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PAPERCUT 

 

FADE IN: 

 

MINIMAL OPENING TITLES 

 

BLACK SCREEN 

 

A teenage boy (GABRIEL) is heard. 

 

    GABRIEL 

    (VO) 

  The Paper Girl is here again. 

 

 

INT - BEDROOM - NIGHT 

 

Fifteen-year-old Gabriel peers over his quilt, his 

expression one of wide-eyed curiosity. Pale, ethereal 

light casts eerie shadows across the walls of his 

bedroom. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. At the centre of the mysterious light 

stands a teenage girl made entirely of paper. Her eyes 

are blank, like a statue. Long strands of cream-coloured 

paper hair flow down her back. 

 

    GABRIEL 

    (VO) 

  Perhaps I ought to be afraid, but  

  I’m never scared of her. 

 

The Paper Girl extends a hand to Gabriel. She moves 

closer to him, taking a step forward. 

 

Gabriel slowly reaches out in response, moving his hand 

towards the Paper Girl’s face. 

 

    GABRIEL’S MOTHER 

    (VO) 

  Gabriel! Your breakfast is getting  

  cold! 

 

 

INT - BEDROOM - MORNING 

 

Gabriel’s eyes snap open. Harsh morning light illuminates 

the bedroom, which is sparsely decorated with one 

football poster, and a mirror on one other wall. He 

stares around in momentary confusion. 
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Gabriel’s POV. He glances across to a chest of drawers, 

where a Jehovah’s Witness Bible sits next to piles of 

schoolbooks. Neatly folded black trousers, a white shirt, 

and a black tie have been placed over a chair. 

 

He stares at his alarm clock and frowns. 

 

    GABRIEL’S MOTHER 

    (OFF) 

  Gabriel! Did you hit the snooze button  

  again? 

 

Gabriel drags himself out of bed. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Coming... 

 

 

INT - KITCHEN - MORNING 

 

Gabriel sits at a cramped kitchen table, loosening his 

tie. His stern-faced, six-foot mother (FREYA) places a 

plate of scrambled eggs on toast in front of him. 

 

    FREYA 

  Don’t undo your tie. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  It’s uncomfortable. 

 

    FREYA 

  You need to look smart.  

 

    GABRIEL 

  I’ve been thinking... Could we give  

  outreach a miss today? 

 

Freya shakes her head, as she sits down at the table with 

a cup of tea. 

 

    FREYA 

  God sees if we’re lazy. We have to put 

  in the effort, or we risk our souls. 

 

    GABRIEL 

   (fiddling with his tie again) 

  I don’t think God will mind if we take  

  one day. 

  

    FREYA 

  Leave it alone. Eat your breakfast. 
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His face resigned, Gabriel shovels in mouthfuls of 

scrambled egg. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Looks like a white Christmas... 

 

    FREYA 

   (sharply) 

  What did you say? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Nothing. Just doesn’t often snow at  

  Christmas. 

 

    FREYA 

  It’s not Christmas for another ten days, 

  and pagan festivals are nothing to do with  

  us, so there’s no need to reference them. 

 

Gabriel continues to eat in miserable silence. 

 

 

INT - HALLWAY - DAY, FLASHBACK 

 

A YOUNG GABRIEL, about six years old, rushes down a 

staircase towards a pile of letters on the doormat. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. Amid the pile of bills and junk post is 

one envelope addressed to him: GABRIEL HOLM, 22 ANGEL 

LANE, TAVISTOCK, DEVON. 

 

Gabriel picks up the envelope, beaming. It looks like a 

Christmas card. 

 

Freya charges out from the kitchen, her face angry. She 

snatches the envelope from Gabriel’s hands. Gabriel yells 

in protest, trying to get the envelope back. 

 

Freya tears up the Christmas card. Gabriel’s tearful 

cries echo in the background. 

 

Gabriel weeps helplessly in the hallway, watching as his 

mother strides into the kitchen and deposits the torn-up 

Christmas card in the bin. 

 

 

INT - HALLWAY - NIGHT, FLASHBACK 

 

Gabriel creeps down the staircase, through the dark 

hallway, towards the kitchen. 
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INT - KITCHEN - NIGHT, FLASHBACK 

 

Gabriel enters the kitchen, glances around furtively, and 

removes the torn-up fragments of Christmas card from the 

bin. 

 

 

INT - BEDROOM - NIGHT, FLASHBACK 

 

By torchlight, Gabriel assembles the torn-up Christmas 

card. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. Torchlight reveals a beaming Santa Claus 

on one side, and an inside text that reads: “Dear 

Gabriel, I miss you. Wishing you a wonderful, magical 

Christmas. All my love, Daddy.” 

 

END FLASHBACK 

 

 

INT - BEDROOM - DAY 

 

Gabriel stares down at the now faded Christmas card from 

his father, carefully sellotaped together. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. He opens the card and reads the old 

message from his father. 

 

Tears well up in Gabriel’s eyes. He wipes them irritably, 

as his mother’s voice echoes from downstairs. 

 

    FREYA 

    (OFF) 

  Gabriel! Time to go! 

 

Gabriel places the Christmas card back into a secret hole 

beneath a loose floorboard, on top of other hidden 

Christmas cards. 

 

 

EXT - TAVISTOCK, CHRISTMAS MARKET - DAY 

 

A bustling Christmas market. Coloured lights and lanterns 

line the street. Busy stalls sell music, books, 

paintings, stationary, toys, and all kinds of food and 

drink. 

 

Clad in thick coats, woolly hats, scarfs, and gloves, 

Gabriel and his mother stand outside a farm foods stall, 

handing out Watchtower leaflets to cold, hurrying people. 

Most shake their heads, or pointedly ignore them. 
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Gabriel tugs his hat over his ears and adjusts his scarf, 

shivering amid icy blasts of wind. He glances at a 

stationary stall a few yards away. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. A teenage girl in jeans and a leather 

jacket with long hair covering much of her face (CLIO), 

buys a leather-bound journal from a silver-haired OLD 

WOMAN. The old woman is dressed in worn jeans and a 

bright brown and orange jumper, wearing a necklace of 

beads. 

 

After paying the old woman, Clio looks up and catches 

Gabriel’s eye. She parts her hair, revealing a kind face 

smiling in recognition. 

 

Gabriel smiles back. He is then startled by the sound of 

a burly, bearded FARMER storming out from behind his 

stall, and addressing his mother. 

 

    FARMER 

  You can’t be saved if you’ve had a blood  

  transfusion, right? I’ve had blood  

  transfusions. Now bugger off and stop  

  loitering outside my stall! 

 

    FREYA 

  We have just as much right to the market 

  as anyone. 

 

    FARMER 

  Bloody nuisance, is what you are. Scaring 

  off my customers... 

