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Over credits....

EXT. LONDON, CHINA-TOWN ALLEYWAY - NIGHT, 3.30AM
London in the small hours. The hum of a sleeping City.

Debris from a Saturday night is strewn around. Newspapers
blow into doorways. There are cans of beer and bottles of
Navy Rum, along with a lost white shoe and white cardboard
boxes from the Chinese fish market that is closed for the
weekend. Rats are busy in the shadows.

Then we see an exquisitely colored hummingbird hovering
close to shot, almost in the lens. The street looks cold
and English so we know this is wrong.

We cut tight to a can of beer and see the hummingbird
feeding from the rim. Then we see it feeding from the dew
around the bottle of Navy Rum. We hear the beep, beep of a
garbage truck reversing and the hummingbird is caught in a
shaft of light from the garbage truck’s headlights. We see
its plumage shining, its black eye turned yellow.

Then two figures with long shadows walk into the alley
and...(with the arrival of reality)...the hummingbird flits
out of sight.

Credits end.

EXT. LONDON, CHINA-TOWN ALLEYWAY - MOVING FAST

We follow the two figures, both homeless men, but
aristocrats among the homeless, walking with purpose down
the alley, kicking the empty cans in their stride. One is
big and meaty (BOUZANIS) and one is small with pixie
features (TAXMAN). We will hardly see these two men again
in this story but their brutal, night-time faces are
important.

Bouzanis stops to empty the dregs from the bottle of rum
that the hummingbird drank from, then hurries in pursuit of
Taxman, who didn’t even notice he’d gone.

EXT. HORSE AND DOLPHIN YARD, CHINA-TOWN, OPPOSITE ALLEYWAY

Across a cobbled street the alley continues into deeper

shadows where red paper lanterns still hang (it’s three

days after Chinese New Year). Taxman and Bouzanis enter
the red-1lit darkness with evil in their faces.

In the covered doorways of this alley live the homeless-
with-no-hope, the weakest of all the citizens of the night-
time City. There are six of them tonight. They sleep in
boxes taken from the Chinese markets and they cover
themselves with black plastic bags.
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The only light we see is from the flame of a single
cigarette lighter and it draws us in...

A homeless man is lighting a cigarette but he turns at the
sound of Bouzanis and Taxman approaching. He reacts with
terror and flees into the shadows. After he has gone...

..with a sudden thud...

Bouzanis takes a giant kick at the first box and the
cardboard gives way until his boot hits the flesh and bone
creature inside.

TAXMAN
Taxman!

As Bouzanis continues to use his boots to rouse the
sleeping inhabitants, Taxman grabs the first of the poor
creatures and rifles through his pockets, jangling change
and grinning. The men and boys look like shellfish pulled
from their shells. They shiver as Bouzanis casually shoves
their light frames against the wall of the alley and puts
his big hands into their private hiding places.

He gets coins, drugs, letters home that can’t be sent.

Meanwhile, there is one large box still unmoved. We sense
some change to the pattern inside it. Bouzanis comes close
and kicks it hard. The box splits then suddenly from
inside a man erupts.

He’s skinny and hollowed out by alcohol and street drugs.
His clothes hang in rags and his hair is matted. He is
already breathing hard.

This is JOEY.

No words are spoken but in his face, in the flash of his
eruption, we see he is a man who might offer some
resistance. Behind him, a young girl, no more than
nineteen, (ISABEL) scrambles to her feet from inside the
same box. Her face is fresher than the faces of the others
and she looks stoned but terrified.

Taxman turns and sees the bewildered young girl. Her
presence is a very pleasant surprise. He whistles to
Bouzanis who assesses her. They stop their frisking and
now only have eyes for Isabel.

With shaking hands Joey pulls a wrap of heroin from his
pocket and tosses it to Taxman as an offering to leave them
alone. Taxman takes the gift and puts it in his pocket.

He then kicks away a torn box to step closer to Joey and
the girl. Bouzanis steps closer too. Isabel shrinks back.
Joey is shivering but he stands his ground. Taxman angles
his head to see Isabel more clearly.
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Suddenly, in a flash, Bouzanis has grabbed Joey around the
neck and Taxman has grabbed the girl.

Taxman slaps Isabel hard and then tears open her shirt.
Joey is horribly weakened by booze and drugs but tries to
writhe free of Bouzanis’s mighty grip.

Taxman pulls Isabel’s shirt open and makes a quick check of
her arms for needle marks. Taxman turns to Bouzanis and
half nods to suggest the girl fits a requirement.
Suddenly...

Finding strength from fury, Joey kicks Bouzanis in the knee
and turns to shove him backwards. The resistance is a
crack of thunder.

Taxman turns and Isabel takes the opportunity to make a
break. Bouzanis swipes Joey across the face like a bear.
Joey grunts in pain and falls against the wall. Taxman
makes a grab for Isabel but she races out of the alley and
into the orange streetlight. Bouzanis kicks Joey hard in
the ribs.

Taxman is about to go after Isabel, but as Joey thuds
against the wall some instinct kicks in. He suddenly
becomes of a flurry of kicks and punches. One of the kicks
hits Bouzanis in the balls. As Bouzanis doubles up, Joey
grabs Taxman around the neck and they both fall to the
ground.

Joey isn’t going to let go until Isabel is clear.

As Taxman and Joey roll on the ground, Bouzanis manages to
find a gap and kick Joey hard in the ribs. We hear bones
crack. Isabel is now gone. Taxman gets to his feet and
pulls a knife.

Bouzanis swings but Joey parries the blow with a straight
fore-arm. Now, with the knife in play, we sense a man
dredging up some remembered combat training. Joey digs
Bouzanis in the throat. Taxman swipes at Joey’s throat
with the knife but cuts thin air.

