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PANEL 1

Landscape scene in which we see a bucolic small village,
complete with a church spire, in the distance. Vehicles can be
seen on the roads to and around the village including the small
van that is our focus as well as large water tanker and lorries
carrying lengths of pipe. We listen to a local radio broadcast
across the first few panels.

RADIO
...protests continue in the outskirts of
Booneton, where local residents and
environmental organisations are unhappy
about the ongoing fracking operations
taking place there...

PANEL 2

We're looking in through the windscreen of the small van at
Trent as he glowers grimly at traffic that we can't see in front
of him while muttering to himself. 

TRENT (SMALL)
Trying to get lorries up a fucking sheep
track. Maybe strike oil next to the M6
next time

RADIO
...as well as the plans to construct a
fourth drilling site on farmland a few
miles north of the town. Schwartzau
drilling teams were due to break ground
on the site last month but have been...

PANEL 3

Same view as Trent receives a phonecall. We see him looking down
at the phone in one hand and reaching to turn off the radio with
the other.

RADIO



...delayed by the protests, as well as
continuing legal challenges from local
group, the Frack Off Collective. In a
statement -- CLICK

PANEL 4

Trent looks out to the side of the van as he answers the call
one hand back on the wheel

TRENT
Deano, how's it going? 

TRENT (CONT)
Yep, all set. Thanks again for the
start, mate

TRENT (CONT)
No, I'm here now but tomorrow's the
earliest I can do...

PANEL 5

We look at the passenger seat of the van in which there is
splayed out a file of information with the name "Walker, Terry"
written on the front

TRENT
I've a few errands to run first
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PANEL 1

We look down from above, through the falling rain at three
people in the midst of a fight. Terry Walker fights alone
against two unidentifiable assailants in yellow raincoats. He is
wearing dark army gear and his duffel bag sits forgotten nearby.
The fight takes place in the midst of the standing stones where
Terry has one of the assailants pinned and is throwing punches.
The second assailant is grabbing his shoulders from behind to
try and pull him away from the first. Whether as a result of
convenient shadows or identifying features being out of frame,
we should never be able to see the face of either of the unnamed
assailants throughout this scene though we will learn that they
are Geoff (first assailant) and Leanna (second).

NARRATOR
It was raining when it happened

PANEL 2

The second assailant, Leanna, falls away, shrugged roughly aside
by Terry who is still pinning the first assailant (Geoff).

NARRATOR
Slippery and chaotic

NARRATOR
Whole thing was a fucking mess

PANEL 3

Terry continues to attack the figure on the ground as the second
assailant, Leanna, struggles to her knees.

NARRATOR
I tried to make him to stop, but he was
so strong

NARRATOR
So angry



PANEL 4

Close up of the Leanna's hand closing around a large rock.

NARRATOR
I don't remember picking it up

PANEL 5

Leanna strikes Terry in the back of the head with the rock. He
starts to fall limply.

NARRATOR
But I remember the moment it struck

NARRATOR
The sound of it

NARRATOR
The feel of it
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PANEL 1

We view the scene from above, Terry splayed out lifeless on the
ground. Geoff struggles out from under his legs while Leanna
lets the rock fall from her hand.

NARRATOR
There'd been no sign that things would
come to this

FIRST ASSAILANT
You squaddie fuck!

NARRATOR
There was no punctuating thunder...

PANEL 2

We are closer in. Geoff stoops over the supine  body in a
threatening posture. Leanna has hands raised to her face as if
covering her mouth.



NARRATOR
My normal life just ended.

FIRST ASSAILANT
Fucking stay down, you...

SECOND ASSAILANT
No-no-no-no-no-

NARRATOR (CONT)
His life just...

PANEL 3

As we draw closer to the body the assailants are now out of
frame.

NARRATOR
Turns out that a life spent saying and
being and doing the right things...

FIRST ASSAILANT
Oh Christ, what did you do?

SECOND ASSAILANT
I just wanted him...

