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BRITAIN #1 

“ . . . So Below” 

 

Full script by Joel Morgan and Cameron McKinlay. 2005 
 
22 pages. 
 
 
 
‘What is our task? To make Britain a fit country for heroes to live in.’ 
 

- David Lloyd George. 
 
‘I decree today that life is simply taking and not giving – England is mine and it 
owes me a living.’ 
 

- The Smiths - ‘Still Ill’. 
 
PAGE ONE 
Pic 1; 
A wide establishing shot. 
 
Angle along a dark concrete sewer tunnel beneath London. The sewer water - 
full of slime, filth and rubbish - is knee deep. Approaching us in shadow is a 
figure who illuminates the tunnel with a handheld torch. 
 
CAP: Fifty feet below London on a Friday night. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): I should be in front of the TV watching some reality 

show or a repeat of ‘Only Fools and Horses’. 
 
Pic 2; 
The figure comes closer, shining the torch on a shopping trolley in the centre 
of the tunnel. The rusting trolley is covered in crisp packets, condoms and 
other detritus. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): I should be in the pub draining a pint of Stella and 

discussing tomorrow’s football games. 
 
Pic 3; 
A large panel that’s the focus of the page. The figure approaches us, the 
torchlight revealing our protagonist: 
 
BRITAIN, a working-class man in his early thirties. He wears black Dr. 
Marten’s boots, jeans, a leather jacket and a dark green beanie hat.  
His black T-shirt has the Union Jack in the centre. Britain’s lithe but strong, 
tough but smart. It’s clear from his expression he’s not pleased to be stuck 
down here. 
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CAP (BRITAIN): Or in bed with a Robert Ludlum novel or the copy 

of Razzle I keep for special occasions. 
 
Pic 4; 
Britain looks with distaste as he pulls his left Doc Marten boot from under the 
murky water. It’s covered in thick mud and waste. 
 
BRITAIN (small): Bollocks. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): I’m just an ordinary bloke.  
 
CAP (BRITAIN): So what the hell am I doing knee deep in filth on a 

Friday night? 
 
 
PAGE TWO 
 
Pic 1; 
Cut to a scene earlier that day. 
 
A wide shot on a sunny afternoon. We look at The Red Lion pub, a cheap 
working-mans drinking hole on a quiet main road. Posters and cardboard 
stars in the window advertise cheap drinks and the karaoke nights. 
 
Two YOUNG KIDS in tracksuits smoke a sly cigarette on the kerb. A smashed 
up phone box and a rubbish bin full to the brim are to the left of shot. 
 
CAP: Tottenham, London. 
 
CAP: Friday Afternoon. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): It began where these things usually begin. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): In the pub. 
 
Pic 2; 
Cut inside The Red Lion, angling on the bar. 
 
The Red Lion is a dingy place, with dark oak furniture, nicotine stained walls 
and a dirty carpet set against a haze of tobacco smoke. The patrons are OLD 
MEN, SMALL-TIME CRIMINALS and SHIFT WORKERS. They are in a worse 
state than the décor. 
 
At the bar MAURICE - the pot-bellied and balding barman - wipes out a pint 
glass with a dirty tea towel.   
 
The focus of our shot is Britain at the bar, in the same clothes as before, with 
a half-pint of lager and a packet of peanuts. He’s still wearing the dark green 
hat. 
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MAURICE: You’ve been wearing that hat an awful lot. 
 
MAURICE: Another pint? 
 
BRITAIN: It’s a nice hat. Comfy.  
 
BRITAIN: And my tattoo’s started showing. 
 
Pic 3; 
Britain scratches his head. Maurice slides a pint of lager to a DRINKER 
slumped on the bar next to Britain. Maurice can’t tell if Britain’s joking or not. 
 
MAURICE: A tattoo? On your head? 
 
BRITAIN: Had it done when I was younger and dumber. 
 
MAURICE: Army job, was it? 
 
BRITAIN: Nah, I had it before I joined. 
 
Pic 4; 
A flashback panel taking us back to Britain’s misspent youth. 
 