Bouzanis steps up and gives another fierce kick to Joey'’s
already broken ribs. Taxman grips the knife and prepares
to plunge it into Joey’s chest.

At that moment Joey sees a half brick which he grabs. He
twists around and uses it to smash Taxman in the face.
Joey staggers to his feet, his arm tight to his side,
shielding his broken ribs.

Taxman clutches his face as Joey manages to elude Bouzanis,
leap over a homeless comrade and make a break for the
street, with his half brick still in his hand.

Through blood Taxman gives Bouzanis a look that suggests if
he doesn’t catch this guy, the knife is for him.
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EXT. DESERTED SOHO STREET

Joey limps and runs across Charing Cross Road where the
traffic lights change color for no one. A few moments
later, Bouzanis runs after him, faster, stronger.

EXT. COVENT GARDEN PIAZZA

The cobbled piazza gleams in reflected streetlight. Joey is
the only sign of life as he stumbles and staggers past the

entrance of the Royal Opera House, his footsteps echoing, his
shadow enormous on the vast white wall of the opera building.

Joey falls onto the cobbles and as he struggles to his feet
we see a thirty foot poster on the outside of the Opera
House, advertising the forthcoming farewell performance of
Sylvie Guillem, the celebrated French Prima Ballerina.

The poster features a massive black and white photo of Sylvie
in full flight, as if leaping out from the wall.

This ballet event will become important later. For now the
poster is just a monochrome backdrop to Joey’s struggle to
get back on his feet and run for his life.

EXT. COVENT GARDEN, COBBLED MARKET

Joey is watched by naked mannequins as he runs past
exclusive clothes shops. Somewhere a burglar alarm is
wailing. Bouzanis is now in sight, just a few yards away.
Any moment the lion will have the deer. Joey sees a steel
fence and a courtyard where cars are parked. By chance a
car is leaving the courtyard and the iron gates open. Joey
ducks away from the headlights of the car and dives into
the courtyard.

EXT. COVENT GARDEN, COURTYARD

Iron fire-escape steps zig-zag up the backs of the Georgian
blocks. We are behind the stores, and above them there are
expensive apartments and lofts of converted warehouses.
Joey's footsteps clatter on the iron steps as he climbs
higher, then stops.

He is on a landing outside an apartment where the curtains
are drawn. His breath clouds in the cold air. Maybe he’s
escaped. Then he hears boots on iron below him. Bouzanis
is pursuing him up the steps.
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EXT. COVENT GARDEN, COURTYARD/LOFT APARTMENTS, TOP FLOOR -
NIGHT

There is a panoramic view of the night time City of London
with all its illustrious landmarks as Joey struggles into
shot. Above him is the roof but there are no ladders up to
it. He has nowhere left to go from here.

He turns around in desperation. We guess that if Bouzanis
catches him he will throw him off the stairs to the
courtyard below. Joey turns to the window in front of him
and sees that it is in fact a patio door to the top floor
penthouse apartment. The curtains are drawn. Footsteps
below.

No way up, no way down. He still has the jagged brick in
his hand.

Joey pulls his sleeve over his fist and steps back a little
before giving a sharp, twisting punch to the glass with the
brick. The glass breaks and he chisels a hole into the
window with the brick. His fingers bleed from the blow...

Joey puts his fingers through the glass and unlocks the
sliding door. Blood drips from his sleeve.

The door opens. Joey enters the apartment...

INT. COVENT GARDEN, APARTMENT

From inside we see the door open and see Joey stumbling in.
He drops the brick and pulls the curtains tight together.
His hands tremble as he locks the door behind him.

For a long time Joey stands frozen, pushed back against the
wall, hardly daring to breath. Blood is dripping from his
hand. He knows the language of footsteps by now and hears
Bouzanis climbing.

The footsteps come closer and then we see Bouzanis'’s
silhouette against the closed curtain. Joey doesn’t
breath.

Then a dog begins to bark.

Somewhere down below a light comes on. The dog barks some
more. Bouzanis has woken the daytime world. Joey knows it
immediately and allows himself to hope.

Another light comes on somewhere across the courtyard. Joey
remains motionless, tight as a wound-up clock.

Then Joey has an idea. He has seen a table lamp nearby. He
turns on the lamp. Bouzanis is the other side of the curtain
and reacts immediately when the light is switched on. He
escapes fast down the iron stairs...
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Joey listens as the footsteps fade. Even after the iron
gate at the courtyard entrance squeaks closed, Joey doesn’t
believe he has escaped. Then the dog stops barking.

Silence. Lights are switched off below. Finally Joey
dares to breath. Blood drips from his hand onto the
floorboards. For the first time, Joey turns inside to face
the apartment and we see him confronting the new danger.

He has stepped through a door into another world.

He scans the apartment which is only half 1lit by the table
lamp. He squeezes his wrist to stop the bleeding from his
fingers as he takes a step. His tread is soft but an (oak)
floorboard creaks. Even in the half light we should see
that this is an expensively furnished apartment.

He glances back at the curtain. He daren’t go outside yet.
No one responded to the noise of breaking glass so perhaps
no one is home.

INT. COVENT GARDEN, APARTMENT, MASTER BEDROOM

We study the half 1lit bedroom for a moment. The bed is
made, the room is neat and tidy. There is expensive
oriental furniture and a Robert Maplethorpe erotic
photograph of a naked man dominating the wall above the
bed.

There are mirrors reflecting a patterned curtain. 1In a
reflection, the door opens slowly. Joey appears as a
shadow in the glass. He peers into the half darkness then
limps inside. He sees the bed is empty and dares to turn
on the light. He allows himself a small sigh of relief.
He peers up at the photo of the naked man on the wall.

INT. COVENT GARDEN, APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM

Joey enters the living room and turns on another table
lamp.

