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EXT. SQUAT TOWER BLOCK - NIGHT1 1

The towers march backwards into the darkness. The windows 
are uniformly boarded and dark. 

Well, almost...

One window in the entire block is bright with light. Music 
drifts from the single window. Bass heavy and crude, 
stuttering as if struggling with itself. 

Closer, closer...

The music is the sound of someone on decks struggling to 
find themselves, and tripping over their own shoes in 
frustration!

Even closer...

The light suddenly flickers. The music falters. 

Almost at the window...

I/E. FLICKERING WINDOW/KAZ’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS2 2

A twelve year old girl - mixed race and blessed with a 
barely controlled puffball of hair - KAZ, scowls down at a 
Heath Robinson-esque dynamo squatting on the floor. 

KAZ
I hate this place. 

She kneels and grips a handle and begins to turn the 
dynamo, charging it up. The lights flicker as they drink 
in the electricity and burn brighter. 

Behind her is a set of decks and the walls are draped in 
posters of musicians ranging from Lady Gaga to Miles 
Davis, with a bunch mixed in you have to be really cool to 
recognise. 

ANGELA
(Off camera)

KAZ!

Kaz turns the handle even faster trying to ignore the 
shout. 

ANGELA (CONT’D)
(Off camera)

KAZIA ANNABELL SCHMUCKLER ANSWER ME WHEN 
I CALL YOU!

KAZ
I’M PRACTICING!



ANGELA
(Off camera)

IT’S YOUR TURN SO GET IN HERE AND SHOW 
YOU’RE PART OF THIS FAMILY.

Kaz clenches her teeth and tries to be reasonable. 

KAZ
MUM, IF I CAN JUST --

Angela cuts her off.

ANGELA
(Off camera)

NOW!

Kaz gives up on the dynamo and stomps out of her room. 

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS3 3

Kaz slopes into the kitchen and immediately begins hunting 
for food. Her Mum, ANGELA, stands at the kitchen counter 
chopping vegetables. 

A CAMPING GAS stove sits on the hob a pot of water 
bubbling over the blue flame. A chuckle echoes through the 
kitchen from the living as Kaz steals a piece of carrot. 

RAVI
(From living room)

Listen to this... ‘My firm belief, good 
sir --

The lights dim slightly in the kitchen. 

ANGELA
Ravi...

In the living room Ravi - still reading from the paper -  
crosses to a bicycle attached to a dynamo in the corner of 
the room and climbs aboard. 

He starts pedaling.

RAVI
-- is that the parlous state of modern 
youth can be placed at the door of the 
dread twin evils of High Fidelity music 
and central heating.’

In the kitchen the lights brighten. Angela smiles.

ANGELA
Thank you, dear. 

Ravi almost collapses laughing. 

2.



RAVI
(Giggling)

I love this guy. He really believes the 
moment they started putting radiators in 
bedrooms spelled the end of the Empire. 

ANGELA
Not having central heating hasn’t hurt us 
any.

Kaz’s jaw drops. 

KAZ
Oh my days! We haven’t even got a telly!

RAVI
Yes we have.

KAZ
Not a proper one. 

ANGELA
There’s nothing wrong with the telly. 

KAZ
You have to pedal it. I missed the end of 
Dr Who last night ‘cause I got a stitch. 

Angela sighs.

ANGELA
How much weight have we lost since June, 
Ravi?

RAVI
Collectively? Three stone. 

ANGELA
(To Kaz)

Who else can say watching telly keeps 
them fit?

KAZ
I don’t want to be fit. I want to know if 
the Cybermen got the Dr. 

A burst of laughter from Ravi derails the building 
argument.

RAVI
Now he’s banging on about National 
Service and sending people to the 
Colonies. 

Angela holds out two empty buckets. Kaz sags. 

3.



ANGELA
(To Ravi)

I don’t understand why you waste your 
money on that right wing rag only to read 
the letters page.

KAZ
(To her Mum)

Do I have to?

RAVI
(To Angela)

This Trollbridge geezer is hilarious. He 
should blog. 

ANGELA
(To Kaz)

It’s your turn, sweetie. Ravi’ll come 
with you. 

Kaz grabs the buckets and stalks out of the kitchen.

KAZ
I can do it. They’re never about on 
weekends. 

Angela watches Kaz disappear. Ravi wanders into the 
Kitchen.

RAVI
Want me to go with her?

ANGELA
No... she’s right. And I think she needs 
a bit of ‘alone-time’.

The front door slams. The kitchen lights dim. 

ANGELA (CONT’D)
God, I HATE this place!

INT. STAIRWELL - CONTINUOUS4 4

Total darkness. 

The massive echoing sound of two steel buckets bouncing 
down concrete steps fills the darkness. The sound is 
followed by running footsteps and demonic laughter. 

KAZ
FEE... FI... FO... FUM...

Kaz races down the concrete stairwell making as much noise 
as she possibly can. Her steps illuminated by the HEAD 
LAMP she wears. 
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KAZ (CONT’D)
... I SMELL THE BLOOD OF SOME... BRED’DER-
REN... MWAH HA HA!

