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INTRODUCTION


      by Avi Korine
    
         
Just before we shot The Double I went to visit a dear friend at his home near a beautiful national park. We went for a hike with a handful of people he knew, including someone who looked very much like me; only significantly fitter and less bald. I was immediately repulsed.
         
During the course of the hike I studiously avoided coming into close contact with him, instead enjoying the company of his quite personable companions. The excursion culminated in a dramatic view atop a steep mountain precipice overlooking the Atlantic Ocean hundreds of metres below. I stayed far away from the edge and watched my double carefully.
I had the overwhelming urge to cast him off the mountainside, but he remained similarly cautious, never nearing the cliffs. I could have sworn I saw him watching me out of the corner of his eye. Paranoia? Of course, but my dear friend later told me that my double had been suspiciously asking about me during the course of our hike.
It’s obvious, but I think it was only at that point I realised the disturbing thing about doubles is that we see ourselves briefly as the world sees us. It’s not pretty.
But it’s not hopeless, and sometimes you find not a double, precisely, but a kindred spirit. Richard is like my much taller, much less bald, and much funnier aspirational vision of myself. The type of person you don’t want to fling down the rocky cliffs but hold close and thank.

      by Richard Ayoade
    
         
This whole thing was Avi’s idea (the adaptation, that is – the whole thing was Dostoevsky’s idea). I first read Avi’s script in 2007 and thought it was wonderful, funny and unique. We had no choice but to spend the next five years rewriting it.
         
Working with Avi has been one of the most enjoyable experiences I’ve ever had. He did the first couple of drafts, then I did one, then, and this was the best part, we wrote together for about a month in a flat in Crystal Palace (the Paris of the South East). The place had a living room, two bedrooms, and, crucially, a toilet. We wrote in our own rooms, at our own desks, but we could meet in the middle when we got stuck. When we really got stuck we went to look at the oddly chunky dinosaurs in Crystal Palace Park. The flat was cold, quiet, and dark. No one wanted to visit us. The neighbours were hostile. It pains me to admit that I was almost happy. After that I tinkered with what might be grandly termed ‘the shooting script’.
         
The version you have here is the last production draft dated 18.05.12. I think we started filming about a day or two after that. Certain scenes have been omitted from the final film and, as ever, the actors, producers and crew made invaluable suggestions for additions and subtractions. The film would not be what it is without them. They must therefore accept partial responsibility if people hate it. You will also find a transcript of a scene from Simon James’s favourite show, The Replicator. Let not the riches embarrass you.
         
Particular praise must be pinged at Adrian Marler, our storyboard artist, who has a way of showing you, very kindly, that you haven’t really finished writing yet; a galleon of gratitude must glide towards Robin Fox and Ameena Dasmal for faultlessly running the show; and a tower of thanks must topple towards Tessa Ross and her peerless team at Film4 for being so much more than anyone could even unreasonably expect. Many more require restitution and will receive theirs in an All-New-and-Improved-Conscience-Clearing ‘Thanks’ section. But while I’m still lurking round this paragraph, I would like to thank my wife for everything. I also have to thank my wife for everything.
         
We filmed The Double in an abandoned business estate near Wokingham. It had an underground gun range and I never found out why.
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The Double





         

         
ONE
Fade in:
            
INT. SUBWAY TRAIN – VERY EARLY MORNING
            
Close up of Simon James. His eyes are closed. It is difficult to tell whether he is asleep or not. Lights flash on his face.
               
Simon is in his late twenties. He is of average height and build. His hair colour and clothing are unremarkable. Although he is handsome, he is not overly so. In short, he is a thoroughly average man.
               

MAN 
            
(out of shot)
            
You’re in my place.
Simon opens his eyes. He looks up.
               

SIMON 
            
Sorry?
MAN 
            
You’re in my place.
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Simon looks around the carriage. It is completely empty. 
               
Perplexed, Simon gets up and stands by a hand rail. He looks at the man who, now behind a newspaper, exhales the final puff of smoke from his cigarette. The headline on the front says COLLAPSE! and is a story about financial crisis. Simon looks at his reflection in the glass window of the subway train. He looks ghostly and half formed.
               
Simon furtively peers into the next carriage along. We see a young woman, Hannah. Hannah is Simon’s age. She is a little unkempt, but very pretty. She is standing by the divide between two carriages, cooling herself with the artificial breeze created by the train’s movement. Her eyes are closed. Simon tries not to be seen by her in case she opens them.
               
The train stops and the door opens. He watches Hannah leave.
               
He makes to follow, but the door is blocked by two men standing either side of a trolley filled with office boxes and equipment.
               

SIMON 
            
Sorry … 
            
Simon sees Hannah disappear off, but there’s nothing he can do. The men are still loading the office equipment.
               
The train starts to make a beeping noise, but Simon still hasn’t managed to leave the carriage.
               

INT. TRAIN ⁄EXT. RAILWAY STATION PLATFORM – CONTINUOUS
            
Simon springs out, but the doors snap shut, trapping his briefcase.
               
The handle of the briefcase breaks off. The train moves away, taking the briefcase with it. Simon is left holding the handle.
               
He walks to the back of the station and throws the handle into a bin.
               
We cut to Simon walking out of the station and into a corridor that’s directly off from the platform.
               

INT. OFFICE CORRIDOR – EARLY MORNING
            
Simon walks down a long corridor leading to the lobby of the office building.
               

INT. LOBBY – EARLY MORNING
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Hannah is waiting by the elevator. 
               
 Simon smiles and quickens his pace a bit.
               
He takes out his card to swipe through the barrier, but it doesn’t move.
               
A Guard sitting behind a desk calls out. He is watching a sci-fi series on TV. We see a close-up of a gun on the screen. The sci-fi detective holding it fires a ray at a man, who screams in pain for a long time before vaporising. We see the titles for the series.
               

GUARD 
            
You.
Simon turns and looks at the Guard, surprised to be singled out. He looks a little nervous.
               

SIMON 
            
Me?
GUARD 
            
All visitors have to sign in.
SIMON 
            
I’ve worked here for seven years.
He shows the Guard his card.
               

I see you every day.
GUARD 
            
I don’t work weekends.
SIMON 
            
Sorry?
GUARD 
            
It’s therefore impossible for you to see me every day. I.D.
SIMON 
            
Oh. Yes. The funny thing is I don’t have any. It’s in my case. Which is in the door of the train, it got stuck …
GUARD 
            
You think that’s funny?
SIMON 
            
No. It’s not funny – it was actually more upsetting than – 
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The Guard cuts Simon off and pushes a form across the desk. The Guard taps the desk.
               
Simon frowns and signs the sheet. His is the first name.
               
The Guard takes the sheet and slides over to a computer where he punches in the details. Simon sees Hannah get into the elevator and watches the doors close.
               
He is given a day pass that says SIMON AMES – TEMPORARY VISITOR.
               

SIMON 
            
Oh, sorry. My name is Simon James. You left off the ‘J’ …
Simon trails off as he sees that the Guard is no longer paying attention to him. Simon looks at the TV show reflected in a mirror at the back of the Guard’s station.
               

INT. ELEVATOR – EARLY MORNING
            
Simon rides up. He stands alone in the corner.
               
The light starts to flicker on and off. A fan hums noisily.
               

INT. OFFICE – EARLY MORNING
            
Simon makes his way to one of many cubicles in the middle of an office space.
               
His desk and cubicle are just slightly too small for him. Every cubicle has the same boxy computer. They are enormous and make loud whirring noises that fill the office.
               
They generate incredible heat, necessitating powerful fans above each person’s desk. We hear the separate hum of ancient air conditioning.
               
Simon sits down at his desk. He switches on his fan and an overhead light. He adjusts himself in his too-small chair and removes his jacket.
               
It’s very early. A cleaner hoovers in the background.
               
Simon boots up the computer. The hard drive strains.
               
Simon starts copying from a stack of grey cards with multiple choice letters and numbers on them:  
               

1. A B C D E

2. A B C D E

3. A B C D E

4. A B C D E

5. A B C D E
            
‘One letter on each line is circled with a differently coloured pen. Some have stamps over them. There is a reference number to the bottom right of each card, like AYO⁄170210⁄Cl:BIBI⁄1a.
               
He types proficiently on to a small, colour-coded keyboard.
               
He goes to a computer bank to collect a printout. They are similarly sized cards and they now show a colour chart, but with the same reference number on them.
               

INT. OFFICE – MORNING
            
He tilts his head up and surveys his half-dozen or so co-workers, who have since arrived. They’re all men and much, much older than Simon. They type very slowly. There are quite a few empty desks.
               
Simon finishes up the card he is copying and moves to the next one. He has now completed copying an enormous batch.
               

INT. OFFICE – DAY
            
Simon stares off into the distance. We cut to:
               
Simon standing looking at a photograph of the office. He turns his head. In his point of view, the office is identical in every way to the photograph.
               
We see a small picture of the Colonel, a distinguished-looking gentleman in his sixties or seventies dressed like a member of the British royal family. The Colonel is stabbing a leaping tiger through the head with a sword.
               
Mr Papadopoulos enters. A compact, bustly man, he has thick eyebrows and his brown suit indicates that he is in management. He steams past Simon.  
               

PAPADOPOULOS 
            
Put your jacket on, son. This isn’t a brothel. (To the room, walking through.) No shirking. This is the big push. Plenty to do. The Colonel is counting on each and every one of you. As am I.
            
Mr Papadopoulos continues to power through the office. Simon gives chase.
               

SIMON 
            
Mr Papadopoulos! Excuse me. Mr Papadopoulos! Actually Mr Papadopoulos, I’d finished up – in fact I’ve completed substantially more than my quota.
Simon runs over to his desk and brings back a folder of his work. He grabs his jacket and catches up with Papadopoulos.
               

INT. CORRIDOR FROM OFFICE – DAY
            
Simon and Papadopoulos walk out of the office towards the elevators.
               

SIMON 
            
I was taking a small inspiration break. I took my jacket off because it’s so hot, not because I mistook the office for a brothel.
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
Excellent job! That’s the type of initiative we need. How long have you been here, son? Just started, eh?
SIMON 
            
Yes, sir. Seven years ago.
Mr Papadopoulos and Simon exit frame. We pick them up. 
               

INT. CORRIDOR OUTSIDE PAPADOPOULOS’S OFFICE
            
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
You know we’ve been pruning the dead wood. We’ve got to work double time now, making the big push. The Colonel refuses to carry any more passengers. 
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SIMON 
            
(indicating the folder)
            
Actually, I have some rather exciting ideas I’ve been wanting to share with the Colonel about how we could make our reports more efficient. Right now we’re using a scattershot approach, but by using simple regression analysis and honing in on a few key signifiers we could really reconfigure the entire business …
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
Very interesting, I must say. My daughter’s name is Melanie.
SIMON 
            
(confused)
            
A nice name.
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
She’s interning for the holidays. 
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INT. PAPADOPOULOS’S OFFICE – CONTINUOUS
            
Melanie is sixteen years old. She smacks her gum, has her bare feet on the desk, and is pointing a plastic gun at a computer screen.
               

PAPADOPOULOS 
            
Say hello, Melanie.
Melanie doesn’t even look at Simon.
               

SIMON 
            
(confused)
            
Hello, Melanie.
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
Stanley here’s going to be your mentor.
Simon nods along happily for a moment, then looks at Papadopoulos.
               

SIMON 
            
What?
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
An hour a day … at your discretion. (Beat, quietly to Simon.) She’s a good girl, but no head for figures. 
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With that Papadopoulos enters a strange room to the back of his office. The sign on the door says HONOR LOUNGE.
               

MELANIE 
            
Idiot. (To Simon.) You can go now.
            
Simon remains, looking confused.
               

SIMON 
            
Yes, I mean …
MELANIE 
            
Because if I were to find out how depressing and demeaning whatever the fuck it is you do here, I might be forced to feel sorry for you.
SIMON 
            
Right. Well, look forward to it.
We see Simon in the deep background, the video game and gun in foreground.
               

INT. CORRIDOR OUTSIDE PHOTOCOPYING ROOM – DAY
            
Simon paces up and down, trying to decide whether to go in. He mutters to himself, rehearsing a potential conversation with Hannah.
               

INT. PHOTOCOPYING DEPARTMENT – DAY
            
He watches Hannah by the large copying machine. He’s sweating.
               
Hannah’s face is hard to read and she doesn’t give out too many visual cues. She’s different from the rest of Simon’s co-workers, but inscrutable. She is unaffected by the heat.
               
Simon looks at her hands – they have red ink stains on them. She turns and approaches Simon. Simon is completely lost for words. Hannah looks at him. After a while he says:
               

SIMON 
            
Copy. 
            
A telephone rings. Hannah steps away to answer.
               

HANNAH 
            
Sorry.
A mean-looking woman, Liz, takes her place.
               

LIZ 
            
Why don’t you print out two? That would make sense. That would be what a normal person would do.
SIMON 
            
Sorry …
LIZ 
            
You can’t use this place for one copy. It was the same story yesterday.
SIMON 
            
Sorry.
LIZ 
            
You’re always sorry.
SIMON 
            
Sorry about that.
She snatches the papers and walks to the machine.
               
Simon watches Hannah talk on the phone as we hear the rumble of photocopiers.
               

LIZ 
            
Hey, Hannah, can you stay late? I’ve gotta get this thing lanced.
INT. TOILET – LATER
            
Simon soaks a large white handkerchief in water, wrings it out, and places it over his face. He looks up to the ceiling. He takes the handkerchief off and looks at his reflection in the mirror. He turns his head, but his reflection stays staring at him. Simon looks confused for a second. He leans towards the mirror. His reflection behaves as it should.  
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INT. COFFEE ROOM – LATER
            
Simon puts a coin into an enormous coffee machine. Coffee squirts out very quickly into a brown paper cup. It doesn’t look hot.
               

INT. COFFEE ROOM – LATER
            
Simon sips his coffee and stares blankly ahead. The room is tiny. A large fan rattles overhead. An Old Man sits in the corner smoking and coughing. He has a stiff, false arm.
               