   

Freya continues to argue. 

 

Embarrassed, Gabriel casts a furtive glance across the 

market.  

 

Gabriel’s POV. Clio is still there. She flashes a 

sympathetic smile and waves. 

 

Looking mortified, Gabriel turns away, trying to hide the 

Watchtower leaflets. He turns to face a large Christmas 

tree in the distance, and stares at it longingly. 

 

 

EXT - KINGDOM HALL - DAY 

 

A red brick Jehovah’s Witness Kingdom Hall. The pitched 

roof is covered in snow, and lights are on inside. 
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INT - KINGDOM HALL - DAY 

 

The spartan interior of the Jehovah’s Witness Kingdom 

Hall features rows of wooden chairs, unadorned magnolia 

walls, small windows, and a wooden lectern at one end. 

 

An overweight, bulging, balding figure in a cheap grey 

suit (EDWIN SMALL) stands behind the lectern, addressing 

the congregation. 

 

    EDWIN 

  At this time of year, we see again the 

  deception of Christmas. People believe  

  they celebrate the birth of Jesus, when  

  in fact they celebrate a pagan festival.  

  We often are called killjoys, but Jesus  

  did not command we celebrate his birthday,  

  or indeed anyone’s birthday. 

 

Gabriel sits in the congregation next to his mother, 

looking glum. 

 

    EDWIN 

  Our children receive unexpected presents  

  at all times of the year. Sudden delight.  

  Sudden blessing. Much like God. 

 

Several congregation members nod, including Freya. 

 

    EDWIN 

  Our teens sometimes get upset when told  

  they cannot attend festive parties. But  

  which is preferable? Temporary upset in  

  this world? Or the fires of everlasting 

  damnation? Teenagers, if your parents  

  forbid association with unbelievers, it  

  is for your own good. 

 

Edwin’s eyes come to rest on Gabriel. 

 

    EDWIN 

  For your own good. 

 

 

INT - SCHOOL, CORRIDOR - DAY 

 

A busy secondary school corridor. Uniformed teenagers 

rush alongside him. Gabriel trudges in the midst of them; 

a lonely figure buffeted in the waves of other pupils. 
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INT - SCHOOL, CANTEEN - DAY 

 

Gabriel enters a busy school canteen, nervously scanning 

the various tables. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. He spots Clio alone, reading a book on 

Greek legends. Next to her on the table is the same 

leather journal he saw buy at the Christmas market. The 

cover is embossed with curious runes. 

 

With a deep breath, Gabriel crosse the canteen to Clio’s 

table. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Mind if I sit here? 

 

Clio looks astonished. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  No problem if you’d rather be alone. 

 

    CLIO 

  No. Sit. Please. 

 

Gabriel sits. Clio closes her book on Greek legends. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I’m Gabriel. 

 

    CLIO 

  I know. Seen you around. I’m Clio. 

 

Clio picks up a half-eaten sandwich and takes a bite. 

Gabriel starts eating his sandwiches. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  You like Greek mythology? 

 

    CLIO 

  Love it. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I do. Secretly. 

 

    CLIO 

  Secretly? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Not allowed to read them. My Mum  

  doesn’t like me reading anything she  

  considers pagan. 
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Gabriel gets out his sandwiches and begins to eat. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Thanks for now saying anything to  

  anyone, about me and my Mum. It’s really  

  embarrassing having to hand out those  

  leaflets. 

 

    CLIO 

  You looked cold. I felt sorry for you. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Yeah, it’s not that bad I suppose. I’ve  

  had to do it all my life, most Saturdays. 

 

    CLIO 

  What about the Saturdays you don’t? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Mum always feels bad about it, like it  

  Might cost us our place in heaven. Bet  

  that sounds really stupid to you. 

 

    CLIO 

  My Mum makes me do all kinds of things I  

  don’t want to do. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Not like this. 

 

    CLIO 

  How about we meet up on a Saturday when  

  you aren’t handing out leaflets? Go to  

  the cinema perhaps. You’re allowed to go  

  to the cinema, right? 

 

Gabriel appears elated, but turns red. Clio looks amused. 

 

    CLIO 

  It’s alright. You can breathe. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Are you serious? 

 

    CLIO 

  You seem nice, and I’ve often wondered  

  about you. Most people here are idiots,  

  but you’re... different. 
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    GABRIEL 

  Mum’s pretty strict on what I’m allowed  

  to watch but... yeah, let’s do it. 

 

    CLIO 

  What kind of films do you like? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Fact based films about astronauts,  

  like The Right Stuff, Apollo 13, or  

  First Man. 

 

    CLIO 

  That’s very specific. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I always wanted to be an astronaut.  

  Actually, I like all kinds of films,  

  but most of the films I like, my mother  

  thinks are sinful. 

 

    CLIO 

  Perhaps I’ll take you to a sinful film. 

 

Clio raises an eyebrow and laughs. Her laughter dies 

away, and she and Gabriel gaze at one another. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I should give you my number... 

 

Gabriel fumbles awkwardly for his phone, accidentally 

knocking Clio’s leather journal on the floor. It lands 

face down, pages open. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Whoops! 

 

Gabriel swoops down to pick up the journal, but as he 

gathers it, cuts the forefinger of his right hand with 

the edge of one of the pages. Droplets of blood fall on 

the paper. Gabriel hurriedly hands the journal back to 

Clio. 

 

    GABRIEL 

   (sucking his cut finger) 

  Sorry about that. 

 

Clio examines the blood seeping into the page, her eyes 

widen in an expression of curiosity and apprehension. She 

runs her fingers along the embossed runes, and eventually 

smiles. 
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INT - BEDROOM - NIGHT 

 

The Paper Girl stands and stares at Gabriel, in the same 

place she stood in the earlier dream. 

 

Gabriel watches from his bed. Pale light emanates from 

the Paper Girl. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Who are you? 

 

The Paper Girl doesn’t respond. She walks towards 

Gabriel, reaching out to him. 

 

Gabriel reaches out to the Paper Girl. 

 

Their fingers get closer and closer. Tantalisingly close. 

 

 

INT - BEDROOM - MORNING 

 

Gabriel’s eyes snap open. He looks annoyed. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  So close... 

 

Looking groggy, Gabriel drags himself out of bed. 

 

 

INT - BATHROOM - MORNING 

 

Gabriel stands under the shower, washing his hair, and 

rubbing his hands on his face.  

 

When he takes his hands away, something catches his eye. 

He stares at the tip of the forefinger on his right hand. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. The tip of his finger is made of paper. 

 

Gabriel tries to peel away the paper like a scab, but 

even though it is soaking, it doesn’t tear or budge.  