She KICKS one of the buckets as she rounds a corner and it 
careens down the stairwell with a huge CLATTERING sound. 

EXT. BASEMENT GARAGES - CONTINUOUS5 5

The STEEL BUCKET bounces out of the foot of the stairwell 
into the basement coming to rest next to the first bucket. 
Kaz’s voice echoes hugely after it. 

KAZ
... BE THEY ALIVE, BE THEY DEAD I’LL 
GRIND THEIR BONES TO MAKE MY --

She leaps out of the stairwell and lands feet first on one 
of the buckets. It SHOOTS out from under her feet and she 
tumbles backwards, hitting the ground bum-first.  

KAZ (CONT’D)
Ow!

She hauls herself to her feet rubbing her bum as she does. 
She gathers up one of the buckets. 

KAZ (CONT’D)
(Mimicking her Mum)

Kazia Annabel Schmuckler! How many times 
have I told you not to run down those 
stairs! You shame the family name!

Kaz spins holding the bucket at arms length as she does. 

KAZ (CONT’D)
(In her own voice)

Mum,‘Schmuckler’ is shame enough!

She lets go of the bucket and it disappears into the 
distance. Kaz, now dizzy, careens into the garage doors 
bouncing from one to the other drunkenly.

KAZ (CONT’D)
(Mums voice)

Pedal the telly... crank the radio... 
fetch water from downstairs... but don’t 
you dare SHAME the FAMILY NAME!

Kaz tumbles to the ground and lays on her back staring up 
at a slowly rotating piece of graffiti that shows a huge 
troll-like figure shrouded in a cloak.  

KAZ (CONT’D)
(In her own voice)

And then there’s you. 
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The sound of HIP HOP echoes in the garages from a TINNY 
PHONE. Immediately alert Kaz struggles to her feet as two 
figures appear out of the shadows. 

CYRUS
You been warned, girl.

SHANICE
All of this here belongs to the 
Bred’dren. You ain’t Bred’ren, ergo...

CYRUS
Caveat premtor, innit. 

Shanice glances at Cyrus as Kaz struggles to her feet and 
backs away. 

SHANICE
What you sayin’, div? 

CYRUS
It’s Latin, innit. Means ‘watch out.’ But 
like, proper sinister, ‘cause it’s Latin. 
You feel me.

KAZ
Back off. 

CYRUS
Or what?

They stalks towards Kaz who backs away, scared. A rumbling 
voice suddenly echoes from the shadows at the end of the 
garages.

RUMBLING VOICE
I despair.

A HUGE FIGURE shrouded in a cloak LOOMS in the shadows.

SHANICE
Best keep walking!

Kaz’s eyes GO WIDE as a STEEL BUCKET explodes from the 
shadows traveling at an appreciable percentage of WARP 
SPEED. 

The bucket SLAMS into Cyrus lifting him off his feet and 
HAMMERING him into the garage doors with such force that 
the doors buckle inward as if punched by a giant. 

KAZ
Whoah. 

Shanice gapes. Then turns and sprints away from the 
looming figure as fast as possible. Kaz, wide-eyed, 
watches her go then turns back to the looming figure.
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The figure says nothing. Kaz blinks and the figure fades 
back into the shadows. 

KAZ (CONT’D)
Wait!

She runs after him, but he’s gone. A glint of white on the 
ground catches her eye. She picks up a neatly addressed 
ENVELOPE. It reads;

The Editor, The Daily Telegraph. 

EXT. BASEMENT GARAGES - LATER6 6

Ravi shines a torch beam over the mangled garage door. 

RAVI
With a bucket?

Kaz nods furiously. Angela holds her phone to her ear.

KAZ
It was like.. POW! And he flew like, 
twenty feet into the door... BOOM.

ANGELA
(Furious)

They’ll do anything to get us out. Turn 
off the water. Stop the electric. Send 
bailiff’s round and now this! 

RAVI
(To Kaz)

Reckon you’re exaggerating, Kaz. The 
force you’d need to knock someone twenty 
feet with a bucket... he’d be jam. 

KAZ
Swear down! 

Angela snaps at Kaz.

ANGELA
Don’t talk like that! You sound just like 
them and we’re not like them.

Kaz scowls. 

KAZ
I’m not like them. 

ANGELA
(On phone)

A crime number!? What’s the use of that? 
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We’ve got a folder full of crime numbers 
and they’re about as useful as a 
chocolate teapot!

RAVI
Angela...

ANGELA
(Furious)

No, I told you, the council took out all 
the CCTV... No, no other witnesses. No 
one lives here but us!

KAZ
(Cutting in)

Take that back. I’m nothing like them!

Angela flares at Kaz.

ANGELA
For god’s sake, Kaz. SHUT UP.

Kaz recoils as if slapped. Angela freezes, horrified by 
what she’s done. Kaz backs away... 