We’re in the Camden Palace sometime in the 80’s, a sweaty London club full 
of PUNKS and SKINHEADS pogoing like crazy on the dance floor. A youthful 
Britain (in his late teens) is centre, wearing a white T-shirt with red braces, 
blue jeans and cherry red Dr. Marten boots. 
 
Britain and his skinhead friends are smashed out of their heads on drink and 
drugs. 
 
CAP: The ‘80’s. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Back when I used to spend Friday nights down the 

Camden Palace. 
 
Pic 5; 
Another 80’s flashback panel.  
 
Britain – and around 4 of his friends from last panel – are in the crowd at a 
football match. They are Arsenal supporters and wear scarves and replica kits 
proclaiming their loyalty. They scream and point with rage at the off-panel 
action of the football game. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Every Saturday down the clock end at Highbury.  
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Every away game in the coach - never came back 

without a fight. 
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Pic 6; 
A third 80’s flashback panel. 
 
The interior of a cheap back street tattoo parlour. Britain is in the chair as a 
BIG, BEARDED TATTOO ARTIST puts his needle to the back of Britain’s 
head. His mates are standing around toasting each other with cans of strong 
lager. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Back in the day when being a skin meant 

something. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Hate.  
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Bother we called it. 
 
 
PAGE THREE 
 
Pic 1; 
A fourth 80’s flashback panel. 
 
Evening. We’re on an urban London street in pure chaos. A mob of 
SKINHEADS is running amok in a race riot. They brandish clubs, knives and 
other improvised weapons, beating up a group of BLACK TEENAGERS. 
 
A car is in flames by the kerb. Centre of the panel - looking out at us - is 
Britain, his expression of pure rage and adrenaline. He’s readying himself to 
throw the lit Molotov cocktail in his hand. This should be really in your face, 
getting across the chaos and misdirected anger of youth. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Bother. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Like it was kids stealing sweets from Woolies or 

breaking into garages. 
 
Pic 2; 
Back to the Red Lion and Britain at the bar.  
 
He stares with a guilt and regret into his pint glass, scratching the back of his 
head. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): I sit here now – warm – the way you get after a few 

pints on a sunny afternoon and I can see past it. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Past the hate.  
 
CAP (BRITAIN): They – whoever they are– have given us far more 

than we ever gave them. 
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Pic 3; 
Britain takes a big gulp of lager. In the background a GRIMY BLOKE in 
overalls pumps his fist in the air as the fruit machine he’s playing pays out. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): The music we danced to, the players we cheered 

on the pitch and the grub we ate after the pub. Not 
that I would have listened. 

 
CAP (BRITAIN): Too angry.  
 
Pic 4; 
Britain tips back the glass and finishes his pint. A SKINNY GUY in a faded 
heavy metal t-shirt approaches him, not looking where he’s going. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Until that day up in Bradford. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): The blood. That look in his eyes.  
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Joined the army two days later. Stupid idea that 

was. 
 
Pic 5; 
The Skinny Guy accidentally bumps into Britain, who turns to him with an evil 
‘I’ll kick your head in’ glare. The Skinny Guy is deeply worried. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): It ain’t about skin colour or eye colour or your 

team’s colours now. Not that I’m the born-again 
type. I’m still a bastard.  

 
CAP (BRITAIN): Piss me off and you’ll get it back in spades. 
 
Pic 6; 
Maurice returns with another pint. Britain holds out a pile of loose change he’s 
pulled from his pocket. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Pardon the pun. 
 
MAURICE: Pint of Stella. Two pound sixty five to you. 
 
BRITAIN: I’ve got a quid and twenty-three pee. 
 
Pic 7; 
Maurice takes the pint away. Britain rolls his eyes. 
 
MAURICE: Then you know where the local off-license is, don’t 

ya? 
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PAGE FOUR 
 
Pic 1; 
Cut to a Tottenham residential street named ‘Empire Avenue N17’. Empire 
Avenue is lined with old Victorian three-story houses in long terraces. They 
are mostly converted into flats, all are rundown and dirty. 
 
A burnt-out car sits in the street with a ‘Police Aware’ sticker on the bonnet. 
An old washing machine sits in a shopping trolley. Graffiti and stickers 
advertising nightclubs or bands adorn anything held down. 
 
