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EXT. A ROCKY BEACH. DUSK

The sun light is piercing, the sky is filled with oranges

and reds, infernal. This contrasts with the cracked grey of

the sombre shoreline. There is the frothy swell of the sea,

rocks cracking together. She sits on the beach at the edge

of the sea, her feet in the water. She is wearing a flowing

dress.

He walks across the beach to her. They embrace, she puts her

shoes on.

The sun is setting, they sit hugging on the beach.

EXT. UNDER A PIER. MORNING.

He and She wake up, next to eachother, it is morning. They

are dishevelled. They kiss. Sudden intense string music

rises. The sound of the sea becomes deafening.

EXT. A BENCH OVERLOOKING THE BEACH. MIDDAY

She sits and looks out into sea.

He walks and sits beside her.

HIM

Strawberry. Is that alright?

HER

Yeah, it’s fine. It tastes good,

thank you.

HIM

That’s good.

HER

We’ll bring Christian here when

he’s born.

HIM

I love the beach, it’s so

beautiful, especially when you’re

here.

HER

Shall we go for a swim?

HIM

I don’t have any trunks, you don’t

either.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

HER

Oh, I know.

HIM

Oh... do you now?

HER

So I guess we’ll just have to find

another way of swimming.

HIM

I guess we will.

They run off. They begin to take eachothers clothes off on

the beach

CUTAWAY: BLACK.

EXT. A ROCKY BEACH. DUSK.

Some years later.

She is soaking, confused running up the beach. She shouts

"Christian", however it sounds as though she is far away.

CUT TO:

She is sitting on the beach crying and staring out to sea.

CUT TO:

He enters. She screams at him, again in silence.

CUT TO:

They sit in silence, seperate. He sleeps, she stares out to

sea, searching the horizon for Christian.

EXT. A ROCKY BEACH SOME YEARS LATER.

The beach is now a wasteland.

She sits on the beach and cries hard. She smashes rocks with

other rocks.

He sits beside her and looks at her, showing genuine

tenderness.

Eventually she stops, and her sobs become silent.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 3.

HIM

Are you calm now?

She nods.

HIM

Only, you still look a bit...antsy.

HER

I’m calm.

HIM

The sea’s beautiful you know. The

grey sea smashing on the rocks,

like granite on granite.

HER

Why are we here?

Silence.

HER

Why are we here?

HIM

To say good-bye.

HER

No.

HIM

You can’t just say no, it’s

important, it’s healthy.

HER

No, it’s not healthy. I may aswell

throw myself into the fucking sea.

HIM

Look just say good-bye, it might

help.

HER

No, it won’t I know it won’t.

HIM

We may aswell try.

HER

You’re torturing me, this, this

here is fucking torture. I just

want to leave. Now!

Pause.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 4.

HER

Please, just let me leave. Give me

the car keys.

HIM

No.

HER

Please. I’m sorry. I love you. Let

me leave now.

He holds her wrists aggressively.

HIM

No. Why won’t you understand you

can’t leave.

HER

Fuck you. How dare you touch me.

How dare...

She runs down the beach.

He waits, lighting a cigarette.

HIM

Come back...!

He sits on the beach.

INT. CHRISTIAN’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

Christian is sleeping. There is a mobile turning above his

bed, it is made up of boats and shells. There is a loud

scream, he begins to cry. In slow motion, water comes

pouring and pouring into the room, a massive flood sweeps

the bed away to the wall. The image dissolves and

transforms, the bed is now floating on the sea by the beach.

The swell smashes the bed into tiny pieces and Christian is

dragged under the waves screaming. She wades into the water

and grabs his now lifeless body. She holds his head against

her chest and screams.

EXT. A ROCK ON THE BEACH. NIGHT.

Her eyes open and She spits out water and chokes. She tries

to slam her head back against the rock she is on, however

just as she does a waves sweeps up and pushes her away from

the rock.



5.

EXT. UNDER A PIER. NIGHT.

She is soaking wet. Sitting on the floor.

He comes over, she stands up defensively.

HIM

You look a right state.

HER

Fuck off.

HIM

What did you do?

HER

I jumped off the highest rock i

could find. But I just ended up

washing up on the shore, nothing. I

think I might be dead, perhaps.

HIM

No, you’re definitely not dead.

He tries to hug her, she pushes him off.

HER

How do you know?

HIM

I think I’d know if you were dead.

She sits back down.

HIM

If you’re dead how are you speaking

now?

HER

OK, but I know I’m... scared,

that’s for certain.

He sits beside her.

HIM

I’m scared too. We’re past the

point of fear now, no need.

HER

Not really much point to anything

now, is there.

(CONTINUED)
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HIM

You know Christian is dead don’t

you?

HER

No, he’ll be back when he gets

hungry.

HIM

That’s not true, and you know it.

HER

Yes.

HIM

You need to accept it.

HER

What?

HIM

That Christian is dead.

She looks at him angrily, she lunges at him, bites him on

the face and draws blood.

He holds her down, she screams.

HIM

Are you calm?

HER

Cunt!

HIM

Are you calm?

HER

CUNT!

