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EXT. INFINITE VOID

In the silent darkness of the infinite void, MARCUS TOWNSEND 
(black male, mid 50s, dreadlocks) is falling- endlessly. 

His face bears a look of horror as he flails about 
desperately, bracing for the fateful end that never comes.

EXT. BAYOU, LOUISIANA - NIGHT

In the Louisiana bayou, a child runs barefoot through the night. 

An ethereal mist hangs in the air. 

Flaming tiki torches line the dirt track that snakes between 
ancient trees. 

EXT./INT. FRENCH COLONIAL HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

YOUNG CHANTELLE TOWNSEND (mixed-race girl, age 8, bunches & 
dungarees) runs towards a large, brightly-lit, French colonial-
era house, and breathlessly climbs the steps. 

The front door is ajar- a key in the lock has a pendant dangling 
from it. She takes a closer look: it’s inscribed with a SYMBOL, 
a decorative cross- the ‘Veve’ of Papa Legba.

We hear the voice of a young boy crying and pleading in Creole. 

MARCUS (O.S.)
Please Papa, please. I just want to 
see them, please let me see them.

Chantelle peeks in through the open door.

INSIDE

The lobby is large and luxurious- classic French Colonial style.

YOUNG MARCUS TOWNSEND (age 8) is on his knees. He’s clutching at 
the white suited trouser leg of PAPA LEGBA (black man, 60s, 
cheeky & warm hearted), who towers over him.

Legba wears a Panama hat with red and black ribbon. He walks 
with a cane and smokes a pipe. 

PAPA LEGBA
No. You can't see them now. Stop 
this foolishness and go back to 
your room.

Marcus turns, and runs up the giant staircase, crying.
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We hear a small dog yapping from another room.

PAPA LEGBA (CONT’D)
(Shouting to another room)

Ayezan! Ayezan! Tell that dog to 
shut up! 

(To himself)
I don’t know what I’m gonna do with 
that boy.

Papa Legba tuts and exits to a side room. 

Chantelle creeps in unnoticed and follows Marcus up the stairs.

MEZZANINE

Marcus tip-toes along the mezzanine, past large portraits of 
African noble men and women, then stops at an ornately 
decorated, dark wood CHEST of drawers. 

On top of it are a vase of flowers, two candelabras, and a pair 
of African statuettes- a man and a woman. 

He opens the top drawer, removes something from his pocket and 
places it inside, then hurries towards a door at the end of the 
hall. 

Chantelle, following, opens the drawer to REVEAL- an ornately 
decorated DAGGER bearing a crucifix symbol- the VEVE of Baron 
Samedi.

We hear the faint sound of a couple in the throes of passion. 

Chantelle turns- the door at the end of the hall is open a 
crack. She approaches cautiously. 

The door is marked with another SYMBOL: the heart-shaped VEVE of 
Mamman Brigitte. 

As Chantelle approaches we hear the couple climax.

BEDROOM

The bedroom is sparse, floorboards and peeling paint. A large 
steel-frame bed sits in the centre, opposite an ALTAR covered in 
candles, statuettes, flowers, bottles and skulls. 

On the bed are BARON SAMEDI (tall, bald black man, mid-50s, slim 
but muscular) and MAMMAN BRIGITTE (voluptuous Irish woman, late-
30s, milky white skin, bright red hair). They are sweaty- 
grunting and giggling post-coitally.

Beneath the bed, an enormous SNAKE slithers sleepily.
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The door beside Chantelle makes a loud CREAK...

The couple are alerted. They turn to look, but before Chantelle 
can see their faces- SNAP! The snake's head pounces at her face.

END DREAM SEQUENCE

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM, LONDON - NIGHT

London, 13th October, present day.

ADULT CHANTELLE TOWNSEND (mixed-race woman, late 20s, 
beautiful, tough, athletic) wakes up, startled. 

She’s slumped in an armchair, holding a tattered old BOOK of 
Alice in Wonderland.

JENNY TOWNSEND (white woman, mid-50s, frail) is on a hospital 
bed hooked up to life support machines- she’s in a coma.

There’s a knock- a NURSE stands in the doorway.

NURSE
Sorry to disturb you.

CHANTELLE
No, it’s fine, I need to go anyway.

Chantelle places the book on the side table and gathers her 
coat and bag.

Nurse checks the life support equipment.

Chantelle picks up a rosary from the bedside table and wraps 
it gently round her mother’s hand, then kisses her forehead.

The Nurse notices the book.

NURSE
I love that story.

