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EPISODE ONE

“Safe House”

FADE IN:

CAPTION: TEL AVIV, ISRAEL

INT. VIEWING ROOM

ABEL, (40), heavy set with an unforgiving stare. Wearing a 
gun holster, he stands in front of a viewing window. He is 
Israeli.  

On the other side of the glass sits the PRISONER (30). Dark, 
with some semblance of good looks behind his bruised and 
bloodied face. His hands are handcuffed to the back of the 
chair. He is English. 

The Prisoner speaks but his words are unheard. 

Irritated, Abel stabs a finger at the intercom button. 

ABEL
What?

PRISONER 
Could I have some water please?

Abel stares at the Prisoner with ruthless ease.

PRISONER (CONT’D)
I’m thirsty and I just need-

Abel cuts him off.  

INT. PRISONER'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Abel enters carrying a cup of water.  

He holds it to the Prisoner’s mouth, watching him with cold 
indifference.  

PRISONER
Thank you.  

Abel turns to leave. 

PRISONER (CONT’D)
Where am I? 



The door slams shut. The lock CLICKS into place. 

The Prisoner hangs his head. 

INT. VIEWING ROOM - LATER

Abel sits at the table smoking, noisily flicking through a 
newspaper.    

The door opens and MIRIAM (23), a plain, quietly spoken woman 
enters carrying a thick file. She hands it to him.        

Abel stubs out his cigarette and opens the file.

Miriam goes to the window. 

(NOTE: Their conversation takes place in Hebrew).

MIRIAM
How’s he doing?

She watches the Prisoner shift uncomfortably in his seat.

MIRIAM (CONT’D)
Do you know what they’ll do with 
him?

Silence. 

ABEL
Here. Something for you. 

She returns to the table, takes the sheet of paper handed to 
her.    

MIRIAM
What is it?

She studies the symbols on what appears to be an astrology 
chart. 

ABEL
(sarcastic)

So. Tell me. Does it say he can 
walk on water?

INT. PRISONER'S ROOM 

The Prisoner emits a long sigh and gazes up at the mirror. 
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INT. VIEWING ROOM - LATER 

The table is littered with paperwork. 

Miriam heaves a sigh. 

MIRIAM
Is this right? 

ABEL
Is what right?

MIRIAM
What we’re doing. Is this the 
freedom our ancestors fought so 
hard for?

ABEL
Our ancestors are no longer around 
so I doubt they’ll have an opinion 
one way or another.

MIRIAM
But what we’re doing is-

ABEL
Business. That’s all. They pay. We 
deliver.   

He heads over to a flask of coffee.

ABEL (CONT’D)
Besides, I’m trained to kill. Not 
to care. If you care, you lose 
sleep. Coffee?  

She shakes her head, no.

MIRIAM
And that’s your philosophy. 

ABEL
I prefer to call it my bread and 
butter. 

He returns to the table.  

MIRIAM
Do you think what they’re saying is 
true? That he’s the one? 

ABEL
(shrugs)

What if he is. He’s Rome’s headache 
not ours. 

He slurps his coffee then lights a cigarette. 
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MIRIAM
(to herself)

And so once again history repeats 
itself.

ABEL
History never repeats itself, 
Miriam. It merely mimics it.  

MIRIAM
But he’s one of us. A Jew. Can you 
imagine if this were to ever get 
out.

ABEL
Don’t worry. Rome has many tunnels 
in which to bury their secrets.  

INT. PRISONER’S ROOM

The Prisoner stares at his reflection. 

INT. VIEWING ROOM

As Abel gathers up the papers...  

ABEL
“Many will come in my name, 
claiming, I am He. I am the 
Messiah”. 

She stares at him. Impressed.      

ABEL (CONT’D)
What? You think you’re the only one 
that can read? 

MIRIAM
And here’s me thinking you were an 
athiest. In the six months I’ve 
been working for you, that must be 
the biggest surprise yet. 

ABEL
That’s where we’re different. I’m 
the surprise and you...well, you’re 
just plain old Miss Predictable.

MIRIAM
(chuckles)

Hey. Enough already with the old.

He snatches up his jacket and shrugs it on. 
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ABEL
If he doesn’t turn out to be who 
they think he is, then the world 
can sleep peacefully in ignorance 
for another two thousand years. And 
our job will be done here. Anyway, 
what’s with the interrogation?  

MIRIAM
I wasn’t interrogating you, Abel. 
It was just a question. 

She grimaces and flaps her hand at the long stream of 
cigarette smoke blowing her way.  

ABEL
Remember. Truth does not grant the 
world freedom, Miriam. It renders 
it chaotic. And out of chaos does 
not come the order. Out of chaos 
comes more of the same.

MIRIAM 
And so in the meantime we play God 
is that it? Where’s the free will 
in that?

He stubs out his cigarette, smirks.

ABEL
No such thing. 

INT. PRISONER’S ROOM

The Prisoner sighs, shaking his head. 

INT. CORRIDOR 

Following Abel along the corridor are four men. The two 
directly behind him are PRIESTS.   

The OLDER PRIEST (60) dressed in church robes, wears an air 
of excitement. He is Italian.  

The YOUNGER PRIEST (25), boyishly good-looking but as blank 
as the Mona Lisa, is dressed in a black suit and a collar. He 
is English.

Behind them are two burly men in sunglasses. Bodyguards. 
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INT. VIEWING ROOM 

Miriam stands at the window looking at the Prisoner. He 
stares back as if able to see her.  

The door opens and Abel enters with his guests.   

Miriam politely steps back as the Older Priest rushes over.  

He kisses his crucifix and his face instantly darkens at the 
sight of the man seated on the other side of the window. 

OLDER PRIEST
(sotto, Italian) 

We will not allow your appearance 
to be our undoing. Do you hear? We 
will not.  

He then fixes a smile, and in ENGLISH calls back to the 
Younger Priest.

OLDER PRIEST (CONT’D)
Father Francis. Come. Set your eyes 
upon him and set them good.

The Younger Priest joins him. 

OLDER PRIEST (CONT’D)
(at window)

This is he. This is our miracle.   

YOUNGER PRIEST
What a blessing.  

OLDER PRIEST
Indeed it is. And this day a 
blessing for all of us. 

The Younger Priest looks back, eyes meeting with Miriam’s. A 
silent moment passes between them.

Abel’s eyes flit curiously between them. 

Miriam coughs, then...

The Younger Priest removes his gun and pumps bullets into the 
bodyguards: one in each heart, another in each head. 

The Older Priest stumbles back, alarmed. 

Abel reaches for his but Miriam is quicker.  

A long silent beat as he stares at Miriam’s gun, colour 
draining from his face.   
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YOUNGER PRIEST
Miriam.

She fires a bullet into Abel’s heart then another into his 
frown. 

The Older Priest screams and dives for cover. 

The Younger Priest swings his gun round, aiming it at him.  

MIRIAM
(English accent)

Michael, no.

INT. PRISONER’S ROOM

The Prisoner rises from the chair. The handcuffs dangle 
freely from his wrist.   

PRISONER
(whispers)

And so it begins. 

FADE TO BLACK

The sound of two GUNSHOTS. 

CAPTION: JERUSALEM

INT. CAR (MOVING) - DAY

Miriam is driving at speed when the car skids to an abrupt 
halt. 

Michael, seated beside her, wakens from his nap. 

A hoard of protestors waving banners make their way slowly 
across the street. 

Miriam glances in the rearview mirror and sees The Prisoner 
watching them with quiet indifference.

A female protestor stares at their car, frowning curiously at 
its occupants. Her banner reads: JUSTICE FOR THE TWO SLAIN 
WITNESSES. She locks eyes with the passenger in the back 
seat.  

Miriam slams the car into reverse but a motorcyclist blocks 
her from behind.   

MIRIAM
Shit.    
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MOMENTS LATER

The street clears. Miriam guns the engine and speeds off. 