He sees a poster on the notice board that says:
               

THE COLONEL’S BALL

DRINKS, DANCING, ENJOYMENT

ATTENDANCE MANDATORY
            
Then an asterisk:
               

Because of essential cuts,

a small fee is payable on entry 
            
 Harris enters the room. He is older than Simon, but not nearly as aged as the rest of the people in the office. He looks through his wallet for a moment before turning to talk to Simon. He lights a cigarette.
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HARRIS 
            
You finished your report yet?
SIMON 
            
Just a little while ago.
HARRIS 
            
You think you could help me out on mine?
SIMON 
            
I did the whole thing last time.
HARRIS 
            
Yeah … 
            
SIMON 
            
(shaking head)
            
Just leave it on my desk.
HARRIS 
            
Do you have any money?
Simon sighs and gives Harris some coins, but Harris just puts them in his pocket.
               

SIMON 
            
Are you going to make a coffee?
HARRIS 
            
Maybe later. (Beat.) So that new chick, Hannah, you banged her yet?
            
SIMON 
            
I’m just trying to –
HARRIS 
            
That’s the spirit!
SIMON 
            
No. I haven’t. I’m –
HARRIS 
            
Is it your intimacy problems?
SIMON 
            
What?
HARRIS 
            
Is it your intimacy problems?
SIMON 
            
I don’t have intimacy problems.
Harris leans over and tries to hug Simon, but Simon recoils and pulls back.
               

HARRIS 
            
See that!
SIMON 
            
What? 
            
HARRIS 
            
You pulled back.
SIMON 
            
From you!
Harris tries to lean in and hug Simon again, but his reaction is the same.
               

HARRIS 
            
You did it again.
SIMON 
            
It was you again.
Harris shrugs.
               

OLD MAN 
            
Make a move at the Colonel’s Ball.
HARRIS 
            
The old man’s right.
SIMON 
            
She doesn’t strike me as the type to go.
HARRIS 
            
It’s mandatory. Everyone has to go.
SIMON 
            
Why do you even assume that I’m interested in her?
OLD MAN 
            
You photocopy a lot of things. And my name’s Rudolph. I have an identity distinct from my age.
SIMON 
            
I’ve been having trouble with my printer.
They stand in silence for a moment.
               

This is a private conversation, Rudolph.
INT. OFFICE CORRIDOR – A LITTLE LATER
            
We push into Simon, waiting in the shadows of a corridor. Hannah passes and Simon watches her go.  
               

SIMON 
            
(so quietly she can’t hear)
            
Bye, Hannah.
He turns and walks back down the corridor.
               

INT. OFFICE – EVENING
            
Simon sits at his desk. He looks very tired. He is talking on the phone. Everyone else has left.
               

SIMON 
            
(into phone)
            
Yes, Mother. I’ll be there … I always work late … I’m about to leave now … Because I’m talking to you … OK. Bye.
INT. CORRIDOR – A LITTLE LATER
            
We profile-track with Simon as he leaves the office.
               

EXT. RAILWAY STATION PLATFORM – CONTINUOUS
            
Simon looks across the tracks and sees a figure lurking in the dark. He peers, straining to see. For a while, it seems as though he is staring at his own face. The train pulls in and we see a Frightening Man in the place where Simon’s double was, looking at him, fixing his gaze.
               

VOICE-OVER 
            
(out of shot)
            
People. The ultimate resource.
Cut to:
               
We track along a tableau of about a dozen or so people. They are all grey. Grey hair, clothes and faces.
               

Yet to some businesses they all look the same.
The camera pushes through this line of people. Lights come up on an infinite white space. About twenty or so people in groups of two or three. 
               
 Next to each group is a woman, dressed like a Virgin Atlantic air stewardess, taking notes on a small pad held in carefully manicured hands.
               

VOICE-OVER 
            
The Colonel knows that you see people like he sees people. As individuals. Individuals as unique as your business.
INT. OLD FOLKS’ HOME – EVENING
            
We see that this is a commercial playing on TV in an old folks’ home. Simon sits in an uncomfortable-looking chair, opposite his Mother. He is stirring some food, trying to make it less hot before feeding it to her.
               
Simon’s Mother is not particularly old, but she has cloudy eyes and a generally vacant expression. Back to the advert:
               

VOICE-OVER 
            
The Colonel knows business is people and people are business, making your business his business. Because the Colonel knows people.
            
We cut to our groups of people. Each is a sub-Benetton microcosm of variety: an American in a cowboy hat, a Middle Eastern-looking man, an Eskimo, a nurse, a mother with a baby, an old hippy, a man with a mohican, a construction worker, a doctor, a nurse, a judge, a Japanese businesswoman, etc., etc.
               
We cut into close-ups of people talking to the Stewardesses. The Stewardesses are taking notes.
               

VOICE-OVER 
            
His hopes. Her dreams. His heart.
The last shot of these groupings is of a handsome man, behind whom is Simon. Our main Stewardess takes her report over to another Stewardess at a computer. The computer-based Stewardess starts punching the findings into a computer (the same type as in the office, but not in a booth).
               

And the Colonel knows that you demand the most powerful data-processing system on the planet to make sense of it all. 
            
Our main Stewardess then walks towards an enormous eight-foot-high hard drive.
               

The Colonel will show you people in a way your business can understand.
From the back of the hard drive come little cards with colour charts on them. She picks one up and hands it to the camera.
               
We cut to a pact shot. The Colonel stands in front of the computers, with the Stewardesses all in a row. He addresses the camera.
               

THE COLONEL 
            
Because you see people like I see people.
Next to Simon’s Mother is a tiny Strange Woman. She is staring at Simon.
               
Simon glances at her occasionally, looking uncomfortable.
               
A sci-fi detective serial, The Replicator, starts on the TV.
               

MOTHER 
            
Which one was you?
SIMON 
            
Which one … I … I don’t know how to answer that. The one that was me.
MOTHER 
            
He didn’t look like you. He had brown hair.
SIMON 
            
We both have brown hair. I mean I have brown hair. We’re the same person.
MOTHER 
            
Get over yourself.
Simon sighs.
               
He passes his Mother the bowl of food. She takes a bite and spits it out.
               

MOTHER 
            
What are you trying to do? 
            
SIMON 
            
Mother, you have to eat.
MOTHER 
            
This is poison. You’re trying to kill me.
SIMON 
            
How can you say that?
MOTHER 
            
You’re been trying to kill me for years.
SIMON 
            
How can you think that?
MOTHER 
            
You can’t wait to get your hands on my fortune.
SIMON 
            
You don’t have any money …
MOTHER 
            
You’ll sell this house.
SIMON 
            
This isn’t your house.
MOTHER 
            
Well, I’m not going to die. Ever.
SIMON 
            
I know.
MOTHER 
            
So you can forget it.
SIMON 
            
OK.
MOTHER 
            
Will you stop talking? I’m trying to sleep.
A beat. Simon catches the eye of the Strange Woman.
               

STRANGE WOMAN 
            
Your mother says you are a strange boy. 
            
He nods and turns away. The Strange Woman is suddenly next to Simon.
               

Let me see your hand.
She grabs his hand and looks at it.
               

SIMON 
            
No, thanks, I’m fine.
STRANGE WOMAN 
            
You’re not right.
She sits back down.
               
Simon looks a little concerned, but a Staff person approaches him.
               

STAFF 
            
May I speak with you?
SIMON 
            
Yes. (To Strange Woman.) Excuse me.
            
Simon walks a few steps away.
               
A doctor and nurse are kissing in a back room.
               

STAFF 
            
There seems to be a discrepancy in your bill.
SIMON 
            
Yes, well, there was a rather large cost increase, and no explanation, so I thought it might be a mistake.
STAFF 
            
There’s a new price.
SIMON 
            
And why is that?
STAFF 
            
Improvements.
Simon looks around at the obviously unchanged room.
               

SIMON 
            
But that seems a little …
STAFF 
            
Unfair … 
            
Simon takes all the money that he has from his wallet and gives it to the Staff.
               

SIMON 
            
This is all I have.
STAFF 
            
(takes it)
            
Yeah. This isn’t enough.
He hurries away. Simon sighs and looks back at his Mother. The Strange Woman stares at him.
               

EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK UNDERPASS – NIGHT
            
Simon walks to his apartment block. He sees a small scuffle between some tramps in an adjacent underpass. There’s a strange feeling in the air.
               

EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK – NIGHT
            
Simon enters the apartment complex. He looks up and sees that one of the apartments has been burnt out. There is an awning underneath it, next to a hard ledge, to catch any rubble.
               

INT. APARTMENT BLOCK LOBBY – CONTINUOUS
            
Simon enters the building.
               

INT. APARTMENT BLOCK STAIRWAY – CONTINUOUS
            
Simon ascends the stairs.
               

INT. APARTMENT BLOCK CORRIDOR – CONTINUOUS
            
Simon walks down a very long corridor to his apartment.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT.
            
Simon enters his apartment and quickly walks to the window, turning on a small floor lamp. He switches on the large overhead fan and the air conditioning. 
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His apartment is very sparse and small: a bookshelf, a desk and a tiny television. Simon changes from his work shoes into house plimsolls.
               
There are a few pictures on the walls and his bed sits on the floor. It is meticulously clean, the product of a very ordered personality.
               
He checks his phone messages. There are no messages. He switches on the TV. The sci-fi show, The Replicator, is still on. We hear it in the background.
               
Simon takes off his jacket and looks into a rather large telescope. It is trained on the apartment opposite his.
               
We see Hannah at a table, drawing with ink. She knocks over the ink and it spills a little on the page. She gets a tissue to mop it up. She looks at her hands, walks over to the window and makes a  small red fingerprint on the pane. She regards it for a moment before returning to whatever she’s drawing. Unhappy with it, she tears it up and tosses it down the trash chute.
               
Simon scrambles out of his chair.
               

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING – FIRE ESCAPE – CONTINUOUS
            
Simon runs down the fire-escape stairs.
               

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING COURTYARD – NIGHT
            
He stops the door from shutting with a brick, hurries across the courtyard to Hannah’s apartment block, carrying a long-handled broom.
               

EXT. DUMPSTER OUTSIDE APARTMENT – NIGHT
            
Simon opens the giant doors to the trash collection area and sifts through the dumpster for the pieces of paper.
               
A black bag drops down as Simon looks through the debris. He looks up the shute and sees one scrap of paper stuck to the metal. He reaches up with the broom and bangs the side until the paper flutters down.
               
He steps down from the dumpster and is embarrassed to see a Janitor watching him.
               

JANITOR 
            
You shouldn’t be doing that.
SIMON 
            
Sorry.
Some rubbish falls down the shute and on to the floor.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – LATER
            
Simon arranges the retrieved paper and we see it is a Magritte-like sketch of a girl looking at the back of her own head. Simon returns to the window, but Hannah is no longer visible. 
               
He drinks some milk. We hear muffled banging from the apartment upstairs and the distant sound of freight trains. He looks to the ceiling and sees fine particles of dust drifting down. Simon returns to the telescope and moves it to the apartment above Hannah’s.
               
We see a man dressed very formally in a dark suit and black tie. He is staring directly at Simon through binoculars. Simon takes a step back in shock and embarrassment before looking through the telescope again.
               
The man is still there, staring. He waves at Simon with a bloody hand. Simon hesitantly raises his hand in reply. The man calmly leaps from the window. We never see him land. Simon gasps and jumps up. He still has his hand up in response to the man. It starts to rain.
               

TWO
EXT. APARTMENT COURTYARD – NIGHT
            
We’re inside a parked police car. A red light on the dash is flashing.
               
Red light fills the courtyard. We hear voices in the background. Rain pours down.
               
Simon leans against the side of the building, within the area cordoned off by the police.
               
Two police officers are carefully carrying a body, already enclosed within a bag, down a ladder. The body had landed on a hard veranda.
               
A Detective is sipping on a cup of coffee as he talks to Simon. A Young Detective is taking notes.
               

DETECTIVE 
            
And then what did you do?
SIMON 
            
I called the police.
DETECTIVE 
            
Right. (Beat.) Anything else?
            
SIMON 
            
He waved at me. 
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DETECTIVE 
            
(seeming momentarily interested)
            
Yeah?
SIMON 
            
Right before he jumped. He waved.
YOUNG DETECTIVE 
            
How’d he wave?
Simon makes a waving motion. He looks embarrassed.
               
The Young Detective draws a waving hand in his notebook, complete with arrows.
               

DETECTIVE 
            
Did you wave back?
Simon doesn’t say anything for a moment.
               

SIMON 
            
I wonder why he did it?
YOUNG DETECTIVE 
            
His note said he was lonely. Should of got a dog.
DETECTIVE 
            
Or exercised more. That’s important.
YOUNG DETECTIVE 
            
Should I write that down?
DETECTIVE 
            
Maybe, in parenthesis.
YOUNG DETECTIVE 
            
Does that mean brackets?
DETECTIVE 
            
What are brackets?
Simon shakes his head.
               
Insert shot of notebook: ‘(Maybe)’.
               

SIMON 
            
Did he suffer? 
            
BOTH 
            
Splat.
SIMON 
            
Do you see this sort of thing often?
DETECTIVE 
            
Every day. That’s what we do, suicides.
SIMON 
            
Only suicides?
DETECTIVE 
            
Yep.
SIMON 
            
For the whole city?
The Detective looks at him like he’s crazy.
               

DETECTIVE 
            
We can barely cover the neighbourhood. You know, the funny thing is he would have landed on the awning if he’d just jumped a few feet to the right. You see that?
They look up through some netting in a broken section of the awning.
               

He would’ve fallen, bounced off, and landed somewhere about here …
He points. We see a special camera shot that shows the trajectory of the body as if from its point of view, ending up with the camera looking up at Simon and the two Detectives.
               

Probably would’ve survived. Horribly maimed, of course, but still.
YOUNG DETECTIVE 
            
If you can get them to the hospital quickly enough to stop the brain swelling.
DETECTIVE 
            
You’re not thinking of killing yourself are you?
SIMON 
            
I’m sorry? 
            
