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FADE IN

EXT. CITY SKYLINE - DAY

A peregrine falcon, perched atop a pyramid shaped glass roof high up in a city skyline, surveys the dark unsettled skies then turns and rests its piercing eyes directly at the camera.  

EXT. STORM STRUCK CITY - DAY

A deafening prolonged THUNDER CLAP, followed by images of total carnage, a city besieged by chaotic weather.

Battered billboards flap and break from their frames, roads are flooded by violent destructive rapids, electric pylons are struck by lightening with their cables plunging into the flooded streets, electrocuting the panicking public that make contact with the water and the snapping, dancing flex.

Random radio reports break over the airs as images of destruction and carnage continue.
Newsreader 1 (V.O.)
The unrelenting storm that wreaked havoc across mainland Europe is showing little sign of abating in its devastating campaign across the UK. The government, who earlier this month declared a state of emergency, have again repeated the call for people to stay at home or in their designated safety camps and under no circumstances should they attempt to use the roads until some sort of normality has been restored. When this normality will be restored is impossible to say. Meteorologists’ have warned the storm could take at least another month to pass.

NEWSREADER 2 (V.O.)
The South East is worst hit with entire coastal areas submerged and completely flooded. Most of London is at a total standstill.  

-Images of wrecked houses, people stranded on rooftops 

-Boats in streets ferrying police in full armour

-Inundated hospitals in turmoil

-Schools used as temporary shelter

-Looted shops and ram-raided cash machines 

-Bloody, beaten bodies floating in stagnant water  

-Places of worship doling out food and blankets

-Ships being thrown around in choppy seas
-lightening striking again and again.  

-Riverbanks bursting, cattle being washed away

-Cars float around flooded town centres

-Engineers attempt to fix pylons in pouring rain

-Generators and flood barriers are being repaired 

-Tube stations close as water fills tunnels 

-Rescue workers set up floodlights 

-Sandbags, clockwork torches and radios are   

 distributed

-More images of engineers attempting to salvage 

 satellite connections

-TV screens in a monitoring room flicker on and off

-Generators are seen being fuelled 

-Old newspaper printing machines are drawn out, dusted 

 and oiled

More news radio programmes play over images of carnage.
EXT. STORMY CITY - DAY

Hurricane winds tear up trees, a satellite dish launches through the air and smashes through a pub window. Blizzard of hail and rain chokes the nation.

Vans and trucks are swept off motorway bridges and angry encroaching sea swallows up more of the coastal towns houses and shops.
int. - rADIO STUDIO 

Two old scholars discuss the news in a radio studio - interspersed with shots of hurricane winds adding to the misery brought on by the storm.
Guest 1
Without wanting to sound like some doom-monger the timing of the storm could not have come at a worse time. The nation was already being ravaged by ill-fortune what with the riots and the unrest and then the Gods themselves unleash their fury! Whatever next?!

Guest 2
Well indeed, one cannot deny this sense of impending doom is not without its rational basis. It came when we thought it couldn’t get any worse! As if the crippling recession and the riots weren’t bad enough! Its sheer ungodly chaos!

Guest 1
What a morbid pair we must make! 

(both laugh) 

But I doubt we are the only ones discussing this matter in the same such fashion.

Images of the storm sweeping through streets as a cyclone tears terraced houses apart as well as Mayfair apartments and designer stores.

Guest 2 (V.O)
How long will it take to regain some semblance of order? And who will really want to? Where’s the community spirit? We have allowed this nation to fall apart and now we really are going to have a hard job of putting it back in order.

Guest 1 (V.O)
The countries been like some rudderless ship for years now.  That’s one of the reasons all those infernal new-age religions have surfaced, its the old case of, those not believing in something will believe in anything! I find it ridiculous, all that chanting and faux piety. I wish I could laugh at it I really do but I just despair.

Guest 2(V.O)
They seemed to just come out of nowhere.

Guest 1(V.O)
They’re just exploiting a vacuum that’s 

all. We’ve just allowed everything to just decay before us. What was is that Euripides said?

Guest1 (V.O)
‘Quos Deus vult perdere, prius dementat’? - Those whom God wills to destroy, he first deprives of their senses?

Guest 2 (V.O)
Well you couldn’t put it any plainer than that could you!?

Int. CROSS KEYS INN - STONEHENGE - DARK stormy DAY 

Elderly Inn-Keeper, samuel mann, stands in doorway of his inn, SLAMS the door shut. He seems lost in faraway thoughts, a THUNDERBOLT recalls him. 

He begins to bolt window shutters but hesitates just before closing and stares out the window at the swinging sign of his inn, THE CROSS KEYS, as it CREAKS loudly. We hear it above the sound of the thunder and the hail. It swings to and fro and as the sky darkens a peregrin falcon lands on the signpost and stares down at him. He bolts the shutters.

Inn has an olde-worlde charm. Bright, dancing coal fire gives a glowing ethereal feel to the small, snug timber inn. Inn-Keeper puts sandbag at the door and runs his fingers delicately over the horseshoe hanging from it. He sits by the fire takes out a pipe and some tobacco and prepares a smoke. He gets a light from the fire, the pipes fumes fill the air.

There’s a sudden almighty clap of thunder that fills the inn with electric brilliance and shakes some of the fittings. He puts one hand tightly around the arm of his chair and with the other hand calmly holds the pipe to his mouth. 

EXT. CITY - STORMY DAY

Storm grows in strength and speed. High streets and main roads are full of panicking, running pedestrians. Torrential rain, drilling fiercely down like bullets, pummelling through the soil, through windows and umbrellas and driving people to their knees in agony.  

Cars career into each other, wind blows bins through windows and roofing tiles spin through the air lodging themselves into unsuspecting victims running to safety.  

A supermarket trolley spins in mid-air and comes crashing down and shatters a butcher shops jolly wooden advertising mannequin.

SIRENS and SCREAMS fill the air along with the THUNDER, hail and rain. There is a sense of overwhelming chaos, disorder and desperation.

Then suddenly silence. The storm has not only broken but ceased entirely. People stop in their tracks, look around, stare at the skies, rise from the floor. Visions of bewildered and crying people, all tired and beaten and too sad to smile even though the nightmare has ended.

INT. - CROSS KEYS INN - SUNNY DAY

The Inn-Keeper gets up, unfastens the shutters, it’s a bright sunny day. He stares out, still looking pensive, begins opening the shutters and moving the sandbags from the door. 

EXT. CROSS KEYS INN - SUNNY DAY

Inn sits on a small hill, with forests to the left and some ruins in the foreground just out of focus. It has a rustic charm with ivy adorning the brickwork and has a weather cock depicting a little imp with a fork on the roof. The Cross Keys sign is very vivid with dragons on either side of the frame. 

EXT. - BRIGHT SUNNY DAY

-Clear up operations and engineers at work.  

-Police in full riot gear wading through streets. 

-Houses, shops being reclaimed, boarding taken down.  -Bodies being pulled out of canals and rivers.  

-Downed aeroplanes and wrecked boats being cleared up. 

Radio reports play over the images.

Newsreader 2(V.O.)
After two months of calm most of the countries vital infrastructure has been restored. Meteorologists are still coming to terms with what happened, admitting the end of the storm came as a total shock as all evidence suggested no signs of it..

newsreader 1(V.O.)
The death toll is estimated to be close to 30,000 with well over 200,000 people seriously hurt and many, many more unaccounted for. This number has been estimated at over 300,000. The news though continues to be dominated by the mass pilgrimage to Stonehenge by people from all over the country.

EXT. stonehenge - bright sunny day

Images of flower power people blowing bubbles and face painted kids, new-age travellers, folk musicians, raver’s with whistles, Hare Krishna’s, druids, pagans and hippies in and around Salisbury and Stonehenge, with motorways full of people driving down.
newsreader 2 (V.O.)
Authorities have said the area around Stonehenge is now gridlocked and many travellers are making their way on foot.  There are reports of impromptu performances by bands such as Atomic Mutley, The Splitters and The Whisky Trippers. The gathering began slowly last week but the numbers have continued to grow. Both locals and officials claim it has so far been a peaceful affair.

ext.- sunny day - stonehenge
We see the sun centred between the stones with the suns rays darting out at all angles, with the peregrine falcon sitting proudly aloft the centre stone.

A black saloon with tinted black windows is stuck in traffic. The DRIVER is in the front alone, at the back is GEORGE DYER - formal looking MP - mid to late 50’s.  Next to him is seated a frail looking P.A.
INT. - CHAUFFEURED SALOON CAR - STONEHENGE - DAY

George

(on his mobile)

For crying out loud Geoffrey I am fully aware of the demographics and the parties image but was this visit actually necessary? The camera crew are two miles behind us and we’re stuck among these cretins and now some throwbacks showering petals all over the bloody car. This really is above and beyond the call of duty and I tell you another thing, they can take one shot and we’re out of here! Yah.. aha yep well yes she has all the details… OK bye.

P.A.

The crew aren’t that far behind now sir, we should be there in few minutes but we might have to walk the last mile or..

George
WALK!? Are you out of your tiny little mind woman??? I am not walking without an armed escort through this vermin! 

A dreadlocked grungey man aggressively collapses on the car bonnet.

The driver rushes out to clear him off but he is engulfed by a throng of tambourine bashing hippies.

GEORGE

You bloody well move…

George fuming, gets out to protest and shouts at the revellers but is himself drawn and caught up in the throng and his vehement protests are drowned out by chants and singing. There’s an ever so slight RUMBLE in the skies. George looks up and around the sky.

EXT. - STONHENGE - SUNNY DAY

A helicopter looms over the stationary traffic.  

Looking down we see amazingly complex corn circles adorning the fields. Double helix, DNA map, Kabbalah tree of life and other ancient symbols.  

INT. - INSIDE HELICOPTER - STONEHENGE - DAY

CHASE MORGAN sits relaxed with headphones on. Early 50s, healthy, tanned. Speaking via headphones whilst addressing a monitor.
Chase
Come on JOYCE you know full well he’s a drip….no don’t you go sticking up for him! I get enough of that from his mother.  He’s clueless I’m telling you, universities taught him nothing about life and even less about business… well you know what I think of honours and distinctions …. Well bully for him…. All I’m saying is it fills me with dread knowing I’ve got to have him round my neck for the next few months…. Well that my dear is what scares me, I don’t want him thinking he’s got the slightest chance of getting…… Sometimes you’ve got to be cruel… hold up Joyce looks like we’re here I’ll talk once I’m done and hey make sure we get those guys up and running with our corn circle logo… want it finished by tomorrow the latest…..

(laughs) 

well I’d rather call it enterprising! OK ta’ra.

EXT.  STONEHENGE - SUNNY DAY

Chase leaves the helicopter and runs to a makeshift TV studio. He is met and greeted by several people.
Chase indicates he’ll be one minute and makes his way onto a hill to get a better look. He is called back by the others but he waves them off. He looks down from the hill shaking his head. 

There are thousands of people, the sounds are a mixture of Moroccan pipes, bongos, flutes, acoustic guitars, chanting and a whole host of percussion instruments. There are small fires, food being made and handed out, people sharing smokes and lots of dancing and rigs are being put everywhere for fun-rides, big wheels and large marquees.  

Some shouting attracts his attention, there are several people on the other side of the  hill, he looks down at them, there are two girls and two guys, apparently on ecstasy, dancing and touching each others faces. He looks away and then begins to make his way back to the unit. One of the girls runs over to him with a flower in her hand, she has her shirt buttons undone. She is tall, fresh faced and stunning, he smiles at her and can’t help but sneak a glimpse at her body, she sees this and smiles and then raises her hands to put the flower in his hair, he smiles, shakes his head and gestures its not going to happen and turns back to the unit. He’s startled by a birds squawk and looks to the pale blue skies, he hears a slight RUMBLE.

EXT. - STONEHENGE - SUNNY MORNING

A woman with short grey hair and horn rimmed glasses holds her DAUGHTER’S hand whilst her HUSBAND ties their other DAUGHTER shoe laces up, aged around 12 and 13. The mother is RUTH FOXMAN, head of a political think tank. 
rUTHS Girl 1
But mummy what’s the point of being important if you can’t take advantage of your privileged position?

Ruth
So you want me to use my supposedly privileged position to help secure you a backstage pass for the …who was it you said?

Both girls together
The Kaftan Droogs mummy!

Ruth
Kaftan Droogs? Well of course! What ever happened to that group you both used to love? Oh what was it…? The Cheeky Cherubs!!! 

They both stop in their tracks and look at their mother in horror.

Ruth
No? Ohh right OK, well anyway I cannot get you any sort of backstage pass, in fact I’m starting to think we made a very big mistake and doubt we’ll be able to get home tonight

Both girls together

YAAAAY!!! 

Ruth
Yes that might be fine by you two but your father in all his wisdom forgot the tent so we’ll have to sleep in the car. Okay you guys get some drinks, I’ll go get our coats.

She walks on but hears some wind-chimes being hung around a frame by a girl sat on a blanket. Ruth takes one made from glass that sounds quite exquisite.
Ruth
What a lovely sound.

CHIME Girl
Its a pretty sound isn’t it? Glad you like it. You can have it if you like.

Ruth
(not taking her eyes off the windchime)
How much is it?

CHIME GIRL

(smiles sweetly)
No, you can just have it.

Ruth

(taken aback)
Oh that’s terribly sweet of you, but I couldn’t possibly just take it..

Ruth sees something in the reflection of the chime, she turns rapidly, sees nothing but senses something above her head, she feels her heart beating fast, the girl is coyly smiling at her.

Ruth hears a very slight RUMBLE and looks up to the skies.
INT. LARGE WAREHOUSE - SALISBURY - SUNNY DAY

A water logged depot with splintered half opened crates. A large man BARRY SEAL is pacing up and down looking vexed. Well dressed and imposing. He kicks some broken glass as he berates TIM. 
Barry
Look at all this stuff! Every single flippin box ruined, half the corks popped half the bottles broke.

Tim
There was no way of knowing the flood would hit this bad Bal. This is the only shipment that got hit.

Barry
Jesus Christ don’t make it sound like you did me a favour Tim! This is a disaster!

Tim
This is a one off Bal and that storm hit everyone one way or another.

Barry
Yes mate but they’re all legit! They can make claims, they can pass the buck can’t they?! What the hell am I supposed to do with 600 shattered bottles of Krug Grande Cuvée that according to the books are supposed to be on the other side of the English flippin channel?! The auditors are already halfway up my jacksi as it is! I tell you what though, you should be counting your lucky stars it weren’t the other lot, my god I would have killed you Tim, I swear by almighty God I would have! You’re jinxed you know that! Jinxed! Flippin Jonah.

The hanger door is noisily pushed aside and they both turn to see Barry’s driver DAN walk in.
Dan
 What a nightmare!

Barry
 What you on about now?

DAN

That concert bollocks round the corner is just getting bigger and bigger, the radio reckons all roads out of here are chocker-block.

Barry
Can’t be much worse than when we got here. We’ll find a way back, we’re going now anyway.

(to Tim)

Right get Alf and Bill out the van, start shifting all this crap and make sure you don’t leave any labels or crates here. Not so much as a scrap! Right?

Tim

(miserably) 

 Yeh all right.

EXT. SALISBURY - SUNNY DAY

Barry and Dan jump into a 4X4 and drive away from the hanger.

SATNAV

Traffic alert ahead

Dan
That’s all it keeps flippin saying.

Barry
Don’t worry just keep moving we’ll find some way out of here. So what’s with this concert anyway?

Dan
Radio said its some unplanned spur of the moment thing that just keeps growing. 

(
looks around)

I tell you what, I could get used to all this greenery you know. I could retire round here I reckon, all this peace, tranquillity and open space, its well nice. Mandy couldn’t cope though I don’t think.

Barry
No shops, no nightlife, no nail salons, she’d kill you in your sleep mate. What the f..

Dan BRAKES fast as they turn round a corner going up hill and are met by a startling view of the pilgrims.

Dan turns off engine. They stop and stare from their vantage point. They see the stones about 2 miles away and the whole area before them is teeming with people.  They get out of the car and look around, dumbfounded.  Both laugh in shock.
Barry
Now that is unreal.

They both hear screams and turn round. A man in a colourful Mr Punch suit, as in an old May-Day tradition, is chasing three laughing girls. Three men have prodding sticks and are running round attacking the girls, all having fun - very olde worlde a la Wickerman. Barry and Dan are silent in disbelief. Two beautiful girls run behind the two of them for protection as they hide from Mr Punch whilst laughing.

The Punch suited man grabs a girl and she screams with laughter, the two other girls run to help, the three men manage to pull them down and then suddenly pull at the girls shirts, forcibly uncovering their breasts, all three guys have the three girls on the floor in that same way - the Punch Man is rhythmically and solemnly shaking bells whilst looking on, the look of horror on the girls faces are matched by Dan’s and Barry’s looks of shock - all happens very rapidly - then suddenly the girls burst out laughing and pull the men forward and they begin kissing and caressing wildly.

Dan and Barry are bewildered, they look at each other, then Dan stares above Barry’s head and flinches, Barry looks up to see what made Dan flinch and has to cover his eyes because he stares directly at the sun, he hears a flutter of wings and looks up, sees nothing but hears a DISTANT RUMBLE.
EXT. - STONEHENGE - SUNNY DAY

Asher Nephesh Marduk appears in the glorious sun, a dark haired man in his 30’s with an alert confident air. He is swarthy, charismatic and sharp. He stands on a podium and attracts many passers by. His colourful good-looking minions smile and hand out flyers, lollipops and glowsticks.

His large stall is decorated in a mass of ancient symbols on plush purple drapes and backdrop.

He has an assured theatrical voice. Some couples walk past, a girl stops and begins listening, her boyfriend pulls a face in protest but quite a few people are hanging around with same sort of unsure interest.
Asher
Who spoke about our union before the great storm? Yet look at our numbers here today! We have been freed from those that wished to deceive us and deny us our divine inheritance.  

Now who here is blind to the truth? Who cannot hear the chimes, the trumpets, the tolling of the divine bell!? Mark the words of the ancient scholars who spoke of this day centuries ago, from the Sumerians, to the Vedics, to the Babylonians to the Mayans, our time has come! The age of knowing is before us and we must act upon it now whilst the hour is ours. They will take back what we have found unless we act as one, we must take each step together..

As he speaks into the P.A. his voice falters and we hear terrible feedback which shatters the ambience and awakens the crowd.

Asher covers the mike and looks directly at a bearded long haired ASSISTANT manning the P.A.
Asher 

(whispering)

I’ll lamp you in a minute! 

P.A. man

(whispering)

Its not me its the equipment, its a piece of crap.

Asher returns to face the crowd and speaks louder without the use of the P.A.