She glances up at the mirror and sees... 

The same motorcyclist jammed up close behind her. 

She overtakes two cars, narrowly missing an oncoming truck.  

Michael glances over his shoulder and sees the motorcyclist 
weaving in and out of their lane.

MICHAEL
Take a left there. 

Miriam screeches the car off into a side road. She kills the 
engine, grabs her gun, and jumps out into..

EXT. STREET - DAY

Gun aimed, Miriam waits.    

Seconds later...

The motorcyclist appears. 

MIRIAM
(yells, Hebrew)

Off the bike. Get off the bike. 

The rider kills the engine.  

MIRIAM (CONT’D)
(Hebrew)

I said get off the bike. Now. 

He does so. Slowly. 

MIRIAM (CONT’D)
(Hebrew)

Get your hands up. Get them up. 

INT. CAR - DAY

Looking back in his seat, Michael watches the scene outside.

The Prisoner remains impassive as he stares into Michael’s 
face.  
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INT. STREET - DAY

Miriam rushes forward, gun aimed, yelling... 

MIRIAM
(Hebrew)

Turn around.  

As the motorcyclist turns, his hands begin to lower. 

MIRIAM (CONT’D)
(Hebrew)

Up. Keep your hands up. 

Miriam jabs the gun in his back.  

INT. CAR - DAY

Michael watches Miriam frisk the motorcyclist. 

INT. STREET - DAY 

Gun aimed, Miriam steps back as the motorcyclist starts to 
remove his helmet. 

Hands still held aloft, he turns to face her...

RAPHAEL (25), a cheeky charmer with a face that looks as if 
it belongs in Ancient Greece. He is American.   

He grins and in English...

RAPHAEL
It’s been a while.  

Miriam stares in disbelief. Anger. Irritation.   

MIRIAM
Arsehole. 

She stomps off back to the car. 

RAPHAEL
Hey, I was just keeping an eye out. 

He eyes her backside. 

RAPHAEL (CONT’D)
As well as checking out the local 
scenery.
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INT. CAR - STREET

Miriam climbs in. Slams the door. She stares ahead, gathering 
her breath, then...  

Starts the engine. She catches The Prisoner’s eyes. Staring 
at her through the rearview mirror.

INT. SAFE HOUSE - DAY

The small, one-bedroom apartment is sparsely decorated.  

Michael, now dressed in t-shirt and jeans, sits at the table 
removing the SIM card from his mobile phone and replacing it 
with another.

Raphael is on the other side of the room - the kitchen - 
filling a coffee pot.

INT. SAFE HOUSE, BEDROOM - DAY

The heavy curtains shroud the room in darkness. 

The Prisoner lays in foetal position, eyes closed, seemingly 
asleep, when...   

FLASHBACK

INT. ROOM

The area is dark, damp, cavernous. 

The Prisoner, naked, is suspended from his wrists. Large, 
bloody welts are streaked across his back.  

A beefy, bald-headed, sweat-drenched man stands in the 
background holding a cat of nine tails. He raises an arm 
and...

LASHES it across the Prisoner. The Prisoner grits his teeth, 
groaning. 

A little orange light appears in the darkness - the Torturer 
taking a breather to draw on his cigarette. Then...

LASH. 

The Prisoner cries out.

LASH

The Prisoner’s head falls forward. Unconscious. 
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A moment later a bucket of water drenches him. 

END FLASHBACK. 

INT. SAFE HOUSE, BEDROOM - DAY

There is a knock at the door.

The Prisoner’s eyes snap open.  

INT. SAFE HOUSE, HALLWAY - DAY

Miriam stands with an ear to the bedroom door. Listening.  

Silence.  

She is about to knock again, but changes her mind. 

INT. SAFE HOUSE, BATHROOM - DAY

Miriam enters. She gazes around at the shabby room, eyes 
settling on the bath.  

MOMENTS LATER

Miriam climbs out of her underwear and steps into the bath 
water. 

She pulls the tie from her pony-tail and lies back. Sinks 
further down until her head is fully submerged.  

INT. SAFE HOUSE, KITCHEN - DAY

Michael and Raphael are playing cards.  

RAPHAEL
There’s a difference between the 
sick person making that decision 
for himself and another telling 
them their life is so miserable, 
death would be a better option. 

Raphael selects a card, slaps it on the pile.

RAPHAEL (CONT’D)
Nobody has the right to make that 
judgement call. These death clinics 
are just too seductive for those 
with an agenda. 
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It would be like searching the 
Yellow Pages under assassins for 
hire.

Michael stops, looks at him.

RAPHAEL (CONT’D)
What?

MICHAEL
You can’t hire an assassin in the 
Yellow Pages. That would be 
illegal. 

RAPHAEL
Yes, Michael. I know that. I was 
just...forget it. 

INT. SAFE HOUSE, BATHROOM - DAY

Miriam towels her hair dry then tosses it on the floor.  

She studies her new look. Her shoulder length, dark hair now 
short and blond. 

She leans into the mirror and removes her contact lenses. Her 
once brown eyes now blue. 

INT. SAFE HOUSE, KITCHEN - DAY

Michael gathers the playing cards.

Raphael searches the insides of a fridge. 

RAPHAEL
Milk, butter and...that’s about it. 

(closes it)
There’s a store nearby.

MICHAEL
We have to wait here for Jamie’s 
call.    

RAPHAEL
It’ll take me five minutes.

MICHAEL
No.

RAPHAEL
Fine. Then we starve.  
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Raphael flops down in front a small, portable TV. He surfs 
the channels and finally settles on a porn film.

Miriam appears dressed in a tight leather jacket and red 
leather pants, her face heavy with black makeup.

Raphael does a double-take.  

MICHAEL
Where are you going?

MIRIAM
Out. 

MICHAEL
You can’t.     

She helps herself to one of Raphael’s cigarettes. Raphael 
scrambles for his lighter and lights her cigarette. 

MIRIAM
I need some air. 

She snatches Raphael’s keys from the table, his helmet from 
the floor. 

MICHAEL
Miriam.  

She leaves.      

INT. SAFE HOUSE, BEDROOM - DAY

The Prisoner, lying on the bed, hears the front door. Slam.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Miriam pulls up in front of a modern concrete beach home. She 
hooks her helmet over the throttle and makes her way over to 
the building.

EXT. HOUSE, BACK PATIO - NIGHT

A party is in progress with guests gathered around a lit 
swimming pool. 

Miriam gazes around and finally catches the eye of a small, 
plump woman of similar age. This is HANNAH. She is English. 

Miriam waves and Hannah makes her way over. 
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HANNAH
Miriam? Is that you? My god, what 
are you doing here?  

She pulls Miriam into an embrace.  

HANNAH (CONT’D)
Bloody hell. I can’t believe it’s 
you. Wow. Look at you. 

MIRIAM
Thought I’d give my cousin a 
surprise birthday present.

HANNAH
Well, yeah. You’ve done that 
alright. You look great. Wow.   

Miriam hands her a small wrapped gift. 

MIRIAM
Happy birthday. 

HANNAH
I can’t believe it. I can’t believe 
you’re here.  

Hannah unwraps the gift, takes out a silver charm bracelet. 

HANNAH (CONT’D)
It’s beautiful. It’s beautiful. 
Thank you.  

MIRIAM
Let me. 

Miriam takes the bracelet and fixes it to Hannah’s wrist.   

BENJAMIN (O.S.)
Hello. What’s this?

BENJAMIN (38), a plain, conservative looking man. The only 
person dressed in a shirt and tie. 

He eyes Miriam. 

HANNAH
Benjamin. This is my cousin, 
Miriam. 

BENJAMIN
(offers hand)

Pleased to meet you.

MIRIAM 
Hi.
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HANNAH
She flew in today for my birthday. 
Isn’t that great? And she got me 
this.   

Benjamin examines the bracelet.  

