EXT. VI LLAGE GREEN - DAY 1

A boy’'s face. There’'s a thunbprint of paint on the |ens of
his gl asses. He cleans them then puts them back on. W see
his expression, fixed in rapt awe on the pale pink sky. W
circle around himas he starts out in a slow jog, the sun
rising around him crowning himin golden |ight.

This is Hi.

He picks up into a run and we follow him-each footfall on
fallen | eaves, each breath evaporating into the wind- as the
titles appear on the screen.

Eventual |y, he reaches the green. Myving towards a house, he
renoves an easel and set of paints already left there, ready
for him He sets themup on the green and begins to paint.

We watch as the painting begins to cone together, alnost in
time to the nmusic - sonething classical, but subtle,
inspirational - a synphony of colours assenbling thensel ves
in swirls and dots and stars, each tender brush stroke, til
it forms-

A sunrise. Exquisite, beautiful, finely painted. Eli | ooks
alnost like he’s going to sign it. There's a brief pause as
he studi es what he has created, then he stands, picking up a
bucket of red paint, and throws it on the painting. The
pai nt covers it, hiding the painting bel ow Peacefully

sel f-destructive. Satisfied, Eli waits a few nonents, shakes
it off, and carries it inside the house.

CUT TO
| NT. GEORGE' S KI TCHEN DAY 2
CEORGE i s maki ng pancakes. |ZZY is huggi ng himfrom behind.
It’s so sweet you could vomt. Eli walks in, carrying the
pai nti ng.

| ZZY
Hey, Eli. Sleep okay?

ELI
Yeah, alright thanks.

This is a lie.

GEORGE
s that new?

He gestures to the painting.
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ELI
Yeah, it’s still drying.
GEORGE
Got a nane?
ELI
It’s called... A Son Rises In
Anger . .
Beat. Blank faces will himto continue as he sets up the
easel against the wall.
ELI
( CONT’ D)

It’s kind of a thought experinent
about stuff |ike Palnyra- You know,
that city Daesh tore down- and al
that stuff we’ve found out recently
about ol d canvases with x-rays. The
way artists painted over their own
wor k and everything we’ve just-

He turns around and sees the politely uninterested
expressions of his friends.

ELI
(CONT’ D)
|”m boring you, aren’t 17?
Beat .
| ZZY
( Yawni ng)
No. It’s very interesting.
GEORGE

|’mjust worried we mght not...
you know, appreciate it enough. O
understand it. At all.

ELI

Ch, that’s okay. | can explain it.
| ZZY

It’s fine, really..
ELI

(Absurdly excited)
No wait, stay there, I'Il get ny
| aptop! | have a power point!

CUT TGO



| NT. SPARE BEDROOM - DAY 3

SEB is lying in bed next to SOPH A. Sophia is reading a
PHI LOSOPHY BOOK whil st Seb flicks through his tineline on
his PHONE. The roomis dark all but for a glimer of
sunl i ght stream ng through the w ndow.

SOPHI A
VWhat time is it?

SEB
Ten.

SOPHI A

Oh, that’s not too bad.

Beat. She groans.

SOPHI A
(CONT’ D)
| feel awful.

SEB
That’ s because you're a
i ghtwei ght, dear.

SOPHI A
|"man intell ectual .

Seb gets up and goes to join the others in the main room
SOPHI A
( CONT’ D)
| really | ove you, you know?

Seb turns around.

SEB
| know.
Beat. He grins.
SEB
( CONT’ D)

| love you too.

SOPHI A
That’'s nore like it. None of that
Han Sol o crap, sunshine.

Sophi a gi ggl es.
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SEB
(I mpersonati ng Han Sol o)
Laugh it up, fuzzball.

Sophia’s giggle turns into a short |augh. She gets up to
join Seb, going to kiss himbefore pausing-

SOPHI A
Oh, you have a bit of..

She gestures to Seb’s nostril where remants of a white
powder lie. Seb rubs it off, kissing Sophia quickly, then
they both walk into the next room

CUT TGO
I NT. GEORGE' S KI TCHEN DAY 4

| zzy and George are sat around the kitchen table. Eli’s
| aptop, with a powerpoint set up onit, is on the table. El
is stood next to it, explaining.

ELI
So you see, it's a statenent on
poverty and art. But also a
reacti on agai nst conventi onal
nodel s of beauty and an
investigation into the way viol ence
obscures the world, both with
econom c and self-inflicted
vi ol ence in the original X-Ray

pai ntings, and artificially, |ike
here, and generally, like in war.
Beat .
| ZZY
Still don't get it.
GEORGE
No, |I really don’t get what this
means.
| ZZY
Isn’t it a bit of a waste of a...
What are those things called? A
weasel ? A canvas, that’s it!
GEORGE
Are you sure you’'re not
overthinking this? | think you
m ght be overthinking this.
Beat .
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Enter Seb

Beat .

5.
| ZZY
Yeah, sorry.
ELI
It’s fine.
| ZZY
It’s very good.
GEORGE
Yeah, it’s excellent.
and Sophi a.
SEB

Is this Eli's | atest abom nati on
agai nst God and man? Jesus f uck,
Hirst, what is this?

SOPHI A
Oh, that’s very good, Eli. You can
see the brush work on the edges
here. Marvellous. Wat’s
under neat h?

ELI
(Unent hused)
Pastoral scene. Very pretty.

SOPHI A
Interesting artistic phase you're
in now A lot of-

SEB
Yes, thank you Sophia, fascinating.
Ceorge, have you nmade breakfast?

GEORGE
Wiy do you al ways assune |’ ve nade
br eakf ast ?

SEB
Have you made breakfast?

CGEORGE
Yes.

SOPHI A
Thank you, GCeorge.

Seb sits down and puts his feet up on the table.
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Beat .

