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EXT. DARKNESS

The sound of ragged breath and running feet. Soneone’s
scared, tearing over gravel and nud. Flashes of I|ight,

gl i npses of the crunching ground, the back of a head. Mre
bl ack. Punmping fists, the noon catching at snoky breath. A
stunbl e, a glance over the shoul der-

SMASH CUT TO

I NT. KITCHEN - N GAT

LI ONEL (27) stares dead ahead. He’'s young, m xed-race,
handsone with a rough exterior. He's on edge.

PRI EST (O.C.)

After you were born... things
were never the sane for your
not her .

LI ONEL

| scared himoff, huh?

H's interlocutor, a greying PRIEST (56) in a black shirt
and dog collar, steeples his fingers.

PRI EST
A child is a terrifying thing.
The innocence. .

LI ONEL
I wondered if he even exi sted.
Wien | was a kid I thought maybe,
you know, |ike the baby Jesus-

The priest raises an eyebrow.

PRI EST
Coul d you forgive him now?

Li onel shrugs his shoul ders, stares at the table.

LI ONEL
I won't knowtil | see the whites
of his eyes. If 1'd had him
would | be... Wuld | have gotten
in so much trouble? | wonder how
I'"d have... But I'll find him
Soon |'1l have a nane, and-

PRI EST
I”ve got a nane.

Li onel 1 ooks up at him Stunned, silent. Furious.



PRI EST ( CONT’ D)
I knew them Both of them very
well. But |I could never tell..

LI ONEL
You knew. But you never said-

PRI EST
| couldn’'t.
(a long pause)
Your father... was a man who had
to be above reproach.

An ornate wooden crucifix watches fromthe wall. Lionel
shakes his head at the shrewd Priest in growi ng horror.

PRI EST
He had to be father to so many...

Li onel jerks out of his chair and backs away fromthe
Priest, who stands up. Lionel is frantic.

PRI EST
I can’t run fromit anynore.
You' re ny son, Lionel. My own.
Fl esh of ny flesh. Blood of-

L1 ONEL
No. No!

The priest turns towards the heavy wooden si deboard.

PRI EST
I had to | eave the parish. |
| ooked at you, and... | saw the

face of my own sin. Boring into
me. But no secret can stay
buried, boy. I knew you' d cone-

Li onel sees his father reaching for sonmething in a drawer.
A note of dread. Lionel tenses. The Priest steps away from
t he sideboard. W still can’'t see what he’s hol di ng.

PRI EST
And |1’ ve been waiting.

Li onel sees a rack of knives. Edges his hand al ong the
counter as his father backs towards him

PRI EST
My poor son. Forgive ne-

He turns round suddenly. Lionel reaches for one of the
kni ves and sl ashes at the Priest, whose hand is raising-



A wool len toy, a knitted SHEEPDOG He stops, surprised as
bl ood begins to well up fromhis dog collar. Lionel stares
down nunbly at the toy. He expected a weapon.

FATHER
Li onel ?

He slides to his knees. Lionel | ooks down at the knife in
hi s hands, backs away in horror.

LI ONEL ( CONT’ D)
I thought... 1 thought you wanted
to shut me up-

FATHER
No, boy. At last, | wanted to |et
you in. It was... Qur tinme. We-

H's father [ ooks up at himw th eyes that suddenly turn to
glass. He slunps on to the floor. Lionel falls to his knees
before his father. Squeezes his eyes closed for a nonent.

Opens them breathing hard but focused. Hand inside his
sl eeve, he grabs a tea towel fromits rack. Avoids | ooking
at the body as he waps up the knife.

St ops, hearing behind himthe om nous CREAK of the door. He
turns in dread.

A |l ow POV enters through the opening door. Lionel, gripping
t he hal f-w apped knife, stares down at canera, w de-eyed,
breat hing hard. Misic crescendos.

In the doorway stands a white-coated, black-faced LAMB. It
considers the prostrate body of the Priest, then | ooks up
accusingly at Lionel. Lets out a reproachful baaa.

BLACKQUT.

TI TLE CARD: “LAMB’

I NT. TRAIN CARRI AGE - DAWN

Lionel sits alone in a grinmy train carriage. A rural dawn
flies by outside the w ndow.

Later, with Lionel notionless, staring haunted fromthe
wi ndow, the tannoy announces the final station. W can see
fromthe window that we are nowin the city. It is day.