KAZ
You’re just... you’re an idiot. 

... then turns and runs into the stairwell. Angela is 
frozen in place, but Ravi races after Kaz into the 
stairwell. 

RAVI
KAZ! 

Hidden deep in the shadows at the far end of the garages a 
beautifully groomed WHITE RAT watches from it’s perch on 
the shoulder of a hulking figure as Ravi disappears after 
Kaz. 

The figure watches as Angela, now alone, drops her phone 
and goes to pieces. The rat SQUEAKS indignantly and 
looming figure shushes him in a BASS RUMBLE.

INT. STAIRWELL - NIGHT7 7

Ravi lumbers to a stop, panting and sweating. Kaz is 
nowhere to be seen. 

RAVI
KAZ! Come back.

Her echoing voice drifts down.

KAZ
FEE... FI... FOO... FUM!
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RAVI
It’s not safe!

But she’s long gone. 

EXT. CITY STREETS - NIGHT8 8

The hulking figure slips from shadow to shadow as it 
insinuates itself down the dark streets avoiding the pools 
of light thrown by the street lamps. 

The figure LOOMS over a bright RED POSTBOX and pats his 
pockets. Panic seems to grip him. Two drunken young women 
stumble round the corner giggling.

DRUNKEN LADETTE
What you looking at? 

The other shakily pirouettes in front of him. 

2ND DRUNKEN LADETTE.
Me, obviously!

The hulking figure bears FANGED TEETH just visible under 
the hood and ROARS. One of the women screams as the other 
sets off a RAPE ALARM. 

An ear piercing SQUEAL splits the night.

The huge figure clasps it’s hands to it’s ears and, 
seeming to shrink, shambles away. 

1ST DRUNKEN LADETTE
PERV!

EXT. ALLEYWAY - NIGHT9 9

The hulking figure stomps down as alleyway grumbling under 
it’s breath. 

HULKING FIGURE
I recall the damson scented days when the 
word ‘lady’ truly meant something --

A SQUEAK cuts him off. 

HULKING FIGURE (CONT’D)
No, I do not have the missive. Three days 
work... gone.

A second louder SQUEAK echoes.

HULKING FIGURE (CONT’D)
Thankfully we are almost home.

9.



EXT. CROSSRAIL EXTENSION WORKS/BRIDGE - CONTINUOUS10 10

The hulking figure whispers across a large yard full of 
earth-moving equipment and passes under a billboard that 
reads CROSSRAIL EXTENSION hanging from an overhead bridge.

EXT. TOWER BLOCK ROOF - NIGHT11 11

Kaz stomps around the roof yelling at the top of her 
voice.

KAZ
FEE... FI... FOO.. FUM! I’ll grind their 
bones to make my bread!

She picks a brick up and hurls it off the roof. Somewhere 
far below something SMASHES. Kaz plonks herself on the 
edge of the roof and looks out over London. 

She pulls out the letter and rips it open. Beautiful 
flowing script covers the pages. She begins to read. 

INT. WINDING UNDERGROUND STAIRS- CONTINUOUS12 12

The hulking figure disappears down a winding dimly lit 
stairwell into the darkness below. 

EXT. CROSSRAIL EXTENSION WORKS/YARD - DAY13 13

Kaz dashes past the crossrail site a LAUNDRY BAG over her 
shoulder. She’s dressed in her school uniform and Huge 
HEADPHONES cover her ears and CONCRETE SCHOOLYARD by 
Jurassic Five echoes in her head. 

EXT. STREETS - CONTINUOUS14 14

As the song plays Kaz darts down the busy inner London 
streets, across a road - slipping between honking jammed 
traffic - and heads towards a Launderette. 

INT. LAUNDERETTE - CONTINUOUS15 15

Kaz dumps the huge bag in front of an old Rasta.

KAZ
(Too loud)

Mornin’ Malcolm. Service wash please.  

MALCOLM
What’cha listenin’ to, child?
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KAZ
(Far too loud)

What?

Malcolm points to her headphones. She takes them off.

KAZ (CONT’D)
Jurassic Five. 

Malcolm nods as he gathers up the bag of washing. Kaz 
reaches into her schoolbag and pulls out a Miles Davis LP, 
KIND OF BLUE. 

KAZ (CONT’D)
You got anymore?

Malcolm smiles. 

MALCOLM
I swap you for that tune you promised me.

Kaz looks embarrassed. 

KAZ
I didn’t finish it.

MALCOLM
(Sceptical)

Um hmm... 

KAZ
It wasn’t my fault! I had to go and get 
water and then... stuff happened.  

MALCOLM
What stuff?

KAZ
Did you ever hear of someone else living 
on the estate? A big guy. Really big and 
strong. Only comes out at night to post 
letters.

Malcolm chuckles. 

MALCOLM
Girl, only strange things I seen are in 
that yard over there after dark. 

KAZ
Strange like what?

MALCOLM
Strange, like shadows moving and grooving 
back and forth, up and down and roun’ an’ 
round...
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He grins at Kaz who gives him a withering look and turns 
to leave the launderette.