He knows now the place is empty.

We are in an elegant, confidently modern apartment. The
kitchen is flickering in a haze of gadget lights and the TV
is flat screen. There are more erotic photos of men and
art works on the walls.

Joey peers at the front door. 1In a scramble he goes to it

and puts the chain on, giving himself a least a few minutes
to escape when the owner returns. He then grabs a chair and
uses it to barricade the door.

As he shoves the chair against the door we may notice a
large pile of unopened mail on the floor.
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For now Joey draws no significance. Blood smears on the
door and the chain and he remembers his wound.

INT. COVENT GARDEN, APARTMENT, KITCHEN

He hurries to the kitchen sink and pulls back his ragged
sleeve to swill his hand and his sleeve under the tap. In
the half light we see sleek surfaces, an espresso machine,
a juicer, a blender...photos on the refrigerator of a man
and a younger man.

Outside a siren wails, like the howl of wolves from the
wilderness he has just left. He peers at the fridge...

The fridge door is flung open and Joey sees it is empty and
clean. Then Joey looks in the freezer and finds some
frozen Dim-Sum AND A FULL BOTTLE OF GREY GOOSE VODKA.

Joey doesn’t even celebrate. There is no time. He simply
takes the bottle out and shoves it under his arm to unscrew
the top with his good hand. The bottle is frosted...the
rest of the kitchen disappears. Joey takes a mighty,
thirsty swig then wipes his lips.

This time the sigh of relief is aggressive... territorial.
He looks around the room with wild eyes. He takes another
long and painful swig of the vodka with his eyes tightly
closed.

Cut to black.

INT. COVENT GARDEN, APARTMENT, BATHROOM - DAWN

We peer into a mirror as thin daylight comes through the
frosted window. We hear Joey throwing up.

He stands up into his reflection. The bathroom is an
elegant temple of mirrors. Joey’s eyes are bulging and
blood shot. 1In this sterile room he looks like a virus.
He wipes his mouth and takes stock.

He has bruises all over. He stares like someone staring at
a photo of a stranger. He nurses his jaw and his pained
reaction suggests broken teeth.

Then he looks down to the sink and turns on the hot tap.
Steam rises and Joey peers at it as if it were a miracle.
The steam clouds the mirror and Joey has to wipe away a
peep hole to look at himself again. In the reflection he
sees the shower.
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INT. COVENT GARDEN, APARTMENT, BATHROOM, SHOWER

Joey is standing with his face lifted to the hot water like a
man beaming up at God. His eyes are closed. His long hair is
swept back and his face is emerging from the crust of dirt.

Now that he is naked he seems less alien. We’ve seen lots of
images of perfect naked men in the art work in the apartment.
Joey is less than perfect. His hair and his beaten face
betray who he is (or was).

We also see for the first time that Joey has a military
tattoo on his forearm. Those who know will see that he was
once in the elite Parachute regiment of the British Army.

INT. COVENT GARDEN, APARTMENT, BATHROOM/BATHROOM MIRROR

Joey stares at himself. Clean but the same. He touches his
beard and thinks.

A mirrored cupboard door opens. Joey finds scissors.

Joey'’s hands shake unmercifully as he clips his beard with
a pair of scissors. A few moments later he is searching a
mirrored cupboard for shaving gel and a razor.

He begins to shave himself, holding one shaking hand with
the other. When his face is half shaven he suddenly closes
his eyes tight and waits in silence. The silent clenched
expression lasts for five seconds. We might wonder what
the hell is going on in his mind as he waits for some
horror to pass through. Then he opens his eyes and
continues.

The steam is disappearing and the mirror is un-misted.
Joey stares at himself now that he is clean shaven.

He appears to remember himself. He puts both hands to his
clean-shaven cheeks to check that this face is real.

He’s actually quite handsome.

He steps back, still staring at himself. Then he looks
down at the clothes he threw off. He picks up his wrecked,
bloody shirt and reacts to the smell which he can now smell
for the first time.

He looks up to see the white, fluffy bath robe hanging on
the door.

INT. COVENT GARDEN, APARTMENT, MASTER BEDROOM

Joey is wearing the robe as he pulls open the wardrobe
door. He looks with wonder...



Hummingbird - Steven Knight - November 5th 2010 10.

The rails are filled with beautifully cut and expensive
clothes. His broken rib strikes lightning as he reaches
out for a shirt. He uses his other hand and holds the
shirt up to the light through the curtains.

He holds the shirt close to his face and smells the clean
linen. Out in the hall the postman pushes a letter through
the door and the sound makes Joey freeze for a moment.
Through the half open door he sees the envelope slip
through the letter box and slide over the barricaded chair
onto a pile of unopened mail.

This time Joey notices the mail.

He turns to the dressing mirror and (painfully) pulls the
shirt on. It hangs well. Joey is skinny and once he was in
good shape.

We find Joey sitting on the bed pulling on a pair of
trousers. They are just a little too large for him but he
selects a belt and pulls it tight and the effect looks
deliberate. He finds socks and then a pair of handsome
brogues. Joey gets to his feet and looks at himself in the
mirror.

His clothes hang well. His hair is long but clean. If it
weren’'t for the vicious bruises, he’d look human.

Joey touches his bruised eye. Then he turns back to the
wardrobe and sees a generously cut Stetson cap hanging on a
hook.

He puts the cap on his head and angles it. It hides his
bruised eye. He looks cool, almost arrogant.

INT. COVENT GARDEN, APARTMENT, KITCHEN

In his new clothes, Joey is conducting a systematic search
through the drawers for money.

He finds some coins and pockets them. In a cupboard he
finds a miniature bottle of Ouzo brought back from a Greek
island and he swigs it down.