Britain approaches us, kicking a coke can along the pavement. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 2; 
Reverse the angle so Britain has his back to us, walking up the steps to his 
house, Number 23. In the background we see Empire Avenue leading up to 
the edge of a council estate, large dark tower blocks looming over the horizon. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 3; 
Britain pulls handfuls of circulars, take-away menus and free newspapers 
from his letter box as he open the front door. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 4; 
The shared 1st floor hallway of Number 23. Britain puts his key in the lock of 
his door. The interior is drab wallpaper and a long threadbare rug over a 
wooden floor. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 5; 
A wide, large panel as Britain walks into the front room of his small flat. 
 
The place is a mess. Not filthy, just filled with a disorganized mass of 
paperback books in piles, records stacked high and beer cans on the floor. He 
has an old armchair, a coffee table covered in ashtrays and a cheap portable 
TV on a beer crate. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): I know – it looks like I’ve been robbed. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Thing is the kids from the local estate are more 

interested in thieving Playstations and DVD 
players than old Ska and Two-Tone records or 
second-hand books. 
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PAGE FIVE 
 
Pic 1; 
Britain takes off his coat as he avoids the mess on the floor and heads for the 
armchair. A pile of 7 inch singles by The Smiths lie in the foreground. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Of course, my complete collection of seven-inch 

singles by The Smiths is worth a few grand, but 
you can’t expect the average smack addict to 
realize that. 

 
Pic 2; 
Britain sits in the chair and inspects a copy of The Sun newspaper. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): I check the paper to see what’s on TV.  
 
CAP (BRITAIN): The usual crap. 
 
Pic 3; 
Cut to the kitchen, a small and bare place. Britain peers into the open fridge. 
It’s empty apart from half a can of baked beans and some mouldy cheese. 
 
BRITAIN: Takeaway it is, then. 
 
Pic 4; 
Cut to a Tottenham street.  Fried Chicken shops, Indian grocers, Betting 
shops and Newsagents line the road. 
 
Britain nears a Turkish corner shop – The Goksun Off-license - heading for 
the Star Of Bengal Indian takeaway further along. 
 
Outside the off-license stands a drunken elderly man in his sixties, holding a 
can of ‘Excalibur’ brand strong cider and a nasty roll-up cigarette.  
 
He wears an ill-fitting charity shop suit and dirty hat. He is MERLIN, the 
mythical magician of legend. He currently looks like a seasoned alcoholic with 
a beard like Alan Moore. This is just one of his many guises. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 5; 
Merlin holds out his hand and smiles as Britain strides past, ignoring the mad 
old man. 
 
MERLIN: Couple of pence for a can of cider, guv? 
 
BRITAIN: Shove it up your arse. 
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Pic 6; 
Merlin puts his tatty roll-up cigarette to his lips as Britain walks off, entering 
the Indian takeaway. 
 
MERLIN: He’s got spirit. 
 
MERLIN: He’ll do. 
 
Pic 7; 
Close, as Merlin exhales smoke, a smile on his face. 
 
MERLIN: He’ll do just fine. 
 
 
PAGE SIX 
 
Back to the 1st strand of our narrative, Britain’s descent into the London sewer 
system. 
 
Pic 1; 
A wide shot. Britain has gone even further into the warrens under the city.  
 
He walks along the old tracks of a disused London Underground Station. It 
seems like a time warp from World War II. Musty camp beds are spread along 
the platform and posters of that era adorn the moulding walls. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): My uncle used to work down here for the council.  
 
CAP (BRITAIN): His job was to clean the tunnels around the tube 

lines, make sure nothing managed to derail a train 
or something like stupid like that. 

 
Pic 2; 
Another wide shot. 
 
Britain (who should be fairly small in shot) enters a large underground 
chamber, full of iron arches, old brickwork and a high ceiling. It looks like a 
subterranean cathedral, but it is in fact an abandoned Victorian water 
pumping station. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Uncle Ronnie used to tell me stories when he got 

drunk - which was frequently.  
 