HANNAH (CONT’D)
Beautiful isn’t it?

BENJAMIN
It certainly is, yes.  

HANNAH
It’s been years since we last saw 
each other. How long has it been? 
Seven, eight years?

MIRIAM
Seven.

HANNAH
And how’s aunty? And Tommy. He must 
be so big now. How old is he? 

MIRIAM
Nineteen. 

HANNAH
Wow.

BENJAMIN
Well, I see you two girls have much 
to catch up on so I’ll leave you to 
it. 

He pecks Hannah on the mouth before parting. 

Miriam watches him head back to his guests. 

MIRIAM
And how old did you say he was 
again? 

Hannah giggles and links her arm through Miriam’s.

HANNAH
Come. 

EXT. HOUSE, BACK PATIO - MOMENTS LATER

They arrive at a drinks table. 

Hannah picks up two glasses of wine and hands one to Miriam.   
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HANNAH
Cheers.

MIRIAM
Cheers. 

HANNAH
So. I hear you went travelling 
after uni. Where did you go and 
what did you get up to? Did you 
meet anyone?

MIRIAM
I just bummed around. Nowhere 
exotic. But hey, look at you. And 
this house. What does he do?

HANNAH
Government intelligence.

MIRIAM
Ah. 

Miriam sips her wine, glances around. She sees Benjamin 
chatting with guests.  

HANNAH
And then his father went and 
snuffed it and left him everything, 
including this house. 

(giggles)
Who said death doesn’t have its 
benefits.

Miriam catches Benjamin staring over. 

INT. CAR (MOVING) - NIGHT

Unknown is driving along a coastal road. 

They pull up across the road from Hannah’s house. 

They wind down the window. Sees the motorcycle. 

EXT. HOUSE, BACK PATIO - NIGHT

HANNAH
Are you seeing anyone?

Miriam sips her wine. 

HANNAH (CONT’D)
Are we avoiding the question? 
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MIRIAM
No.  

HANNAH
What? No, you’re not avoiding the 
question or no, you’re not having 
sex? 

MIRIAM
Hannah-   

HANNAH
Well. Are you?

MIRIAM
No. No.  

HANNAH
What? You didn’t meet anyone on 
your travels-

Hannah stops when she sees a glorious looking man sneaking up 
behind Miriam.   

This is JAMIE (28). He is English. 

He slides an arm around Miriam’s waist and kisses her neck. 

Startled, she jumps. Shock flickers across her face then 
quickly vanishes behind a fake grin. 

MIRIAM
Oh. What are you doing here?

JAMIE
I told you I was coming but you 
didn’t wait.

MIRIAM
I left a note saying I wouldn’t be 
long.

JAMIE
Well. I’m here now. 

Hannah, amused, looks between them. Jamie turns to her and 
offers his hand. 

JAMIE (CONT’D)
Hi. Jamie. You must be...?

HANNAH
Hannah. Miriam’s cousin.

JAMIE
It’s good to meet you, Hannah. 

(beat)
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Anyway, I’m sorry to have to do 
this but I’m going to have to whisk 
my girlfriend away. 

HANNAH
Really. Oh... 

(at Miriam)
And now you have to go. So soon. We 
hardly spoke.

JAMIE
It’s just that something’s come up, 
so...

Benjamin appears, eyes locking on Jamie. 

BENJAMIN
Who’s this?

HANNAH
This is...Jamie.

(at Miriam)
The boyfriend.

JAMIE
(offers hand)

Hi.  

BENJAMIN
(shakes hand)

Pleased to meet you.

JAMIE
I was just saying that something’s 
come up and we’re going to have to 
leave.  

BENJAMIN
Is everything okay?

JAMIE
Just work stuff, that’s all. And so 
need to get back.

(to Miriam)
Ready? 

She nods, yes. 

BENJAMIN
Well, it was nice meeting you  
both. 

Jamie grabs Miriam’s hand. 

JAMIE
Likewise. 
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HANNAH
(gestures at Miriam)

Call me. 

Miriam nods, yes.

They watch Jamie lead Miriam away. 

BENJAMIN
(in Hebrew)

A long journey for such a brief 
trip. 

EXT. HOUSE, STREET - DAY

Miriam yanks her hand free. 

MIRIAM
What are you doing here? 

He opens the car door. 

JAMIE 
We need to get going. 

MIRIAM
I said, what are you doing here?  

JAMIE
Get in the car, Miriam. 

She stares at him for a beat then starts to head over to the 
motorcycle. 

He grabs her arm, pulling her back. 

JAMIE (CONT’D)
I said get in the damn car.   

He shoves her in. Slams the door. 

INT. SAFE HOUSE, KITCHEN - NIGHT

Raphael anxiously paces the floor when he hears the sound of 
the front door. 

JAMIE (O.S.)
Just calm the hell down.  

Miriam storms in.

MIRIAM
Where is he? Where the hell is he? 
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RAPHAEL
I don’t know. He just upped and 
left.

Jamie appears in the doorway.

MIRIAM
What do you mean he just upped and 
left?

RAPHAEL
Like I told Jamie. Michael was in
in the bathroom. I dosed off. I 
woke and found the place empty. 
Both of them gone. 

MIRIAM
How could you let this happen? 

RAPHAEL
Excuse me?

MIRIAM
You were meant to be looking after 
him. 

RAPHAEL
Don’t you dare put this on me. You 
were the one who left.   

MIRIAM
And you fucked up. You fucked up, 
Raphael.  

JAMIE
Guys, please-

RAPHAEL
You had your orders to stay here. 
But you didn’t. So, where the fuck 
were you, Miriam? 

She glares at him.

RAPHAEL (CONT’D)
Yeah. If anyone fucked up, it was 
you, okay. It was you- 

She punches him in the face. He stumbles back crashing into a 
chair. 

Jamie grabs her. She kicks out, enraged, as he hauls her from 
the room. 
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Raphael KICKS the chair.   

INT. SAFE HOUSE, HALLWAY - NIGHT

Jamie slams Miriam against the wall. 

MIRIAM
Let me go.

JAMIE
Not happening. 

MIRIAM
Let me go. 

JAMIE
Not until you calm down. 

She tries to fight him off but he has her pinned. 

JAMIE (CONT’D)
I said calm the hell down. 

They glare at each other. 

JAMIE (CONT’D)
I want you to listen to me.

She looks away. 

JAMIE (CONT’D)
Look at me. Look at me.   

She does. 

JAMIE (CONT’D)
You weren’t permitted to leave here 
tonight. But you did and you made 
contact with someone outside.

MIRIAM
Hannah’s my family. 

JAMIE
I don’t give a fuck who she is. You 
needed to stay here. But right now 
what I need is for you to rein 
yourself in. Can you do that? 

She looks away. 

JAMIE (CONT’D)
Miriam.
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RAPHAEL (O.S.)
Who knows who she spoke to after 
she left here. 

JAMIE
Not now, Raff. 

RAPHAEL
Remember. She’s not one of us. 

JAMIE
(yells)

I said not the fuck now.

Miriam pushes herself free and charges out. 

EXT. STREET, SAFE HOUSE - NIGHT

Miriam paces up and down. Angrily wipes her tears. 

Jamie appears at the door.

JAMIE
Hey.

She ignores him.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Michael rounds the corner, speaking on his mobile phone. In 
the distance, he sees two people standing on the pavement 
outside the Safe House. 

Further along the street, he sees the lights of a parked 
car...FLICK on. 

EXT. STREET, SAFE HOUSE - NIGHT

Miriam paces. Jamie watches. 

MIRIAM
(to herself)

I can’t do this anymore. I can’t. I 
just can’t.

JAMIE
Come back inside and we’ll talk, 
okay?   

He sees a car slowly approaching from a distance. Too slowly. 
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MIRIAM
I just need to go.

JAMIE
(on car)

Miriam. We need to get back inside.  