YOUNG DETECTIVE 
            
It’s a simple question.
SIMON 
            
No.
YOUNG DETECTIVE 
            
Should I put him down as a ‘no’?
The Detective looks at him for a beat.
               

DETECTIVE 
            
Put him down as a ‘maybe’.
The Detectives walk off to check on something and Simon watches them. We see Hannah emerge from her side of the building behind Simon. She walks up, next to him. Hannah looks at Simon, somewhat dazed.
               

HANNAH 
            
What are you doing here?
SIMON 
            
The man that jumped. I saw it.
HANNAH 
            
How?
SIMON 
            
I live in that building.
HANNAH 
            
I didn’t know him.
SIMON 
            
He waved at me.
HANNAH 
            
(shaking her head)
            
Strange.
Someone on top of the hard veranda turns on a high-pressure hose to wash away the blood. Hannah and Simon jump back.
               
Hannah cringes and grabs Simon by the arm.
               
They take a moment to recover.  
               

SIMON 
            
It’s the Colonel’s Ball tomorrow. (Beat.) Do you think you’ll go? I don’t know if I’ll go.
            
HANNAH 
            
You have to go. It’s mandatory.
They stand in silence for a moment.
               

SIMON 
            
Hannah.
HANNAH 
            
Yes?
SIMON 
            
It’s terrible to be alone too much.
INT. DINER – NIGHT
            
Simon and Hannah sit opposite one another in the booth of an ancient-looking diner.
               
A surly Waitress, Kiki, comes and drops off their drinks.
               
Hannah has a tea in front of her while Simon has some blue soda. Simon looks a little confused.
               

SIMON 
            
(calling after the Waitress)
            
Oh, I think it was orange juice …
No reply. The Waitress keeps walking.
               

HANNAH 
            
Are they normally that rude here?
SIMON 
            
Yes.
HANNAH 
            
Then why d’you come?
SIMON 
            
I think I’m quite loyal. 
            
They sit quietly for a few moments. They turn to a nearby television which is playing the odd futuristic sci-fi noir detective series we saw earlier.
               
Simon looks down at the table. Hannah’s wrist is near his hand. It is fine and fragile, her hand is stained with ink smudges. Simon slowly moves his hand forward.
               
Hannah turns to look at Simon and he quickly averts his eyes back to the television show.
               

SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
(on the TV, dramatic)
            
There’s no such thing as … second chances.
SIMON 
            
I like this show.
Hannah smiles at Simon. He finds it hard to read her expression. They return back to the screen for a moment.
               

HANNAH 
            
I was lying when I said I didn’t know him. The man who jumped. Well, I kind of knew him. I’d never really met him. I’d more, confronted him. He was this person who’d been following me around for a while. And I’d always see him no matter where I went – like at the office, on the subway, by my apartment, in that little underpass thing by the apartments. He’d just be there, watching – and I thought that’s strange but – whatever – men look at women – you get used to it – but then I found out that he lived above me and I thought – that’s really odd – like did he follow me because I lived in the same building as him and he got fixated or did he get fixated and then move in?
We see Simon, listening intently, but seemingly a little embarrassed, blushing.
               

And so eventually I thought enough is enough, because it was actually getting frightening – well a little – more annoying than frightening – so I went up to him and he looked over his shoulder as if to say, ‘Who, me?’ Like he hadn’t been stalking me. And I looked straight at him and said, ‘What do you want?’ And he started stammering and said, ‘I think I’m falling for you,’ and I said, ‘Do you think just staring at me is some kind of meaningful gesture? What exactly do you think is going to happen here? Do you think you know who I am? That if you stare long enough I’ll turn around one day and kiss you? That we’re going to somehow be together? Stop fucking following me!’ And he did.
            
SIMON 
            
My God. When was this?
HANNAH 
            
Last night. Do you think there’s a connection? Between my saying that and his jumping?
SIMON 
            
No. No. I mean – it sounds like he had a lot of things going on.
HANNAH 
            
Maybe he just wanted someone to notice him. A person can get sick of just floating by.
Simon smiles.
               

But I do seem to attract a lot of weirdos.
Simon frowns.
               

So what’s your story? When did you move into your building?
SIMON 
            
A long time ago. I’ve honestly been there for ever. Yes. I definitely didn’t move in recently.
Hannah reaches out and touches Simon’s hand on the table. We hear a phone in the background.
               

HANNAH 
            
Thank you for this. I feel better. (Beat.) Hey. I just got my ears pierced. Weird, huh? At my age.
            
SIMON 
            
You’re not that weird. Or old. I mean that it’s not really weird. Sorry. 
            
WAITRESS 
            
You’ve got a call.
SIMON 
            
It’s not for me.
WAITRESS 
            
Frumpy-looking guy named Simon.
SIMON 
            
(hesitates)
            
That’s me. (To Hannah.) Will you excuse me a moment?
            
INT. PHONE BOOTH – MOMENTS LATER
            
Simon quickly grabs for the payphone. He tries to look around the corridor into the restaurant.
               

SIMON 
            
(into phone)
            
Mom? (Beat.) Yes, but it’s just a night terror. (Beat.) No, that didn’t ever happen. (Beat.) I know I’m a disappointment. (Beat.) I have to go, I’m with a girl. (Beat.) Yes, a female girl. (Beat, sighs.) I don’t know if she’s fertile.
            
INT. DINER – MOMENTS LATER
            
Simon stands at the table, but Hannah is now gone. Her tea is only partially finished.
               
He picks up a note. We see the text mix through to Hannah against black.
               

HANNAH 
            
(voice-over)
            
Thanks for the talk. Maybe see you at the ball. Here – play a song for me – Hannah.
Hannah flips a coin towards camera – we cut to Simon putting it in a juke box. A song comes on. 
               

EXT. STREET – NIGHT
            
Simon runs as fast as he can. He’s almost smiling.
               

EXT⁄INT. PAWN SHOP – NIGHT
            
Simon comes to a stop. He looks into the window. There is a sign saying WE EXCHANGE!
               
There are also a number of shop dummies. We dolly into one mannequin that looks quite like Hannah. The mannequin is wearing earrings … We see Simon’s reflection.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – EVENING
            
Camera pushes in on the spot where the TV used to be. We see the aerial connector and a ring of dust around where it was.
               
Right next to it is an open, tiny jewellery box containing two tiny earrings.
               
Simon puts the box in his pocket.
               
He looks round his apartment before switching off the light and leaving. The TV is conspicuously absent.
               

SIMON 
            
(to the room)
            
See you later.
INT. LOBBY OF COLONEL’S BALL VENUE – EVENING
            
Simon stands in the lobby, dressed in a dark suit. He hovers over a Woman tapping at a computer keyboard. Simon has clearly been waiting a long time. People file in.
               

WOMAN 
            
No. Nothing.
SIMON 
            
Why does no one else have to swipe in?
No response.
               

My card hasn’t been working. 
            
There is a sign on the wall which says YOU HAVE THE RIGHT NOT TO BE PERSECUTED, signed ‘The Colonel’. Harris appears in the background.
               

HARRIS 
            
See you in there!
SIMON 
            
See? He knows I work here. Harris! Tell her who I am.
HARRIS 
            
I’ve never seen that man before in my life!
And he disappears.
               

WOMAN 
            
(staring at his screen)
            
You’re not here.
SIMON 
            
I’ve worked here for seven years.
WOMAN 
            
You’re just not here.
SIMON 
            
Why would I try to break into something that’s mandatory?
WOMAN 
            
Are you planning to break in?
SIMON 
            
Do you know what mandatory means?
WOMAN 
            
Because that’s not allowed.
SIMON 
            
It means no one even wants to be here.
WOMAN 
            
You don’t know what I want.
We hear joyous cheers from within. We see Simon react.  
               


[image: ]


EXT ⁄INT. COLONEL’S BALL VENUE – MOMENTS LATER
            
Simon wanders around, checking for an alternative way in.
               

INT. KITCHEN. COLONEL’S BALL VENUE – MOMENTS LATER
            
Simon walks through, trying to look casual.
               

INT. CORRIDOR – MOMENTS LATER
            
Simon, crouched down, peers through a crack in the door. People sit at tables, eating and listening to a band. Many of the older attendees are in militaristic uniforms. We see Melanie, Liz, the Guard, Rudolph and some other office workers. Papadopoulos is doing a vaguely racist impression of someone, to the delight of some business colleagues.
               
A Waiter swooshes by, leaving Simon exposed in an odd posture. He is right next to the band. He stands up, and composes himself.  
               
Simon sees Hannah sitting at the other end of the hall. She’s in a ball gown and is smoking a cigarette. She is at the bar, facing away from him. Simon watches her for a while.
               
She looks a bit bored, alone, seemingly ready for someone to approach her.
               
Simon gathers himself and does just this, getting closer and closer, almost in time to the music.
               
Out of nowhere, the Guard grabs Simon by the arm and halts his progress.
               

GUARD 
            
You’re not meant to be here.
Simon looks mortified. He gazes at Hannah, who still cannot see him. He tries to shrug him off.
               

SIMON 
            
You’d be well advised to let go of me.
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The struggle becomes more undignified. Harris looks over and raises his glass.
               

GUARD 
            
I’m trying to enjoy myself.
The Guard starts to drag him out. We see Hannah seeing this.
               

INT. LOBBY AREA – CONTINUOUS
            
A door opens to the back room.
               
We see a group of people standing for a portrait photo. One of them is the Colonel. A well-dressed Woman whispers in the Colonel’s ear. He nods.
               

SIMON 
            
Sir, this is not me. 
            
He is wrenched away.
               

This is not me, sir!
EXT. COLONEL’S BALL VENUE – CONTINUOUS
            
Simon is pushed out on to the street.
               
He is visibly shaken. Behind the doors we can just make out the sound of the band and see some movement in the hall. Simon tries to walk away calmly but, when he sees the Frightening Man staring at him, he starts to run away.
               

EXT. RAILWAY STATION – NIGHT
            
Simon stands on the deserted platform. He stares down. There is a strange feel in the air. He hears the train approach, louder and louder. He jumps down on to the tracks. The train stops safely, just in front of him.
               

INT. TRAIN – NIGHT
            
He stares at the box containing the earrings.
               

INT. UNDERPASS – NIGHT
            
Simon walks alone.
               

EXT. SIMON’S APARTMENT BLOCK, COURTYARD – NIGHT
            
Simon walks, his shadow stretching out in front of him.
               
Then a second shadow appears. The clip-clop of feet. The shadow engulfs Simon’s and overtakes him.
               
The figure opens the door and looks back; incredibly, he has the same face as Simon!
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – A MOMENT LATER
            
Simon rushes up to his apartment and runs to his telescope. He starts scouring the various flats opposite to see if he can see where   his double might live. Something draws him to the flat above Hannah’s.
               
He sees a door open and light pour in from the corridor. The main light is switched on. The figure walks in silhouette to the window and stares almost straight at Simon before drawing the blinds.
               

THREE
INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – MORNING
            
Simon wakes up at his desk. He looks across at the apartment opposite. The blinds are open and no one seems to be there.
               

INT. OFFICE LOBBY – MORNING
            
Simon, looking tired and rumpled, signs in just as Hannah passes. This time he manages to get into the elevator with her.
               

INT. ELEVATOR – MORNING
            
Simon stands awkwardly at some considerable distance from Hannah. After an age …
               

SIMON 
            
I bought you a present but I decided it wasn’t appropriate.
HANNAH 
            
Oh. OK … Bye.
She exits. The doors close and the elevator starts to travel back up. The lights start to flicker again. In frustration, Simon kicks the wall. The elevator stops and an alarm sounds.
               

INT. INTERVIEW ROOM – MOMENTS LATER
            
An investigator, wearing a neck brace, is typing. Simon watches him, contrite. The Investigator is typing. A second very short figure moves around Simon, taking pictures.
               

SIMON 
            
I’ve never done anything like that before. 
            
INVESTIGATOR 
            
If I could just trouble you for your card.
Simon hands over his identity card.
               

Lovely.
The Investigator puts it into a card reader and keys something in.
               

I’m afraid this card’s corrupted.
SIMON 
            
What do you mean, ‘corrupted’?
INVESTIGATOR 
            
You’ll get a replacement in six to eight weeks.
SIMON 
            
How will I get in and out of the building?
The Investigator cuts up Simon’s card.
               

INT. OFFICE – DAY
            
Melanie and Simon sit at Simon’s computer, while Harris hovers above them. Melanie consults the stack of paper and pecks numbers into the computer. We’re close on the cards. Melanie’s finger points to a number.
               

MELANIE 
            
This one?
SIMON 
            
That one. And it’s worth checking after a couple of screen pages that you haven’t duplicated any of the fields.
MELANIE 
            
How do you not kill yourself?
HARRIS 
            
Jesus – that was brutal last night. So embarrassing getting chucked out like that. Hannah saw the whole thing of course …
SIMON 
            
(to Melanie)
            
You got it, that’s it … 
            
MELANIE 
            
Do you think you’re being encouraging? Is that why you keep saying things?
HARRIS 
            
Maybe you should fix your printer is what I’m saying.
MELANIE 
            
Are you touching my earlobe?
HARRIS 
            
Yes, I am.
MELANIE 
            
Aren’t you like a million years old?
HARRIS 
            
Don’t fight this.
SIMON 
            
Harris: that’s not appropriate.
MELANIE 
            
(to Simon)
            
Why won’t you die?
Simon hears Papadopoulos’s voice off.
               

PAPADOPOULOS 
            
We can really use a young man like you, especially right now with the big push and all.
Simon stands up to get a better look at the new person, but his view is blocked by Harris and a couple of other co-workers who have wandered in.
               

PAPADOPOULOS 
            
I’d like to introduce everyone to our newest co-worker. A bright young man who I’m sure will be an asset. He was the only person not fired in the final cull at our sister office. Even the cockroaches didn’t survive!
Papadopoulos gives the man beside him a push in the ribs.
               