CAP (BRITAIN): About the things him and his team used to see and 

find down here . . . 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): The bodies of tramps who got lost in the warrens, 

rats as big as dogs and half-glimpsed snatches of 
things he thought were monsters. 
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Pic 3; 
Britain walks across the lower level of the pumping station, to a tunnel that 
leads deeper into the darkness. He passes an array of ancient tools, rods, 
wrenches and pipes rusting around an old workman’s bench. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Uncle Ronnie was an alcoholic.  
 
CAP (BRITAIN): He used to beat up my Auntie Jeanie and lose all 

the housekeeping down at Walthamstow dog 
track. 

 
Pic 4; 
Further into the tunnels, as Britain edges along a medieval era subterranean 
passage. Iron chains and shackles rust along the damp and mouldy walls. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Right now. . . 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): . . . Maybe I understand why. 
 
 
PAGE SEVEN 
 
Pic 1; 
Back to earlier that afternoon, inside the Star of Bengal. 
 
This is an archetypal Indian Restaurant, with cheap, bright and ‘authentic’ 
Indian décor. Britain approaches the counter as a YOUNG THUG in a 
tracksuit and a Nike hat angrily strides past him. 
 
YOUNG THUG: You shouldn’t bother. 
 
YOUNG THUG: Punjab wouldn’t serve me ‘cause I called him what 

he is. 
 
Pic 2; 
Britain stands at the counter, greeted by the friendly Pakistani owner, 
MERDAD. They both look as the Thug exits, sticking his fingers up as he 
does so. 
 
MERDAD: And how are you, Mr. Britain? 
 
BRITAIN: Same as always. You? 
 
BRITAIN: ‘Bout the same. 
 
Pic 3; 
Merdad cracks a smile as Britain examines the menu. 
 
MERDAD: Little racist should be happy I didn’t serve him. I 

spit in his Vindaloo each time he comes in. 
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BRITAIN: He’s lucky all you did was spit. 
 
MERDAD: Heh.  
 
MERDAD: Your usual Chicken Madras? 
 
BRITAIN: Nah. 
 
BRITAIN: Just a bag of chips. I get my cheque tomorrow and 

then it’ll be a meal for one. 
 
Pic 4;  
Skip forward a little in time. Merdad places a big bag of chips on the counter. 
Britain pulls out his handful of change, realizes it’s not enough. 
 
MERDAD: That’ll be two pounds please, sir. 
 
BRITAIN: Can I owe you seventy-seven pee? 
 
MERDAD: Yeah. 
 
MERDAD: But you come in tomorrow, right? 
 
 
PAGE EIGHT 
 
Pic 1; 
Moments later. 
 
Merlin stands outside the Goksun Off-License sipping his warm can of 
Excalibur Strong Cider in the waning sun. 
 
He’s watching Britain walking on the other side of the road with his bag of 
chips. Merlin seems to be talking to someone off-panel to his right. 
 
MERLIN: He’s a bit rough around the edges, but a better 

prospect than most.  
 
MERLIN: A nice look in his eye. Reminds me of an old 

acquaintance. 
 
Pic 2; 
Merlin takes a drag from his roll-up as Britain passes him, heading home. He 
doesn’t see the old man. 
 
MERLIN: Not too smart though. 
 
MERLIN: Mind you, they never are in the beginning. 
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Pic 3; 
Merlin looks to us, dropping his dead cigarette to the pavement. 
 
MERLIN: We’ll have to work on that. 
 
MERLIN: What do you think, my young apprentice? 
 
Pic 4; 
Reverse angle and widen out. Merlin has been talking to a young BOY eating 
an ice cream. He’s a real urchin, with a battered BMX at his feet and scuffed 
knees. 
 
He looks at Merlin with disgust. 
 
URCHIN: Piss off you old nonce. 
 
 
PAGE NINE 
 
Pic 1; 
Back down to the sewer on Friday night, continuing Britain’s journey. 
 
Close on Britain, flashing his torch right out of the panel at us. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Three hours I’ve been down here . . . 
 
Pic 2; 
Britain slips through a tight crack in the wall of the sewer, shining his torch to 
illuminate this cavern. This should be quite tight; we don’t get to see a lot of 
the background. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Then it hits me. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Something more than the reek of piss, shit and 

decay. 
 
