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Game Writing
Dawn of Titans

Most of the writing I did for Dawn of Titans was written into a spreadsheet used as a
database for all in-game text strings, and consequently doesn’t make for the easiest read.
Instead, I’d suggest you watch this video, which demonstrates some typical gameplay from
Dawn of Titans, including both spending time in the player’s city, as well as fighting battles.
All the on-screen text you see in the video (from character dialogue, to building
descriptions, and more) was written by me.
There is also a short documentary about the making of Dawn of Titans in which I talk a little
about the narrative aspects of the game, and this may be of some interest.
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Saga of the North Wind

Saga of the North Wind was a very different project – a 300,000 word text adventure
written in Choice of Games’ proprietary scripting language, ChoiceScript. This video shows
some sample scenes from the iOS/Android version of the game, illustrating the kind of
choices that the player has to make.
Below is a short example of the scripting language I used to create the game, ChoiceScript. It
shows a choice, and the associated variable changes that result from the player’s input, as
well as using variables to display variations in dialogue.
"What happened here?" you ask, gesturing to the burned
buildings, and the bodies of the villagers.
"A consequence of conflict," says Hakkan, "We had to torch the
village when ${defender}'s forces took shelter here, and these
peasants got between us. When ${defender} has been driven from
the Varrel Hills, such sad accidents will be a thing of the
past.
"Now," he continues. "I know that ${attacker} greatly desires
to meet with you. Perhaps you would accompany me to our
stronghold? I believe that a meeting with ${attacker} could
greatly profit your tribe. So what say you? Shall we depart
now?"
*gosub_scene functions get_best_advisor
*if aff_kra_ser_diff_fifty > aff_dra_bff_diff_fifty
"Please do not consider this offer, ${player_name}," says
Seramet, from beside you. "We are strangers here, and
this is not our fight. Do not bloody this land any
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further than we have to. Let us leave, and have nothing
more to do with these people."
"Do not take such a cowardly path, ${player_name},"
responds Kral. "Any gold we gain from ${attacker} has
been looted from villages like the one before us. You
must either go with these people, and live with your
decision, or make them pay for what they have done."
*goto hakkan_choice
*else
"${player_name}," says ${bff_name}, from beside you. "We
cannot let what this man has done go unchecked. The
'profit' he promises you has been bought by the deaths of
innocents. He must pay for what he has done here, or the
blood on his hands will be on ours too."
"Are you so bereft of reason," responds Drazha, "that you
would throw away the lives of our warriors just to soothe
your own conscience? ${player_name}, do not listen to
${bff_him}. Either go with Hakkan, or walk away, but do
not commit us to a pointless fight."
*goto hakkan_choice
*label hakkan_choice
*choice
#Go with Hakkan to meet ${host}.
"${host} is not a person to be trifled with, I
feel," you say, "and gold is gold, no matter its
source.
We will meet with ${host}."
*set aff_kra_ser %+15
*if host = "Garulf"
*goto_scene chapter_3_garulf
*else
*goto_scene chapter_3_myrshala
#Kill him in retribution for burning the village.
"The people of this village could not defend
themselves from you," you tell Hakkan, "but perhaps,
with our blades, they can find a kind of vengeance.
Your days of bringing misery upon the people of the
Varell Hills are at an end."
On your command, your warriors set upon ${host}'s
soldiers.
*set dominance %+10
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*set survival %-10
*set aff_kra_ser %+15
*set enemy_power 0.2
*gosub_scene functions combat_tribe
Already weary, they fall easily to the blades of
your tribe, though ${losses_text} of your own
warriors also perish. You lay the bodies of Hakkan
and his followers at the edge of the road along with
the gold they offered you—a message to ${host}, and
to any others who would harm those who cannot defend
themselves.
*gosub host_names
*goto_scene chapter_3_village_2_defend
#Tell him you will have no part in ${host}'s plans.
"I do not care for your coin," you tell Hakkan. "My
responsibility is to guide the ${tribe_name} safely
through these hills, and ${host}'s petty ambitions
play no part in that."
Without waiting for any further reply, you signal
for the caravan to move on once again, and spur your
horse past Hakkan, and on to the next step of your
journey.
*set survival %+10
*set dominance %-10
*set aff_kra_ser %-15
*gosub host_names
*page_break Continue Your Journey
*goto_scene chapter_3_village_2_defend
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ARK: Survival Evolved

I wrote a few ‘diary entries’ (text snippets that could be viewed by the player in-game) for
Studio Wildcard for the game ARK: Survival Evolved. They represent the main four
characters in the game: an Elizabethan nobleman (Rockwell), a 2nd Century Chinese warrior
(Meiyin), a Roman general (Nerva), and a modern-day zoologist (Helena). One diary entry
for each character is presented below.

Rockwell
I know what was puzzling me previously - the stars! When one looks up into the night sky,
the eye is immediately drawn towards our familiar constellations, is it not? There is no Orion
looking down upon me here, though. No pole star to guide a rescuing ship. Indeed, none of
the constellations I know of, that have looked down upon the world since the beginning of
time, are present.
Astronomy, it is true, is not my forte, but I know enough to state that what I see is no mere
seasonal variation. As such, I am led to the impossible belief that I am not on earth at all! I
feel almost guilty writing it - the guilt that Copernicus or Giordano Bruno must have felt in
defying the 'truth' of their age, but is there a more likely hypothesis? Perhaps inland, there
will be further evidence to confirm my suspicions.
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Meiyin
Against the Yellow Turbans, we were few against many. Now, I am one against... what? The
jungle before me is unknowable, and full of dangers greater than the men I just killed. And
so I must ask myself again - how can I survive?
I can think of two ways. Either I can resist the jungle and its threats directly, as a shield
resists a spear, or I can become one with it, and seek to use its power to my advantage. I
prefer the second option.
Still, there is one fear I have in this place that is not so easily quelled, for it cannot be met
with brute force, or with guile. It is the fear of being alone, and it is a fear I must simply
grow used to - until the day comes when I can return home.

Nerva
Many aspire to command, but not all have the stomach for it. Not all can acknowledge the
sacrifices that must be made in the name of unity, and of victory.
Last night I was alerted to a gathering of a small number of my followers in one of the huts
in our encampment. One of them was inciting his fellows to leave, to abandon our cause. I
dealt with him as I always have with deserters - he was executed, and those who had
warned me were rewarded with positions of responsibility and prestige among our forces.
Cowardice, treachery... these are sicknesses, and discipline - no matter how unpleasant it
may be in the moment - is the indisputable cure.
Gaius Marcellus Nerva
Victoria per Disciplinam

Helena
I've gotta write a bit about the new man in my life. Ha, don't let Mum and Dad read this
journal - last time I said that, it was my ex, and what a pain in the you-know-what *that*
turned out to be! Nah, I'm talking about Edmund Rockwell. He's a scientist, like me, but - get
this - he claims he was born in the 1500s! I mean, can that even be true? Can it be that,
somehow, I've travelled not just to another planet, but to another time as well?
Rockwell's amazing. He's way behind on science - imagine a naturalist who doesn't know a
thing about taxonomy - but I could see in his eyes that he was just absorbing everything I
was telling him like a great big sponge. I imagine he'll have a thing or two to teach me as
well.
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Celtic Heroes

This video follows the Celtic Heroes player as they talk to the Fianna, one of the NPC
factions in the game, and displays some of my dialogue.
Below is a brief excerpt from one of the XML files used to create conversations in Celtic
Heroes - custom XML was used to create blocks of NPC text, player responses, and
corresponding client and server-side changes such as adding or removing quests. The
following constitutes three ‘pages’ of NPC dialogue and a player response.
<line>
<lineTag>INFO_OPEN_NPC</lineTag>
<lineText pageNext="Next.">You wish to know about me? Well, a
long time ago, I was one of the finest fighters of the Fianna.
Many challenged me on the field of battle, and all of them
fell to my spear. I grew too confident in my abilities,
thinking none could best me. One day, I took payment to guard
a trade caravan heading south from Dal Riata across the
heathland to Rheged. Normally five guards would have gone, but
I chose to travel alone.</lineText>
<lineText pageNext="Next.">The bandits attacked at night. A
dozen men sent by one of the Reiver lords. I slew five of
them, but the rest leaped on me as one. They left me for dead,
and I know not what became of the caravan, or those I was
guarding. Through Danu's grace I survived, but not without
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injuries. No longer could I hold a shield or swing a blade, so
I turned my talents to maintaining the armour of my
clan.</lineText>
<lineText>I am no smith, but I can mend armour well enough,
and can even create new sets of armour from pieces I find.
When I see our fighters returning from battle, and see the
triumph and exhilaration evident on their faces... I... I turn
my attention to my work. It is a worthy pursuit, mending
armour, and I must not forget that.</lineText>
<choice>
<choiceText>Return.</choiceText>
<choiceAction> </choiceAction>
<choiceGoto>INFO_OPEN</choiceGoto>
</choice>
</line>
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Episode