SOPHI A
( CONT’ D)
How was your run, Eli?

ELI
Lovely. Very inspiring.

SEB
You get up too early, darling.

| ZZY
Anyone ever told you that you're a
bit of a dick, Seb?

SEB
Yes but | al so exude charism
hence why you | ove ne.

GEORGE
| don’t know how you put up with
hi m Soph. ..

ELI
(To Seb)
| don’t need nuch sl eep. Plus, |
never really get hangovers.

SOPHI A
(Under her breath)
Lucky bastard.

GEORGE
It’s probably that Russian bl ood
you get fromyour mum O ... wait,

is it your dad that’s Russi an?

ELI
My dad’s french.

ELI
( CONT’ D)
Mumi s from Croydon.

SEB
Vel that would explain it then.
When’ s your dad getting back,
Ceor ge?

GEORGE

| don’t know. Not for a few days, |
t hi nk. Yours?
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Beat .

| zzy gets

SEB
1’1l see if he can tear hinself
away fromhis newgirlfriend before
| " m shi pped back off to boarding
school .

ELI
How very Di ckensi an.

SEB
The new one used to be a lap
dancer, which is nice.

SOPHI A
Not that there’s anything wong
with that.

SEB

Not that there’'s anything wong
with that, but still.

SEB
(CONT’ D)
[t’d be nice if he dated soneone
who was ol der than ne for once.
What about yours, Eli?

ELI
There’s a big sales report com ng
out next week. Mum and Dad are too
busy to get down from London. They
say they' Il cone visit me once
we're all back at Saint |ves.

| ZZY
What’'s he Patron Saint of?
SEB
VWho?
| ZZY
| ves.
SEB

| don’t know. Google him
her phone out and starts Googling Saint Ives.
SOPHI A

You know, Freud would say that’s
why you’ re gay.
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ELI
VWhat ?

SOPHI A
Abandonnent by your father. Freud
was very into that theory of
honosexual ity.

ELI
Vll if that’s what nmade ne gay,
t hen Seb must be too.

Long pause.

He wi nks.

| ZZY
Lawyers.
ELI
Huh?
| ZZY
Saint |ves. Patron Saint of
Lawyers.
SEB

Probably divorce | awers, given
it’s a boarding school.

| ZZY
| don't get it.

SEB
You woul dn’t.

| ZZY
It’s like the riddle though, isn't
it?

ELI
VWhat riddle?

| ZZY

As | was going to Saint |ves
| met a man wth seven w ves.
And each wi fe had seven ki ds,
And each kid had seven sacks.

And in each sack was seven cats,

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 9.

And each cat had seven kits.
Kits, cats, sacks, kids and w ves,
How many were going to Saint |ves?

Everyone | ooks at each other, slightly weirded out by |zzy's
perfect recitation of the riddle. George wal ks into the
kitchen and Eli starts gathering his paints.

ELI
|’mgoing to go paint for a bit.
See you all later.

Eli exits. George starts | ooking through cupboards.
GEORGE
Does anyone know what happened to
t he icing sugar?

A pani cked | ook of realisation from Seb, w ping his nostril,
a "Not again" |ook from Sophi a.

GEORGE
( CONT’ D)
| wanted to nmake cupcakes.
CUT TO
I NT. ELI’S ROOM - DAY 5

ELI fades into view. He s al nost out of focus as he stares
at sonet hing just beyond us. He raises his earphones - we
can hear the tinny nusic - to his ears and puts themin. The
nmusi ¢ subsunmes and drowns us as we follow the notion of the
pai nt brush. W watch himslowy dip the tip of the brush
into the small lunp of paint on his pallet, noving it like a
conductor would his baton, each detail rising and falling in
time to the nusic. Just as the nusic reaches the climx, Eli
gently presses the brush to the canvas.

SMASH CUT TGO

Alittle way away fromEli, just outside the door. It’s

| ater now. Md-afternoon, that terrible, awful tinme of day
where productivity and self-belief go to die. Four or five
o' clock. He's sat, trance |ike, on his phone. The canvas is
bl ank. Well, alnost...

A single dot of red on the canvas. Tiny, alnost
i nper cepti bl e. Sophia enters.
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SOPHI A

You not going to finish that?
ELI

It is finished.
SOPHI A

It s bl ank.

Wt hout | ooking up fromhis phone, Eli gestures to the dot.

SOPHI A
(CONT’ D)
That can’t seriously be it. Do |
need to have an intervention?

Eli gets up and signs the painting.

SOPHI A
(CONT’ D)
What’'s it call ed?
ELI
"Ennui’ . O maybe ' Indecision’.

haven't deci ded.

Sophi a laughs and Eli can’t help but join in. The tension
di ssi pates. The room bri ght ens.

ELI
( CONT’ D)
How ve you been?

SOPHI A
Fine, I'mfine. Seb’s being
difficult again.

ELI
Yeah, well, he does that. You knew
what you were getting into when you
started dating him

SOPHI A
| have made ny bed and now | nust
lieinit.

ELI
You' re infected with that strangely
addi ctive disease of his. Seb-itis.

SOPHI A
You’ ve known him | onger than ne.
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Beat .

11.
ELI
That is true. | am Patient Zero.
SOPHI A
Has he al ways been like this?
ELI
Li ke what ?
SOPHI A

Over-dramatic, irritating, truly
astoundi ng | evel s of comm t nment
i ssues. ..

ELI
Ch yeah, he always had those.
Bel i eve ne.

SOPHI A
| thought he nmust. It couldn’t have
all been caused by boardi ng school .

ELI
Saint lves: Like Hogwarts, but with
abandonnent i ssues.

SOPHI A
Does that nmake Seb’s parents the
Dur sl eys?

ELI
O it nakes himthe Chosen One.

SOPHI A
Oh god, that’'s terrifying.