Pic 3; 
A wide shot. Britain’s torch illuminates a cave-like tunnel. The walls are 
covered in mould and slime, but beneath this is almost a wallpaper effect 
made up from magazines and old newspapers.  
 
The walls are a crazed collage of garbled words and cut-up faces from 
sources that stretch over a decade from contemporary to Victorian. It is 
deeply unnerving. These make patterns, occult symbols, ancient graffiti and 
runic symbols.  
 
Britain stands knee deep in sewage not knowing what to make of this. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Something that slugs me deep in the stomach and 

hits my head like a whisky hangover. 



Britain #1 

 

12 

 
Pic 4; 
Closer on Britain, as he bends over and catches his breathe. He looks sick 
and pale. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): My knees go weak and I think I’m gonna spew my 

chips onto my boots. 
 
Pic 5; 
Britain – regaining some of his composure – approaches a wide tunnel that 
leads from this strange chamber. He shines the torch at the sewage water 
before him. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
 
PAGE TEN 
 
Pic 1; 
Close as the torchlight picks out something floating in the water. 
 
At first it looks like a very pale doll.  
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 2; 
But at a second glance we realize it is the bloated face of a corpse, the body 
of a YOUNG ASIAN BOY to be exact. He is bruised and strewn with rubbish 
and sewage. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): I know I’m getting close. 
 
Pic 3; 
Britain stands over the boy’s corpse. With a look of determination he reaches 
into his coat pocket. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Close to whatever ripped this kid apart like wet 

newspaper. 
 
Pic 4; 
Close on Britain. With gritted teeth he slides a pair of well-worn iron 
knuckledusters over his right fist. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Close to the thing I’m gonna kill. 
 
 
PAGE ELEVEN 
 
Pic 1; 
Back to Friday afternoon, just as the sun sets. 
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Close on Britain hungrily eating his chips. He’s walking towards us, past an 
alleyway to our right. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 2; 
Britain passes the alleyway, throwing a chip down to a small stray cat by a 
litterbin. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 3; 
Reverse angle. Britain turns as he hears a cry from inside the alleyway he just 
passed. 
 
VOICE (from alley): Airgghhhh !!! Fuuuccckkkk !!! 
 
Pic 4; 
Britain turns into the alley. Standing out on lookout is a TEENAGE SKINHEAD 
PUNK. He’s got a leather jacket dripping with badges and Nazi icons, a 
grade-one haircut and looks like he’s high on speed, PCP or both. He’s got a 
can of super-strength lager in a sweaty fist. 
 
A SECOND SKINHEAD is further down the alley, violently laying into a 
YOUNG ASIAN BOY who’s struggling on the rubbish-strewn floor. We 
recognize the Boy as the body found in the sewer. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
 
PAGE TWELVE 
 
Pic 1; 
Skin #1 gives Britain a deep, sadistic grin. Britain looks expressionlessly as he 
eats a chip. 
 
SKIN #1: Wanna go? 
 
SKIN #1: Free penalty kick to the first ten in the queue. 
 
Pic 2; 
Britain wipes some chip fat from his sleeve, still playing it cool. 
 
BRITAIN: Leave it, eh? 
 
Pic 3; 
Wider, as Britain steps into the alley closer to Skin #1. In the background Skin 
#2 gives the Asian Boy another stomp. 
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SKIN #1: Whas it to you?  
 
BRITAIN: His dad makes the best curries around here. 
 
Pic 4; 
Britain puts another chip to his mouth and steps closer to Skin #1. The 
teenage Punk still tries to remain in control, spoiling for a fight. 
 
Britain is still unfazed, playing it cool. 
 
BRITAIN: You put sunshine in hospital and Dad’s gonna be 

visiting his boy all the time and he won’t be around 
to make my balti’s for me. 

 
 
PAGE THIRTEEN 
 
Pic 1; 
Skin #2 ceases kicking the Asian Boy and turns to face Britain. Skin #1 takes 
a big swig from his lager as he tries to stare Britain out. 
 
BRITAIN: And I told you to leave it out. 
 
SKIN #2: Fuck off, old man. 
 