Then he goes back to searching and finds papers, junk, A
SET OF SPARE HOUSE KEYS (which for the moment he ignores).
In another drawer he finds a set of CAR KEYS which he drops
onto the kitchen floor.

Just as he gives up on the kitchen, the phone rings.
We see the phone on the wall as Joey turns. We hear the voice

of an early forties (gay, American) guy (THE APARTMENT OWNER,
DAMON) . . .
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OWNER (OO0V)
Hi this is Damon. I won’t be
available on this number until
October 1st. If you need me you
can call my agent Paul or reach
me on my New York number 212
3409898.

Joey is blinking fast...

OWNER (CONT'D OOV)
That’s 212 340...

The call is cut. Joey takes a while to put the echo of the
words together. He stares at the phone. He glances at the
chain on the door and the chair barricade. He stares at
the pile of mail underneath the chair.

Slowly he walks toward the door. He crouches and begins to
examine the pile of mail. He checks the post marks and
selects the envelope which just arrived. He sees the date
on the post mark is February.

After a few moments of slow, hung-over calculation he pulls
the chair from its position as a barricade and turns it
around. He sits down on it facing in to the apartment.

We study him as he sits on the hard backed chair in his
elegant clothes with his cap angled jauntily on his head.
He is a man who hasn’t been lucky for a long time.

Then he looks across to the kitchen floor at the debris of
his search. His eyes fall upon the house keys.

He walks across the kitchen and picks the house keys up. He
stuffs them in his pocket as a gesture of ownership. He
looks around at his new territory. Then he bends down and
picks up the car keys.

EXT. COVENT GARDEN, ALLEYWAY/STREET NEAR THE APARTMENTS

On the gate of the courtyard below the apartments is a sign
‘Residents parking only. Others will be towed.’

Joey arrives at the locked gate. He begins to aim the key
fob into the car park and press ‘unlock’. At first there
is nothing but then a set of headlights glow in response.
Joey stares in wonder through the bars of the gate.

The car is a new model Mercedes. It is sleek, sporty and
expensive. Joey blinks at it without expression.

Joey looks at the locked gate and produces his bunch of
house keys. He tries a key in the lock. The gate opens.
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INT. CAR/EXT. PARKING BAY

Joey climbs into the car and settles. The car is a thing
of wonder. He begins to search the glove compartment and
finds a car manual and some opened letters which he drops
onto the floor. He also finds some coins which he puts
into his pocket. He then opens the driver’s box and finds
a pair of sunglasses which he puts on. He checks his
reflection in the rear view mirror. His swollen eye is now
hidden.

He pushes his cap back on his head. The shades and the cap
go together well.

Then he peers at the steering wheel with the car key in his
hand. After a moment’s hesitation, he slowly puts the key
in the ignition. He thinks for a moment, as if remembering
something, then turns the key...

Suddenly and from nowhere...

EXPLOSIONS

INT. BRITISH MILITARY ARMORED CAR - FLASHBACK

We are inside the cramped interior of a British armored car
under attack. A TUNGSTEN TIPPED ARMOR PIERCING BULLET HAS
PENETRATED THE SKIN OF THE TANK. The lid of the interior
is open and brilliant sun shines inside but we see nothing
more.

We guess we’'re in Iraq or Afghanistan.

There are six soldiers inside, all stripped to the waist
because of the heat. THE BULLET IS RICOCHETING AROUND
INSIDE THE INTERIOR.

In fast succession, the bullet rips into the naked flesh of
three of the soldiers. A chest bursts open, a belly is
ripped apart, a shoulder is shattered...(as if someone were
smashing the naked bodies pictured on the apartment wall).

Joey is writhing around inside the burning hot interior as
his comrades are torn to pieces. Miraculously, only Joey
is spared.

When the whizzing of the bullet subsides there is silence.

Joey's eyes are wide and burning as the blood pumps from
the bodies around him. Suddenly he is alone. The eyes
stare around him but there is no life.

Joey takes a huge breath and closes his eyes tight in
silence, just as he did when he stared at himself in the
mirror.
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INT. CAR/EXT. PARKING BAY - NIGHT

It is now dark. We realize Joey has been huddled in the
car for a long time. Joey is still wearing his sunglasses.
He is gripping the steering wheel, staring into the
windscreen.

After a moment he looks up at the rear view mirror and
takes off his sunglasses. He peers at himself. He grabs
the car keys and scrambles out of the car.

INT. APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Joey is sitting alone in the apartment with the lights
turned off. The TV is playing ‘Shopping Channel’. Joey is
shaking a little. He glances at the empty bottle of vodka
which is still on the table. He drains the last few drops
from the bottle and gasps on an almighty thirst.

He needs more. He peers at the front door and the pile of
unopened mail.

INT. APARTMENT, FRONT DOOR

Joey is going through the mail that has accumulated,
opening it with shaking hands. He is already surrounded by
a wide circle of opened junk mail and utility bills.

There are also invitations to art galleries and
photographic exhibitions.

He comes to a plain white envelope which he tears open.
Inside...HE FINDS A BRAND NEW CREDIT CARD.

Joey stares at it for a long time. Thoughts and decisions
still take a long time. Finally, he goes back to the
mountain of mail he has already opened. He searches for a
particular envelope which he remembers. His hands tremble
as he finds it and reveals a slip of paper with a
confidential PIN NUMBER.

Suddenly loud jazz...

EXT. SOHO STREET - NIGHT

We see Joey hurrying, wincing in pain sometimes but moving
fast. He is dressed in a neat beige suit that suits his
skinny frame. His hair is tucked under his cap. He looks
Soho-cool.
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EXT. BANK CASH MACHINE - NIGHT

The jazz music wails. Joey is leaning in tightly to the
cash machine as he punches in the pin number. We read the
screen with him.