This video showcases the first few minutes of Survival Story, the game I wrote and directed
for Pocket Gems’ Episode app/storytelling platform.
Below is a short excerpt, written in the Episode scripting language. The scripting language
used for Episode is very code-light, but allows the writer a lot of control over background
images, characters, animations, and more.
INT. AIRPORT - DAY
@cut to zone 4
@pause for a beat
@EVA changes into EVA_default
@EVA enters from right to screen right and EVA does it while
running
@EVA faces left
@LUKE stands screen left in zone 3
@LUKE faces right
EVA (search)
(Where is he? Did I miss him?)
@pause for a beat
EVA (idle)
(Oh, there he is!)
EVA (call_out)
Hey, Luke!
@pan to zone 3
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LUKE (wave)
You made it!
@EVA enters from right to screen right
@EVA faces left
EVA (talk_greet)
Of course! Wouldn't miss it for the world. I can't
believe you're really leaving.
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Graphic Novel
This is an excerpt from a graphic novel I wrote named Wounds. What follows is a section
from the first episode, just after the opening prologue (hence it starting on page 5), where
the three main characters, Niall (a young man), Jacob (a middle-aged man), and Diane (a
young woman), are seen for the first time. The finished pages are presented alongside the
original script.

Page 5 Panels 1, 2, 3 and 4.
FOUR VERY SMALL PANELS THE SAME AS THE PREVIOUS ONE, JUST A
SNOWFLAKE ON A BLACK BACKGROUND TUMBLING THROUGH SPACE.

Page 5 Panel 5
THE SNOWFLAKE FINALLY COMES TO REST IN A POOL OF DARK LIQUID – BLOOD
– SLOWLY SPREADING OVER TARMAC.
Caption (Niall):

The lights were the last thing I remember…

Page 5 Panel 6
THE SNOWFLAKE DISSOLVES.
Caption (Niall): Or were they the first…?

Page 5 Panel 7.
THE REST OF THE PAGE FOR THIS LARGE PANEL. NIGHT-TIME. A MAN IN
HIS EARLY TWENTIES, NIALL, LIES ACROSS THE TOP OF THE PAGE, LOOKING
DOWN. HIS EYES ARE CLOSED, AND BLOOD RUNS FROM THE CORNER OF HIS
MOUTH. HE IS OBVIOUSLY BLEEDING FROM ELSEWHERE AS WELL AS BLOOD HAS
POOLED UP UNDERNEATH HIS HEAD, MATTING HIS LONG HAIR, AND NOW RUNS
DOWN THE TARMAC. AT THE BOTTOM OF THE PAGE WE SEE THE TOP OF AN
AMBULANCE, THE LIGHTS BLAZING OUT INTO THE DARK SKY.
Caption (Niall):

The first few flakes of snow.

And the lights, red and blue, glinting in the night, dancing on the
frost.
I remember…
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Page 6 Panel 1
A PANEL SHOWING THE OUTSIDE OF A STREET, A FEW SHOPS ON THE GROUND,
FLATS ABOVE. THE WHOLE SCENE LOOKS SLIGHTLY OLD AND DILAPIDATED.
IT’S EVENING, AND THE STREETLIGHTS ARE ON, PERHAPS A STAR OR TWO IN
THE DARK BLUE SKY, WHICH STILL HAS A SUGGESTION OF LIGHT LEFT IN IT.

Page 6 Panel 2
A SMALL PANEL SHOWING SOME UNCARPETED WOODEN STAIRS IN CLOSE UP, AND
A FOOT ON THEM. THE FOOT HAS A SHOE ON IT: SENSIBLE, BLACK LEATHER.
Page 6 Panel 3
ANOTHER SMALL PANEL SHOWING SOME KEYS GOING INTO A LOCK IN CLOSE UP.

Page 6 Panel 4
A VIEW FROM THE INSIDE OF A ROOM LOOKING OUT. SILHOUETTED IN THE
DOOR WE SEE A MAN. HE CARRIES A BRIEFCASE IN ONE HAND AND HAS AN
OLD RAINCOAT SLUNG OVER HIS ARM.

Page 6 Panel 5
A SMALL PANEL, THE MAN’S HAND SWITCHING ON THE LIGHT

Page 6 Panel 6
WE SEE THE MAN’S FACE IN CLOSE UP. THIS IS JACOB, EARLY TO MIDFIFTIES, HIS FACE WEARY, LINED AND DEJECTED. HE IS MUSTACHIOED AND
BALDING, AND WEARS A PLAIN SHIRT AND A STRAIGHT, BLAND TIE. PINNED
TO HIS BREAST POCKET IS AN ID BADGE. WE CAN’T SEE MOST OF THE
DETAIL ON IT BUT IT IS CLEARLY A PICTURE OF HIMSELF, WITH HIS NAME
’JACOB ADAMS’ PRINTED BELOW IT.

Page 6 Panel 7
A VIEW FROM ABOVE JACOB AS HE MOVES INTO THE ROOM. THE ROOM IS PART
OF A SMALL FLAT WHICH LOOKS LIKE IT HASN’T HAD ANYTHING DONE TO IT
SINCE THE 70S. THE WALLS AND FLOOR ARE BARE, THE FURNISHINGS AS
BASIC AS POSSIBLE. THERE IS A SMALL KITCHEN AREA, AND A
LIVING/DINING ROOM WITH A TABLE IN THE MIDDLE OF IT.
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Page 6 Panel 8
A GREY CAT HAS MOVED UP TO JACOB AND HE’S GONE DOWN ON A KNEE TO
SCRATCH ITS HEAD.
Cat:

Waaaoooww…

Jacob:

Had a good day, boy?

Better than mine I bet.

Page 6 Panel 9
JACOB HAS STOOD UP AGAIN AND IS TAKING A BOTTLE OF WHISKY AND A
TUMBLER FROM THE SIDEBOARD WITH ONE HAND AS HE LOOSENS HIS TIE WITH
THE OTHER.
Jacob:

Wanna drink puss?

Page 7 Panel 1
HE’S SAT DOWN AT THE TABLE AND IS POURING HIMSELF A LARGE DRINK.
Caption (Jacob): Marian’s been gone a year, but I still keep a
photo of her in my wallet.

Page 7 Panel 2
A SIDE-ON CLOSE UP AS HE TAKES A DRINK.
Caption (Jacob): She takes the kids and I’m left with the cat, and I
still got that fuckin’ photo, I’m still callin’ her my wife.
Jacob: Ahhhhh…

Page 7 Panel 3
WE GO BACK TO A VIEW IN FRONT OF HIM. JACOB HAS SET HIS DRINK BACK
DOWN AND HAS GONE INTO HIS POCKET TO BRING OUT A PACK OF CIGARETTES.
Caption (Jacob): I guess you never stop loving someone, or maybe
it’s just that that’s all you’ve got left to hold onto…
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Page 7 Panel 4
A CLOSE UP OF THE OPEN PACKET OF CIGARETTES.
Jacob:

IT’S EMPTY.

Bollocks.

Page 7 Panel 5
A LARGER PANEL SHOWING JACOB ABOUT TO LEAVE THE FLAT. THE DOOR’S
OPEN AND HE’S PICKING UP HIS RAINCOAT WHILE LOOKING BACK AT THE CAT,
WHICH SITS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE FLOOR.
Jacob:

Don’t go anywhere ok?

I’ll be back soon.

Page 8 Panel 1
A WOMAN IS STANDING IN A MOONLIT FIELD ON A HILL. SHE IS
ATTRACTIVE, THOUGH NOT ESPECIALLY GLAMOUROUS, AND IN HER MID TO LATE
TWENTIES. THIS IS DIANE. FURTHER UP THE HILL, WE CAN SEE THE EDGE
OF A FOREST, BARE BRANCHES STANDING OUT BLACK AND RAGGED AGAINST THE
SKY, PIERCING THE FULL MOON.
Caption (Diane): I come to a stop on the edge of the forest to
catch my breath, the winter wind cooling my face, the grass soft and
wet beneath my feet.

