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Application form
SCRIPT EDITING FOR TELEVISION
Please complete and email to enquiries@skrivawriting.com 
DEADLINE: 1200 noon on 15 September 2016
	NAME:
	

	ADDRESS:
	



	CONTACT PHONE NUMBER:
	

	EMAIL:
	

	

	Diversity questionnaire (for the purposes of diversity evaluation only)

	AGE:
	

	EMPLOYMENT STATUS:
	

	ETHNICITY:
	

	DO YOU HAVE ANY DISABILITY:
	


	Previous writing experience: please tell us about any other writing courses you have attended, and about any writing you have done already (if you are completely new to creative writing, please let us know this too)

	
















	Please tell us your three favourite current TV programmes or writers, and why

	











	Please tell us why you wish to attend this course. What do you hope to achieve? How will this help your career aspirations? (maximum 1000 words)

	































	ASSIGNMENT:
Please read the attached script and write a script edit report commenting on the following areas:

· Story
· Structure

· Character

· Dialogue

· Visuals

· Style/Tone/Storytelling

· Suggest ways the script could be improved


EXT. GRAVEYARD - DAY

Feet. Old feet CRUNCHING on a gravel path.

HARRY DANVER makes his way through the graves. He's getting on in years, 50s. A still fit man, dressed in black, good quality suit and hat. He's still good looking and has a charm about him - but age is starting to show and his shoulders show the weight of something heavy he's never stopped carrying. There's a touch of grey around his dark hair temples.

Harry carries a travel case, the kind of old-fashioned bag that gents took on cruise tours of the world in the 1920s. In his other hand, Harry has a bunch of flowers.

He passes an elderly grey-haired GRAVEKEEPER brushing the pathway and tending the border.

ANOTHER PART OF THE GRAVEYARD

A grave. It's long since been dug and planted. All around, grass and reeds are taking hold but this grave seems better kept than its neighbours. An empty flower holder sits at the base of a plain but elegant marble gravestone.

Harry approaches and stops at the grave. He puts down his case and pulls out his half-frames, slipping them on his nose to read the headstone:

"JOSEPH DANVER 1954 - 1962. A LIFE CUT SHORT. REST IN PEACE."

Harry stares at the gravestone a moment and pulls off his glasses. The sun catches a glint of moisture in his eye.

Harry pulls the wrapper from the flowers he carries and kneels down to place them in the grave vase. They're mostly white roses, with just a little colour from some lilies. He arranges them, pulling branches here and there.

OW! Harry catches his hand on a rose thorn and pulls it away. A single white rose falls across the grave.

Harry looks at his hand. A crimson trickle of blood oozes down his palm. He reaches into his coat for a hankerchief.

GRAVEKEEPER (O.S.)

Always good to see new visitors.

HARRY

What?

Harry looks round. The old Gravekeeper is suddenly standing at Harry's shoulder.

HARRY (CONT'D)

Yes. Hello.

GRAVEKEEPER

Were you close?

A beat. Harry looks down at the grave.

HARRY

Once. I've been away. I've been away a long time.

GRAVEKEEPER

No disgrace in being dead. The grave's a fine and decent place.

Harry bends down and props the flowers up on the headstone. The gravekeeper's words only now sink in.

HARRY

What? I ...

He turns - but the gravekeeper is gone. Harry looks around the graveyard. Nothing. The place is empty.

Confused, Harry looks back at the grave. Among the BIRDSONG and RUSTLING WIND, Harry becomes aware of the sound of children's VOICES, young boys' VOICES, playing. LAUGHTER.

BOY 1 (O.S.)

Where are we going?

BOY 2 (O.S.)

The old tower. Come on.

BOY 1 (O.S.)

Dad says it's dangerous.

BOY 2 (O.S.)

Sissy!

Harry looks around but he can't see a soul.

BOY 1 (O.S.)

I can see you, Harry. I can see you!

Suddenly, the voices become a high-pitched SCREAM that knocks Harry on the spot.

He tries to work out where the voices are coming from but they quickly dissolve away. Nothing but the WIND in the trees.

A little uneasy, Harry picks up his case and sets off up the path. He doesn't look back.

If he did, he'd see a little 8 year old BLONDE HAIRED BOY rise up behind the gravestone and watch Harry as he walks away.

EXT. COBBLED BACKSTREET - DAY

It's a seaside village, old cottage type houses and cobbled streets. In between the houses are little shops and cafés, a town hall. It's like stepping back in time.

Harry walks along the street, looking at shops and staring in windows. A few spots of rain hit the pavement. Harry pulls his coat collar up.

He walks past a café, then stops a moment. He walks back and looks at the sign, at the two tables outside unused then through the window.

He looks round the place before going in.

INT. CAFE - DAY

Small tight knit groups of people sit chatting and laughing at tables. The decor is pleasant but unadventurous. The place is stuck in a tourist past.

Harry sits at a table by the front door, his back to the window so he can look in on the shop and the other customers. A waitress brings him a coffee and puts it on the table beside -

AN OLD BROWN FADED PHOTOGRAPH

which has obviously come out of Harry's open diary. It shows a little family group: Mother and Father plus two boys, one fair haired, the other dark haired.