Asher
The powers that conspired to enslave us, that desired to make machines of us have faltered! 

(speaker is fixed)

Just look how we gathered, called by unknown yearning, look how ancient rites and rituals swelled to the fore even before the storm delivered us from our stupor. We were drawn to the truth but we didn’t even know why! They had us enslaved but the more they tried to suppress our true divinity the stronger it became. We are the chosen receptors of an ageless wisdom! We must now use this wisdom to create the new way, with new laws that glory in nature and in love and in fellowship.

The crowds continues to grow.

Study all the ancients prophecies and they all state that the world we know of will come to its end in this time - the book of life is coming to its conclusion, but not for us, for we are a new chapter and we must carry forward with us the knowledge that is strong and fast in our hearts right now. The knowledge that called you here, is the knowledge of your true destiny. But we must be organised and we must be prepared. Take this literature and read it, familiarise and prepare yourselves for what is about to happen and we will begin our true journey together. This is not chance, this is greatness at work.

He finishes and begins handing out flyers to the crowd. Nearly all the crowd take the pamphlets and walk away reading and looking at the colourful work.  

INT. - ASHERS STALL - DAY
Asher
So what’s wrong with it now?

P.A. man
Look no offence Ash but you gotta splash out on some proper gear man, this is prehistoric and I swear its gonna electrocute the lot of us one of these days, you got a few quid why don’t you get a decent set up instead of always getting this junk off of Ebay!

Asher
Wells its done the job for now, just fix it so it gets us through the next couple of days, then next month its satellite tv all the way my son!

P.A. man
You got the green light yet?

Ashers looks through curtains, watching the sales.

Asher
Yep. Its gonna cost an arm and a leg but fingers crossed it’ll pay for itself within the first couple of months. This place is a godsend but its gonna put us back a few days. Look at them books flying out! If I knew there was this much money in all this bollocks I’d have quit the ad agency years ago! Right that’s me, I’m shooting off for half-hours kip.

EXT. - STONEHENGE MELEE - DAY

Asher changed into something less flamboyant walks through throng of revellers. All around people are reading fortunes, playing music, making daisy chains.  He smiles at an ATM machine being set up with flowers painted all over it. The fun rides and FUNFAIR music add a further sense of surreal wonder to the place.

His arm is suddenly grabbed by a black toothed old hag, she grabs his wrist, closes her eyes in momentary meditation and begins laughing hideously and uncontrollably - he tries to get his hand back but she is holding it with full force. The big wheel spins round, we see a collage of funfair sights, hear the noises of the games and buzzers and music and ‘roll up roll up’ a hypnotic few seconds pass and she is shaking her head now at him and wagging her finger, he is shaken, in a daze and sweaty. His head is spinning,  she lets go and walks off laughing at him, still looking back shaking her head and wagging finger at him. He reels and has to steady himself against a stall selling drugs paraphernalia and then senses a shadow loom over him and stares up at the sky and cocks his head as if attempting to tune into something in the distance.
EXT. - STONEHENGE - STORMY DARKENING MORN

The sky instantly darkens and is filled with swirls of black and red clouds. A rumble of immense depth and menace rolls on without changing. The sun is totally blocked. The whole crowd are spell-struck, silently and fearfully watching the dark skies above. The murmuring increases as the swirls speed up and the sky becomes blood red, then there’s a clap of thunder so loud that it deafens some people and some drop to their knees and cover their ears in agony - in silence. A white ultraviolet light illuminates the henge, then silence breaks, the heavens send down a hail of bullet like torrents.

People scream and howl as they are pelted.  Pandemonium, panic and pain, the blind panic is worsened by the thick, clinging mud. People violently push each other aside in a bid to escape the agony and confusion. We hear bones snapping and breaking, clothes being pulled and ripped, thud of bodies being hit and pushed aside. The chaos is muddy, bloody and brutal.   
The sky darkens and is filled with swirls of a mix of black, white and red clouds, intertwining and enveloping and escaping from each others forms.  A rumble of immense depth, menace and pitiless promise rolls on for what seems an eternity without changing but with a hint that its building into something a lot worse.  The sun is totally blocked, there’s slight flickers of light coming through the clouds, electric fission, not quite lightening.  The whole area is spell-struck and everyone silently and fearfully watch the dark skies above.  The murmuring increases as the swirls speed up and the sky becomes blood red….then there’s a clap of thunder so loud that it deafens some people - after the boom and burst of thunder there is silence for a moment as people drop to their knees and cover their eyes in agony.  A white ultraviolet light illuminates the henge then heavens send down a hail of bullet like torrents.  People scream and howl as they are pelted by this new wrath.  Pandemonium, panic and pain - the blind panic is worsened by the mud, the thunder, the screams and the relentless bullets of solid hail.  People violently push each other aside in a bid to escape the agony and confusion.  We hear bones snapping and breaking, clothes being pulled and ripped, thud of bodies being hit and pushed aside.  The chaos is muddy, bloody and brutal.   We see 
All five by pure chance are running against the crowd, they are running towards the forest whilst the majority run and jostled into opposite direction.
EXT. - FOREST - DARK STORMY DAY

We see each of the characters stumble into the forest, cursing the painful thickets that scratch and tear at them.  

George Dyer trips, panting and spluttering, rolls downhill into some bushes. The thunder and lightening continue, in a flash of lightening he sees a building with lights on. He makes out the inn and runs to it and sees a door and bangs.  

INT. - THE CROSS KEYS INN - DARK DAY
door opens he stumbles in and the door slams behind him. We hear a bolt and we see Dyer panting exhaustedly. He catches his breath - looks round the inn and finally sets his eyes on the Inn-Keeper who is replacing a sandbag.

George Dyer
Thank you, thank you so very much, what in gods name is happening out there?

Inn-Keeper
Let me take your jacket, there’s a fresh towel on that chair over there, take a seat by the fire and help yourself to a drink. I think its going to be quite some time before this storm settles.

George Dyer
That’s very kind of you, is it just you here?

Inn-Keeper
For the time being yes.

Dyer sits at the table, loosens tie and pours a generous brandy, not noticing the other four empty  seats, four towels and glasses.

EXT. FOREST - DARK STORMY DAY

Chase Morgan is speeding through the forest and controlling his breathing, he climbs a tree athletically and looks around, climbs down and makes his way to the inn. The keeper sees him and lets him in.
INT. CROSS KEYS INN - dark stormy day

Chase 

Jesus Christ man, I thought I was hallucinating!

Inn-Keeper
No mirage, its all quite real, let me take your wet coat, please make yourself at home by the fire.

Chase
Thank you, its quite all right I’ll put the jacket over my chair.

George recognises Morgan, he stands up to greet him.

George
Surely not? My what are the chances of that? How you doing old fellow?

Morgan coolly folds his jacket over his chair whilst not really entertaining Dyer but is quietly thinking to himself, then looks up and finally shakes the extended hand.
Chase
You’re one of Sir Giles men aren’t you?

Masonic handshake passes.

George
Well I wouldn’t put it like that but yes I do know Sir Giles. 

Chase
Of course, well this is quite surreal isn’t it? 

(to the Inn-Keeper)
I’m Chase Morgan by the way.

Inn-Keeper
Pleased to make your acquaintance Mr Morgan, please do help yourself to the drinks.

With that the keeper returns to the windows looking out.

EXT. - FOREST - DARK STORMY DAY
Ruth Foxman feels her way through the undergrowth and sees the inn, rushes towards it. The Inn-Keeper solemnly beckons her in.

We see from the outside they greet and meet and there once again is a passing recognition, Dyer and Foxman definitely know each other and Morgan is known by all but he is nonchalant in his attitude towards them.
INT. - CROSS KEYS INN - DARK DAY
Barry Seal crashes into the inn and nearly takes the door down, the Inn-Keeper lets him in and he pants and falls to one knee then gets up and takes deep breaths and steadies himself.

EXT. CROSS KEYS INN - STORMY DARKENING AFTERNOON

From outside we see Barry makes his way to the table and gets to know everyone and takes his seat at the table with only one seat left.

EXT. - FOREST - STORMY DARKENING DAY

Asher Marduk holds a large stick and thrashes his way through the growth and sees the inn from a distance and calmly makes his way to it and is welcomed by the Inn-Keeper. The Inn-Keeper then goes outside and brings in the lanterns fastened to the sides of the door.

InT. CROSS KEYS - WOOD/COAL FIRE BURNING - AFTERNOON
They have all tried their mobiles to no avail - they sit resigned to their fates. The Inn-Keeper closes the inner door and puts the sandbag back and then closes the window - the inn becomes extremely quiet - the storm can still be heard but only faintly now. An air of relief and comfort ensues.

The inn is lit by several candles in old lanterns and the fire. Its full of moving shadows but is very bright.  The back of the inn cannot be seen, just the immediate area in the front i.e. windows, the table which they are seated on, five chairs making a horseshoe shape, the front of the bar, then hints of a toilet door, the front door and some padded benches running along the window frames and sides, some stacked tables at the very rear.  There are some logs, some coal, some sandbags and a hat and coat rack. The paintings on the wall seem old by the look of the frames but its impossible to see the pictures actually on display.  

Ruth tries to ring again to no avail. 


RUTH

I’m just grateful my family were by the shelters.

She pulls back tears. She is comforted by the others. 

Chase Morgan raises his glass of wine.
Chase
Well here’s to our good fortune and the safety of our loved ones! Cheers.

ALL OTHERS

Cheers! Indeed! Drink to that!

Barry refills everyone’s glasses and notes the Inn-Keeper doesn’t have a glass.
Barry
 Sorry I never caught your name.

(Holding up the bottle and nodding towards it)

The Inn-Keeper gets himself a glass and wipes it clean

Inn-Keeper
Oh I am sorry, Its Samuel, Samuel Mann, everyone calls me Sam.

ALL THE GUESTS

Right, pleased to meet you, I’m George, Ruth, Asher…

Inn-Keeper goes behind bar again and returns with some bread rolls, jam, butter and alike on a silver tray. They all show signs of pleasure as they see the food.

Ruth
Oh that’s so very thoughtful, allow me everybody.

Morgan & George both pull out credit cards.

Morgan and George
No let me.

Inn-Keeper
They’ll be no good to me, never taken them, anyway you are my guests and I will be most upset with anymore of this silly talk of money. I’m only sorry I can’t offer anything hot but what with the electric being down and well ever since Dot passed I’ve never really kept up with the cooking side of things. Anyway cheers, good health.

Raises glass and drinks a sip and then throws more wood and coal on fire.

Barry
A lovely place you got here.

Inn-Keeper
Thank you, yes I’ve been very happy here, it holds a lot of fond memories.

A silent flash of lightening - very bright, briefly lightens the whole inn and out of view of the guests we glimpse the shape of a woman dressed in black, in old Victorian clothes - not for everyone to see nor there long enough to standout just an instantaneous split-second flicker.

The Inn-Keeper pulls up a chair. Asher notices his ring, large bulbous turquoise stone embellished with the Eye of Horus.

Asher
That’s an exquisite bit of jewellery you have there Samuel.

Inn-Keeper
Please, call me Sam, well thank you, its a family heirloom of sorts, been in the family a very long time, been passed down through countless generations. Dot and me weren’t blessed so unfortunately it has been ordained that it rests with me forever after now.

Asher
What an awful shame I am sorry, well I would be willing to pay a fair price..

Inn-Keeper
No sorry that’s not something I could even consider. But thank you for the compliment. You see I’m from Gypsy stock and my family were incredibly superstitious, devout to our ancient ways if you like. I couldn’t part with it even if I wanted to, I’d have the wrath of my long passed ancestors to answer to.

(he laughs)  

Its the Eye of Horus of course, protective symbol used by the ancient Egyptian Royalty. There’s a myth gypsy people hail from ancient Egypt but the truth lies further East. But our family, a small sect with an undocumented history, passed down its traditions and folklore from father to son you see, and we believe we herald from a travelling people that witnessed all of history unfold. But its Ancient Egypt that we believe our own story began.

He takes a sip of brandy and looks into the fire and then follows the faces slowly round the table.

All my family were gifted with second sight you see, even the men, which is unusual, and from as far back as our history goes we would always engage with the spirits that acted as the divine oracles for the great Pharaohs. So my dear boy, the ring signifies our alliance with these ancient channels.

They are seem very intrigued and obviously drawn in by the hosts story.
Asher
Well its a beautiful ring, it really evokes a certain authenticity, it really does, very nice.

Inn-Keeper

(smiling at Asher)
I sense a hint of cynicism young man but I can assure you we were all quite sincere in our endeavours and we truly believed we were genuinely invested with the gift. A gift, as I’m sure you’ve heard, that can also be a curse, especially for those that have sworn to reveal all that the Oracles disclose, be it good or bad.

George
How very fascinating.

Ruth
I must say this is all highly intriguing, I’m not really one for fortune telling but this is all quite engrossing, do you still read?

Inn-Keeper
No I retired, I had to, I just couldn’t bare the anguish and horror in what was revealed any longer.

Chase
Don’t the positives balance out the negatives?

Inn-Keeper looks dourly up at Chase.

Inn-Keeper
We’re living in ill fated times Mr Morgan, the scales hang very much in the balance of the wretched. This nation, this world, was once inclined to appease and emulate all things divine and beautiful but now there’s nothing, just a void, we as a people have betrayed all that was good and now there is a cancerous malevolence conspiring among us. All that is bad is revelling in a vile despicable glory Mr Morgan. If ever there was a dark age it is now.

The guests all raise eyebrows but are in good humour.

Chase
Well unquestionably its a bad time we’re going through but it hardly merits such a hopeless obituary surely?! I’m sure this old place has seen a lot worse savagery than all this!

Inn-Keeper
Those were unenlightened times you speak of Mr Morgan, unenlightened people that knew no better, no, this entire age is lost to a darkness deep within us. We have resigned to this darkness too willingly and now we’re lost at sea, thrashing around for something to hold onto, something better, something truer, something not so punishing, but alas.

Barry
Blimey, that’s cheered me up no end, erm sorry Sam but could we possibly get another bottle of red in?

Inn-Keeper stands up and walks towards the bar.

Inn-Keeper
I’m sorry, I must apologise for my sombre disposition I really must be frightfully bad company.

George 

Oh not at all.

Ruth 

Oh please! Don’t be silly.

Inn-Keeper
But like I said, I had to retire from my profession directly because of the anguish and misery it brings. I am unable to conceal what is foreseen, I truly wish I could foresee happier times ahead, I truly do.

He returns with an uncorked bottle and closes eyes and shakes head at Barry’s attempts at paying.

The guests have all shared a wry smile at the hosts expense.
Asher
So do you think you could horrify a bunch of hardened cynics such as us with these insights then Sam?

Inn-Keeper shakes head and plays with his glass of brandy, catching lights from the fire. He twirls the glass back and forth in his fingers and does not look up. The light from the carved glass filling the screen.

Inn-Keeper
I could not possibly endure the pain of delivering your fates, I just couldn’t, I’m sorry.

George
My, how mischievously inviting. I cannot help but feel you are just reeling us in for the catch old boy!

Ruth
Yes I hope this isn’t some ruse Mr Mann!

Inn-Keeper
No ruse Ms Foxman I can assure you.

George
Come on then man, name your price, we’re stuck here for god only knows how long, it’ll help kill time.

Inn-Keeper locks his eyes on George’s.

Inn-Keeper
Kill time Mr Dyer? No, it is not your position to kill time, quite the contrary. 

I could not possibly take your money and even though I see you are all quite determined to be horrified, please understand I have done my utmost to warn you away from this most morbid of indulgences.  

RUTH

I am sure such a noble gentleman as yourself would not turn down the request of a lady, surely?

She beams at him whilst the others enjoy a little laugh.

Inn-Keeper
All right I see I have little choice but to concede to your requests. But first I must ask you to acknowledge that you have understood my reservations and I will need you to promise to act honourably and with dignity once your fates have been revealed.

RUTH

Of course, well I hereby promise to take the readings as intended and promise to act with total dignity.
CHASE

I too promise to accept the reading with goodwill and good nature!

ASHER

Yep, I promise to take it as it comes!

GEORGE

I promise to be the perfect gentleman!

BARRY

I promise to accept whatever the fates have to offer with grace and with pleasure, there, now let the carnival commence!


They begin to shuffle in their seats and straighten clothes. Another bright flicker of lightening and out of their sights but visible for a split second is a boy of about 9 hovering in mid air, white powdered face, red eyes - split second only.

Ruth
So whose first?

A bright ember floats from the fire and dances among them for a moment then lands before George Dyer.

Inn-Keeper
It would appear the fates have spoken, Mr Dyer are you sure you wish to see your future?

George 

Deadly.

Inn-Keeper
Do you have a piece of jewellery I could hold?

Inn-Keeper takes Georges wedding ring and closes eyes and begins gently murmuring then there is a flash of lightening and a clap of thunder.

INT. - PLUSH GENTLEMANS CLUB - DAY

A division bell sounds, men grumpily get up and shuffle off. Two men remain seated in the corner.  Both in huge claret leather studded armchairs.  Drinking from small glasses with a decanter placed on the small table between them. George Dyer sits to the left, legs crossed. Sir Giles is a lot older yet alert and spirited.

George
With national conscription at least we’d have them off the streets and out their council flats, I say flats but they’re more like luxury hotels.

Giles
Don’t think you’ll find any resistance this time round George, you could ring them up, ship them off to a desert island and have them shot and nobody would raise a finger the way things are going.

George
Well this way we can take them straight out of school and off the streets and prepare them for service.

Giles
Cannon fodder the lot of them, we could do with trimming some fat off.

George
Precisely, we’re overrun by a breed of feral workshy mongrels. Just wish we could press a magic button and make them all just disappear. Educating them is just a waste of time and money - they’re just dead stock!

Giles
Waste, total waste. Well you just get that bill amended as suggested and consider it all cleared from our end.

They are interrupted by a valet who passes on a message to George, he makes his excuses, knocks back his drink, shakes hands with Sir Giles and leaves.

INT. - TV STUDIO - NEWS PROGRAMME

Midway through news programme interview with George on left, INTERVIWER centre of a large table. Slogan behind the interviewer on big screen reads ‘Work, Pride & Glory’ with the party logo of a blue lion with European stars around its neck.
George
Due to the continued threats on our nation we pushed, quite rightly, for less red tape and greater powers to police the new legislation’s, because ultimately it was what the electorate insisted we do. We acted out the will of the people, we didn’t get in on good looks alone you know.

Interviewer
But many critics say these powers are continuing to be abused and the new tougher legislation’s are having little or no effects on the streets or in the local communities, where is the actual visible police presence?

George
Oh come now, there are more police in uniform then there have ever been.