PANEL 4

We are close in on the eye of the victim (perhaps the assailants
can be seen in the reflection from the eye, peering close at the
body)

NARRATOR
Is no defense against one moment's bad
decision

FIRST ASSAILANT
What the fuck did you do?

SECOND ASSAILANT
I just wanted him to stop...
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PANEL 1

A train pulls in to a small but recently renovated train station
with signs visible for Booneton with Lancashire council logos
also visible. The station has modern touches juxtaposed against
traditional brickwork, such as LED information displays, and the
platforms are busy. It is a bright evening in summer and beyond
the station can be glimpsed a predominantly rural landscape

LYDIA (WITHIN THE TRAIN)
God, I wish they'd let us stay in halls
over summer

PANEL 2

We see Beth stepping off the train followed by Lydia. Beth has a
dark complexion and straight black hair falling from a beanie
that she wears habitually. She carries a backpack. Lydia has
oversized over-ear headphones draped around her neck and carries
a duffle bag as well as a back-pack. She is scruffy but stylish,
and both are fairly easily identifiable as university students
on their way back for the summer.

BETH
I don't think the remnants of my student
loan would've covered the rent

LYDIA
No, me neither, but...

LYDIA
God, I wish they'd let us stay in halls
over summer

PANEL 3

The pair make their way along the platform with Lydia playfully
ticking off two points on her fingers and Beth smiling. It is
fairly busy and the billboards along the platform are a mix of
Schwartzau brand promotion ("The future of energy in



Schwartzau brand promotion ("The future of energy in

Lancashire"), new building developments ("Three Pines luxury
apartments coming to Booneton Spring next year") and roughly
pasted protest posters ("Frack Off!" and "Say No to the Walker
platform").

LYDIA
Free room and board is great and all but
do you have anything: in Manchester;
without parents?

BETH
'Fraid not

PANEL 4

Lydia wears a faux pleading expression while Beth shrugs with a
faux-awkward expression, mouth pulled out wide in a polite,
toothy grimace.

LYDIA
Please?

BETH
So sorry. I just gave our last fantasy
room to the Easter Bunny

PANEL 5

The pair stand outside the station entrance. Beth stands with
her bag propped up between her legs while rummaging in her
pocket for her purse. Lydia stands, still holding her bags, and
looks around.

LYDIA
That bum?! I want to talk to your
manager

BETH
You want to jump in a cab with me?
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PANEL 1

Lydia reaches out to touch Beth's shoulder as a cursory farewell
as she starts to move away. Beth's expression is more serious
than before and she remains stationary and makes the speechmark
motion with her fingers.

LYDIA
Nah, I'm only round the corner. You're
coming out later though, right?

BETH
Lydia, are you sure you want me there? I
think Simon wants to "talk" to you...

PANEL 2

Lydia is walking away from Beth with a wave thrown back over her
shoulder. Beth stands waiting at a cab rank and salutes with a
wry grin.

LYDIA
I both want and need you there, Bethie.
The BFF bond compels you

BETH
Aye-aye, Cap'n. Operation Wet Blanket it
is

LYDIA (CONT)
Oh, very much so

PANEL 3

Lydia walks through town, past cottages with flowers in the
windows and along cobbled streets. An anti-fracking pamphlet
lies barely noticeable in the gutter.

NARRATOR
This place must seem so small to her now

PANEL 4

We see the main street of the village viewed from distance with



We see the main street of the village viewed from distance with

Lydia recognisable, if only by her burden, in the center of
frame. Slightly away from her we can see a large gas truck
navigating a quaint roundabout with flowers adorning the center.
Along the road traditional-looking shops sit cheek by jowl with
newly minted franchise businesses and hoardings announcing  more
franchises to come.

NARRATOR
Despite its recent growth spurt

PANEL 5

We see Lydia, having stopped, staring out of the panel toward
the reader but almost over their shoulder. Her expression is
serious, considering and unreadable.

NARRATOR
She's changed so much in the last few
years

NARRATOR
Her perspective

NARRATOR
Her expectations

NARRATOR
Her threshold for satisfaction
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PANEL 1

We follow Lydia's gaze between two buildings and off into the
distance where the top of a gas-drilling derrick can be seen
with a collection of temporary-looking buildings around it.
Smoke rises from the top of the derrick.