Behind Harry, through the window on the street outside, the BLONDE HAIRED BOY and another DARK HAIRED BOY (also about 8 years old) run up and play outside. They each have a stick that they use to play mock Robin Hood fights, tapping and bashing their sticks together. Muffled LAUGHS and SHOUTS bleed into the café.

After a moment the boys move off up the street.

At Harry's table, his coffee sits half drunk. The teaspoon on his saucer casts a long shadow across the table that arcs round like the hands of a clock.

Behind Harry, the rain hits the window heavier now. It forms beads and rivers that run down the glass like tears.

Harry sits oblivious staring into the depths of the café.

EXT. HILLSIDE - DAY

Dark clouds roll over the hills, casting long black shadows across the green. Storm threatens.

Near the top of an incline is an OLD TOWER. In the fading light, and against the clouds, it looks threatening.

Almost imperceptible in the distance, the sound of CHILDREN PLAYING.

EXT. CANAL - DAY

It has been raining but now stopped. A grey path of gravel has been cut through the long grass on either side of the canal. Willow trees overhang the water, casting long shadows.

Harry walks along the path. He doesn't exactly look around his surroundings - it's like he's walking familiar steps.

Sun begins to break through the willow trees and cast reflections on the water surface. A swan glides past and catches Harry's eye. He smiles a little smile and watches it circle and dance a figure 8 on the water.

He doesn't seem to be aware that the reflection in the water is not his own, but that of the 8 year old DARK HAIRED BOY.

Harry keeps walking and comes to a tunnel that allows a walkway over for pedestrians.

Harry stops in the tunnel, a little excitement on his face. He drops his case and looks round the tunnel. He's searching.

And then, there it is. His eyes catch it on the tunnel wall and he goes over to it. He runs his fingers over the surface, rubbing away the dark grime of years to reveal some letters scraped into the wall:

"H + J 1961"

Harry smiles at the sight.

As he falls into his memory, two FIGURES rush past through the tunnel.

BOY 1 (O.S.)

I can see you, Harry. I can see you!

Harry jumps at the sound and looks around. Left. Then right. No-one to be seen.

Harry's looking a little unnerved and grabs his case to walk on, a little faster now.

He reaches the end of the tunnel and steps into the light -

- and a YOUNG COUPLE bowl into him out of nowhere. They've obviously been up to it behind the bushes, their clothes all loose and unkempt, their hair a mess. They are GIGGLING and have their hands all over each other.

They give Harry a look and head off through the tunnel.

Harry catches his breath, clutching his case close to him and quickens his pace away.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - EVENING

It's a little single room in an OK 2 or 3 star B&B. It's clean and comfortable but a little dreary. Just a bed, a chair and a little dresser table with mirror by the window. It looks even more dingy in only the light from a streetlamp outside.

On the desk is a wallet, open with some money beside: a mix of pounds and euros.

Harry lies on the bed staring up at the ceiling. His diary is open beside him with a couple of pens. The hotel room's phone lies on the bed too.

Harry has the little brown PHOTOGRAPH clutched between his hands, close to his chest. He looks infinitely sad.

After a moment, he reaches over to the bedside table and clicks the bedside lamp on. It flicks on a couple of times then the bulb TINKS off.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Harry sits at the desk by the window. Four candles sit in candlesticks around the room, casting dancing light and shadows on the pasty walls.

An open phonebook lies on the desk and beside it, Harry's diary with some names and phone numbers scribbled on a page. Some ratty bits of paper and card are falling out the diary.

Putting down his pen, Harry turns over the tea cup sitting in its saucer on the desk and reaches into his coat pocket. He pulls out a silver hipflask and unscrews the top. He pours himself a little whisky, sets the flask down and drains the tea cup.

The liquid burns down into his chest. He looks at his watch and rubs his eyes.

He stares at his refection in the mirror, garishly lit by the flickering candle beside him.

The bright candle light seems to grow large and fill the screen to white.

FADE TO:

EXT. COBBLED BACKSTREET - DAY

Boy 1 (YOUNG JOEY) and Boy 2 (YOUNG HARRY) run down the street, laughing and playing. They are dressed in clothes from the 1960s.

Young Harry is chasing Young Joey down the street.

MOTHER and FATHER stand hand in hand in front of a shop. The Father is in an old police uniform.

FATHER

You be careful now!

EXT. CANAL - DAY

SNAP! SNAP! The two boys play at Robin Hood, holding their sticks like staffs, hitting them against each other.

Then Young Joey gets a hit in on Young Harry's arm.

YOUNG JOEY

Ha! You're it!

He runs off up the path. Young Joey tears after him through the tunnel.

EXT. HILLSIDE - DAY

Dark clouds are rolling in.

Young Harry is running ahead of Young Joey up the hill.

YOUNG JOEY

Where are we going?

YOUNG HARRY

The old tower. Come on.

YOUNG JOEY

Dad says it's dangerous.

YOUNG HARRY

Sissy!