INT. CAR (CRUISING) - NIGHT

As the driver makes their way along the street, a silencer 
gun appears at their window. 

INT. STREET, SAFE HOUSE - NIGHT

Jamie sees Michael running towards them, yelling...

MICHAEL 
Get back inside.  

Jamie dives for Miriam grabbing her just as...

A bullet hits her shoulder.  

Another bullet hits her in the chest. Jamie catches her. 
Shouts.

JAMIE
Nooohhh...

Another bullet smashes into her thigh. 

Michael, running at pace, whips out his gun, fires at the now 
speeding car. 

Jamie tries to gather Miriam up in his arms but stumbles and   
falls. 

Michael tears after the car. He stops. Takes aim. Shoots.  

The car slows. Michael tears after it. 

He leaps onto the boot, onto the roof, empties a bullet into 
it and leaps off again. 

The car finally stops.

INT. CAR - NIGHT 

Through her window, the female driver (28), holds Michael’s 
gaze. Blood oozes from her shoulder. 

He steps closer. Calm. Cold. 
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She stares at him.

A long silent beat. Then...

A bullet smashes through the window and hits her in the 
chest. Another in her head. 

EXT. STREET, SAFE HOUSE - NIGHT

Jamie sits on the ground cradling Miriam.

JAMIE
We’re going to get you out of here. 
You’re gonna be okay. We’re going 
to get you out.   

He scrambles for his mobile phone. Miriam’s eyes start to 
close. 

JAMIE (CONT’D)
Miriam. No. No. Stay awake. Stay 
with us. 

Michael arrives. Face deadpan.

MICHAEL
We have to go. 

JAMIE
Miriam. Stay with me okay? Oh god. 

He urgently punches numbers on his phone. 

MICHAEL
Jamie-

JAMIE
We’re not leaving her. 

MICHAEL
We can’t stay here. 

JAMIE
(shouts)

Then go. Go.   

Michael crouches down beside Miriam. And in a calm, matter of 
fact voice...    

MICHAEL
Miriam. I want you to hear what I’m 
about to say to you. 
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You will die if we take you with us 
and you will die if we don’t. Do 
you understand what I’m saying?   

Jamie, with his phone at his ear. 

JAMIE
No. No. We’re not leaving her. 

MICHAEL
Miriam. Nod your head if you 
understand.

She manages a slight nod.

Michael stands. 

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Good. Now we go.

Raphael appears in the doorway, sees the carnage and stops 
dead in his tracks.   

A light turns on from one of the apartments across the 
street.

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

An elderly man shuffles over to the window. He peeks through 
his curtains and sees...

EXT. STREET, SAFE HOUSE - NIGHT

...Michael pointing his gun at Miriam. 

Raphael rushes forward, placing himself in front of her.  

MICHAEL
Get out of my way.

RAPHAEL
We’re not doing this.

MICHAEL
We leave her here. 

RAPHAEL
I said, we’re not doing this. 

MICHAEL
We leave her here or I will shoot.
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RAPHAEL
Go ahead. Starting with me. 

INT. LOUNGE - NIGHT

An elegantly designed English country mansion. 

RUTH CAULSTON (55), British, a silver-haired woman with the 
poise and beauty of an ageing ballerina is curled up on the 
sofa, reading a novel. 

A King Charles Spaniel is snuggled at her feet. 

The telephone rings. The dog leaps up, barking. 

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

RUTH
(into phone)

Ruth Caulston. 

She listens to what the caller says with growing unease then 
calmly cradles the phone. 

She places a hand to her chest...and exhales.  

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

A regular house in a regular American street.

Seated in front of a television watching a ball game is 
SEYMOUR WASHINGTON. An African American (60) with the face 
and demeanor of everybody’s favorite uncle.  

His wife, MARTHA, of similar age and personality, enters 
carrying a large bowl of popcorn. 

The house phone rings from another part of the house. 

MARTHA
I’ll get it. 

Seymour picks up the popcorn, eyes intent on the ball game.  

MARTHA (O.S.) (CONT’D)
(calls)

Honey, it’s for you. 

SEYMOUR
Okay.  

He starts to leave with one eye still on the TV.
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INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Martha hands him the receiver from the wall phone. 

She doesn’t move. 

SEYMOUR
I’ll be right behind you, dear. 

He waits until his wife has gone then...

SEYMOUR (CONT’D)
(into phone)

Hello?

He listens to the caller with a growing unease then cradles 
the phone, whispers...

SEYMOUR (CONT’D)
God help us.   

MARTHA (O.S.)
Is everything okay?

He looks at her. Blank. 

EXT. STREET, SAFE HOUSE - NIGHT

RAPHAEL
If you do this Michael, then it 
will be the one thing you will 
never be allowed to forget. It’ll 
be the first thing you wake up to 
in the morning and the last thing 
you’ll think about at night.     

Michael frowns, mulling over his words.

RAPHAEL (CONT’D)
But we can do something else.  

Michael is unsure. 

RAPHAEL (CONT’D)
There is another way. 

MICHAEL
What?

INT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

The doors burst open and Raphael hurries in, carrying Miriam. 
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RAPHAEL
(English)

My wife. Please help her.

Medical staff jump to attention. 

INT. CAR (MOVING) - NIGHT

Michael is at the wheel. Jamie sits beside him. 

MICHAEL
They followed Raphael. 

Silence.

Michael looks at him. 

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
I said, they followed Raphael. 

JAMIE
How? How do you know that?

MICHAEL
Similar to how you tracked Miriam. 

Jamie looks at him. 

JAMIE
With his cell phone?

MICHAEL  
No. 

INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Raphael waits anxiously outside the resuscitation room. 

A uniformed police officer stands at a respectful distance.  

There is a sudden urgent shift in activity among the medical 
staff. 

RAPHAEL
What’s happening?

Raphael bursts into the room. 

CPR is being performed on Miriam. 

A flatline sounds on the monitor.  
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EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Michael’s car pulls up across the street from Hannah’s house.  
The guests have gone home, the street is quiet, the house is 
in darkness.  

Jamie jumps out and goes over to the empty space where Miriam 
had parked the motorcycle earlier.

Michael joins him. 

JAMIE
It was here. She parked it here. 

Michael scans the street.

INT. HOSPITAL, RESUSCITATION ROOM - NIGHT

Raphael holds his hands in prayer at his mouth.

The room is hauntingly quiet as the monitor sounds a 
deafening flatline.   

Concerned faces all around as a female doctor performs CPR. 

Close on Miriam’s face moving in time with each heart 
compression.  

Moments later, her movement ceases. The flatline continues 
into...

BLACK SCREEN

CAPTION: ENGLAND, FIVE YEARS EARLIER

INT. FAMILY HOME - DAY

A mobile phone alarm sounds. 

Miriam (18) lies in bed staring fixedly at the ceiling. 

She hits the alarm clock. It stops. Then opens the drawer on 
her bedside table and takes out an envelope. She pulls out 
the letter and reads...

MIRIAM
“Dear Miss Fisher, I write to 
congratulate you on your selection 
to our university...”

She sighs and holds the letter lovingly to her breast. 
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From downstairs her MOTHER calls...

MOTHER (O.S.)
Miriam? Tommy? Breakfast.

She grins. Then giggles. And cycles her legs excitedly in the 
air sending bed clothes in all directions.

MOTHER (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Breakfast, people.

Miriam sits bolt upright. She glances over at the window. 
Smiles broadly. It’s a brand new day.

INT. FAMILY HOME, KITCHEN - DAY

Miriam’s mother (44) an ageing hippy type, stands at the 
stove filling plates from a frying pan.

TOMMY (14), a pale kid wearing headphones, enters and slumps 
down in front of his breakfast.    

MOTHER
Where’s Miriam?

He shrugs. Doesn’t know. 

MOTHER (CONT’D)
God only knows what she’s getting 
herself into. Two of them and one 
of her. 