Pic 2; 
Close on Britain, he’s thoughtful, gauging the situation like an experience 
back-street fighter. Which he is. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): This is what it would have been like talking to me 

at their age.  
 
BRITAIN: I could tell you, but you wouldn’t listen. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): There’s only one language they understand. 
 
Pic 3; 
Britain picks another chip from the bag, a big and greasy one. Skin #1 steps 
up close to him, smacking his fist into his hand. 
 
BRITAIN: I know what you think and what you’ll say next. 
 
SKIN #1: Really? 
 
Pic 4; 
Britain puts the chip to his mouth and smiles. 
 
BRITAIN: You were gonna ask me if I wanted some. 
 
BRITAIN: Some bother. 
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Pic 5; 
Skin #1 knocks Britain’s bag of chips from his hand. They spill out onto the 
floor. 
 
SKIN #1: What’d you know about bother? 
 
BRITAIN: I’ve had a whole life of it. 
 
Pic 6; 
Reverse angle so Britain has his back to us. He reaches up and takes his 
dark green beanie hat off. We see he’s balding.  
 
He’s also got a big, red, white and blue Union Jack tattooed on the back of his 
head. 
 
BRITAIN: And I was willing to let this ride ‘till you knocked my 

chips on the floor. 
 
 
PAGE FOURTEEN 
 
Pic 1; 
Widen out from last shot, to show a 3rd SKINHEAD approaching from the rear 
with a beer bottle, ready to strike Britain over his head. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 2; 
Britain reacts as Skin #3 hits the bottle over his head, striking his tattoo. 
Somehow the glass bottle doesn’t smash . . . 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 3; 
Skin #3 looks dumbfounded with the unbroken bottle in his hand. Britain 
lunges for him, quick as hell -- 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 4; 
Britain grabs Skin #3 by the lapels of his leather jacket. The bottle falls from 
his hand and smashes on the chip-strewn floor.  
 
(Note: The broken bottle should be a focus of the shot, as this is a plant for a 
later.) 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
 



Britain #1 

 

16 

Pic 5; 
An up-close-and-personal shot as Britain head butts Skin #3 in the face with 
real force. Ouch. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 6; 
As Skin #3 drops bleeding to the floor with a smashed nose, Britain turns to 
Skin #1 who’s pulled a knife -- 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 7; 
Britain dodges smoothly as Skin #1 comes at him with the blade, tripping the 
punk’s feet out from under him at the same time. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
 
PAGE FIFTEEN 
 
Pic 1; 
Britain delivers a tremendous kick to the stomach of Skin #1 as he hits the 
floor. By now we should understand Britain’s not a graceful or beautiful fighter, 
but someone who fights dirty and wins. 
 
BRITAIN: That’s for ruining my dinner, you little prick. 
 
Pic 2; 
Skin #2 looks nervously, picking up a lump of pipe resting by a rubbish bin. 
Britain boots Skin #1 again just for the hell of it.  
 
In the background the bloody and bruised Asian Boy pulls himself to his feet. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 3; 
Angle on the Asian Boy. He runs around the corner of the alley, further into 
the shadowy warrens of the back streets and away from the fight in the 
background. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 4; 
Skin #2 rushes screaming towards Britain, brandishing the iron bar high. He’s 
high on drugs, adrenaline and fear. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
 



Britain #1 

 

17 

Pic 5; 
Britain dodges to the right as Skin #2 brings the iron bar down hard on his 
fallen comrade, Skin #1. Make this really hurt. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 6; 
Close on Skin #2, as he looks stunned. 
 
SKIN #2 (small): Shit. 
 
 
PAGE SIXTEEN 
 
The first three panels should be small and tight, taking up the 1st tier of the 
page.  
 
Pic 1; 
Britain swipes out with a low kick, Skin #2 falls, losing his balance . . . 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 2: 
. . . Skin #2 falls, his face heading for the jagged broken glass on the chip-
strewn pavement . . . 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 3: 
Close on Skin #2, falling face first, inches from hitting the ground and ruining 
his not too handsome features on the smashed bottle. His face is wracked 
with fear . . . 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 4; 
Pull out to a page-wide shot.  
 