NARRATOR
I suspect she sees things now for what
they really are

NARRATOR



That she sees the empty spaces in
between

PANEL 2

Lydia walks along a more residential street towards her
childhood home; a semi-detached house with little to no real
ornamentation out front though the name "Summers" should be made
prominent to suggest the connection between Lydia and Geoff who
will be appearing in the next scene.

NARRATOR
The omissions

NARRATOR
The cracks in the veneer

PANEL 3

Inside the door of the house, we look down on Lydia as she calls
up the stairs to check whether her parents are home. The home is
dowdy and old-fashioned but orderly and clean. Piles of books
can be seen here and there, enough to suggest a studious bent to
the inhabitants. Lydia has dropped her bags by the door.

LYDIA
Mum? Dad? Anyone home?

PANEL 4

Lydia stands in the kitchen in front of the fridge reaching
toward a note that we can see held up by a Frack Off Collective
fridge magnet.

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 5

Close in on the handwritten note from her mother, which can
trail off out of frame around the end of the second sentence -
though it might be nice to get the final "Mum" into frame if
possible, fine if not though. The note reads; "Welcome home,
Lyds! Your father's at a meeting with the drilling company and
I've classes. Plenty of food in the fridge - can't wait to see



I've classes. Plenty of food in the fridge - can't wait to see

you! Mum x"

LYDIA (OFF)
Typical
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PANEL 1

We see the facade of a modest town hall with signage outside
talking about a "Schwartzau in the community" event. Also
scattered around the scene outside the building are haphazard
protest placards and protesters.

TOM SMITH (OFF)
...as much as we hope the dream of
renewable energy will carry us into the
future, the reality of the now is that
the engine of the world runs on fossil
fuels

PANEL 2

Within the town hall we see what is essentially a community hall
space with fold-out chairs and tables and an audience sat in
front of a well-put-together stage area with Schwartzau
branding, where TOM SMITH, spokesman for the company stands at a
lectern. The audience runs the full gamut from smart and
modestly dressed through to dredlocked and tie-died hippies and
there are a few placards being held and displayed around the
room.

TOM SMITH
At a time when the West is shackled to
an over-reliance on the Middle East and
Russia for fuel, the science of
hydraulic fracturing is the key to our
energy independence

PANEL 3

We focus on a man sat in the front row of the audience. He wears
a badge proclaiming himself to be aligned with the Frack Off
Collective. Geoff Summers glares balefully at the stage as the
talk continues.

TOM SMITH (OFF)



Resources previously locked away can now
be retrieved using a pressurised
solution of water and sand to open and
widen fissures releasing the gas and oil
within

PANEL 4

Close up on Tom as he rounds off his speech 

TOM SMITH
Schwartzau are working with national and
local government representatives as well
as community groups, such as the FOC, to
ensure that we are taking every
precaution to prevent any lasting
ecological damage to this, our home, in
the process

PANEL 5

Pulled out view of Tom on stage. In the front row of the
audience we can see Geoff on his feet and walking to the left
(on his way to wait for Tom beside the stage)

TOM SMITH
I can't promise that it will be
painless, but I can promise you that it
will be worth it: for the opportunities
we bring, for the future of this town,
for the future of the United Kingdom
itself

TOM SMITH (CONT)
Thank you
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PANEL 1

Tom descends the steps from the stage to find a steely faced
Geoff waiting for him flanked by a smartly dressed Schwartzau
employee, Jenna (Tom's PA) with a clipboard, a ringing phone and



employee, Jenna (Tom's PA) with a clipboard, a ringing phone and
a slightly nervous expression. Tom smiles broadly with an easy
politician's charm.

JENNA
Sir, he's insisting on seeing you...

TOM SMITH
Not a problem at all, Jenna

TOM SMITH (CONT)
Mr Summers, always a pleasure. What can
I do you for?

PANEL 2

The two men face each other; Geoff focused with arms crossed and
Tom with a distracted avuncular air as he hands Jenna (whose
phone continues to ring) notes/cue cards and receives messages
from her in return.