Miriam enters...

MIRIAM 
And I said I’ll be fine.  

...and sits at the table 

MOTHER
I’d feel comfortable if there was 
another girl living there. Tommy, 
do you have to wear that thing at 
the breakfast table?

He doesn’t hear. 

MOTHER (CONT’D)
(loud)

Tommy. 

He lifts a headphone.
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MOTHER (CONT’D)
At least try and be present. It’s 
your sister’s last day. 

He grunts and returns to his music. 

MOTHER (CONT’D)
(to Miriam)

You make sure there’s some sort of 
cleaning rota in place.

MIRIAM
I will.  

MOTHER
And that you don’t end up doing all 
the cooking.  

MIRIAM
I won’t.  

MOTHER
Good.

(beat)
How old did you say these boys were 
again?

INT.\EXT. FAMILY HOME, HALLWAY - DAY

A taxi is parked out front. 

The driver approaches the house and picks up another of 
Miriam’s bags.   

MOTHER
So this is it.

MIRIAM
I’m just a few hours and a 
telephone call away.

Miriam’s mother hugs and kisses her. 

MOTHER
I’m so proud of you.  

Tommy appears in the background, but remains at a distance.  

MOTHER (CONT’D)
Come and give your sister a hug. 

TOMMY
No, you’re alright.  

MOTHER
Tommy. 
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He slouches over, offers his cheek. Miriam kisses him. He 
squirms free.  

MIRIAM
I better go. 

MOTHER
Yep. 

The women stare at each other, unable to move. 

MIRIAM
Okay.

MOTHER
Okay.

She follows Miriam out into...

EXT. STREET - DAY

MOTHER
And remember. This isn’t school. 
This is the start of a new phase. 
You’ll be with people who don’t 
consider learning a handicap. And 
they’ll like you for who you are.  

Miriam climbs into the taxi. She opens the window, reaches 
out. 

Her mother takes her hand and kisses it.

MIRIAM
I’ll call when I arrive.  

Her mother wipes away a tear.   

MOTHER
Okay. Go. You don’t want to miss 
the train.   

The driver guns the engine. 

The women blow kisses at each other. 

INT. TAXI - (MOVING) DAY

As the car pulls off, Miriam watches her mother’s 
disappearing figure. Tommy is now standing by her side. 

The car turns into another street. 
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A group of girls in their late teens loiter on the corner.

Miriam catches the eye of an over-made up, hard-faced girl, 
KEELY JAMESON. She gives Miriam the middle finger.   

Miriam shrinks in her seat.

INT. TRAIN (STATIONARY) - DAY

Miriam unloads magazines on the table, stores her bag 
overhead and sits. 

A guard blows the whistle. 

Miriam watches the window as the train starts to pull out.  

EXT. STREET - DAY

Miriam stares up at the four-story house. Its facade painted 
white, the front yard sprinkled with flower beds. Seagulls 
fly overhead. 

Her mobile sounds. She checks the Caller’s ID: MUM. She is 
about to receive the call when... 

MAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
Hello there. 

She pockets the mobile and sees a tall, sun bleached man 
approaching. He is wearing nothing but a pair of knee-high 
khaki shorts.   

As he approaches we recognise him to be the PRISONER. His 
hair is longer, which he wears tied back, and he sports a 
light beard. 

He offers his hand. 

SANTIAGO
Hi, I’m Santiago. 

She holds her breath and blushes. 

SANTIAGO (CONT’D)
Miriam, right?

She shakes his hand.

MIRIAM
Hello.

He picks up her hold-all, swinging it across his shoulders, 
and takes her other bag.  
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SANTIAGO
How was your journey down?  

She follows him to the house.  

MIRIAM
Fine. Thank you.    

INT. HOUSE, HALLWAY - DAY

Miriam takes in the elegance of the house with its Edwardian 
colours, high ceilings and polished oak flooring. 

SANTIAGO
You’re right at the very top I’m 
afraid.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

The door opens and Santiago shows Miriam in. 

She quietly gasps as she takes in the freshly painted room in 
varying shades of girly pink. 

SANTIAGO
There’s a toilet and shower cubicle 
on this floor. The bathroom is on 
the next floor down. 

She eyes the laptop on a small table at the window.  

SANTIAGO (CONT’D)
A welcome gift for you. 

MIRIAM
(surprised)

For me? Seriously? I can’t accept 
this.

SANTIAGO
Of course you can. Now. I’ll leave 
you to get settled in.

Perplexed, Miriam can’t believe the gift. 

SANTIAGO (CONT’D)
I need to pop out. Can I get you 
anything?

MIRIAM
No. Thank you. 

He turns to leave...
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MIRIAM (CONT’D)
Oh yes. The rent. There was no 
mention of it when we spoke on the 
phone. 

SANTIAGO
It’s okay. There’s no rent. 

MIRIAM
Excuse me? 

He leaves.

She hurries over to the laptop and fires it up. 

She finds her Facebook page and types: I DIED TODAY AND WOKE 
UP IN HEAVEN. SQUEAL. 

INT. HOUSE, BATHROOM - DAY

Miriam takes in the stylish bathroom with its Victorian bath 
sitting in the middle.   

She grins in delight.

MOMENTS LATER

Miriam sinks into the bubble bath. She submerges herself 
until the water covers her face. 

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

A large showroom piece with a breakfast bar. A conservatory 
overlooks a sprawling garden.      

Santiago, now wearing a t-shirt, is at the stove tending to a 
large pot of soup.

Behind him on the wall is a small plasma TV screen. A woman, 
being interviewed, begins to weep. 

WOMAN (V.O.)
I’m sorry. I’m sorry.

REPORTER’S VOICE (V.O.) 
Take your time. 

WOMAN (V.O.)
These cowards. These animals. They 
bullied my son to his grave. Can 
somebody please tell me why? 
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Why would they do that to a young 
boy? I just want to know why.

Miriam enters. 

Santiago picks up the remote and snaps the TV off.

SANTIAGO
Hello there.  

MIRIAM
I decided to have a bath if that’s 
okay. 

SANTIAGO
Of course. Can I make you something 
to drink? We have coffee as well as 
various shades of tea.

MIRIAM
I’ll have a tea please.

She sits with her mobile phone at the breakfast bar.

SANTIAGO
Did you call your family to let 
them know you’ve arrived?

MIRIAM
Yes. I called my mother. 

She watches as he sets about making the tea. 

MIRIAM (CONT’D)
It’s really nice here.  

SANTIAGO
Thank you.  

MIRIAM
I love the bath.

SANTIAGO
Do you take sugar, Miriam?

MIRIAM
No. Thank you.

She looks back at the conservatory and the garden.

MIRIAM (CONT’D)
Do you own this place?

SANTIAGO
Yes I do. You didn’t say what 
colour.
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MIRIAM
Excuse me?

SANTIAGO
Your tea. 

MIRIAM
Oh. Normal. Thank you. 

He takes an old-fashioned China teapot from the cupboard and 
two matching tea cups.  

SANTIAGO
So, Miriam. You’re reading history. 
Any particular period.

MIRIAM
Russian. Late nineteenth to early 
twentieth century.  

SANTIAGO
And you’re studying Hebrew?

MIRIAM
Yes. I have a cousin who moved to 
Israel to live with her father and 
step-mother. She’s the same age as 
me. Our grandmother taught us 
Hebrew when we were kids. 

SANTIAGO
You must speak it well. 

MIRIAM
(giggles)

My mother says it’s not as bad as 
my English. She’s joking. 

From a cupboard he takes out a packet of loose tea and a 
strainer.  

MIRIAM (CONT’D)
Are you Spanish? Sorry, it’s just 
that your name sounds Spanish. 

SANTIAGO
No. But apparently my parents were.

She looks at him, confused. 

He pulls out a tray from the oven with a loaf of freshly 
baked bread.   
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MIRIAM
Wow. Did you make that? It smells 
wonderful. 