 

Gabriel turns off the shower and gets out. He grabs a 

towel and hurriedly dries his hand, examining it closely. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. The paper fingertip blends in with the 

flesh, skin, and bone of the rest of his finger. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Clio’s journal... 
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INT - BEDROOM - MORNING 

 

Wrapped in a towel, Gabriel sits on his bed, staring down 

at his paper fingertip. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. The paper mutation has spread further, 

covering the top knuckle. 

 

 

INT - KITCHEN - MORNING 

 

Gabriel sits at the breakfast table, wearing his school 

uniform. He attempts to eat cereal with his left hand, 

whilst concealing his right hand beneath the table. His 

mother watches, frowning. 

 

Gabriel slops some cereal on the table. 

 

    FREYA 

  Why are you eating left-handed? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Oh... Just an experiment. 

 

    FREYA 

  Well your experiment is making a mess.  

  Use your right hand. 

 

Gabriel looks like a deer in headlights. Reluctantly, he 

takes his right hand out from under the table, and holds 

his spoon, trying not to reveal the paper mutation. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. The mutation has spread, and now covers 

his entire forefinger. It is impossible to hide. 

 

    FREYA 

  See how much easier that is? 

 

Gabriel frowns, confused. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Do I look normal to you? 

 

    FREYA 

  What are you talking about? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Nothing strange at all? 

 

Gabriel wags his paper forefinger, whilst holding up a 

spoonful of cereal. 
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    FREYA 

  I suppose wagging your finger like that  

  is a bit strange. What’s got into you? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Are you sure everything looks normal? 

 

Freya sighs. 

 

    FREYA 

  Gabriel, at your age, your body goes  

  through... Well, changes. Perhaps there  

  will be days when you feel a bit strange. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  You really can’t see anything wrong with  

  me? 

 

    FREYA 

  I suppose I can get you something for 

  the spots if you like, but they are  

  barely noticeable, I promise. 

 

Gabriel looks down at his hand.  

 

Gabriel’s POV. The paper mutation continues to spread. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I’d better get going. 

 

 

INT - BUS - DAY 

 

On a busy bus filled with rowdy schoolchildren, Gabriel 

peels off his glove and looks at his right hand. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. The paper infection has spread to his 

middle finger. 

 

Gabriel holds up his right hand and examines it in front 

of his face. No-one in the bus around him seems to 

notice. 

 

 

INT - SCHOOL, CLASSROOM - DAY 

 

Sitting in a classroom, Gabriel holds up his right hand 

in front of his face. The paper mutation has now spread 

to his entire hand. 
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The muffled drone of a MATHS TEACHER is heard in the 

background, as she writes equations on a whiteboard.  

 

Gabriel looks around, astonished that no-one else can see 

his paper hand. 

 

    MATHS TEACHER 

  Are you with us Gabriel? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Er... Yes, sorry... 

 

 

INT - SCHOOL, CANTEEN - DAY 

 

Gabriel rushes into the canteen, and looks around. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. His gaze comes to rest on the table where 

he sat with Clio, but Clio isn’t there. The table is 

empty. 

 

Gabriel clutches at his arm, and rushes out of the 

canteen. 

 

 

INT - SCHOOL, TOILETS - DAY 

 

Gabriel rushes into the toilets, past a couple of bemused 

pupils, and into one of the cubicles. 

 

Inside the locked cubicle, Gabriel rolls up his right 

sleeve. His entire arm is almost entirely paper. His eyes 

widen in panic. 

 

    GABRIEL 

   (whispering) 

  What the hell? 

 

Gabriel rolls his sleeve down and leaves the cubicle. 

 

 

EXT - SCHOOL - DAY 

 

Amid the tumult of other pupils leaving for the day, 

Gabriel barges through the crowd and runs away from the 

school premises. 
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INT - KITCHEN - EVENING 

 

Gabriel sits at the dinner table with his mother, looking 

concerned. She talks animatedly, but her words are 

muffled. 

 

Gabriel’s left hand has started mutating into paper, as 

well as his right. His neck and the lower part of his 

face are turning to paper. 

 

His mother remains oblivious to the change in her son’s 

appearance, as well as his worried expression. 

 

 

INT - BEDROOM - NIGHT 

 

Gabriel stands in front of the mirror in his bedroom, 

wearing boxer shorts. Most of his body is now paper, 

including papery strands of his hair.  

 

Gabriel’s POV. In the mirror, only his eyes remain 

organic. 

 

More alarmed than ever, Gabriel slowly moves back from 

the mirror, climbs into bed, and pulls the quilt up over 

his body, still staring at the mirror opposite. 

 

Gabriel reaches out, and switches off his bedside light. 

 

 

INT - BEDROOM - NIGHT 

 

Gabriel awakens with a start, sitting up. Pale light 

illuminates his room. Putting a hand to his face, he 

realises his entire body is now paper, including his 

eyes, which display more detail and emotion than the 

blank eyes of the Paper Girl. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. The Paper Girl stands where she usually 

manifests, staring at him. 

 

The Paper Girl takes a step towards Gabriel’s bed. 

 

Gabriel stares at the Paper Girl, his expression a 

mixture of curiosity, wonder, and fear. 

 

The Paper Girl makes another step forward.  

 

Gabriel sits with arms at his sides, still gazing up at 

his mysterious visitor. 
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The Paper Girl halts, tilting her head to one side, 

almost quizzically. Her blank, statue-like eyes stare 

down at Gabriel. 

 

Gabriel reaches out to the Paper Girl with his right 

hand. 

 

The Paper Girl moves forward and ducks down, taking 

another step, and another, until she is close enough for 

Gabriel to touch. 

 

Moonlight shines through the window, illuminating the 

figure of the Paper Girl. 

 

Gabriel’s fingers slowly reach her face. His fingers 

brush her cheek. He looks surprised. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  You’re warm. 

 

The Paper Girl smiles. Her head starts to glow like a 

lamp. 

 

Black writing like calligraphy appears on the Paper 

Girl’s forehead, reading “I am Clio”. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  What? How? 

 

Fresh writing appears on the Paper Girl’s forehead: “The 

papercut.” 

 

 

FLASHBACK: INT - SCHOOL, CANTEEN - DAY 

 

Gabriel cuts his finger on the page of Clio’s leather 

journal. 

 

Drops of blood splash on the paper. 

 

END FLASHBACK 

 

 

INT - BEDROOM - NIGHT 

 

Gabriel continues to touch the Paper Girl’s face. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I don’t understand. 
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    CLIO 

  Does it matter? 

 

Gabriel leaps back in surprise. Clio’s eyes are no longer 

blank, but look alive. Her lips also move. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Whoa! Now you can talk? 

 

    CLIO 

  Now we’re fully connected. 

 

Gabriel stares at the paper version of Clio, confused. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Is this my dream or yours? 

 

    CLIO 

  Yours, but I found a way in. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  That magic journal? 

