, finding the question oddly amusing. M 
leans over and presents his watch to Stranger

STRANGER (CONT’D)
Thank you
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M
That's alright. Good night?

Stranger appears uncomfortable with this awkward attempt at 
conversation from a stranger.

STRANGER
Err, yes 

M
Yeah. I've had a weird day

Stranger avoid eye contact, looking for a possible 
distraction.

STRANGER
Right

M 
Really weird. Like, I'm actually 
dying, I can feel myself fading 
away. And on top of that, I'm 
having an affair with two women I 
love very much. And nobody knows! 
Can you imagine that? You've fucked 
up so much and you're so sick and 
nobody you love knows to care. 
You're all on your own and you're 
so scared and you just want to tell 
them but you can't. You know you 
won't do anything. Can you imagine 
that? 

M appears amused by much of what he is saying, as if overcome 
by the relief of finally saying all this out loud. He doesn't 
look to Stranger while speaking, instead staring into the 
distance, enthralled by his own questions.

After speaking, M looks up at Stranger, who by now has stood 
up to get on an approaching bus. Stranger wasn't really 
listening to M but looks at him when M asks his final 
question.

STRANGER 
I'm sorry, are you...are you 
getting on?

Stranger points in the direction of an approaching bus.  

M smiles sadly at Stranger. 
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EXT. OT'S HOUSE - FRONT DOOR

M stands outside a front door, waiting for it to open. OT 
opens the door, though her appearance is obscured. M looks up 
at her.

INT. OT’S BEDROOM

M is led into the bedroom, he looks to the large bed in the 
centre of the room. OT walks past M and in the background and 
out-of-focus, she begins to undress.

INT. OT’S BEDROOM - THE FOLLOWING MORNING

M lies in bed, with OT’s arm draped over him. It’s early; 
she’s fast asleep and he’s wide awake. M stares at the 
ceiling for a moment before cautiously moving OT’s arm from 
him and sitting up. OT doesn’t stir, M looks at her longingly 
and sadly.

EXT. OT’S HOUSE/STREET

M, now fully dressed, exits through the front door and 
quietly closes it behind him. M begins walking down the 
street.

INT. THEATRE - STAGE

Playwright stands on the stage, gesturing to the lights above 
him. A spotlight shines on him and he gives a thumbs-up. 
Playwright looks into the empty seats. He smiles and exhales. 

INT. ARTIST’S WORKSHOP

Painter makes a few final strokes to a canvas that sits upon 
the easel. After finishing, Painter stands back to pour 
himself a glass of rum. On the canvas we see a pill (similar 
to that of M’s) covering most of the piece and over the top 
three black markings, to circles and a straight line, that 
make a neutral face. The painter considers it for a moment.

EXT. FRONT DOOR

M, now with flowers in hand, approaches the front door of a 
house. He stops in front of it and places the flowers in 
front of it. Out of a jacket pocket he pulls out an envelope, 
which he kisses before placing next to the flowers.
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EXT M’S FRONT GARDEN

M approaches his house and opens the gate to his front 
garden. M is struggling to walk; he limps slightly and moves 
slowly. Halfway between the gate and his door, M stops. After 
a moment he collapses to the ground, disappearing from frame. 
The camera remains still for a beat, before looking towards 
the ground.

M is nowhere to be seen, he has vanished.