ELI
Yeah, | think |I’'ve freaked nyself
out a bit with that.

ELI
(CONT’ D)
He’s a sweet guy, sonetines.

SOPHI A

.| do love him despite
Ities. He brings a

ht with him

Yeah, h
his dif
certain

eis
ficu
lig
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ELI
Yeah.

Beat .

ELI
( CONT’ D)
| renenber what that was |ike.

Seb enters, sonmewhat dramatically.

SEB
(Li ke he’s on stage)
What is he whose gri ef

Bears such an enphasi s, whose
phrase of sorrow

Conj ures the wandering stars, and
makes t hem st and

Li ke wonder - wunded hearers? This
is |,

Sebasti an The Danel!

ELI
The devil take thy soul

SOPHI A
And on that note..

Sophi a ki sses Seb before exiting. Eli |ooks away slightly,
avoi di ng eye contact.

ELI
What’ s up, Seb?

SEB
|"ve been making a |ist of
Communi st dictators | woul d have
sex wth.

ELI
Agai n?

SEB
Stalin is obviously top of the
list. Young Stalin was one fine
pi ece of Soviet ass.
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ELI
|’ ve al ways thought Trotsky was
hotter than Stalin.

SEB
That’ s because you're in idiot,
Eli, with no judgenment in nen.
ELI
|’ mthe gay one?
SEB
And yet you’'ve never gone after

this-

(Gesturing to hinself)
- beautiful specinen? Not even
once, Eli. As | said, terrible
taste. Onh, and Trotsky wasn't even
a dictator, you revisionist,
bour geoi si e scum

Beat .
SEB
( CONT’ D)
Having said all that, | need
someone to hel p nme decide, so:
(Producing two photos with a
magi cian’s flourish)
Castro or Mau?
CUT TO
| NT. GEORGE' S ROOM - DAY 6

Musi c. Sonber. Hypnotic. Hal fway between a funeral and a
drug overdose. George is staring at the black screen of his
phone. Enter |zzy.

| ZZY
You al right?

Ceorge throws up.

| ZZY
What the fuck, George? Wiat’s
wrong?

GEORGE
Just... the hangover.
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Beat .

He | aughs.

14.

| ZZY
That’s a lie, what’s wong?

GEORGE

My dad’s been arrested.
| ZZ2Y

What ? Why?
GEORGE

Enbezzl ement. Tax fraud. The whol e
fucking kit and caboodl e.

| ZZY
Oh God. Ceorge... How did you-

GEORGE
The police called ne. Jesus Christ.

| ZZY
It’s all going to be okay. Do they-

GEORGE
He’s going to admt it. Plead
guilty. Fucking hell -

| ZZY
Just stay calm

GEORGE
| AM CALM

| zzy flinches. Beat.

GEORGE
(CONT’ D)
Mumis going to fly in from New York
on Sunday. W're going to | ose the
house.

| ZZY
Don't think about that. Focus on
the here and now. Wat do we do?

GEORGE

There’s nothing we can do. MWy
famly’'s ruined, |zzy.
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| NT. NEWS

15.

| ZZY
Do you want to tell the others?

GEORGE
No! No, we can't. | can’t...

SOPHI A

(G S.)
Ceorge. You're going to want to see
this.
CUT TGO

ROOM & GEORGE S LI VI NG ROOM - DAY 7

A bl onde reporter sits at a desk in the news room Breaking
News flashes across the bottom of the screen.

Ve slowy

NEWS REPORTER
Qur top story tonight.

zoom out as she talks, taking in the whole room

and the back of everybody stood around watching the TV.

Ceorge sw

NEWS REPORTER

( CONT’ D)
The arrest of Dam en Mayling, the
owner of private security conpany
NJ7, who has been accused of
enbezzl enent, tax avoi dance, and
corporate mal practice. It’s also
cl ai mred he was aware of human
rights breaches at NJ7 detention
facilities, and did nothing to stop
it. I"'mjoined in the studio by
Qpposition Spokesman George Aylett,
to discuss the scandal which is
bei ng call ed ' The greatest
financial crine since Enron.’ So,
what do you think George-

tches off the TV. Beat.

SEB
Your dad’s trending on Twitter.
Whi ch’ d be quite cool, under other
ci rcumnst ances.

GEORGE
need a drink. There's sone stuff

I
in the cellar.
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| ZZY
| don’t think we're neant to-

GEORGE
Vll it’s all going to be sold off
anyway. M ght as well drink it now,
bef ore sonebody el se does.

| zzy exits. Beat.

GEORGE
Fuck it.

SOPHI A
VWhat ?

GEORGE

Fuck it. Let’s have a party.

ELI
What do you nean?

GEORGE
Let’s weck the place, burn it al
to the ground.

SEB
Ceorge. .

GEORGE
DON T YOU FUCKI NG LECTURE ME,
SEBASTI AN. DON T YOU FUCKI NG DARE.

SEB
Mate, it’s going to be-

GEORGE
lt’s the end of the world. It’'s the
end of ny world. O this world.

SOPHI A
G ow up.
Beat .
SEB
No, screwit. A party m ght be fun,
right?

lzzy re-enters, carrying a bottle. Seb takes it and pours
everyone a gl ass.
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SEB
( CONT’ D)
Let’s have a party. Carpe Diem
right? Alittle party to celebrate
our time together, while we can. A
little... Goodbye bash, hey?

That’ Il be fun, won’'t it? W can
invite lzzy's friends fromstate
school, they' Il be anusing. Cone

on, let’s drink to it.
He rai ses his gl ass.

SEB
( CONT’ D)
Vox populi vox fucking Dei.

He drinks. 1zzy picks up her glass and drinks. Sophia picks
up her glass and drinks. Eli, the sane. George picks up the
bottle. Time al nost slows as the al cohol is consuned, al nost
going out of focus. The red liquid bleeds across the screen.
From somewhere far away, children can be heard pl ayi ng.