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
Hey, don’t cut through the shopping 
centre today. They lurkin’ there. Go 
round the long way. 

Kaz looks back at him. 

KAZ
How do you always know what’s going on? 
You never leave this place.

He shrugs. 

MALCOLM
I know Babylon, but Babylon don’ know me. 

Kaz slips her headphones back on and darts out of the 
launderette as Jurassic Five plays.

INT. MP’S SURGERY - DAY16 16

Angela sits in front of a harassed looking man in a 
rumpled suit. A huge FILE bursting with correspondence 
sits in the middle of his desk.

RUMPLED MAN
There’s a new offer. It’s really quite 
generous.

ANGELA
Will it buy us a three bedroom two floor 
maisonette with amazing views that’s 
walking distance from central London?

The rumpled man laughs.

RUMPLED MAN
For goodness sake, Angela be reasonable. 
They’d buy you a mansion just to get rid 
of you if they could. But then every 
resident who settled for less would sue. 

ANGELA
I thought my MP’s job was to represent my 
interests. 

The rumpled man sighs. 

MP MULLINS
I am. One hundred and seventy five 
thousand is the highest they’ve offered 
anyone.  
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Angela stands.

ANGELA
And it won’t buy a studio flat round 
here. 

MP MULLINS
Then move somewhere else. Everyone else 
from the estate has! 

Angela fixes him with an angry look.

ANGELA
Why the hell should we? This is our home. 
Our community. 

MP MULLINS
The community needs this re-development!

EXT. PLAYGROUND - DAY17 17

Kaz sits under a tree eating a sandwich reading the 
discarded letter. A shadow falls over her. She looks up to 
see three bigger girls looming over her.

BIG GIRL
My Dad says your Mum’s a selfish cow. 

KAZ
Your Dad’s an idiot.

The big girl grabs the letter and rips it in half.

KAZ (CONT’D)
You fat cow!

Kaz jumps to her feet balling her fists as she does.

INT. SCHOOL HALL - LATE AFTERNOON18 18

Kaz sits cross-legged on the floor. Two other kids sit 
cross-legged in the huge space: A teenage boy with LONG 
HAIR and an OBESE ASIAN girl. A tutor sits on a chair 
against the rear wall struggling to stay awake. 

The boy drums on his DM BOOT with two pencils and Kaz’s 
head bobs in time with the beat he’s making. Kaz pulls her 
phone from her pocket and opens a KEYBOARD APP. She looks 
up at the tutor who slumps on her chair fast asleep. Kaz 
smiles. 

She tries a chord. The sound is small but it seems to fill 
the huge room. The boy looks over. Kaz nods her head for 
him to carry on drumming. He does. 
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She begins to drop chords into the beat, which shifts 
round her as she plays. The tune is familiar as the one 
Kaz was struggling with last night in her bedroom. 

Without warning a voice drops into the mix as the obese 
girl joins them. She sings nothing, just sounds with the 
odd word thrown in, but the tune holds together in a way 
it never did in Kaz’s room. 

Unnoticed the tutor opens one eye and watches the three 
teenagers who are now oblivious to everything, but their 
song. The tutor finds herself tapping her thigh in time. 

A VOICE cuts through the music and it falls apart. 

MR SIMS
This is detention hall not music hall. Ms 
Kropotkin are you quite rested?

The tutor sits up straight as Sims strides through the 
hall. The music stops.

MS KROPOTKIN
Yes, Mr Sims. I am very well. 

Sims walks through the hall never stopping. 

MR SIMS
Excellent. Then, as our newest recruit to 
the music department, when detention is 
over I suggest you take these three under 
you wing. 

MS KROPOTKIN
Yes... er, sir?

Sims disappears through the hall and only his echoing 
voice remains. 

MR SIMS
They show promise, Ms. Kropotkin. 

Kaz looks at the other two their eyes incredulous. 

MS KROPOTKIN
Yes. Yes, sir. They do. Very much. 

MR SIMS
Excellent. 

INT. MUSIC ROOM - EVENING19 19

Ms Kropotkin sits behind a piano as the three teenagers 
slouch in  the room each trying to be cooler and less 
interested than the others. 
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MS KROPOTKIN
What was the song called?

The long haired boy, GEORGE, shrugs as he sets up a couple 
of HI HAT’S round a BASS DRUM.  

GEORGE
Dunno, but it was in seven four. 

KAZ
No it wasn’t. 

George tries a few bass drum kicks. 

GEORGE
Yes it was. 

KAZ
Well, it wasn’t supposed to be.

GEORGE
So?

The Asian girl, SHAZIA chips in. 

SHAZIA
It was called ‘sab Teek tho hai’, Miss. 

KAZ
Maybe that’s what you were singing, but 
that’s not what it’s called. 

SHAZIA
How do you know?

KAZ
‘Cause I wrote it. And it’s called 
‘Summertime’.

George pulls a face. 