Simon moves a few steps to the side but Harris is in his way. We get just a glimpse of the man.  
               
Simon continues to move closer, as though he is compelled.
               
Quite a few of the other workers in the office have stood up as well, getting a look at the new employee.
               
But now the new person has turned in the other direction.
               
Simon waits for him to turn around, but as he does Papadopoulos again obstructs his view.
               

PAPADOPOULOS 
            
I’ll let you get started, young hotshot. Soon you’ll have my job.
Simon is now quite close to Papadopoulos, and only a few paces away from the new man.
               
Papadopoulos moves to the side, and for the first time we see the new worker.
               
The man, James, is the exact double of Simon.
               
Simon and James are played by the same actor. Every physical attribute is identical.
               
Simon gasps, his eyes wide and his mouth agape.
               
He continues to stare at James who, for the first time, makes eye contact. James smiles at Simon, a strange half-friendly, half-threatening smile.
               

PAPADOPOULOS 
            
Everyone: please welcome James Simon.
Simon lets out a high-pitched squeal.
               
Everyone in the office turns to Simon. He is embarrassed and smiles sickly. Across from him James gives a little wink.
               
Simon sways, unsteady. His eyes roll and he tumbles backwards.
               

INT. OFFICE – MOMENTS LATER
            
Simon lies on his back. Mr Papadopoulos fans him with a file.
               

PAPADOPOULOS 
            
Don’t worry, my cleaning lady is a diabetic. We just need to jam a cookie down his throat! 
            
SIMON 
            
No, I’m not diabetic. Sir, it’s just a shock that, well …
Subtly, Simon tries to indicate James.
               

PAPADOPOULOS 
            
(looking perturbed)
            
Don’t worry son, we’re not replacing you. (Beat.) I’m not one of these holier-than-thou types. Drugs can be healthy for a person, just leave it out of the office.
            
SIMON 
            
What, no, not drugs … Last night was a mistake, and this strange man …
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
No need for details, it’s happened to us all. Have a drink of water, then get back to work.
INT. COFFEE ROOM – LATER
            
Simon drinks a glass of water to calm his nerves. He appears to be hyperventilating. He looks out of the tiny window. A pigeon bangs into the window and drops down, startling him.
               

INT. OFFICE – LATER
            
Simon, unsteady, sits back at his desk. He looks over at James, working at the desk opposite to him. James’s face is partially obscured by the glass in his booth. Simon can’t get a good look at him.
               

INT. BATHROOM – LATER
            
Simon has finished washing his face in front of a long mirror. He has calmed down and focuses on his breathing.
               

SIMON 
            
It’s going to be OK. It’s merely a resemblance.
Simon nods to himself slowly in the mirror. A flush comes from a bathroom stall.  
               
Simon looks embarrassed and turns to leave the bathroom. As Simon tries to leave, the door to the stall swings open and James exits.
               
They are now face to face, and time seems to slow. James walks up to the sink next to Simon, washes his hands and saunters out.
               

INT. HARRIS’S WORK AREA – DAY
            
SIMON 
            
(leaning in and whispering)
            
Hey. Harris. Have you spoken to the new employee?
HARRIS 
            
James? Sure, I met him.
SIMON 
            
And?
HARRIS 
            
Seems alright.
Simon looks around to see if anyone is eavesdropping.
               

SIMON 
            
Did you notice anything strange about him … I mean, did he remind you of anyone?
HARRIS 
            
No.
SIMON 
            
No one in the office?
HARRIS 
            
No.
Simon grabs Harris by the arm and walks him over to the office. Harris looks at James, then back at Simon.
               

Who’d you have in mind?
SIMON 
            
I mean … me, for instance? 
            
Harris thinks this over for a moment.
               

HARRIS 
            
Yeah … I s’pose.
Harris starts to walk back, Simon follows.
               

SIMON 
            
You suppose …
HARRIS 
            
Yeah. You look just like him.
SIMON 
            
I do, don’t I?
HARRIS 
            
And you’re not even Chinese – it’s pretty fucked up.
SIMON 
            
It is that! Why didn’t you notice?
HARRIS 
            
You’re pretty unnoticeable. Bit of a non-person.
INT. OFFICE HALLWAY – EVENING
            
Simon walks into the enormous and empty elevator. He waits for the door to close.
               
The light starts to flicker.
               
Just before the door closes James joins him. James kicks the wall of the elevator and the flickering stops. No alarm sounds.
               

INT. OFFICE LOBBY – EVENING
            
Simon and James walk down a corridor, stride for stride. Simon takes a small glance at James.
               

INT. TRAIN STATION – EVENING
            
Simon and James step out of the door at the exact same time and turn directly into each other. They step back and look at one another. 
               

VOICE 
            
(out of shot)
            
What’ll it be?
INT. DINER – EVENING
            
The owner of the voice, Kiki – the surly Waitress from before – stands with a pad.
               

SIMON 
            
Um … I’ll have a Coke and a bagel, please.
KIKI 
            
We ran out of bagels.
Simon is flustered and looks through the menu again.
               

Come on, I’m waiting here.
SIMON 
            
Sorry – I guess I’ll just have a Coke then.
KIKI 
            
A Coke. And you?
JAMES 
            
I’d like a coffee.
KIKI 
            
A coffee.
JAMES 
            
And some scrambled eggs.
KIKI 
            
We don’t serve breakfast in the evening.
JAMES 
            
Why not?
KIKI 
            
It says so on the menu.
JAMES 
            
Do you still have eggs here? 
            
WAITRESS 
            
Yeah.
JAMES 
            
And do you still have a frying pan?
KIKI 
            
Yes.
JAMES 
            
Then do me a favour and make me some scrambled eggs.
Simon looks very embarrassed and Kiki sighs.
               

KIKI 
            
Fine. Anything else?
JAMES 
            
Bacon.
KIKI 
            
Bacon.
JAMES 
            
And toast.
KIKI 
            
Toast.
JAMES 
            
And a beer.
KIKI 
            
Anything else?
JAMES 
            
That’s it.
KIKI 
            
You sure?
James hits the table so that the plates rattle.
               

JAMES 
            
Just get me the damn food! 
            
KIKI 
            
Alright!
Kiki scowls and heads off. Simon looks at James as though he’s an alien.
               

JAMES 
            
What? I’m hungry.
SIMON 
            
No, it’s just. I don’t know. I would have never have done that.
JAMES 
            
Don’t like eggs?
SIMON 
            
I just wouldn’t feel comfortable talking to someone like that.
JAMES 
            
She’s a waitress. She’s here to serve us. If you don’t say what you actually want, how can she do her job?
SIMON 
            
I can see that she can be a little short sometimes, and I think being forthright certainly has its place –
Kiki returns with James’s full order. It looks delicious.
               

KIKI 
            
(to James)
            
Here’s your coffee, your beer, and your breakfast. (To Simon.) We’re out of Coke.
            
Simon takes a moment to assess. James stuffs a piece of bacon into his mouth.
               

INT. BAR – NIGHT
            
Simon sits at a bar. The music is loud and there are many attractive women there.
               
James plays pool with two pretty women. He is flirting with both of them. He leans forward and pretends to look down their shirts. 
               
They laugh.
               
James comes over and sits next to Simon.
               


[image: ]


JAMES 
            
The dark-haired one is a dirty, dirty thing.
Simon laughs uneasily.
               

Which one do you want?
SIMON 
            
Sorry?
JAMES 
            
I’d prefer the brunette, but either way.
SIMON 
            
(laughs)
            
No, that’s alright, you can, you can have both.
JAMES 
            
(shakes head)
            
Never again. 
            
SIMON 
            
I’m going to the bathroom …
He gets up and a Hairy Man in leather biker wear charges into him, spilling his drinks all over Simon.
               

HAIRY MAN 
            
Watch it.
SIMON 
            
(embarrassed)
            
Sorry.
HAIRY MAN 
            
What are you going to do about it?
James stands up and walks over.
               

Who the fuck are you? His gay twin?
James nods for a second and then out of nowhere, headbutts the man in the face.
               
We cut to Simon’s shocked face. James turns to Simon.
               
We see several more large men in leather biker gear. Simon turns to James.
               

EXT. STREETS – NIGHT
            
They run from the bar, giddy. James kicks things over as they go.
               

EXT. ALLEY – NIGHT
            
They wait against a wall, recovering their breath. Laughing, exhilarated.
               

INT. TRAIN – NIGHT, BUT LATER
            
Simon and James lie down on opposite sides of the carriage. The train sways. James has a cigarette hanging from his mouth and is cradling a bottle of whisky. James sounds drunk, Simon is more sober.  
               

JAMES 
            
How come you don’t you have a girlfriend?
SIMON 
            
I don’t know.
JAMES 
            
You a flamer?
SIMON 
            
No. There’s someone I’ve been thinking about a lot.
JAMES 
            
Like some fantasy shit?
SIMON 
            
No, she’s real. A person.
JAMES 
            
Well, what’s the problem?
SIMON 
            
I don’t know. I have all these things I want to say to her.
We show Hannah looking at us, straight to camera.
               

Like how I can tell she’s a lonely person – even if others can’t. Because I know what it is to be lonely and lost and invisible.
JAMES 
            
Simon: you have to go after what you want. I’d tear the asshole off an elephant for a piece of trim I wanted that bad.
SIMON 
            
I’ve tried talking to her but I don’t know how to be myself. It’s like I’m permanently outside myself. Like you could push your hand straight through me if you wanted to. I can see the type of man I want to be versus the type of man I actually am and I know that I’m doing it, but I’m incapable of doing what needs to be done. I’m like Pinocchio. I’m a wooden boy, not a real boy. And it kills me.
Simon stops and looks across. James has fallen asleep. 
               

INT. CORRIDOR – NIGHT
            
Simon carries James over his shoulder.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – NIGHT
            
Simon places James on his bed. Then, gently, Simon uses his finger to trace a line from James’s temple to his chin.
               

SIMON 
            
I’m pleased we met.
Simon looks through his telescope and checks to see if he can see Hannah. She’s asleep in bed. He moves the telescope and focuses on the red fingerprint on the window. It’s now a complete hand. Simon smiles. We see James open one eye and look at Simon.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – MORNING
            
Simon wakes up. James is not there. In fact, there is no sign that he was there at all.
               

FOUR
INT. OFFICE LOBBY – MORNING
            
Simon is signing in. A beaming James appears.
               

JAMES 
            
It’s OK: he’s with me.
GUARD 
            
No problem, James. (To Simon.) Just go right through.
            
Simon uneasily puts the pen down and follows James.
               

EXT. ELEVATOR – A LITTLE LATER
            
Simon and James exit the elevator. James is obviously doing the capper line to a joke. The people in the elevator all laugh. An attractive woman comes up to James and makes as if to whisper something in his ear.  
               

JAMES 
            
Not now …
She leaves with a conspiratorial look. Harris approaches.
               

Hey – did you get a chance to look at that report yet?
HARRIS 
            
Yeah – I left it on your desk.
JAMES 
            
Thanks, man. I’m going to take a nap.
INT. OFFICE – A LITTLE LATER
            
Simon is at his booth. A scrunched-up ball of paper sails in from out of shot, hitting Simon on the head. He opens the ball. It says: ‘Don’t forget the switch – James’. We cut to Simon standing over James’s booth. James has made a little den for himself at the bottom of his work station. He is lying down, looking casual.
               

SIMON 
            
What switch?
JAMES 
            
What switch? The switch. You’re taking the aptitude test for me. Remember? We went through all this last night. The switch.
SIMON 
            
Please stop saying ‘the switch’.
JAMES 
            
You said you’d help me with all this boring office work crap. Like this test.
SIMON 
            
I’ve got reports to finish – I have to teach Melanie –
JAMES 
            
The hot intern?
SIMON 
            
Papadopoulos’s daughter – he specifically entrusted me – and I … You think she’s hot? She’s very young. 
            
JAMES 
            
Just take the test. I’ll babysit for an hour.
SIMON 
            
Do you know anything about what we do here?
JAMES 
            
What’s to know?
Simon takes a beat.
               

SIMON 
            
What if we get caught?
JAMES 
            
How will we get caught? We have the same face.
INT. OUTSIDE PAPADOPOULOS’S OFFICE – DAY
            
Simon sits at a tiny desk.
               

SECRETARY 
            
You may turn over your papers.
He turns over a paper that says, ‘James Simon: Aptitude Test’. Simon ticks various multiple-choice answers in the boxes.
               

INT. OFFICE – LATER
            
James sits at Simon’s desk with Melanie. Melanie, far from being sullen, is now effusive and interested.
               

MELANIE 
            
No, all of the boys in my school are so childish, so immature.
JAMES 
            
Nothing but a batch of raging hormones.
MELANIE 
            
Exactly. It’s like Daddy wanting me to go out on a date with his friend’s son. Like, just because we’re the same age doesn’t mean we have anything in common, right?
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JAMES 
            
It’s no substitute for real emotional connection, that’s for certain. I’ve always felt emotional maturity is unrelated to material age. I’m just interested in the real person, you know? Let’s get a coffee.
INT. OUTSIDE PAPADOPOULOS’S OFFICE – LATER
            
Simon is finishing up the test.
               

INT. COFFEE ROOM – LATER
            
James makes himself a coffee.
               

JAMES 
            
You need to realise that data entry and collection and computers and stuff can be sensual. It has a romance. All these lives that we’re recording – their dreams, their hopes, their loves. Each person out there, apart, yet connected. We’re giving these faceless people immortality …
MELANIE 
            
Wow. That’s such an amazing way of looking at it …
INT. PAPADOPOULOS’S OFFICE – LATER
            
Simon hands the test over to the secretary outside Papadopoulos’s office. She looks up at him and smiles.
               

SECRETARY 
            
Finished already?
SIMON 
            
When do you think you’ll have the results?
SECRETARY 
            
For you? Right away.
The Secretary smiles at Simon. He is puzzled, unused to such treatment.
               

INT. OFFICE – DAY
            
Simon sits at James’s desk while Mr Papadopoulos stands over him excitedly. Papadopoulos is leafing through Simon’s test scores.   
               