Page 8 Panel 2
A CLOSE UP OF DIANE’S FACE LOOKING INTO THE FOREST, THE MOONLIGHT
FALLING ON HER FACE. SHE IS WEARING A WHITE BALLGOWN, SORT OF LIKE
A FAIRYTALE PRINCESS MIGHT WEAR.
Caption (Diane): I’m not running away, I’m running towards
something, but to what I don’t know.

18 | P a g e

19 | P a g e

Page 8 Panel 3
DIANE’S HAND PULLING ASIDE SOME BRANCHES ON THE EDGE OF THE FOREST.
WE CAN SEE MANY DENSELY PACKED TREES STRETCHING OFF INTO THE WOODS,
AND FAR IN THE DISTANCE, THE SUGGESTION OF LIGHT, FLICKERING
PERHAPS, LIKE A FIRE.
Caption (Diane): Then I see it, a red light flickering, dancing, in
the depths of the wood. And even though in my heart I suspect, I
still want to see, I still want to make sure…
Caption (Harry):

Diane?

Page 9 Panel 1
A TALL, GOOD-LOOKING MAN IN HIS 30S IS STANDING AT THE SIDEBOARD IN
A SMALL KITCHEN. THIS IS HARRY, DIANE’S FIANCEE. THE ROOM IS THE
OPPOSITE TO THE ONE WE JUST SAW JACOB IN, IN THAT IT IS CLEAN,
HOMELY AND WELL-LIT. HARRY IS MAKING HOT CHOCOLATE AND HAS TWO MUGS
OF IT ON THE SIDE. HE’S LOOKING AT THE MUGS, CONCENTRATING ON
MAKING DRINKS WHILE HE TALKS TO HER.
Harry:

Diane?

Baby, you awake?

Page 9 Panel 2
WE SEE, FROM HARRY’S VIEWPOINT, INTO THE LOUNGE WHICH ADJOINS THE
KITCHEN. THE VIEW IS DOMINATED BY A SOFA, SEEN FROM THE BACK.
DIANE IS SITTING UP ON IT, LOOKING OVER THE EDGE. FROM HER NARROWED
EYES AND TOUSLED HAIR, IT IS APPARENT THAT SHE HAS BEEN ASLEEP.
Diane:

Uh-huh.

Am now.

Page 9 Panel 3
HARRY IS MOVING AROUND TO WHERE DIANE IS HALF-SITTING HALF-LYING ON
THE SOFA. HE’S CARRYING THE TWO MUGS, AND SHE LOOKS UP AT HIM WITH
A SMILE AS HE APPROACHES.
Harry: I made hot chocolate.
I didn’t put it in anyway.
Diane:
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You got it.

You don’t take sugar in this do you?

I’m sweet enough already, don’t you think?
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Page 9 Panel 4
STILL HOLDING THE MUGS, HARRY BENDS DOWN AND KISSES DIANE ON THE
LIPS.

Page 9 Panel 5
HE SITS DOWN ON THE COUCH NEXT TO HER, HANDING HER ONE OF THE MUGS
OF HOT CHOCOLATE.
Harry:

You were dreaming.

Diane:

Nothing.

Do you remember?

How could you tell?

Page 9 Panel 6
DIANE HAS TURNED AROUND TO LIE DOWN AGAINST HARRY, HER HEAD ON HIS
CHEST AS SHE HOLDS HER MUG IN BOTH HANDS.
Harry:

You were fidgeting.

Diane:

“Fidgeting?”

Harry: Yeah, you know, movin’ about a bit, talking.
must’ve been having a dream.
Diane:

Or a nightmare.

I figured you

What was I saying?

Page 9 Panel 7
A CLOSE UP OF DIANE’S FACE, A LOOK OF CONCERN ON HER FEATURES.
Harry: Something was on fire I think… “It’s burning” you kept on
saying. What does that mean, I wonder?
Harry:

Diane?... Doesn’t mean anything to you does it?

Diane:

No… no, it’s fine.

Page 10 Panel 1
SLIGHTLY FURTHER BACK SHOT OF DIANE LYING ON HARRY’S CHEST, HE‘S
LOOKING DOWN AT HER, WHILE SHE‘S LOOKING OFF TO ONE SIDE, VACANT,
WRAPPED UP IN THOUGHT.
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Page 10 Panel 2
A SIMILAR SHOT TO THE LAST, BUT THIS TIME DIANE HAS ANGLED HER HEAD
ROUND TO LOOK UP AT HARRY.
Diane:
died?

Harry… did I ever tell you about Sarah?

I mean… how she

Page 10 Panel 3
CLOSE UP ON HARRY’S FACE.
EXPRESSION ON HIS FACE.

HE’S LOOKING DOWN AT DIANE, A PENSIVE

Harry:
No. I suppose I wondered… I mean, I know she was your
sister, but apart from that…

Page 10 Panel 4
DIANE HAS TWISTED AWAY FROM HARRY AND IS PRESSING HERSELF OFF HIM.
SHE’S GOT ONE LEG ON THE FLOOR AS SHE GETS OFF THE COUCH, AND SHE’S
PUT HER MUG DOWN ON THE GROUND SO IT WON’T SPILL.
Diane: Look, I’m going to go to the shop to get some wine for
tonight, but maybe after that we should have a talk about a couple
of things.
Harry:

Sure, I’ll come with you.

Page 10 Panel 5
DIANE HAS GOT UP AND NOW STANDS LOOKING DOWN AT HARRY, STILL SITTING
ON THE SOFA. HE IS MOVING TO GET UP. DIANE HAS FUMBLED HER KEYS
OUT OF HER POCKET WITH ONE HAND, WHILE THE OTHER WIPES THE BEGINNING
OF A TEAR FROM THE CORNER OF HER EYE.
DIANE:

No, I… I just need a little time alone to clear my head, ok?

HARRY: Alright… you know you can tell me anything, right Diane?
Anything at all.

Page 10 Panel 6
DIANE HAS MOVED TOWARDS THE DOOR, WHILE HARRY HAS NOW GOT OFF THE
COUCH AND STANDS LOOKING AT HER AS SHE LEAVES.
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DIANE: I know. I mean, if we’re going to be married I think it’s
important that you know. I just need some time to think right at
the moment.
HARRY:

Diane, don’t go just yet, you don’t have to.

DIANE:

Yeah, I do.
I’ll be back soon.

HARRY:

Diane, I…

Page 10 Panel 8
DIANE HAS JUST LEFT THROUGH THE FRONT DOOR, AND HARRY IS LEFT ALONE,
WATCHING THE SPACE WHERE SHE WAS.
HARRY:
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… I love you.

Short Fiction
The following is my short story entitled The Last Chapter, published by the British Fantasy
Society.