FADE TO:
I NT. GEORGE' S LI VI NG ROOM - EVEN NG 8
The red of the al cohol bleeds into the red of a painting. W
zoomout to see Eli, brush in hand. Seb is sat watching him
Eli pauses.
SEB
What’ s wrong?
ELI
Not hing. It’s just... not flow ng.
SEB
How so?
ELI
It’s... stilted. Staccato. Not
wrong, just... Not what | want.
SEB
What do you want ?
Eli |1ooks at Seb. CGeorge enters. H s eyes are red.
GEORGE

You two wanna cone hel p get things
ready for the party?
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ELI
"1l just finish this bit of the
painting, then I’ll cone through.
Ceorge | ooks to Seb.
SEB
| can’t go till he's finished. I'm

hi s nuse.
Seb drapes an arm over Eli.

GEORGE
Screw you, Seb.

Seb bl ows a kiss nockingly. George sighs and wal ks out.

ELI
What do you think will happen to
hi n®?

SEB
| don’t know. |I don’t Iike not

know ng. Especially when it cones
to the very select few people |
call friends.

ELI

How select is this group?
SEB

VWll, as ever | remain ny own best

friend. And then there’s you four.
ELI

Me, Sophia, George and... lzzy?

| zzy’ s part of your select few?
SEB

O course! She’s nice girl, | like

her. She nmay be new, but she’s
alright. Don't tell her I said that
t hough.

ELI
Sebasti an Monroe has a heart. Wo'd
have t hought it.

Beat .
SEB
It’s a shane, | |iked him Dam en
was a far better father to George
( MORE)
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SEB (cont’ d)
t han ei ther of our dads have been
to us.

ELI
He’s not going to jail for his
parenting, he’'s going to jail for
stealing a shitload of noney from
peopl e.

SEB
Swi ngs and roundabouts... What do
you think will happen to us?

ELI
Wiy woul d it change anyt hing
bet ween us?

SEB
No, not the two os us. | nean the

group.

ELI
Oh. Well, | don't know. Sophia wl|
still be around, of course. And I
guess |lzzy mght stay our friend,
even if she and George... But |
don’t know what will happen to
Ceor ge.

SEB
| think we should nake the nost of
this. O our |ast few days together
before it all goes tits up. Do al
the things we’ ve always wanted to
do, y’ know?

ELI
Don’t they say that about being
young anyway?
Beat .

SEB
|’ ve had an i dea.

ELI
Uh oh.

Seb |ies down on the sofa, propping hinmself up
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SEB
( CONT’ D)
Paint me |ike one of your French
girls.

ELI
(Laughi ng)
Fuck off.

SEB
|’ m serious! You' re |acking
inspiration, so use nme. What could
be nore inspiring than this?

Seb gestures to hinself. Beat.
Resignedly, Eli starts to paint.

FADE TO
EXT. PATI O - EVEN NG 9
Eli’s painting fades out of focus as cigarette snoke washes
across us. lzzy and Sophia are stood snoking. W go fromthe

deep, rich colours of Eli’s palette, to the grey of outside.
Their breath m xes with snoke.

SOPHI A

How are you hol di ng up?
| ZZY

I’m.. I’"’malright. You?
SOPHI A

Yeah.

Beat. A drag.
SOPHI A
(CONT’ D)

How s your nother?
| ZZY

She’s still... I nmean, 1’d rather

not tal k about her, if that’'s okay.

SOPHI A
Sure, sure. Sorry.

Beat. A drag. |zzy coughs.
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| ZZY
| should really give up snoking.

SOPHI A
Yeah, ne too.

Beat. Another drag.

| ZZY
| ve been readi ng Aphra Benn.

SOPHI A
(Surprised)
Real | y? What do you think?

| ZZY
She’ s good. Funny. Some of her
stuff is a bit unfortunate, but on
the whole it’'s pretty subversive. |
like it.

SOPHI A
Fasci nati ng wonman. At |east, |’ve
al ways thought so.

| ZZ2Y
She was a spy before she becane a
pl aywight, wasn't she?

SOPHI A
(Surprised again that 1zzy
knows this)
Yeah, that’s right.

| ZZY
(Agreeing with Sophi a)
Fasci nati ng wonan.

Beat. A drag.

| ZZY
( CONT’ D)
| ve been reading sone Ovid as
well. Heroides. It’s excellent.

SOPHI A
That’s nice. | always preferred
Met anor phosi s, though.

| ZZY
| guess you read that in Latin?
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SOPHI A
| don’t even know 'hello’ in Latin.
They don’t actually teach that at
Sai nt |ves.

| ZZY
But Seb sai d-
SCPHI A
Don’t believe a word Seb says.
Trust ne.
Beat. A drag.
| ZZY
Sal ve.
SCPHI A
What ?
| ZZY
"Hello', in Latin. It’s Salve. |

may not know nuch, but | know that.
Sophia smles slightly. They both take another drag.

SOPHI A
Let’ s go inside.

| ZZY
Yeah, let’s.

Nei t her of them nove.

CUT TO
I NT. GEORGE' S LI VI NG ROOM - EVEN NG 10
Seb is still Iying there, |looking bored. Eli is stil
pai nting.
SEB

Are you nearly finished yet?

ELI
[’11 be finished when I’ m fini shed.

Beat .

SEB
Are you nearly finished yet?
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Seb j unps

Beat .

They both

23.

ELI
|'"mfinished, I'"'mfinished Cone
have a | ook.

up and | ooks at the painting.

SEB
Oh.

ELI
h? What do you nmean, oh? Do you
not like it?

SEB
No, it's... It's beautiful.

ELI
You hate it, don’'t you?

SEB
Hate is a strong word.

burst out | aughing.