GEOFF
Well, since you're askin', you all could
fuck off -

TOM SMITH
Oh, charming

GEOFF (CONT)
- back to the prairie or wherever it is
you came from

PANEL 3

The men now stand side by side with Tom having placed a hand on
Geoff's shoulder to direct him. Jenna answers the call

TOM SMITH
Delaware, personally. Wilmington, mind,
so only just

TOM SMITH (CONT)
Walk with me, Geoff. I've a board
meeting to get back for



TOM SMITH (CONT)
Did you like the talk?

PANEL 4

Geoff follows behind Tom with a tight and angry posture as he
lectures him. Tom checks his smartphone as they walk

GEOFF
Oh, yes, a lovely little fairytale. My
favourite part was when you left out all
of the hazardous ingredients in your
fracking mix

TOM SMITH
Hazardous is such a strong word, Geoff.
And it's a competitive market; we've a
right to protect our IP

GEOFF
What about the quakes your operation has
already caused in the area?

TOM SMITH
Nothing linking that to us, Geoff.
Seismic activity on Earth predates
Schwartzau, even here
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PANEL 1

Tom continues to stare at his phone as Geoff's lecturing becomes
more emphatic, cartoonish even: his arms are raised and he's no
longer even looking at Tom. Just in front of Tom we see a
hulking suited bodyguard

GEOFF
Your plans for a fourth site, in an area
that is struggling to cope with the
existing three, are ridiculous

TOM SMITH



Which is why we're committed to working
with local government to improve
infrastructure hereabouts

GEOFF
Your total disregard for the health and
safety of local citizens is criminal

TOM SMITH
Come now, Geoff you're veering into
baseless slander.

PANEL 2

Tom has reached his car and has turned around, now separated
from Geoff by a bodyguard who has placed a restraining hand on
Geoff's chest - as Geoff points, accusing and aggressive, at
Tom. Tom still holds his phone in his hand but is looking up at
Geoff with a hand waving dismissively as he instructs his guard
to let Geoff through.

GEOFF
And that documented disregard is exactly
why the courts will never allow you -

GUARD
Sir, I'm going to have to ask you -

TOM
No, he's fine, Bill. Let him through,
please

PANEL 3

Tom's turn to talk, putting a hand on Geoff's shoulder, as Geoff
listens with a resentful expression. The guard waits nearby with
his back to the pair who are now standing beside Tom's car (not
quite a limo but something black and stately looking).

TOM SMITH
Geoff, you and I both know that not only
are Schwartzau fulfilling all our
obligations



TOM SMITH (CONT)
but that your FOC don't have the cash or
the clout to carry this fight much
further

PANEL 4

The pair are in the same position with Tom pointing emphatically
back and forth between the pair of them (I'm picturing a single
blurred hand caught in a state of pointing at each of the two
men). Geoff's resentment has faded into concern. The guard at
the edge of the frame peeks back over his shoulder to check that
everything is still alright.

TOM SMITH
It's only a matter of time before we get
our way, but that time is precious to us

TOM SMITH (CONT)
So I propose that you and I, Geoff, we
sit down and see what we can't do to
save a little time to the benefit of all
parties

TOM SMITH (CONT)
So, whadda ya say?

PANEL 5

Tom is getting into his car with a wave and leaving a somewhat
shellshocked Geoff behind him. The bodyguard stays where he is
but raises a hand to talk into his sleeve and Jenna hurries to
join Tom in the car.

GEOFF
What -

TOM SMITH
Wonderful! We'll call it dinner at mine.
Jenna will call you with the details.
Bring your wife!

JENNA



...we're on our way now, Alan. I'll have
to call you back

PANEL 6

The car drives off leaving a forlorn-looking Geoff staring after
it. 

NO DIALOGUE
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PANEL 1

Beth emerges from a taxi in front of a more isolated, cottage-
looking house than that of the Summers residence. The garden is
packed with plants and ornaments in an ultimately-aesthetic
organised chaos of vegetation. It is a generally well-tended
space that is given free reign to spread and grow. Beth holds
her phone and is about to compose a message.