GEORGE
That’s whack. 

Ms Kropotkin cuts in.

MS KROPOTKIN
What does ‘sab Teek tho hai’ mean, 
Shazia. 

Shazia corrects her pronunciation.

SHAZIA
Sab Teek tho hai... ‘everything’s 
alright.’
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Kaz crosses her arms. Ms Kropotkin stands up and mentions 
for Kaz to take the piano stool. 

MS KROPOTKIN
Will you play it? Please. 

Kaz rolls her eyes then sits down. She begins to fiddle 
around on the piano self-consciously then picks out the 
melody. As she plays she forgets herself. Ms Kropotkin 
motions for George to play his beat. 

GEORGE
What for? It’s wrong. 

Kaz stops playing. 

KAZ
Yeah, well... just different. Might be 
better. 

GEORGE
‘Course it’s better. 

He sits down and starts to play. Kaz joins him. She looks 
over at Shazia who’s suddenly shy with everyone watching 
her.  

KAZ
My tune’s called ‘Summertime’, but this 
one’s ‘sab Teek tho hai’, right?

Shazia nods smiling and softly begins to sing. Ms 
Kropotkin motions for her to sing louder. She does and her 
voice rises, pure and beautiful. 

Kaz smiles and settles back into the music. 

EXT. SCHOOL - DUSK20 20

A man walking his dog passes the school as the music rises 
in the darkening night. 

INT. FLAT - NIGHT21 21

Angela sits at the kitchen table with her phone to her ear 
looking panicked. Ravi leans against the wall reading an 
OFFICIAL LOOKING LETTER. 

RAVI
Where can you buy a family home for this? 
Wales!?

Angela slams her phone down in panicked frustration.
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ANGELA
Straight to voice mail. 

RAVI
She’ll be with her mates somewhere. 

ANGELA
She hasn’t got any mates. 

EXT. FLATS/GARAGES - NIGHT22 22

Kaz watches Shazia is on the phone as George stares at the 
DENTED GARAGE DOOR.

KAZ
Can’t believe she has to check in with 
her mum. That’s just sad. 

GEORGE
Believing in giant magical creatures is 
sadder.

KAZ
I never said it was magic. Just that it 
was big. Way bigger than a normal person.

GEORGE
And it did this with a bucket?

KAZ
Yeah. Boom. 

George shakes his head.

GEORGE
No way. 

Shazia comes over. 

SHAZIA
My Mum wants me home in half an hour for 
dinner. 

GEORGE
You could miss it. Wouldn’t hurt.

KAZ
(To George)

Oh my god that is so rude. 

GEORGE
Why? 

Kaz looks uncomfortable. 
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KAZ
Well, you know. It’s obvious. 

SHAZIA
What, that I’m fat?

Shazia and George stare at Kaz who fidgets embarrassed.

KAZ
No... Course not. You’re not fat. As if.  

SHAZIA
I know I’m fat. Everyone knows I’m fat. 
I have to get home. 

She goes to walk away, but Kaz grabs her arm. 

KAZ
Don’t leave. That song was wicked. Your 
voice is amazing. 

Shazia stops and smiles shyly. 

SHAZIA
It was your song.

GEORGE
Our song.

Kaz looks uncertain.

KAZ
I dunno... maybe. 

GEORGE
Oh, it’s like that is it? 

KAZ
Like what?

George shoves his hands in his pockets and walks away. 

GEORGE
Whatever. 

KAZ
Where you going? It’s not late. It’s 
only...

Kaz pulls her phone out and sees five missed calls. 

KAZ (CONT’D)
... uh oh. 
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INT. FLAT - NIGHT23 23

Angela stands her phone at her ear. She looks angry. 

ANGELA
Because it’s incredibly selfish, Kazia... 
No... no, the washing can stay at the 
Launderette. Its dark and I want you home 
--

Angela’s jaw drops as Kaz hangs up. Angela grabs her keys 
from the side and strides through the flat to the front 
door. Ravi is on the bicycle-dynamo pedalling and watching 
TV. 

RAVI
Where you going? Masterchef’s on.

ANGELA
That girl is wilful!

RAVI
Wonder where she gets it. 

EXT. CROSSRAIL EXTENSION WORKS/YARD - NIGHT24 24

Kaz stomps past the fence her hands shoved in her pockets 
a scowl disfiguring her face. She suddenly stops and pulls 
her phone out of her pocket. 

It’s ringing. 

She stares at it for a moment before answering. 

KAZ
(Into phone)

I’m almost there... I said I’d get it! 

Kaz suddenly stops dead and peers through the fence. She 
squints into a shadow on the far side of the yard. 

KAZ (CONT’D)
Mum... MUM! God, you never listen. You 
say I don’t do my chores and then when I 
try to you --

Something moves deep in the shadow across the yard cutting 
Kaz off. She spots an opening in the fence and scurries up 
to it, squeezing through into the yard. 

KAZ (CONT’D)
(Whispering)

Mum... I’ve got to go.