CHANTELLE
It’s her favourite. The doctor said 
it might help- if I read it to her.

The nurse smiles and nods at this. 

NURSE
She’s in good hands.

Chantelle’s phone RINGS. She answers.
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CHANTELLE
Hello? Yes, thanks for calling 
back...

Chantelle exits the room and walks through the ward towards 
the lifts.

INT./EXT. HOSPITAL - SAME TIME

DRILLER (big white skinhead male, 40s, looming) is dripping 
blood as he drags himself into the busy Accident and 
Emergency entrance of the hospital.

DRILLER
Nurse? Nurse! Can I get some help? 
Some cunt stabbed me!

He slumps into a seat beside some nurses who crowd round him 

Chantelle exits the lift and passes him- still on the phone.

CHANTELLE
(loudly in to phone)

Sorry the reception’s really bad 
here- the name is Marcus 
Townsend... I’m his daughter... 
Chantelle.

Driller’s eyes widen when he hears that name.

DRILLER
(looking around)

You what? Hey...

Chantelle doesn’t hear him and exits.

Driller watches her intently as the nurses huddle round him.

HOSPITAL ENTRANCE

As Chantelle exits the Hospital, she passes a SECURITY GUARD 
sheepishly shooing two intimidating, but well-trained 
Bullmastiff DOGS waiting patiently near the entrance. 

CHANTELLE
-Yes I understand. Can’t you hold 
on to- Destroy it? Well how much 
does he owe? Shit... Ok, well can I 
come and collect it? I can come 
tomorrow morning.

She runs to catch a BUS waiting at the BUS STOP.
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INT./EXT. BUS, LONDON STREETS, MOVING - NIGHT

Chantelle is still on the phone as she boards the double-
decker bus. She taps her oyster card and looks for a seat. 

The bottom deck is full, so she climbs upstairs.

CHANTELLE
(to phone)

I’ve got all the documents... I’ll 
bring them with me tomorrow. Do not 
destroy anything!

On the top deck there are only two other passengers: towards 
the front sits TONY THE CRACKHEAD (white male, 20s, zombie) 
staring mindlessly out the window.

On the back row is PAPA GUEDE (Black man, 40s, deranged) who 
wears a black leather jacket, porkpie hat and shades with one 
lens missing. He’s eating an apple, muttering and laughing to 
himself.

Chantelle catches his eye and immediately regrets it. 

He beams at her lasciviously. 

She chooses a seat a few rows in front of him.

CHANTELLE (CONT’D)
(to phone)

Ok great. Thanks a lot.

She hangs up the phone and rummages in her bag.

GUEDE
(shouts)

Cheer up love, it might never 
happen!

Chantelle rolls her eyes- it already has. 

Inside her bag, we see her find a miniature VODKA bottle. 

She considers this for a moment, then pushes it back inside 
and retrieves her headphones.

Guede leans forward, breathy.

GUEDE (CONT’D)
I know how to cheer you up.

She sneers, hurriedly trying to connect her headphones.
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GUEDE (CONT’D)
Why is it so hard to open a piano?

(beat)
Because all the keys are on the 
inside!

He erupts into maniacal laughter. 

Chantelle slips her headphones on and gazes forlornly out the 
window as the bus sleeks through the autumnal city streets. 

The bus idles for a moment outside a pub. Chantelle sees a 
group of men in suits, drinking and laughing.

She watches them for a moment, then discreetly pulls the 
vodka from her bag and takes a gulp. 

OUTSIDE

As the bus moves on, a fight erupts amongst the men.

Further along she sees a handsome young couple argue as they 
pass a homeless young woman sheltered in a doorway. 

SIRENS scream past.

INSIDE

Chantelle’s nose wrinkles as she catches a strange smell. 

A few seats in front of her, Tony the Crackhead is taking a 
hit off a crack pipe he’s made from a miniature vodka bottle.

Repulsed, Chantelle rings the bell and gets up to leave. 

Turning at the stairs, she notices the back row is EMPTY. 

She doesn’t recall the strange man leaving.

EXT. ESTATE - NIGHT

Chantelle strolls down the street, playfully avoiding a 
street sign and three manhole covers in a row, until she 
arrives at the imposing entrance of a housing estate. 

Brutalist concrete blocks jutting skyward, pierce the grey 
clouds overhead.

A gang of teenage boys lurk in the shadows. They wear the 
uniform of London street thugs- all black; no face, no case. 

Chantelle hardens as she approaches.
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CHANTELLE
How you boys doing? Staying out of 
trouble?