The Last Chapter
Pulling the weapon from the monster’s chest, Thorg swing the sword in a mighty arc, and
the great blade, Stormdagger, hit the neck of the Demon King with a force that could level a
mountain. The horned head of the beast, severed from its shoulders, tumbled to the floor,
black demonic blood pouring from the wound and hissing as it hit the ground. Thorg held the
blade high and roared in victory and exultation. The darkness that had plagued the land for
so long was finally at an end. He strode over the demon’s body, and leapt over the lava pit to
the pillar where Allandria, Princess of the Valkyries, was chained. The light of the fire
gleamed off Thorg’s naked, muscular torso as the farm boy turned Barbarian King pulled the
chains apart with his bare hands, his broad chest straining from the effort. Allandria fell into
his arms, and they kissed as if they had been apart for a thousand years. From now on, he
would always be known as Thorg the Conqueror, for he had conquered not only the lands of
Demonholm, but also the heart of a Princess.
THE END.
“David?” she says again, from out in the kitchen. “David?”
“Hmm…?”
“Are we still going to the cinema tonight, David?”
“Mmm…”
“Is that a yes or a no?”
He puts the book down on the chair and runs a hand through his hair, only now
realising that she’s asked him a question, that an answer’s expected, and he has no idea
what it was or what he’s supposed to say. His brain was stuck in a world of demons and
barbarians, big swords and ancient magic, or at least that’s how he imagined it.
“Sorry love, what was it?”
“I said, are we going… oh, come in the kitchen if you want to talk to me, I can’t hear
you from out there.”
He puts his slippers on and pads through to the kitchen where Sophie’s standing by
the side chopping some vegetables.
“What’s for supper?”
“It’s beef stew and veg. I got runner beans since they were on offer in Tesco. Do you
want a coffee?” He notices the cafetiere on the on the side, a wisp of steam coming out of
the top. “There should be enough for two if we stick a bit of hot water in it”.
“Yeah, ta.”
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“Come and do these then and I’ll make it.”
He stands by the side and picks up the potato peeler, running it down one side of a
bean with a snip.
“What was that you were saying before, love?”
“I was saying, are we still going to the cinema tonight?”
“To see what?”
“We were going to see that documentary about Iraq, remember?”
“Didn’t we see that already?”
“No, that was the other one.”
“Oh, aye, yeah… Well, I was talking to Greg in work and him and Susan were thinking
of going for a drink down at The Arches later on. What do you think?”
“Well, what – hey here’s your coffee – what do you want to do?”
“Dunno love.”
He puts down the potato peeler and the beans and takes the coffee mug from her.
The warmth feels comforting in his hands.
“Dunno.”
He looks out of the window into their little garden. Most of the flowers they planted
are starting to die off now that October’s here. A sparrow lands on the bird feeder and
pecks at some of the peanuts he bought from the garden centre. Or is it a chaffinch? He
doesn’t know. Maybe he should have paid more attention to stuff like that rather than
thinking about dragons and wizards and the like, but somehow that always seemed more
exciting. Nice to see the birds though.
Allandria looked out of the window and sighed, as much in frustration at herself as over her
current circumstances. She’d been pretty naïve when she looked back on it. What had she
expected to happen, that some hero would come and rescue her and that would be it?
What’s ‘it’ anyway? Her mother had always said that she rushed into things without thinking
and now it seemed that she’d been right. To be fair, if you’re chained to a pillar and some
big, muscly, handsome man comes charging in and kills a monster and saves the day, well,
what’s a girl supposed to do? So, they’d ridden out of the demon’s lair, back to Stormguard,
and Thorg had made love to her beside a roaring fire. They’d been married soon after and…
well, here she was. Looking out of a window in a tower in a castle, and all that initial
romance had gone like the leaves on the trees on the courtyard, turning brown and falling to
the ground as they gave in to autumn. It all seemed kind of sudden. It wasn’t that Thorg was
a nasty person, she did like him but… well, it seemed all he did all day was hunt boar with his
barbarian friends, then they’d get back in the evening and eat the boar, and then drink all
night, and she was expected to stay here. It’s just that there was nothing to do, she didn’t
have any friends here, and it was all… just… so… dull…
David sits in the car on the forecourt of the petrol station, next to pump number three.
Sophie’s inside, waiting in line to pay the middle-aged man behind the counter. They went
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and saw the film in the end. It was alright, he supposes, but nothing to write home about.
Not that he ever had written home about a film, or anything else really for that matter, but
it was just something people said, that, wasn’t it? He wonders what he’s going to do when
they get back home. It’s Saturday tomorrow, so maybe he’ll get an early night tonight and
see if he can catch the game in the afternoon. In three weeks he’ll be thirty one, not an
event any more, just a number. Keeps on going up as well, doesn’t it? Wonder what the
next ‘event’ will be. Sixty maybe, retirement. Probably be seventy when he gets there. He
thinks back to the story, the big barbarian hero with his big sword. Must be nice to have that
sort of life, being the hero. Must be nice to be all ripped like that anyway. Must be nice to
have a big sword. He wonders if that was a metaphor. Maybe he’ll get his Nikes out of the
back of the wardrobe and go to the gym tomorrow instead of the pub. He wonders how old
the hero in the book was meant to be, at the end there. He was quite young at the
beginning, but they never said how long the whole story took. Probably younger than him
though, anyway, so he’s already fighting a losing battle.
He notices Sophie turning to look at him, and he doesn’t know why, but he turns his
head at the last second to look away. Watches a motorbike go past on the road next to him.
After a moment, he looks back at Sophie and waves. She smiles, and waves back.
Even though she had closed the shutters, the room was still cold. The fire had gone out long
ago, though perhaps if you poked the ashes long enough, you could still find a few embers
glowing in the grate. She pulled the great bearskin quilt tightly around her, doing her best to
ignore the smell that emanated from the ageing hide, and closed her eyes. She was asleep
when he came in the door, smelling of roast meat and drink. He tripped over a chair and fell
to the floor, cursing, then crawled up onto the bed. She stayed on her side, pretending that
she hadn’t awoken, but that didn’t stop him lying beside her and drunkenly pawing at her
breasts, until she had no choice but to acknowledge him. He didn’t kiss her, though she could
smell the sharpness of his breath, the musty tang of ale, and sweat. After he’s finished he fell
to one side and was asleep within minutes, and she turned away from him and looked at the
stone wall of their room, tracing the patterns in the mortar with her eye, and listening to him
snore.
David closes his eyes for a little bit on the car journey back. Sophie seems happy enough to
let him do so, and they drive in silence for a few minutes. Even with his eyes closed, he’s
gone down this road so many times he can still tell where they are as the car goes around
bends and corners and his weight is shifted one way or the other. He opens his eyes and
looks out at the night sky. There are too many streetlights here in town, so he can’t see the
stars, just a dark glow suffused with orange. Maybe you can see them out in the county
somewhere, on a clear night. He’s never seen that. As he thinks about it, he realises that
he’s never seen a shooting star either, or a sunrise. Reflected in the window he can see
himself looking out into the night, and at the corner of his eye he can see Sophie. In the
reflection, her skin looks paler, and she looks younger somehow, more like she did when he
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first met her eight years ago. He tried to remember what he looked like back then, how he
felt about her, about himself, about his life, his hopes and his dreams, but he can’t. He looks
back into the night and wonders how he’s supposed to feel.
Allandria stood in her room and ran her hands over her stomach. Since she’d had the
children all the toned muscle she’d worked so hard to obtain in her youth had turned to fat,
and she’d taken to wearing long dresses to cover her bloated physique. Even her fingers
seemed a shadow of what they used to be, when they were slender and strong and beautiful.
She’d moved out of Thorg’s rooms now, and into her own part of the castle, with the
children, although he still came to see them occasionally. Today he was teaching the eldest
boy how to hunt boar, so that he could in turn be like his father. The years of opulence had
taken their toll on her husband too, and although his prodigious muscles no doubt still
remained, they were now hidden under a layer of blubber. Last week she had been in the
courtyard and had seen him walking along with a girl, young and pretty, and she’d turned
away, too proud to show him the tears in her eyes.
“You want a tea?” David says as he walks through to the kitchen.
“Yes please” she says. “I’m just going to sit here, if that’s ok.”
He closes the curtains to the back garden as the kettle boils, and takes a couple of mugs off
the shelf. Her mug has a picture of a canal on it, an old carthorse pulling a barge along the
towpath. His mug is a ‘Lord of the Rings’ one, with Christopher Lee on the front. She thought
it was silly at the time, probably still does, but then she didn’t like the movie. Still, she
indulges him, and it’s quite big as well so it can hold plenty of tea.
“Here you go,” he says as he comes back into the lounge carrying their mugs, but
Sophie’s asleep on the couch. He looks at her and smiles before sitting down, putting her
mug on a table next to him. He sits on the sofa and slips one arm around her as she shuffles
to accommodate him, and as he kisses her gently on the forehead, she makes a little noise
before slipping back into sleep.
He sips his tea, puts his head back and closes his eyes, feeling the coarseness of her
top with his hand, and listening to the softness of her breathing.
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Screenplay
I wrote the following screenplay for the webseries ‘Cops and Monsters’ in 2017. The script,
‘Blackwood Manor’, is a supernatural thriller, and is presented below in its entirety.