Joey asks for an on-screen balance.

We don’t see the amount. Instead we see the flickering
reaction on Joey’s face when he sees the amount this guy
has in his account. From his reaction we guess it is a lot
of money.

He hesitates, glances back at the night-clubbers in the
queue behind.

INT. DOORWAY - LATER

In shadows and neon we are very tight on two pairs of hands
engaged in a fast drug deal. Two twenties are swapped for a
wrap of crack cocaine. Among the hands and arms we see
Joey’s tattoo. A blast of a saxophone...

EXT. SOHO STREET

Joey walks fast in his dark glasses and his Stetson cap
slung to one side. Fast jazz music plays and he skips once
to the rhythm.

We should guess that Joey is high and when he’s high he kind
of dances and skips and bounces through the streets. The
people around are just blurs and faces.

He claps his hands and whoops and then suddenly he is
twirling around with a beautiful young black girl who dances
with him for just a second.

Suddenly Joey is being hurled against a shop window by an
angry young black guy (her boyfriend). Joey looks up and
whoops at the sky.

Then Joey is on a street corner, catching his breath. Soho
is spinning all around him. He pulls a roll of notes from
his pocket to check that the money is real. He thinks for a
moment...

EXT. SOHO ALLEY, MARY OF THE ANGELS CHURCH/SHELTER & SOUP
KITCHEN - NIGHT, 3.20AM
Silence.

By contrast to the noise and frenetic movement, a small
oasis of calm in the night.
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From a distance, at the end of a cobbled alley, we see a
feeding station for the homeless which is at the side of a
church.

We read a sparklingly clean banner, hung over the alley,
which reads ‘Mary of the Angels - Outreach Centre’.

A line of homeless people are being handed sandwiches and
soup. They flit across the light like shadows. But in the
middle of the light we see a woman in her early thirties who
is running the operation. She is wearing the uniform of a
Carmelite Nun.

This is CRISTINA.

She is crisply dressed and immaculately groomed, in
defiance of her surroundings. Her smile is endless as she
hands the steaming soup to the bedraggled homeless people
and we see she is handsome when she smiles behind round-
rimmed glasses.

She has a strong face, practical hands, a self-contained
kind of bravery.

We watch her work for a while, measuring out each cup of
soup in her ladle, the soup urn steaming in the cold night
air, the blue paraffin flame hissing beneath the urn.
Then, as she looks up and wipes her brow, she sees Joey is
next in line.

We reverse to see Joey, hiding his face underneath his cap.
He’'s on his way down from his high, smoking a cigarette.

CRISTINA
No smoking.

Joey steps on his cigarette. Cristina pours him a cup of
soup and offers it. He shakes his head.

Then, for the first time, we hear Joey speak.

He has a soft South London accent. He hisses through his
painful jaw...

JOEY
Sister. I'm looking for
someone. ...

She peers at him and reacts to the expensive clothes he is
wearing. She angles her head to look at his face, half
hidden by the cap.

CRISTINA (INCREDULOUS)
Joseph?

Joey tries to speak but a wave of intoxication takes him
away. When Cristina speaks we will hear an East European
accent (she is from Kiev)...
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CRISTINA (CONT’D)
Joseph, where did you get those
clothes?

Cristina looks his coat up and down then sees Joey'’s
polished shoes. His words slur as he mumbles..

JOEY
Her name is Isabel. They saw her.
I've come to save her...

Joey sways a little and leans back against the wall (he
doesn’t look as if he could save anyone). Cristina has now
seen Joey’'s battered fists.

CRISTINA
Joseph? Did you rob someone?

Joey half laughs, wipes his mouth.

JOEY
I had some luck. Maybe God, you
know?

Joey unsteadily reaches into his pocket and produces a roll
of cash. Cristina reacts with astonishment. She gives Joey
a hard stare and pours the soup back into the urn. She
clatters the soup-urn lid. Joey shows the tight roll of money
to Cristina.

JOEY (CONT'D)
God gave me this...

Cristina watches the money unroll as Joey staggers and
smiles. He drops the cash on the floor and stoops woozily to
pick it up. Cristina is accustomed to dealing with drunk and
crazy people but the cash ignites action. She pulls out her
cellphone as Joey straightens.

CRISTINA
Joseph, I'm going to call David. My
police liaison officer.

Cristina begins to dial. Joey takes a moment to understand
then he puts the roll of notes on the table beside the soup
urn.

JOEY
This is for you, Sister. You're
ok. Buy something nice for
yourself.

Joey turns and walks, picking up the cigarette he dropped and
re-lighting it.

Cristina stops dialling and watches him leave. She then looks
down at the roll of notes. She picks it up and quickly
checks it.
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She is shocked to find five hundred pounds in fifties and
twenties. A couple of the homeless guys are looking at it
too and Cristina quickly stuffs the money into her pocket.

Joey disappears into the night. Cristina blinks quickly
behind her spectacles, her mind racing.

Choral music begins.

EXT. CARMELITE CONVENT, EAST END ROAD, FINCHLEY - DAWN

The choral music continues as we find Cristina driving her
van home after a night’s work through a neat suburb in
early morning sun. She turns off the deserted main road
into the odd little lane that leads into the Convent. The
Convent building is fourteenth century, swamped now by
modern suburban housing all around.

Her van bumps over the cobbles and into the gloom of the
Convent courtyard. Birds are singing a weak dawn chorus as
she opens the doors of her van and manhandles the empty but
heavy soup urn onto the cobbles.

INT. CARMELITE CHAPEL

Cristina is sitting alone in the small Convent church,
staring straight ahead. The Crucifixes hang and the Christ
effigies bleed around her as winter sunlight shines in
shafts through the high windows.

She is deep in thought but not prayer.