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 2

Beth stands inside the front door of her parents' house. The
decoration suggests a well-traveled and eco-conscious inhabitant
with various carved statuettes and assorted classy looking
memorabilia. She looks at her phone, conducting a text
conversation with her mother. I envisage the message speech
bubbling from the phone in a cascading and alternating left and
right alignment style.

BETH (TEXT)
Home now

RACHAEL (TEXT)
Lovely. Thx 4 letting us know. Gd trip?

BETH (TEXT)
Fine. How's the protest?

RACHAEL (TEXT)
...

PANEL 3

Beth is in the kitchen and looks into the fridge with her phone
still out in front of her.

RACHAEL (TEXT)
"Occupation", sweetie



RACHAEL (TEXT)
Quiet today. Lots gone to town meet

RACHAEL (TEXT)
U coming down?

PANEL 4

Beth has retrieved some food from the fridge and continues the
text conversation as she eats/prepares it.

BETH (TEXT)
Yep, hv 2 c Si and Lyds after tho

BETH (TEXT)
B there soon - will bring snacks

RACHAEL (TEXT)
Star! [starry-eyed emoji] Hi to the
guys. Love you x

PANEL 5

Close in on the phone screen as Beth hits send on the message
"Love you too, mum x". The rest of the conversation as we have
seen it play out in the previous panels can be seen above.

NO DIALOGUE
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PANEL 1

From a height we see Terry, heavily laden with a camo backpack
and dressed in a casual approximation of army fatigues, start to
cross a field - it should be suggested that he is making a bee-
line for the town with the familiar church spire that we can see
again in the distance a few fields over. A little beyond the
edge of the field can be seen a phone box of the early nineties
BT trumpet variety, as opposed to the red touristy variety.

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 2

(NB The next four panels should all display Terry's profile as
he crosses the stubby field). This first of the sequence shows
him striding across the field normally, with a straight and
confident posture; almost happily - at least relatively so.

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 3

Terry looks into the sky with his hand held out in front of him
to detect the rain that we can see has started to fall. His
stride is shorter, as he falters to a halt.

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 4

Terry has completely stopped walking as a full-on shower appears
to set in and instead stands with his head lowered slightly,
pinching the bridge of his nose with his eyes tightly shut in
irritation.

TERRY
Ugh

PANEL 5



Terry has started walking again as the rain continues to fall.
He is now quite hunched and has his arms raised in the process
of flipping his hood up over his head.

TERRY
Home sweet home...
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PANEL 1

Terry climbs across another stile, turning as he does so towards
the phonebooth which can be glimpsed in the foreground of the
panel. It is still raining and puddles have started to form
underfoot

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 2

Terry holds the receiver to his ear as he punches in the number.
His stance is slightly awkward, with one knee pushed forward
against the bag to stop it falling over.

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 3

Terry is looking away from the phone, his head held close to the
glass panel through which we are observing his as he peers up
into the sky with the wincing calculation of a man trying to
determine how long the rain is going to last. As Terry talks
over the next few panels the text should be pale to try and
suggest the effect of it being muffled, as if we, the viewers
were standing in the rain outside this phonebox

TERRY
Come on, come on...

PANEL 4

Terry's gaze is now directed to the middle distance as he starts



Terry's gaze is now directed to the middle distance as he starts

his conversation with a slight smile of friendly familiarity.
His free hand is held  up against the glass. The booth is
starting to fog up with condensation.

TERRY
Jon? Hey, it's Terry.

TERRY (CONT)
Yep, good, ta. I...

TERRY (CONT)
Just down t'road, really. No bus to
Booneton so I'm walking up from...
 

PANEL 5

Terry has a more focused expression as the conversation
continues, though he is drawing lines in the condensation. His
form is becoming slightly blurry and indistinct as the windows
continue to fog over.

TERRY
No, no, just wanted to make sure that
you or ma were in...

TERRY (CONT)
Ok, yep. Listen, my card's almost
spent...

