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FADE UP TO: 

EXT. AFRICAN JUNGLE - NIGHT. 

With a jolt, we are suddenly gliding through slabs of 
impossibly thick vegetation. Bleeding in over the buzz of 
insects, the sound of drunken cheering, louder and louder. 
Clearing the undergrowth, we reach a circle of open ground 
ringed by BRITISH ARMY OFFICERS. Behind them, forming a kind 
of shadow-ring, stand UGANDAN SOLDIERS, some hanging from 
trees, others craning to see. At their centre, a boxing 
ring, overhung by a single, insect-infested lightbulb. 
Beneath the bulb, two AFRICANS, bodies sheened with sweat, 
box each other with barely controlled ferocity. Completing 
this bizarre son-et-lumiere, we twist to take in the wall of 
roaring OFFICERS, their bulb-lit faces all mouth and money 
as the bets slam down. 

SUPERIMPOSE 

UGANDA. BRITISH ARMY BASE. 1948. 

The fight grows more fevered. we close in on one of the 
FIGHTERS. A young Goliath of a man, well over six feet tall. 
SLAP! SLAP! He lands two enormous punches, sending his rival 
crumpling back. He towers there a moment, half smiling, 
waiting for his opponent to recover; a giant toying with his 
prey. For a split-second, we hold on his eyes. That 
frightening intent, both playful and vicious. Jaw set, he 
closes in. Sensing the end, the crowd grows delirious. The 
young Goliath lands a series of ferocious punches to his 
opponent's head. Blood and sweat fly skyward as his rival 
drops to the floor. 

TWO OFFICERS dip under the ropes and raise the YOUNG GOLIATH'S 
arms. Over the wall of roaring voices, a coloured party-paper 
crown is thrown into the ring. An OFFICER picks it up and stuffs 
it, skewiff, onto the YOUNG GOLIATH'S head. He stands there,'arms 
aloft, the paper crown still angled faux-galant over his grinning 
face. Suddenly, brushing the OFFICERS off, the YOUNG GOLIATH 
begins stalking the ring, his great chest absurdly puffed up, at 
once the 'performing monkey' and unalloyed king of his one-bulb 
world. 

THE WHOLE FOREST ROARING 
IDI! IDI! IDI! IDI! IDI! IDI! IDI! IDI! 

SLAM TO: 

EXT. SCOTTISH UNIVERSITY - DAY. 
































































































































































































































