 

Clio nods. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  But what have you done to me? I’ve  

  turned into a paper person, but only  

  I can see it. Will I be like this  

  forever? 

 

    CLIO 

  Not if you don’t want to be. But you  

  don’t want to leave this dream yet, do 

  you? 

 

Gabriel opens his mouth, but Clio puts a finger to her 

lips. She takes Gabriel’s hand in hers, and sits next to 

him on the bed. 

 

    CLIO 

  In the real world it was too scary to 

  talk to you. I got a twisty-turny feeling  

  in my stomach whenever I approached you,  

  so I decided to try and contact you this  

  way instead. If I said something stupid,  

  you would just end up thinking it was all  

  your dream after all. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  But why contact me at all? 
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    CLIO 

  You have a kind face. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I thought the same thing about you. 

 

Gabriel beams. He stares at Clio in disbelief and 

delight. 

 

    CLIO 

  I need to warn you about one thing. You  

  won’t be able to lie. It’s one of the  

  rules I’ve set up for my dreams. I can’t  

  lie either. 

 

Gabriel laughs nervously. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  How’s that possible? 

 

    CLIO 

  Who knows? You were the one who said the 

   journal was magical. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Then let’s put it to the test. Ask a  

  question I would want to lie about.  

  Ask me… Ask me if I’ve ever stolen  

  anything?’ 

 

    CLIO 

  Have you ever stolen anything? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Two packets of sweets from a supermarket  

  when I was ten. I felt so bad I went  

  back the next day and secretly left the  

  money by the till. 

 

Gabriel gasps. 

 

    CLIO 

  You see. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Yes. Please be careful what you ask. 

 

Clio beams, and makes a head gesture indicating Gabriel 

should look to his left. 

 

Gabriel turns his head and sees... 
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EXT - SNOWY RIDGE - DAY 

 

Gabriel stares in astonishment, as his bed now stands on 

a snowy ridge overlooking hills covered in pine forests. 

A river snakes through the valley below, eventually 

becoming a distant lake. Dark forbidding mountains loom 

beyond, beneath grey skies. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Where are we? 

 

    CLIO 

  It’s based on a postcard my parents  

  sent, when they visited Norway. 

 

Gabriel looks around. Colours are more vibrant and 

opulent, from the blue/green spruce pine trees to the 

sparkling snow. 

 

    CLIO 

  It feels very Christmassy here. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Is that why we’re here? To celebrate  

  Christmas? 

 

    CLIO 

  If you like. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I’ve always wanted to, but my mother  

  says it’s a sin to celebrate Christmas  

  because it’s pagan. She says it’s an  

  abomination to God. 

 

    CLIO 

  And what do you think? 

 

Gabriel shrugs. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I don’t see why God wouldn’t want to  

  celebrate the birth of Jesus Christ,  

  even if the origins of the Christmas  

  festival are pagan. 

 

Clio smiles. A peaceful silence falls amid the magical 

scene, punctuated by the occasional twitter of birds. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Shall we go into the woods? 
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    CLIO 

  You’ll need some warmer clothes. 

 

Gabriel gasps as his bed vanishes. He instantaneously 

finds himself standing in a thick coat, hat, scarf, 

gloves, trousers, and boots - all made of paper. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  These are paper, but they’re warm. 

 

Clio indicates the forest. 

 

    CLIO 

  Shall we? 

 

 

EXT - SNOWY FOREST - DAY 

 

Gabriel and Clio walk down snow slopes through the 

forest. 

 

Trees sigh around them, amid the gentle breeze. 

 

Clio puts a finger to her lips and indicates ahead. 

 

Two reindeer stand in the distance. 

 

Gabriel and Clio move silently around them, but the 

reindeer are not startled. 

 

Gabriel and Clio move closer to the animals. The reindeer 

continue to stare back, unperturbed. 

 

They reach the reindeer, then reach out and stroke the 

animals. 

 

Gabriel looks amazed and laughs. Clio laughs too, and 

they run off into the trees. 

 

 

EXT - SNOWY FOREST, CLEARING - EVENING 

 

At a clearing in the forest, beneath a gleaming sunset 

sky, Clio and Gabriel engage in a snowball fight, 

throwing snow at each other with great vigour.  

 

Clio nods in satisfaction, as a well-aimed snowball hits 

Gabriel full in the face. 
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EXT - SNOWY FOREST, HIGH POINT - NIGHT 

 

From a high point in the forest, Clio and Gabriel gaze at 

the skies. 

 

The clouds clear with miraculous speed, revealing a 

curtain of stars against inky black. 

 

The night sky erupts in a dazzling canvas of green, 

purple, and red aurora. The glow illuminates the forest, 

bathing it in magical waves of ethereal light. 

 

Gabriel takes Clio’s hand in his. 

 

The pair exchange longing glances. 

 

 

EXT - SNOWY FOREST, LOG CABIN - NIGHT 

 

Gabriel and Clio approach a log cabin, still holding one 

another’s hand. A warm, homely glow emanates from within 

the cabin, and smoke rises from its chimney. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  It’s amazing! I’m not cold, and if  

  we’re made of paper, we ought to be  

  soaked and falling to bits. 

 

    CLIO 

  Especially after that snowball fight.  

  Which you lost. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I think you’ll find you lost. 

 

They both laugh. 

 

    CLIO 

  I’m hungry. 

 

 

INT - LOG CABIN - NIGHT 

 

A door opens into the log cabin. Clio and Gabriel enter 

to find a roaring fireplace with cosy armchairs at either 

side, each with a small coffee table on which stands a 

steaming hot chocolate topped with whipped cream. 
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A Christmas tree decorated with twinkling white lights 

stands in one corner, and against the wall by the window 

is a table laden with mince pies, Christmas cake, and a 

chocolate log. 

 

Gabriel stares around in amazement. 

 

LATER 

 

Having taken off their outdoor clothing, Gabriel and Clio 

sit in paper trousers and sweatshirts next to the 

fireplace, sipping hot chocolate and nibbling at the 

sweet treats. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  This is incredible. I feel like I’m  

  at the Christmas market, except for  

  once I can actually join in the fun. 

 

    CLIO 

  We can celebrate Christmas every night,  

  if you like. All I have to do is write  

  about what I want to dream in the  

  journal. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I saw you buy it in the market. 

 

    CLIO 

  That woman who sold it said it would  

  make all my dreams come true. At the  

  time I didn’t believe her. I went 

   back to find her after the journal  

  worked the way it did, but her stall  

  had disappeared. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  You wrote all this down, so we could  

  dream it? Being in Norway, the log  

  cabin, the hot chocolate, the cake? 

 

    CLIO 

  Yes. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  It’s a brilliant dream. 

 

    CLIO 

  It’s only the first. I wrote two more. 
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    GABRIEL 

  Two more? When do we go to those? 