Britain has caught Skin #2 around the neck, his face inches from the gleaming 
broken glass.  Skin #2 bursts into tears. 
 
BRITAIN: ‘Old man.’ 
 
Pic 5; 
A shot from Skin #3’s POV as Britain kicks him hard in the balls. 
 
BRITAIN: Yeah, right. 
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Pic 6; 
Britain looks around the alley, wondering where the Asian Boy he saved has 
gone. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 7; 
He turns the corner, following some drops of the Boy’s blood. The alley turns 
into a dead-end with walls too high for a kid to climb. But the Boy isn’t here. 
 
BRITAIN (small): Kids. 
 
BRITAIN (small): Don’t even get a thank you these days. 
 
Pic 8; 
Cut to a larger shot of the end of the alleyway. We angle on a rusted sewer 
gate, which has been recently opened. Some blood and a tearing of fabric 
from the Asian Boy’s top lead inside . . . 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
 
PAGE SEVENTEEN 
 
Pic 1; 
Later, early evening on Friday.  
 
Wide establishing shot as Britain walks along Empire Avenue towards 
Number 23. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 2; 
A tired and hungry Britain approaches the front door of his house. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 3; 
Inside Number 23.  
 
Angle on Britain as he puts the key into the lock of his flat’s door. 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 4; 
Inside Britain’s flat. Close on Britain as he enters, reacting to something off-
panel. He’s tired and now he’s also pissed off. 
 
BRITAIN: What the fuck is this? 
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Pic 5; 
Reverse the angle and widen out to a large, wide panel. 
 
Merlin sits in Britain’s threadbare armchair with a can of Excalibur cider, 
reading a battered paperback copy of Malory’s ‘Le Morte D’Arthur’. Britain 
steps towards him. 
 
BRITAIN: Does this look like a homeless hostel, old man? 
 
MERLIN: I was impressed with the fight back there. 
 
MERLIN: A little too – forceful - than was entirely 

necessary, but impressive nonetheless. 
 
 
PAGE EIGHTEEN 
 
Pic 1; 
Britain snatches the book from Merlin’s hands. Merlin grins like he’s enjoying 
this in a strange way. 
 
BRITAIN: Look – get up and get gone before I get angry. 
 
Pic 2; 
Merlin drops the book as he swigs from his can of Cider. He seems drunk as 
hell. The paperback falls to the floor amongst a pile of Black Flag and Dead 
Kennedys records. 
 
MERLIN: I’ve been looking for someone like you for a while. 
 
MERLIN: A champion. 
 
Pic 3; 
Britain strides aggressively across to Merlin. Merlin stays put and takes 
another swig of cider. 
 
BRITAIN: The only champions I’m interested in are Arsenal, 

and I don’t think I’ve got much chance of making 
the first team at my age. 

 
Pic 4: 
Britain grabs Merlin by the coat and pulls him out of the armchair – 
 
(No dialogue) 
 
Pic 5; 
-- But the drunken old mage slips out of Britain’s grasp and onto a pile of 
books and records on the floor. He still hangs onto his can of Excalibur. 
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MERLIN: The worthy don’t chose, they are chosen. That’s 
just the way these things go. 

 
Pic 6; 
Angle on Merlin on the floor as he sips his cider. The can of cider is 
precariously close to spilling over Britain’s possessions. 
 
BRITAIN: I think you’ve had one too many ales. 
 
BRITAIN: Do one, Granddad. 
 
 
PAGE NINETEEN 
 
Pic 1; 
Britain roughly grabs Merlin from the floor. 
 
BRITAIN: If you’ve spilt that -- 
 
Pic 2; 
Merlin’s can sprays cider over Britain’s T-shirt. Britain isn’t please to say the 
least. 
 
BRITAIN: That’s it – 
 
Pic 3; 
Britain drags Merlin to the door, the mage trying to slip his grasp. 
 
BRITAIN: Out. 
 
Pic 4; 
1st of 4 panels running across the page in a strip. We’re slowing down time so 
Merlin is pushed through the door in a slow-motion effect. 
 
MERLIN: Weird the way 
 
Pic 5; 
2nd of 4 slo-mo panels. Merlin turns his head to face Britain, who’s edging him 
out of the door. 
 