Blackwood Manor
FADE IN:
INT. BLACKWOOD MANOR - NIGHT
CHARLES GREY (60) staggers along a corridor panelled in old,
dark wood. He's a large man, but here his powerful frame
seems shrunken and withered, collapsed in on itself. His
breath comes in ragged gasps as he propels himself forward.
Despite his appearance, his tired and bloodshot eyes still
have some steel and determination in them, but we see
something else there, too - fear.
We follow him through to the great hall - a vast room
linking sections of his home together. In one corner a wide
staircase twists up to a ballustrade overlooking the hall,
while set in the outside wall are a number of large, leaded
windows through which moonlight enters the room. Several
paintings hang at intervals on the walls - all of them grand
old oils in ornately carved frames.
Charles' eyes flicker around the paintings before settling
on one of them - a painting that commands our attention like
none of the others. It's seven feet tall, and is a full-body
portrait, set in a moonlit night just like this one, of a
man of around forty - BYRON GREY. Byron wears late-18th
century dress - a coat, waistcoat, breeches, shoes and
stockings. His hair is dark and wild, and cold, calculating
eyes stare out from a ruggedly handsome face. What is just
as arresting, however, is what lies behind Byron - a vast
dolmen, its form weathered by the passing of countless
years. The massive vertical standing stones are scored with
carvings, strange swirling shapes that seem to convey an
ancient and mysterious power.
Charles forces himself into the centre of the room. His
breathing is even more laboured now, and each step seems
more difficult than the last. As he draws near to the
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painting of Byron, he thrusts a faltering hand into his
pocket, and draws out a folding pocket knife. As his fingers
struggle with the blade, he inadvertantly glances up, and
looks directly into the eyes of the painted figure of Byron.
Charles' eyes go wide, his jaw clenches, and with a sudden
gasped inhalation, he stops breathing. He staggers, then
falls to the ground, the knife rolling away from his hand.
The painting looks down on the scene impassively.
EXT. TRAIN STATION - DAY
A train pulls into a small, well-tended country station. The
doors open, and a few passengers step off. We focus on FIONA
GREY (mid-late 20s). She has a short, pixie haircut, and her
loose fitting clothes are in soft, earthy colours. A small
scar or birthmark is present above her right eyebrow. She
looks around, but she's been to this station before - she's
not idly looking at her surroundings, but is searching for
someone.
JAMES GREY (early 30s), dressed in a fitted suit, is
standing where the platform exits to a small car park. He
raises his hand in greeting.
INT. JAMES' CAR - DAY
Like everything in his life, James' car - a two-seater
roadster - is stylish and expensive without being flashy.
While James drives, Fiona looks at the scenery flashing by
outside - country roads, high hedgerows, and rolling fields.
JAMES
I didn't think you'd come.
(beat)
I mean, at least with me there was
some common ground.
He taps the steering wheel with his hand, and gestures
around the car. The interior is luxurious and pristine - in
fact, the only thing that seems out of place is Fiona.
JAMES (CONTD.)
We had the same drive, the same...
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Taste for the good stuff. But
you...
FIONA
He was still our dad, James.
(beat)
Even if he didn't act like it.
EXT. BLACKWOOD MANOR - DAY
James' car rumbles down the gravel track towards a small,
well-kept country house - Blackwood Manor - that sits in a
couple of acres of grassland.
As the car rumbles to a halt outside the house, a woman
emerges from the doorway onto a outdoor patio paved with
stone flags and partially ringed by a low wall. MARCIA (late
30s) is immaculately dressed - she has the look and bearing
of someone who was destined to live in a house like this.
And yet, when we see her closer up, we see the strain
evident upon her face - a private and longstanding grief or
worry, suppressed by ingrained entiquette and force of will.
Fiona and James exit the car. Marcia throws her arms wide.
MARCIA
Fiona!
The two women embrace. Fiona is perhaps a little reticent,
but she's giving it her best.
FIONA
Marcia. I'm so sorry.
INT. KITCHEN - DAY
Focus on a shelf of framed photos as we move along it. The
photos are of Charles and Marcia at a range of formal events
(the first one being their wedding, some six years ago).
Their outfits and surroundings are always opulent, but the
smiles plastered to their faces are noticeably forced. In
fact, the only thing that could be said to be lacking from
any of the photos is a sense of authentic enjoyment and
pleasure.
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Marcia reaches in and picks up the last photo - Charles is
in morning dress, while Marcia wears a stunning trouser suit
complete with a hat so large one suspects men might be
attracted to its gravitational pull, if nothing else.
MARCIA
Ascot.
She gives a happy little sigh at the memory.
MARCIA (CONTD.)
Have you ever been?
Fiona and James sit on stools around the island in the
centre of the kitchen, in the middle of which is a bottle of
white wine. A single, full glass stands in front of Marcia she's not offered any to the others. James is busy trying to
send an email on his mobile phone.
FIONA
I don't really do horse racing.
MARCIA
Don't let that put you off, darling
- you don't even have to place a
bet!
James looks up.
JAMES
It's not about the gambling,
Marcia.
He nods towards Fiona. This is clearly not an opinion he
shares.
JAMES (CONTD.)
It's an animal rights thing.
He holds up his phone.
JAMES (CONTD.)
No signal.
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MARCIA
Oh, the house is just terrible for
it. Let's try the hall, I sometimes
have some luck there.
INT. GREAT HALL - DAY
Light streams throughs the windows into the well-lit hall.
The room contains none of the threat that we saw in the
earlier scene. Marcia and Fiona stand in the centre of the
room looking at the spot where we saw Charles die, while
James sits on a monk's bench set against one of the walls,
his eyes glued to his phone, fingers tapping across the
screen.
MARCIA
I found him here. He must have got
out of bed during the night.
FIONA
He didn't wake you?
MARCIA
I don't sleep well, especially
since Charles got sick. I have a
pill I take now, and that puts me
out.
FIONA
I had no idea he was ill...
MARCIA
It started about six months ago.
Stress, the doctor said. I tried to
make him take some time off, but James, you know how it is.
JAMES
Once you get into the City, you
stay there.
(beat)
Though, I didn't think Dad ever
wanted out.
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MARCIA
He didn't. And here we are.
Fiona's attention has been drawn to the portait of Byron,
and she stares up at it with a mixture of awe and
recollection.
FIONA
Do you remember this one, James? We
found it together.
James looks at it. Shrugs. The only way he can tell one
painting from another is by the price tag.
FIONA (CONTD.)
(To Marcia)
It was up in the attic, covered
with a sheet. I remember Mum hated
it.
Marcia nods in recognition.
MARCIA
That's how I found it. Charles
thought we should hang it back up it belongs there, don't you think?
FIONA
It's quite something, alright.
She scans the painting again in fascination - there's
something else about it, something hovering on the edge of
her memory. She's about to speak when Marcia broaches a
difficult subject.
MARCIA
Your Mother... Will she be coming
tomorrow?
Fiona looks to James, who stands up, slipping his phone back
into his pocket. This is awkward for Fiona, but James goes
wading in.
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JAMES
Don't take this the wrong way,
Marcia, but she'd rather we were
putting you both in the ground.
INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT
James sits at the island in the kitchen once again, some
notepaper spread out on the counter in front of him. His
jacket has been discarded and his tie loosened. He scribbles
some notes down with a pen, and looks at what he's written.
On another stool, Fiona sits, a cup of herbal tea held
between her hands.
JAMES
When we look back at Dad's...
He makes another note.
JAMES (CONTD.)
When we look back at Charles' life,
we see both the man he was, and
what he has left behind. His loving
wife, Marcia, and two successful
childr...
Another note.
JAMES (CONTD.)
Two children who have followed
their own path, just as he did
before...
FIONA
Wait, wait. "Followed their own
path"? I like the first one.
James looks pained. He'd rather she hadn't said anything,
but since she did...
JAMES
It's not true though, is it? I
can't say "two successful children"
when I had to pay the train fare to
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get you out here.
(beat)
Look at this house. For all his
faults, Dad made a name for
himself. I'm trying to do that too.
But you...
FIONA
(taken aback)
I'm a teacher.
JAMES
You teach tai chi at a community
college. Not classics at Oxford.
He stops himself. He knows he's gone too far.
JAMES (CONTD.)
Look, I'll change it back if it
makes you happy.
Fiona gets up, and pours the rest of her tea down the sink.
FIONA
No. You write what you want. Night
James.
She leaves. James sighs in frustration, takes his piece of
paper and scrunches it up into a ball. He throws it down
onto the counter in front of him, then starts over again.
INT. ATTIC - DAY
This scene in BLACK AND WHITE.
Two children, James (11) and Fiona (7) are kneeling in the
attic of Blackwood Manor. Immediately before them, propped
against the wall, is the painting of Byron. A large sheet
has fallen away from the painting, and James holds one
corner of it in his hand, as if he's just pulled it down.
From the canvas, Byron's eyes seem to stare down at the
children. The effect is unnerving.
JAMES
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You're scared.
FIONA
Am not.
JAMES
Then go on. Touch it.
Fiona's little hand reaches out nervously. As she gets
close, she hesitates, and snatches her hand back.
FIONA
Don't look. I can't do it if you
look.
JAMES
It's just a stupid painting.
He sighs.
JAMES (CONTD.)
Fine then.
He makes a half-hearted effort at turning away, but it's
enough. Fiona reaches out again, and this time, lets her
fingers touch the canvas.
Suddenly, she's not in the attic anymore. She's in a field
of rough, uncultivated grassland. Her hand is still
outstretched, but her fingers are touching nothing but thin
air. She draws it back in, and we see that - only a short
distance away - is the stone dolmen, exactly the same one we
saw in the painting.
BYRON (O.S.)
You shouldn't let him push you
around like that.
Fiona looks up to see Byron standing a few feet from her.
He's just as handsome and striking in the flesh, but he also
conveys a sense of kindness, politeness, and empathy, like a
true gentleman. We want to like and trust him.
BYRON (CONTD.)