Simon doesn’t seem to be paying much attention, instead focusing on his empty desk.
               

PAPADOPOULOS 
            
These results are off the charts, James. I knew we hired the right man, I just knew it.
SIMON 
            
Thank you, sir.
Simon continues to wait for James to return. He is looking at his empty desk.
               

PAPADOPOULOS 
            
Where is the kid from that desk? He’s been here a while. Just between you and me, he hasn’t impressed.
SIMON 
            
I’m sure there’s some explanation.
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
Sticking up for a co-worker even though he has limited ability. I like that. Very admirable.
Papadopoulos disappears down the aisle of the office and Simon stands, looking back at his desk.
               
James has suddenly appeared, sitting in Simon’s chair. He waves to Simon and rushes over.
               

JAMES 
            
So?
SIMON 
            
(agitated)
            
Where were you?
JAMES 
            
How’d I do?
SIMON 
            
You aced it.
James claps his hands and does a spin.
               

JAMES 
            
I knew it! 
            
SIMON 
            
I told you to be back an hour ago.
JAMES 
            
Don’t worry! The old man is an idiot. We’re going to run this place.
INT. PHOTOCOPYING DEPARTMENT – DAY
            
Simon stands at the main desk, holding a stack of papers. Hannah sits behind the desk. She holds two paper cups up to her ear.
               
In the background, in a doorway, we see James watching them.
               

SIMON 
            
So it’s a good thing I fixed my printer. Just used a little elbow grease. So I won’t be needing to come down as much.
Hannah looks very bored, she rubs the two paper cups together and it makes a noise.
               

HANNAH 
            
If you rub them together it sounds just like crickets.
SIMON 
            
Yes, it does. Also I’m sorry I missed you at the ball the other night.
HANNAH 
            
I didn’t see you at all, until –
SIMON 
            
Well, back to work.
HANNAH 
            
– the end. When that man dragged you out.
Hannah shrugs and continues to rub the paper cups together.
               
We see Simon run off and stand next to James. Hannah watches; she looks vaguely interested, more than usual at least. We see her watch the two of them together.
               
We close in on Simon and James’s conversation.  
               

JAMES 
            
That went great! Leave her wanting more.
SIMON 
            
I don’t know.
JAMES 
            
Did you use the line about elbow grease? It’s erotic. Within a week you’re going to get hand on boob. That’s a promise. We just stick to the plan. No contact: cold turkey for a few days.
Simon half laughs, half shakes his head with disbelief.
               

INT. TRAIN – DAY
            
Close on Hannah.
               
James is eating an apple suggestively, but is also using it to hide his mouth movements.
               
Hannah looks up at him and then averts her eyes.
               

JAMES 
            
She’s definitely looking at you. You had a little setback at the ball, but now she’s going, how come Simon hasn’t been down to see me? Why’s he being all mysterious? What’s going on in that magnificent mind of his?
SIMON 
            
You think? I do feel like she’s been looking at me a little.
JAMES 
            
Now lick your lips.
SIMON 
            
Sorry?
JAMES 
            
It sends out a subliminal sexual signal. (Beat.) Show the tongue, but be careful not to look like a lizard.
            
Simon half turns round and awkwardly licks his lips.
               

SIMON 
            
This is the most stupid … 
            
JAMES 
            
(suddenly urgent)
            
OK. Here we go …
SIMON 
            
What?
Simon looks up. Hannah is coming towards him. James scuttles away and stands behind a glass divider.
               

HANNAH 
            
Do you mind if I stand here?
SIMON 
            
No. I don’t.
There’s an awkward silence for a while.
               

HANNAH 
            
Do you think we could go meet up to talk one evening after work?
She indicates James, as though it’s awkward to talk in front of him.
               

Just you and me?
Angle on Simon.
               

INT. DINER – EVENING
            
Simon sits on his own in the diner. He’s wearing a relatively smart jacket and looks like he’s taken a little more care with his appearance than usual. We see some flowers on the chair next to him. He looks up and sees Hannah approach. Hannah looks relaxed, not like she’s dressed up for a date. Simon stands up and smiles.
               
We jump cut to:
               

INT. DINER – A LITTLE LATER
            
Simon and Hannah sit opposite one another. A discussion has been in progress.
               

HANNAH 
            
Look: this is obviously making you uncomfortable. I just wondered whether he might have mentioned me to you … 
            
SIMON 
            
No, it isn’t. It’s just when you say you’ve never met anyone like James …
HANNAH 
            
Yes. I’ve never met anyone like James.
SIMON 
            
I find that hard to process.
HANNAH 
            
What’s hard to process about it?
SIMON 
            
What is so unique about him?
HANNAH 
            
I don’t know.
SIMON 
            
Try to think.
HANNAH 
            
He has something.
SIMON 
            
How can you know if he has something? You’ve never even spoken to him.
HANNAH 
            
I think you can tell just by looking at someone.
SIMON 
            
Just by looking at someone?
HANNAH 
            
Yes. Listen – maybe it’s better if I just tell him.
SIMON 
            
No, that won’t work. Let’s not do that.
HANNAH 
            
I’m kind of putting myself on the line here. I’m pretty vulnerable at this moment if you can imagine that.
SIMON 
            
Look – I’ll tell him. If you want. 
            
HANNAH 
            
There’s no knife to your throat.
SIMON 
            
No. Sorry.
HANNAH 
            
I thought you’d want to help me out.
SIMON 
            
I didn’t mean to pry or … It’s fine.
HANNAH 
            
OK. Thanks …
She’s clearly forgotten his name.
               

SIMON 
            
Simon …
HANNAH 
            
Sorry! I’m just flustered. I’m …
She grabs his hand across the table.
               

That’s great. Are your hands normally this hot?
SIMON 
            
Quite often.
There’s an awkward pause. She unclasps his hands.
               

God. This waitress is terrible. Where is she?
INT. CORRIDOR – DAY
            
Simon and James walk side by side.
               

JAMES 
            
I can’t say I’m surprised. But I think this is a good thing.
James checks out a a girl who walks past.
               

We’ll make a date and you can go as me. I’ll give you a little more coaching.
SIMON 
            
Do you think it’s even ethical? 
            
JAMES 
            
Don’t take this the wrong way, but I think it’s unlikely you’ll be able to get into an unethical situation on a first date.
EXT. RAILWAY PLATFORM – EVENING
            
James lies on the bench, Simon walks in front of him.
               

JAMES 
            
You need to have more of a swagger to your walk. If possible you want to kind of rotate your pelvis. (Beat.) It lets them know you have a full range of motion down there.
            
He stands up and demonstrates.
               

EXT. RAILWAY PLATFORM – NIGHT
            
Simon and James stand close to one another.
               

JAMES 
            
When you’re standing next to one of them, or sitting, you want to put your hand on their lower back. See?
James reaches out and puts his hand on Simon’s lower back.
               

Not the ass, they sometimes get upset about that, but just above it. (Beat.) It shows you’re interested but you could push them down the stairs at any moment.
            
SIMON 
            
Why?
JAMES 
            
Because you’ve got the leverage.
SIMON 
            
(confused)
            
Here?
Simon puts his hand on James’s lower back. James swats him away.
               

JAMES 
            
Stop that. It’s gay. 
            
SIMON 
            
You just did that to me.
JAMES 
            
But it was me: you see the difference? You can’t be doing anything gay. (Beat.) No ice-cream cones.
            
SIMON 
            
I like ice cream.
JAMES 
            
Of course: it’s delicious. Ice cream is fine – in a cup – but a cone is gay, unless you’re with a woman at the time.
SIMON 
            
(confused, but going with it)
            
Anything else?
JAMES 
            
No riding on a motorcycle with another man. (Beat.) The only exceptions are drive-by shootings, purse snatchings, or bomb throwing. Anything else is gay.
            
SIMON 
            
You know a lot about this stuff.
JAMES 
            
Defence wins championships.
We hear the train approach.
               

EXT. COURTYARD – NIGHT
            
High angle. Simon and James walk side by side in silhouette.
               

JAMES 
            
You need to tell them how great you are, all the time. Which means you’ll have to make things up.
SIMON 
            
What if they find out?
JAMES 
            
Make it hard to research. Like you were the captain of a Jai alai team in high school or a brigadier general in the navy with four confirmed kills. Something like that. 
            
SIMON 
            
I don’t think anybody’d believe that.
JAMES 
            
Then change the subject, and deny everything.
SIMON 
            
I don’t know if this is me.
JAMES 
            
That’s why it’s so good.
James disappears into his apartment block.
               

INT. RESTAURANT – EVENING
            
Simon sits opposite Hannah in a restaurant.
               
He looks very uncomfortable. Hannah shifts in her seat.
               
It is silent for a long, long time.
               

SIMON ⁄ JAMES 
            
(voice-over)
            
Just say something. Anything.
We see Hannah play with her food.
               

SIMON 
            
(to Hannah)
            
I used to be an Olympic swimmer.
SIMON ⁄ JAMES 
            
(voice-over)
            
Go to the bathroom, now.
SIMON 
            
Would you excuse me?
INT. RESTAURANT BATHROOM – EVENING
            
Simon goes into one of the cubicles. James is there waiting for him. He has a small radio transmitting device, a microphone and headphones.  
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JAMES 
            
What the fuck?
SIMON 
            
I can’t do this with you shouting in my ear.
Simon takes an earpiece out of his ear, and starts removing a clip microphone from underneath his clothes.
               

JAMES 
            
This’d be going fine if you’d do what I tell you to.
SIMON 
            
What, like jam my knee between her thighs? I can’t do things like that.
JAMES 
            
That’s why you’re going to die alone. (Beat.) That was cruel. I’m sorry. I’m just frustrated. Look, give me your jacket, I’ll patch things up.
            
SIMON 
            
Sorry. 
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JAMES 
            
Don’t be sorry.
SIMON 
            
I am. I’ve screwed this up.
JAMES 
            
You can’t help it. You’re not good at this.
SIMON 
            
I know.
JAMES 
            
I know you know. Just give me your jacket.
INT. RESTAURANT – CONTINUOUS
            
James and Simon get to the door leading back into the restaurant. James peeks through it, but can’t see Hannah.
               

JAMES 
            
Did you move tables?
            
SIMON 
            
No –
Simon watches James walk into the restaurant and summon a Waiter.
               
The Waiter points to the door. James glances at Simon, then turns and runs.
               
Simon pokes his head out further, trying not to be seen.
               
We see Hannah collecting her coat by the front desk, on her way out. She leaves just before James gets there.
               
James runs over and follows her out of the restaurant.
               
Simon creeps out from behind the door, still concerned about being discovered.
               
He can see Hannah and James engaged in a heated row outside. It is raining, and Hannah is starting to get drenched. James offers his coat but she rejects it.
               
Hannah turns to leave, but James pulls her back to him. She slaps his face, then he slaps hers. She looks completely shocked. She starts to cry.
               
James hugs her. Hannah punches him from within the hug.
               
James leans in to kiss her, Hannah struggles before seeming to submit completely.
               
The table at the front of the restaurant breaks out into spontaneous applause. We see Hannah and James look back in through the window.
               
Shy and coquettish, they give an ironic bow and skip off into the night.
               
We stay on Simon, perplexed and breathless. As he gathers his wits and makes to follow, another Waiter brings him the cheque for the meal.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT BLOCK – NIGHT
            
Simon hurtles up the stairs to his apartment.  
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INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – CONTINUOUS
            
He dashes over to the telescope and points it at Hannah’s apartment but the blinds, for the first time, are closed.
               


FIVE
INT. TRAIN – DAY
            
Simon stands on the train. His place has again been taken by the man with the newspaper. He looks through the carriage. Hannah is not there.
               

INT. LOBBY – DAY
            
Simon waits in the lobby, angry and half pacing. He looks around.
               

GUARD 
            
(to Simon)
            
Visitors need to sign in.
SIMON 
            
(frustrated)
            
I’m not a visitor.
He starts filling out the form.
               

INT. OFFICE – DAY
            
Simon walks to his desk. Inexplicably, his computer is on. He sits down, unnerved.
               

INT. OFFICE. PHOTOCOPYING DEPT – DAY
            
Simon watches Hannah from afar. She seems very happy.
               
He approaches the desk, holding a few sheets of paper. Again Liz is there to greet him.
               

SIMON 
            
Hi. I know the policy, but my printer is actually broken again. How’s your growth? 
            
LIZ 
            
Hannah! The creepy guy’s here again.
Hannah comes over, still in a good mood.
               

HANNAH 
            
Hi, creepy guy.
SIMON 
            
Hey, Hannah. I was just saying to your colleague that I know the policy, but my printer is actually broken again.
HANNAH 
            
I thought you fixed it with elbow grease?
SIMON 
            
Yes.
HANNAH 
            
Do you want me to call up and get someone?
SIMON 
            
Sorry?
HANNAH 
            
What’s your desk number?
She’s picked up the phone and is already dialling.
               

VOICE ON PHONE 
            
(out of shot)
            
Hello? Maintenance?
HANNAH 
            
Hi. I’m just with someone who says their printer isn’t working….
Simon quickly cuts off the phone.
               

SIMON 
            
That’s OK I need a copy pretty urgently. It’s a report of special importance to the Colonel. He’s been taking a particular interest in my findings lately, I think. I haven’t met him yet. He just knows of my work. Maybe. (Beat.) Oh yeah – you had your date with James last night. Did you? Was that last night? 
            
HANNAH 
            
So you want me to photocopy these?
SIMON 
            
Yes, please. That’s why I’m here.
Hannah goes over to the machine. Simon has an agonising wait while his papers go through. Hannah returns with them.
               

HANNAH 
            
One copy.
SIMON 
            
So, how did it go?
HANNAH 
            
How did what go?
SIMON 
            
With James. I just wanted to ask. I didn’t see you on the train this morning. Not that I’m in the habit of watching you on the train.
Hannah isn’t about to help out.
               