CUT TO:
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EXT. BASE OF STAIRWELL/FLATS - NIGHT25 25

Angela stares incredulously at her phone, which says: CALL 
ENDED.

CUT TO:

EXT. CROSSRAIL EXTENSION WORKS/YARD - NIGHT26 26

Kaz sneaks between piles of equipment and building 
supplies edging ever closer to the suspect shadow. As she 
draws nearer the deeper shadow resolves into the familiar 
outline of the LOOMING FIGURE.

Kaz sidles up to a stack of LONG METAL PIPES. The looming 
figure kneels as the far end of the pipes looking down at 
something. 

Kas slips into one of the pipes and slides along it 
drawing as close as possible to the mysterious figure. 

LOOMING FIGURE
Winston... come here!

Kaz is halfway down the pipe when the figure suddenly 
jumps to it’s feet and lunges at something out of sight. 

BONG!

Kaz yells as the pipe REVERBERATES with a terrific IMPACT. 
The impact knocks the pipes loose and Kaz is thrown around 
as her pipe rolls across the yard. 

CUT TO:

The looming figure looks up - Winston the white rat in his 
hand - to see a stack of HUGE METAL PIPES roll, smash and 
tumble into one another as they careen across the yard. 

A think high pitched SCREAM echoes from the pipes.

LOOMING FIGURE (CONT’D)
What on Earth... ?

The out of control pipes SMASH through a barrier and CRASH 
against one another as the fall into a huge OPEN SHAFT. 

CUT TO:

Kaz looks down into a seemingly bottomless pit as the pipe 
she’s in plunges into darkness...

She SCREAMS.

... BLACK.
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INT. LAUNDERETTE - NIGHT27 27

Deep reggae plays as Angela walks up to Malcolm who’s busy 
loading the only washing machine not in use.

ANGELA
Malcolm, has Kaz been in?

MALCOLM
She come by this morning. Dropped a load 
off. Been waiting for her to come by. 

He gestures to Kaz’s WASHBAG. Angela sighs. 

ANGELA
Mind if I wait?

MALCOLM
Company always welcome.

Angela sits.

INT. TROLLBRIDGE’S HOME/SPARE BEDROOM - LATER28 28

Kaz’s eyes flicker open. She looks around and sees a 
velvet draped room decorated in chintzy Victoriana dimly 
lit by a GAS LAMP.

She groans and holds her head then tries to stand. With a 
yell her leg crumples under her and she winds up in a heap 
on the floor. 

KAZ
Ow.

Kaz examines her leg and finds her ANKLE BANDAGED and 
immobilised. Her cuts, bruises and general scrapes have 
all been expertly dressed. 

She blinks as she becomes aware of a FAINT VOICE echoing 
from the hallway. Kaz struggles to her feet and, being 
careful of her bandaged ankle, hops to the door. 

INT. TROLLBRIDGE’S HOME/HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS29 29

Kaz follows the voice down a hallway. A series of 
PORTRAITS hang from the walls. Kaz is oblivious to them, 
but in passing glimpses of horrible TROLL-LIKE figures in 
stiff poses briefly appear.

A SCRATCHY VOICE gets louder. 

21.



CHRUCHILL 
... we shall fight on the landing 
grounds, we shall fight in the fields and 
in the streets, we shall fight in the 
hills; we shall never surrender!

Kaz peeks through a door into a VICTORIAN SITTING ROOM and 
sees...

INT. TROLLBRIDGES SITTING ROOM/HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS30 30

... the huge imposing figure of a seven foot TROLL. His 
face is composed of stone-like crags topped by horns and, 
rather incongruously, a MONOCLE. 

He wears a VELVET SMOKING JACKET, cravat and a starched 
collar, but no trousers as his craggy extremities make 
these unnecessary.

Kaz’s jaw DROPS. 

The Troll strikes a pose and begins to recite along, with 
appropriate oratorical gestures, to a scratchy record 
watched by a WHITE RAT perched atop a bronze bust of 
CHURCHILL.

TROLLBRIDGE/CHRUCHILL
Let us therefore brace ourselves to our 
duties, and so bear ourselves -- 

Kaz ducks out of sight back into the hallway and focuses 
on the procession of PORTRAITS all showing Trolls through 
the ages posing stiffly as the Troll in the sitting room 
throws himself into the speech.

KAZ
This is bare mental!

TROLLBRIDGE/CHURCHILL
-- that if the British Empire and its 
Commonwealth last for a thousand years --

Kaz peeks back into the room and watches as the Troll’s 
voice RUMBLES as he reaches a crescendo drowning out 
Churchill. 

TROLLBRIDGE
(Almost shouting)

... men will still say, 'This was their 
finest hour!'

A chunk of CEILING drops onto the record player crushing 
it. The Troll scurries over and carefully extracts the 
record, examining it for scratches. 
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TROLLBRIDGE (CONT’D)
Dash it!