 

    CLIO 

  Whenever you feel like it. But I  

  don’t want to leave this one just  

  yet. First, I have a question. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  What do you want to know? 

 

Clio gets up from her chair, and kneels next to Gabriel, 

taking his hand in hers. 

 

    CLIO 

  What are you most afraid of? 

 

Gabriel looks uncomfortable. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. The opulent colour of his surroundings 

begins to mute to greyer tones. 

 

Clio watches Gabriel’s discomfort. 

 

Tears begin to form in Gabriel’s eyes. He squirms, 

opening his mouth, but trying to avoid speaking. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I... No, no, please... Don’t make me 

  say it... 

 

 

INT - SITTING ROOM - DAY, FLASHBACK 

 

Young Gabriel watches the hallway through a crack in the 

sitting room door. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. Freya and two unseen men in suits are 

having a blazing row with Gabriel’s father (JOHN), in the 

hallway. John is a tall man in biking leathers and boots. 

One of the men waves a Jehovah’s Witness Bible in John’s 

face, which John smashes to the floor. 

 

Gabriel puts his hands over his ears, tears rolling down 

his face. The angry exchange is muffled. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. The two men with Freya shove John out of 

the front door, which slams behind him. 

 

END FLASHBACK 
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INT - LOG CABIN - NIGHT 

 

Clio releases Gabriel’s hand. Immediately colour returns 

to the room. 

 

Gabriel gasps. 

 

    CLIO 

  I’m sorry. 

 

She takes Gabriel’s hand again. Gabriel shrugs with as 

much indifference as he can muster. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  It’s fine. Don’t worry about it... 

 

Gabriel’s POV. He notices a trapdoor on the floor. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  That trapdoor... I’m sure it wasn’t  

  there a moment ago. 

 

    CLIO 

  It’s the doorway to the next dream.  

  Shall we? 

 

Gabriel nods, standing up. 

 

Clio crosses the room to the trapdoor and lifts the 

handle. 

 

Gabriel stares down into the ominous dark tunnel beneath. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  You’re not about to lead us into a  

  nightmare, are you? 

 

    CLIO 

  The only nightmares you bring into  

  this dream will be your own. 

 

Not looking entirely reassured, Gabriel follows Clio 

through the trapdoor. She takes his hand in hers.  

 

 

INT - DARK TUNNEL 

 

The glow from Clio’s head is the only light in a dark, 

rocky tunnel. 

 

Gabriel’s treads apprehensively behind Clio. 
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    CLIO 

  Don’t worry. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Are you sure you haven’t written a  

  really scary dream? 

 

    CLIO 

  It’s a bit scary, but I wanted  

  something exciting. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Just as long as there aren’t any  

  giant spiders. 

 

Clio looks amused. 

 

    CLIO 

  No giant spiders. I promise. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Good. 

 

    CLIO 

  But there is a giant. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  A giant? How can there be a giant  

  in this tunnel? It’s barely big  

  enough for us. 

 

Clio pulls Gabriel forward. A light appears ahead in the 

tunnel. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Is that the entrance? 

 

    CLIO 

  You’ll see. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  You’re sure we’re not in any danger? 

 

    CLIO 

  Not any real danger. But I hope you  

  aren’t as scared of heights as you  

  are of spiders. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Heights? 
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Curious noises emanate from the tunnel entrance; a 

grunting, and loud muffled thuds that shake the walls. 

Gabriel looks alarmed. 

 

    CLIO 

  Be careful. Don’t slip and fall. 

 

 

EXT - STONE GIANT - DAY 

 

Gabriel and Clio emerge into bright sun from what appears 

to be a cave entrance. 

 

However, a pull back reveals they have really emerged 

from the left nostril of a stone giant resembling an 

ancient Greek warrior, with armour, skirts, sandals, and 

a great sword at his belt. 

 

Gabriel gasps. He and Clio teeter at the brink of the 

giant’s upper lip, as the giant strides through a vast 

desert filled with sand dunes and distant cliffs of rock. 

The giant’s thudding footsteps in the sand echo and 

shudder through his body. 

 

    GABRIEL 

   (incredulous) 

  You wrote a portal from Norway to a  

  giant’s head? 

 

    CLIO 

  I thought since we both love Greek  

  mythology, this might be exciting.  

  Time for some different clothes. 

 

Gabriel’s clothing transforms into the tunic, belt, 

skirts, and sandals of an ancient Greek warrior - all 

made of paper. Gabriel touches the paper sword at his 

side, astonished. 

 

The giant continues to stride through the desert, with 

Gabriel and Clio standing just outside the left nostril; 

two tiny figures staring out across the vast desert 

landscape. 

 

A great walled city appears on the horizon through a 

shimmering heatwave. The city is surrounded by horsemen 

and chariots, soldiers manning catapults, and the city 

battlements are filled with archers either side of the 

sealed gates. 
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    CLIO 

  Impressive, eh? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Is that Troy? 

 

    CLIO 

  It’s nowhere in particular. I just  

  wanted to see the giant Talos attack  

  a walled city. 

 

Talos continues to stride up to the city. 

 

Gabriel stares in silent amazement. 

 

Talos draws his sword as he comes into range of the 

catapults. A hail of flaming arrows shoots at him, and 

the catapults release their payloads, smashing into Talos 

and shaking his body. 

 

Gabriel and Clio grab onto the inside of Talos’s nostril, 

barely keeping upright. Clio giggles gleefully, but 

Gabriel looks concerned. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  What about all those people? He’ll  

  kill them! 

 

    CLIO 

  Remember this isn’t real. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  It certainly feels real. 

 

Talos begins to stamp on the outer battalions protecting 

the city. Soldiers scatter in all directions like ants. 

 

Another volley of arrows strikes Talos. He attacks with 

his sword, driving it down into the sand, and smashing 

several catapults aside. One of them shoots up in the air 

and explodes in fragments all over Talos’s upper body, 

causing Gabriel to lose his balance. 

 

Gabriel grabs at Talos’s lip as he slides down, Clio 

grabs his hand. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. Clio stands on Talos’s lip at a forty-

five- degree angle, seemingly defying the laws of 

gravity. 
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Gabriel gapes in astonishment, whilst he dangles over the 

battle below. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I suppose you wrote all this in  

  your journal too. 

 

    CLIO 

  Of course. 

 

Arrows continue to fly up at the giant. Clio flashes a 

wicked grin. 

 

    CLIO 

  Time for you to fight the giant. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  What? No! 

 

Clio lets go of Gabriel’s hand.  

 

Gabriel plummets to the ground, yelling. Clio watches in 

amusement. 

 

Gabriel lands on the sand, and quickly stands, completely 

unhurt. He glances up at Clio, still standing on Talos’s 

lips at a gravity-defying angle, then faces the giant. 