MERLIN: that child 
 
Pic 6; 
3rd of 4 slo-mo panels as Merlin is halfway through the door, looking back at 
Britain as he’s pushed out. 
 
MERLIN: disappeared though 
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Pic 7; 
The final slo-mo panel as Merlin is face to face with Britain. 
 
MERLIN: wasn’t it? 
 
Pic 8; 
Reverse angle and widen out to fairly large panel at the bottom of the page. 
 
Closer on Merlin, staring into Britain’s eyes with a wide – almost magical –
glare. 
 
BRITAIN: What’s that to you? 
 
MERLIN: The question is Mr. Britain, what is it to you? 
 
 
PAGE TWENTY 
 
Pic 1; 
Britain is transfixed in the centre of the panel, his eyes glassy as Merlin waves 
his hand in front of Britain’s face in an entrancing fashion. 
 
MERLIN: I know all about Bradford.  
 
MERLIN: 1988 wasn’t it? 
 
Pic 2; 
A shot of Britain - still slack-jawed and transfixed – in the centre of the panel. 
The background is a flashback shot in close-up. 
 
It shows a BLACK YOUTH with an Arsenal scarf lying on the pavement in a 
pool of blood. 
 
MERLIN (no tail): Blood runs with your life and your life runs with 

blood.  
 
MERLIN (no tail): History repeats itself, sometimes for the worse and 

sometimes for the better. 
 
Pic 3; 
The same panel as before, but with the face of the dead Asian Child 
superimposed in the background. 
 
MERLIN (no tail): Isn’t it about time you faced up to that? 
 
Pic 4; 
Back to reality as Merlin snaps his fingers in Britain’s face, awakening him 
from the hypnotic spell. 
 
MERLIN: Right. 
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MERLIN: Now onto business . . . 
 
 
PAGE TWENTY-ONE 
 
Pic 1; 
Back to the sewers. Britain has reached the end of his journey. 
 
Close on Britain’s face. He’s determined and scared at the same time. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): There is a negative for every positive. A reaction 

for every action. A sinner for every saint. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Or so a drunk old man’s told me . . . 
 
Pic 2; 
Wider. Britain crawls through a slim crack in the tunnel and into an (as yet 
unseen) final chamber.  
 
CAP (BRITAIN): This place is the dark side of London. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): The flipside to sunny days on Primrose Hill, 

feeding the pigeons in Trafalgar Square or a game 
of footy in Hyde Park. 

 
Pic 3; 
A higher angle shot. Britain pounds his knuckleduster fist into his palm, 
looking up to something. We still see little of the surroundings of this final 
subterranean chamber. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): This is where the hate, hurt and despair this city 

breeds clogs up like a broken drain. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): London’s dark heart – beneath the pavements, 

concrete and glass. 
 
Pic 4; 
A medium-shot of Britain, spitting on the floor in defiance. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Scarred by every back street abortion, every 

overdose, every lost soul. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): Every stabbing, every rape, every broken home 

and heart. 
 
Pic 5; 
Close on Britain as he tries to keep it together, but he’s shocked by what he 
sees off-panel. 
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CAP (BRITAIN): An open wound festering, feeding, growing strong. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): But the worst thing is; over the centuries . . .  
 
 
PAGE TWENTY-TWO 
 
Pic 1; 
A one-page splash panel.  
 
Reverse the angle and pull back so Britain has his back to us, revealing the 
inside of the final chamber. He should be fairly small in shot so we get the 
scale of this. 
 
The chamber is not made of brick or soil. It is alive; the cavern walls are the 
coiled, bloated body of an enormous WYRM, a huge limbless dragon. Its fetid 
flesh is corpse white and melded with rubbish and detritus, beer cans, metal 
and other ancient trash marking it’s coiled form. 
 
Its head - truly demonic with pure black eyes - turns as Britain enters. It has a 
huge maw of a mouth with rusty knives, hypodermic needles and broken 
glass for teeth. 
 
And it is hungry. 
 
CAP (BRITAIN): This place has become alive. 
 

To be continued . . . 

 

Next: ‘The Belly of the Beast’. 

 
 
 
 