It’s just seeing that I made the introduction –
HANNAH 
            
Thanks for the introduction –
SIMON 
            
I just wanted to make sure –
HANNAH 
            
That he didn’t take advantage of me?
There is a long pause.
               

SIMON 
            
Did he? Do that? Because I feel sort of responsible. Seeing as I made the introduction.
HANNAH 
            
That’s very kind of you.
SIMON 
            
But you’re OK? 
            
HANNAH 
            
I’m OK.
SIMON 
            
I’m pleased. That’s a relief. To me. That relieved me. Because I made the introduction. Good.
Melanie appears and puts her hands over Simon’s eyes.
               

MELANIE 
            
Guess who?
Simon is flustered.
               

SIMON 
            
This is Melanie.
HANNAH 
            
We’ve met.
MELANIE 
            
Have we?
SIMON 
            
Papadopoulos asked me to tutor her.
Melanie puts her arms around Simon and drags him away.
               

MELANIE 
            
He’s the fun-est teacher I’ve ever had. I’m learning a lot.
SIMON 
            
She’s a good kid.
Liz sidles up to Hannah.
               

LIZ 
            
He’s a deviant.
HANNAH 
            
He’s harmless.
INT. OFFICE – DAY
            
Simon at his desk. Melanie is with him. He looks around for James, but he’s nowhere to be seen. Simon installs Melanie at his computer. He gathers some papers together.  
               

SIMON 
            
OK. Well, let’s just pick up where we left off. You were getting the hang of it, so I’ll just leave you to tap away for a little while.
MELANIE 
            
What’s wrong with you today? Freak.
INT. OUTSIDE PAPADOPOULOS’S OFFICE – DAY
            
Simon wanders up towards Papadopoulos’s office. He smiles at the secretary. She does not return it.
               
James suddenly appears next to Simon.
               

JAMES 
            
(to Simon)
            
I’ll be one moment – this is the report I was telling you about.
James grabs the papers and hands them to Papadopoulos.
               
Papadopoulos scans through them, oblivious to what just happened. Simon is lost for words.
               

PAPADOPOULOS 
            
Great work, James. That’s the kind of initiative I like.
JAMES 
            
Thank you, sir. I just think that a man should do the best he can possibly do at the work he’s doing. I took the liberty of making two copies. One for you, one for the Colonel.
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
(smiling)
            
That’s the spirit.
SIMON 
            
But, sir –
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
I don’t know what I’m paying you for. This guy just started. Why can’t you work like that?
SIMON 
            
Sir! I think I have to make things clear. (Beat.) Um … 
            
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
Use words.
Simon continues to stammer. James smiles at Papadopoulos with a pitying look.
               

I’m not angry with you, son, I just hope you can raise the level of your performance. Hell, why don’t you work with James here. See if you can help him put something together.
Simon looks shell-shocked, he is so angry he can barely speak.
               

SIMON 
            
I can, I … will.
James follows Papadopoulos back into the office, he turns to give Simon a smile.
               
Simon can see Papadopoulos and James enter the Honor Lounge. The Colonel appears and walks up to James. He grabs him warmly by the hand. 
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THE COLONEL 
            
So you’re the great James Simon I’ve been hearing all about. Let’s take a look at this report, shall we?
INT. OLD FOLKS’ HOME – NIGHT
            
Simon is brushing his Mother’s teeth. She looks bad: pale and thin, much worse than when we first saw her. It’s very quiet.The sci-fi series is on TV but with the sound down and closed captioning on. The staff member is asleep and has a bowl of chips balanced on his chest.
               

MOTHER 
            
This used to be my favourite song.
SIMON 
            
There’s no music playing. And besides, you hate music.
Simon looks up – there’s clearly no song playing.
               

MOTHER 
            
(whisper, indicating the staff member)
            
I think the nurse stole my undershirt.
Simon gives his Mother a hug.
               

MOTHER 
            
You know, I do hate music.
The Strange Woman appears at Simon’s shoulder. She presses an object into Simon’s hand.
               

STRANGE WOMAN 
            
You’re still not right. Make the cut deep.
He looks at her, then down at his hand. The Woman has given him something that looks like a bone.
               
She turns and leaves.
               
He presses a button and a double-sided blade darts out. The etching on the handle is like a snakeskin – but this shouldn’t be immediately apparent.
               
Simon taps the staff member awake.  
               

SIMON 
            
Did you know that people here are carrying weapons?
STAFF 
            
Yeah.
SIMON 
            
How long’s this been going on for?
He opens his coat and indicates a gun.
               

STAFF 
            
A while.
He goes back to sleep.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT BLOCK. STAIRWELL – NIGHT
            
Simon walks heavily up the stairs. His feet click loudly as he walks. He looks like the last man on a dead planet.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – NIGHT
            
Simon sits on his bed. He looks exhausted. He takes the snake-handled knife from his pocket and stares at it for a moment. He presses the blade to his cheek.
               
He places it into the drawer by his bed. He looks up and dust drifts down from the ceiling, denser than before.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – EVENING
            
Simon is studying James’s apartment through his telescope. He has been doing this for some time. There is no one there. Briefly, he tilts down to Hannah’s apartment.
               
Hannah is watching the sci-fi show on TV, but occasionally she gets up and paces about. She seems agitated.
               
On her walls we see several pictures that Hannah has drawn of James. There appear to be about a dozen of them. Simon sighs.
               
Suddenly she seems to hear a noise. Tentatively, she pads over to the door and tries to listen to something that is happening outside. She opens the door but there is no one there.  
               
Simon pans back up to James’s window, just in time to see him tiptoe in with Melanie. They’re giggling. They shut the door and start kissing.
               
Melanie goes over to the window and starts to draw the blinds, but James stops her, making sure they’re open. As he’s kissing Melanie, he seems to glance over to Simon’s window, deliberately putting on a show.
               
Simon covers his mouth with disbelief. He can’t watch.
               
He thinks to himself, muttering.
               
He grabs the phone and stabs in a number.
               

HANNAH 
            
(out of shot)
            
Hello?
SIMON 
            
Hannah? It’s James. Come up. I want you.
He replaces the receiver and winces to himself.
               
Simon watches Hannah beautify herself. She checks herself in a mirror by the door and walks out. Flustered, she knocks over a can of drink. It fizzes on the floor.
               
Simon swings the telescope to James’s flat. He can no longer see James or Melanie.
               
After a beat, there’s obviously a doorbell sound, because James gets up. He’s naked.
               
He grabs a robe and shuffles Melanie off into the bathroom.
               
James answers the door and sees Hannah. There’s a clearly awkward exchange as James tries to shoo her out of his apartment. Hannah leaves, upset.
               
James returns and sees Melanie. They go through a virtual re-enactment of the same pantomime between James and Hannah outside the restaurant. But this time it ends with Melanie storming out.
               
Simon watches with delight.
               
He tilts down and sees Hannah back in her room. She’s crying. 
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INT. DINER – NIGHT
            
Simon and James sit next to one another. They read the menu in silence. Simon looks more composed than usual.
               

SIMON 
            
I want you to stop seeing Hannah.
JAMES 
            
I see.
SIMON 
            
And I want you to stop messing around with Melanie.
James shrugs.
               

JAMES 
            
What else? 
            
SIMON 
            
And I want you to tell Papadopoulos that I’ve been doing all of your work since you got here.
Pause.
               

JAMES 
            
I see. Well I want to show Papadopoulos these photos of you and his daughter …
He fishes some Polaroids out of his jacket pocket and puts them on the table. Simon looks at them, horrified.
               
The Waitress comes over and fills up their coffee cups. She looks at the pictures and then tuts at Simon.
               

SIMON 
            
(hissing)
            
What the hell do you think you’re doing? Put them away –
JAMES 
            
Who do you think Papadopoulos is going to believe? Some dink he still calls Stanley or this guy?
He slides over a card.
               
Simon picks it up. It is a photo ID of James’s smiling face. Underneath it says JAMES SIMON: SENIOR EXECUTIVE.
               
Simon puts the card back on the table and slides it back over to James.
               
He doesn’t have the energy to speak.
               
The Waitress comes over with the order and James starts eating hungrily.
               

JAMES 
            
So I need your key. (Beat.) To your apartment. You see – (He leans closer.) Melanie’s a bit of a screamer, and I don’t want Hannah coming up and making another scene.
            
Simon looks horrified.
               

It’ll be easier if we use your place. Do you want to see the photos again or are you OK? 
            
Utterly defeated, Simon fishes out a key from his pocket and slides it over to James.
               

I’ll also be taking other women there in case you notice different smells.
James looks at an attractive woman, sitting next to them.
               

Hey. I’m James.
Simon looks up at the TV. The sci-fi serial is playing.
               

SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
Get up. Get up! Or do you want to die on your knees like a snake?
SIX
INT. SIMON’S STAIRWELL – NIGHT
            
Simon half dozes on the stairs. He is awoken by the sound of heels on the landing. He looks down and we see James kiss, then usher away the attractive woman we’ve just seen.
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INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT CORRIDOR – NIGHT
            
Simon jumps up several times and scrapes a key off the doorsill.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – NIGHT
            
He drags himself into the room and immediately strips the bed of its sheets. He sees a pair of handcuffs attached to the bed.
               

INT. OFFICE – DAY
            
Simon sits at his desk. He’s working on his regression analysis report.
               
We see:
               

REGRESSION ANALYSIS: A PROPOSAL BY SIMON JAMES
            
Much of the work we do here is inefficient, and could be vastly improved. In this report I will outline several key ways in which efficiency …
James appears and leans on Simon’s booth.
               

JAMES 
            
What are you doing?
SIMON 
            
It’s private. Can you not lean on my work station?
JAMES 
            
I need the key tonight.
SIMON 
            
No. That was it – no more.
JAMES 
            
Hey. Mr Papadopoulos!
Mr Papadopoulos looks over.
               

Simon has something he wanted to show you.
Papadopoulos starts to bustle towards them.
               

PAPADOPOULOS 
            
This better be good. 
            
JAMES 
            
Key.
SIMON 
            
I can’t …
Papadopoulos gets closer.
               

JAMES 
            
Key.
SIMON 
            
No.
Still closer. James lets a picture of him and Melanie float down on to the desk. He lets another photo tumble to the floor. Simon puts his foot on it.
               

JAMES 
            
I have more.
SIMON 
            
Fine.
JAMES 
            
I’ll get a copy cut. Save future confusion.
James takes the key and scoots off, leaving Papadopoulos with Simon.
               

PAPADOPOULOS 
            
Well?
SIMON 
            
Er … Nothing. Sorry.
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
You need to shape up, Stanley. I want to see some real work from you.
SIMON 
            
Actually I’m working on something at the moment – something I think could help efficiency in the way –
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
Don’t mistake my kindness for weakness.
He powers away. Simon quickly pockets the photos.  
               
Hannah arrives.
               

HANNAH 
            
Simon?
Simon is taken off guard, surprised to see Hannah in his domain. She looks upset and nervous.
               

I think James is seeing someone else.
SIMON 
            
Right …
HANNAH 
            
And he told me that you sometimes watch my apartment from a telescope in your room – which I’m fine with – I don’t care – it’s actually reassuring in a strange way –
SIMON 
            
Do you want to go to the coffee room, it’s a little public –
HANNAH 
            
– and I thought it could be interesting to find out exactly who else he’s seeing.
INT. CORRIDOR OUTSIDE COFFEE ROOM – DAY
            
Simon stands up and starts to usher her into a corridor, away from the main room. They start walking towards the coffee room.
               

SIMON 
            
Does that mean he’s not seeing you? Because I wasn’t sure –?
HANNAH 
            
Not that he’s even trying to hide it –
SIMON 
            
He’s not a very good guy.
Simon opens the door to the coffee room. He sees Rudolph and a Coughing Man in there. He then closes it swiftly and retreats.
               

HANNAH 
            
Which I know and always have known, but to be made a fool of by him – 
            
SIMON 
            
A villain. It’s not your fault.
HANNAH 
            
I knew what he was. But then he’d say something about how he knew me. That he could tell I was a lonely person – because he knew what it was like to be lonely and lost and invisible. Like someone could push their hand straight through you …
SIMON 
            
I think you should definitely not see him.
HANNAH 
            
He told me he felt like Pinocchio. Do you know who Pinocchio is?
SIMON 
            
Um …
HANNAH 
            
He’s this wooden boy, held up by string, and he wants to be a real boy. Do you understand?
SIMON 
            
Er …
HANNAH 
            
I feel like Pinocchio!
We see Simon react, looking out over her shoulder. The Coughing Man and Rudolph step out of the coffee room and stand there, watching.
               

So can I come to your apartment? Tonight? I know it’s kind of weird to ask, but I want to see for myself … You know, if he’s taking girls back there.
SIMON 
            
I’m sorry, that’s not going to be possible. (Beat.) I have to work. So I won’t be at the apartment tonight. I’ll be here.
            
HANNAH 
            
That’s OK – just give me your key. 
            
SIMON 
            
I don’t have a key.
HANNAH 
            
You don’t have a key? You don’t have a key to your own apartment?
SIMON 
            
No.
HANNAH 
            
How do you get in?
SIMON 
            
I can’t get in.
HANNAH 
            
Why are you lying?
SIMON 
            
I’m not … I just don’t know if it’s good to spy on people. And I think you might be becoming a little obsessive.
He puts his hand on her shoulder.
               

HANNAH 
            
Why are you touching me?
SIMON 
            
I also feel like Pinocchio.
HANNAH 
            
You’re a snake.
She turns and leaves.
               
Simon watches, helpless. Rudolph and the Coughing Man give a look.
               

INT. DINER – NIGHT
            
Simon has a drink in the diner and watches the sci-fi show. He turns and sees the Frightening Man staring at him through the window.  
               

EXT. WALKWAY – NIGHT
            
He walks along the walkway to the apartment, his shadow looming ahead of him. He’s holding a bottle of whisky. He sees the Frightening Man asleep on the ground. The Frightening Man has no shoes on.
               
Simon looks down at his feet.
               