 

For a moment Gabriel looks afraid, but his expression 

turns to one of resolve. He draws his sword, and runs 

towards Talos, yelling to the other soldiers. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Leave him to me! He’s mine! 

 

The other soldiers step aside as Gabriel charges Talos. 

The giant continues to slash with his sword, and stamp on 

the ground with his huge feet. Gabriel narrowly avoids 

being crushed as he advances. 

 

Once Gabriel reaches Talos, he begins to hack and his 

stone toes, but causes no damage. 

 

Gabriel is flicked aside by the giant’s sword. 

 

Getting to his feet, he stares breathlessly up at Clio. 

 

Clio watches Gabriel bent double with mirth. 

 

Gabriel sees the funny side and laughs too. 
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    GABRIEL 

  You said fight him! 

 

    CLIO 

   (yelling down to Gabriel) 

  Ever see Jason and the Argonauts? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Once! Secretly! When my Mum was out! 

 

    CLIO 

  Look to his ankles! 

 

Talos continues to slash and stamp at Gabriel. The other 

soldiers shoot another volley of ineffectual arrows that 

glance off the giant’s stone body. 

 

Gabriel runs around to the back of the giant. On the back 

of his left foot is a strange circular door vent. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I remember now. 

 

Gabriel grabs a discarded spear from one of the dead 

soldiers. He runs up to Talos and uses it to prise open 

the vent. 

 

Hot molten liquid begins to splurge out of the giant. 

Gabriel ducks aside. 

 

Talos lets out a guttural growl and clutches at his 

throat. The Greek warriors around Gabriel begin to cheer, 

waving at him as though he is a great hero of legend. 

 

Gabriel smiles, looking rather pleased with himself. 

 

Suddenly the scene freezes and the roaring tumult of 

battle ceases, as though a pause button has been pressed. 

 

Gabriel looks up at Clio, confused. 

 

Clio leaps down from the giant’s nostril, landing 

elegantly in the sand beside Gabriel. 

 

    GABRIEL 

   (indicating the “paused” scene) 

  Did you do this? 

 

Clio nods. She takes Gabriel’s hand and her face lights 

up once more. 
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    CLIO 

  Can’t have you getting too big  

  headed with all that hero praise. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Oh, come on! Can’t I enjoy the moment  

  just a little bit? 

 

    CLIO 

  First, another change of clothes. 

 

Gabriel looks startled, as he and Clio’s attire 

transforms into paper jeans, T-shirts, and trainers. 

 

    CLIO 

  Now I’ve got something better to show 

  you. Hold on tight. 

 

A pair of large paper angel wings sprout from Clio’s 

back. She puts both arms around Gabriel, pulling him 

close. 

 

Gabriel’s face registers fresh astonishment, as Clio’s 

wings begin to flap.  

 

The pair take off, soaring above the paused image of 

dying Talos about to collapse among the soldiers next to 

the walled city. 

 

Gabriel cries in exhilaration, as Clio picks up speed, 

flying higher and higher, rising far above the desert and 

up into the skies. 

 

Clio grins at Gabriel. 

 

    CLIO 

  Ready for something really amazing? 

 

They pass through the upper atmosphere, flying higher and 

higher into… 

 

 

EXT - SPACE, ABOVE THE EARTH 

 

Clio leaves the Earth’s atmosphere and soars into space 

with Gabriel in her arms. Once in orbit she slows to a 

halt, releasing Gabriel so he floats to her side, holding 

her hand. 

 

Gabriel stares at the blue and white planet in wonder, as 

the sun begins to set behind the Earth. 



Copyright 2021 Simon Dillon 

 

31 

 

For several seconds, Gabriel and Clio float above the 

Earth, taking in the awe-inspiring spectacle. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Quite a view... 

 

    CLIO 

  You always wanted to go to space,  

  right? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Is that what these dreams are about?  

  Things I always wanted to do? Celebrate  

  Christmas, be in a Greek legend, fly to  

  space... 

 

    CLIO 

  They aren’t just about what you’ve  

  always wanted.  

 

    GABRIEL 

  What have you always wanted? 

 

    CLIO 

  Just this... 

 

Clio’s face glows brighter than ever. She puts her arms 

around Gabriel and draws him to her. 

 

Their lips meet. 

 

Gabriel and Clio close their eyes, lost in the ecstatic 

bliss. 

 

The sun disappears behind the Earth. 

 

Clio pulls away, grinning. She flaps her wings and grips 

Gabriel’s hand. They pick up speed again and move away 

from the Earth. 

 

 

EXT - SPACE 

 

Earth recedes behind Gabriel and Clio as they fly at ever 

increasing speed. Stars begin to blur. 

 

Gabriel and Clio pass the moon, Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, 

and beyond, moving faster and faster. 

 

Gabriel stares at the Universe in wonder. 
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Beyond the solar system, they pass colourful planets, 

stars, moons, asteroids, and nebulae. 

 

A tear forms in Gabriel’s eye, as they soar around 

achingly beautiful planetary rings, glittering space 

dust, and other intergalactic lights. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. A dark, rocky planet appears in the 

distance. 

 

 

EXT - SPACE, ABOVE DARK PLANET 

 

Clio frowns. She slows rapidly and halts, hovering in 

orbit around the strange, bleak world. 

 

    CLIO 

  I didn’t write about this place  

  in the journal. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  So let’s not go down there. 

 

Clio ignores Gabriel. Firmly gripping his hand, she flies 

down into the atmosphere of the desolate, dismal planet. 

 

 

EXT - DARK PLANET, VALLEY 

 

Gabriel and Clio fly down into a lifeless terrain, filled 

with great rocks and craters, eventually landing in a 

shadowy valley with forbidding cliffs. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Why did you bring me here? 

 

Clio doesn’t reply, but frowns at her surroundings, 

peering this way and that. Gabriel looks unsettled. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  There’s something wrong... 

 

Clio points towards a narrow gully a few hundred yards 

away, surrounded by tall sheer cliffs on either side. She 

takes Gabriel’s hand and her face glows once again. 

 

    CLIO 

  We need to go that way. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Why? 
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    CLIO 

  This is my dream. I just know. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Did you put that gully there? 

 

    CLIO 

  No... I think you did. 

 

Gabriel looks afraid, but Clio determinedly leads him to 

the gully. 

 

 

EXT - DARK PLANET, GULLY 

 

Gabriel and Clio pass between the tall cliffs at either 

side of the gully. Gabriel stares up. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. Silent stars glitter far above. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I don’t like this place. It feels  

  isolated, lonely, sad... 

 

Gabriel and Clio follow the gully around a corner to a 

less narrow area. 