They head off up the hill. Near the top of the incline is the OLD TOWER. It looks almost black against the sky.

EXT. OLD TOWER - DAY

It was obviously once a watchtower or part of a castle but is in ruin now. Boulders lie about with litchen and moss growing on them.

Great stone steps lead up to the tower.

Through the bushes comes Young Harry and Young Joey. They're still playing and running, Joey chasing Harry.

Young Harry has the speed and races off towards the tower.

AT THE PATH LEADING TO THE TOWER

Young Harry appears from the bushes and sprints away. He gets behind a corner wall of the tower and presses himself against it.

Young Joey runs up and looks around for his brother. He heads up the great stone steps, up towards the tower.

When he's up a way, Young Harry comes out of hiding and goes after his brother.

AT THE TOWER WALL

Young Joey comes round and looks up and down. He has an idea. He leaps at the wall and climbs the 10 feet up, using clumps of moss and stones as foot and hand holds.

He lands on top and stands up surveying the grounds.

YOUNG JOEY

   (shouting)

I can see you Harry, I can see you!

He obviously can't as Young Harry creeps along the wall and starts climbing.

Young Harry rises up the wall and sees Young Joey's feet and legs, facing away.

Harry reaches up and grabs Young Joey's leg.

Young Joey goes tumbling over. He lets out a high pitched SCREAM.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Harry bolts up in bed out of a nightmare, sweat pouring off him.

EXT. COBBLED BACKSTREET - DAY

Harry is at a residential part of the street at one of the terraced houses. He stands on the doorstep at an open front door talking to a middle-aged woman. She shakes her head.

The door closes on Harry and he walks dejectedly up the street.

Harry walks along past the café and this time there is a solitary customer at one of the tables outside.

GRAVEKEEPER

   (as Harry walks past)

Yes, the grave's a fine and decent place. Best left to rest in peace.

Harry stares at the Gravekeeper. Something about the face. Harry looks confused.

GRAVEKEEPER

D'you know in all my years I've never had anyone dig up a grave.

HARRY

Who are you?

Harry looks at the Gravekeeper, close for the first time.

GRAVEKEEPER

   (Father's voice)

You be careful now!

Harry moves in closer to see the Gravekeeper's face but -

- just then the two boys bowl into the street playing and fighting. They bump into Harry then head up the street.

HARRY

Hoy! You two!

Harry is torn between the Gravekeeper and the two boys.

He finally heads off up the street after the boys.

HARRY

Wait! You boys, I want to talk to you!

Back at the café front, the table is empty.

EXT. CANAL - DAY

The two boys pelt through the tunnel, shouting and screaming.

Harry runs after them.

EXT. HILLSIDE - DAY

Dark clouds roll in.

Young Harry is running ahead of Young Joey up the hill.

Harry comes after them, slow and out of breath. He leans on a rock, looking up towards the dark silhouette of the Old Tower.

EXT. OLD TOWER - DAY

Harry falls through the bushes. The boys are nowhere to be seen. He heads along the path leading to the tower.

He hears boys VOICES and goes on ahead. Like Young Harry before him, he gets behind a corner wall of the tower and presses himself against it.

Boy 1 (Young Joey) runs up and looks around for his brother. He heads up the great stone steps, up towards the tower.

When he's up a way, Harry comes out of hiding and goes after him.

AT THE TOWER WALL

Young Joey comes round and looks up and down. He has an idea and starts climbing the wall.

He gets to the top and stands up surveying the grounds.

YOUNG JOEY

   (shouting)

I can see you Harry, I can see you!

Harry creeps along the base of the tower.

For a split second, Harry becomes Young Harry, then Young Harry becomes Harry. History is replaying itself, only this time Harry is there instead of his younger self. He creeps up to the wall.

YOUNG JOEY

   (shouting)

I can see you Harry, I can see you!

Harry rises up the wall and sees Young Joey's feet and legs, facing away.

Harry reaches up and taps Young Joey's leg.

HARRY

You're it Joey! You're it!

Young Joey turns on the high wall top and stumbles. His foot misses the edge and he starts to go over.

Harry lunges up to grab Joey and pull him back. He gets a foot but it's too late.

Young Joey falls over and down, with a high pitched SCREAM.

A stricken Harry is left holding a single solitary shoe.

Harry crashes down the wall and presses his forehead against the wet moss and brick. He clutches the shoe tight.

HARRY

I was trying to save him. I was!

He collapses against the wall crying.

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. GRAVEYARD - DAY
Harry is at his brother's grave laying more flowers. He kneels and places a card beside the flowers. It reads:

"A DEAR BROTHER. MISSED."

Harry stands and bows to say a silent prayer. Then he turns to go and -

There on the path is the Gravekeeper and an ELDERLY WOMAN. She is the woman in Harry's old photograph, his Mother, now aged. She smiles.

Emotion, loss and sadness, then relief plays across Harry's face.

Harry crosses the distance between them and stops in front of his Mother. There is a moment of silent connection before Harry falls into his Mother's arms and hugs her.
FADE TO BLACK.
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