ELI
Oh God, you’'re such a snob
Honestly, nodern art is a
legitinate art form

SEB
But what the fuck is this? Is this
ny nout h?

ELI

That’'s your smle! Can’'t you tell
that’s a smle?

They | augh again. There’s a second of tension, where

somet hi ng

m ght happen, but then the others enter.

SOPHI A
It’s getting cold out. It’s late.

| ZZY
The sunset was beautiful, you
shoul d have cone seen it.

ELI

Oh, | didn't realise it was going
down al r eady.
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SOPHI A
That’ s nmy one noral problemwth
the sun, it sets and rises at
i nconveni ent tines.

SEB
Personally, | have nore of a
problemw th their Hillsborough
cover age.
A doorbell rings.
GEORGE

Can soneone el se get that please?

No one goes to get it. CGeorge sighs and goes to get the
door.

CUT TO
I NT. GEORGE' S HALLWAY - EVEN NG 11

George opens the door. Standing on his doorstep is a
JOURNALI ST.

JOURNALI ST
Excuse me, M Mayling s house?
GEORGE
Who are you?
JOURNALI ST
You nust be his son, Ceorge, right?
GEORGE
(Agitated)
Sorry, who are you?
JOURNALI ST
Relax, I'"ma journalist, I'mwth

the Daily Post-
GEORGE
Well | mean, you can be one or the
ot her, you can’t be both.
JOURNALI ST
| was just wondering if | could
have a quick chat with you-

The journalist tries pushing past George into the house.

( CONTI NUED)
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JOURNALI ST
(CONT’ D)
- Maybe have you tell your side of
the story?

GEORGE
How t he fuck do you know where |
[ive?

Ceorge, getting slightly aggressive, pushes her back.

Ceorge tri

| ZZY
(G 9)
Wo is it?
JOURNALI ST
Conme now, GCeorge, be friendly. I'm

here to hel p you.

es to slamthe door shut, but the journalist

bl ocks him wedging a foot between the gap.

JOURNALI ST
(Angrily)
How about we start again and you
try treating ne with a bit nore
respect ?

GEORGE
(Through gritted teeth)
| don’t want to fucking talk to
you.

The journalist is getting desperate. She starts shouting
t hr ough t he gap.

Beat. She

JOURNALI ST
Li sten, George, let’s not be rash.
| am not an eneny to be made

lightly. I can make your |ife hel
with the touch of a button. | just
want to have a little talk with
you, and then |I’'ll fuck off. But if
you keep behaving like a child,

wi || harass you, and chase you, and
follow you until it drives you

i nsane. You won't be able to nove
Wi thout it being in the papers.

br eat hs.

( CONTI NUED)
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JOURNALI ST
(CONT’ D)
But all of this unpleasantry can be
avoided if you sinply-

CGeorge opens the door. Seb conmes into frane, sat on the
stairs behind him

SEB
You' re a piece of work, you know
t hat ?

The journalist takes a step back in shock, slightly
di shevel ed after the commotion, hair ruffled.

JOURNALI ST
Who are you?

Seb junps up. H's nonent of fun

SEB
You may call ne... Sebastian.

Seb bows royally. The journalist sees an opportunity.

JOURNALI ST
Maybe you can tal k sone sense into
this friend of yours, unless you
want to end up in the papers too?

SEB
| woul d suggest, for your won sake,
that you vacate these prem ses and
| eave us in peace. You high-heel ed,
arrabel | a bitch.

The journalist |ooks disgusted.
JOURNALI ST

Are you threatening ne? Do you have
any idea who | an? Who | work for?

Il wll ruin you.

SEB
By all nmeans. But, um.. y know, nmny
father..

Seb sighs. He's enjoying it.

SEB
(CONT’ D)
He owns the Daily Post. And | don’t
know how well he would react to

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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SEB (cont’ d)
seeing his famly and friends
sl andered in his own paper. | weep
for the journalist who hands him
that article.

Beat. They revel in the shocked | ook on the journalist’s
face. CGeorge slans the door

Anot her beat .

GEORGE
Does your dad actually own the
Dai ly Post?
SEB
What’s it to you?
He wi nks.
CUT TO
| NT. GEORGE' S ROOM - DAY 12

Ceorge is sat in his bedroom He's ringing his dad, again
and again. We hear the beep of the answering machi ne before
each nessage.

GEORGE
Hey there Dad. Look, it’s okay- |
get that- Ah, fucking... Look, just
call me back when you. .

CUT TO
GEORGE
Dad, | don’t know if you' |l get
this or if you re okay or where you
are or- Look, just call ne if- Does
mum know what '’ s- Fuck. ..
CUT TO
GEORGE
Look, Dad. Mumisn't answering.
You're not answering. | don’'t

actual ly know what’s going on. A
reporter cane yesterday, asking
about you... Can you just call ne
and tell me what the fuck’'s
actual |y happeni ng? Use your- One
fucki ng phone call or whatever,
just, just call- Just...
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He hangs up and throws his phone down.
Beat .
The phone rings. He snatches it up and answers.

GEORGE
Ch. H Dad.

CUT TO
W’ re | ooki ng down on George. He's lying on the floor. The
phone is on the bed still. 1zzy opens the door and cones in,
lying next to George. She starts stroking his hair and
gently sings to him

| ZZY
As | was going to Saint |ves

| met a man with seven w ves

And each wi fe had seven kids

And each kid had seven sacks

And in each sack was seven cats
And each cat had seven kits

Kits, cats, sacks, kids and w ves

How many were going to Saint
|l ves. ..

FADE TGO
13 | NT. GEORGE' S LI VI NG ROOM - DAY 13
lzzy and Eli are setting things up for the party.

ELI
Is this the quiet roomor the
dancing roon? | can't renenber

| ZZY
Danci ng, | think. Hey George!

