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Act 1



EXT. CITY STREET. MORNING.


A busy street. Alot of pedestrians. Traffic is at a standstill. MUSIC quietly plays in the background from 1972-73. “A Horse with No Name” by America or “Money” by Pink Floyd would work. The camera pans across the street and eventually lands on an office building.



INT. DIRECTORS OFFICE. MORNING.


Incredibly clean office. Blank walls. Black, white and grey. Dystopian. Too bright light.
A MAN in a black office suit with dead eyes comes into focus. This is VINCENT MAYHEW. VINCENT blinks and the MUSIC comes to a halt. There is a MAN talking. This is the DIRECTOR. We do not see the DIRECTOR; he remains a disembodied voice.


DIRECTOR (O.S)
Number?

VINCENT
057

DIRECTOR (O.S)
057?

VINCENT
Yes, Sir.

DIRECTOR (O.S)
Quite the reputation you have.


Silence. The MUSIC begins to play in the background. Muffled. 


DIRECTOR (O.S)
You are to travel to the Sinai         Peninsula in Israel

VINCENT
Objective?

DIRECTOR (O.S)
What else? To keep the peace

VINCENT
Yes, Sir.


VINCENT blinks. The MUSIC picks up again. He leaves the room and takes a pill. What type of pill remains unknown for now. The MUSIC stops.



EXT. AIRPORT. NIGHT.


A taxi pulls up and VINCENT gets out with a small grey suitcase. He walks through the main doors.


RICHARD NIXON (V.O)
The ceasefire is holding, there have been        some violations but generally speaking, it         can be said that it is holding at this time.




INT. AIRPORT. NIGHT.


…VINCENT is going through security. His bag is being screened. He places his gun in a tray and promptly shows his badge…

RICHARD NIXON (V.O)
A peacekeeping force will go to the Mideast  and this force, however, will not include    any from the major powers

…VINCENT takes his seat on the plane. The camera focuses on him again the same way it did when he was in the office. Same expression, same dead eyes.


RICHARD NIXON (V.O, CONT)
Including, of course, the United States and       the Soviet Union
  
FADE IN TO:



INT. HOTEL ROOM. NIGHT.


The hotel room is decrepit. There is plaster peeling on the walls, sheets stained, and the ceiling fan spins too slowly. VINCENT is on the phone talking to a LOCAL OPERATIVE. The phone is not on.

NOTE: THE DIALOUGE IN THIS SCENE IS SPOKEN IN HEBREW AND SUBTITLED IN ENGLISH

VINCENT
(Into phone)
Status?

LOCAL OPERATIVE (V.O)
Stupid question. You’re here, you know.       We sit here until the reaper to call our    name. We wait to obediently follow. What    else is there to do?

VINCENT
(into phone)
Understood

LOCAL OPERATIVE (V.O)
Understood? You understand this disparity, America? You understand my friends disappearing


END OF SUBTITLES.

VINCENT hangs up the phone. He stands in silence and stares at the ceiling fan. The MUSIC from earlier plays in the background, muffled like earlier. He takes another pill and makes another phone call.


DIRECTOR (V.O)
Report

VINCENT
(into phone)
Egyptian forces are past the canal. Heavy losses for the Israeli Defence Force 

DIRECTOR (V.O)
Yes… I’m aware. Maintain the status quo, 057

VINCENT
Sir? You want me to hinder our allies?

DIRECTOR (V.O)
You are to make sure the IDF do not take     the canal back by any means necessary    without causing a diplomatic incident.      Those are your orders, 057


The DIRECTOR hangs up.
VINCENT Stands still again, looking perplexed. The MUSIC no longer muffled. He shuts his eyes and the MUSIC fades away. He then mechanically undresses himself and goes to bed, leaving his holster for his gun on. 


CUT TO:


INT. HOTEL ROOM. NIGHT.


A MAN stands over VINCENT with an easy-going expression and sunglasses half falling off his face. He is missing his left ear. This Man is ABEL, VINCENT’S inner consciousness personified.
ABEL
Sleepy? Now? Come on, man. We’ve got war  crimes to commit.
VINCENT instantly wakes up and points a gun at ABEL. ABEL shoots his hand up in mock surrender.