TERRY (CONT)
Yep, see you soon

PANEL 6

Our view is close up on the image Terry has drawn on the window.
It is a house in the square and triangle format of a child's
picture with Terry's hand-print looming above it. Hazily in the
background we receive the impression of Terry leaving the phone
booth (can be as little as a dark blur to the right of the panel
seen through the glass).

NO DIALOGUE
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PANEL 1

We see a group of standing stones set in a clearing within a
wood. A young man can be seen leaning uncomfortably against one
of the stones. Beyond the trees, in the distance, the top of a
derrick can be seen from which a thin trail of smoke drifts.

NARRATOR
The stones have always been a source of
fascination

PANEL 2

Same scene as before but slightly closer. The derrick is almost
out of sight behind the tree-line and the man by the rocks is
now checking his watch.

NARRATOR
Imagine starting out on something you
won't live to finish

PANEL 3

Behind the man, Simon, we see Beth move out, unobserved, from
the tree line towards where he stands.

NARRATOR (CONT)
Work measured in generations

PANEL 4

Beth is closer to Simon who is now checking his phone, oblivious
to her approach. She is slightly crouched, actively trying to
sneak up on him

NARRATOR
We live such ephemeral, grasping lives
by comparison

PANEL 5



Beth reaches Simon and covers his eyes from behind. Smiling, he
has grabbed her wrists, still holding his phone in one hand.

NARRATOR
Who among us would strive to better a
future that they wouldn't see?

SIMON
Lydia?

BETH
The other one, I'm afraid.
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PANEL 1

Beth and Simon hug.

SIMON
Beth! Come here!

BETH
How you doing, Simon?

PANEL 2

Beth hops up onto a stone pulling her legs crossed beneath her.
Simon stands close by.

SIMON
Good. Still stacking shelves for S-Mart.
How's the course going?

BETH
Environmental science isn't as sexy as
the Hollywood movies promised.

SIMON
That's hard to believe.

BETH
Straight up. There's a lot more algae,
for one



PANEL 3

The pair look at each other in a moment of awkward silence. Beth
wears a hint of a wry smile correctly guessing that Simon is
working up the nerve to ask about Lydia.

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 4

Simon talks with an affected air of disinterest, Beth speaks
innocently though with a hint of suppressed mirth. They
accidentally talk over each other.

SIMON
How's Lydia getting...

BETH
Lydia should be here...

PANEL 5

Simon looks chastened and Beth grins at him in outright
amusement

SIMON
Sorry

BETH
'S alright. She'll be here soon

PANEL 6

Beth and Simon looks around surprised as a third voice intrudes
on the conversation from out of panel.

JACK (OFF)
Who we expecting?
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PANEL 1

We see Jack emerging from the forest eating an apple. He wears



We see Jack emerging from the forest eating an apple. He wears

an S-Mart shirt over an otherwise scruffy chic outfit. Simon
confronts Jack while Beth stays seated on the rock looking at
Jack.

SIMON
What you doing here, Jack?

JACK
Turner's being an asshole again so I
decided to sack off the rest of my
shift. Fuck him.

PANEL 2

Jack cranes around Simon to check out Beth. Beth waves. Simon
presents a physical barrier to Jack willing him to leave before
Lydia arrives

SIMON
Right, fine, but what are you doing
here?

JACK
Who's your friend, Si? She's cute

PANEL 3

Focus on Beth, still seated, left of frame looking across at
Jack, right of frame. Her expression bears the careful polite
neutrality of the deeply offended. Jack grins back, brattish.

BETH
Not only that, she can also hear and
interpret human speech

JACK
Well, fancy that. It turns out you Limey
femoids really can do it all

PANEL 4

Silent repeat of the previous scene as Beth takes this in.

NO DIALOGUE



PANEL 5

Beth, now right of frame, has turned to direct a rictus grin at
Simon, left of frame, who looks mortified.

BETH
Who's your friend, Si? He's much less
cute than he thinks he is.

SIMON
Jack, Beth, who was invited here. 

SIMON (CONT)
Beth, my work colleague, Jack, who was
not.