Interviewer
But not visibly patrolling the streets.

George 

The nature of crime has changed, with terrorism and suicide bombings the police need to focus on many new, ever evolving challenges.

Interview
What about the safety of the average person in fear of the growing gun crimes, the growing rates of muggings, rapes, stabbings, assaults?

George
Our statistics show a massive decline in all these crimes due mainly to our investment into more surveillance units and the introduction of more voluntary task forces and also due to the success of our pioneering scheme of handing over local policing powers to designated community initiatives. And let me just conclude by addressing your earlier point - our party is returning this nation to greatness once again.

(George raises voice again talking over host and speaking faster) 

And that was by dealing head-on with those neglected and forgotten citizens in the most downtrodden and marginalised sectors of our society and we can proudly claim that we have rejuvenated, transformed and revitalised all those hopeless rundown estates! Estates that are now grateful and bursting with pride and opportunity! We have created a new Jerusalem! Can you not see it blossoming all around you?

George smugly beams at his own comments.

Interviewer
Mr Dyer you may well be speaking tongue in cheek but these kind of comments will anger those in the inner cities, in the estates and the forgotten towns all over the UK where crime rates have rocketed and inner city infrastructures are collapsing. Huge neglected, unreported areas of the UK are in violent disarray and your vision of a new Jerusalem is surely an insult to these people?

George
Oh come Gerald lighten up! And in all seriousness even you must admit that things have gone from strength to strength under our policies and on every corner of this great nation now we see hope, harmony, success, pride and an abundance of opportunity since we’ve given the onus back to the people to run their own lives and to some degree police their own communities.

Interviewer 

(Shaking head and collecting his notes)
They though will say you are abandoning them! Areas where there is little or no industry and areas with no-one to speak on their behalf have fallen into anarchy and these communities have absolutely no recourse and no means of lobbying for..

George
Oh here we go again, utter tosh! This is why the country very nearly fell to ruin in the first, you need to admit when something’s working! The council estates of old have gone! We have funded and subsequently created communities with a renewed sense of pride and self-worth and by doing so crime rates and anti-social activities have plummeted thereby eliminating the need for expensive and labour intensive policing!  

Interviewer
So what of the people held hostage in their own homes in fear for their lives? What about the police no-go areas where nobody dares say a word in fear of retribution? There are literally thousands of websites dedicated to the plights of these communities. Do these people simply not exist nor matter to the government?

George
Anyone with any degree of intelligence knows full well the internet is the watering hole for the conspiratorial loon and the anti-British brigade that wish to destroy everything this great revitalised nation stands for – all I know is that we win elections because what we do works! And you cannot argue with that!! 

Interview
Well, sadly that’s all we have time for tonight, thank you to George Dyer Member of Parliament for Bexley Heath, please do join me again tomorrow at the same time, goodnight.

int. - chauffeured car - late afternoon

George sat in back prepares for next interview.

George
I’m on at nine thirty so take the long way round, there’s no rush, I’ll need to go over these papers.


Fiddles with drinks cabinet handle.

(muttering) 

Where’s that damned Whiskey?

INT. CHAUFFEURED CAR - BLEAK CITY ROADS - EVENING

Early evening, turning dark, driver is forced to take several detours because of a crash. He taps SatNav, its not working. George reads notes, reciting and committing passages to memory. They enter a bleak council estate and drive round several times and driver cannot get any network connection for his phone. It becomes dark, George looks at watch its nearly 8.35pm, the driver comes to a standstill. He parks within the imposing estate.
Driver goes through map and shakes head, he sees an elderly man walking his dog.
Driver 

One minute sir we’re not far I’m just going to make sure the ring-roads up ahead, won’t be a minute.

George shakes head doesn’t look up and keeps reading as driver leaves car, we hear the alarm PIP.

Time passes, George stops looking at watch and is fuming, he tries to call the driver, no signal.

EXT. BLEAK COUNCIL ESTATE - NIGHT

It is pitch black now, George steps out of car and is shocked at his surroundings. The estate is grey, dark and menacing, lots of graffiti, very little lighting, broken windows, trash everywhere, no skyline, no open space. He looks around and in the distance sees the driver slumped on the floor at the base of some bushes, clothes torn, obviously been subjected to an assault.
George 

Oh my God.

George attempts the phone again and then goes to front of car but its locked, he grabs his diary, laptop and coat. Looks around then sheepishly steps away from the car but sees a gang of youths lurking not far from the body.

He sees a phone box on another corner and gauges his chances and takes a tentative step. He moves along the car, running his hands across the side, he turns to face the phone-box then looks left and is suddenly smashed in the face.  

Two youths hold him down and savagely pummel him with kicks and punches. His valuables, jacket and coat are taken, his trouser pockets are sliced open and emptied, he is bloody and battered and raises his head to speak but the laughter that meets him frightens him more, he tries to focus on his assailants, his eyes are bloody, he sees the thieves holding his toupee in front of him and laughing. He holds his head and pats it and tries to grab the hairpiece, they pour cider all over him, give him a few more kicks and run off into the night.

He holds his head and is groaning, gets to his feet, stumbles and attempts to do up his shirt buttons but they have been ripped off.

The driver is still by the bushes and so are the youths. George cries to himself and leans on a wall.  Looks around and sees flats with lights on. He stammers along the wall and walks towards the flats and then sees another phone. He limps towards it and we see posters for missing kids, charity events for threatened closure of community centre, know your rights, Crime support details and requests for witnesses to crimes. The phone doesn’t work and he retches at the smell and almost howls as a needle enters the bottom of his shoe, he then notices a mother walking with a little girl, he leans out the box and attempts to call them, the mother picks up her daughter and hurries on, he yanks out the needle from his shoe and walks on.  

We see him from a distance, a lonely figure in the middle of a mass of grey, broken and oppressive concrete.  

He makes his way up some stairs to flats with lights on and begins knocking.

George 

Please help me! Please help I’ve been robbed.. pleeeeeeeeease…. for gods sakes.

OLD Lady
Whose there? Who is it? I know who you are… go away!

George
Please let me in, they took everything please, I just need to use your phone… need to phone the police…just get the police …help me

OLD Lady
(cackles, laughs) 

The police??? Here???? You’ve got some hopes. You won’t fool me with that one, now get lost! Go on! or I’ll get Missy onto you! Go on!

We hear a dog yelping and the light goes out.

He bangs on a few more doors, met with same verbal assaults.

He is sobbing and is aching with pain. Goes down and sees a surveillance camera, more posters about meetings and marches behind him – he stares at the camera and waves his arms, he looks like a tramp, it zooms in and stares at him as he shouts – it holds his gaze then turns to face the other way. He is dumbfounded and attempts to get its attention, to no avail.

A bottle is kicked.  A menacing group of kids can be seen walking in the shadows towards him. He retreats to the stairs and sees a door that says ‘Caretaker – Council Policing Unit’ 

INT. - VERY DARK UNIT - NO LIGHTS

He stumbles in, its dark, he coughs and whispers. 

George
Help, help me… somebody… please…

He sees some shadows in the dark, moving slowly, we see a lighter and someone’s distorted face taking a hit of a bong, we hear some fizzing noises.

He is backing away but bumps into something.
George
Oh please help me, please ….please help meeeee… I’ve got money not here but…. I just need to get home, to the police, I will give you whatever you want..

The shadows close in and he falls to his knees.
GeorgE
I have nothing left…. I have nothing….. pleeease…. Surely you wouldn’t kick a man when he’s dow..?? Dear God no!!!! NOOOO!

He is savagely beaten into fade.

INT. CROSS KEYS INN - EVENING

Lightening strikes, we are back in the inn.  

Sudden exhalation of air from everybody. They were all transfixed within a trance with the Inn-Keeper, all awake from it in dazed confusion.

George is a sweating mess, Inn-Keeper hands back the ring. George is panting, eyes twitching, feeling very exposed.

George
What is this? Some sort of sick joke? How do you know so much about…who….what… I’ve a good mind to..

Asher 

(excited and oblivious to Georges panic)

Blimey Sam, you weren’t joking about anguish and horror! That actually had me in goose-bumps. That was very impressive but a touch savage I reckon. But very well done – so anything half way plausible Georgey Boy?

George 

Are you in on this?

Asher
In on what? No I’m not in on anything, are you all right mate?

George
No I’m bloody not….that was… that was… 

Fades into silent musings then looks at Inn-Keeper and puts back his wedding ring, knocks his brandy then looks nervously around table and forces a laugh whilst toying gingerly with his toupee.

George
Was erm nothing… nothing in that at all – what a load of hokum. 

(laughs again nervously)

They all seem taken aback by what just happened but seem full of nervous excitement – there is a thunder bolt – they scream. A few giggles pass.
Inn-Keeper 

Please I think we’ve had quite enough now, you’ve seen how cruel and unforgiving the future can be.

GEORGE

The future? Is that what you call it!!?

Chase 

Not nearly Sam!! We agreed, and if its quite all right with everyone I’d like to go next.

Inn-Keeper
Even after?

Chase
Especially after! I like a good yarn and am a sucker for fairground distractions. Here take this.

The Inn-Keeper stares at Chase with disdain as he takes off his ring. When Chase looks up the Inn-Keeper accepts the ring gracefully and closes his eyes.

Thunder and lightening.
INT. - MODERN OFFICE

Chase walks down a very well lit modern white TV studio and enters an News Editing Suite with his son NATHAN on tow to visit news editor CHARLIE HOPKINS.
Chase
Hello Charlie you old devil.

Charlie 
Heyyy, hello Mr Morgan, how you doing? Glad you could pop in, oh I see you have the heir apparent with you.

Charlie sticks out hand and shakes Nathan’s hand.
Chase
Nightmare apparent more like, Nathan this is Charlie Hopkins, Charlie, Nathan.

Charlie
Oh take no notice of your father, he’s always taking the mickey!

Chase
So what you working on?

Charlie
Lord Irvine’s sons been at it again, you must have heard. The chiropractor has him banged to rights. He beat her up pretty bad, he went round to hers drunk and coked up and just laid into her when she didn’t come round to his way of thinking.

Chase 

He’ll be all right, no judge in his right mind would put him away, all you got to concern yourself with is damage limitation. Make sure he at least gets the benefit of the doubt from the press and public. 

Lets have a look then. 

Right, okay why not cut back to the chiropractor walking with her brief, yeah that shot. Ohhh man! Now she is just hideous, what is wrong with that bloody boy? Jeez! Yeah keep that picture in frame and now just follow up with a couple of shots of similar parts of London and just show traffic, shoppers and thennnnn some ladies of the night hanging around.

Charlie looks up, eyebrows raised in mock disbelief. 

A few full-on brasses hanging around looking resplendent in Kings Crosses very own crack-head chic then cut back to the she-monster. Plaster a sober looking shot of the boy looking glum and harmless and just keep leaning on the possibility her job description is pretty flexible. 

Charlie winks at Nathan.
Charlie 

Devious so and so hey?

Chase
OK Charlie we have to shoot, I’m seeing Lord Irvine tomorrow, will let him know the good work you’re doing. I better show wonder boy some of the video suites before it gets too late.

From a distance we see Chase introducing Nathan and cracks more jokes at his expense. Nathan attempts to laugh it off but its wearing thin now, the others are too busy trying to please Chase to worry about offending Nathan.

INT. TV STUDIO - LARGE OFFICE 

They moves on to a very busy office and Chase calls an impromptu meeting with champagne being poured, everyone holding drinks whilst phones are still being answered and notes taken.
Chase
The competition have us in their sights people and their catching up fast, that’s the problem with being the best, you’re such an easy target! We can’t afford to sit on our laurels, this industry is evolving faster than any of us could ever have imagined so we can congratulate ourselves for a superb run but we must remember we are just one disaster away from slipping behind, oh and that reminds me, let me introduce you all officially to my son Nathan.

There are a few laughs but Chase moves on quickly without warning so Nathan follows without really knowing what’s happening, making him look even more clueless.

INT. - BOARD ROOM - DAY

A wood panelled boardroom, three OLD GENTS and a YOUNG MAN sit round a large table looking at photographs of state of the art street surveillance equipment. Chase and Nathan sat opposite them.

Old Man 1
We’ve taken your suggestions very seriously Morgan. The chief of police can definitely see the benefits of the project. 

Chase 

That’s tremendous news, this initiative will make history and we can do so much good along the way.

Old Man 1
Well we’re all very impressed, especially with the picture and sound quality.

Chase 

Its the latest technology, full colour digital film with precision sound. Expensive stuff but that’s my problem, all expenses from its induction to its upkeep are all ours. All we need is your backing and we can be up and running in any city within three months max.

Old Man 2 

And you receive what exactly?

Chase 

Full rights to show live footage as and when we see fit. I want these camera’s in every city centre, in every notorious estate, on high streets, in bars and parks, anywhere where there’s the hustle, bustle and drama of real life basically, even extending to prisons and hospitals.  All the footage will be broadcast live on channels I have reserved solely for this project. We will of course make sure none of our cameras breach privacy laws and we will be subject to regular audits and continuous monitoring with legal representatives and criminal lawyers in the editing suites whenever we air any breaking news.

Old Man 3
I read in the final draft that you would want license to carry on filming if a violent attack, robbery or even a rape was being committed? Is this correct?

Chase
Terrible as it may sound but airing these far too common assaults will hit home the savage nature of these events and our pictures will go towards incriminating and exposing the culprits that walk among us on a daily basis. We will have a delay system allowing us to pixilate the faces of the victims but we believe the culprits give up their rights as soon as they violate or compromise the law of the land, but like I said we will have legal advisors monitoring all broadcasts. The last thing we want is to shell out because some lowlife’s human rights have been compromised.

(laughter)

Old Man 2
Well we have all put forward our endorsements Morgan and it goes without saying you’re generous donations have made it amply clear how much this project means to you.

Chase
Its going to revolutionise what we do gentlemen, I really am quite obsessed with this project. Its going to be a historical and pivotal tool in the fight against the criminal and anti-social element.

Chase stands up and shakes hands with them all, leaving them with that thought in mind. The young man has not said anything but has listened intently.  Chase looks to old men in some way of forcing an introduction.

Old Man 3
Oh by the way this is young FELLOWS, he’s being prepared for great things. The next generation if you will.

Chase 
Yes, I’ve heard great things about you Fellows, pleased to make your formal acquaintance, I look forward to working with you. And I am truly sorry to hear about your father’s death, terrible business, terrible loss.

Fellows nods sternly, cold and unmoved, hardly acknowledges Chase.  

Fellows 
Fathers suicide was a terrible shock and we miss him desperately, but ultimately he proved himself to be weak. He let the papers destroy him knowing full well its part and parcel of our life, as I’m sure you’ll agree Mr Morgan?

Chase is silent for a second then to escape the obvious awkwardness of the moment turns to Nathan. 

Chase
Well I really couldn’t possibly comment on such, oh by the way, let me introduce my son Nathan.  

There’s a lot you could learn from Mr Fellows, Nathan.

Nathan
I’m sure there is father, and it just so happens I have already had the pleasure of his company, we debated against each other at Eton.

Chase looks round genuinely surprised.
Chase
Is this true? I never knew that, how comes you never mentioned..

Nathan 
Well I wasn’t privy to who was going to be here today I just..

Fellows 

If I’m not mistaken I still owe you for that night, that was quite an onslaught you put me through.

Nathan 

(laughing and at ease) 

Was quite a sweet victory, you can buy me a beer sometime.

Fellows
Consider it a deal. Here take my card we’ll catch up this week if you’re free.

Fellows stands and hands Nathan his card.

Chase
Maybe you could use the opportunity to teach Nathan here a thing or two about the reality of our work and our relation with ‘realpolitik’ shall we say? University has left him a bit wet behind the ears and full of ideals.

Fellows 
I’m sure you’ve got a very conscientious heir in your son, Mr Morgan, I’m quite sure he’s full of bright ideas and I am confident the two of us will be doing much to further each others careers in the not so distant future.

Chases face betrays the clear insinuation and the favour that Nathan has received has registered.
Chase
Well of course.

Old Man 3 shuffles some papers and rises, they all rise and shake hands.

INT. - STUDIO CORRIDOR - DAY

In the corridor on the way home Chase pulls cuffs out from his suit sleeve.
Chase
My word, you can be quite the groveller when you need to be can’t you?

Nathan nearly bites this time but closes his eyes, both get into lift.

INT. - NATHANS HOTEL ROOM - EVENING

Nathan throws jacket on bed and undoes tie in penthouse suite/hotel room. Kicks off shoes while on the phone and pours himself a large whisky.

Nathan
Melissa you don’t understand he’s getting worse, its not my imagination

Melissa (O.S.)

(chuckling) 

Oh sweetheart I know what he’s like, I know full well you’re not imagining any of this but I’ve told you for ages that you’re better off starting out on your own and proving how wrong he is about you.

Nathan
Oh yeah and let everyone think that as the heir to one of the biggest corporations in the world I am just not up to the job, that’s what he wants Melissa. He wants to be able to say ‘told you so, he couldn’t cope’! I just want a break, the break I was promised.

Melissa(O.S.)

I know but all I’m saying is that he has his reasons and whatever they are I just cannot see him giving an inch until he sees fit and you could be doing something you love somewhere else. You’re a brilliant man Nathan Morgan, I don’t want you wasting your energies on..

Nathan 
On what’s rightfully mine! Sorry love I know what you’re saying but I’m just going to stick it out, I mean it won’t be long now before he has to consider retiring.

Melissa(O.S.) 

(laughing)

Retiring??? Oh Nathan! Who are you kidding? That’s the fittest person I know you’re talking about there, he could outrun the two of us and his ambition and ego are insatiable.

Nathan 

(moves phone onto shoulder and turns tv on and fiddles with volume)

Don’t say that Liz! I’m going insane over here! Well look its D-Day tomorrow, if I get the Basra project like I asked and bloody pitched for in front of his sneering cronies then we’re off and running, if I don’t then we know where we stand… yeah I know, but well you know me…  Okay sweetheart you have a goodnight and give my love to your mum and dad, love you goodnight… thanks … yeah I’ll text you as soon as I found out… OK goodnight.

He pours another whisky, turns on tv collapses onto bed and channel hops, but stops when he hears his fathers name. Its a cheap conspiracy/expose channel with an ALEX JONES type American presenter talking fast and furiously with a humorous tone. 

INT. - VERY SMALL MAKE-DO TV STUDIO - night

Alex
Chase Morgan is a fascinating example!  And they still say the Illuminati are a figment of our imaginations! And the people we fear are just successful people we are in fact just jealous of??! My god the people we fear are those that are carving up more and more of the power whilst your man on the street is suddenly being treated like a refugee in a prison camp! Well lets take a closer look at the recent movements of our man of the moment, Mr Chase Morgan and his Temple-Keys Corp.  