ABEL
What? Not even goanna ask my name?

VINCENT shoots and ABEL falls to the ground. VINCENT shuts his eyes. Focused.
ABEL
My name’s Abel, nice to meet and all that.

VINCENT opens his eyes and sees ABEL Infront of him with a bullet hole in his head, offering his hand.

ABEL
Take my hand, ‘57

VINCENT
How do you know/

ABEL puts his hand down and turns away.

ABEL
/Who you are? same way I know you don’t     have time to be sleeping. Come on, let’s      go sabotage and deceive our allies.

ABEL makes his way to the door. Realising VINCENT isn’t following, his expression becomes serious, his posture rigid. Looking like a drill sergeant. His sunglasses falling off, revealing a missing right eye.

ABEL
Follow your orders, ‘57

ABEL disappears. Leaving VINCENT alone in the hotel room. 



EXT. FIELD. NIGHT.


VINCENT is in a SUV. MUSIC is playing. The camera shows that the radio is off. 

FADE TO:

BEGIN FLASHBACK:

A younger VINCENT is alone in a boardroom. Nervous. Obviously more animated than present day VINCENT. A MAN walks in, he sits down Infront of VINCENT. Smile on his face. He looks at the papers on the table.
MAN
Mayhew, right?

VINCENT
Yes, that’s right… Sir

MAN
Not sir to you. I’m not your better. You’re     being moved to a special unit. Better support.   Better equipment. The works. Only downside         is a little paperwork for me.

VINCENT
Oh uhm, sorry.

The MAN laughs with the same dead eyes VINCENT has shown in the present.

MAN
No apologies needed. This is good. You    should be happy.

VINCENT
Sir?

MAN
Anyway, you shall be 057 from now on; a new place to stay and you will, hopefully, never see me again

END FLASHBACK



EXT. FIELD. NIGHT.


Back to the present in the car with VINCENT. The MUSIC has stopped. He is joined by ABEL. He is no longer missing his left ear. However, he is now missing both his eyes.


ABEL
Never did see him again

VINCENT
How/

ABEL
/Shame, really. He was hot, in a ‘I’ll kill you’ sort of way

VINCENT
Why/

ABEL
/What do you think his name is? I’m thinking something like Kirkland.

VINCENT
What are you?

ABEL takes the same serious expression he had in the hotel room.

ABEL
You’re a smart guy, Vincent. You know what I am, who I am. I mean, I know who I am so you have to know as well 

VINCENT
I don’t know

ABEL
Okay. Let’s look at the facts. One, I know who you are/

VINCENT
That doesn’t prove/

ABEL
/Two, I appear out of thin air and relive memories only you have. Three, I was shot in the head and I’m still kicking; the bullet hole magically gone. Four, my anatomy changes frequently yet I still have all my senses. It sounds almost imaginary.
	
VINCENT
What? You’re my imaginary friend?

ABEL
Sure, but let’s say we aren’t avoiding and simplifying. What am I?

VINCENT and ABEL sit in silence. 

ABEL
Good god, man. I’m you. The you that feels, questions. The you that isn’t the tin soldier sitting in the driver’s seat. I’m the you that’ll take over, the you that’ll be destroyed. Do you not get it? I’m not some foreign entity you have no knowledge about, I’m your antithesis; all that you repress. The little box you drown in music and order is opening, you’re gonna open it or eradicate it. You’re in control. You have the choice. You see? You, ’57, will decide.

ABEL disappears. Leaving a very distressed VINCENT in the car. 



EXT./INT. IDF CAMP. NIGHT.


VINCENT sneaks through the camp. No soldiers noticing him progress through. He reaches the warehouse where the tanks are kept. ABEL is sitting on top one of the tanks.

ABEL
Sabotage it is then

VINCENT ignores ABEL.