Ceorge enters.

GEORGE
What ?
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CGeorge exi

Beat .

29.

| ZZY
Is this the quiet roomor the
danci ng roonf

GEORGE
Danci ng.
| ZZY
Cool .
ts.
ELI
How has he been?
| ZZY
How do you think?
ELI
Right. Sorry. And your nunf
| ZZY
Fi ne.
ELI

You do phil osophy, right?

| ZZY
Not on Sophia’'s |evel.

ELI
Yes, but | can’'t talk to Sophia
about this.

Beat. lzzy is flattered.

| ZZY
| do a bit. Ethics, nostly.

ELI
What woul d you say about
prioritising your own happi ness
over others?

| ZZY
Dangerous road to go down, Ayn
Rand.

ELI

No, but seriously. If there was
sonet hi ng you want ed- Sonet hi ng you

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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ELI (cont’d)
needed- woul d you take it? Even if
it meant hurting sonmeone you | oved?

| ZZY
| don’t know. That’'s the thing
about philosophy. It’s all just
tal k. You can never know what you’d
really do unless you were in that
situation. You never know your
strength until you re tested.

l zzy gl ances to where George was stood. Beat.

| ZZY
VWhat's this about, Eli?

ELI

(Like he’s trying to convince

hi nsel f)
| think there cones a point where
we’'re not responsible for our own
actions. If we need sonething,
truly need it, | think it’s
understandable if we hurt others to
get it. It’s just human instinct to
push others out of the |ifeboat to
make room for ourselves. Isn't it?

| ZZY
That’'s aninmal instinct. And we're
not aninmals, Eli.

I NT. GEORGE' S LI VI NG ROOM - EVEN NG

30.

CUT TO
14

Shots of Absinthe are Iined up on the table. The bright
green liquid glows against the darkness behind them The
colours are off, and strange. It’s all very hedonistic and

odd. It feels |like some ancient Bachic ritual,

a sacrifice

to Dionysus. Everything is wong. Each nenber of the group
takes a shot, except for Eli, who sits to the side watching

Seb.

CUT TGO
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I NT. GEORGE' S HALLWAY & LI VI NG ROOM - EVENI NG 15

Peopl e are arriving and mlling about. George and Eli are
tal king to sone people. Seb is welcom ng sone state schoo
girls.

SEB
Whose idea was it to invite the
wor ki ng cl asses?

ELI
Yours, you snob. "That’'l| be
anusi ng". Renenber?

SEB
It’s not that | dislike the | ower
orders of mankind, it’s just...
they're |like pennies. You don't
know where they’ ve been.

One of the state school girls slanms a shot down onto an
expensi ve | ooking tabl e.

SEB
Be careful! That table's worth nore
t han your house!

STATE SCHOOL G RL
You don’t know how rmuch ny house is
wort h.

SEB
You go to state school, we all know
exactly how nmuch your house is
wor t h.

The girl sticks her mddle finger up and glides off.

Geor ge gotEkLat tabl e from | KEA
SEB
She doesn’t need to know that.
CUT TGO
| NT. GEORGE' S HOUSE, MULTI PLE ROOVS - NI GHT 16

The chaos blurs and nerges into the party in full swing. W
nove through the house, seeing the guests who have arrived.
Some people are already way too drunk. There’s icing sugar
on the floor. People are dancing, taking shots, sat on
stairs or making out on the sofa. An enpty bottle is snmashed

( CONTI NUED)
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against a wall. Ceorge is the happiest he’s been for days.
We foll ow each of the five, match cutting between themin
time to the nusic -Seb’s theatrics, Eli’s quiet drinking,
Ceorge’s tentative smles, Sophia s dancing and |zzy’'s
careful hosting-

Eli heads outside for a cigarette. Seb, noticing him
| eavi ng, follows.

CUT TGO
EXT. PATIO - N GHT 17

Eli is trying to light a cigarette but failing. He gives up
when he sees Seb enter.

SEB

You want to go for a wal k?
ELI

What ?
SEB

It’s too stuffy in there. They're
all passing out on each other. |
wanna go take a |l ook at the stars
and get away fromthe snell of
vom t.

ELI
You're such a romanti c.

Seb shrugs and wal ks of f.

Beat .
ELI
(Shouting after him
We really shouldn’'t.
Beat .

Eli foll ows.
CUT TO
EXT. FOREST - NEARLY M DNI GHT 18

Eli and Seb are out wal ki ng. They wal k sl owl y, al nost
sol emm. Like some kind of religious procession.
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ELI
It’s beautiful, isn't it? The
ni ght.
SEB
It is.
Beat. They stand there, awkwardly for a second. Eli | ooks up
at the stars, Seb looks at Eli. They wal k on.
ELI

You renmenber when we went up to
Sout h Kensington with George’ s dad?

SEB
Yeah?

ELI
When we were up there... You
remenber when we slept on the roof
of his flat? Well, | spent the

whol e ni ght | ooking at the sky, and
you couldn’t see a single star..
But you could see the night. The
rich and variating tones and col our
scal es of the blacks and bl ues and
greys. The darkness has a beauty of

it’s own.
SEB
| didn’t |ook at the sky that
ni ght .
ELI
| guess your eyes were always on
Sophi a.
SEB
Not al ways.

Beat. Eli tries again to light a cigarette, funbles. And
suddenly Seb is kissing him They stop.

SEB
( CONT’ D)
| should go back to the-
ELI
Yeah, no, so should I... | think

|l eft stuff-

( CONTI NUED)
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SEB
|"msorry, I’mjust drunk, |’ m not
trying to take the piss-
ELI
It’s fine, I know, these things

happen. 1t’s okay. ..

Seb wal ks of f.

Beat .
bl ast .

I NT. GEORGE' S ROOM -

Qui et.