Nathan turns volume up, gets the bottle of whisky and a new mixer from the minibar and sits crossed legged at edge of bed.

Images of Chase and his cohorts are caught on film.
AleX (O.S.)

OK, so we know whoever is in power or voted in doesn’t matter one iota, we know full well that the money men, the corporations the energy cartels and countless conglomerates bla di bla are the real powers behind that political throne - of course they answer to somebody even higher up but for all extents and purposes those that control the money have more control than any politician you see in the media, those prize goons are happy to have their ego’s massaged and their names go down in history with a fat cheque every week into their untraceable, undocumented, undemocratic bank accounts. Well the people you really need to watch are those that control the flow of information - well for ‘info trafficking’ they don’t come much bigger and more controlling than this player - there he is attending another business meeting with that foxy looking mama right there, she being his new projects manager in waiting, besides from being his date on nearly every night out of the last five months. Who is she?  No other than the daughter of the late Andres Batoille, heiress to a pretty sizeable French newspaper empire but she has to reach 21 before she gets her hands on that though. These Illuminati always, always, always get hooked up within the fraternity my friends. Well Morgan has for many years had his fingers in countless pies by covertly using family member’s names to open all sorts of companies he has absolutely no right to open because of conflict of interests but heyyyy if you know the right people phfuff! What the hey! Sign this here, pay that there shush here shush there, its all just peachy.  But this latest flame of his is due to become the biggest earner on his payroll allowing him to legitimise a lot of his shady business ventures and some even say, she’s the next Mrs Chase Morgan aaand new heir to his fortune. 

Nathan drops legs to the floor and leans forward.

Why her? Well since his divorce he resents his ex wife and resents her total control over his son and some quarters say he now regards him as a total mammas boy, his daughters have all married into money so they don’t need much help and he desperately wants a new heir and my god if just attempting to impregnate that woman isn’t enticing enough well the marriage of the Morgan empire to the Batoille empire pretty much has cash registers ringing from here all the way to the Seine. Her charms have already earned her Morgan’s top position at the much anticipated Basra Mercule project, you heard it here first people..

Nathan sits shell-shocked, he recalls meeting her.

INT. - TV STUDIO - DAY

FLASHBACK

Batoille being introduced to Nathan, with him surprised by how well received she is by his fathers cronies and team, they seemed to know her better than they knew him.

END FLASHBACK

Nathan leans back and reaches for his diary and grabs phone.

ALEX (O.S.)

Keep us posted with your comments and pictures at Martyr-Media-News! Vive la revolution baby! 

Nathan
Hello Joyce its Nathan I’ve got something I need to ask you Joyce and I need  you to be totally 100% honest with me, this really is very important okay.

Joyce(O.S.) 
Nathan? Hello darling, is everything okay Nathan dear?

Nathan 

Joyce, has father opened up businesses under family names that me and mother don’t know about? I swear he will never find out.

Joyce(O.S.)

Who told you this Nathan?

Nathan
Please just tell me whether this is true or not Joyce, I won’t mention anything I just need to know.

Joyce(O.S.)

This is something you need to take up with your father Nathan but if I were you I wouldn’t, just let sleeping dogs lie my love, you’ll find out one day about everything and in the meantime you wont benefit one little bit by stirring up..

Nathan 

So its true?

Joyce(O.S.) 

Now I never said that, oh Nathan, look whatever he’s done its all above board and for what its worth he never involved your name in any of this.

Listen I have to go and this conversation never took place okay? I have to go sorry, goodnight Nathan.

(click)

Nathan attempts to ask about the girl but she has hung up. He sits amazed and stunned. He holds his head in his hands.

INT. TV STUDIO GLASS CANTEEN - DAY

Chase goes through big glass doors enters a modern canteen with laptops and people having meetings as well as eating. Nathan is sat by a massive window. Chase tosses a dossier onto the desk and indicates he’ll be one minute. He goes over to a bunch of people who all shake hands and pat his back and wish him luck and he returns to Nathan, sits down opens the dossier.
Chase
Morning son, right this is yours, I want you to read up and digest as much as you can by next week – you’ll be taking over in two months time, its your little baby okay?

Chase pats Nathan’s arm and then looks around the canteen and signals someone to get him a coffee.

Nathan 

Is this what I think it is?

Chase
Well that depends.

Nathan 
Bas..

Chase 

Oh come on man, no its not the Basra project Nathan, you’re not ready for something as big as that yet son! Look this project here is a great way to get you onto the map – it’s the EuroQuiz24, it’s a massive project and its gonna need to be run tight and you prove yourself here then we talk about utilising your language skills and your middle eastern knowledge. Don’t give me a hard time about this please son – you do this right and then next summer we discuss moving up okay.

Nathan 

Who’s got the Basra Project then?

Chase
You’ll find out soon enough, you worry about this baby now!

Nathan stares back at Chase. Chases phone rings and he stands up takes it and grabs his offered coffee. His diary is on the table, the whole canteen get up and clap as an announcement is made on the screen to the left, everyone is facing the screen, Batoille stands in fatigues running whilst mortar bombs go off – it’s a pitch for the new channel. He looks at the diary, nobody is looking, using his phone he takes several photos of his fathers entries. Everyone congratulates Chase as he returns to the table.
Chase
Well now you know. Batoille’s the most connected person out there at the moment and we were lucky enough to persuade her to join the team, learn how to take the knocks son, don’t be a cry baby. Look at the dossier, get back to me by next week okay? Right I gotta shoot, I’ll see you later on OK, ciao.

Nathan watches as people congratulate Chase and it seems he was the only one that didn’t know. He catches a few sideways glances. He takes the dossier opens it, flicks through the pages.  

Melissa texts – ‘Oh my god – who the hell is she?’ 

Nathan closes phone and makes his way out.

INT. - PLUSH BAR - NIGHT

Nathan and Fellows drinking in a shadowy corner of a trendy bar full of gorgeous women.

Fellows
The future belongs to us, the young bloods, Nathan. You and you’re family have suffered and sacrificed plenty for his journey to the top, now you really can’t let the fruits of that suffering slip away. Its yours, realise that. The king is dead Nathan Morgan, long live the king. 

He raises glass to Nathan’s, they clink.
INT. - NATHANS HOTEL ROOM - EVENING

Nathan’s channel hopping, finds the channel, gets his phone, disguises the caller ID, rings in and we see him just reeling off dates and addresses.  

INT. - ACCOUNTS LIBRARY

Fellows in a library vault going through files, paperwork and accounts.

MONTAGE 

-Scenes of a bewildered Chase being besieged by   

 camera crews

-Being filmed, shot on camera, clicked, zoomed, freeze     

 framed, chased, harassed 

-Caught leaving restaurants and hotels with Batoille

-Caught at meetings with shadowy characters  

-Scenes of him getting out of car and fighting off  

 camera men, rows with hordes of opportunist paparazzi  

 types – he is in complete confusion and totally  

 irate.

-Masonic lodge meeting in grand Westminster building, 

 an usher watching over the proceedings is filming  

 the whole affair, inside his tunic is a minute red 

 light. Chase and other luminaries are filmed.

-Chase is hounded by the guerrilla and regular media  

 as stories are leaked of his many dubious  

 business affairs, his shadowy companies, his 

false accounting. First these stories appear on    Alex’s show but then we see TV shows discussing photos of his antics. 

-His influential friends begin giving him a wide birth 

 because of the negative attention he has created.

-Chase is on the brink of a nervous breakdown, he  

 attempts to call old friends to no avail

-Media camped outside his home.

END MONTAGE

INT. - OFFICE MEETING ROOM - DAY

Nathan enters Chases office and seeing Chase is in a meeting he meekly pops his head round, raises his hand to apologise and whispers.

Nathan
Father I have some news.

Chase 

For Christ’s sakes boy can’t you see grown ups are talking here!

Chase suddenly stands up as he sees Flowers behind Nathan.

Chase
Oh my god why didn’t you.. come in come in.

We see from a distance Fellows is talking and Chase holds his head in his hands and we see him in total despair at whatever he is hearing, his cronies agreeing with Fellows and showing paperwork to show concurrence with his views.

Fellows
The only way the network can survive is to put it into the name of the one person that is not embroiled or tarnished and that is Nathan’s. You have to realise you have brought a lot of important people into the spotlight with you and nobody will be wanting to show any support until you clear your name and lose the media glare, don’t underestimate the seriousness of your position Mr Morgan. Have a good long think.

Fellows doesn’t shake hands with anyone he just puts his paperwork back in his briefcase ups and leaves.  Nathan is about to leave when Chase speaks.

Chase
Wait. 

The committee come to life and begin exchanging ideas.

INT. - CHASES LONDON HOME - EVENING

Chase slams door behind him as he gets past media scrum and begins packing a bag but starts smashing stuff around the room and then collapses on a chair and holds his head - paparazzi at his bins and in garden taking shots.

INT. - OFFICE MEETING ROOM - DAY

See Chase signing papers and Nathan signing below with accountant acting as witness – Fellows looks on from afar. 

INT. - COURT - DAY

In court, the JUDGE is accompanied by Judge Chavers but he ignores Chase.

Judge Chavers is pulled up by the JUDGE.

JUDGE 1

Terrible thing old boy, making a mockery of the whole show.

A rushed case with many ‘objection over-ruled’ whilst Morgan looks more and more shocked.

JUDGE 1

You have been found guilty on all accounts and you are hereby sentenced to three years in prison. The seriousness of the crimes cannot permit you spend that time in an open prison, you will see out your sentence at Her Majesties Pleasure…

Morgan is aghast and outraged at this final humiliation as is his lawyer.

Nathan hugs and comforts his stern looking mother and looks up to see Fellows, they hold a look.

INT. - PRISON - DAY

Chase in prison queuing at a phone and being jostled, something kicks off at far end of prison and we see guards running towards the action, the queue breaks down, Chase moves to front of queue but someone steals his phone card. He argues and three burly men push him against a wall and he takes a punch to the stomach.  He fights back and is pushed into a cell and beaten.  We see him call for guards but he is gagged and a pillow case rapped round his mouth. His eyes bulge in horror as he is thrown over a table.
His pleading eyes stare up at a camera as it zooms in on him as he is pushed forwards over the table.

INT. - TV RECORDING SUITE - DAY

A young ASSISTANT in an editing suite jumps up and turns nervously and clumsily stutters.
STUDIO Assistant
We haven’t got time to scramble! This is going out live! You gotta cut away!

Nathan
Na the guard will turn up before any real mischief happens. Ohh no! Bad call..

INT. - PRISON

Zoomed in extreme close up of Chases eyes staring into camera, sobbing, pleading, bloodshot and broken - then turns to a pixelated image.

INT. - THE CROSS KEYS INN

Lightening strikes, we’re back in the inn.
Chase 

(standing up)
You sick twisted bastard! I should tear your bloody head off!!!

Asher steps in and holds him back as the Inn-Keeper just coolly fills his pipe and looks into the middle distance.
Asher
Come on we all made an agreement. I understand your anger but come on a deals a deal.

Chase
Did you hear all that!!!?  What kind of sick twisted mind would find pleasure in..

Inn-Keeper 

I find no pleasure in what the spirits show me.

CHASE

All right so the spirits know all about my.. about.. oh what the hell is all this?!!!

He looks around and searches everyone for some support then pours himself another drink.

CHASE 

Who the hell are you???!

Ruth Foxman takes a chain from her neck, hands it over.
Ruth 

Sorry guys, I’ve just got to know.

THUNDERBOLT.

INT. - LARGE CONFERENCE CENTRE - DAY

Ruth Foxman centre stage on a podium in a state of the arts conference hall.  
Ruth
We have a proud, illustrious history, thanks to the visionaries whose ideals and sheer determination have furnished us with a true path. They fought and they created a world where the egalitarian dream became a possibility. These early campaigners for justice were vilified, they were persecuted, they were incriminated yet they never gave in, for they knew they were right. And we too must continue to fight, for we too are right!!!! 

(applause)
Even if they do call us the loony left! 

(laughter)
From our humble origins and from frail fragile pamphlets have grown great revered societies, institutions and committees - which now wield an undeniable influence.

And to strengthen this influence all we need to remember is that no matter how much they say we are wrong we must continue to fight. Fight to end greed, to end hate crimes, to end racism, ignorance, intolerance and injustice - and for that let them say we are wrong! Let them say we are arrogant! 

(applause)
Let them vilify and ridicule us! We have been here before, many, many times and we will be here again, until that is, we have succeeded in what is truly and certainly and inevitably ours, the day we finalise what our pioneers begun! 

(applause) 

It is our duty to do our calling proud. The future, my peers, is ours and it is within our grasps! All we have to do is be true and just reach out and claim it!

(clenches fist)

Thank you! 

A polite obligatory standing ovation marks the end.

INT. - CONFERENCE HALL - DAY

Hall has been transformed with book stalls, kiosks, pamphlets and political paraphernalia. Ruth greets people as live chamber music is played.

Flutes of champagne and wine glasses are drunk.

We see clear and specific posters and books etc. for The Frankfurt School, The Tavistock Institute, The Fabian Society, The ADL, Europa Project, Common Purpose and some smaller pamphlets that still clearly show The Theosophy Society, The New Dawn, Golden Dawn, PFI & urban revolution, EEC and Human Rights Committee, Ishtar Rising, Semirimis Society. People milling around taking pamphlets and browsing.

INT. - LARGE DINING HALL - DAY

We see the congregation at the banquet hall, separate tables laid out like a wedding reception. There are waiters at hand serving and being called over.

EXT. - DISCREETLY LOCATED STATELY HOME - DAY

Ruth parks her car on a gravely forecourt of a tucked away grand old house surrounded by trees and bushes.  She walks through reception, through a metal detector and is frisked with a hand-held detector, she hands in her mobile and her handbag and is ushered into a room.  

INT. - WOOD PANELLED OFFICE - DAY

She enters the office. An old man and an old woman sit behind a long high desk. She nods hello and takes a seat.

OLD QUANGO Man 

(understated and absentmindedly) 

Hello Ms Foxman, right, the Hooper matter, we need him out of his ward and we need it done quick. He is blocking every motion we have tried to introduce and he wont listen to good reason. Mans a royal pain.

Ruth 

Well its been a tough one this Sir, he’s got substantial support that runs very deep, all that local boy with his heart in the right place nonsense.

OLD QUANGO Man
Yes all quite repulsive. Well Guillam’s going to get his boys to ease down on patrols and a general ‘go slow’ will be implemented, that hopefully will cause him some problems and allow the surveillance programme to get the go ahead, but Guillam tells me you suggested we could call on Matthew’s at the Home Office.

Ruth
Well what we thought was we could introduce within a matter of weeks a sizeable quota of refugees. They’ve got the facilities there and I’m sure we can spin it so he’s in a no win situation. Its simple and effective and its not going to lose us any brownie points either.

OLD QUANGO Man

(not looking up - shuffling through papers) 

Okay, well see to it that it gets done. Right the other thing is expenses, we’ve got that damned nuisance of a man from the Bankfield Committee sniffing around about the quango’s spending, you’re over budget again you know that don’t you?

Ruth 

Sir I really must draw the line at all this, we really cannot afford any more cutbacks, we can’t continue making ends meet and entertaining important dignitaries in this manner, its just appalling - you should see the way we are forced to operate, its an embarrassment and quite frankly a disgrace.

OLD QUANGO Man
That’s all well and good but we need to balance the books Ms Foxman, how do you suggest we reconcile the matter?

Ruth 

Well we checked our figures, the one thing we’re all in agreement in is closing down the Millennium sports centre, it hasn’t attracted half the numbers that it targeted and its running at a much higher cost than anyone estimated, its quite the white elephant and I doubt anyone will miss it, there’s several gyms in the vicinity, they really are just spoilt for choice.

OLD QUANGO Man

(lazily going through papers)
Hmm well okay just get round to settling the accounts before it becomes a nuisance and make sure you get back to me about this Hooper business.

INT. - CHURCH HALL - EVENING

Church hall, lots of people, midway through a meeting, noisy heckling. Ruth stands at the table with four seated aides at her sides, there is security and several of her people with clipboards mulling around the rows of seats - around 100 people inside.
Ruth
Well if you let me speak then maybe you’ll find out why this regulation was necessary. Right, the principal behind prohibiting people from asking if somebody is married or have children is one borne out of a need to protect and bring about equality.

(chaotic heckling)

It is of nobodies concern whether somebody is married or whether they have children, nobodies concern but those individual themselves! In today’s ever changing society we need to address issues of prejudice and we have a duty to make all our citizens feel inclusive and equal.  The only way we can assure a fairer society is to protect everybody from being prejudged or being treated as somehow inferior because of the life choices they choose and commit to. Okay there is no more to say on this topic and I’m sure there’s more pressing matters at hand that we need to address tonight, we haven’t got long so lets make the most of the time we have.

Audience MAN
Why is the millennium centre closing down? 

(Boos, applause and shouts in support of the question.)
Ruth 
Closing the Millennium centre will be a temporary measure as we look into funding a larger more inclusive site where we can build a centre of lasting and multifunctional use to the community. We have been in talks with heads of the local ethnic community for some time now to try and assess and create a more cross cultural..

Audience (O.S.)
WHAT???!!! 

(similar heckling)

Ruth 

And more diverse array of activities and the existing centre was far too small for this ambitious project, so for the time being it will remain closed. But I can say the new centre has already been outlined to include an Olympic sized swimming pool plus an onsite health assessment centre. We would love to keep it open whilst plans are finalised for the new site but the ever spiralling costs of the fight on terror means there’s no way we can keep everything and sacrifice nothing. Okay any other questions before I go?

Audience Man 

Why must we carry the burden of the new Bloomsbury Centre all alone? Its madness to put an asylum centre, drug dependency unit and halfway house for psychotic ex-offenders in one building! And why us?!!!

(rapturous applause and agreement)

Ruth
Well actually you’ll find there’s many of these new MacroPlexes spread throughout the UK and lets not forget a lot of jobs have been created thanks to this institution. 

(heckles boos etc.) 

Which is managed by a sterling organisation that has won award after award for their level of expertise and excellence - so lets just see how it is run before we start panicking.

AUDIENCE ANON (O.S.)

Panicking!!??! You bloody try living round here!

Audience Man 2
It’s bedlam! You’ve got hundreds of refugees set up here, you’ve got new housing blocks devoted to those awaiting their home office statuses, you got half the psycho’s from the lunatic asylum allowed to roam the streets! We’re talking about violent psychopaths here! I lay good money that none of this goes on where you live! We can’t cope! Its sheer and utter madness! 