SANTIAGO
Your grandmother taught you Hebrew. 
My carers taught me how to bake 
bread. 

Her mobile sounds. She reads the text, gasps and drops the 
phone. 

SANTIAGO (CONT’D)
Is everything okay?

She leaps up and hurries from the room.  

Santiago picks up her phone. The text message reads: 

SINCE WHEN DID THEY LET CUNTS IN HEAVEN?

INT. MIRIAM’S ROOM - DAY

Miriam rushes in, slams the door and throws herself on the 
bed.  

Moments later there’s a knock on the door. 

SANTIAGO (O.S.)
Miriam?

She hides her face in the bedclothes. 

SANTIAGO (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Do you want to talk about it?

After a long silence, she hears his retreating footsteps.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Santiago enters. He picks up the remote and snaps on the TV. 

INT. MIRIAM’S ROOM - NIGHT

Miriam stirs and wakens from her sleep.

She slips on her sandals and heads for the door. She steps 
out and sees...
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INT. LANDING - NIGHT

Santiago sitting on the floor by her room door with his eyes 
closed, seemingly asleep.  

She watches him for a beat then gently touches his shoulder. 

He opens his eyes.   

MIRIAM
Hi. 

SANTIAGO
Hungry?

She nods yes. He stands.

SANTIAGO (CONT’D)
Good. So am I. 

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

MICHAEL (20), his hair tied in a bun and wearing spectacles, 
sits at the breakfast bar. 

He drinks his soup, chomps on bread, his gaze intent on 
Miriam’s mobile phone.   

Santiago enters with Miriam. He snatches up the phone, 
deletes the offending message and hands it back to her. 

SANTIAGO
Miriam meet Michael. Michael this 
is Miriam.

Micheal regards her suspiciously for a beat then... 

MICHAEL
Hi.

MIRIAM
Hello. 

He returns to his soup.

SANTIAGO
Miriam, take a seat. I’ll get you 
some soup and some of that bread 
from earlier?

MIRIAM
Thank you.  

She sits.
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MIRIAM (CONT’D)
The house is really lovely. 

MICHAEL
Why would anyone call you a cunt?

SANTIAGO
Michael.

Michael picks up his bowl, carries it to the sink. 

MICHAEL
I’m going out. 

SANTIAGO
I thought perhaps you could stay in 
tonight. Get to know Miriam.   

MICHAEL
Will she be living with us?

SANTIAGO
Of course. 

MICHAEL
Then I’ll have time to get to know 
her. 

Michael leaves the room. 

Santiago watches the door. 

Seconds later, Michael returns. 

MICHEAL
It’s good to meet you, Miriam. 

MIRIAM
And it’s nice to meet you too, 
Michael.

He leaves. 

INT. MIRIAM’S ROOM - DAY

Miriam shrugs on her jacket and picks up her bags. 

She eyes the laptop. Hesitates. Then goes to it. She is about 
to open it when something outside catches her attention.  

A black cat on the other side of the road. 

Miriam raps on the window. It doesn’t move. Miriam watches. 

It dashes into the road just as...
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A black car speeds by, running over it. 

Miriam gasps. 

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Santiago is stuffing books into a satchel.

Michael sits at the breakfast bar eating toast and watching 
TV. 

SANTIAGO
It’s the first day of term. 

Michael takes another bite of his toast. 

SANTIAGO (CONT’D)
Michael. 

MICHAEL
After running, I’ll have a shower 
then go to class. 

SANTIAGO
Won’t you be late?

MICHAEL
No.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Miriam dashes down the stairs and throws open the front door. 

EXT. HOUSE, STREET - DAY

Miriam bursts out of the house. She sees the injured cat 
dragging itself over to the kerb... 

MIRIAM 
Oh god.

...and dashes over to it. 

A tiny bell hangs from the cat’s collar as it lays twitching; 
a paw raised, waiting for death. 

Miriam gently gathers it up in her arms.  

MIRIAM (CONT’D)
Oh, poor you.  

Santiago appears at the door. 
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SANTIAGO 
What happened?

MIRIAM
A car ran over it. 

He jogs over to her.

SANTIAGO
Here. Let me take it. 

She passes him the lifeless cat. 

MIRIAM
(shudders)

I saw it happen. The car didn’t 
even stop.

SANTIAGO
It’s okay.  

MIRIAM
Do you know who it belonged to?

SANTIAGO
No.

MIRIAM
Do you think it lives nearby?

He fingers the cat’s bell. 

SANTIAGO
You better get going or you’ll be 
late for your class. 

MIRIAM
I can stay with you.

SANTIAGO
No. You go. 

INT. HOUSE, HALLWAY - DAY

Michael approaches from the kitchen. 

MIRIAM
Something awful just happened. 
A cat got run over.   

MICHAEL
(deadpan)

Is it dead?
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MIRIAM
I think so, yes. Yes it is. 

MICHAEL
Where’s Santiago?

MIRIAM
Outside. He has the cat.

MICHAEL
Oh.

He turns away and disappears up the stairs. 

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

Santiago stands in the front garden, cradling the cat. 

A moment later, the cat stirs in his arms. It squirms and 
leaps down. It stares up at him for a curious beat then 
scoots off. 

Miriam stands frozen in the doorway. Watching.

MIRIAM
It was dead.  

SANTIAGO
No. It wasn’t. It was merely 
stunned, that’s all.     

MIRIAM
No. No, it was dead. I...I saw it.

SANTIAGO
Miriam. You should go. You don’t 
want to be late for morning 
registration.  

INT. UNIVERSITY, CORRIDOR - DAY

It’s the start of the new term. The place is charged with 
excitement and anxiety.  

Miriam is trying to see over the heads of students checking 
the board for their classrooms.

Finally, she gets a break and squeezes into a space. 
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INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

The teacher, MR RIDER (50), is handing out forms to each of 
the students when Miriam enters.  

MR RIDER
(sarcastic)

Oh. We have a late comer. Good 
afternoon. 

MIRIAM 
Morning. Sorry I’m late. 

He thrusts papers at her.

MR RIDER
Find somewhere to sit. Anywhere but 
the floor. 

She finds a desk at the back beside a plump, red-haired girl, 
CAMERON (18). 

CAMERON
Hi. 

MIRIAM
Hi.

MR RIDER
Remember. Name. Address. Date of 
Birth. And everything else the form 
prompts you to disclose.

Miriam searches her bag for a pen. She can’t find one.  

The teacher watches. Knowingly.  

Cameron hands her a pen. 

MIRIAM
Thanks. 

INT. HOUSE, LANDING - DAY

Michael opens the door to... 

INT. MIRIAM’S ROOM - DAY

He goes directly over to Miriam’s laptop and fires it up. He 
finds her Facebook page and reads: 

I DIED TODAY AND WOKE UP IN HEAVEN. SQUEAL
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INT. UNIVERSITY, CANTEEN - DAY

Miriam and Cameron carry their trays over to a table. 

While Miriam settles for a bowl of soup and a roll, Cameron’s 
tray is filled with fish and chips, a dessert, crisps, and a 
Diet Coke. 

CAMERON
I mean, seriously. He speaks to us 
as if we were eight not eighteen.  
I so don’t like him already. Proof 
enough, I can’t even remember his 
name.

MIRIAM
Mr. Rider.

CAMERON
Whatever. Maybe we could transfer 
to another teacher.

MIRIAM
Actually, I don’t mind him. 

CAMERON
We could ask at the office during 
the next break but they’ll probably 
tell us to wait until half-term. 

EXT. UNIVERSITY, FORECOURT - DAY

Michael is sending a text on his mobile phone.  

CAPTION: BOSTON, AMERICA

INT. RAPHAEL’S BEDROOM - DAY 

RAPHAEL (20) lies in bed with his arm draped over a naked 
girl of similar age.  