ABEL
Wow, very skilled. That tank’ll roll thirty miles and then boom. Inhabitants cooked. They’ll be beyond recognition. Anyone nearby might get some shrapnel impaled. Who doesn’t want a scar?

VINCENT continues to ignore ABEL though is obviously affected by what he says. 
ABEL
You’ll have to do this to all the tanks

VINCENT hesitates.

ABEL
Ooh, look at this. Got some emotion. What’s the problem ’57? You’re no saint, you’ve killed an awful lot of people. 

VINCENT
Those were enemies. These are our allies

ABEL
So?

VINCENT
What? So/

ABEL
/You followed orders to kill those ‘enemies’. You’re following orders now. What’s the difference ’57?

VINCENT
They’re innocent. They’re on our side

ABEL
Innocent? They’re in an army. They’ve killed, hurt, maimed. Don’t sound innocent, does it?

VINCENT closes his eyes, hoping to regain focus. ABEL becomes monotone. Stern. 

ABEL
That isn’t going to work, tin boy. Did you forget? You are in control. You have the choice

VINCENT
No, no I/

ABEL
/Choose, tin boy!

VINCENT
But I/

ABEL
/Follow orders, tin boy!

VINCENT
Why do I/

ABEL
Kill your allies, tin/

VINCENT
/Shut up! Just shut up! Leave me alone!

ABEL disappears. VINCENT’S shouting has alerted a nearby soldier. VINCENT hides, waiting. After some time, the soldier leaves. The MUSIC begins to play. Muffled. ABEL reappears and slaps VINCENT in the face.

ABEL
Oh, no. Don’t check out on me, ‘57

The MUSIC continues. ABEL punches VINCENT in the gut.

ABEL
You will face what you are doing. You will see what you are

The MUSIC breaks. Like when wearing Bluetooth headphones and you walk too far away.
ABEL
You hear me? You will be aware as you betray and destroy!

ABEL continues to attack VINCENT. VINCENT is clearly battered. The MUSIC stops completely. He huddles into a ball.

ABEL
Get up

VINCENT remains on the floor.

ABEL
Get up, Vincent.

VINCENT struggles to stand up. He eventually gets to his feet.

ABEL
Good. Now you are going to shoot in the air. Alerting every soldier in the camp so they can see one of their tanks have been tampered with. Then you are going to get back to car without being seen and drive to the hotel. 

VINCENT stands. Looking at ABEL in confusion.

ABEL
Hop to it, man!

VINCENT does as instructed. The camp is alerted, he makes it back to the car unnoticed and returns to the hotel.




END OF ACT 1










ACT 2




INT. HOTEL ROOM. MORNING.


 
VINCENT is alone in the room. He is lying on the bed staring at the celling fan. The sun shines through drawn curtains. VINCENT’S gun sits dismantled on the bed. The bullets stand upright in a circle on the bedside table. The only sound is the celling fan. ABEL is staring through the window, disregarding the curtains.

ABEL
And so he waits. Contemplating. He thinks if he stays here, very still, very quiet, what he did will go away. It’s sad, so sad. He rebelled for the first time in his life and instantly shuts down. 

VINCENT
What else is there to do? I disobeyed an order. What happens now is out of my hands. What I did will be found out eventually. Might as well be comfortable

ABEL
Do you not listen to what I say, Vincent? Do I have to give you the ‘you’re in control’ speech again?

VINCENT
If you aren’t happy with it, leave

ABEL
You see the problem in that, yes?

VINCENT
Not my problem

ABEL
No of course not. Who listens to their inner consciousness anyway? Not needed really. You were having a wonderful time playing soldier before I came along. That desolate expression, the mechanical responses, two well known signs of the mentally stable. 

VINCENT
What do you want?

ABEL 
I want you to be a person again. I want you to see life for what it is. The good, the bad/

VINCENT
/The ugly?

ABEL sighs then promptly disappears. VINCENT goes back to watching the celling fan. The phone rings. VINCENT answers after the second ring, getting out of the bed and paces around. 

VINCENT
(into phone)
Yes?