We see the Frightening Man open his eyes and see Simon disappear off. The Frightening Man looks to his left. Simon sees a bottle of whisky. He looks at his feet. They have shoes on.
               

EXT. SIMON’S STAIRWELL – MORNING
            
He wakes up, dazed.
               

INT. OFFICE – MORNING
            
Simon turns up at work and signs in looking totally dishevelled. We see he is not wearing any shoes.
               

INT. OFFICE – DAY
            
Simon sits at his desk, staring out into space.
               

INT. PHOTOCOPYING DEPARTMENT – DAY
            
Simon stands and stares from afar at a sad-looking Hannah.
               

INT. COFFEE ROOM – DAY
            
Simon is standing on a chair, staring out the window. We cut to his point of view. Some birds have made a nest in the dead body of the pigeon that flew into the window.
               

INT. HANNAH’S APARTMENT BLOCK. DUMPSTER – NIGHT
            
Simon, still wearing no shoes, searches for Hannah’s torn up drawings. He has several strips of paper in his hand. 
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HANNAH 
            
Who are you?
We see her standing at the door.
               

SIMON 
            
(hesitant)
            
I’m sorry, I haven’t done anything.
HANNAH 
            
You haven’t, have you? You don’t do anything.
Simon notices something. Hannah follows his gaze. She turns and sees James let in the Waitress from the diner.
               
Simon doesn’t say anything and Hannah turns, going back to her apartment. Simon puts his hand to his face.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT DOOR – NIGHT
            
Simon bangs on the door. There’s no answer. We just hear giggling. He bangs on the door again. 
               
James opens the door, brandishing a knife. He launches at Simon, forcing him up against the neighbouring wall. James has Simon by the throat and runs the knife along Simon’s face.
               
Simon is terrified. He looks closely at the knife – with disbelief. It’s the same one that the Strange Woman gave him. James rests the knife on Simon’s Adam’s apple and gives it a quick flick. It starts to bleed.
               
He looks back at James. James wanders back and slams the door shut. Simon touches his neck and looks at the blood on his hand. The door opens again and a pair of plimsolls sail out.
               

INT. BAR – NIGHT
            
Simon sits and drinks. It’s very late. A Woman, wearing red, is slumped, asleep at the bar.
               

EXT. WALKWAY UNDERPASS – NIGHT
            
Simon walks along the underpass. He hears footsteps behind him.
               

VAGRANT 
            
You have a cigarette?
SIMON 
            
I don’t smoke.
VAGRANT TWO 
            
He’s lying.
Two more Vagrants appear in front of him. One has a baseball bat. There is no easy way out of the tunnel.
               

SIMON 
            
Fuck you.
The men descend on him. They hit him and Simon curls up into a ball. They begin to kick him and punch him in the face.
               
Simon is pleased, as though he is floating above his body. We see Simon’s shoes come into frame.
               

VOICE 
            
Stop it, I know him. 
            
The Vagrants disperse, leaving Simon on the ground.
               

INT. WALKWAY BENCH – NIGHT
            
Simon is sitting with the Frightening Man. It’s clear that they’re familiar with one another now, almost friends.
               
Simon’s face is marked with dried blood. They sit side by side.
               

FRIGHTENING MAN 
            
Where I come from we have a story. Two snakes are born, brothers. After a few months they grow and they shake the skin off so they can grow bigger. One snake he says it hurts too bad. So he’s not going to eat no more. Just enough to live, so he doesn’t have to get a new skin. The other snake, he eats everything, he wants to get bigger, so he eats everything he can, and he grows strong.
SIMON 
            
And what happens? To the snakes?
FRIGHTENING MAN 
            
The big snake, he eats his brother, the one who doesn’t grow. He becomes the biggest snake. (Beat.) Do you want to get eaten?
            
SIMON 
            
I don’t think so.
The Frightening Man hits Simon.
               

FRIGHTENING MAN 
            
Do you want to die?
He hits him again.
               

SIMON 
            
Not immediately.
And again.
               

FRIGHTENING MAN 
            
Then you must fight. 
            
SIMON 
            
Stop that.
Simon gets up. So does the Frightening Man. The Frightening Man keeps hitting Simon.
               

Don’t.
FRIGHTENING MAN 
            
Little man. You don’t hit back?
SIMON 
            
I’m serious.
FRIGHTENING MAN 
            
You don’t like to hurt anyone?
SIMON 
            
No, I don’t.
FRIGHTENING MAN 
            
You’re a nice little man.
The Frightening Man keeps coming for him. Simon tries to push him away. To no avail.
               
Finally, Simon counters and fights back. He manages to knock the Frightening Man to the ground. He looks at his felled opponent, terrified, his heart racing, but exultant. The Frightening Man smiles.
               

FRIGHTENING MAN 
            
Good. That was more like you.
INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT BLOCK – LATER
            
Simon springs up the stairwell of his apartment block. He sees Melanie sitting on the stairwell, holding a revolver. Simon stops in his tracks. Her eyes are raw from tears.
               
Melanie fires several shots. We cut to Simon, frozen. The shots have all gone past him (intentionally).
               
Melanie gets up and coolly walks away, leaving Simon rooted to the ground.  
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – A LITTLE LATER
            
Dazed, like an automaton, Simon walks into his apartment. We see the Waitress from the diner handcuffed to the bed, with a sheet wrapped round her. He wanders to the bathroom and checks on the cut to his Adam’s apple. He washes it in the sink. It’s pink and ugly. He puts a plaster on it.
               
All the while the Waitress, Kiki, berates him, dragging the bed towards the bathroom as she does so.
               

KIKI 
            
What is going on? You can’t just treat someone like this. Who do you think you are? I thought that crazy kid was going to kill me. You give some junior loon like that the key to your apartment? You think I’m just going to let you do whatever you want? Is that it? You’re like some kind of prince? Why won’t you answer? Why? Why won’t you look at me?
INT. LOBBY – MORNING
            
Simon, his face broken and battered, walks through the lobby, the plaster on his Adam’s apple. He’s stopped by the Guard.
               

GUARD 
            
Over here.
SIMON 
            
I know, I have to sign the guestbook.
GUARD 
            
Name?
SIMON 
            
Simon James.
GUARD 
            
You’re wanted in worker services.
INT. SMALL OFFICE – DAY
            
Simon sits across from a man with a tiny bow tie. He’s looking at a very small desktop computer. 
               

WORKER SERVICES EXECUTIVE 
            
You don’t exist any more.
SIMON 
            
Excuse me?
WORKER SERVICES EXECUTIVE 
            
You’re no longer in the system.
SIMON 
            
Well, just put me back in the system.
WORKER SERVICES EXECUTIVE 
            
I can’t do that.
SIMON 
            
Why?
WORKER SERVICES EXECUTIVE 
            
Because you don’t exist. We can’t put someone who doesn’t exist in the system.
SIMON 
            
But I used to be in the system.
WORKER SERVICES EXECUTIVE 
            
Not according to the system. In fact, according to the system you’ve never existed.
SIMON 
            
I’ve never existed?
WORKER SERVICES EXECUTIVE 
            
No. If you had existed, you’d be on the system.
SIMON 
            
How reliable is the system?
WORKER SERVICES EXECUTIVE 
            
Oh, it’s completely reliable.
SIMON 
            
But I used to exist … I do exist! I am sitting in this chair, aren’t I?
WORKER SERVICES EXECUTIVE 
            
I smell you. 
            
SIMON 
            
OK. How do you get on the system?
WORKER SERVICES EXECUTIVE 
            
You need a card.
SIMON 
            
Right. So can I get a new card?
WORKER SERVICES EXECUTIVE 
            
No.
SIMON 
            
Why?
WORKER SERVICES EXECUTIVE 
            
Because you’re not on the system.
SIMON 
            
So that’s it?
WORKER SERVICES EXECUTIVE 
            
That’s it. (Beat.) I leave you to make your own arrangements.
            
He folds his computer keyboard in two, picks up the tiny monitor by a handle on its back and walks out of the room.
               

INT. SIMON’S CUBICLE – DAY
            
Harris approaches.
               

HARRIS 
            
You alright, buddy?
SIMON 
            
Yeah, thanks, Harris.
HARRIS 
            
It’s got to be tough on you.
SIMON 
            
Yeah, yeah I guess it is.
HARRIS 
            
I got this book for you. 
            
Harris hands Simon a book whose title is Conquering Substance Abuse.
               

James told us about your problems. You need to finish it pronto: it’s only returnable through Friday.
SIMON 
            
Thanks.
HARRIS 
            
No worries. Hey, I was just wondering …
SIMON 
            
Yeah, I’ll help you with your report.
HARRIS 
            
If you could have it ready by tomorrow.
SIMON 
            
Fine.
HARRIS 
            
And tomorrow’s Friday.
SIMON 
            
I know.
HARRIS 
            
So the book and the report both need to be finished by tomorrow.
SIMON 
            
OK.
HARRIS 
            
Friday.
Simon walks and sees that James is not in the office.
               

SIMON 
            
Where is James?
Simon starts to walk back towards his desk.
               

HARRIS 
            
He’s in with Papadopoulos. Apparently he’s written this incredible report on how to increase efficiency in the department. Pap’s pretty impressed. 
            
Simon doesn’t even change expression.
               

Hey: do you know what regression analysis is?
INT. OUTSIDE PAPADOPOULOS’S OFFICE – CONTINUOUS
            
A little later Simon walks along the corridor, livid.
               

JAMES 
            
(out of shot)
            
So two Chinese virgins get married right? And it’s the night of the wedding and they just finished boning.
The other workers chuckle, anticipating a joke.
               

And the husband says. ‘That was great, is there anything you’d like to try?’ And the woman says …
INT. PAPADOPOULOS’S OFFICE – CONTINUOUS
            
James, leaning on the edge of the desk, is finishing telling the joke. He seems extremely comfortable. Three or four people from the department are there, as well as Papadopoulos and Rudolph.
               
Simon approaches, looking pale and ill. He notices that James has a plaster on his Adam’s apple: it looks exactly the same as Simon’s.
               
He also has a black eye, the same as Simon’s.
               

SIMON 
            
Mr Papadopoulos …
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
(not looking at him)
            
Hold on a sec.
JAMES 
            
The woman says, ‘I’d like to try a number sixty-nine.’ (Beat.) And the guy thinks for a second, and he says, ‘You want breef wiff broccori?!’
            
James roars with laughter and the other workers laugh as well.
               

SIMON 
            
Sir, I need to talk to you. 
            
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
You, I can’t believe you’d dare!
SIMON 
            
I work here.
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
You pervert. James told me everything about you and Melanie. Hell knows she’s handsome – she’s a Papadopoulos – but to abuse a young woman’s trust like that …
Simon points at James.
               

SIMON 
            
This man is a fraud!
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
You should talk! He’s the finest employee we’ve ever had.
SIMON 
            
He doesn’t even know what we do here!
They turn to James who remains calm.
               

JAMES 
            
(shrugging, confident)
            
Oh, you know. This and that …
SIMON 
            
What is regression analysis? Who took your test for you?
JAMES 
            
Sir, I’ve been through this in the report – why don’t I help him out, he seems like he’s …
SIMON 
            
Stay away from me. Sir, this can’t stand. He stole my face!
People exchange glances as though Simon is crazy.
               
Simon points at his face. He is wide-eyed and on the edge.
               

He stole it from me!
For the first time Simon has really lost it. His mild manner is gone. The whole room watches. 
               
Rudolph walks forward and grabs Simon’s arm. Simon tears it away from him.
               

Get off of me.
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
You need to leave, now.
He lunges forward. Rudolph and he struggle. Someone else joins in. Somehow he manages to separate himself, and we see he has grabbed hold of Rudolph’s prosthetic arm. Gasps, panic etc.
               

This is too much, Simon! Give Rudolph his arm back!
SIMON 
            
Get me the Colonel!
Simon seems to be losing steam, getting dizzy. He can see people looking up at him from an office underneath.
               

The Colonel will understand. (Breathing heavily.) I need to see the Colonel.
            
PAPADOPOULOS 
            
Son, you need help.
We see James nod to someone, who presses a button underneath a desk.
               

SIMON 
            
I don’t need help!
JAMES 
            
We all love you, Simon.
There is a big scrum, a wild fight, Simon swings wildly.
               

SIMON 
            
You don’t know who you’re dealing with. You fuckers! You fucking fucks! I’m a person! You can’t just erase me! I exist!
INT. SUBWAY TRAIN PLATFORM – A LITTLE LATER
            
Simon stands, his back to us, next to the Guard. The train doors open. He gets in and turns around. We see that he’s crying. The train moves off.
               

SEVEN
INT. CORRIDOR OUTSIDE SIMON’S APARTMENT – DAY
            
Simon retrieves his key from the top of the door sill and wearily walks in.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – DAY
            
He checks his phone messages. There are no messages. He goes to his drawer to get some paper. We see the knife and handcuffs. He sits down at a table and starts to write a note.
               

‘To whom it may concern. I have decided to end my life because I no longer exist. A person should amount to something and not float around this earth like a ghost.’
He pauses for thought. He screws up the note and starts again.
               

‘To whom it may concern. I am a ghost.’
He then adds:
               

‘I am sorry.’
Simon folds up the note and places it in his top pocket.
               
Simon walks to the window. He opens the blinds for the first time. He goes to open the window when he sees something. He looks through his telescope. We see Hannah lying awkwardly, half on the bed, half on the floor of her apartment, an empty bottle of pills next to her. Simon puts his hand to his mouth.
               

INT. HOSPITAL – LATER
            
Simon sits in a hospital reception area. A Nurse is sitting next to him, clipboard in hand. A man on a gurney in the background is softly, but insistently, moaning. 
               

NURSE 
            
And how many pills would you say she’d swallowed? Nought to ten, ten to twenty, twenty to thirty, or over thirty?
SIMON 
            
I don’t know. I wasn’t there.
NURSE 
            
But if you had to guess.
SIMON 
            
I’m not going to guess.
NURSE 
            
But if you had to.
SIMON 
            
I don’t have to.
NURSE 
            
I’ll just put a question mark down. (To the man on the gurney.) You’ll just have to hold on! (To Simon.) And how long have you been married …?
            