His mobile phone sounds a text from the night stand. He picks 
it up.  

The text reads: DO SOMETHING FOR ME.  

RAPHAEL
(groans)

Fuck, Michael. Now what?
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INT. UNIVERSITY, CANTEEN - DAY

CAMERON
I was going to study French then 
remembered how bad I was at it in 
school. And settled for history 
instead. Quick. Teacher or student? 

MIRIAM
Excuse me?

Cameron gestures over at an Oriental man.

MIRIAM (CONT’D)
I wouldn’t have a clue. 

CAMERON
Me neither. It’s always hard to 
tell the age with those people.

Miriam is stunned. Unbelievable.

CAMERON (CONT’D)
What about him?

EXT. UNIVERSITY, FORECOURT - DAY

Michael, propped up against a wall, reads the text message on 
his phone:  WE’RE DOING THIS WHY EXACTLY?

He types a reply. 

INT. RAPHAEL’S BEDROOM - DAY

Raphael sits bolt upright, grinning. 

RAPHAEL
No shit.   

Thumbs working speedily on his mobile phone, he replies:  NO 
SHIT. WHAT’S HER NAME? 

EXT. UNIVERSITY, FORECOURT - DAY

Michael is about to reply to Raphael’s text when...

WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
Mr. Dreyfus.  

A middle-aged WOMAN approaches. 

WOMAN
Is everything alright, we were 
expecting you this morning. 
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MICHAEL
I was running- 

WOMAN
Late. I know. You were missed at 
this morning’s meet and greet for 
the first year pupils. 

She holds his gaze. Nothing. Blank. Empty. 

WOMAN (CONT’D)
(unnerved)

Well. I must be off then.   

He watches her scurry away and returns to his phone. 

INT. RAPHAEL’S BEDROOM - DAY

Raphael reads the text: JUST DO IT RAPHAEL. 

He climbs out of bed. The girl beside him stirs. He kisses 
her shoulder.

GIRL
Where are you going?

RAPHAEL
School. 

GIRL
Oh.

She rolls over and settles back into sleep. 

CAPTION: MASSACHUSETTS INSTITUTE OF TECHNOLOGY

INT. FOYER - DAY

Raphael enters carrying a backpack. He sees a security guard. 

RAPHAEL
Hi. 

The security guard eyes him.

INT. LIBRARY - DAY

Raphael settles down in front of a computer.   

From his backpack he takes out his breakfast: a soda and 
burger. 
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And fires up the computer.   

RAPHAEL
You so owe me, cuz. 

He hears a noise from the far corner of the room.   

A cleaner.  

INT. UNIVERSITY, CANTEEN - DAY

Miriam and Cameron follow the journey of a small, pimply kid 
with fear in his eyes.

MIRIAM
A student.

CAMERON
Obviously. 

Miriam pushes her plate to one side and reaches inside her 
bag.

CAMERON (CONT’D)
Oh. My. God. He has so got to be a 
student. 

She follows Cameron’s gaze over to...

SANTIAGO.

Accompanied by a middle-aged MALE COLLEAGUE and a glamorous 
blond, MADISON (30). 

She watches them as they head over to a table. 

EXT. UNIVERSITY, FORECOURT - DAY

A text message sounds on Michael’s phone.  

He reads: 95 PARKVIEW HOUSE, N17. WHO IS SHE?   

He bags the phone and heads for the building. 

INT. UNIVERSITY, CANTEEN - DAY

Madison’s pencil flicks across her note pad, eyes intent on 
Santiago.
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MALE COLLEAGUE
There is no other university with 
an astrophysics department to 
compare. Thanks to Santiago we have 
produced some of the finest 
graduates in the country. 

MADISON
(at Santiago)

I understand you’ve written a paper 
for a well known science magazine. 

MALE COLLEAGUE
Yes he has. Did I tell you Santiago 
used to be a student here?

MADISON
Yes. Twice. And I’ll remember to 
quote that in the article. 

(to Santiago)
Are you aware that your paper is 
being quoted by some of the finest 
brains in Europe? As well as in 
America?  

SANTIAGO
It’s no big deal.   

MADISON
Your views are pretty far-reaching. 
Some might even say out of this 
world. Literally. And I understand 
even the church is now introducing 
itself into the argument.

MIRIAM’S TABLE

Miriam’s attention remains intent on Santiago. 

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

The room is empty. 

Michael gazes around, unsure where to sit. 

He sees a brain-splitting mathematical formula written up on 
the board. He studies it for a moment then writes down the 
solution. 

He finds a desk by the window and sits. Waits.  
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INT. UNIVERSITY, CANTEEN - DAY

Cameron gets up from the table. 

CAMERON
Right. Better be off. See you 
tomorrow? 

Miriam’s attention remains on...

SANTIAGO’S TABLE

MADISON
You acquired two degrees by the 
time you were nineteen. The third 
at twenty-one. Started your 
teaching career at the age of 
twenty-two. You’re now twenty-five. 
Anything else I need to know?

She hands him a business card. 

MADISON (CONT’D)
I’d love to hear more about your 
brilliance.

SANTIAGO
I’m just a teacher with a passion 
for learning.  

MADISON
(smiles)

Can I quote that? 

Santiago checks his watch and stands.  

MADISON (CONT’D)
Perhaps I could buy you dinner?  

SANTIAGO
(offers hand)

It was nice speaking with you, 
Madison.

She stands, takes his hand. 

MADISON
Call me. I’d like that. 

INT. UNIVERSITY, CORRIDOR - DAY

The corridor is empty.  Miriam peeks through the window of a 
classroom. The students have their heads down, hard at work.

She passes another classroom. Looks in.    
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FEMALE TEACHER (O.S.)
Excuse me, can I help you? 

Miriam sees the woman approaching. 

FEMALE TEACHER (CONT’D)
Are you lost, can I help?

MIRIAM
No. I was just-    

FEMALE TEACHER
Is it your first day?

MIRIAM
Yes it is. 

FEMALE TEACHER
Well, if you lose your bearings 
just follow the signs. 

INT. UNIVERSITY, CORRIDOR - DAY

Miriam peeks through classroom windows as she heads along 
another corridor.  

She stops when she sees...

Santiago, seated cross-legged on his desk. 

SANTIAGO 
(to class)

So can anyone give me an example of 
a connection? 

(points)
Yes?

STUDENT VOICE 1
Biological. 

SANTIAGO
Excellent. We are connected to each 
other biologically. How else? 

(points)
Yes? 

STUDENT VOICE 2 
Chemically?  

SANTIAGO
Yes we are. In what way? 
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STUDENT VOICE 2
To the earth? 

SANTIAGO
Absolutely. Surprising when you 
consider how much we try to destroy 
the very thing that is a part of 
us. Can anyone give me another 
example?

Silence. 

SANTIAGO (CONT’D)
Anyone?

MIRIAM
(whispers)

Atomically.

SANTIAGO
We are connected atomically to the 
universe. Despite this we strive to 
create the illusion of complete 
separation. But how can we be 
separated from the very thing that 
created us? 

Behind her she hears somebody clearing their throat. She 
wheels round to see the same female teacher from earlier. 

FEMALE TEACHER
Missed your turning? 

MIRIAM
I was just leaving.

INT. MIRIAM’S ROOM - DAY

Miriam Skypes with her mother on the laptop. 

MOTHER (V.O.)
You’re living with a bloke who 
isn’t charging you rent. Should I 
be more worried than what I already 
am? I’ll talk to him.  

MIRIAM
What? No. It’s okay. Leave it. 
Anyway, I think he’s rich.

MOTHER (V.O.)
Even rich people charge. It’s how 
they get richer. 

(beat)
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Look, are you sure you don’t want 
me to talk with him?

MIRIAM
Yes. I’m sure. Now, let me tell you 
about what happened this morning 
with the cat.

She hears the floorboards creak outside. 