INT. CRISTINA’'S CELL/ROOM

Cristina is lying on the bed with her eyes open as daylight
glows behind closed curtains. We might realize this is meant
to be her time for sleeping.

In the half light we see that there are three posters on her
wall, all of them reproductions of classic ballet posters,
some advertising performances of the Bolshoi.

Two of the posters feature Sylvie Guillem.
Cristina turns to her bedside table. The roll of notes that
Joey gave her is now smoothed out. She sits up and studies

the money as if it might move at any moment.

There is a knock at the door and Cristina jumps a little. A
nun’s voice through the door...

NUN (0OV)
She will see you now.
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INT. ADMINISTRATION OFFICE

Cristina is sitting across a desk from the MOTHER SUPERIOR of
the Convent, who is busy with invoices, which she is
transcribing into a large red accounts ledger. A small
cigarillo burns in an ashtray. The Mother Superior is
Southern Irish (hard as nails) and speaks as she punches
numbers into a calculator.

MOTHER SUPERIOR
A donation is a donation. I don’'t
see the quandary.

Cristina hesitates.

CRISTINA
He is quite famous among them. They
say he was a commando. He killed
people in Afghanistan.

MOTHER SUPERIOR
That’s what soldiers do. It
doesn’t mean he’s a thief.

The Mother Superior makes a note in her ledger.

MOTHER SUPERIOR (CONT'D)
Did he say where he got the money
from?

Cristina speaks incredulously.

CRISTINA
He said maybe God.

The Mother Superior finally looks up and studies Cristina.
She draws on her cigarillo and her silence suggests she
thinks the explanation might be worth taking as wvalid for
practical purposes. She adds a little extra logic.

MOTHER SUPERIOR
Anyway, what do you think the
police themselves would do with it
if you handed it in? They’d just
share it out and drink it in the
pub.

Silence. Cristina looks down at her lap.

MOTHER SUPERIOR (CONT'D)
Add it to the nourishment fund.

The Mother Superior goes back to her ledger.
MOTHER SUPERIOR (CONT'D)

Or at Christmas get them all
jumpers or something.
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A long pause. The Mother Superior is waiting for Cristina to
leave. Finally Cristina plucks up courage...

CRISTINA
He actually told me to buy
something for myself.

Cristina’s face is burning.

CRISTINA (CONT'D)
I thought perhaps I could use just
a small proportion of it.

The Mother Superior looks up.

CRISTINA (CONT’D)
You see there is something I have
been praying for.

The Mother Superior waits a moment then goes back to her
ledger.

MOTHER SUPERIOR
You are a good and holy woman
Sister Cristina.

The Mother Superior underlines a figure in ledger.

MOTHER SUPERIOR (CONT'D)
If the money is an answer to a
prayer, how can it be wrong?

The Mother Superior takes a draw on her cigarillo.

MOTHER SUPERIOR (CONT'D)
Let me put it this way. I have
written nothing down about this in
the book.

Cristina blinks quickly...

EXT. COVENT GARDEN, ROYAL OPERA HOUSE - EVENING

We see the crowds of well dressed people arriving for a
performance of the Royal Ballet at the opera house. The
people are conspicuously wealthy in dinner suits and furs.

Then we find Cristina hurrying across the cobbled piazza in
the shadow of the same giant poster of Sylvie Guillem where
we saw Joey. Cristina gazes up at the poster as she hurries
into the swirling crowd.
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EXT. COVENT GARDEN, ROYAL OPERA HOUSE, TICKET OFFICE

Cristina makes her way to the ticket window. There is a
queue for the ‘tonight’ performance but only one person at
the window for ‘future performances’.

Cristina waits in line behind the single customer. We sense
a raging guilt which is expressed as urgency. She looks
around from behind her round-rimmed spectacles as if
expecting to be plucked up into the sky at any moment. Then
the window is free and the young guy is calling out...

TICKET CLERK
Next.

Cristina speaks in a whisper.

CRISTINA
One for Sylvie.

TICKET CLERK
One what?

CRISTINA
One for the Sylvie Guillem farewell
performance.

The clerk doesn’t even need to consult his screen.

TICKET CLERK
I'm afraid it’s all sold out.

Cristina gulps down surprise.

CRISTINA
Sold out? But it isn’t until
October.

TICKET CLERK
It sold out on-line in two hours.

Cristina takes a breath and repeats the words ‘on-line’
softly as if they were alien words. The clerk checks his
screen.

TICKET CLERK (CONT’D)
We do still have one box available.

CRISTINA
A box?

TICKET CLERK
On the Friday. October 1lst.

Cristina’s throat is now constricted with anxiety as she
looks around. She wants this over with. She mumbles.
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CRISTINA
And how much is a box?

Cristina is reflected in the clerk’s spectacles.

TICKET CLERK
A box for the farewell performance
is four hundred pounds.

INT. APARTMENT, BEDROOM - NIGHT
Joey wakes with a start.

Rain pours and dribbles down the window pane. Joey is lying
on the bed fully clothed in his smart suit which is now
crumpled. He is sweating hard and breathing hard from a
violent dream.

He looks all around the room and remembers where he is.
There is a bottle of vodka and a bottle of Champagne by the
bed and he takes a swig of the vodka. As he swallows he
registers deep pain in his chest.

Then the bedroom door opens slowly with a creak. A shaft of
light falls across the bed. Bathed in sweat, Joey freezes
and whimpers a little. His face is filled with dread. He
takes another swig of vodka to drown the fear but then he
sees something in the half light that terrifies him.

The vodka falls and spills. He buries his face in the soaked
sheets. He is vibrating with terror. There is a gentle
buzzing sound in the air around his ears.