(agreement, spattered applause) 

Why should we pay our taxes when nothing gets done round here except to care for a bunch of bleeding degenerates?!

Ruth
Degenerates? Ah well there we have it - so all those outside of your exclusive privileged little world are degenerates?

Audience MAN 2
Oh do give it a rest! 

(Boos etc.) 

I’m talking about criminals and psychopaths, some with no ID’s roaming around free to do as they like. Now you tell me that’s not a recipe for disaster!?

Ruth
Look, the vast majority of people in this constituency are more than happy with the centre being here and more than happy with..

(boos)

What we are doing and London has a long history of taking care of and..

AUDIENCE ANON (O.S.)

(to the hall)

Oh here she goes again! 

(shouts)

These people are crazed lunatics! On the same streets where our kids play!!!

RUTH

(ignoring comment talking over protest)

Sheltering those seeking refuge from persecution, war or the many other horrors this world can inflict. We have always embraced those that reach out, be they refugees or those fallen on hard times including those within our very own communities. We are proud that as a party we are there for those elements of our own ‘extended family’, if you like, who have fallen by the wayside, we offer that helping hand up, just as surely we would for our own kith and kin if they had hit hard times, now if that goes against your principles sir then I really must ask you to question your own values and certainly not ours! 

(ripple of applause from her supporters).

AUDIENCE ANON (O.S.)

Oh what’s the point!

RUTH

OK I really am sorry that’s all we have time for tonight and for your information I will be visiting the new Bloomsbury Centre on Friday week so I will forward my findings to the website. OK good evening everybody.

EXT. - COUNTRYSIDE - MANOR HOUSE - DAY

Ruth and kids jump into car with husband, they drive to the country. Arrive at massive luxury mansion out in the woods. Her father greets them and hugs the kids.

INT. - MANOR HOUSE - EVENING

Ruth sits with feet curled under her with large wine glass in hand watching tv with husband - granddad and kids have gone to bed.

She covers her face as she tries to watch the telly.
Ruth
Oh that horrid man, he shouldn’t even have been on there! A bloody comedian playing to the gallery!

Husband
 You’re doing fine! OK shush

He turns volume up.

INT. - NEWS DEBATE SHOW TV Studio - EVENING

Debate show with mixed panel of five people but the argument is solely between a Glaswegian Sikh comedian and Ruth.
Mr Singh 

Of course I am not lost to the supreme irony of a 2nd generation Sikh from Glasgow telling a politician that immigration is a bad thing! And I’m not! I am just saying that surely there’s a limit to how many people a nation can successfully absorb without it becoming a strain on its already burgeoning services and resources? 

(applause)

Ruth
Well I find it far from ironic, I find it utterly contemptible, what a distorted and morally bankrupt viewpoint! You’re quite happy to pull the ladder up from beneath you then? The ladder which you were lucky enough to have offered you? I’m all right Jack yes? Unbelievable! We as a nation have a long established tradition of helping those in need Mr Singh and if that seems a bit extravagant to you from your high horse then fair enough but I’m afraid its just the way we do things in Britain!

(ripple of applause)
Mr Singh
(looks ahead in amazement)
Well excuse me for just pointing out some very simple truths! I am sure there may be a noble sentiment to your crusade to save all those looking to better their lives but what about the simple matter of logistics? What about the simple sums to do with housing, welfare, schooling and general community cohesion? The infrastructure just cannot cope with an endless number of people needing to be housed, schooled and assimilated.
(applause) 

And to try and suggest my concerns are somehow anti British is, I have to say, extremely offensive and quite objectionable! And I really would deter you from this line of attack because I may well be forced to de-bag and show everyone my union jack boxers! I warn you now! 

(half stands up to laughter) 

I am proud to be British and proud of the dual identity which I clearly possess and its with this in mind I say that in today’s ceaselessly transient world, the only thing we have in common is the shared land in which we live, therefore the laws, language, customs and ways of this land need to be vigorously and resolutely preserved, otherwise with the sheer volume of new demands we are simply going to create an in-administrable Babel! 

(applause)
Ruth
My all we need now is the river of blood finale. I am just astonished!

INT. - MANOR HOUSE - NIGHT

Back to her on sofa looking upset - aggressively switches off tv from remote.

EXT. - ENORMOUS GOVERNMENT COMPLEX - DULL DARK MORNING

Chauffeured car pulls up, she gets out from back with her plump mousy haired P.A. and is greeted by several staff from the Bloomsbury Centre. Camera crew take equipment from their mobile truck called ‘Live Feed 33’ set up just by the entrance and the 3 man crew follow her as she shakes hands and meets Drs and nurses and men in suits.

Building is hideous grey imposing soulless slab of metal and rivets. Some scaffolding is still in place to one side.

The heavens rumble and they all look up and there’s a sudden downpour - some people slip on the mud around the paving in their rush to get inside.

INT. - GOVERMENT COMPLEX 

Ruth shakes the water from her hair as she enters the foyer and cleans her glasses - everyone is drenched - the camera crew clear their equipment and begin taking shots of the torrential rain and the foyer.


Interior is reminiscent of a prison - locked metal doors with a central hub where there are many cameras and control panels.  

There are eight people with Ruth, there’s the governor of the centre, JAKE SUMNER, her P.A., a Dr, 1 more suit and 3 camera crew.  The crew take some shots of the group, all very formal and professionally staged.  The lightening keeps interrupting the shots to everyone’s annoyance but they all laugh it off and repose and again the lightening stops the shot.  

Then an almighty crack of thunder and a massive bolt of lightening pass, the lights flicker for a second, Jake Sumner gives a pained smile and some furtive glances around at his staff then the lights go out throughout the entire centre - within seconds a very loud hum denotes the activation of a generator, door bolts can be heard drilling and bolting into place and an odd coloured, humming light returns to the building. There is obvious panic and Jake Sumner is making a bad attempt at reassuring everyone, he is a nervous, smirking, fidgeting mess.

Armed GUARDS are shouting and running around and a real sense of alarm has taken grip. Two senior looking GUARDS run to Jake and one whispers something in his ear. Sumner looks startled and ushers his guests into his big colourful office. He remains outside.
Jake Sumner
For Christ’s sakes man why today?! What the hells happened?

Guard 1

Sir we need permission to go to manual and switch to programme Valiant - all bases are locked in including ours but there may have already been a breach - the electric’s just haven’t..

Jake Sumner

Valiant?  Today!? Jesus Christ man! 

(realisation)

What kind of breach?

Guard 1
Sir to be honest we really can’t say, all we know is that the emergency mechanisms all went into immediate action but the electric’s in all the bases were somehow compromised with the final lightening strike. Some of the gates didn’t close in time, Sectors A to F have no camera or sound either..

Jake Sumner
Oh my god. Can we at least get her out?

Guard 1
No, we’re locked in now. We moved who we could into the main hall via the side doors and have them sealed, its the easiest area to secure and we can then begin checking each unit but until we go to Valiant we cannot access all quarters.

Jake Sumner
OK well permission granted, as long as this is the only possible solution.

Guard 1
Tell your guests we must make our way to the main hall sir.

Ruth walks over to enquire.
Ruth
Is everything okay?

Guard 1

(beckons all others out of the office)

We’re going to have to ask everybody to make your way to the main hall, follow me, the storm has caused a power cut and we just need to take some precautionary measures, really is nothing to worry about.

Ruth
 We are safe aren’t we?

Guard 1

 
(ignores Ruth and fixes a stern gaze on Sumner)
Sir, please gather the guests I’ll lead the way.

Ruth
Jake what’s going on? What are the alarms ringing for?

Jake Sumner
Ruth what can I say, we have had drill after drill but its just this infernal storm and one of those freak unforeseeable circumstances.

Guard 1
We’re gonna have to get going sir. 
(to guests) 

OK look everybody follow me. Stay with your group and do not be alarmed but do be vigilant.

They follow him through the foyer again, past the hub, and reach an enormous door with guards all around it.  The doors are opened and guards holding guns signal them to get in ASAP! 

Guard 3

Move move move!!! 
INT. - COMPLEX MAIN HALL 

They are rushed in then we see the immense hall. The size of an airport hanger - a mass of people, noise and CHATTER - the enormous scale of the hall is staggering - there’s a line of armed guards looking down from corridors running above the ground floor.

People from all over the UK mixed with every other domination. There are drunks, junkies, praying muslims, khat chewing Somali’s, eastern European groups, Afghanis, Africans, Asians - mostly men but also some women and even some children - a sense of unruly mayhem permeates throughout the hall.

Ruth and the group are guarded by two men. The guests are agog, shocked and silenced into nervous paralysis. The guards are eagle eyed and constantly looking around the hall - many guards mill around shouting orders - the siren is still on and the rain is still pounding.

The siren quietens down, the guards leave the group to push back more people, the camera crew look at each other and we see they still have their equipment assembled and begin surreptitiously filming the chaotic scenes.

Ruth is jostled and is moving further away without realising and the throng is now much thicker as more people are ushered in. She turns to face back to where she is jostled from and is suddenly startled by a mans face in her face, a pony-tailed scarred man with raging eyes and machete wound - she lets out a little startle but he turns away from her and begins moaning and rocking vigorously back and forth.  

She is panicking and sidles away and looks over to where the others are but the mass of people block her way, she takes out her mobile to see if there’s a signal, it is instantly grabbed - all a flash and blur of people, everyone she looks at seems to be jeering and sneering at her and are amused by her panic - she calls for help but is drowned out by the noise as more orders can be heard amid the loud talking. A cockney voice can be heard asking for a light and we hear him arguing. 

cockney (o.s.)
I only asked for a flipping light mate no need to get lippy! 

A Scottish voice can be heard swearing at a guard. A psychotic old man tries to touch her face. She is calling out to guards.
Ruth
My phone my phone!  Somebody’s taken my phone

The GUARD notices her, grabs her arm and yanks her forward and admonishes her quite sternly.
Guard 2
Stay in the cordoned off area, return immediately!

Ruth
Somebody has stolen my phone.

Guard 2
Sorry to hear that but there is nothing I can do about that now, move back to where the other guests are, NOW!

She is shocked at his response, stares at him, is about to lash out but restrains herself, takes a deep breath and moves towards the doors. She turns and as she does so a laughing child being carried along grabs her glasses and then disappears from sight into the melee. Ruth SCREAMS and holds her eyes.
Ruth 

My glasses! Oh my god my glasses!

Blurred vision - Broken toothed laughs, beetle-nut juice spat on her shoes, she is starting to SHOUT for help.

Ruth 

Can somebody please help me! Where are the main doors - please I need help.

The siren changes once more and there are a flicker of lights - there is some movement, she is still feeling her way around in a blur.

She notes a change in the atmosphere.
Ruth
What is it? What’s happened? Somebody tell me? Where are the main doors?

Everyone she asks just stares at her and carry on with their business, she is close up to all these people and nobody is helping her, she is stationary being pushed and prodded and spun round and is getting giddy and stressed.
Ruth 

Somebody please answer me!!! For gods sakes someone tell me where are the main doors???? 

She is getting angry and is prodding and elbowing with a face full of anger now as the babble becomes louder and then she lets out a powerful tirade.

Ruth
Oh for fucks sakes doesn’t anybody speak fucking English in here????!!

She notices through her blurred vision a bright light on her face, she shields her eyes - the camera crew have just caught her rant with ‘Live Feed 33’ clearly visible on the cameras. The sirens cease and the guards usher the throng into organised lines and she is standing silent and stony faced with the camera lights full on her face.

INT. - COURTROOM - DAY

In court with a black female lawyer.
Lawyer
Your honour my client was without medication, her glasses or sufficient air.  She apologises unreservedly and we must realise that any punishment meted out to Ms Foxman is a greater punishment to the under privileged communities up and down the country whom she tirelessly and selflessly fights for..

EXT. - OUTSIDE OF COURT - DAY

Outside court media blitz. Ruth is smiling and elated, standing with an array of cronies.

Ruth 
I am more than happy with the 200 hours community service and I will fulfil my duties with pride! Thank you!

EXT. - COUNTRYSIDE WALKWAY - DAY

From a distance we see Ruth along a country walk picking leaves and litter up with long white spikes being filmed and interviewed, all very token - just walking around with her talking about her work. She and others on same service are dressed in orange jump suit.

Her plump P.A. is with her in the same clothing and is in charge of the media circus. Her brown hair keeps getting in her face as she talks to the crowd. She gets an elastic band and goes to one side.

EXT. - WOODLANDS - DAY

A scout/school teacher deep in the woods is taking his young class through the forest. He is interrupted by Ruth’s media circuses noise and pauses and raises eyebrows to his class, then continues as the noise abates.
Teacher
Right, now this here is the Birch, very useful tree indeed, the logs from this tree will burn even when wet so that makes it especially useful. Its more famous for its use in the past as a form of punishment. Twigs from a birch tree would be bound together and used to whip the naughty and the unlawful, birching they used to call it and as you can see there’s plenty of Birch trees all around us here so just you behave yourselves today or else!

Class of kids giggle and look at the twigs.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - DAY

Ruth is leading the walkers when she sees a crisp packet go flying off into the woods. 

Ruth
That one shan’t escape my clutches! 

She theatrically follows the crisp packet knowing the cameras are on her. She enters the woods and leaves the others as they take more shots of the other criminals. Ruth sees the crisp packet and follows it and sees her P.A. with her back to her playing with her hair. 

Ruth
Just me! This crisp packets got a life of its own!

The person spins round, its not the P.A. its the lunatic pony tailed scarred mess of a man, she gags and cannot scream as her fear takes over, he raises his hand over her mouth, pushes her against a Birch tree and grabs her stick and he we see her friend on the floor knocked out in the distance, he has three spikes held tightly together and viscously rams them into Ruth’s heart and leaves her pinned to the tree.  Her eyes weep and her heart bleeds, he says nothing just hastily makes his way deep into the woods.

INT. - CROSS KEYS INN

Thunder and lightening - a bright blurry but dazzling ray of lights fill the screen which when panned out reveals it to be the fire reflected in the crystal jam dish and silver plate laying on the table.

Ruth is staring at the Inn-Keeper with bitter silent contempt. Her face is seized with hatred but she says nothing. She grabs her wedding ring and forces it back on, folds arms and stares at the others.

Ruth
I feel sick!

Her hands shaking and her face white. The Inn-Keeper looks tired too.

Inn-Keeper

Can we please stop now?

Asher

(shaking head)
No offence Ruth, but that’s what I call drama! You have to admit he’s got a way with all this! A bit morbid but wow.  That’s some imagination you got there Sam!

Inn-Keeper

This is not some game Mr Marduk, these are divine visions, I would suggest you begin to realise the difference.

Barry 

Sorry Sam, I’m sure Ash didn’t mean anything but that was a bit strong! Just me and Ash left though,  I got to have a go. Please, here take my wedding ring.

THUNDER LIGHTENING.

EXT. - RIVERSIDE BAR - BRIGHT DAY

Riverside bar, among empty tables sits Barry Seal and THREE other men, all well dressed. Laughing and drinking beers and there’s also an ice bucket and some flutes on the table.

Barry
Its a sellers market out there now. It gives me a headache just thinking about how hard it used to be! Bringing the gear over, getting the client base tapped up - getting them hooked - long old arduous game with long old arduous sentences!  

But now? God, now its just too easy! Look at crack - what a sweet deal! Took sod all to knock up, sold it cheap with no worries about getting shot of it, buzz lasts 2 minutes and back they come gagging for more - total winner. Sellers market.

DEAL Man 1
Never thought we’d see it hit the posh end though.

Barry
Well they’re just so bored and uninspired now, gullible bored and stupid.  Everyone’s either slumming it or trying to be more outrageous than the next idiot and what with the ‘hip to be thick’ culture they’ll do anything to be one of the crowd - and I’ll drink to that.

(all laugh and clink pints)
Okay well like I said, we think we’ve found the one my friends, the Philosophers Stoner!  

Its coming in from the Ukraine, its the business. Costs us less than a Euro to knock up per kg, sell at around £100 a kg to the runners for the initial phase.  Powder form or tabs, buzz lasts over 15 minutes - psychedelic amphetamine stimulant that is a pure sensory overload - king of cranks - high of highs, rush of rushes - but its slightly antisocial - the rush is full on, knocks you off your feet - like H its bit of an over-whelmer. An armchair trip around the universe - but the buzz is supposed to be very emotional and spiritual.

The Ukranians call it ‘Holy Orgasm’ - takes you there within a minute and the up is so intense that for 15 minutes solid you’re having the bliss of orgasmic fulfilment on full throttle for that full time, no letting up, no downers no pain, just a sheer rocket of rapture. They’re calling it Fizz, in the US its Electric, or Space - you have to add it to a drink to make it kick up - its effervescent, fizzes up and tastes sharp and tangy. Not only is it so good that they come running back for seconds immediately, its also instantly physically addictive - all it takes is one hit - guaranteed. The painful convulsions for instant hits peters out after the tenth or so hit but you couldn’t go more than 3 or 4 hours without a top-up, a low one even, but still.

He leans back and smiles and chugs his beer. They look at each other, nodding and thoughtful.

DEAL Man 3
Side effects?

Barry
Hmm right, well the usual - but times that by 10 - the buzz finishes after about 20 minutes then you got half an hour or so of sluggish post orgasmic lounging - then after that its wallop - the drop is fast and, literally, furious. They’ll be knocking on the door for more even if they’ve had to cut out their own kidneys to get the money. The comedown makes PCP flexing look like ballroom dancing - but that, gentleman, is not our problem - we’re looking on average at a £300 a day habit per passenger - and that’s a conservative estimate.

They nod as some calculations are made by Man 4.

Barry’s phone rings, takes the call, knocks pint, takes keys from the table and apologises.
Barry 

Sorry chaps, have to go - so like I said you mull it over look at your finances and its next week at Jacob’s for the trials - okay sorry got to go - see ya!

INT. - PLUSH COUNTRYSIDE MANSION - NIGHT

Barry drives home, pulls into gated mansion, greets his DAUGHTERS, fresh faced twins around 12 years old.

Kisses wife on cheek and she says dinners ready in 15 minutes. He jogs up the stairs after checking letters on side table.

INT. - DINING ROOM - LAID OUT TABLE

They are all sat around a plush dining table eating good food with wine at table.
Daughter 1 

Daddy when can we go and see La Traviata? We’re studying it this term and we want to watch it before anyone else has.

She smiles at her sister and they pull mischievous faces and fidget in their chairs as they look up to their father awaiting his reply.

BARRY 

How very devious.  Well give your mother the details and we’ll see what we can do.

INT. - LARGE KITCHEN - NIGHT

Both parents putting dishes away with TV on in background - USA news debate show.