MIRIAM (CONT’D)
Hang on a sec.

MOTHER (V.O.)
Miriam?

MIRIAM
Hang on. 

Miriam opens the door. Nobody. She steps out onto the...

LANDING

She peers over the bannister. Silence. She returns to...

BEDROOM

Sits at her laptop.  

MOTHER (V.O.)
Sweetheart, I really should be 
going. I’m meeting up with some of 
the girls. As well as Tommy going 
spare if he catches me in his room. 

MIRIAM
I noticed my computer had found a 
new home. 

MOTHER (V.O.)
We’ll speak again tomorrow.   

MIRIAM
Okay.

MOTHER (V.O.)
Love you.  

MIRIAM
Love you back.

They blow kisses at each other.  
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EXT. HOUSE, STREET - NIGHT

As he approaches the house, Santiago sees that it is in 
darkness. 

He gazes up at Miriam’s bedroom window. The lights are on.  

INT. MIRIAM’S ROOM - NIGHT 

Miriam is asleep. A book lays open beside her. 

She is having a bad dream from which we hear a...

GUNSHOT.

She groans in her sleep. A beat later... 

GUNSHOT. 

She wakes, startled.  

INT. LANDING - NIGHT

Miriam emerges from her room. The house is pitch. She 
switches on the light then starts to make her way downstairs. 

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Miriam sees flickering light coming from the darkened 
kitchen. 

As she approaches, she sees candlelight. Heaps of them dotted 
about the room. 

Santiago is seated at the table with his eyes closed as if in 
deep meditation. His hair loosened, he appears Christ-like. 

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Michael heads along an urban street with rows of terraced 
houses.  

He passes a group of youths, smoking and laughing. They stare 
after him, threateningly.  

Michael stops. He pulls his cap low and goes back to them.   

MICHAEL
Do you know a Keely Jameson?

The hardest looking YOUTH steps forward. 
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He spits on the ground and looks Michael up and down, eyeing 
his expensive watch, his designer trackies.  

YOUTH
Who wants to know?

MICHAEL
Every guy in my rugby club already 
does. Me? I’m just the dumb fuck 
who didn’t have a clue so...

The Youth offers a crooked grin and points over at a high 
rise council block.   

Michael crosses the street. He arrives at the building. Sees 
its name: PARKVIEW HOUSE

INT. HOUSE, KITCHEN - NIGHT

Santiago opens his eyes. He sees Miriam and gestures for her 
to come in. 

MIRIAM
Sorry, I didn’t want to disturb 
you. 

SANTIAGO
It’s quite alright.    

There is a seriousness in his face as he watches her sit at 
the table.  

MIRIAM
Is it okay if I join you?

SANTIAGO
There is no need to ask me that. 
Have you eaten?

MIRIAM
Yes. I had an apple and a bag of 
crisps.

SANTIAGO
That’s not eating, Miriam. That’s 
being reckless with your health. 
I’ll make you an omelette. 

He heads over to the fridge and takes out a box of eggs.

MIRIAM
You know, you don’t need to keep 
cooking for me.   
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SANTIAGO
Do you have a problem with me 
making an omelette? 

MIRIAM
I didn’t say I had a problem with 
you making an omelette, Santiago. 
You just don’t need to keep cooking 
for me all the time. I can cook. 

He cracks eggs into a bowl.    

SANTIAGO
You see the package on the counter 
there?

She does. 

SANTIAGO (CONT’D)
Open it.  

EXT. FLATS, STAIRWELL - NIGHT

Michael takes the steps two at a time. He reaches the eighth 
floor without breaking stride. 

He makes his way along the balcony until he finds flat number 
95.  

INT. HOUSE, KITCHEN - NIGHT

Santiago is making an omelette as Miriam examines her new 
Smartphone. 

MIRIAM
I’m sorry but I can’t accept this. 
I don’t mean to sound ungrateful 
but you’ve already given me a 
laptop. And besides, I already have 
a phone. 

EXT. KEELY’S FLAT - NIGHT

Michael stands outside the flat. Waiting. 

He takes Miriam’s phone from his pocket, removes the SIM card 
and pockets it. Then hurls the phone over the balcony.  

A light comes on in the flat. 

The door opens. Keely appears, working her chewing gum. 
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KEELY
What?

MICHAEL
Keely Jameson?

KEELY
Yeah. Who are you?

Micheal barges in. The door slams in her face.  

INT. KEELY’S FLAT - NIGHT

Michael quietly closes the door.

Keely scrambles up, screaming, her mouth bloodied.  

He shoves her against the wall, muffling her screams with his 
hand and in a calm, matter of fact voice... 

MICHAEL
You sent an offensive text message 
to a friend of mine. Nod your head 
if that is correct.

She stares at him, eyes wide with fright. 

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
In response to a message she put up 
on her Facebook page a couple of 
days ago.

She shakes her head. No. 

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Are you calling me a liar? 

INT. HOUSE, KITCHEN - NIGHT

Santiago places an omelette in front of Miriam and sits with 
his.

SANTIAGO
Why exactly? 

MIRIAM
Because it’s weird?

SANTIAGO
Buying a new phone is weird.
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MIRIAM
No. You buying me a laptop and a 
new phone is weird. And why am I 
not allowed to pay rent?

SANTIAGO
I’m not banning you from paying 
rent, Miriam.

MIRIAM
And you didn’t tell me you were a 
teacher. 

SANTIAGO
You didn’t ask. 

INT. KEELY’S FLAT - NIGHT

MICHAEL
You will not attempt to contact my 
friend again.

Keely nods her head in utter fear.   

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
If you do then I will come back. I 
will come back and I will hurt you. 
Do you understand?

He removes his hand from her mouth.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Do you understand?

KEELY
Yes.

A baby cries from another room. He looks in the direction of 
the cry.  

KEELY (CONT’D)
Don’t hurt my baby.

Michael places a finger on her lips. 

MICHAEL
Ssshh...

INT. HOUSE, KITCHEN - DAY

Miriam eats with one eye on her new mobile phone. She picks 
it up. 

MIRIAM
Thank you.  
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SANTIAGO
You’re welcomed. And if it would 
make you feel better to pay rent- 

MIRIAM
Yes. It would make me feel better.  

The front door sounds. 

Michael’s footsteps are heard approaching. He comes in. 

SANTIAGO
Hello Michael. 

MICHAEL
Hi. 

He goes to the fridge, takes out a carton of milk and fills a 
glass.  

SANTIAGO
There’s some omelette left in the 
pan.  

Micheal scoops the omelette onto a plate, picks up his glass 
and heads for the door.  

SANTIAGO (CONT’D)
Good night.

MIRIAM
Night, Michael. 

MICHAEL
Night.

He leaves the room.

INT. MICHAEL’S ROOM - NIGHT

Michael is asleep. 

INT. SANTIAGO’S ROOM - NIGHT

Santiago sits up in bed reading a newspaper.  

He picks up his wallet from the bedside table and takes out a 
business card: MADISON SMITH, JOURNALIST

INT. MIRIAM’S ROOM - NIGHT

Miriam lies in bed, scrolling through the addresses in her 
new phone:
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MICHAEL

MUM

SANTIAGO 

TOMMY

She rests it on her beside table and switches off the light.

BLACK SCREEN.

The sound of a small bell, jingling. 

EXT. STREET - DAY

Close on the same black cat, the bell on its collar jingling 
as it scurries along the pavement. 

It turns a corner into another...

STREET

In the distance, a sleek, black chauffeur driven car 
approaches.   

It slows and the back passenger door opens. 

The cat jumps in. 

INT. CAR (MOVING) - DAY

Unknown male closes the door as the cat nestles into his lap. 

As the man strokes the cat, a large PAPAL RING is seen on his 
index finger. 

The camera pans up to reveal...

An Olive-skinned man (45), wearing a black suit and a church 
collar. 

END OF EPISODE
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