Joey then dares to lower the sheet from his eyes just a
little. 1In the blade of light from the door he sees a
hummingbird hovering. Then another hummingbird appears, and
another and another. Soon there is a swarm of tiny
hummingbirds hovering in the light from the door. The sight
of the birds fills Joey with unfathomable fear.

JOEY
Please. Please. Please.

Then, unable to stand it anymore, Joey sits bolt upright.
From under the sheets he produces a sub machine gun. He
grits his teeth and engages the gun before raking the bedroom
with gqunfire.

Joey is on his knees on the bed, firing the gun. The erotic
photos on the walls are all shattered by the machine gun
fire. Ornaments explode and the window is smashed. Joey
twists around in the duvet and sees blood on his arms and on
his chest.

Joey yells and falls from the bed onto the floorboards in a
bloody heap, his arms covering his head.
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Silence...

Joey whimpers. Then he slowly dares to raise his head. He
sees the bedroom untouched, the photos un-smashed, the window
still dribbling rain. The ‘machine gun’ is an ebony
candlestick. There are no bullet holes. He realizes it was
an hallucination but the fall from the bed has hurt his chest
like hell.

Joey painfully sits back against the bed, sweat pouring from
him. Outside thunder rumbles. He painfully examines his
ribs by poking his fingers into them. He checks the clock
beside the bed. It is 3.20am.

EXT. MARY OF THE ANGELS CHURCH, SHELTER/SOUP KITCHEN - LATER
Light rain is falling and water drips.

The empty soup urn is being hoisted from its trestle table.
The homeless people have now gone and Cristina is hauling her
empty urn out of the shelter, her night’s work done.

Her van is parked nearby with the rear doors open. She lays
the urn down on the ground and produces a bunch of keys to
lock the door of the shelter, illuminated in a pool of
streetlight.

Suddenly...Joey’s voice...

JOEY
Sister?

Cristina turns with a start. She sees Joey in the shadows
and reacts as if she has seen a ghost. From her reaction we
should infer that she spent four hundred pounds on the box.
Joey now represents her guilt. Because she is human Cristina
immediately decides to not engage. She goes back to locking
the three heavy locks...

CRISTINA
I'm afraid you’re too late for
soup.

She locks the last padlock.

JOEY
I'm not hungry.

She turns to him and studies his face. She sees the pain and
the beads of sweat. She lifts the empty soup urn and carries
it towards the car.

JOEY (CONT'D)
I need medicine. Bandages.

She drops the urn heavily on the tail gate of the van. She
speaks without looking at Joey.
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CRISTINA
You're hurt?

Joey is staring at her blankly. She bustles past him. She
begins to collect her boxes of mugs and cups, busying
herself.

JOEY
I need antibiotics.

CRISTINA
I'm not allowed to dispense
antibiotics.

Joey takes out an expensive cigarette lighter and lights his
cigarette...

JOEY
But you do it. For people who can’t
go into the system.

Cristina shoves the urn bodily into the darkness of the van.

CRISTINA
Go to emergency.

JOEY
I can't.

CRISTINA
Why not?

Cristina glances at Joey but Joey doesn’t answer. Cristina
goes back to her work...

CRISTINA
If you don’t want to give your name
just call yourself ‘Smith’ or
something.

JOEY
That would be a mistake.

She steps back from the wvan.

CRISTINA
Why?

JOEY
My name is Smith.

CRISTINA (QUICKLY)
Jones then.

Cristina just wants him gone. She heads for the last box to
be packed away. Joey speaks evenly through pain.
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JOEY
Sister, I'm on the run from a court
martial. I was in a Special Forces
unit. There would be no
forgiveness.

Cristina carries the box to the van and places it beside the
soup urn. She turns to him and sees Joey’s pain as he
breaths smoke. Her desire to not engage competes with her
compassion.

After a moment she retrieves her keys and heads back towards
the shelter.

CRISTINA
Put the cigarette out.

INT. SHELTER

By lamplight Cristina is unlocking a large black first aid
box. Joey is leaning on the trestle table.

CRISTINA
How do you know it’s antibiotics
you need?

JOEY
I've got two broken ribs. There'’s
an infection around one of the
breaks. It’s giving me a fever. If
it spreads to the bone I will die.

She turns to him, surprised by his cool diagnosis and
knowledge.

JOEY (CONT'D)
I’'ve been wounded before.

Cristina takes out a large bottle of tablets.
CRISTINA
If you drink alcohol with these
they won’'t work.

Joey pockets the tablets.

JOEY
Bandages.

She peers at him. Then in a mocking gesture, she salutes.

CRISTINA
Yes Sir.

Joey half smiles as she returns to the first aid box. As she
searches...
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CRISTINA (CONT’D)
I asked around about your friend
Isabel. No one has seen her.

She half turns and sees Joey’s blank expression.

JOEY
How do you know about Isabel?

CRISTINA
Last night. Don’t you remember?

Joey is still blank.

JOEY
I was stoned last night. Did I
come here?

Cristina realizes that this means Joey doesn’t remember
giving her the money either. She reacts inside. She hands
Joey a roll of bandages. He studies her and she turns away
from him. He senses something...

JOEY (CONT'D)
Did I do something stupid?

Cristina could come clean but doesn’t. She busies herself
locking the first aid box.

CRISTINA
You said you’d had some luck.

She puts the first aid box back in its correct place.

CRISTINA (CONT’D)
‘God’, you said.

JOEY
I must have been stoned.

CRISTINA
You don’t believe?

Cristina turns. Joey shrugs.
CRISTINA (CONT'D)
So how do you explain those new
clothes?

A pause. His face hardens.

JOEY
I don't.

She turns and gathers her keys, ready to leave.

CRISTINA
Two tablets, three times a day.
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Joey half smiles at her as she heads for the door.