SHELLZ (tall black boy, late teens) the alpha of the group.

SHELLZ
Yeah Miss, no trouble round ere.

She turns to FLEX (short black boy, early teens, timid).

CHANTELLE
I hope that’s true, Shellz. Wha 
gwan Flex?

FLEX
Wha gwan.

CHANTELLE
I heard you was killin’ it down at 
the studio the other day! Foxy 
played me a couple of your tunes- 
that was some serious fire!

She gives him a fist bump. He's bashfully pleased with himself.

FLEX
Safe.

CHANTELLE
You boys should come down the 
centre this week, we’re doing a 
load of Black History Month stuff 
you might like.

FLEX
(shrugs)

Maybe.

SHELLZ
Nah that’s cap man. Who gives a 
fuck about history?

CHANTELLE
My Dad always said if you don’t 
know where you’re coming from, 
you’ll never know where you’re 
going. 

SHELLZ
Yeah? How’d that work out for him?

Chantelle throws daggers at him.
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CHANTELLE
Like I said, everybody’s welcome.

(turns to Flex)
Don’t waste your talent Flex, you 
can come studio anytime.

FLEX
Safe Chantelle.

The boys snigger and tease each other as Chantelle leaves. 

Shellz watches her predatorily.

Walking through the estate, Chantelle passes some flats that 
have been boarded up with ‘Notice of Repossession’ signs. 

She arrives at a stairwell and uses a fob to buzz herself 
into the block.

INT. ESTATE, STAIRWELL - NIGHT

The lift is out of order. She takes the stairs- piss-stained, 
filthy and littered with drug paraphernalia.

Reaching the fifth floor landing, she sees a sign on the wall 
that reads: ‘Roof Access’. 

We see a FLASH of Marcus falling silently through the 
infinite void.

Chantelle shakes it off and exits the stairwell onto the 
external walkway of the block.

EXT. ESTATE, WALKWAY - NIGHT

A few doors down, AUGUSTUS THE BAILIFF (huge black male, 
bald, mid-30s) is knocking aggressively on Chantelle’s 
neighbours’ door. He wears a suit and trench-coat and speaks 
with a high-pitched, nasal cockney accent.

AUGUSTUS
Open up mister Ahmadi, I know 
you’re in there.

Chantelle stops outside her front door and eavesdrops whilst 
pretending to look for her keys.

AUGUSTUS (CONT’D)
I’m trying to help you sir. We can 
set up a repayment plan but if I 
have to kick your door in it’s 
going to cost you a lot more.
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There’s no response from inside the flat.

CHANTELLE
He’s not in.

The Bailiff glares at her and thuds on the door again.

AUGUSTUS
Mr Ahmadi!

CHANTELLE
Why don’t you leave him alone?

AUGUSTUS
Why don’t you mind your own 
business?

CHANTELLE
If you’re troublin’ my neighbours 
it is my business!

She stares him down. 

He strides imposingly towards her.

CHANTELLE (CONT’D)
Who do you work for? The council?

AUGUSTUS
Lettings agent. 

CHANTELLE
Which one? What’s your name? 

The bailiff towers over her.

AUGUSTUS
If you see your neighbour, tell him 
he needs to contact his landlord-
immediately.

He passes Chantelle and exits via the stairwell. 

Chantelle watches him leave, then walks cautiously towards 
the door he was banging on.

She taps on the window gently.

CHANTELLE
Bijan, are you there? It’s 
Chantelle. That man’s gone now.

There’s a moments silence then the sound of several locks 
clicking.
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The door opens a crack and BIJAN AHMADI (Iranian man, 60s, 
gaunt, strong Persian accent) peers out.

CHANTELLE (CONT’D)
Are you ok?

He shakes his head solemnly.

BIJAN
They are going to evict us.

CHANTELLE
I’m so sorry. Is there anything I 
can do?

BIJAN
Thank you darling. No, I don’t 
think so. 

CHANTELLE
Come down to the centre when you 
can, maybe me and Junior can do 
something to help.

Bijan nods and waves a gesture of appreciation before closing 
the door. We hear the locks clicking.

INT. CHANTELLE’S FLAT - NIGHT

The flat is small but cosy, decorated with plants, family 
photos and African and Caribbean themed artwork.

Ambient Indian chant music plays loudly from somewhere in the 
house.

Chantelle sighs, disgruntled and hangs up her coat.

In the kitchen at the end of the hall, RASHAUNA (black woman, 
20s, curvy and bubbly) is cooking dinner and singing along to 
the strange hypnotic music.