W linger with Eli,
It builds, until:

the sound ringing like after a

SMASH CUT TGO

NI GHT 19

| zzy and CGeorge are hol di ng each other.

Beat .

| ZZY

What’ s going to happen to us?

GEORGE

| don’t know.

| ZZY

No | nean- Wiat’'s going to happen

to us?

GEORGE

| don’t know.

" mgoing to be up in

London for a while. Wth Mum W

can Skype.

| ZZY
Don't... Ceorge, your numlives in
New York. Are you going to go live
in Amrerica?

GEORGE

Me, a liberal?

lzzy tries to | augh.

GEORGE
How s your mun? I’msorry, | should

have asked bef
ever yt hi ng-

ore, it’s just with
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| ZZY
St age 4.
| ZZY
( CONT’ D)
Yeah, it’s spread. They reckon
there’s still a chance, but... she

seens to get worse every day.

Beat. George sighs deeply.

GEORGE
If the world were kind, our parents
woul d die while we had our backs
turned. So that when we | ooked, al
that was left was enpty air and
menories. Not this slow
di si ntegration of...

He takes a breath, closing his eyes.

Beat .

| ZZY
As | was going to Saint |ves

| met a man with seven w ves
And each wi fe had seven kids
And each kid had seven sacks
And in each sack was seven cats
And each cat had seven kits
Kits, cats, sacks, kids and w ves
How many were going to Saint |ves?
GEORGE
Just the one. 'Cause all the others
are heading as fast as they fucking
can in the opposite direction. A
t housand people in a crowd, and
that one person is all alone,
"cause they’'re all on different
j our neys.
| ZZY

Saint Ives. The patron saint of the
i nnocent and abandoned chil dren.
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GEORGE
They’ ve frozen Dad’ s assets. Mim
has noney, but nothing like him |
won’t be headi ng back to boarding
school when the holidays are over.

| ZZY
Can | come with you? Just for a
week. Stay with you for a little,
while you' re in London.

GEORGE
['11 ask Mum

GEORGE
( CONT’ D)
Did | ever tell you about that
dream | had, a couple of years ago,
where ny Dad was a superhero?

| ZZY
No, | don't think so.

GEORGE
You renmenber when | got really into
ol d superhero com cs? LiKke,
pre-Superman stuff, fromthe
thirties? Mss Masque and all the

others? Well, | cane across this
one -fuck, what was his name? He
was a shapeshifter, | think. Red

Li on? Red cl aw?

Beat. He struggles to renenber.

GEORGE
( CONT’ D)
Sonmething like that. 1’ ve

forgotten. It’s not inportant,
anyway. So, you know ny Dad used to
be an actor? Long tine ago, | ong,

| ong, time ago, he was an actor.
And | had this dream right, where
| found out he voiced this
character in a radi o show when he
was in his twenties. How ridicul ous
is that? I told nmy Mum about it and
she found it absolutely hilarious.
Fourteen years old, and | stil

t hought ny Dad was a super hero.

( CONTI NUED)
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| ZZY
That’s not a bad thing, you know.
It’s not a weakness to be an
optimst in acynical world. It’s a

strengt h.
GEORGE

The Red Raven. That was it.
| ZZY

Did your Dad ever play a superhero?
GEORGE

| think he was offered one once-
little Australian TV show but he
was too busy. Already signed on to
do Richard the Third in Birm ngham

| ZZY
Was he any good?

GEORGE
By all accounts he was awful .

Beat .

GEORGE
( CONT’ D)
He’' s always struck ne as nore of a
Ki ng Lear.

W linger wwth the two of themfor a second, suddenly
peaceful and content. lzzy puts a bottle of sonething in
CGeorge’ s hand.

| ZZY
Conme on, let’s go.
CUT TO
| NT. SPARE BEDROOM - NI GHT 20

Eli is sat away fromthe party, painting the night. Seb is
downstairs. It is dark, yet the colours are sharp. W see
each brushstroke, follow themw th mnute detail. It is
colourful, and loving. There is a warnth to it, to the

ni ght, which wasn’t there in his previous paintings.

Intercut with this is shots of Seb with Sophia and the

ot hers. Drinking, dancing with people, |aughing together.
The sl ow novenents of the party match with Eli’s | onging
brushstrokes. Al is silent, but it’s a breathing, l|iving
silence, not an awkward suffocation of sound. Eli’s painting
draws to a close just as Seb finishes a line. Mrroring each
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other fromdifferent roons, they both |ie backwards in their
own states of euphoria. W see the picture. It’s a portrait
of Seb under the stars. Eli smles at it, and places it down
on the floor with his other paintings.

Sophia stunbles in. Eli quickly covers the painting.

SOPHI A
What’ s that?
ELI
Not fi ni shed.
SOPHI A
Qoh. Eli, international man of
nystery.
ELI
And crappy nodern art.
Beat .
ELI
(CONT’ D)
How s the party goi ng?
SOPHI A
Yeah, great.
ELI
Yeah.
Beat .
ELI
( CONT’ D)
Vell I'"’mglad we had this

conversati on.
Sophi a | aughs. She sits next to Eli.

SOPHI A
God, do you renenber that tine at
the National Theatre?

ELI
Wth that Brecht play? How could I
forget, it’s permanently seared
into ny brain.

SOPHI A
it was awful!

( CONTI NUED)
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ELI
Oh, but it wasn't as bad as Al an.

SOPHI A
Fucki ng Al an, Jesus Chri st!

They | augh.

ELI
What happened to us? W used to be
cl oser than anyone. Now you’'re too
busy di scussing Latin. Wth |zzy.

SOPHI A
Soneone’ s j eal ous!

ELI
Shut up. But seriously, what
happened to us?