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What's your name?
FIONA
Fiona.
BYRON
Fiona. It's not easy being young,
is it? Especially not with an older
brother.
She shakes her head.
BYRON (CONTD.)
I can help to make things better
though. Easier. To help you be...
Well, whoever you want to be.
He moves off towards the dolmen, throwing an easy smile over
his shoulder.
BYRON (CONTD.)
Come on, I'll show you.
Fiona gets to her feet, and eagerly follows him. Byron has
now passed underneath the arch of the dolmen, and she's only
a few steps away herself.
BYRON (CONTD.)
Come on.
She stops. Perhaps it's the nature of the stones themselves,
or the way that they cast Byron's face into shadow when he's
beneath the arch, but something has made her hesitate.
BYRON (CONTD.)
There's nothing to be afraid of,
Fiona.
His expression hardens.
BYRON (CONTD.)
I said come on.
She backs away a few steps, then turns and...
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Byron is right there in front of her, his face twisted into
an expression of fury. He grabs her around the side of the
head with his left hand, his thumb pressing into the flesh
above her right eyebrow. She opens her mouth in a scream...
INT. FIONA'S ROOM - NIGHT
Back to COLOUR now. Fiona wakes with a start, her eyes
flashing open.
She sits up in bed, thumbing the light on her bedside table.
The room is a plain and generic guest room, and contains no
greater terrors than a magnolia paint job and a copy of
'Country Life' on the dresser. Still, Fiona is shaken.
She drags herself to the ensuite bathroom, runs the tap, and
splashes some water on her face. As she inspects herself in
the mirror, she tentatively touches the small, faded scar
above her right brow. Was it just a dream?
She moves back into the bedroom and opens the curtains a
crack, peers out. Outside, we see that it's no longer night,
but the otherworly grey of early morning.
EXT. BLACKWOOD MANOR - DAY
We're on the patio, looking out at the grassland surrounding
Blackwood Manor. It's just after 6am, and the grass is still
wet with dew. The morning air is silent, peaceful, and
undisturbed.
The back of Fiona's head comes into view as she stands up.
She's wearing loose-fitting workout clothes and yoga slings
- her usual tai chi gear.
Focus on Fiona as she goes through the movements of the
Beijing Short Form. Her expression is focused and serious we sense that by concentrating on the excercise she is
pushing back the dream of last night, and bringing some calm
to troubled memories.
We watch as she goes through some of the initial movements,
her relaxed pace and precision complementing the tranquil
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backdrop.
As she turns around, we follow her, and see James standing
in the background, dressed in his black funeral suit. He has
a cup of coffee in one hand, an electronic cigarette in the
other.
JAMES
I hope you're not wearing that to
the funeral.
Fiona continues with her movements, trying to ignore him.
James takes a drag on his e-cig and blows a cloud of vapour
into the air.
JAMES (CONTD.)
I don't get it. Is this meant to be
good for you?
Fiona comes to a swift stop. She can't keep going, James is
too much of an intrusion.
FIONA
Jesus Christ, James. Do I have to
justify myself to you as well?
(beat)
Maybe you should try it, then you'd
know.
JAMES
(dismissive)
I'll leave it to you.
She nods at the electronic cigarette.
FIONA
Afraid you've not got the stamina?
He scoffs at her accusation.
JAMES
Please.
Fiona gets back to her excercise, while James takes a seat
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on the low wall nearby, and watches.
JAMES (CONTD.)
I heard tai chi was originally a
martial art. That all this is just
slowed-down blocks, punches...
He throws a couple of loose jabs into the air with his left
hand.
JAMES (CONTD.)
You ever do any of that stuff?
FIONA
It's not my style. I think we need
more peace and calm in our lives.
And less punching.
She comes to a halt, unwinding gracefully from the movement
and taking a couple of paces towards her brother.
FIONA (CONTD.)
Do you seriously not remember how
we found that painting?
This again? James wracks his brains.
JAMES
Kind of... It was a long time ago.
Does it matter?
FIONA
It matters to me.
Fine then, he'll indulge her. James speaks slowly as he
tries to dredge up memories he left by the wayside years
ago.
JAMES
We went up to the attic. Found the
painting. You touched it.
FIONA
You made me.
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JAMES
Whatever. You put your hand on the
canvas. You took your hand away. I
felt cheated I hadn't got the
better of you. Then we went
downstairs and told Mum and Dad.
FIONA
That's it?
He shrugs. What was she expecting? Fiona bends down so her
face is at his level and points to her scar.
FIONA (CONTD.)
Then how did I get this?
As far as he's concerned, she might as well have pointed to
a mole, or a freckle.
JAMES
Haven't you always had it?
She stands up, frustrated at not having an answer.
FIONA
I don't know.
James also gets to his feet, and ambles off towards the
house.
JAMES
Come on. Let's get some breakfast.
EXT. GRAVEYARD - DAY
James stands at the head of the grave next to Charles'
coffin. Next to him stands Marcia, a net veil covering her
face. As James talks, we look around the small group of
mourners attending Charles' funeral. Fiona is among them. A
female VICAR is also in attendance.
JAMES
...his loving wife, Marcia, and two
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children who, just as he did, are
making their own mark upon the
world. That is, perhaps, the most
valuable lesson he taught me...
He coughs, and for a moment seems to lose his place.
JAMES (CONTD.)
Excuse me.
(beat)
The most valuable lesson he taught
me - to stand on my own two feet.
And I'm grateful for it...
LATER
Cars pull away as the funeral gathering disperses. James is
organising proceedings, while Fiona drifts on the outside of
the group, gazing around at her surroundings. James walks
over to her. He's looking a little unwell, as if the strains
of the day are getting to him.
JAMES
Marcia wants us to stay on for a
couple of days. I think she wants
to... make good.
This is not something Fiona wanted to hear.
FIONA
She's not to blame for Dad shutting
us out. But that doesn't mean I'm
going to hang around here.
James nods. He understands.
FIONA (CONTD.)
Can you take me to the train this
evening?
JAMES
Better make it an early one. I
don't want anything keeping me from
the drink with this lot around.
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Marcia, climbing into the back of a Jaguar, spots them.
MARCIA
Do you want a lift back to the
house?
James moves towards the car, beckoning to Fiona. It's a
question, not an order. She shakes her head.
FIONA
I'm going to stay here for a little
while.
Marcia nods. Suit yourself. James clambers in, the door
closes, and the car motors off, following the others. Fiona
looks towards the church, and another, older part of the
graveyard, hidden under some ancient beech trees.
LATER
Fiona walks slowly under the beeches, looking at the
tombstones. Some of them are legible - the names on them
meaningless to her and us, lost to the passage of time.
Others are overgrown with moss and lichen. One in
particular, grander than the others, catches her eye. Only
the last two letters of the surname can be seen, and the
date:
...EY 1750-1792
She reaches over and scrapes the moss aside, pulling it out
of the carved letters with her fingers. As she steps back,
we see:
BYRON GREY 1750-1792
VICAR (O.S.)
No mourners for that one.
Fiona turns to see the Vicar standing nearby.
VICAR (CONTD.)
You're the daughter, aren't you?
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Fiona nods. She glances back at the gravestone. She's not
familiar with the name, but she suspects who he might be.
FIONA
Byron Grey?
VICAR
Charles' ancestor, and yours too I
suppose. He came from nothing,
spent his last pennies on a piece
of old heathland, but ended up
being the richest man in the
parish. He built Blackwood Manor.
FIONA
Sounds like he was cut from the
same cloth as my dad. And my
brother.
VICAR
That's not all.
(beat)
The story goes that on that
heathland was a dolmen - a stone
age tomb, and held within it was...
She hesitates for a second, knowing how strange this sounds
coming from a priest.
VICAR (CONTD.)
...An evil spirit. A daemon. And
the two of them made a deal. Byron
would receive wealth, charm,
whatever he wanted.
FIONA
And in return?
VICAR
He had to give the creature his
soul, so that on death, it would
not go to meet the Lord, but would
be trapped here on earth, within
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the stones.
Fiona looks incredulous.
FIONA
It's a good story. But I lived in
Blackwood Manor for years. No
standing stones there.
She looks to the Vicar for confirmation of this, but the
other woman is clearly not so ready to dismiss it. The Vicar
turns and points to the door of the church. On either side,
above the level of the door, is a small figure - a distorted
and ugly creature - carved into the sandstone.
VICAR
Those are grotesques - this church
has more than most. Their purpose
is to ward off evil.
(beat)
Maybe it is just a story. Or maybe
Byron really is out there
somewhere, trapped, and waiting for
his chance to escape.
EXT. BLACKWOOD MANOR - DAY
Fiona walks down the gravel road towards Blackwood Manor.
Whereas the previous day was all warm, late-summer sunshine,
today seems to have brought a change in the weather. Clouds
gather overhead.
INT. KITCHEN - DAY
Around a dozen guests stand in the kitchen, drinking wine,
eating finger food, and talking to one another. James is
chatting to COOPER (40s), one of his father's business
associates. As Fiona enters, we catch the end of their
conversation. James is looking distinctly unwell, pallid and
drawn.
COOPER
So, I said: "sell, sell, sell!" And
you know what? He did!
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He laughs at his own joke. James manages a tired smile.
Cooper looks askance at Fiona as she joins them, uneasy at
the prospect of having to socialise with someone outside of
the whisky-and-cigars crowd.
COOPER (CONTD.)
I'd better be getting off. Good to
see you James. You take care of the
place now, you hear?
He ambles off.
FIONA
Are you ok to drive me to the
station?
She takes a closer look at him. He's really not in good
shape.
FIONA (CONTD.)
Are you ok to drive at all?
JAMES
'Course. I'll get my keys.
James manages a couple of steps before his legs go from
underneath him. He collapses forward against the island just
as Fiona grabs him. The other guests shy away in shock.
INT. JAMES' ROOM - NIGHT
Fiona draws the curtains, shutting out the
on the bed, his suit discarded in place of
hand he holds a glass of water, and in the
pills. He's still looking a bit frail, but
same extent he did earlier.
JAMES
I'd rather have a scotch.
FIONA
Absolutely not. Water and
paracetamol. And a good night's
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night. James sits
pyjamas. In one
other, a pair of
not quite to the