The white rat looks up and spots Kaz in the doorway. The 
rat SQUEAKS. Trollbridge looks up, sees Kaz and drops the 
record in surprise. 

It shatters.

KAZ
Are you... a Troll?

Trollbridge draws himself up to his full height. 

TROLLBRIDGE
Madam, I am the Troll. Roderick St. John 
Trollbridge London’s remaining Homo 
Silicate resident. 

He bows. 

KAZ
Are you gonna eat me?

Trollbridge looks at her with distaste. 

TROLLBRIDGE
Of course not! That would be 
indescribably rude. 

KAZ
Sorry about your record. 

Trollbridge looks down at the shattered pieces of the 
record. 

TROLLBRIDGE
I shall regard your actions as indicative 
of the destructive effects of modern 
times on all that is best of yesterday. 

The white rat SQUEAKS in agreement as Trollbridge kneels 
and begins to collect the prices. 

TROLLBRIDGE (CONT’D)
(to the rat)

Quite, Winston. 

Kaz looks from Trollbridge to the rat. 

KAZ
Where am I?

TROLLBRIDGE
My home. 

She sidles closer to the rat, fascinated. 
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KAZ
You really not gonna eat me, right? 

Trollbridge ‘Tsk’s’ in irritation as he carries the broken 
pieces to a small side table as Kaz hesitantly reaches out 
to stroke the rat. 

TROLLBRIDGE
You are my guest and to consume you would 
be the height of ill manners. 

Trollbridge begins arranging the pieces as if they were a 
jigsaw puzzle.

KAZ
What’s his name?

TROLLBRIDGE
Winston.

A HIGH PITCHED WHINE suddenly echoes through the sitting 
room. The rat recoils and Trollbridge rumbles in anger as 
chunks of plaster drop from the ceiling. 

TROLLBRIDGE (CONT’D)
Vandals.

Kaz drops herself into a chair with a wince.

KAZ
Thanks for --

She gestures to her leg.

KAZ (CONT’D)
-- this. You’re pretty good at first aid. 
We did a course last year and it’s hard. 
I can make a sling. Well, sort of. I 
tried it on Melissa Brinkley, but I got 
the knot wrong. When she stood up it 
nearly strangled her, but we did get to 
learn how to do CPR. 

Whilst Kaz talks Trollbridge grabs a broom and sweeps the 
plaster up. The WHINE changes to a dull THUMPING and then 
drilling. 

KAZ (CONT’D)
So, like, it was great to meet, but I 
should get going. My Mum’s gonna go 
mental when I get home.

Kaz stands. Trollbridge fixes her with a steady gaze. 

TROLLBRIDGE
Leave? I’m afraid I cannot allow that. 
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KAZ
What!?

INT. LAUNDERETTE - DAWN31 31

Angela stands outside the Launderette with Ravi talking to 
two police officers who takes notes. Malcolm stands to one 
side. Behind them the CROSSRAIL EXTENSION SITE is a hive 
of activity’ drilling, digging and hammering. 

EXT. CROSSRAIL EXTENSION WORKS - CONTINUOUS32 32

A workman carries a length a MASS OF STRAPPING on his 
shoulder as he walks through the maze of activity until he 
arrives at the open pit. The workman dumps the strapping 
and looks up at a second workman in a SMALL CRANE. 

WORKMAN 1
Figured out how to get ‘em out, yet?

The second workman in the crane shakes his head. 

WORKMAN 2
Fancy being lowered sixty feet down to 
strap ‘em up?

WORKMAN 1
No chance!

Their voices echo down the pit. Halfway down the voices 
meet the faint indistinct echo of Kaz’s voice... 

INT. TROLLBRIDGE’S HOME/HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS33 33

... Kaz sits against the wall her face pressed to an AIR 
VENT. She takes a breath and YELLS into it.

KAZ
Help!!

The lumbering figure of Trollbridge appears at the doorway 
to the sitting room. 

TROLLBRIDGE
Would you like tea with lemon? It’s very 
soothing for the throat. 

KAZ
(Croaking)

My throats fine.  

TROLLBRIDGE
I shall prepare you a cup in case you 
change your mind. 
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He disappears back into the living room. Kaz sits scowling 
after him. She takes another huge breath and SCREAMS 
louder than before. 

KAZ
HEEEEELP!

CUT TO:

INT. TROLLBRIDGE’S SITTING ROOM - CONTINUOUS34 34

Trollbridge’s almost drops the TEA POT as Kaz’s scream 
rips through the room. 

TROLLBRIDGE
Dash it. 

CUT TO:

INT. TROLLBRIDGE’S HOME/HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS35 35

Kaz flops back on the floor exhausted by her titanic 
effort. She stares up at the procession of Troll portraits 
that stare down at her from the walls. 

KAZ
What are you all looking at?

Gentle classical music echoes from the sitting room. Kaz 
sits up listening. She hauls herself to her feet and limps 
into the sitting room. 