INT. - USA TV SHOW STUDIO 

TV Man 1
But the Taleban actually prohibited the cultivation of the poppy and the production of heroin stating it was ‘haram’ i.e. anti Koranic - they eradicated the poppy and heroin problem overnight in Afghanistan, harvesting was punishable by death - they might have been deplorable in all other aspects but that was one positive amongst a litany of barbaric negatives but still it cannot go undocumented that they cleared the place of heroin and then as soon as our government went in poppy production went into all time record breaking numbers!

TV Man 2 

So what exactly are you saying? Our government are complicit or are turning a blind eye to its re-emergence in Afghanistan? I don’t quite understand you’re point.

TV Man 1 

What I’m saying is look at the facts!  Look at the many cases connecting FBI’s involvement in the cocaine trafficking business, look at what senior officials turned whistle-blowers have to say about the trillions of dollars that are created by the narcotics industry on a monthly basis, they couldn’t afford to see a major supply route shut down!

TV Man 2
Dear god Peter you’re delusional, you really think our government is responsible for drug trafficking? You’re nuts Peter.

TV Man 1 

Well you just do your homework and look at the figures - the global market and profits are astronomical and as Michael Ruppert the ex CIA man said - Americas a nation built on god.

TV Man 2
Sure is and Amen to that.

TV Man 1 

That’s GOD as in, G-O-D and that’s Gold, Oil and Drugs.

TV Man 2
Oh please.

TV’s switched off.

MONTAGE - MUSIC NO DIALOGUE

-Deals going through, smiles and handshakes

-Shipments being put in cargo 

-Cases of cash being opened, checked and shut

-Customs officials stamping papers

-Vans being loaded

-Warehouses being stocked

-Crates being opened, straw being ripped out by stern  

 faced French officials they take a bottle of  

 champagne out, examine it, shake it, smash it - its 

 fine 

-More papers stamped

-A very lush bureau on which sits a leather cache - a -paper is pulled out carrying the Royal Crest/Queens 

-Appointment - under that is the logo and title for  

 L’Esprit Bacchus - an ornate stamp pressed down and 

 reveals ‘Cleared’.

-Yacht party - posh toffs and businessmen rub 

 shoulders with politicians and celeb’s

-More cases of money are opened, closed passed around -Coke, girls, cigars, cufflinks, champagne, roulette.

MONTAGE 2

-Crack dens, flats and some neat looking places

-Men and women in excited anticipation on torn sofas 

 and ripped carpets with blankets over the windows 

-Drinks are pulled out, some have water, others wine, 

 special brew, coke

-Visions of trepidation on faces of the first users, 

 they fizz up and knock it back and quickly move to 

 sit down or lay down as if the word has already got 

 round that you need to be seated to get full affect.

-Others follow suit as nothing happens and we see 

 several take the drug and then all are sitting and 

 lay in unimpressed wait.

Then BINGO! Classical music starts, harps, violins and flutes.

Weeping silent faces of sheer bliss and humble acceptance - utter peace.

Cut to Barry doling out poker chips to several of his uproariously laughing associates wiping tears of laughter from faces, with champagne over-flowing from side of flutes. Barry is looking over from the yacht towards Dover he raises his champagne glass and puts his arm round his dolly bird and salutes UK.

BARRY

Sante!

MONTAGE CONTINUES

Back to crack dens.

People awakening and looking at each other.

 Wow mannn!

 Ohh god! Wow! 

Some make themselves more comfortable, but others already in that position move to foetus position.

In other dens there’s users falling out of foetus position. Cramps, vomiting, head banging on tables and walls, tables being smashed, scrambling around for more Fizz, agony and groans and total desperation.

Fast furious images of viscous muggings, carjacks, shop attacks, people brutally robbed, houses burgled, cash points ramraided, guns pulled out on people.

Music escalates.

Baseball bat attacks, pawnbrokers taking goods, giving cash - wrought iron doors opened to the sound of rottwielers, gold toothed dealers with faces like thunder dismissively take the money and hand out the fizz whilst insulting the users.

DEALER

Don’t touch nufink, don’t touch my door man, you hear me! 

Guns cocked and gold and diamond encrusted teeth are kissed as the deals go on.

Cut to gold ingots being stacked, diamonds being put into security vaults, stocks being bought and sold, share indexes lighting up, hedges being trimmed in suburban splendour.

END MONTAGE

INT. - tv NEWSROOM 

reporter 3
The recent spate of urban unrest has been put down to a new street drug known as ‘Fuzz’. Doctors and hospitals have had a deluge of users needing medical attention up and down the country.  

Dr’s claim the methamphetamine is highly addictive and extraordinarily powerful.  Many users have been diagnosed with extreme withdrawal symptoms. Police warn that the users are violent and dangerous, suffering from unpredictable mood swings, paranoia, violent hallucinations and devastating withdrawals but fuelled with an immense energy and craving to get their next fix and its this seizure, this compulsion that leads them to commit whatever crime is necessary to get their next hit.

INT. - COUNTRYSIDE MANSION - EARLY EVENING

Cut to Barry switching off report and checking his reflection in TV screen whilst doing up his tie.
Barry
Come on girls get a move on, it starts at 7 and after the performance I’ve booked us in for a meal at ……‘Satarnalia’.

Kim
Noooo???! You are kidding me?? How did you manage to get us a table there?

Barry 

Ponzio is an old friend of Richard’s at the club and he put in a good word for me, okay chop chop! Lets be having ya!!!

INT. - HUMMER VAN - EARLY EVENING 

Barry in drivers seat, girls look stunning in velvet dresses with heels and gloves and pearls - mum hands the girls bottles of water and then notices one of them has taken a teddy with them, she sweetly lets them know its not on, takes the teddy and puts it in glove compartment, mum dad smile at each other and drive off.

INT. - OPERA HOUSE - EARLY EVENING

Hustle and bustle of the opera house, walking up lush stairs and see them seated, in balcony, glasses are played with by the girls, acting the toffs.

We hear Gran Dio! morir si giovane - ‘O, God! to die so young’ - translated in caption.

Gran Dio! morir si giovane continues to play  as they leave opera house, girls excitedly offer their interpretations. 

INT. ROMAN STYLED ITALIAN RESTAURANT - EVENING

We see them sat at Roman themed restaurant with same music playing. Barry tries the wine and nods, waiter begins to pour, Barry signals its okay he’ll take it and pours a glass for Kim, himself and pours tiny bit in girls glasses after looking over his shoulder jokingly.  Girls taste it and pull faces and throw hands up in repulsion but carry on sipping and repeating  actions.  

EXT. CITY STREETS / HUMMER - BRIGHT NIGHT

opera still playing - they get into Hummer after Barry coyly hands keys over to Kim, she raises eyebrows and takes keys and sighs jokingly - girls look out of window as they drive through London. They laugh out loud and point at mime artists as they stop at lights, Kim leans out of window and tells the girl to not lean head out of window and playfully pulls tongue out at them.

Whack! crack!!!  

music stops - CARS BREAK AND CAREER.
Kim’s nose is smashed - screams and panic, face is a bloody mess her body wilting into the seat, Barry screaming and fumbles undoing belt, girls holding each other cower on the floor and calling their mother.

Barry swearing and frothing and fumbling with seat-belt, undoes it, but his door is opened, he is pulled forward then bludgeoned with a baseball bat, viscously, repeatedly struck over the nose and dragged out and kicked as passers by hold their hands over their mouths but do nothing, some use their mobiles.  The masked raiders take his wallet, jump into car, Kim is dragged out and tossed into the road and the hummer speeds off, Barry’s legs are crushed accidentally as they exit in a plume of burnt tyre smoke.

Youth 2
Shit man his legs!

They both laugh nervously as car spins off.

Screech round corners, masks are taken off and shades are put on, both young men, clap and laugh but driver gets focused.

YOUTH 1

OK cool it yeah lets just keep calm!

They pull into an exit for a large retail outlet and park behind some bins, two other youths are waiting and they stare at the hummer.

GANG MEMBERS

Fuggin hell!!! - sweeet!! - check it out!

The eldest, YOUTH 1, signals them to get a grip and keep eyes open.

A phone rings.

Youth 1
OK shush!

(on phone)

Hello, yeh where are you man? Yeah we’re waiting where you said, Its ready, its ready, yeah don’t worry I got the top of list one, yesss the one right at the top! Come on man we need it shifted its mad crazy out here, na man no sirens, no tail and no crashes nuffin, it was all sweet, come man quick… YEAH we’re there, we’re parked up and ready to go.

Where? Behind the skips? 

Yeah I sees it, yeah with the lorries - you there now???  Sweet okay you got my dollars yeh? U sure? OK we’re coming.

(CLICK)

(to the gang)

Okay listen up we’re on, its just up there but we gotta drive round the sides, lets go!

Youth 2 

Oh shit man, what the fu…

They find the girls cowering and whimpering in back.  

Youth 3
Oh lord, shit man what the..

Youth 1
Oh man! Forgot bout the kids, OK everyone in now now now! They been in the back they ain’t seen shit.

The girls start screaming and whaling.

Youth 1
Shut the fuck up you fucking whining bitches! I swear you better shut the fuck up or you gonna be dead! 

(to gang)

We can’t let ‘em out yet.

Girls hold each other and struggle to breathe between silent sobs - two youths jump in the back.
Youth 3
Very niiiice, they’re fit you know! H could put them to work.

Youth 2
Yeah well fit, just hope they don’t have their daddies legs though. 

(both laugh - others  confused)

Youth 3
Yo, did you tell H to get the Electric in? Cash can wait man but shit..

(to himself) 

I might hit some now you know. 

Youth 3 fumbles in his pocket, nobody has heard him.
He goes to pick up the water bottle from the floor he’s just spotted then runs the stubby barrel of his gun up the girls legs, pushing dresses over knees, they are terrified and fight for air between their choked panic. 

Youth 4
We could kidnap em you know and get daddy to dish out for them and in the meantime they might treat us right.

Youth 1
Yeah some proper Stockwell syndrome 

(laughs) 

OK there he is, we’re on.

Car drives into the locker they are ushered in by one guy whilst another watches from inside.

Everyone jumps out to congratulatory hollers from H and his friend, the doors slam shut as they all leave except for no.3 as a loud fizzing sound can be heard.

H throws some beers and offers a spliff to the gang and the laughing and congratulations ensue. 

Suddenly cars screech, doors smashed through, police crash in.

POLICE

Nobody move! Get down on the floor NOW!!!

The gang shoot first in blind panic as they run back, the police shoot back, killing all of those standing instantly, the last one, youth 3, is shot at several times as he stumbles from the car with gun limply held in hand and a mesmerised look on his face, shot through the head, blood splatters everywhere as he flies from the hummer. Somehow from the hail of bullets the CD starts again.

A policeman tentatively approaches the hummer, frowns at fellow officers because its peppered with bullet holes.  

Opera music gets louder. 

The door is slowly opened and the policeman with gun cocked leans in, looks back at the others and smiles, the girls are huddled together and sobbing - he gives a thumbs up. 

But we see the girls are sobbing with joyful looks on their sweet faces, looks of distant euphoria , tears rolling down their cheeks, arms limp and lifeless, one girl still has a bottle in her hand, the Sparkling Water bottle is half full, it drops from her grasp and rolls into a puddle of flesh and blood.

Thunderclap and lightening

int. crossed keys inn

Out of sight of the others for a split fleeting second a ghostly hooded monk can be seen taking a bit from his own hand. 

Asher winces as he looks at Barry.
Asher
Oh dear.

Barry 

(stern yet composed) 

Who the hell are you Mr Mann? How did.. what is this set up? 

Ruth 

Sick, sick man

All others are lost in their own dark contemplation, Asher is the only one still oblivious.

Asher 
Okay, okay we agree this is all very sick but come on no need to take anything personally or seriously, just take it for what it is, some very ingenious campfire fun! Admittedly twisted and darkly macabre yet its just a bit of theatre..

Inn-Keeper
Fun? Macabre campfire fun? You’re fates are no such things, this is no folly Mr Marduk - this disregard for all things sacred is why you are all here!

Asher 

(speaking over last part of sentence)
Oh Sam I really don’t mean to insult or belittle what you do - I love what you’re doing, I’m trying to help these guys get some perspective that’s all - sorry but you did go a bit far that time - trying to make Barry out to be you know and his kids well.. 

Barry shifts nervously. 

Its going a bit too far that’s all I’m saying, even if it is, you know just very compelling storytell..

Inn-Keeper 

(speaking over last part of sentence)

Mr Marduk, please be so kind as to pass me your personal possession - prepare yourself adequately for your own fate.

Inn-Keeper is quite intense now and the storm has worsened.
Asher 
Here you go, lay it on me!

THUNDER LIGHTENING.

EXT. - CITY STREETS - DAY

Asher steps out of a taxi in a very smart suit, hair parted differently from before - looking very professional.

INT. - MODERN OFFICE BLOCK

Enters state of the art office block and is greeted with hello’s as he passes through open plan office.

Has a door opened for him by secretary and is met by older well dressed man, obviously the boss.
Boss
Lucas my boy!!! Come in come in. 

Boss rises from chair, Asher shakes hands, undoes jacket button and sits down, takes an offered cigar, smells it but refuses a light and just smiles.
Boss 

Lucas, saw your promo, impressive, very impressive.

Asher 

Ought to be with the amount I forked out on it, yeah but thanks, its all going to plan.

Boss 
Good, good, well be careful, that inheritance can’t keep you in the way you’ve become accustomed to forever you know, expensive business the old TV, you don’t want to risk it all without having something to fall back on.

Asher 
Oh you’d be surprised, the old mare was quite the investor it turns out, god bless her. And the network is going great guns, early days but we’ve exceeded all forecasts, so I think I’ll be OK.

Boss
Riiight, well you must know why I’ve called you in, I want to make you an offer you can’t refuse Lucas! I’m not going to mince my words, we want you back and we’re willing to meet any of the demands you wish to make - how about it?

Asher
Well, I’m flattered, of course, I loved it here and what you have taught me is invaluable but I’m sorry Charles no can do. I gave in my resignation because I’ve been working on this project for so long now and finally I have the time, opportunity and capital to do it and if I don’t do it now I never will.

Boss 

I feared you’d say that but I’ll make a proposal to you, we are going to give you an open door policy, the doors open for you Lucas my boy, do what you have to do and if god forbid your project doesn’t meet your expectations then we’re ready and waiting to re-negotiate your position.

Asher

(laughs) 

Thanks, I may well take you up on that - its very kind and like I said very flattering, thank you.

Knock on the door and young man whips head round and beams.
Jack
Sorry Sir, hello Luke, erm I know you’re both busy but I wanted your advice on that new campaign you left hanging.

Boss 
How rude, so damned insolent Jack! Well bloody well come in then! Idiot.

Asher 

Hello Jack how’s you? 

Jack shakes hands then sets up story-board and looks towards them and beams.
Jack
Okay its the new fruit drinks range by the Vixen brewery company, they want to make a non-alcoholic range for the youth market – they’re looking to build a strong brand alliance from as early on as possible.  The logos, colour and fonts are all very similar to their alcoholic mixers.

So, I’ve gone down the unruly rebellious route and have come up with this little beauty.

Turns paper over on massive board to reveal a detailed colour sketch - a cartoon girl lounging on a school chair, one arm wrapped round its back the other tapping fingers on desk - legs apart, looking mean, moody and full of attitude, very stylised school uniform in class full of blandly dressed geeks all slavishly looking up to her and her bottle of ‘Korrrova’.

Tag lines giving me grief. I’ve got, ‘There’s no getting over Korrova!’ Or, ‘Get the dull day over with a Korrova’ or ‘The parties never over with…’, you get my drift but I just know there’s a killer  hook but its been dodging me for a week and they want to see it tomorrow and I’ve still got to finish half the gear you were supposed to do, so come on man, give us some of your old magic!

Asher smiles and had been nodding along, boss is alive with anticipation and spins round and stares at Asher.
Asher 

Right all very good but the first thing is they’ll pull you up for not really drawing a clear enough connection between this and their adult mixers. I’d definitely play around with that - how about ‘Step over to Korrova’ put the idea of the drinker stepping up, making a transition from childhood into something more edgy, surly? 

Both boss and Jack nod while making frowns of acknowledgement to the idea.

So, its adult its uh, how about ‘Playtimes Over, Drink Korrova!’ - v similar I know but you know, its simple and its something you can play with down the line in the campaign.

Boss and Jack nod along and are beaming at him, Jack opens his hands out in front of him and shrugs as if to say ‘look at this guy!’ whilst nodding at the boss.  Asher watches them both smiles then cocks his head to one side.
Asher
You cheeky tarts.

They both stop beaming and Asher is laughing, looks at the boss.
Asher 

You set this up didn’t you? Thinking I might get the ‘feel’ for it again? Deary, deary me.

Jack 

What? What you on about you silly sod?

Boss 
Really! What do you take me for Lucas?

Asher gets up still beaming, does up button puts cigar in top pocket and makes his way to the door.
Asher
You’re welcome to the pitch Jack, best of luck, meet up for a pint soon, Charles, I’ll be seeing you soon, I’ll be throwing some work your way in next couple of weeks.

Okay chaps, I will no doubt see you both very soon, good day! 

Boss throws pen at Jack, spins round in chair. 

Boss
Bollocks!
INT. - ASHERS OFFICE HQ - DAY

Asher sat at his office with three of his people running around him, he has photos of himself laid out in front of him with notes and font examples littered over desk too. 

Asher
Right at the top ‘Temple of Salvation’ Channel number bla di bla - Me bang in the middle, mean, moody and magnificent.  Bottom put the email, the web details all the usual stuff and make sure it doesn’t look like a film poster right, we want to impress the point this is for real! Show me the copies and we’ll take it from there, OK off you go.

INT.  TV STUDIO - EVENING

Live Transmission for ‘Temple of Salvation’.

Asher is standing with a massive screen beside him, the screen shows magnificently lavish images of earthquakes, volcano’s and famine, Nazi Germany, modern warfare, riots, destitute victims of oppression, soldiers in hospitals, then rich bankers toasting each other, oil prices and stock shares with cluster bombs going off etc. - basically images of the last 100 years bad points and most horrific news footage - shown intermittently whilst Asher addresses his audience with a clock looming over the screen reading the date and time as 21:00 DECEMBER 13 2010.
Asher
It is recorded in countless ancient texts that in the end times there will be a period of great uncertainty and of great upheaval. Chaos will reign supreme before illumination presides, the earth will burn and the seas will rise before enlightenment is granted. 

Well, let’s just step back and review our world for the last 100 years.  