 

 

EXT - DARK PLANET, KINGDOM HALL 

 

Gabriel’s POV. A red brick building with a pitched roof 

resembling a modern church stands alone beneath the 

cliffs comes into view. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  No... 

 

Gabriel and Clio move closer, and the building is 

revealed not as a church, but by the writing above the 

doorway: JEHOVAH’S WITNESS KINGDOM HALL. 

 

    CLIO 

  Why is this here? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I don’t know, but I’m afraid of it. 

 

    CLIO 

  I think you should go inside. 
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Gabriel shakes his head. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Talos is one thing, but this... 

 

    CLIO 

  I think you should go in. I think  

  it’s important. 

 

Gabriel nods reluctantly. 

 

They stride up to the double-doors, and together push it 

open. 

 

 

INT - DARK PLANET, KINGDOM HALL 

 

Gabriel and Clio enter the main hall. Clio looks around 

at the wood chairs either side of the aisle. It is 

exactly like the inside of the Kingdom Hall seen earlier. 

 

Gabriel’s gaze is fixed at the pulpit at the far end, 

behind which stand Edwin Small, and Freya. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Mum... 

 

Freya and Edwin fix Gabriel and Clio with a stony stare.  

 

    FREYA 

  I’m very disappointed in you,  

  Gabriel. You know we can’t approve  

  a relationship with a non-believer. 

 

    EDWIN 

  You risk being disfellowshipped,  

  like your father before you. 

  Indeed, you risk your very  

  salvation. You know what it means  

  to be disfellowshipped. Your own  

  mother will not be able to speak  

  to you, eat with you, care for  

  you... You will be dead to her. 

 

 

INT - SITTING ROOM - DAY, FLASHBACK 

 

As seen earlier, Young Gabriel watches his front door 

slam on his father, as he is expelled from the house by 

Freya and the two suited men with her. 
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INT - DARK PLANET, KINGDOM HALL 

 

Gabriel opens his mouth, but hesitates. A new defiance 

forms on his face, and stares back at Edwin and his 

mother, taking Clio’s hand in his. 

 

Freya’s eyes narrow, and she points to Clio. 

 

    FREYA 

  Leave that girl alone. 

 

    EDWIN 

  Let her go. 

 

Gabriel continues to grip Clio’s hand. 

 

    EDWIN 

  Did you hear what I said? Let go.  

  This is for your own good. 

 

    FEMALE VOICE  

    (OFF) 

  No, it isn’t. 

 

Gabriel and Clio turn to see where the new voice came 

from. The old woman from the Christmas market stands in 

the doorway to the main hall.  

 

Clio gasps. 

 

    EDWIN 

  Who are you? 

 

    OLD WOMAN 

  Oh... someone who answers the prayers  

  of the meek, the merciful, the pure  

  of heart. 

 

The old woman winks at Clio, who smiles. 

 

    EDWIN 

  Whoever you are, blasphemy isn’t  

  tolerated here. Get out. 

 

    OLD WOMAN 

  I full intend to get out. But I’m  

  taking Clio and my son with me. 

 

Gabriel stares in amazement, as the old woman transforms 

into the figure of his father, John. He looks as seen in 

flashbacks, wearing biking leathers and boots. 
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John runs a hand through his thick dark hair and beams as 

he catches his son’s eye. 

 

    JOHN 

  Time for you to leave this place. 

 

Tears fill Gabriel’s eyes. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Dad? Is it you? 

 

    FREYA 

  Gabriel don’t listen to him! He was  

  disfellowshipped with good reason. Don’t  

  go down the same path. Don’t fraternise  

  with pagans and blasphemers. Leave him  

  and this girl behind. Stay with us,  

  where you’re safe. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  No. I’m here to tell you I’m leaving,  

  and you can’t do anything about it. 

 

Freya’s glare moves from Gabriel to Clio, to his father, 

and back to Gabriel again. 

 

    FREYA 

  Gabriel, I’m warning you. Stop this  

  foolishness now. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I will accept the consequences,  

  whatever they are. You see, I can’t  

  lie in this dream. Clio won’t let me. 

 

Clio smiles. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Earlier, Clio asked me about my  

  greatest fear. This is it. 

 

Gabriel indicates the inside of the hall.  

 

    GABRIEL 

  Being trapped. Unable to enjoy the  

  life I have been given, unable to  

  live it to the full, unable to achieve  

  what I am supposed to achieve. Living  

  in fear of telling you the truth. 
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    EDWIN 

  Gabriel, this isn’t what God wants. 

 

    JOHN 

  How are you so sure what God wants,  

  Edwin? 

 

    FREYA 

  You be silent! You left us. You left  

  me alone to raise our son, and now  

  you’re dead and burning in hell! 

 

 

EXT - COUNTRY LANE - DAY, FLASHBACK 

 

John zooms along a country lane on a motorbike. 

 

John’s POV. An oncoming white van lurches around a narrow 

bend. 

 

John tries to dodge the van. The van hits his bike. 

 

A loud crash. 

 

BLACK SCREEN. 

 

LATER. 

 

Gabriel’s father’s motorbike lies crashed at the edge of 

the country lane, the back wheel gradually winding to a 

standstill. 

 

 

EXT - GRAVEYARD - DAY, FLASHBACK 

 

Freya and Young Gabriel stands dressed in dark clothes at 

a graveside, looking down at the headstone. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. The inscription reads: JOHN HOLM, 1975-

2012. 

  

Tears roll down Gabriel’s cheeks. 

 

END FLASHBACK 

 

 

INT - DARK PLANET, KINGDOM HALL 

 

Tears appear in Gabriel’s eyes, as he continues to 

confront his mother. 
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    GABRIEL 

  You drove him away. 

 

    FREYA 

  Gabriel, this is your last warning.  

  Let go of her hand and come here.  

  If you do not do as I say, the  

  consequences will be severe. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  No. I’m with Clio. I love you, but 

  I don’t share your beliefs in all  

  this anymore and I won’t go along  

  with it for the sake of keeping 

  you happy. 

 

    FREYA 

  Very well, Gabriel. If you are  

  determined to fraternise with pagans,  

  you must be punished. You won’t like  

  the consequences, but it is for your  

  own good. 

 

    EDWIN 

  For your own good. 

 

Wide-eyed fervour flickers in Freya’s eyes. 

 

    CLIO 

  She can’t do anything. This is  

  just a dream. 

 

Gabriel gulps, then addresses his mother. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  You are not my mother. You may have  

  her appearance and her beliefs, but  

  you have a cruelty she does not. 

 

Gabriel glances at his father, who begins to look 

alarmed. 

 

    JOHN 

  You both need to wake up now. 

 

With astonishing speed, Freya takes a pack of matches 

from her pocket, lights one, and flicks it at Clio. 