DIRECTOR (V.O)
Report

VINCENT stops pacing, putting him in line with the bathroom mirror. ABEL is in the reflection, missing his mouth.

DIRECTOR (V.O)
Report, 057

VINCNET
(into phone)
Uhm, yes. Things are as you wanted

DIRECTOR (V.O)
You have taken the steps to maintain this?

VINCENT feels his face, moving his hands over his bruises. ABEL copies him, still in the mirror.

VINCENT
(into phone)
Yes, Sir.

DIRECTOR (V.O)
Good.

The DIRECTOR hangs up. ABEL’S full anatomy is returned.

ABEL
I think you should make another phone call. Repeat the pattern.

VINCENT calls the LOCAL OPERATIVE. ABEL taps on the mirror from the inside.

NOTE: THE DIALOUGE IN THIS SCENE IS SPOKEN IN HEBREW AND SUBTITLED IN ENGLISH

LOCAL OPERATIVE (V.O)
Hello?

VINCENT
(into phone)
Report

LOCAL OPERTIVE (V.O)
Oh, its you. The American. Nothing of note. The soldiers are on edge. Strict, but they’re soldiers, it’s hard to tell. Someone seems to be fighting the order of this place, causing quite the ruckus.

VINCENT looks around the room, seeing ABEL now shoulder barging against the mirror. 

VINCENT
(into phone)
Is that so?

LOCAL OPERATIVE (V.O)
It is. Not the first time, won’t be the last. There’s always someone who thinks they can get out, break the routine. Doesn’t work. They get caught or killed and the rest of us suffer

VINCENT 
(into phone)
What are you talking about? The soldiers are our allies, who would fight against that?

ABEL laughs in the background, giving up on fighting the mirror. 

LOCAL OPERATIVE (V.O)
You really need to get off those meds, man. They ruin you, make you hollow.

VINCENT pats himself down for his pills. ABEL is holding the empty pill capsule.
VINCENT
(into phone)
What’s your name?

LOCAL OPERATIVE (V.O)
And he finally asks! I don’t have an answer for you, unfortunately. Lost that a long time ago

VINCENT
(into phone)
What do I call you?

LOCAL OPERATIVE (V.O)
059

ABEL
Well, isn’t that a coincidence

VINCNET
Shut up

ABEL
That’s two numbers higher than yours

VINCENT
It means/

ABEL
/Almost as if your neighbours

VINCENT punches the mirror. Shattering it. His hand bloody. ABEL appears behind him.

ABEL
His is bigger than yours

VINCENT laugh is shaky/ wheezy. He has a coughing fit and begins to sob. ABEL watches, a stoic expression on his face. VINCENT slams his head into the wall repeatedly.

ABEL
What’s the plan here? If you wanted to kill yourself, you shouldn’t have dismantled the gun

VINCENT continues.


ABEL
This isn’t a choice, Vincent. This is nothing, this is giving up

VINCENT continues. A noticeable bloodstain on the wall.

ABEL
You’re gonna have to face reality at some point, Vincent. It’s what you want, it’s why I’m here.

VINCENT hits the wall again, passing out. Cuts to black.



FADE TO:





INT. HOTEL ROOM. NIGHT.


The room has changed to resemble a cell. Bars on the windows, a steel door replaces the wooden one; the celling fan has gone. All that is left is the bed, the smashed mirror and the phone. The phone begins to ring.

ABEL
Those are pretty nifty don’t you think. A ‘cell phone’. To be able to call anyone, anywhere.

The phone continues to ring. VINCENT is staring blankly at the wall. Unaware of all around him.

ABEL
Say Vincent, can you tell how you got a cell phone. I mean, they’re pretty new. This year I think. How did you get one? 

VINCENT
The man

ABEL
There’s a lot of men, Vincent. In fact, only men

VINCENT
What?

ABEL
When was the last time you interacted with a woman, Vincent?

VINCENT
I…don’t know

ABEL
So, which man?

VINCENT
Kirkland

ABEL
The hot one

VINCENT goes silent. The phone still ringing.