sleep.
(beat)
Now, down the hatch.
Reluctantly, James throws the painkillers into his mouth and
washes them down.
FIONA (CONTD.)
I'm going to help Marcia. You get
some rest.
INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT
As Fiona enters the kitchen, we see that all the guests have
gone. Marcia is alone, save for a bunch of empty wine
glasses, and some plates scattered with leftover finger food
- no pineapple on a stick here, we're talking canapes, vol
au vents, etc. Even in grief, Marcia doesn't cut corners.
The door of the dishwasher is open, half loaded with dirty
plates and glasses, but Marcia is taking a break. She looks
exhausted. Fiona smiles sympathetically as she enters.
FIONA
Big day.
Marcia nods wearily. Fiona inclines her head towards some
full, unopened bottles of wine on the sideboard.
FIONA (CONTD.)
Can I help?
MARCIA
Those go back in the cellar. I'll
finish up here.
Fiona grabs a few wine bottles.
FIONA
You don't have to, Marcia. I can do
this.
MARCIA
No, it's good for me to keep busy.
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She looks at Fiona and forces a smile.
MARCIA (CONTD.)
When I stop, you see... that's when
I remember that he's gone.
Fiona is at once taken aback and smpathetic towards this
unexpected display of humanity. She leaves the room, and
leaves Marcia to her thoughts.
INT. CELLAR - NIGHT
Darkness - a door opens somewhere above, and we see Fiona
silhouetted in it. She reaches for a switch on the wall, and
lights suddenly flicker on.
As Fiona comes down the steps, we see more of the cellar.
This isn't a gloomy dungeon - it's just a larder and a
storeroom, one which Fiona is - from her younger days at
least - very familiar with. That said, it's clearly old, and
hasn't been kept in nearly as good condition as the rest of
the house. The room is rectangular, and is supported by two
large and rather uneven central pillars that split the room
into six 'chambers'. The room has been roughly plastered and
painted, but due to age and neglect, the plaster is visibly
starting to crumble and decay in places.
The cellar contains all the things one might expect various non-perishable food and drink items, garden
furniture and equipment, and battered carboard boxes full of
old records (of both the paper and vinyl varieties) as well
as other ephemera. Against the inside of one of the central
pillars, below the 'arch' created by them in the ceiling, is
a folding wine rack, half filled with bottles, and it is
towards this that Fiona moves.
As she pushes the last bottle into the wine rack, she does
so with just a little too much force. The bottle goes
through the back of the rack, and meets the pillar with the
distinctive sound of glass hitting a solid object. Fiona
winces, hoping that the bottle hasn't broken (it hasn't),
but there was another sound too - the crunch of something
dry and brittle breaking apart, and this catches her
attention.
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Focus on the pillar, where we can see a newly-formed and
very distinct crack running up the ancient plasterwork
behind the wine rack. There's something about it that is
hidden and enticing, and Fiona is drawn to it. She reaches
out her fingers and prods it experimentally - a large piece
of plaster has come loose, and it looks like the slightest
touch would dislodge it. Fiona can't resist - she digs her
nails into the crack, and pulls.
Effortlessly, the plaster comes away, but what is revealed
behind is not brick, but stone. Old, weathered stone - and
there, carved into it, is a worn and ancient design, a
swirling pattern that we've seen before - on the painting of
Byron, and in Fiona's dream.
Fiona looks at it for a moment, trying to understand what
she's seeing. Then, in dawning comprehension, she traces the
line of the pillar up to the roof, across the ceiling, and
down the other pillar.
It's the dolmen - and she's standing inside it. She was
right about there being no dolmen in Blackwood Manor,
because the dolmen is *underneath* it. It's the very
foundations of the house.
The cellar seems much more threatening now. The light seems
dimmer, the shadows longer, the room smaller - and her
breath turns to vapour as she exhales, as if the room has
suddenly grown colder.
Alarmed, she begins to make her way towards the stairs,
forcing herself to walk slowly, to stay calm. She looks back
- there's nothing there, just the cellar as she left it, but
now the pillars block her line of sight to the very back of
the room - a space, now unseen, where who-knows-what might
lurk. She quickens her pace, darting up the steps and out of
the door only to stop dead in her tracks.
Marcia is right outside the door, but there's nothing
frightening about her. She's just come to see where Fiona
has got to.
(Additionally, we're now in the great hall - one of the
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doors leading off it - which the women now stand in front of
- leads down the the cellar, which must lie directly below
the room.)
MARCIA
Are you alright, Fiona? You look
like you've seen a ghost.
FIONA
I'm fine.
She's clearly not. Marcia takes a step past her and looks
down the steps into the cellar. Nothing out of the ordinary.
She flicks the light off and closes the door.
MARCIA
I'm going to bed. Are you staying
up?
For Fiona, the thought of being left on her own anywhere
near the cellar is terrifying.
FIONA
No - I'm coming too.
INT. FIONA'S ROOM - NIGHT
Fiona steps into her room, and closes the door. She pauses
before it for a second, then turns the key in the lock.
She looks around the room. It seems perfectly normal and
safe.
LATER
Fiona is in bed, in a slightly fitful sleep. The lights are
out, and the room is dark.
Focus on the door. The stillness of the night is broken as
something thuds against the wood. The door shudders.
Fiona's eyes snap open. Immediately, she sits up in bed and
turns on the light. She listens, eyes wide in alarm.
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FIONA
Hello?
She waits for an answer. Slowly the door handle turns, and
the door is pushed inward, but is held fast on the lock another thud. Fiona acts quickly, leaping out of bed and
moving to the door. She looks around for something anything - that she might use as a weapon, and spies an
ornamental bowl on the dresser - the sort that might be used
for keys, coins, and other miscellaneous items. It's not
ideal, but it'll do.
She picks it up, takes a moment to ready herself, then turns
the key in the lock and opens the door.
James spills into the room, collapsing to the floor.
FIONA
My god! James!
Fiona drops to her knees next to him, laying a hand gently
on his face. James' skin looks grey and sallow, covered in a
sheen of sweat, and his eyes have sunk back into his skull.
It looks as if his life is ebbing away by the second. James
struggles to speak, it's like his tongue and throat have
dried up and withered away.
Fiona gives him a quick, worried assessment. She's no
doctor, but she's never seen anything like this. She's out
of ideas.
FIONA (CONTD.)
I'll call an ambulance.
She scrambles for the nightstand, grabs her mobile phone and
keys in the number, but the line cuts out immediately. Focus
on her phone screen as she looks at it - no signal.
FIONA (CONTD.)
Damn it!
She crosses back to James, and helps him to sit up against
the wall.
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FIONA (CONTD.)
I've got to go downstairs and make
the call. I'll be right back.
As she gets to her feet, James weakly clutches at her.
JAMES
I remember, Fiona. The man in the
painting.
FIONA
Never mind that, just stay calm.
JAMES
I touched it too. I went with him.
I said yes.
They look at each other. Fiona knows what he's talking
about, but there are more immediate issues here. She puts a
hand on his shoulder and squeezes it, reassuringly. Then she
heads out into the corridor.
INT. GREAT HALL - NIGHT
Fiona dashes down the stairs, and into the great hall, phone
clutched in her hand. As she crosses the hall, with her back