 

The match spins though the air and strikes Clio. Her 

paper arm catches fire. 
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    GABRIEL 

  No! 

 

Gabriel lunges at Clio, frantically patting at her arm, 

trying to put the fire out. 

 

The efforts are futile. Clio lets go of Gabriel’s hand 

and also tries to put out the fire, but the flames 

rapidly spread, as though she were covered in petrol. 

 

    CLIO 

  Help! Help me! 

 

    GABRIEL 

  No! Clio! No! 

 

    FREYA 

  You can’t put her out. She will burn. 

 

    JOHN 

  Wake up! Wake up! 

 

Freya points to John and laughs. 

 

    FREYA 

  You think he’s the only supernatural  

  power capable of invading dreams? 

 

Gabriel ignores his mother and keeps trying to put out 

the flames that have now engulfed Clio. She thrashes 

around in distress, attempting to roll on the floor to 

put out the fire, but to no avail. She scrambles up and 

runs from the main hall, out towards the lobby. 

 

In slow motion, Gabriel runs after Clio. Edwin and Freya 

yell after him. 

 

    FREYA 

  This is for your own good! 

 

    EDWIN 

  For your own good! 

 

Gabriel looks to his father, but he has vanished from the 

hall. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. He runs towards the immolated Clio but 

seems unable to reach her. The voices of Freya and Edwin 

continue to echo. 
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    FREYA 

  For your own good... 

 

    EDWIN 

  Your own good... 

 

Gabriel’s POV. Clio is consumed in flames, screaming. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  No! 

 

 

INT - BEDROOM - DAY 

 

Gabriel awakens with a violent start, sweat gleaming on 

his forehead, tears in his eyes. He gasps, panting, 

staring around his bedroom disorientated. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Clio... 

 

Gabriel looks around. Morning light illuminates the room. 

Glancing in the mirror opposite his bed, he notes that he 

is no longer made of paper. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Just a dream. 

 

Gabriel takes his phone from his bedside. He texts Clio: 

“Are you awake?” 

 

Gabriel pauses for a reply. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. There is no immediate response to his text 

message. 

 

Putting his hand to his face, Gabriel falls back on his 

bed. He curls up in a foetal position, and begins to 

weep. 

 

 

INT - BATHROOM - DAY 

 

Gabriel takes a shower. 

 

 

INT - KITCHEN - DAY 

 

Gabriel eats breakfast opposite Freya, avoiding her eye. 
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INT - BUS - DAY 

 

Gabriel sits on the bus amid many other chattering 

schoolchildren. He stares out of the window in melancholy 

silence. 

 

 

INT - SCHOOL, CLASSROOM - DAY 

 

Gabriel doodles distractedly in maths class, drawing 

images of Clio in Paper Girl form, standing at a gravity 

defying forty-five-degree angle on Talos. 

 

 

INT - SCHOOL, CANTEEN - DAY 

 

Gabriel stands in the doorway of the canteen. 

 

Gabriel’s POV. The table he and Clio sat at is empty. 

 

 

INT - SCHOOL, RECEPTION - DAY 

 

Gabriel walks up to the school reception, and addresses 

the RECEPTIONISTS. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Excuse me? 

 

    RECEPTIONIST #1 

  Yes? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Do you happen to know if Clio Mills  

  is in today? 

 

The two receptionists exchange glances. 

 

    RECEPTIONIST #2 

  Are you in her tutor group? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  No, but I’m in her year. I’m  

  Gabriel Holm 

 

    RECEPTIONIST #2 

  Didn’t your tutor tell you about  

  her this morning? 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Tell me what? 
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The receptionists exchange another concerned glance. 

 

    RECEPTIONIST #1 

  There was a fire at Clio’s house  

  last night. No-one died, and the  

  damage wasn’t severe, but Clio is  

  being treated in hospital for burns. 

  Apparently, the fire started in her  

  room. 

 

Gabriel’s jaw drops. He staggers back from the reception 

desk. 

 

    RECEPTIONIST #2 

  Are you alright Gabriel? 

 

Gabriel staggers back from the reception desk into a 

tumult of pupils rushing past. A bell rings, but Gabriel 

halts amid the crowd, his face a mask of disbelief. 

 

 

EXT - PLYMOUTH, DERRIFORD HOSPITAL - DAY 

 

Gabriel enters the main entrance of Derriford Hospital. 

 

 

INT - PLYMOUTH, DERRIFORD HOSPITAL, BURNS WARD - DAY 

 

Gabriel approaches a bed on the hospital burns ward, 

carrying a bunch of flowers and a box of chocolates. Clio 

sits up in bed with bandages around her arms. 

 

Clio spots Gabriel and her face lights up. At first, they 

simply smile at each other, until Clio indicates the 

chocolates. 

 

    CLIO 

  Get those at the hospital shop?  

  Bet they were overpriced. 

 

Gabriel moves closer, placing the flowers and chocolates 

on Clio’s bedside table, and sitting at the end of her 

bed. 

 

    CLIO 

  The journal burned up in the fire. 

   No more shared dreams. 

 

Gabriel shakes his head. 
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    GABRIEL 

  We’ve got many more dreams to share. 

 

Gabriel reaches out his hand and takes Clio’s bandaged 

hand in his. She winces slightly. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Sorry. 

 

    CLIO 

  I’m medicated up to the eyeballs,  

  but I’m still in quite a bit of  

  pain. I’m going to have bad scars  

  for the rest of my life, I’m  

  afraid. Still, it could have been  

  a lot worse. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  What caused the fire? 

 

    CLIO 

  Some kind of electrical problem  

  with my lamp, according to the 

  firemen. But we know better. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  Do you think whatever did that to  

  you in the dream can find us again? 

 

Clio shakes her head.  

 

    CLIO 

  I can’t be certain, but I think  

  now that the journal has gone,  

  we’ll be safe. 

 

A tear rolls down Clio’s cheek. Gabriel gazes at her 

admiringly. 

 

    GABRIEL 

  I don’t need your dreams to tell  

  you the truth anymore. I love you. 

 

Clio beams. Tears form in Gabriel’s eyes. 

 

    CLIO 

  I know your Mum doesn’t celebrate    

  Christmas, but if you manage to sneak  

  away, you could always come and  

  celebrate it at my house. I’d love 

  to have you there. 
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Gabriel raises an eyebrow.  

 

    GABRIEL 

  Meeting the family, eh? I just  

  hope they like me. 

 

    CLIO 

  They’ll love you. 

 

Gabriel and Clio move closer together. Their lips meet 

and their eyes close. 

 

EXT - SPACE  

 

As seen earlier, Paper Gabriel and winged Paper Clio soar 

through space together, hand in hand. Stars and planets 

blur in a whirl of vivid colour as they move faster and 

faster. 

 

         FADE OUT 

 

END CREDITS 