Chantelle enters.

CHANTELLE
(tired)

Hey babe.

RASHAUNA
(enthusiastic)

Hey hun! How you doing?

They embrace warmly and kiss on the lips.
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FADE IN:

EXT. CLACTON PROMENADE - DAY

Present day. A bleak autumnal afternoon in Clacton-on-Sea; a 
deprived seaside town in England.

An elderly couple walk a little white dog on the deserted 
shoreline beneath dull grey skies, as murky brown waves lap 
at the shingle. 

They climb the concrete steps from the beach to the damp 
promenade. 

Sitting on a bench in a hoodie a jeans is KAMAAL: 18-year-old 
black male with dreads- slim, thoughtful, effortlessly cool. 

Beside him is a GUITAR CASE and a SKATEBOARD.

As the old couple pass, he throws them an awkward smile, 
reaching out to pet the dog. But they pull away, giving him a 
wide berth.

He scowls as they shuffle off. Then takes a moment to breathe 
in the salty air, thoughtfully gazing out at the horizon.

MOMENTS LATER

Kamaal hurtles along the promenade on his skateboard with the 
guitar case strapped to his back. 

Railings on one side and rows of colourful beach huts on the 
other; their doors locked up for the winter. 

The streets are dotted with people as he approaches the town 
centre. 

Dilapidated single-storey buildings whizz by: newsagent 
windows advertising The Sun newspaper, shops cluttered with 
buckets, spades, and hard rock candy. 

A greasy spoon cafe with pensioners devouring all day 
breakfasts. 

A gloomy pub filled with fat old white men nursing cheap 
pints of lager.

TV NEWS REPORT (V.O.)
Another teenage boy killed, the 
latest in a recent spate of 
stabbings in east London.
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EXT./INT. CLACTON PIER AMUSEMENTS - CONTINUOUS

Union Jack flags flutter in the wind atop domed turrets on 
the white-walled two-storey building.

Kamaal dismounts his board and enters the doorway beneath a 
large sign that reads CLACTON PIER - FREE ENTRY. 

INSIDE

He strolls through the sparsely-filled arcade, discerningly 
inspecting the ageing machines. 

A pair of obese women on mobility scooters mindlessly slide 
pennies into coin pushers. 

Clusters of feral white teens smash buttons and collect reels 
of tokens as their winnings.

Kamaal approaches a booth at the back of the room where a 
sign reads: PRIZES!

At the back of the booth, amongst the smorgasbord of teddies, 
sweets and cheap toys is a GLASS CABINET with the top prizes: 
a games console, some flashy watches, expensive headphones.

Kamaal’s gaze lands dreamily on the shelf beneath them 
bearing the sign OVER-18s ONLY!

On the shelf are an array of dangerous prizes: an air rifle, 
a hunting knife, a set of darts and...

In the centre, on a little stand, is a SAMURAI SWORD with a 
sticker that reads: 5000 TOKENS.

Kamaal admires the sword.

ARCADE MANAGER (O.S.)
Like the look of that do ya?

The ARCADE MANAGER (white male, mid-60s, deadpan), leaning 
back in an office chair, peers over his newspaper.

Kamaal nods.

ARCADE MANAGER (CONT’D)
How many tokens you got?

KAMAAL
Nearly three thousand.

The Arcade Manager scoffs.
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ARCADE MANAGER
Got a way to go yet ain’t ya? 

He grins provocatively. Kamaal looks disheartened.

MOMENTS LATER

Kamaal exits the rear of the arcade out onto the Clacton Pier 
Amusement Park- a typical English seaside attraction with an 
elaborate funfair, including a mini rollercoaster.

It’s off season, so sparsely filled with an eclectic array of 
locals- poverty porn, the great unwashed masses.

On the other side of the funfair, the pier reaches out to the 
horizon.

Kamaal walks to the edge of the pier and looks out longingly.

He finds an empty space opposite the red and white tower of 
the helter-skelter and sets up his BUSKING SPOT.

MOMENTS LATER

Kamaal is nervously singing Bob Marley’s ‘No Woman No Cry’. 
He has a good singing voice and plays the guitar fairly well, 
but looking down at his guitar case it has no coins.

He stops singing and thinks for a moment and has an idea.

He starts playing again, this time singing ‘Wonderwall’ by 
Oasis. 

Immediately passersby start tossing coins into his case.

Kamaal beams exuberantly and sings with a renewed gusto.