HIM

He isn’t coming back.

HER

I never wanted him, you made me,

you raped me pretty much. I said

no, no baby, I wouldn’t love it.

HIM

You did love Christian

(CONTINUED)
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HER

Nope, didn’t.

HIM

Admit it, you loved him.

HER

Yes, but I don’t think I wanted

him.

HIM

He’s a child. He was a child,

eurgh, you got me going with it

now. We come to this same spot

every year, you’ve got to accept it

now.

INT. A BEDROOM. SEVERAL YEARS BEFORE. MORNING.

They are lying in bed cuddling. They are watching TV.

HIM

You look so hot right now, you know

that right?

HER

Shut up.

HIM

I’m being nice.

HER

Shut up, I’m watching Bargain Hunt

obviously, David Dickinson is a

God, much sexier than you.

HIM

Oh, that’s nice. Well why don’t you

go to David Dickinson then.

HER

Oh, I could never get David

Dickinson.

HIM

I’m sure you could if you tried.

HER

No, it’s ok, I’ll put up with you.

For now, till David Dickinson comes

along.

(CONTINUED)
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HIM

Oh right.

Pause.

HIM

I want to have your baby.

HER

What?

HIM

I want a baby.

HER

Don’t be stupid.

HIM

Nah, no jokes, one hundred percent

serious.

HER

No.

HIM

But, could you say no to this?

HER

Well, I can say no to that, not to

David Dickinson, if David Dickinson

asked me to be the father of my

child, I’d roll over and take it.

HIM

Please...this is serious. I want a

baby with you.

HER

I’m sixteen, don’t be a fucking

idiot.

HIM

I don’t care. You’re beautiful I

want to show you how beautiful I

think you are.

HER

You’re such a cheesy bastard.

HIM

Well, it’s an offer, it’s out

there, you decide babe.

(CONTINUED)
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She jumps on top of him and they have a flirtatious tickle

fight and kiss.

HER

Will this do for now?

HIM

Yes, it’ll do for now.

EXT. A ROCKY BEACH SOME TIME LATER

It’s night. An older couple are walking their dogs on the

beach.

She’s sleeping on his lap, he looks out to sea.

She wakes up

HER

It’s a full moon.

HIM

No it isn’t.

HER

When I close my eyes I can see the

full moon.

HIM

That’s just your mind, that’s not

the moon.

HER

Do you remember when we used to

dance, outside under the moon,

pretend we were our Grandparents.

We would swirl, watching the

nebulas above us.

HIM

No dancing, not here. It’s just you

and me waiting for the tide to come

in.

HER

What if it never comes in. What if

it’s just you and me waiting on

this beach forever for something to

come. Or even worse, what if it

does come and it’s not what we

wanted.

(CONTINUED)
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HIM

I wish we could at least find

Christian, so we could hold him

again.

HER

No, I wouldn’t like that.

HIM

No?

HER

No. If he does come back do you

think we can go home?

HIM

I don’t really remember where that

is.

HER

Well where shall we go?

HIM

Anywhere, let’s just wait a bit

longer for the tide.

HER

How long have we been here now?

HIM

I don’t know, a while.

HER

I’m hungry.

HIM

Me too.

HER

We should find something to eat.

EXT. A BUS STOP. MIDDAY.

She is pushing a pram and carrying several large shopping

bags. One of them splits and cans roll across the road and

pavement.

An old woman is sitting at the bus stop.

OLD WOMAN

Are you ok?

(CONTINUED)
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HER

Yes. Just fine thank you. Fucking

bags, too thin to hold anything.

OLD WOMAN

Are you sure you’re ok?

HER

Yes, look just mind your bloody

business will you?

Christian starts to cry in his pram.

OLD WOMAN

Look you’ve upset the little

moppit.

HER

Just leave him would you.

OLD WOMAN

There’s no need to be so rude.

HER

Well watch your own then.

OLD WOMAN

People like you shouldn’t have

kids.

HER

Oh just fuck off will you?

OLD WOMAN

There’s something inside you,

something dark, and I don’t like

it, not one bit.

The bus pulls up, the Old Woman gets on it.

EXT. A ROCKY BEACH. A HOT DAY.

The following conversation is heard over calm images of the

beach, children playing, the sea, birds, plants etc.

HER

I found a body on this beach once,

a woman’s body, all bloated and

blue, understandably I found it

repulsive, but there was a

fascination that was incomparable.

(CONTINUED)
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HIM

Would you like a custard cream, I

always carry a pack of biscuits

with me, just in case of

circumstances like this.

HER

The woman’s skirt was rising up her

thigh and you could see the edge of

a garter, I wanted to touch her, to

feel a connection but I couldn’t

bring myself, I was frozen in time

waiting above a dead woman.

HIM

I don’t really like custard creams,

I do not know why I have them, I

will not eat them, you should eat

them on my behalf.

HER

Eventually I plucked up the courage

and I touched her, I stroked her

face and stroked her hair,

exploring every inch of her, she

was so beautiful, other than the

blue bloated skin, you could tell

that under it all she was

beautiful.