ABEL
You gonna answer that?

VINCENT
I can’t

ABEL
You can’t?

VINCENT
I can’t because it’s not here.

The ringing stops. The walls push in making the room smaller. Tighter. Becoming more and more cell like.

ABEL
Cozy

VINCENT continues to stare at the wall.

ABEL
How about we go outside?

VINCENT
We can’t

ABEL
We can’t?

VINCENT
We can’t because there’s no outside.

The room shrinks again and fully transforms into a cell. The bed becomes a thin mattress. The window disappears. The door becomes the bars of a jail cell. Faint light shining through the bars.




INT. CELL – MORNING
VINCENT lies on the mattress, ABEL leaning against the wall. A news show begins to play through the jail speakers. 

RADIO HOST
Hello, good morning, all. It is five in the morning. We’re going to go through all the important events of the week

ABEL
Ah, my favourite part of the day

CONVICT
Shut up! Trying to listen (O.S)

ABEL
That’s new, don’t usually hear me. Vincent, best get it under control, you’re slipping

RICHARD NIXON
 (through the speakers)
…and that the major powers not introduce military forces into the Mideast…

ABEL
Well, shit. Got that wrong, didn’t we

RICHARD NIXON
(Through the speakers)
…that does not mean that the two major powers will impose a settlement. It does mean, however, that we will use our influence…

ABEL
Maybe not so wrong

A GUARD is patrolling, readying convicts for a cell inspection.
059
’57, get up man. Don’t make it hard, not again

VINCENT
You speak English?

059
What? Have I spoken anything else?

VINCENT
Hebrew

VINCENT gets out of the bed and walks up to the bars. 059 begins to laugh.

GUARD 
Cell inspections. Go to the corner and face the wall

VINCENT remains at the bars. ABEL joins him. The guard gets to VINCENT’S cell.
GUARD
To the corner, inmate

VINCENT
I want to talk to the director

GUARD
To the corner, inmate. Now!

The guard grabs ABEL and hits him against the bars. ABEL falls to the ground. Laughing.
ABEL
See that Vincent, he grabbed me! Me!

VINCENT grabs onto the bars. Face to face with the GUARD.

VINCENT
I need to talk to the director, please just let me see him

The GUARD ignores VINCENT completely. ABEL’S laughter becomes more intense. 
ABEL
He can’t see you! He can only see me! Me! Me! Me! Me! You’re a ghost Vincent, you’ve lost control of yourself! Is this your choice? You’ll let me take over? That’s no choice, Vincent. You’re giving up, checking out. Do you not remember when that happened last time? Have you forgotten what we did, Vincent? 

ABEL launches at VINCENT, grabbing his head and bashing it against the wall, kicking him in the gut. ABEL lets go and VINCENT falls. Multiple guards restrain ABEL, pushing him to the ground. VINCENT and ABEL are face to face. VINCENT coughing, ABEL laughing. 


END OF ACT 2







ACT 3




INT. SOLITARY CONFINMENT CELL. AFTERNOON.



The cell is cramped. VINCENT and ABEL share the small space. They are both bruised. ABEL’S eye is swelled shut. 

ABEL
Quite the beating I gave you

VINCENT
You got one yourself

ABEL
Don’t I know it. Lost my depth perception. Anyway, you deserved yours

VINCENT
That so?

ABEL
Punishment for not learning a lesson. Punishment for not accepting reality

VINCENT goes quiet.

ABEL
Oh, will your director save you? What’s the disembodied voice gonna do? You know he’s not real. Well, as real as me. Saying that, I’m becoming more and more real each passing moment

They go quiet. ABEL begins to hum the MUSIC that has been heard throughout.

ABEL
Do you know the story of Cain and Abel?

VINCENT
Don’t

ABEL
Dumb question. If I know it, you do. I think a story will help pass the time though

VINCENT
Go on then

ABEL
No further argument?