We pan down to the painting of Seb.
CUT TO
| NT. GEORGE S LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT 21

Seb’s face is centre of the screen. Party. Loads of people.
Too many peopl e. Sound. Sweat. The nusic screanms. He takes a
shot. Then another. G abs a drink, and swallows it down.
Then anot her. Pauses. Fuck. What’'s he doing? W circle
around and perch on his shoul der. Sophia enters fromthe
other side of the room She stares at him Shit, does she
know? W circle back round again and centre on his face as
peopl e withe and nove and dance. The nusic throbs and

buil ds. He takes a shot. 1zzy and George pass behind him

| ZZY
Hey! You okay?

Seb nods.

Suddenly, Eli enters and the sound seens to shatter. There's
a nonent as the two of them | ook at each other. Eli |ooks
from Seb to Sophia on the other side of the roomand his
smle drops. He wal ks over to Seb.

ELI
Can | talk to you?

Seb | ooks at him

CUT TO
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| NT. SPARE BEDROOM - NI GHT 22

Eli and Seb are sat next to each other. The painting is
| eani ng up against the end of the bed and Eli glances at it
periodically. They are subdued, but drunk.

SEB
Eli... It didn't nean-

ELI
| know.

Beat .
ELI
( CONT’ D)

Si xteen years. That’s how long |’ ve
known you. And for every single one
of those days, |1’ve been in |ove
wth you. It took ne a long tine to
realise it, and hell, even | onger
to accept it. But | know now.

SEB
Eli, I |love Sophia-

ELI
| know. Hence why | kept ny
distance. But | think I'"mfalling
deeper this tine, nore solidly.
Li ke before, I was swi nm ng through
wat er, and now |’ mjust drowning.

Beat .
ELI
( CONT’ D)

| couldn’t bear to hurt Sophia |ike
that. And the fact | know | already
have kills me a little, so... So.
Fuck.

Seb sits unconfortably, taking each word in.
ELI
(CONT’ D)
Do you think... In another world-
A ki ss. Another stolen kiss, and tine seens to freeze. It

shoul dn’t be happeni ng and they both know that, but nothing
is stopping them Seb suddenly pulls away.
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SEB
Fuck, I'"msorry... I’mso sorry.
Beat .
SEB
| don’t know how |’ m going to tel
Sophi a.
Eli sighs.
ELI

| don’t think you have to.

Sophi a stands in the doorway.

SOPHI A

| don’t know what to say to you
SEB

Soph. ..
SOPHI A

Be qui et, Sebastian. For once in
your life, just stop talking.

SEB
Sophi a!

She exits, with Seb and Eli follow ng.

CUT TO
| NT. GEORGE S LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT 23
The party is still in full swing. Sophia enters, followed by

Eli and Seb. Sophia smashes a | oad of gl asses on the floor.
The party is confused, sonme stop, some don't.

SOPHI A
Fuck off! You re all going hone!

GEORGE
Sophi a-

Sophia throws a glass at him The party freezes.

SOPHI A
Turn that nusic off!

Soneone funbles with a switch for a second, accidentally
putting on the next track. Then the nusic stops.
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GEORGE
| think you should all go now.
CUT TO
| NT. VARI OQUS ROOVS - NI GHT 24

The house is enpty. dasses half enpty litter tables, others
lie smashed on the floor. A bottle falls over, the viscous
liquid seeping across the floor. A few tiny drops of

hedoni smframed |i ke a tsunam.

Enter our "heroes." They begin to tidy up. Eli collects
gl asses, Seb sweeps and Izzy directs everything. Sophia and
Ceorge sit on the stairs.

SCOPHI A
| should have seen it com ng,
right?

GEORGE

What do you nean?

SOPHI A
| don’t know. W all know what
Seb’s like, and |’ ve seen the way
that Eli |ooks at him Fuck, | feel

SO. .
GEORGE
Yeah, | know the feeling.
Beat .
SOPHI A

| guess the party’ s over now.

GEORGE
Yeah, | think it stopped somewhere
around the tinme you threw a gl ass
at ne.

SOPHI A
Sorry.

They both | augh. Beat.
Sophia and Seb’s eyes neet across the room

CUT TGO
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EXT. PATIO - N GHT 25

They all stand in a line outside, |eaning against the wall,
snoki ng. Seb, CGeorge, lzzy, Sophia, and finally, Eli. Ei is
still struggling to light his cigarette. Sophia lights it
for him he coughs.

SEB
Let’s go for a wal k.
ELI
Seb. ..
SEB
Al of us. Al five of us.
Beat .
SOPHI A
Al right.
They wal k off, into the night. We watch them illum nated by

phone torches and streetlights. They run and dance on the
green. They're like children again. We follow Izzy as she
spi ns around and around and around and falls into George’s
arns. Sophia and Seb dance, twirling each other. Eli stands
and watches, and then joins in. They play tag. They run
screanming further into the field. The five of them Just the
five of them alone. Under the night sky. The night dins.
The lights in their eyes dim And they dance a | ast dance.

CUT TO
EXT. BENCH ON THE GREEN - SUNRI SE 26
They all sit on the bench, asleep on each other. A car pulls

up outside George’s house. It honks its horn. Everyone is
startled slightly.

GEORGE
(To lzzy)
You don’t have to conme with ne, you
know.
| ZZY

George Ednmund Mayling. You' re not
getting rid of ne that easily.

| zzy kisses him The two of them | eave.

Seb | aughs.
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SEB
Ednmund?

Sophia and Eli have both sat up.

SOPHI A
We need to talk.

SEB
Yeah, we do.

Beat. Seb | ooks fromEli to Sophia.

SEB
( CONT’ D)
| want to say right now, in front
of both of you... | |ove-

SOPHI A AND ELI
| know.

Beat .
They |l eave. Eli sits al one.

ELI
Time to grow up. Time to grow up.

44,

Agai n, the sound of children playing in the distance.

Then sil ence.

FADE TO BLACK