How many wars did this century bear? How much suffering and confusion raged? All in an age of so called progress! An enlightened age, one of scientific and technological wonder! No, this was a bleak, bloody 100 years. A century full of carnage, its people at the mercies of machiavellian leaders, forcing citizens to wage war and find division, whilst they themselves revelled in the vile glorious spoils of war. Just look at all the recent atrocities, was the 21st century really supposed to be baptised in such brutal acts of barbarity? 

Images of night vision sniping, internet images of modern warfare and land mines.

We as mere mortals were caught in this raging chaos, entranced by an unyielding force, merely fulfilling our roles in a prophecy, a final prophecy.

Prophecies denied from us, hidden from us and written out of history, yet so potent and so intrinsically ingrained in our very being that we had no power to challenge their unstoppable course – but the prophecies are far from over. Oh no.

These prophecies possess clear and chilling references to our world today and our moral famine, yet clearly insisting again and again that the innocent worshipers of Truth will survive – IF they mark themselves out from those that are lost forever to the dark.  

But how do we mark ourselves out, what do the prophecies say? 

Well, one recurring theme in these prophecies is a belief in a new birth, borne out of the bloodshed and havoc of the end times. A new afterlife that is reserved solely for those who know goodness, kindness, charity and belief!  We are told to behold the ancient secrets of the immortal truth.

And what are these ancient secrets?

Well, the answer lies within nature itself - the very mechanics of our living cosmos is orchestrated and mapped out to pinpoint precision and the ancients knew the very language and code that these precise and harmonious actions adhered to - these codes govern time itself and all that is, was, and will be is harnessed in the language and the magic of; 

Signs, Symbols and Sacred Geometry.

The screen comes to life with brilliantly lit, massive logos and signs and symbols looming into main frame then falling back only for another to take its place. Then corn circles, DNA pictures, crystals, snowflakes, ancient hieroglyphics, Kabbalah tree of life etc. - his telephone number and website details appear at the bottom of the screen with pictures of his books and dvd’s. 

EXT. - DIFFERENT CITIES - DAY

Enormous posters are shown going up all across the UK, Europe and USA with smart clocks attached with countdowns but not switched on, many people stop and stare as they go up.

INT. - STUDIO - LIVE SHOOT

More images of signs and symbols in nature and in ancient archaeology and ancient cultures. With Asher speaking over the images with intermittent shots of him talking and coolly working centre stage.
ASHER

Sacred signs, symbols and geometry - geometry being universal power translated through shapes - are the most primitive and most unadulterated examples of cosmic power. A power that is literally Godlike in its intensity. The power of nature and all her intricate characters are captured in simple yet perfectly anointed patterns.  These prehistoric signs and patterns act as Sigils i.e. magic and spiritual power embodied in forms and shapes. And within these sacred entities lie the true meaning of life - a bursting brilliant belief, in Reason! 

A logical, intelligent, boundless belief which screams we are not mere by-products of chance, we are not inconsequential bit part players! We are chosen! We are here for a reason. And those that passed on this knowledge from centuries gone have allowed us to prepare for the great day when we take their warnings and gather together and adorn ourselves with the mystic powers that allow us, the anointed few, to enter the final chapter.

Screen airs images of Ashers minions taking calls, wrapping dvd’s and books and smiling whilst taking orders.

Viewers watching at home are confused but intrigued, old couple look at each other then back to the screen, marijuana smokers telling their guests to hush as they listen to the broadcast - phone calls begin ringing in and continue increasing.

More images of his posters looming large over main roads with Asher intermittently shown describing some symbols.

Asher
The Ankh, ancient representation of the sun, from which the symbol of the cross is derived, a highly potent symbol for life and eternity. There’s the Swastika - an ancient sun symbol, not an invention of the Nazis no, its thousands of years old - in Sanskrit it literally means ‘good sign’ and has been found in many ancient cultures as a sacred symbol for the power of the sun, a highly powerful sign. 

There’s the Hexagram, the six pointed star with two overlapping triangles which embodies many elements of the eternal life-force including fire, water, male and female power and the divine union, this sign possesses immeasurable potency.

Ah, the Eye of Horus - an Egyptian favourite, though dates back from far earlier roots, a symbol of the protective eye that represents the sun but also represents the power of the Underworld - and the power over death.

And now we see the eye again as the Eye of Providence - the all seeing eye resting in the heart of a triangle - an ancient symbol of natures or Gods universal supremacy - and a sign adopted by many powerful societies the world over to this very day including the Free Masons, the Illuminati and it can be found residing on the American Dollar Bill. Powerful organisations all employ these signs, logos, symbols and sigils to incorporate and harness their cosmic power. Please just start looking at how many powerful and successful organisations carry the same logos. They know!  The have always known the power they transmit.

Montage of police uniforms, crests, freemasons, company logos that use triangles, crosses, eyes, stars, CBS AOL TEXACO etc. 

Not by chance, by no means - but simply because they understand the potency and their access to an ageless divine essence. 

Ah, and here is the most precious, potent and prophetic of all the symbols for the age we are about to enter - the symbol of the great Mayan god Hunab Ku - this emblem embodies and signifies the supreme creator. It harnesses the power of the sun and the solar calendar, the balanced forces of nature and perfection. We owe so much to the Mayans - a deeply inspired people whose prophecy will shape the coming years of our lives in immeasurable ways. 

So, how can we as mere individuals incorporate these magic sigils into our lives? How do we access these powers and ally ourselves with the true power that the ancients worshipped and celebrated every day of their waking lives?  

The  screen now displays massive glass pyramid with the eye of Horus captured in the middle, very beautiful and it sits on a deep blue glass hexagonal thick plate which carries Ashers full name that looms up like a magnifying glass when its tilted forward - next the same prism appears but this time with the Ankh, and the name Angela Mortimer is written within it.

The answer simply lies in positive, true and faithful belief! Are you a believer in reason or are you not? Well then let us begin.

As he speaks now some of his sentences appear on the screen and key words are highlighted whilst bright colours and lights adorn the backdrop.
Asher
These amazing geometrically crafted pyramids, the primordial triangle denoting perfection, ascendancy, power, potency and privilege over the many, sit on a sacred hexagonal plate bearing the name or title of whoever it is intended to prosper, protect and offer eternal bliss to. Only one name can be housed in each ‘Sacred Benben-Ark’. Each ARK brings the keeper and the property it is housed in closer to the Eternal Infinite Majestic Current of Life, with each additional pyramid the greater that power becomes. Each of these ARKS are blessed during their crafting and their personalised engraving. Each one ordained by sacred Mayan rituals and prayers bestowing the power of strength, salvation and success directly into the ‘Sacred Benben-Ark’, from which this power is henceforth transmitted. All in all there are nine of these casts - each one harnessing the power of one sacred sigil.

MONTAGE

The broadcast is seen being watched in several different homes with a round the clock sales pitch.  More calls are taken, whilst pyramids are shown being boxed, shipped, blessed via a CD of Mayan incantations, a token act of a blessing is filmed. 

Several people are seen receiving and opening boxes and putting them on their shelves etc.

END MONTAGE

INT. ASHERS OFFICE - DAY

Asher is watching his own image on screen whilst taking calls, signing papers, writing cheques, checking profit and loss accounts and consulting bookish types holding books on Mayan and Egyptian artefacts etc. 

MONTAGE

Asher repeats same pitch in different suits with more TV’s being watched and more posters going up. More and more calls are taken. Asher smiles whilst checking his accounts, indications of success are clear. 

INT. ASHERS OFFICE - DAY

Asher in his office lights a cigar and hushes his staff and turns up volume as he comes back on screen.

ASHER

I love this bit.

INT. TV STUDIO - DAY

ASHER 

Who doesn’t want to be saved? Who doesn’t want to live out this final, primal fantasy? We are not the blind ones! We know we are special, we know we understand something so deep and ageless that we wish to grab it and hold it and become one with it - well now we’re doing it - now we belong! 

We may be humble, we may be misunderstood, we may not have been blessed with great luck or great fortune but my god we are not poor! We are not so weak that we cannot understand that strength we feel is from an unstoppable ancient source - we knew we were special and now we know why! We knew we were being summoned and now we know our path!

And we are not selfish people, no, we want to protect, save and empower all our loved ones - we want to take them on this ancient magical journey too! Each ‘Benben-Ark’ is still only £69.99, it costs nearly that much to make and more to ship it to you but that’s the way we do things here but we cannot do this without your kind donations – keep them coming in – without your donations this Temple of Salvation will come tumbling down! So thank you for all the very generous gifts but keep them coming in - we are all in this together and we are going to keep on and on until we are all brimming with jubilant eternal ecstasy! 

So forget Christmas gifts, forget birthday, wedding and anniversary and mothers day gifts that are meaningless soulless trinkets that hark back to that unholy alliance to the worship of mammon – what could be a greater gift than the gift of salvation???

And don’t forget these pyramids are more than an embodiment of ancient sacred power but also our identification, our uniform and badge of allegiance! The day of reckoning is upon us, protect yourselves now and make sure you protect all those that you wish to save. Prove your allegiance, make your contract with the eternal alliance, we have entered the final chapter and only those who believe will be saved!!!

INT. - ADVERTISING AGENCY MEETING ROOM - DAY

Ashers old ad agency staff hold up a massive poster with an authentically painted Mayan god in full head-dress with circles and triangles and squares surrounding him, in each of these shapes is a date of eclipses, earthquakes, equinoxes etc. that the Mayans had supposedly predicted and all with ticks denoting successful predictions. 

INT. TV STUDIO - CHAT SHOW - EVENING

Asher leaves a green room - we hear applause and then we see a colourful tv studio - and the host welcomes the audience and tells them who they have on tonight.
Host
But first we have quite a coup, a man whose name and image I am sure you will be more than familiar with. He calls himself a scholar, a devotee of ancient mysteries and a prophet of salvation - others not so kindly have labelled him an opportunist, a scare monger, a confidence trickster parading as an evangelist and a profiteering prophet of a manufactured doom  - please welcome my first guest tonight, Mr Asher Nephesh Marduk.

(applause)

Asher walks in composed and relaxed.

Host
Hope I pronounced that right?

Asher 
It was fine.

Host
Very pleased you agreed to come on the show, welcome.

Asher 

My pleasure.

Host
OK so Asher, first off, how would you yourself describe who you are and what you do? Give you the opportunity to clear this one up since you’ve managed to pick up so much bad press.

Asher
Well its pretty clear to the millions of people who regularly view my broadcasts and study my literature who I am and what I do. I always knew I would be misunderstood and misrepresented by the media at large, I was under no illusions that my mission would not be without its controversy or its detractors.

Host 

Mission? You see your enterprise as a mission? Can you not see that its claims like these that cause such backlash and invite ridicule?

Asher 
Ridicule from those whose haven’t the decency to base their opinions on enquiry I can live with, I can assure you of that, its the respect and understanding of my peers,

(gestures towards the audience) 

And my advocates that I concern myself with. I have very little time for critics or the media at large.

Host
OK, well this is your first interview on a major network and there’s many things that the audience will wish to know, I have to ask though how does it feel knowing you hold the record for the most expensive advertising campaign in British history? 

Asher
Its the world we live in today, there’s no way you can get a message across without using the channels and facilities that exist and they are not cheap but time is short and we needed to get the truth out as quickly and effectively as possible, but progress is being made so its been worth it.

Host 
So you’re saying you’re business is a success then?

Asher
This movement, this mission, is succeeding yes, but its far from over, we have only just begun, many more pressing matters are at hand and we are preparing for them as we speak.

Host

A lot of people will say it is a business you run and the business you are in, to put it politely as possible, is not without its controversy. A lot of people insist it preys on the naive, the gullible and the desperate, is there no sense of shame in what you do? 

Asher looks at the audience and smiles broadly, his charm evokes a few titters, laughs and nervous coughs before he turns back.

Asher

I am not ashamed of what I do, on the contrary I am extremely proud and feel privileged to be an ambassador for good, for hope and for infinite love.

Host 

So you don’t think you prey on the gullible and naïve?

Asher
No not in the slightest - but I really wouldn’t expect people of your nature to even attempt to understand that.

Host
You mean people who are halfway intelligent and still in possession of their own faculties!?

Asher
So you’re suggesting everyone that believes in hope, goodness and infinite love is a mindless simpleton? You really are quite the humanitarian aren’t you?

Host seems a little peeved by the positive audience reaction Asher is receiving.

HosT
You know full well, as so do the vast majority of the good people out there, what I’m getting at. To put it bluntly Mr Marduk, its not too far removed from the truth to suggest that you’re actually just a fraud and if we’re being honest, your organisation is nothing more than a glorified shopping channel for the spiritually needy. 

Asher laughs and is brimming with cool amusement - host takes the bait.
And the only reason your are on this show is because of your inescapable advertising campaign! Your posters have taken over every other billboard by the look of things! I really do believe you should be ashamed of what you do Mr Marduk!

Asher
I should be ashamed of what I do?
You really ought not to be so judgmental Mr Shaw. I can’t believe you’re actually attempting to discredit and belittle me for alerting the public about something that will have monumental and immediate affect on us all! And who exactly are you to be in judgement of me and my actions anyway? From where I’m sitting it seems you’re sole role in life is pandering to an endless supply of so called celebrities and letting them drone on about their latest god awful book or dvd. And you have the gall to judge my integrity!?

(some laughter)

Host
Now you just hang on! Well talk about blind hypocrisy! Listen, for all my sins at least I don’t rip off the vulnerable and the needy with false promises and plastic poncy prisms! 

Asher
Surely you’re not serious are you? So your incessant endorsements and plugging of useless, soulless fads, all those hideous hollow lifestyles you push and promote - yeah I can see why somebody trying to offer hope and renewed belief in ones own divinity must seem so vulgar to the likes of you!

Host
Hope and divinity??? You are telling people the world is going to end and they will all be destroyed unless they buy into your preposterous and outrageous claims!

Asher
I made no such claims, I said we are on course for an enormous cosmic shift and that means many serious repercussions for each and every one of us.

Host
Oh right so I must have got this wrong, let me just read a passage from your latest press release, ‘Only those that make a true pilgrimage of the spirit and make a true allegiance to the ancients before the final revolution of the cosmic cycle will make it through to the beautiful dawn’. Pardon me if I throw up.

Asher
I don’t expect you to understand Mr Shaw, but I have been granted a vision, just a tiny glimpse of what will be and it is my duty to prepare all those out there that already know, that already feel that something monumental is in motion, there are people out there that have been waiting a very long time for this moment and they are in tune with what is happening out there and what this prophecy is all about. We are being readied, we are heading for an evolutionary leap that will mean more to those that know of Gods will than to those that are blind to it.

Host
So God has told you to warn the world has he? So you’re hearing voices or what?

Asher 
I am speaking about the one true god, the god in all of us, in all living things and in all that we see - the true soul and spirit of life. We are all god incarnate and this entire false existence is going to crumble before us very soon.

Host
Well there you go again - so you are saying we are heading for all out destruction?!

Asher
To those that are denied enlightenment then its conceivably so, if you are not prepared then you will have little or no power to protect yourselves from the spiritual and physical carnage that lies in wait.

Host 

Oh and I suppose your books, pyramids and dvd’s can save us can they?

Asher
Only the belief in something true can save and transport you. A belief in something unsullied and fundamentally pure, ancient truth has lasted throughout the ages and will last through this final catastrophe and so too will all those that embrace their divine inheritance and tune into and return to ancient seals of power.

Host
So when exactly is this catastrophe then? When should I consider cancelling my magazine subscriptions?

Asher
The morning of December the 21st 2012 at 11 minutes past the hour of 11 am GMT.

Some mutters in audience.  

The great cosmic cycle will end its current reign and the earth’s magnetic poles will be reversed.

(to audience)

Prepare yourselves, arm yourself with as much information as possible, join us.

Host
Wo Wo that’s quite enough this isn’t a recruiting campaign for you death cult thank you very much - so its the whole Mayan thing we’ve all been reading about? Its their prophecy you’ve hitched your wagon to, right so according to you  next year its wham bam thank you maam?

Asher
Its a life cult not a death cult - and yes its the Mayan calendar and prophecies along with many, many other warnings and prophecies which all point to this date and time from cultures dating back thousands of years from all over the world. 

(earnestly looks to the audience) 

Look them up for yourselves, invest some time in reading up on these prophecies - for your own sakes.

Host
Well there you have it folks.

OK I’m getting shouted at all over the place here, we are way over time on this one - we’d love to have you back because I’m sure we’ll be hearing a lot more about you, thank you Asher Marduk for this exclusive interview, Mr Asher Marduk everybody.

Asher nods once, looks at audience and just stares at them - no handshake.
Host
Please do join us again after the break when my next guest..

INT. ASHERS OFFICE 

Asher in his office with an associate, MATT. 

Asher
Well if Mel bloody Gibson could persuade them then surely we can get a handful together down here?!  

Matt
They’re a very proud people Asher and well they think it all seems a bit exploitative.

Asher
Oh give me a break Matt! I’m talking about a handful of tattooed Mayan dudes just hanging around saying a few things about their religion!  

Matt
Ash, you have no idea how personally embarrassed I feel but its just that we’ve encountered some hostility because some recent projects have managed to offend some of the community. There’s just a mood amongst the Maya that the current interest in them is, well a bit savage – but I’m flying out to Guatemala tomorrow, there’s some guides who worked on the Tikal project who I’m in talks with, now these guys are the real deal but all I am saying is don’t be surprised if they want a bigger say so in what they are asked to say.

Asher
Matt – why do you think I care what they actually say??? They can come on here and rattle on about the price of coca beans as far as I’m concerned all I want is to have them in their full gear, prepared to do some quasi religious chanting and jump about a bit.

Matt
Well that’s the hard part none of the guys we’ve talked to actually believe in this doomsday thing at all they say the calendars out of synch..

Asher
Woah stop right there - make sure they understand they keep that firmly under their hats right! OK listen you can promise them I will give them a slot to talk and say what they like with full subtitled translations, subject to my editing naturally, and we will air it. We can use it as a filler, I need this sorted Matt, I’m relying on you here.

INT. - USA NEWS REPORT

American News Reporter 2
The interviews only seem to heighten interest in the charismatic Englishman.  This interest was translated into hard currency today as both Microsoft and Dell followed several other major brands by having begun advertising on his channel and website, which are claiming to be reaching above and beyond 8,000,000 hits a day. Julian Barret of Microsoft said earlier, ‘We have to accept traditional markets are no longer the staple for an online working generation, with an entire cross-section no longer watching television so we have to get our brand out there on sites that generate interest – and this site if anything is doing just that. Its not a case of condoning or endorsing material within the medium its purely about exposure’.

INT. - TV STUDIO - OCTOBER 2012 - DAY 
Live transmission.