to the painting:
BYRON (O.S.)
Fiona.
She stops. Turns.
The painting looks a little different now. The colours in it
seem more vibrant, and the lines seem to shift and blur,
almost giving the impression of movement. Byron's voice
seems to come from all around her. The effect is hypnotic.
As she looks at the painting, Fiona blinks, slowly and
heavily. The mobile phone slips from her hand and drops to
the floor. She doesn't notice.
BYRON (O.S.)
I've waited for you, Fiona. You
remember me.
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Fiona can't take her eyes away from the painting. While she
continues to look at it, she's in a trance, under Byron's
spell.
FIONA
Yes.
BYRON (O.S.)
You rejected me as a girl, but you
are a woman now. And I am stronger
than I once was.
(beat)
Come to me.
She can't help herself. One step after another, she begins
to move towards the painting.
BYRON (O.S.)
Help me Fiona. Help me return home.
She's much closer now. The painting looms above her. It
seems as if Byron is looking down at her.
BYRON (O.S.)
Just reach out...
Compelled to obey, Fiona reaches out her hand - she's not
fighting it, she's dreamy and compliant. Just as her hand
nears the canvas...
The phone on the floor beeps and the screen lights up - a
notification that it's got a signal. It's a small,
insignificant noise, but it's enough.
Fiona's outstretched fingers clench into a fist as the
reverie is broken. She steps back, and looks Byron dead in
the eye.
FIONA
No.
She starts to back away.
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FIONA (CONTD.)
I'm going to help my brother, then
I'm going to come back and cut you
in two.
She turns around, and gasps. Marcia stands only a few feet
away from her, but she's not like we've seen her before. She
looks serious and determined, and holds a long kitchen knife
in her hand.
FIONA (CONTD.)
Marcia!
Marcia levels the knife at Fiona's midsection and begins to
move forward, driving the younger woman back towards the
painting.
MARCIA
He came to me too, you know.
(beat)
I knew as soon as I saw him that he
was more than Charles could ever
be. That he loved me, wanted me,
more than my husband ever did. And
now he's almost free. He's almost
mine.
Fiona backs up some more. She's getting perilously close to
the painting.
MARCIA (CONTD.)
Charles gave himself willingly for
a taste of that power. But you...
(beat)
I'll have to give you to him by
force.
As Marcia thrusts the knife forward, Fiona reacts on
instinct. She brings her hand up in a sudden tai chi
movement that meets Marcia's wrist, and the knife is
deflected to one side. Fiona looks as surprised as Marcia,
but her surprise quickly turns into a smile of newfound
confidence.
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Marcia stabs again, quicker and harder this time, but again
Fiona's hands come up, and the blade passes harmlessly to
one side.
The two women stare each other in the eye as Marcia prepares
for another assault.
FIONA
Don't.
With a snarl, Marcia lunges forward, and Fiona reacts again,
gripping Marcia's wrist while spinning her own body to one
side, wrenching the knife from her opponent's grasp and
sending her stumbling helplessly towards the painting.
Marcia staggers forward, her eyes widening as she realises
the inevitability of what's about to happen, and
instinctively stretches her hands out to stop her
movement...
As her hands touch the painting, they seem to sink into the
canvas. A soft, translucent radiance seeps out from the
painting, covering Marcia's body. She struggles to free
herself, but some unseen force behind the canvas holds her
fast. In moments, the light has completely covered her body,
then, with a brief flash, she's gone.
The painting is still again, whatever need it had finally
sated. The colours have ceased to swirl. Fiona looks towards
the phone lying on the floor. Wearily, she walks over and
picks it up.
Then, a sound behind her. An exhalation, as of a
long-awaited release. She turns back, and we see that the
painting is now suffused with the same soft light that
consumed Marcia.
As we watch the light seems to coalesce towards the centre,
growing brighter and more opaque. Point of light slowly
press out, forming details of fingers, hands, wrists.
As the fingers flex, we see a face, Byron's face, begin to
emerge from the wall of light as if pressed forward against
a thin sheet of rubber. When Byron speaks, we see his mouth
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move.
BYRON
It is enough... Enough life.
(beat)
I am free...
Fiona has only a moment to act. She leaps toward the
painting...
From behind the canvas, we see a jagged line of light
emerge, its lowest point travelling rapidly downward as
Fiona's knife cuts through. A rattling cry of hate and
despair echoes around the hall as Byron's presence fades,
and vanishes...
Then we're back in the hall with Fiona as she stands, knife
in one hand, phone in the other, looking at the ruin of the
painting and gasping from the adrenaline of fear and relief.
INT. HOSPITAL - DAY
We're looking down a corridor in a modern hospital. It's
bright and well-lit - a complete contrast with the previous
scene. Fiona stands opposite a door in the side of the
corridor, looking through it into a room which appears
offscreen.
FIONA
You're sure you're up to this?
James emerges from the doorway, in pyjamas and slippers. He
can walk without assistance, but it's clearly a little bit
of a struggle. Nevertheless, he's looking a lot better than
he did the last time we saw him. She offers him her hand,
but he waves her gently away.
JAMES
I can do it.
They move down the corridor, which is on the ground floor,
to where a set of double doors lets out onto a small, grassy
quad - a bit of green space for the patients and staff.
James pauses before it, thoughtful. There's something he
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wants to get off his chest.
JAMES (CONTD.)
The day after we found the
painting, I went back to the attic.
I took his hand, and he led me
between the stones and into
darkness.
He shrugs.
JAMES (CONTD.)
Then I was back in the attic, just
like you were.
(frustrated, struggling
to remember the past)
It seems like a dream. It always
did. But ever since then... money,
career, things just seemed to go my
way.
(beat)
Was it the same with Dad, do you
think?
Fiona nods. They don't know the details, but it seems
likely.
FIONA
I think everyone who's lived in
that house has been made some kind
of offer, and bit by bit that man
has stolen the life from them, has
grown more powerful until...
She stops for a moment, lost in thought.
JAMES
Until you stopped him.
Fiona turns back, her expression skeptical.
FIONA
Did I? Somehow I get the feeling
Byron Grey isn't so easily
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defeated.
JAMES
Maybe. But our part in it is done.
We don't have to go back. Ever.
Fiona's spirits seem to lift. James is right on that, at
least. She moves through the doors out to the quad, and he
follows her as she walks off, putting a bit of distance
between them.
Suddenly, she turns on her heel, and performs the tai chi
opening move, planting her feet apart, and bringing her
hands slowly up, then down to just above her hips. She looks
relaxed, poised, and confident. James hesitates.
FIONA
How about it? Are you ready?
He gives in, walks over and stands opposite her, trying to
assume the same pose.
JAMES
Ok. What do I do?
FIONA
For now... Just try to follow
along.
She begins going through the movements, and James copies
her. Occasionally, Fiona pauses, observes James, or takes
them back to an earlier movement. James is slow and awkward
at first, but he picks it up faster than we might expect,
and soon is revelling in the smooth and gentle nature of the
excercises. The two of them seem more relaxed in each
other's company now than we've ever seen them before.
We pull back, leaving them to their routine.
FADE OUT.
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