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INT - Child’s Bedroom, Morning

A brightly coloured children’s clock ticks quietly as sun

streams its way through the curtains into JAMES’s warm

bedroom. Soft toys lie scattered on the floor, and there is

a wooden desk covered in a child’s drawings of various

items: a sun, a necklace, a balloon, a woman. A scarf with

with the name ’James’ stitched on it is draped over a wooden

chair. The slow, regular sound of machine-assisted breathing

fills the room. JAMES (7, skinny) is in bed, covered in a

patchwork quilt, propped upwards. He is wearing an oxygen

mask which is wired into a machine next to the bed. His

small hand twitches.

JAMES wakes up.

INT - Psychologist’s office

A dark clock ticks on the wall. The sound echoes loudly

inside the room. It reads 1.30pm.

SARAH (PSYCHOLOGIST)

Sweetheart?

The psychologist’s voice causes JAMES to jump. He swallows

nervously before forcing a smile. The psychologist, SARAH,

jots something down on her notepad before nodding to JAMES

encouragingly. She is wearing a soft cardigan, round glasses

and a pearl necklace on a gold chain. JAMES plays with his

fingers and speaks quietly, avoiding eye contact.

JAMES

I’m tired. All the time. Always

tired.

SARAH (PSYCHOLOGIST)

(sympathetically) Do you remember

last week we talked about your

sleep apnea? Do you remember what

that means.

JAMES nods slowly, all the while staring at his hands. His

eyes dart to the clock and back again.

SARAH (PSYCHOLOGIST)

What about your dreams, James -

could you tell me what you dream

about?

JAMES’s eyes widen and he starts to tap his foot quickly,

twisting his hands together.
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JAMES

(pause) Sometimes... in my dreams,

there are bad people... who make me

do bad things...(shakily) Um... no.

I mean... I don’t have any dreams.

Not anymore.

SARAH pauses, exhaling and leaning back in her chair. She

tilts her head to the side and examines JAMES for a moment

before writing something else down on her clipboard. JAMES

eyes her nervously.

JAMES

That’s a really pretty necklace.

SARAH (PSYCHOLOGIST)

(Taken aback) Oh! Well, thank you

darling.

JAMES

(now staring at SARAH) Can I have

it?

SARAH holds on to her necklace briefly, but moves her hand

away slowly. JAMES’s eyes are drooping and he stares back

down at the floor, his expression gloomy. Sarah smiles

kindly.

SARAH (PSYCHOLOGIST)

Ok, sweetheart - maybe it’ll help

you remember our conversations, and

that everything is going to be ok?

JAMES

Yes. It will.

SARAH hands him the necklace. JAMES’s face lights up and he

tightens his fist around the pearl.

INT - Child’s bedroom, Night.

A woman’s hands are tucking the patchwork quilt around

JAMES. A light next to him is giving off a soft, warm glow.

JAMES is propped up in bed. We see from JAMES’s point of

view as the oxygen mask is placed onto his face and his eyes

droop...

INT - Child’s (dream) bedroom, Night

The room is no longer lit by a soft light. It is now much

darker, and there is an eerie blue light seeping through the

window frame. Everything seems... weathered. The soft toys

on the floor are dirty and have their stuffing falling out.
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The drawings on the dilapidated wooden desk are ripped and

torn, and the letters spelling JAMES on the scarf hanging

over the chair are falling off.

JAMES wakes up. He is not wearing the oxygen mask.

INT - Psychologist’s (dream) office, Night

JAMES is sitting in the same chair as before, but again, the

room seems weathered and torn. He glances up to the clock.

It is not ticking.

SARAH (PSYCHOLOGIST)

Sweetheart?

JAMES jumps. SARAH is leering over him, but she looks

different - her cardigan is ripped and hanging off her and

her glasses are cracked. Her hair is also unkept and her

skin is sallow and blue.

SARAH (PSYCHOLOGIST)

Did you bring it for me?

JAMES nods slowly, stretching out his arm and opening his

fist. Dangling from his small hand is the pearl necklace on

the gold chain. SARAH’s smile widens, almost too wide across

her face, and she snatches it from him, viewing it with

satisfaction before clipping it to her neck.

SARAH (PSYCHOLOGIST)

Excellent, James. I’m very

impressed. Now that I can trust

you, there something else I’d like

you to do for me.

INT Child’s Bedroom - Day

JAMES wakes up. He is wearing his oxygen mask. He removes

the mask and jumps out of bed with purpose, running out of

the room. We now get a slow view of the whole room, seeing

the soft toys, the pictures on the desk, the scarf with

JAMES’s name embroidered. The pearl necklace is nowhere to

be seen, but there is a new drawing on the desk. It appears

to be a drawing of Sarah, but we can’t quite make it out.

The children’s coloured clock sits on the side-table. A gust

of wind from the window blows the drawings off the desk.

The clock stops ticking.

Cut to Black.