JOEY
You know the boys say you are an
angel.

Cristina finds the description ironic and painful. She holds
open the door.

CRISTINA
Good night Joseph.

Joey pockets his bandages and walks. Outside dawn is breaking
and through the open door we hear bird song. Once Joey is
out of sight Cristina deflates a little.

INT. APARTMENT BLOCK, GROUND FLOOR

Joey steps into the main entrance area of the apartment block
from the dawn light. He makes his way toward the 1lift. Just
then the 1lift reaches the ground floor and the 1lift door
begins to open.

Joey quickly diverts towards the stairs but a bolt of pain
slows him and he isn’t quick enough. From the 1lift a woman
in her early thirties (TRACEY) appears. She catches sight of
Joey as he walks with his back to her...

TRACEY
Damon?

Joey stops, turns and peers at Tracey. She double takes when
she sees his face.

TRACEY (CONT'D)
Oh. Sorry.

She looks again at his clothes and his cap which she
evidently recognizes. Joey tries to hide his face. Tracey
looks uneasy and leaves quickly through the street door.

Joey curses softly and senses trouble ahead. He heads for
the 1lift.

INT. APARTMENT, MASTER BEDROOM - EARLY MORNING

In the half light Joey has his shirt off and is painfully
winding the bandage around his chest and back. He works
with the expertise that comes from battlefield training.
The erotic photo of the perfect man peers down at him.

INT. APARTMENT, KITCHEN - EARLY MORNING

Joey enters with his body now bandaged. He walks through the
debris that he has left on the apartment floor.
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The TV is on mute, still playing Shopping Channel. There are
three bottles of vodka, one empty, one half empty, one full.

We see he has written the pin number of the credit card on
the mirror in marker pen. He has also written the pin number
on his hand and on the wall.

Joey crunches on broken glass then pours a cup of water and
swallows one of the tablets Cristina gave him.

After he has swallowed the tablet he stares at the bottle of
vodka.

Joey wipes his mouth with his fist. Then he sweeps back his
hair. He is considering the vodka bottle, knowing he mustn’t
drink it with the tablets.

He defiantly picks up the vodka and takes a swig. He gasps
on the sting of it. He breaths hard, his ribs hurting. Then
he stares into the half darkness of the living room as if the
silence is challenging him.

The images on the TV reflect in the mirrors around him. A
pause. Joey picks up the bottle of vodka again and is about
to swig but instead he suddenly drops the bottle of vodka on
the floor. It smashes.

JOEY (TO NO ONE)
Like this, huh?

He grabs the second bottle, unscrews the top and pours it
down the sink. The vodka glugs.

JOEY (CONT'D REPEATS)
Like this. Like this. Like this.

He is working in a fever now. He reaches into his jacket

pocket and takes out a silver foil wrap of heroin. He screws
it up in his fist and hurries to the toilet...

INT. APARTMENT, BATHROOM
Joey shoves his hand into the lavatory bowl to push the wrap
of heroin around the bend. He then hesitates. He closes his
eyes and flushes. He goes back to the mirror where he first
looked at his wrecked face.
His bruises are mellower. He speaks with purpose.
JOEY
Try again.
EXT. PARKING BAY - EARLY MORNING

We see ‘Joey’s’ Mercedes parked. Then the lights inside glow
on and off.
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After a moment, in the rear view mirror, we see Joey walking
toward the car with his arm held tight to his side over his
damaged ribs.

INT. CAR

Joey is angling the rear view mirror in the car, resolved.
He takes a deep breath, preparing himself for an ordeal. He
puts the key in the ignition. He fires the engine and finds
himself still himself.

He puts the car into gear. He reverses and the act of
reversing somehow firms up his face. He was an experienced
and good driver once and we should feel some sense of self
restored as he takes control of the car.

He adjust the mirror and shifts gear to drive out of the car
park. He straightens his cap on his head...

EXT. LARGE SOUTH LONDON COUNCIL HOUSING ESTATE

We are among high rise blocks and deprivation. Joey is
driving with a cigarette dangling between his lips, searching
for something.

Then he sees the gates of a primary school and a crowd of
mothers are dropping off their kids for school.

Joey slows down and parks. He stares as various mothers say
goodbye to their children.

Then Joey spots someone ahead and peers intently. He sees a
young woman in her late twenties (DAWN) with her daughter of
nine (RUBY). The mother and daughter cross the street,
chatting.

Joey's eyes almost moisten at the sight of the child.

The mother and child walk right by the car. Joey is about to
get out and speak to them but he takes one last look at
himself in the rear view mirror and changes his mind.

Instead he lowers the window and sinks down in the seat. He
hears Dawn and Ruby talking as they walk right past the
window. He breaths in the air they disturb through the window
as they chat about lunch money. Once they are gone he stares
into the rear view mirror, watching them walk away and
through the school gates.

We should guess that the girl is Joey’s child.

After they have gone, Joey appears to be filled with resolve.
He has a plan. He fires the ignition. This time he’s not
even afraid of a bad response. He indicates naturally and
pulls away.
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INT. APARTMENT CAR PARK - EVENING

Joey pulls into the car park and reverses into a tight space
fast. He gets out and reaches into the back seat. He winces
in pain as he takes out a bag of groceries and we glimpse
milk, bread, juice, water. All good stuff.

As he locks the car, he notices a curtain twitching in an
apartment above. He looks up but the face in the window has
gone. Joey heads for the apartment entrance.

INT. APARTMENT, KITCHEN - EVENING

Joey is clearing up the mess in the kitchen as best he can
with broken ribs. He bends painfully to sweep up the broken
glass from the smashed vodka bottles.

As he straightens he stares at the gleaming espresso machine.
He doesn’t know how it works but he wants to find out. He
twists a silver cup into place. As