Asher 

Keep these pledges coming in – we only have two months before the big day. We must continue to give and we must continue to believe and must continue to teach those that are blind! 

They  cannot see the truth in what we see but you must try and save them!

These prophecies, these clues, these echoes from our wisest hour are all that we have that is still pure, unsullied and undistorted. All religions were borne of these truths but how many of them have lost their way? How many teachings have been subject to man’s interference and mans political motive? Great and holy scriptures have been casualties of erroneous translation, arrogant censor and diabolical propaganda at the expense of truth itself. Can the same be said of the sun, the moon, the stars, the seas, the tides and the ancient symbols of sacred power? No, they have remained true – and it is to this truth, the only truth, that we align ourselves with, in this, the final hour. 

MONTAGE

Mayan instrumental/funked up ethnic music.

Asher in his professional side parted hair and suit walking into plush financial institute; Swiss bank ledgers, profits going up, stocks and share folios, calculations showing 14,000,000 people globally hit his site this month and his sales were still going strong, two advisors show him a graph on massive easel with calculations showing 1,000,000 hard core viewers, 200,000 of these are repeat buyers, 200,000 X £100 per each = £20,000,000. Also see his books being read on trains, on beaches, people watching his programmes online, tourists pointing up at logos and symbols in cities around the world, others staring at his posters which now have their timers counting down to the big day.  

INT. TV STUDIO - DEBATE SHOW 

The Maya calendar being discussed on news debate show and debunkers getting angry and shaking heads shouting about cults, false prophets, differences in Gregorian calendars, Nostradamus’s false doomsday fears, an economist begrudgingly points out the niche market that Asher has cleverly seen and exploited.

economist

With the growing disillusionment with organised religion and the growing belief in all things spiritual he really has tapped into a very rich vein and lets not forget in America these kind of networks generate millions of cash purely from donations on the promise that each dollar given brings you closer to god! It sounds incredible but tv evangelism shows like the Jim and Tammy Show made the Bakkers family way over $100 million. Likewise the Crouches families Trinity Broadcast Network generates over $160 million in revenue every year!

INT. BEHIND THE SCENES STUDIO - DAY

A door is opened and Asher steps back in amazement laughs and claps – we see a massive Mayan feathered regal head-dress and a black stone altar. Then see an enormous plastic computerised pillar/mock stone stela  – with Mayan glyphs and carvings with wires and 7 digital plaques running just behind the facade.

INT. ASHERS OFFICE - DAY

Matt returns to office, gives Asher a winning all telling smile and five Mayan men are ushered in with an interpreter. All heavily tattooed in ill fitting jeans and t shirts. They are offered cigarettes take one each and all laugh as they smoke and nod.
INT. TV STUDIO - DAY

Mayans dressed in full regalia are given tequila and are filmed talking about their history. Cuts of the talk are translated by the translator with interspersed scenes of Asher writing and rehearsing lines, posters clock showing 1 month left, homes with pyramids and glyphs centre stage with joss sticks around them, grannies licking envelopes with more money in, charity events being held for the Temple. Also images of the Mayan sites and their art are shown.

Mayan Tribesman (V.O)

(via translator)

Our people hail back over 3 and half thousand years, we were master architects, building great cities, we had over 40 enormous great complexes with temples and pyramids touching the sky, still regarded as wonders of architecture to this day.  We were good farmers, keeping the community well fed which allowed us time to work on our architecture, mathematics, religion and our astronomy - we were also proud soldiers. 

Our society was organised like pyramids with slaves at the bottom, mostly lowly captors from war, the noble captors were sacrificed to the gods. Then there were the peasants who did the farming and made up our military, above them came the tradesmen who would buy and sell for our people. And then came the Nobles and Priests. They alone knew how to read and write and also how to divine the will of the gods. They were very important, using astronomy to decide lucky and unlucky times for battle and they would lead us into battle in proud jewels and bright cloaks. They offered sacrifices and led all the religious occasions. But mostly they attended to the sciences - perfecting calendars, astronomical charts and mathematical systems that are as advanced as today’s, the accuracy is still confusing the modern world. Our writing was very complex too and our hieroglyphics helped record all the astronomy and culture we knew but many books were burned and destroyed by the outsiders. The nobles and priest were our spiritual and cultural leaders, but above them were the Rulers, at the very top of the pyramid - the Kings! The ‘True Men’. These kings were seen as god-kings, the highest living person in our world. On great worship days these kings would cut their..

Mayan turns to his friends and laughs and says something that is not translated. 

They cut their bodies and the blood is captured on leaves and offered as sacrament. 

Much of our blood letting is well known but it was a different time and a different world and we surrendered all to our gods wishes and we sacrificed lives for our beliefs and still today modern learned leaders send men to die in wars, what we did was for an age old belief, be it wrong or right it was of that time.  But we also lived very colourful and happy lives too!  With celebrations and festivals, we dressed in bright robes and head-dresses, with lots of music, we had many instruments, we made our own erm tequila? 

(laughter)  

Very strong called balche. We had hallucinogenic drugs, such as mushrooms and peyote, and we smoked a very strong tobacco with hallucinogenic effects. We lived very full colourful lives and our farming, our strength of culture our mathematics, astronomy and language and architecture are sometimes overlooked at the expense of other aspects of our culture.

Asher watching this turns to Matt.
Asher
They’re too flipping happy, we’ll use it before the counter goes up - but tell them less of the goofing around I want dark and menacing! OK!

INT. - TV STUDIO SHOOT - DAY December 11 11:11am
10 days to go.

Asher stands before newly designed set with an elaborate arch in centre stage and altar before it with the stela on left, with seven clearly defined layers, top stone a face of a Mayan god with an elaborate sun disk adorning the very top. 

He stands before the Mayan style arch, above it is a counter with day month year and time in minutes and seconds with another set of digits below set at zero.

Screen Reads: December 11 11:11am - its real time and the show was building up to this time and then music starts.

The massive counter comes to life and we see the date as above but the seconds start moving and below that we see the countdown to December 21 11:11am 2012 

Asher 

Our countdown has begun.

montage on studio screen

Screens show several major news reports of the travesties that have taken place around the world in the last few years i.e. the tsunami, New Orleans, Florida fires, UK storm and floods, civil unrest, religious war, with each date getting closer and  closer - music with piercing notations for each headline.

More music, more flashing images, more drama created when suddenly the stela comes to life, full of colour and menace, like a demonic pinball machine. Each layer has a different colour. The lights go out and the stela returns to grey stone.
Asher
The hour is close at hand and we need to keep on pledging we must be ready for the new world, our new world, those that have accepted their divine calling will become illuminated, will become enlightened, will be eternal. We are the new, from ancient roots!

We see this appeal being broadcast in several languages.
Keep on sending in what in a very short time will be redundant, will be worthless, will be prehistoric. Keep the pledges coming in, we need to fund our connection, our communication, we must be able to keep this transmission alive!

Wow oh my god, okay people we have made a start, the first donations are coming in!

The bottom stone of the stela flickers to life and is brimming with life and colour.  The second one flickers for a split second then goes back to grey.

16 December 2012
The calendar moves forward to 16 December - we see the Mayans dancing and singing but seem lack lustre.

Asher is watching off screen and grabs Matt.
Asher
Anymore arseing around from them and I swear your cut is gonna be halved Matt! This is no good - for the last time get that translator to tell them loud and clearly I want morbid, sombre and grim re-enactment’s of ancient rites not carry on come bloody dancing! no mate! On the night you tell that translator I want them to practise mean and moody right!? Not mincing in a toga!

December 19th 

The stela is just over halfway up we see Asher at the podium standing under the arch now and his attire is more elaborate, a cloak seemingly made from a jaguars skin with the head resting on a plinth, jaws wide eyes staring.

December 20th 11:30pm 

The five Mayan can be heard laughing and giggling in their dressing room. We hear a bottle smash and a moan then silence.
INT. USA TV STUDIOS - NEWS REPORTS

News Reporter 3
His audience share has rocketed and though most may be watching in disbelief there are still those that have sent in thousands upon thousands of pounds, dollars, rupees what have you and are watching with baited breath as they hang on his every word. The estimates of how much he has amassed are quite startling and have been stated to be between 25 to 30 million pounds sterling for the last quarter alone, this prophet is truly in the black!  

News ANALYST
The watchdog body claim he has been very clever with his wording so those claims you mentioned have been categorically dismissed and thrown out. He really has been very clever and his charity that operates alongside his campaigns has also protected him from many of the other conceivable breaches, he has been totally open to all audits and his accounts are managed by the UK’s most respected, and most expensive, firm. He is not breaking the law and as yet he doesn’t seem to have exposed a single chink in his armour.

INT. - TV STUDIO 

Asher is off stage, the clock is counting down, 

ethnic music is playing and the stela is on the final plaque, the  head is bright and glowing and only the sun disc is still unlit. Five different Mayans walk in, muscly, mean with red teeth and sheathed knives and spears, axes hang from their animal skin clothing, adorned with symbols. asher walks passed them and is genuinely startled.

Asher
Fuck me! That’s more like it! You scared the shit out of me! Good, good. 

Giving thumbs up - they stare back at him sternly then begin scanning the studio and the crew.

December 20th 11:59pm
Drums bang in old Native Indian style. Asher stares down the screen, the camera pans to the countdown to 11.11am and to the stela then back to footage of recent events that signal signs of collapse and chaos.  Symbols, sigils and runes fill the screen intermittently - ancient sites and statues etc. are shown in between shots of shopping malls being looted, drunks fighting in the street, girls bearing all on drunken escapades, children in hoodies causing havoc, cars in gridlock, Islamic fundamentalists marching, nuclear weapons being deployed, it strikes 12. It is now December the 21st, 11 hours from doomsday.

int. tv studio - December 21st - 0.01am
The Maya walk around in menacing but contained fury, chewing tobacco and spitting it whilst every now and then checking their weaponry.  

The screen now starts showing etchings, carvings and stelas of ancient Mayan rites and rituals. We see close ups of long tongued shaman and kings holding aloft hearts and blood splattered alters and great pyramid steps daubed in blood and body parts. We then see photographs of the San Bartolo murals, but in perfect colour, enlarged and touched up so they show the pictures detailed ritualistic re-enactments clearly on full screen.

INT. ASHERS OFFICE - NIGHT

His now empty office where 3 people at empty desks are taking calls and organising last minute removals.
Asher
OK listen up - everything’s gone brilliantly so we just stick to the plan. Cut our losses and you lot be out by half ten - I’m gonna hit the sack now till 6, keep the news editing and loops on then I’ll do the blitz shpeal right up until ten past 11, but I want you guys out of here by 10.30 latest! Stop whatever you are doing even if its something huge, just make sure you take every little scrap of paper.

Joe’s rigged the mobile studio so I want the control panel up and running for the live feed, lights and editing. Just leave two cameras bang in the middle getting me and the screen. Controls can pick and mix as we go along, the Mayan dudes and translator leave with me, their drivers are all sorted.

Matt and me will take the chopper at around 11:15 and we’ll catch up as planned.

INT. STUDIO CHANGING ROOMS - DECEMBER 26 7AM 

Asher is up, we see him doing a long line of coke and then see him getting dressed in leather chaps and boots and jaguar skin cloak, make up girl is putting henna warrior stripes on his face.

He arrives on stage standing next to the kings head-dress - his face adorned in Mayan tattoos.

INT. TV STUDIO - DEBATE SHOW

A TV special watches the antics live and they discuss Asher as another loop of old footage continues, a Mayan expert is shaking his head.

MAYAN EXPERT

What he has done is quite unforgivable and beside from the ethics there is also the responsibly to the noble rites and rituals of the ancients that he is clearly  manipulating for his own greed..

The expert falls silent midway through his dialogue and watches in horror as Ashers live feed kicks off with a still shot of him in all his Mayan glory standing next to the head-dress.
MAYAN EXPERT 

Oh dear god, this mans a fool.

He’s re-enacting a religious occasion and he’s playing the king? I hope he’s done his homework! I really hope he doesn’t intend on wearing that.

INT. - TV STUDIO - LIVE SHOOT - 9am
Drumming continues loudly as Asher is shown standing under the arch next to the head-dress and jaguar skull -  he is holding one of his ‘Sacred BenBen-Arks’ and is meditating on it whilst every now and then staring sternly and directly down the screen. The Sun crest at top of the stela blinks a few times and Asher looks at it and then returns to his ark - holding it tighter and grimacing slightly as his efforts increase - then shots of carnage hit the screens again, bad news from around the world are beamed out.

9.50am

The five Mayan men have joined him, standing in a v shape behind him, all in deep meditation. The screen shows pledge details and images of live carnage and riots and unrest that the date has managed to evoke.  The Mayans are getting louder and Asher likes it, they are pulling out their knives and spears and anointing them with oils and chanting to them.

MONTAGE

10am

We see loads of well humoured raver’s partying in massive warehouse with pyramid hats and masks on with massive screen counting down as the hour strikes 10am.

People in their homes ring and send in cash. Old couples hold hands, sitting before the fire with their ‘Sacred BenBen-Arks’ held tight, we see houses full of people watching in nervous anticipation. Big halls filled with his followers watching on big screens.  His posters with massive timers still adorn busy roads and billboards. Around the world people are sitting with their ‘Sacred BenBen-Arks’ at hand.

We see the mobile studio watching the feed and editing very quickly images coming in from around the news channels. A Helicopter is sat stationary on roof of building next to the studio. Two more vans with drivers are seen with  four security guards checking doors and exits.

10:50am

Asher stands next to the head-dress, an incantation is played over the drums - screen is now just a running loop of chaos and destruction. The drumming is getting faster and the incantations louder. The screen changes to images of ancient gods and goddesses - Mithra, Horus, Sett, Drogon images, fish gods and goddesses, Persephone, Baphomet, Ennuki, Nimrod etc. then as the countdown clock above the screen counts down the seconds from 600 to 0 the drum beating gets faster and louder.

The bloodier the images become the more the Mayans awake, they stand and stare out into the middle distance in a haze, drugged yet focused. Asher is alone - the camera is on auto with the control panel crew in a trailer miles away.

He turns to the screen and holds his ‘Sacred BenBen-Arks’ one last time and pulls a grimace and shuts eyes tightly and then the sun crest comes to bright life and the music changes to heavy bongo and drums with a much faster beat - the stela is gushing with lights and energy - Asher acts like he is in a trance and then begins to lift the chiefs head-dress from the plinth and raises it above his head as brilliant lights flash from the screen and fill the studio in white bright brilliance then as he rests the head-dress on his head the screen returns to Mayan murals and suddenly the spotlight for centre stage turns blue. Asher seems confused but ever the professional carries on with his head-dress performance, his whole body is drenched in a blue haze. He now reaches the top of the arch and the clock is counting down from 90 to 0 - he is acting as if in a trance and shaking and smiling and beaming.

TV’s across the world capture this moment and some homes with volume on full whack are also swooning and chanting to the incantations - mass hysteria takes grip - the control panel in the mobile studio are arguing about the blue light - but are too engrossed in his performance to really worry.

The countdown is down to 50 when the Mayan in pure fury now begin to chant louder - Asher smiles and nods with eyes closed and continues with his trance - they surround him then suddenly let out blood curdling shrieks and chants and grab him and he is rapidly and efficiently tied to the arch, standing and tied with legs and arms akimbo - the deafening music drown out his angry curses - the control panel go into haywire and show the screen of murals again - they freeze on one mural of the king with spears lancing through his manhood (a real mural of the king in head-dress with spears lancing his erect genitalia) - the music gets louder - screen switches automatically back to centre stage, they cannot switch away. Two Mayan are holding daggers in mid air whilst two others are heard slicing at cloth with their blades - the last one is seen ritualistically lowering a leaf in front of Ashers body. 

11:09am

Asher screams in voiceless prolonged agony as the unseen savage act is carried out - the act itself is portrayed by the continual zooming in of the mural of the ritually lanced King.

MAYAN EXPERT (V.O)

Dear Dear God! Not even he deserved this! In ancient Mayan culture the kings and queens would have to cut and give blood from their genitalia but this man here has been subjected to an act of vengeance - as would a captured noble belonging to another tribe or faith.. this is just horrific.

Drumbeat continues as the mobile truck is suddenly besieged and ravaged by an anarchic drunken raging gang.

Asher is thrown on the alter, the leaf is set alight and held aloft as Asher is cut at and then a shrieking Mayan begins dancing hypnotically taking over the entire scene - then he drops down below view and we see the others daubed in blood, singing and dancing, Asher out of sight with drum beating hard, then out from the bottom of screen the missing Mayan suddenly jumps up, drenched in blood wearing Ashers skin/face as a shroud and mask - the dripping scary mess is still very much like Asher - this dancing drugged up shaman parades to the gleeful delight of his peers - the countdown is done - the screens behind go blank and the shaman dances on as the blue spotlight blinks tiresomely on and off.

11:11am

The screen comes back on with an electric brilliant light and an image of Hunab Ku appears - the Maya fall silent and stare at it.

There’s an almighty quake and a furious rumble, they steady themselves and stare outwards as small traces of rubble falls from the roof. They look up.

Massive Thunder bolt and lightening - back to the inn.

INT. - CROSS KEYS INN - DAY

Lightening strikes brilliantly almost like a nuclear fallout - white electric light fills the inn then we see them all back in their seats but no Inn-Keeper.  The lightening remains for a few seconds and the pictures on the walls are seen for the first time - they are freaky collections of weird pagan images and occult practises, ghouls, phantoms, KKK lynchings, freaks etc. with newspaper headlines featuring the names and deaths of the five guests framed alongside. 

Chase
Where did Sam go?

Ruth 

Have you seen the photos?

Barry 

Yeah just don’t look at them, this is way too freaky! Someone slap me out of this fuckin’ nightmare.

Thunderclap and lightening
A fleeting flicker at the bar of an indistinguishable but moving image - the lightening strikes again and its a body turned away, maybe Sam - as the lightening flashes again we see it turning and the image is dressed in the tattered decaying garb of the grim reaper - then clearly as day he is grinning and laughing at the captives still sit terrified in their seats. He is flesh hanging from mere skull and bones and then triumphantly raises his scythe high into the air with a jolt and on command from the floor five ghoulish half decaying demons shoot up from smashed floorboards and hover menacingly for a split second above their prey then attack and claim ownership of each of their victims and take noisy possession of their cursed souls. Screams and mayhem. 

The brandy bottle spills to the floor, ignites and the whole inn is set alight - we pan out and we see the place engulfed in demonic flames as faces and hands bang on the windows.

The falcon stares down the screen, turns, flies off the sign post, pan to beautiful green meadows, a rainbow and bright beautiful sun nestling between the stones of Stonehenge - played out to ‘Jerusalem’.
Fin 