EXT. CLACTON PIER - EVENING

The sun hangs low, peeking halfheartedly through the blanket 
of clouds. 

Kamaal’s guitar case now has a nice pile of coins.

A pair of little OLD LADIES in headscarves sit on a bench 
watching him sing Neil Diamond’s ‘Sweet Caroline’.

Suddenly a group of three TEENAGE BOYS in hoods appear and 
see an opportunity.

The smallest boy grabs the guitar case and runs off with it.
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Kamaal tries to chase him, but the other boys block his way, 
one of them swings a punch and hits him square in the face- 
Kamaal falls to the ground. 

The teens run off laughing as the old ladies shake their 
heads in disapproval.

Kamaal gets up, grabs his skateboard and chases after them on 
foot- through the arcade and back out onto the street.

EXT. CLACTON PROMENADE - EVENING

The teenagers are running along the promenade laughing. 

They look back to see Kamaal hurtling towards them on his 
skateboard, eyes brimming with rage.

The boy holding the guitar case trips and the money starts 
spilling out. 

Kamaal is gaining on him fast. 

The boys lets the money fall out onto the street, then throws 
the case as he evades Kamaal’s grasp.

He spins around and pulls out a knife, pointing it at Kamaal.

Kamaal stops.

Behind him the other boys are picking the coins up off the 
floor.

The boy with the knife leers at him. Then all of them run off 
laughing.

Kamaal cautiously picks up his guitar case and places the 
guitar back inside. He opens a zip pocket on the case to 
REVEAL reams of TOKENS and takes a deep sigh of relief.

EXT. CLACTON PROMENADE - DUSK

Kamaal skates along the promenade forlornly. 

He passes the same pub he passed earlier. The same men are 
sitting outside, having the same conversations.

As he continues along the street, a police car pulls up 
slowly alongside him and flashes it’s lights.

Kamaal stops. 

The Policemen get out and approach him menacingly.
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POLICEMAN 1
What you up to there son?

KAMAAL
Just on my way home.

Policeman 1 pushes him up against the wall and starts patting 
him down. Kamaal complies begrudgingly.

Policeman 2 grabs the guitar case and rummages inside.

POLICEMAN 1
You live round here do ya?

KAMAAL
Jaywick.

POLICEMAN 1
You got a long walk home. What’s 
your name, sonnyjim?

KAMAAL
Kamaal. Kamaal Hutchins.

POLICEMAN 1
Where you from? 

KAMAAL
London. 

POLICEMAN 1
Nah. Where you really from? 
Originally.

KAMAAL
What do you mean?

POLICEMAN 1
You ain’t really from London. Name 
like Kamaal Hutchins. Where you 
really from?

KAMAAL
I’m from London.

The policemen’s radios crackle.

POLICE RADIO (O.S.)
Sierra Oscar to three one three, we 
have an ongoing incident in your 
location, please respond.

POLICEMAN 2
We’ve gotta go!
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Policeman 1 glares at Kamaal. 

POLICEMAN 1
Stay out of trouble, Kamaal 
Hutchins.

They get into the car and drive off.

Kamaal dusts himself off and gathers his belongings.

INT. KAMAAL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Kamaal enters the cramped bungalow. The house is modest but 
neat and well kept. 

His Dad, MICHAEL (45, Black man, military & MMA fighter) is 
waiting angrily at the table in the kitchen diner in an 
unbuttoned shirt and an empty plate. 

MICHAEL
What time do you call this?

KAMAAL
I’m sorry, I missed the bus.

Kamaal enters, passing shelves with martial arts trophies, 
and a painting of a samurai. On the wall behind Michael a 
pair of boxing gloves and a samurai sword are displayed.

MICHAEL
You were supposed to make the 
dinner. I was starving when I got 
in. 

(beat)
You weren’t messing around down 
them arcades again were you?

KAMAAL
Nah.

MICHAEL
I told you not to go down there. 

KAMAAL
I wasn’t!

Kamaal storms into his room, chucks his stuff down and flops 
on to his bed. He stares at the cracks in the ceiling.

Michael steps into the room.

MICHAEL
What’s the matter?

6.



7.

KAMAAL
Nothing.

MICHAEL
What happened to your face?

KAMAAL
Some boys jumped me.

Beat.

MICHAEL
I hope they look worse.

KAMAAL
One of them pulled a knife on me.

Beat.

MICHAEL
Well at least you’re ok.