INT. TROLLBRIDGE’S SITTING ROOM - CONTINUOUS36 36

Trollbridge is sat at a desk writing in a GIANT BOOK with 
a QUILL PEN. Kaz plops down in one of two chairs arranged 
around a small table laden with a tea service. 

KAZ
You can’t keep me trapped here, you know. 

TROLLBRIDGE
We shall see. 

KAZ
My Mum’s a nutter. She took on the whole 
council and won. Because of that we live 
in a massive block all on our own. She’ll 
find me.

TROLLBRIDGE
She sounds formidable.

Kaz peers into her cup of Tea. 
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KAZ
Where’s the milk?

TROLLBRIDGE
Milk in tea is a drink for savages. Lemon 
is the only appropriate addition to a 
blend as delicate and subtle as the one 
about to bless your uncultured lips. 

Kaz takes a sip and pulls a face. 

KAZ
I like mine with condensed milk and three 
sugars. 

Trollbridge shudders.

KAZ (CONT’D)
So... all those other Trolls on the wall 
are the your family?

TROLLBRIDGE
Indeed.

KAZ
Where are they all?

TROLLBRIDGE
Elsewhere.

KAZ
You’re on your own then. 

TROLLBRIDGE
Hardly. I have Winston, my music, my 
books, a multitude of correspondents and 
my watercolours. It is a full life. 

KAZ
Sounds it. What’s this music?

TROLLBRIDGE
Chopin. 

KAZ
Good melody. 

TROLLBRIDGE
Chopin was a genius of a type I doubt you 
are equipped to comprehend. 

KAZ
If you find me so annoying why not let me 
go? Swear down I won’t tell anyone you’re 
here.

Trollbridge puts his quill down and swivels to face her. 
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TROLLBRIDGE
But you will. They will ask and you will 
tell them. Then the newspapers, then the 
Television and ultimately  the internets 
will ring with my name. 

KAZ
Internet. 

Trollbridge raises an eyebrow. HE’s about to say 
something, but the WHINE of a far away DRILL echoes. He 
winces. 

KAZ (CONT’D)
So you’re just gonna keep me here until 
the workman come through the wall and 
find us? 

TROLLBRIDGE
Until a better course of action presents 
itself, yes. 

KAZ
I’m really really really annoying. 
Everyone says so. I’ll drive you mad. 

TROLLBRIDGE
That is a risk I am willing to take in 
order to preserve my privacy. 

Trollbridge turns back to the giant book. 

KAZ
If I was an Alien I’d sound like this...

Kaz pulls a face, crosses her eyes and sticks her tongue 
out, and begins gibbering in a high pitched nonsensical 
voice that scores at least a nine on the ‘annoying’ scale.

Trollbridge winces again as the whining of the drill 
escalates and mixes with the gibbering of Kaz’s Alien 
impression. 

His QUILL snaps in his fist.

TROLLBRIDGE
Dash it. 

INT. MP’S SURGERY - DAY37 37

MP Mullins sits at his desk. SHANICE and CYRUS sit in 
front of him. Cyrus has a BLACK EYE. 

MP MULLINS
Where is she?
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SHANICE
Nothing to do with us, blud. The 
Bred’Ren’s job was to scare the girl not 
kill her.

CYRUS
Exactly.

SHANICE
We done our job and now it’s time to get 
paid.

MP MULLINS
Your job was to scare them into leaving. 

CYRUS
Well, she’s gone. 

MP MULLINS
She’s missing! 

SHANICE
So?

MP MULLINS
Missing girls get publicity and their 
families get sympathy. Are you following 
me?

CYRUS
Not really. 

SHANICE
You want us to find Kaz before her Mum 
winds up on the six O’clock news. 

MP MULLINS
Then you get paid. 

EXT. ESTATE PLAYGROUND - DAY38 38

Shanice and Cyrus glide into a concrete playground under 
the shadow of Kaz’s tower block. A dozen seedy looking 
teenagers are lounging. Shanice addresses them.

SHANICE
Bred’Ren, we got a new job.

One of the teenagers SUCKS HIS TEETH loudly. Shanice pulls 
a WAD OF CASH out of her pocket. 

SHANICE (CONT’D)
Anyone know who Kaz hang with?
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EXT. CROSSRAIL EXTENSION WORKS/EDGE OF PIT - DAY39 39

One of the workmen kneels on the edge of the pit 
listening. Faintly, very very faintly, Chopin can be 
heard. The second workman walks up. 

WORKMAN 1
Can you hear that?

The second workman listens. 

WORKMAN 2
No. 

The faint music stops. 

WORKMAN 1
Sounded a bit like Chopin. 

Workman 2 shrugs. 

WORKMAN 2
Out the way, Bob. Less you fancy becoming 
a permanent resident. 

Workman 1 steps back as Workman 2 hauls a huge NOZZLE 
coated with concrete into place over the pit. He yanks a 
chain and CONCRETE sloshes down into the pit. 

WORKMAN 1
Well, if Chopin’s down there he’s down 
there for good now. 

They both laugh.

END OF EPISODE 1.
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