Simon looks up, a Doctor comes in. He is played by the same actor who played the Guard, Simon looks at him with disbelief.
               

DOCTOR 
            
(to the Nurse)
            
Will you excuse us a moment?
The Nurse walks over to the moaning man.
               

NURSE 
            
What?!
INT. HOSPITAL, CORRIDOR – CONTINUOUS
            
DOCTOR 
            
Has she done this kind of thing before?
SIMON 
            
No. I don’t think so. 
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The Doctor looks at Simon’s bruises.
               

DOCTOR 
            
Do you fight a lot?
SIMON 
            
Sometimes. She hits me.
DOCTOR 
            
I’m afraid to say she’s had a miscarriage. (Beat.) I’m sorry. Was this your first pregnancy?
            
Simon nods.
               

The good thing is she’s healthy. And it was very early, so she won’t feel too much pain.
Simon looks staggered.
               

These things happen. You mustn’t blame yourself. 
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INT. HANNAH’S APARTMENT BLOCK⁄HANNAH’S APARTMENT – NIGHT
            
Simon and a groggy-looking Hannah walk along the corridor to her apartment door. Simon is carrying her bag.
               
Hannah opens the door, but doesn’t let Simon in. There’s a pause.
               

HANNAH 
            
You probably think I should be thankful that you took me to the hospital but I’m not. I wanted to die and now I’m afraid I won’t have the courage to try again. You want to know what I think? I think you should kill yourself. I promise I won’t stop you halfway through.
She walks through the door and closes it.
               
Simon walks away.
               

INT. HANNAH’S BEDROOM – NIGHT
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Hannah sits down on her bed. She finds the book and the box of earrings in Simon’s jacket. She opens the box and sees the earrings.  
               
She opens the book and sees that it is filled with the pictures she has drawn. They have been carefully reassembled and glued together. Occasionally there’s a piece missing, but most are complete.
               
We stay with her as she walks to the window. For the first time we see Simon’s flat from her perspective. The light in Simon’s room comes on. Simon stands, silhouetted in the door.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – NIGHT
            
His apartment is a mess. Simon checks his messages.
               
We hear a voice.
               

STAFF VOICE 
            
Er, hi. This is a message for Simon. Your mother passed away this morning following a major cerebral occurrence. In accordance with her wishes, she’s to be buried at night. If you wish to attend the funeral it starts at midnight at the citizens’ cemetery to the rear of the home. Goodbye. Hope all’s well with you otherwise. 
            
EXT. WOODS – NIGHT
            
Simon runs through an enormous forest. He is in a dark suit and tie. He looks around, frantic, trying to find where the funeral is being held.
               

EXT. CEMETERY – NIGHT
            
Far in the distance, impossibly, he sees James and his inappropriately dressed funeral date. They are standing next to a Priest and some people from the old folks’ home. An old man in a Napoleon hat is consoling James.
               
A small digger rumbles in the background. The area is lit by work lights.
               

PRIEST 
            
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil; for Thou art with me; Thy rod and Thy staff, they comfort me. Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies …
James sees Simon approach and starts to back away.
               

JAMES 
            
Look: I can get you help – but this is a time for family.
FUNERAL DATE 
            
What the fuck are you doing? His mother’s just died!
Simon launches at James. Unlike in the office, the old people assembled are unable to prise them apart. Simon lands a great punch, right on James’s nose.
               
James throws his head back and squeals with pain. He drops to the ground.
               

SIMON 
            
Get up … Get up off your knees.
For a brief moment, Simon looks heroic, but then he notices his nose is bleeding. He checks it with his hand, and looks at the blood on his fingers.
               
Then, a strangely demented scream. It’s the Priest running towards him. The Priest is wielding a shovel. Simon backs away, but the   Priest manages to knock him over and Simon falls backward into a freshly dug grave.
               
On the verge of consciousness, staring straight up at the sky, Simon sees the small congregation assemble at the grave’s perimeter.
               
James looks over the grave, a drop of blood on to his lips. He licks it off with his tongue, lewdly.
               

JAMES 
            
Thank God Mother didn’t live to see this.
Simon blacks out.
               

EIGHT
EXT. GRAVE – MUCH LATER
            
We see the mound of earth, and nothing else. Everyone has gone.
               
Then, Simon sits up into frame.
               
He feels a great pain at the front of his face. He touches his nose – it’s agony. Blood is still dripping and his fingers are sticky with blood.
               
We see him think. For a long time. He touches his broken nose again.
               
He smiles.
               

EXT. TREES – NIGHT
            
Simon runs back, ecstatic.
               

EXT. APARTMENT COURTYARD – NIGHT
            
Simon runs. His face is smeared with blood and dirt. He has a strangely joyous look on his face. He runs and runs until he reaches the apartment complex where he lives.
               

INT. HANNAH’S APARTMENT LOBBY – NIGHT
            
Simon runs in through the lobby and the Janitor looks at him suspiciously. 
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JANITOR 
            
Who are you going to see?
SIMON 
            
Fuck off.
JANITOR 
            
(happy)
            
Oh, hi, James, didn’t recognise you at first.
INT. HANNAH’S APARTMENT – NIGHT
            
Simon runs up to the door and rings the bell. Hannah opens the door.
               

HANNAH 
            
Oh my God. Look at you …
SIMON 
            
You know who I am, don’t you? 
            
HANNAH 
            
Are you OK?
SIMON 
            
Do you recognise me?
HANNAH 
            
Of course … Simon, what happened to you?
SIMON 
            
I don’t want to be a boy held up by string.
HANNAH 
            
OK.
SIMON 
            
OK. Goodbye.
Simon turns around abruptly and leaves Hannah speechless.
               

EXT. APARTMENT BLOCKS – NIGHT
            
We see Simon walking briskly to his apartment block. He looks back at Hannah’s apartment.
               

INT. HANNAH’S APARTMENT – NIGHT
            
Hannah looks out of her window at Simon.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – NIGHT
            
Gently, Simon opens the door. In the dim light he can see James sleeping on his bed. Simon quietly locates James’s trousers and takes James’s apartment key and identity card. He approaches the bed and inches open the drawer to the bedside table. In it lie the snake-handled knife and the pair of handcuffs. He removes the handcuffs. Carefully, he locks James’s hand to the bedpost. Simon picks up the knife and runs the tip of it very near James’s face. Simon then places the tip of the knife on James’s throat. He looks at James’s swollen nose.
               
In a quick move he removes the plaster on James’s Adam’s apple. Underneath is an ugly pink gash. Simon takes off his plaster and feels his own cut.  
               
The phone rings. James stirs. Simon rushes over and picks up. He is still holding the knife.
               

SIMON 
            
(whisper)
            
Yes.
HANNAH 
            
(out of shot)
            
It’s Hannah. Are you OK?
SIMON 
            
(whisper)
            
I’m OK.
HANNAH 
            
You’re not going to do something stupid –
He hangs up the phone and walks over to James, holding the knife. He looks down at him.
               

INT. HANNAH’S APARTMENT – MOMENTS LATER
            
Hannah’s point of view: Simon runs back across the courtyard and enters the base of the apartment block.
               

INT. HANNAH’S APARTMENT BLOCK – NIGHT
            
Hannah opens her door. She hears Simon clatter up the stairs.
               

EXT. JAMES’S DOOR – NIGHT
            
Extreme close-up of key in door.
               

INT. HANNAH’S APARTMENT – CONTINUOUS
            
Hannah can hear footsteps above her – dust drifts down.
               

INT. JAMES’S APARTMENT – CONTINUOUS
            
Simon is holding the phone. 
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SIMON 
            
Yes. I’m looking at him now. He’s about to jump. Please hurry.
INT. JAMES’S APARTMENT BATHROOM – CONTINUOUS
            
Simon enters James’s bathroom, takes out the snake-handled knife, raises the blade to his face and hesitates. He draws the knife to a spot a fraction to the side of his left eye. He cuts himself deeply and we see blood. He presses his hand to his face to stop the bleeding.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – CONTINUOUS
            
James wakes up. His face is covered in blood. He tries to get up, but the handcuffs prevent him. He switches on the lamp by the bed and looks for the key in the drawer. It’s not there. He tries to pull his hand free.
               
James starts to drag the bed towards the window.
               

INT. JAMES’S APARTMENT – CONTINUOUS
            
Simon stands calmly on the window ledge. He watches James.
               

EXT. HANNAH’S APARTMENT – CONTINUOUS
            
She hears the ambulance siren. She walks to her window. She sees James at Simon’s window, handcuffed to the bed, his face bleeding. She puts her hand to her mouth.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT⁄JAMES’S APARTMENT – CONTINUOUS
            
James looks out and sees a shape in the window of his apartment. He puts his eye to the telescope.
               
The image James sees is very similar to the one that Simon saw of the man about to jump.
               

INT. HANNAH’S APARTMENT – CONTINUOUS
            
Hannah sees James looking. 
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT⁄JAMES’S APARTMENT – CONTINUOUS
            
Simon, dressed in his dark suit, waves a bloody hand at James. James waves back. Simon jumps.
               

INT. HANNAH’S APARTMENT BLOCK – CONTINUOUS
            
Simon flies past Hannah’s window. It starts to rain.
               

EXT. COURTYARD – CONTINUOUS
            
Close on Simon on the ground, blood leaking out of the back of his head. He coughs up blood.
               
We see a high-angle point-of-view shot of Simon lying on the ground. Hannah runs to him. She kneels down beside Simon and they whisper to one another. He holds out his hand, covered in blood. She touches it, blood now on her fingers like when she spilled the ink.
               
The ambulance and police car arrive.
               

INT. SIMON’S APARTMENT – CONTINUOUS
            
We push in on James, staring down. He feels sonething strange. His hand is covered with blood. A sickly spurt of blood erupts from his mouth and he drops, rigid, to the floor.
               

EXT. HANNAH’S APARTMENT BLOCK – CONTINUOUS
            
The medics start to lift Simon on to a stretcher. His mouth is black. He looks barely alive. The medics start to strap him in.
               

DETECTIVE 
            
Do you know this man?
HANNAH 
            
Yes. I know him.
The Young Detective looks at the identity card. 
               

DETECTIVE 
            
What would drive a senior executive to do such a thing?
YOUNG DETECTIVE 
            
His note said he was a ghost.
DETECTIVE 
            
He probably meant it metaphorically.
YOUNG DETECTIVE 
            
Should I write that down?
DETECTIVE 
            
Maybe. In parenthesis. It’s a stroke of luck he landed on that awning. (Beat.) If he’d been a foot to the right …
            
BOTH 
            
Splat.
Hannah looks at Simon. The medics pick up the stretcher and carry him into the ambulance. Hannah goes with him.
               

INT. AMBULANCE – CONTINUOUS
            
The ambulance accelerates away.
               

VOICE 
            
There aren’t too many like you, are there?
Simon looks to where the voice has come from.
               
There, sitting in the corner of the ambulance, is the Colonel. He has a warm and kind expression on his face. He is dressed in the clothes of a doctor. Simon looks up at the roof. Dust drifts down.
               

SIMON 
            
I like to think I’m pretty unique.
Lights flash on Simon’s face. He raises his head up to look out of the window.
               
He looks at the Colonel. He looks at Hannah. He closes his eyes and smiles.
               
Fade out.
               




        

    



        
            Scene from the sci-fi detective drama
               
THE REPLICATOR
               





         
INT. COURT-MARTIAL ROOM
            
The Sci-Fi Detective is before a panel of three Judges. Each has a rubbish-looking podium. Two male Guards with strange futuristic hair-dos stand each side of him. They are holding an electric chain which leads up and around his neck.
               

MALE JUDGE 
            
You realise the Galactic Review has ruled unanimously that the Drakes do not exist and that The Mark is pure fiction.
SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
I know what I saw, and I’d blast him again if I had a chance. Only this time, I wouldn’t miss.
WISE JUDGE 
            
That’s enough! He was a man, just like any other.
SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
Keep telling yourself that. Keep your eyes closed all you want, but I won’t blink.
GLAMOROUS JUDGE 
            
You don’t offer any evidence.
SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
You’ll have all the evidence you need when the city turns to vapour.
MALE JUDGE 
            
The council demands evidence!
SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
Damn the council. And damn you too if you think I had any other choice.
WISE JUDGE 
            
We’re on your side, Jack, but this is in contravention of directive ninety-three. Our mind is resolved. There’s no going back. Not this time.
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SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
You know there wouldn’t be anywhere to go back to if I hadn’t done it. It was him or me. (Beat.) He had The Mark, dammit. He had The Mark.
            
GLAMOROUS JUDGE 
            
You’ll have to hand in your holobadge and blaster.
SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
Come get ’em.
He takes out his gun and blasts the chains off. The Judges all pull out guns, as well as the two Guards.
               

MALE JUDGE 
            
Holster your blaster, Jack.
SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
I don’t mind dying. I’m getting used to it. The way I figure it, you only get one life. There’s no such thing as second chances.
He looks over to a woman, Jack’s Wife, in the jury. They exchange a meaningful look.
               

JACK’S WIFE 
            
Jack. This isn’t you.
SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
Then who the hell is?
JACK’S WIFE 
            
He’s in your heart. And he’s good, and right, and true. That’s the real Jack.
SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
There is no real Jack. The real Jack was flamed on Quadrant Six. I’m a ghost. I’m half a man. You have no business being my wife. You deserve more than half a husband.
WISE JUDGE 
            
Silence. Or you’ll be in contempt of court.
SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
I have nothing but contempt for this court. 
            
MALE JUDGE 
            
Be careful, Jack. You were told to stay the hell out of Quadrant Six.
SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
I’ve been told a lot of things.
MALE JUDGE 
            
You could’ve been the best, Jack, but you had to go rogue.
SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
I was born rogue. And I am the best!
MALE JUDGE 
            
Take him away!
SCI-FI DETECTIVE 
            
You take yourself away …
            
They start shooting.
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