HIM

I’ll save these biscuits for later

then, it’s just that I am very very

worried that the salty sea air will

make them soggy, that they will

lose their integrity as biscuits

and take on another form.

HER

I will have a biscuit in that case.

I felt closer to that girl than I

have ever felt to another human,

suddenly aware of my mortality.

HIM

Stop it. Stop talking you make me

sick.

A child is heard screaming.



13.

INT. CHRISTIAN’S BEDROOM. SOME YEARS BEFORE. NIGHT.

Christian is sleeping. Suddenly he wakes and starts

screaming.

A montage of Her trying to put Christian to sleep is seen,

we can see by the clock that it is getting later and later,

he will not sleep. She is getting more and more desperate

and frantic. A look of utter misery enters her face. She has

given up.

EXT. THE DRIVEWAY TO THE HOUSE. MORNING.

She is putting Christian into the car. He is screaming. She

speaks with an eerie calmness.

HER

Just get in the car for mummy, it

won’t be long now. Just get in the

car like a good boy.

There is the sound of a child screaming, the intense string

music rises again.

We see her driving calmly.

EXT. A ROCKY BEACH SOME TIME LATER. NIGHT.

The are lying down separately on the beach.

HER

I want to sleep, I’m so tired.

HIM

Yes but if we sleep, he’ll be

angry.

HER

Who?

HIM

The man who’s watching.

HER

What are you talking about?

HIM

He’s standing over there, the sea

is washing his legs clean of blood.

We see a fisherman in the sea washing his legs which are

covered in fish guts.

(CONTINUED)
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HER

There isn’t a man, I don’t think

there’s a man. I don’t remember

what a man is.

HIM

The man is by the sea.

HER

You’re mad.

HIM

Yes but so are you.

HER

Christian is dead, isn’t he?

HIM

Yes. I think so.

HER

He isn’t coming back is he?

HIM

No.

HER

Did I kill him?

HIM

Probably.

HER

I’m sorry.

HIM

It’s ok.

HER

No. It never will be.

HIM

I think we will die soon.

HER

We can’t die here. I don’t think we

can die anywhere anymore. I’m glad

Christian is gone, he doesn’t have

to walk with us, or wait with us.

HIM

Yes.



15.

EXT. A CAR PARK. SOME TIME AGO. MORNING.

She gets out of the car and is clearly distressed and

crying. She grabs Christian out of the car. He grabs at her

hair.

HER

Come on, it’ll be ok soon. I

promise.

EXT. A ROCKY BEACH. MORNING.

During the following speech we see Her wade into the water.

She is crying. She mouths the words "It’s fine" and then

submerges herself and Christian in the water. She holds her

breath and her eyes are open, Christian struggles and is

ripped out of her arms. She panics. Next thing we see is her

waking up on the beach, drenched. She looks lost and then

sees the body of Christian beside her, she cries and

screams. We see her climb up a high peak holding Christian’s

body, she throws him off into the waters below. She cries

and looks out to the ocean. We see the relaxing images of

birds.

HER.

Every time I close my eyes, I find

myself sitting on a beach, not

rocks, but beautiful white sand, it

isn’t sunny, infact it’s raining,

the sky is grey but the sand,

however hard it rains, stays the

most beautiful white. The sea is so

far in the distance that I can

barely even find it. There’s a

scream somewhere near me and

suddenly thousands of fish start

pouring onto the beach, every

single one of them dead, just

pouring onto the beach, a hundred,

a thousand, millions. I run, not

away but towards, towards the sea,

wading through the fish, and I run

and I run and I run and I stop, and

there’s the sea. The sea, the end

of humanity, the one thing we can’t

tame, but we have, we’ve tamed it,

it’s the end of life, the end of

death... So there I am standing on

the brink of the open sea, the

white sand now stained red with the

blood of the fish, and I realise

that now that I’m here, now that

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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HER. (cont’d)

I’ve reached it, I don’t know what

to do, so I fall forward into time,

away from the past, forward into

the freezing sea, the rain slows

down to the drip drip drip of time

passing, the fish already dead, me

still alive, but not really. I

suddenly feel the clench in my

chest that you feel when water is

cold, and time stops, the raindrops

now cling in the air like spiders

clinging onto life, I’m frozen

above the surface of the water,

about to drop... and I see

Christian, my beautiful boy,

smiling up at me from the bottom of

the shallows, under the water but

smiling and smiling, I know that I

have to push it away, push him

away, push myself up and away, back

up the shore line, past the dead

fish, past the red sand, past the

rain, but I can’t I’m frozen there,

in the hanging zone between life

and time, between the shoreline and

the sea, and that is the moment

when my eyes always open, and I

realise that that beach is where I

want to be, I want to be there so I

can see my boy smiling up at me,

the boy who I killed, who I held

under the water till he stopped

kicking, because I didn’t want him,

but now I do, I need him more than

I need to live. Perhaps if I close

my eyes I’ll be able to return, but

every time I do now all I see is

blackness, the dark precipice on

which I stand, and the sound of the

sea waiting to take me in its

loving arms and to pull me down to

meet my demons.

THE END.