I NT. 24 HOUR SHOP - DAY

Li onel passes between rows of produce, on edge. H s eye
catches a display of Fathers’ Day cards. He | ooks away.



Pi cks out sone disinfectant and heads for the counter. The
cashier grins.

CASHI ER
M. Lionel! The usual for you?

Reaches for a bottle of brandy and a packet of cigarettes.
Li onel places the disinfectant on the counter. The cashier
hits a few buttons on his till.

CASHI ER
Ah. Ceanliness is next to
godl i ness.

Li onel | ooks at himvenonously. The Cashier | ooks nervous.

LI ONEL
What did you say?

CASHI ER
Next to godliness...?

Li onel reaches for his pocket, the Cashier raises a hand
nervously. Sinpers in fear as Lionel picks up the bottles.

CASHI ER
You pay another time, M. Lionel.
Friend of the store-

EXT. COUNCI L ESTATE - DAY

The bl ocks on the estate are all naned after the books of
the Bible. Lionel pauses outside his block, Revelation
House. Watches his el derly neighbour, MRS. N GHTI NGALE (78)
unl oadi ng shopping from her car.

He considers the car. Then approaches, his expression
transformng into a helpful smle.

LI ONEL
Need a hand, Ms. N ghtingal e?

The ol d woman | ooks up at himin confusion.

VRS. NI GHTI NGALE

Denni s?

LI ONEL
No, not Dennis. Lionel. From next
door ?

MRS. NI GHTI NGALE
Oh, thank you.

Li onel takes the bags off her - and the car keys. He | ocks
t he vehicle.



MRS. NI GHTI NGALE
Such a good boy. My son Dennis
woul d al ways give nme a hand, you

know... He’s com ng Sunday.
LI ONEL
That' || be nice for you.

MRS. NI GHTI NGALE
Such a good, good boy.

As Lionel follows her up the stairwell he inches the car
key of f the keyring.

EXT. REVELATI ON HOUSE, WALKWAY - DAY

Li onel unl ocks the old woman’s door and hel ps her inside.
Puts the keys into her key bow . Turns round and smles.

MRS. NI GHTI NGALE
You won’t stay for tea?

LI ONEL
|’ve got a little errand to run,
actually. Drop sonething off.

MRS. NI GHTI NGALE
(with regret)
Oh. It was lovely to see you
Denni s. Conme agai n when you can

Li onel thinks about it, but doesn’t object.

LI ONEL
You | ook out for yourself now.

Bef ore he can nove away, the old woman ki sses himon the
cheek. As he hurries away, Ms. N ghtingal e beans.

MRS. NI GHTI NGALE
Such a good boy, but...

Her face falls, as though overcome by m sgivings.

I NT. LIONEL’ S KI TCHEN - EVEN NG

Li onel scrubs at the knife with the disinfectant. And at
hi s hands. Round and round. |npassive, detached. Sniles
distantly to hinself.

Bel ow the counter a washing machine spins insistently. In
front of it a box of “Witer than Wiite” detergent. Inside
we nmake out the teatowel dancing in circles.



INT. CAR - N GHT

Around us the countryside flies past, skeletal trees picked
out for a nonent in the headlights.

Li onel | ooks calmy down at the passenger seat. There in
t he noonlight gleans the knife, half-wapped in the towel.

EXT. COUNTRY LANE - NI GHT

The car idles at the end of the narrow track. Lionel gets
out. Door sl ans.

Beneath a low tree he drops to his knees. Lays down the
kni fe and digs between the gnarled roots with one hand.

Now wi t h both, enotion overcom ng him panting and snarling
as he tears at the dark earth. Cerenoniously places towel
and knife in the hole. Screws his eyes closed for a second.
Breat hes out. Opens them The earth under the tree | ooks
undi st ur bed.

A noi se, away in the darkness. Lionel |eaps up. Squints
just beyond the beam of the car’s headlights. W can make
out a dark figure. Lionel’s hair stands on end.

LI ONEL
Who' s there?
(steadies his voice)
Wo is it?

The figure steps towards him W see only the sil houette of
a dark suit, the hemof a blood-red sl eeve.

LI ONEL ( CONT’ D)
What do you want ?

The figure steps towards himagain. Lionel begins to back
away, towards the car. The figure advances. Into the light.
Li onel "s face assunmes a | ook of horror.

LI ONEL
No.. It can't be... No!!

He sprints for the idling car. The dark cones after him
Li onel | ooks over his shoul der, eyes crazed with fear.