Kamaal clenches his jaw.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
(sighs)

It’s your turn to wash up. Make 
sure you do your homework and 
you’ll have to do yourself packed 
lunch for tomorrow, cos I ain’t got 
no cash. I’m goin out.

KAMAAL
Fine.

Michael exits.

INT. KAMAAL'S HOUSE, KITCHEN - LATER

Kamaal is alone in the kitchen. On the TV scene from the 
movie Ghost Dog (or Afro Samurai/Kurosawa) is playing as he 
makes peanut butter sandwiches. 

He animatedly swings his butter knife like a samurai sword, 
mimicking the character on screen.

MUCH LATER

Kamaal is asleep, we hear Michael coming home drunk with a 
woman, giggling.
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EXT. CLACTON PROMENADE - DAY

It’s a cool but sunny day on the promenade, the streets are 
busy and seagulls caw overhead. 

Kamaal is busking near an ice cream van. He’s giving a 
passionate rendition of Queen’s ‘Somebody to Love’ and 
passersby are tossing money into his case.

A family eating ice creams watch him blankly. When he 
finishes, a little girl puts some coins in his case- he has a 
decent pile, at least a tenner in total. 

He thanks her sweetly as the family leave, then picks up the 
pennies and puts them in his pocket.

ICE CREAM MAN (O.S.)
You’re pretty good at that.

The ICE CREAM MAN (50s, white, cockney) is leaning out his 
window.

KAMAAL
Thanks.

ICE CREAM MAN
You should go on that Britain’s Got 
Talent or something.

Kamaal shrugs bashfully.

KAMAAL
S’not really my style.

ICE CREAM MAN
You should think about it. I reckon 
you’d be in for a chance.

Kamaal considers this.

ICE CREAM MAN (CONT’D)
Here.

The Ice Cream man is holding out an ice cream- vanilla, 99 
flake.

Kamaal smiles gratefully as he takes the cone.

ICE CREAM MAN (CONT’D)
That’s a special recipe, that one. 
Family secret. Handed down over 
generations. 

He taps the side of his nose.
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Kamaal has a lick and nods approvingly.

KAMAAL
Pretty good.

ICE CREAM MAN
You wanna know the secret to making 
good ice cream?

Kamaal nods.

ICE CREAM MAN (CONT’D)
Patience. You wait and you watch, 
as the cream is pasteurised. And 
just as it’s starting to turn from 
white to that creamy yellow- that’s 
when you freeze it.

Kamaal considers this thoughtfully.

EXT./INT. CLACTON PIER AMUSEMENTS - DAY

Kamaal is finishing his Ice Cream as he enters the arcade- a 
look of determination on his face.

As he peruses the arcade, looking at machines, the Arcade 
Manager comes into view.

ARCADE MANAGER
Back again?

Kamaal gives a polite smile.

ARCADE MANAGER (CONT’D)
I saw what happened to you 
yesterday with them boys. Are you 
OK? That was horrible, did you get 
your stuff back?

KAMAAL
They stole my money.

ARCADE MANAGER
Little bastards. I’ll keep an eye 
out for them. It’s getting rough 
round here nowadays. Not like it 
used to be.

Kamaal nods.

ARCADE MANAGER (CONT’D)
Here, I tell you what- I got a 
little tip for ya. 
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He beckons Kamaal over to one of the machines called THE 
TOWER OF TICKETS- a brightly coloured arcade machine with a 
red flashing light on top. 

ARCADE MANAGER (CONT’D)
You wanna win the big tickets? This 
is the game with the biggest wins. 
It ain’t easy, but if you win- you 
win big!

Kamaal admires the glass dome, inside is a large spinning 
disk littered with rolls of tokens ranging from 100 to 1000.

The Arcade Manager exits.

MOMENTS LATER

Kamaal is obsessively observing the Tower of Tickets game as 
some other people play.

When they are finished he approaches the machine.

He carefully pays his money and tries his luck.

He hits the big red button- fails.

He tries again, fails. 

Again, he fails. 

And again, and again. 

Finally, he scrapes a roll of tokens but doesn’t quite knock 
them into the winning slot.

He takes a deep breath, centres himself and becomes one with 
the force.

He hits the red button. The lights flash and sirens wail- 
he’s won! A big roll of 1000 tickets is in the winning slot.

Kamaal grins.

He continues playing the game with increasing luck.

By the time his money is spent he has a big pile of tokens in 
the winning slot.

INT. CLACTON PIER AMUSEMENTS, PRIZES BOOTH - LATER

Kamaal is feeding reams and reams of tokens into a machine. 
He’s glowing with pride.
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