VINCENT
What’s the point, you’ll just tell me/

ABEL
/At the beginning there was the word. The word was murder… After being expelled from the garden, Adam and Eve multiplied very fruitfully, which produced the brothers Cain/

VINCENT
/Gennesis four

ABEL
/And Abel. One day, God commanded Cain and Abel to find a suitable sacrifice for him. So, the brothers each looked at what they had, what they could offer the lord. Cain, a farmer, gathered some of his crops and sacrificed those. Abel, a shepherd, got several of his healthiest lambs and sacrificed those. God looked at the two sacrifices and favoured Abel’s gifts over Cain’s crops. This enraged Cain, he wanted to be the favourite. So he sharpened the jawbone of an animal, then when he found Abel ploughing his field, Cain stabbed him with the bone again and again, until his brother lay dead at his feet. And that’s the story of how murder came to be

VINCENT
Did you tell me that tale for a reason or just for your namesake?

ABEL
The tale should be seen as instruction

VINCENT
Am I to kill you?

ABEL
I told you once before: ‘I’m the you that’ll take over, the you that’ll be destroyed.’ Remember? I also told you to choose, you have not. You have not made a choice; you continue to go with the ever turbulent flow. You made a half-choice in the warehouse but that was only because of me. I just want you to live in reality Vincent, to wake up each day and see things as they are

VINCENT
Is this reality? It doesn’t seem worth living

ABEL
Experience reality. If you choose to kill yourself afterwards, go for it.
 
The door swings open. The man from VINCENT’S flashback is there, escorted by two guards. 

VINCENT
It’s you

ABEL
Kirkland?

MAN
Kirkland? Can you tell me about Kirkland? Can you see him now?

GUARD
Doctor Defoe, perhaps not here

DEFOE
Yes, yes. Alright, come along, 057
CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAY. AFTERNOON.



VICTOR and ABEL both stand. Both unsure which one is being addressed. They walk through the hallway, following DEFOE. The two guards staying at a controlled distance behind them. ABEL begins to hum again. VINCENT kicks him in the knee. There is no reaction by DEFOE or the guards. They reach an office with DEFOE’S nameplate on it.

CUT TO:



INT. OFFICE. AFTERNOON.


A small office with a cheap desk. A window with bars is the only light source. DEFOE sits behind the desk, VINCENT in front. ABEL walks behind DEFOE and starts tapping his head, there is no effect. 

DEFOE
It has been some time since we saw each other, 057. Do you remember?

ABEL
‘and you will, hopefully, never see me again’

VINCENT
I remember

DEFOE
Yes, well, we are meeting today to discuss your recent outburst in your cell

VINCENT
That wasn’t me

DEFOE
Who was it then?

VINCENT
Him

VINCENT points at ABEL. ABEL reacts in mock offence. DEFOE smiles with dead eyes.

DEFOE 
Well, it might have been ‘him’ but you and him share responsibility, yes? So we are going to take some steps to avoid this again

VINCENT
What steps?

DEFOE
We are going to start you on the pills you’ve been taking again. You showed signs that you may have been alright without the medication but that was obviously pre-emptive.

VINCENT
That’ll make him go away?

DEFOE
Not completely, he’s still there you just won’t be able to see or here him as clearly. Think of it like you’re in two rooms with thin walls. He’s there, just muffled. 

ABEL has a serious expression, a deadpan voice.

ABEL
Not a choice, Vincent

DEFOE
This can start as early as tomorrow

ABEL
You’re going with the flow again. I won’t let you Vincent

DEFOE
Right, that’s all so back to solitary then

ABEL
Vincent

DEFOE
Uhm, stand up 057. You need to get up

ABEL
Accept where you are, Vincent

DEFOE
Guards! Escort the patient back to solitary

The GUARDs enter the office. Hands resting on their guns.

GUARD
Up, inmate

VINCENT
Abel

ABEL
Yes?

VINCENT
I accept it

ABEL smiles. A kind smile, truly happy. He disappears. VINCENT grabs the guards gun. Pushes it against his head

VINCENT
I am here! I accept it!

VINCENT pulls the trigger. His corpse falls forwards. Landing on the desk. The MUSIC begins to play.





THE END







