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FROM BLACK: 

Music plays over this, or perhaps ANNE HATAWAY’S VOICE 
SPEAKING THIS.

Words appear. 

There was a time when men were kind.

When their voices were soft.

And their words inviting.

There was a time....

                                             
CUT TO BLACK:

More words

Then It All Went Wrong.

   FADE IN:
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1 EXT. PUB / ALLYWAY - NIGHT 1

We see a man stand up from the floor. He's out of breath. 
He tosses a five pound note on the floor and walks off. As 
the man walks off into the distance, the camera pans behind 
a few BINS to see ALFIE lying on the floor. He's dressed in 
a shirt and jeans. Well the jeans aren't on him anymore.

We see that, by his ankles are a pain of underwear. ALFIE's 
face is battered and bruised. He pulls herself into a 
sitting position against one of the bind. He draws his legs 
up and wraps his arms round his knees, huddling against the 
misery of the world.

ALFIE
I dreamed a dream in time gone 
by,
when hope was high and life worth 
living. I dreamed that love would 
never die.                                                      
I dreamed that god would be
Forgiving. 
          
Then I was young and unafraid. 
And dreams were made and used and
wasted.                                                       
There was no ransom to be paid. 
No song unsung, no wine untasted.          
But the tigers come at night.         
With their voices soft as thunder                  
As they tear your hope apart                 
As they turn your dream to shame.

He slept the summer by my side,                 
He filled my days with endless
wonder.                                      
He took my childhood in his 
stride.                    
But he was gone when autumn came.  

And still I dream he’ll come to
me!
That we will live the years
together…
But there are dreams that cannot 
be
And there are storms we cannot
weather…

I had a dream my life would be
So different from this hell I’m
living So different now from what 
it seemed!
Now life has killed the dream I 
dreamed.

And with this, Alfie composes himself and tries to stand. 
He struggles but eventually stands up straight.
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He begins to walk to allyway as again, more words appear.

Another Story Must Begin.

This fades away as more our title appears in big spaced out 
letters:

A 

M O D E R N 

T R A N S L A T I O N

This fades away as we… 

FADE TO:

2 EXT. POLICE STATION - THE NEXT DAY 2

Walking out of the police station is Jane, she’s in her 
twenties. She looks rough and her clothes are dirty. It’s 
clear she spent the night in the cell. Jane takes out her 
phone and places it to her ear.

JANE
(into phone.)

Alfie it’s me. Call me back. You 
are not going to believe the 
night I’ve had!

Jane hangs up the phone and walks down the street as a 
caption appears on screen:

JANE

Jane continues to walk the street as we…

CUT TO:

3 INT. HOUSE. DAY 3

Jane walks through the door of a run down and grubby house. 

4 INT. HOUSE/FRONT ROOM - CONTINUIOUS 4

Sweeping the floor is COSETTE, she’s around seven or eight.

JANE
Now look who’s here!
The little madam herself,
Pretending once again
She’s been so awfully good!

(MORE)
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JANE (CONT’D)
Better not let me catch you
slacking! 

Jane walks into the - - - 

5 INT. HOUSE/KITCHEN - CONTINUIOUS 5

- - - And walks up to MARCUS, he’s a little bit older. Jane 
walks up to him and kisses him on the lips with aggression.

Jane pulls him away as, 

JANE
I used to dream
That I would meet a prince
But God almighty
Have you seen what’s happened
since?
‘Master of the house’
you aint worth my spit!
Comforter, philosopher
And lifelong shit!
Cunning little brain
Regular Voltaire
Think you’re quite a lover
But there’s not much there.

MARCUS grabs her arm, holding tightly.

JANE
What a cruel trick of nature
Landed me with such a louse.
God knows how I’ve lasted
Living with this bastard in the
house!

Jane pulls herself free and spits in his face.

Jane exits.
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