LYDIA (OFF)
Did I miss the ice-breaker?
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PANEL 1

Lydia stands a little way from the group. Beth waves with a
smirk. Simon looks in awe and Jack smiles in a manner somewhere
between charming and predatory.

SIMON
Lydia! Hi!

LYDIA
Hi, Simon. How you doing?

PANEL 2

Close in on Lydia and Simon with Beth, still seated, visible to
the right of frame. Lydia's hands are in her back pockets as she
leans back slightly from Simon. Simon is angled eagerly forwards
but awkwardly and with some hesitation. Beth is looking on with
keen curiousity to see how the reunion goes.

SIMON



Good. Yeah, good. You look - how are you
doing?

LYDIA
Yeah, not bad. Just got back now.

PANEL 3

Same shot and similar positions but with less dynamism. They are
both now planted and Lydia avoids eye-contact. Simon's body
language has wilted slightly. Beth is starting to look
uncomfortable.

SIMON
Right. Good. Cool.

LYDIA
Yeah.

PANEL 4

Same shot, now silent, with even more awkward body language as
Lydia seeks an out and Simon tries to think of something to say.
Beth is evidently also feeling very awkward. Jack has appeared
at the edge of the scene.

JACK
I'm Jack, by the way.

PANEL 5

Same scene with even more distant and defeated body language
from Lydia and Simon respectively. Beth has her head in her
hands. Jack is scrutinising Lydia

BETH
Oy 

JACK (CONT)
Were you invited?
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PANEL 1

We look down on a rainy country lane as a heavily laden and
waterproofed Terry turns into the driveway to his old home. Just
ahead of him stands a new-looking wooden sign with “Walker Farm”
on it. At the end of a short drive can be seen a farmhouse
outside the of which stands a tractor and a small car.

NARRATOR
Death brought Terry back to where he'd
been born

NARRATOR
His father's

PANEL 2

Close-up on the "Walker Farm" sign as Terry passes while holding
out a hand to whap the corner of it.

NARRATOR (CONT)
A brutal man, if talk's to be believed

PANEL 3

Profile view of Terry facing Jonathan who has come out from the
house to greet him.

NARRATOR
He was the force that drove Terry on

NARRATOR
Away from this place

PANEL 4

Profile view as Terry and Jonathan embrace at the door.

NARRATOR
And when his father's death took that



And when his father's death took that

force away

NARRATOR
Terry had tumbled right back home

TERRY
How is she?

JONATHAN
Fine, fine. Resting. Come in, come in

PANEL 5

Pulled out to a view of the house. The front door has closed

NARRATOR
He'd been so focused on pushing back

NARRATOR
That he discovered he didn't know how to
move himself forward

JONATHAN (FROM WITHIN)
Jesus, Tel! How much stuff did you
bring?!
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PANEL 1

Same POV as the first panel from Terry's arrival in the past but
the sign is somewhat time-worn and grown over and the fields
around the house show some evidence of the protest occupation.
The drive now features a cattle grid by the road. Trent stands
by the door of his van in a recreation of the first panel from
the last page.

NARRATOR
It's death brought Mr Trent here too, I
suppose

PANEL 2

Close-up on the faded "Walker Farm" sign as Trent passes

NARRATOR
Seeking the comrade he left behind

PANEL 3

Profile view of Trent facing Jonathan who has come out from the
house to see what he wants

NARRATOR
A man he loved

JONATHAN
Camp's over yonder if you're 'ere fer t'
protest

TRENT
No, Mr Walker. I’m Stacy Trent, we spoke
on the phone a few weeks back

PANEL 4

Profile view as Trent and Jonathan shake hands



NARRATOR
The man I...

JONATHAN
Fella looking for Tel? What can I do for
you?

TRENT
Plenty, I hope. For starters…

PANEL 5

Focus on the photograph. The woman in the picture is young and
dressed in mid-90s style and is hugging a younger Terry than we
have seen him so far. It is Leanna, mother of Lydia, looking the
spitting image of her daughter.

TRENT
Can you tell me who this is?