A cry escapes his throat as he throws hinself into the
driver’s seat, revs the car and reverses away into the
dark. Hal oed by the glare of the headlights and the dust of
t he wheels, the dark figure stops, watching himdrive off.



EXT. REVELATI ON HOUSE - NI GHT

Lionel runs fromthe car towards the base of his staircase.
Looking fearfully around him As he passes the wal kway on
each [ evel we expect to see sonething there.

Passing Ms. N ghtingale s door, he pushes the key through
the letterbox with a practiced novenent. Turns round-

CGoes dead still. Down in the centre of the common ground is
the dark figure. Watching him

Li onel gasps and runs for his front door, swearing as he
funbl es the | ock open and heaves the door shut behind him

I NT. LIONEL'S FLAT - CONTI NUOUS

Li onel breathes out in relief. Turns and | ooks through the
peephol e.

PEEPHOLE VI EW

Through the fish-eye lens |oons the black, enpty eye of a
LAMVB, hedged by white wool. It’s right outside the door.

Li onel jerks back fromthe door, and knocking over a
hat st and. Shakes hi s head and approaches the door again.

Looks back through the Iens. The Lanb’s eye is still there.
Li onel steps back hurriedly, addresses the door.

LI ONEL
Are you | ooking for Ms.
Ni ghtingal e? You ve got the w ong
nunber .
(beat; falters)
What do you want ?

Looks down at his hands. They're trenbling. He | ooks back

t hrough the peephole. CQutside, the wal kway is enpty.

I NT. PRIEST' S KI TCHEN - DAY

The scene of the crine. The worksurface, bl oodstained
floor, the outstretched hand, the half-finished neal... The
crucifix looks on inpassively as a gloved hand picks up a
pi ece of hair fromthe floor. Misic builds...

Smash cut to the Lanb’s face.



I NT. LIONEL'S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Lionel’s eyes slamopen. It’s dark. He lies notionless in
bed, his eyes glinting in the dark. Was he dream ng? Was he
even asl eep? He hears the words again in his head.

PRI EST (V. Q.)
| | ooked at you... saw the face
of my own sin... No secret stays
buried. My son-

I NT. LIONEL'S BATHROOM - NI GHT

Wat er spl ashes over Lionel’s face. He washes his hands,
gripping the soap tightly. Rinses themintently. Hs
breathing is getting out of control, and he bends down to
splash water in his face again. Misic rises. Lionel
straightens. In the mrror, just over his shoul der..

Not hi ng.

I NT. LIONEL'S FLAT - N GHT

He tweaks the curtains and | ooks out at the floodlit conmon
ground. Bass note of dread. The figure of the Lanb stands
in the mddle of the grass, staring at him Lionel begins
to breathe harder. Shuts the curtain. Checks the | ocks.

I NT. LIONEL'S FLAT - MORNI NG

The sanme view of the front door. The buzzer jars, and
Li onel shuffles out of the depths of the flat. He hasn't
slept a wink. Steels hinself, peers into the peephole.

But instead of the Lanb, outside are two POLI CE OFFI CERS,
mal e and femal e. Lionel panics, swears under his breath.
Conposes hinsel f. Opens the door, his face a m xture of
pl easant ness and i gnor ance.

POLI CEVAN
Are you Lionel?

LI ONEL
Oficer...s?

POLI CEMAN
Did you know t he Reverend
Jonat han Abrams, Sir?

LI ONEL
Oh... Wien | was young, he was
ny... But | hadn’t seen himin
years.



POLI CEWOVAN
Not hi ng from himrecently?
Not hi ng out of the ordinary?

LI ONEL
No... Nothing out of the... Has
sonet hi ng-

POLI CEMAN

They found the door open. Bl ood
ever ywher e.

LI ONEL
Oh. Dear..
POLI CEWOVAN
The nei ghbours... They told us-
L1 ONEL
Yes?
POLI CEWOVAN

What a kind, kind man he was.
Gentle as a | anb, they said.

Li onel ’ s head snaps round.

LI ONEL
As a what ?

POLI CEWOVAN
As a Lanb. And then there he was,
his white hair all...

She begins to sob. An enbarrassed pause. Lionel stares,
nortified. The Policeman places an awkward hand on his
col | eague’ s shoul der.

PCOLI CEMAN
I f anything should... Cone to
you, Sir... Do get in touch.

He hands Lionel a card, and he watches them depart,
nystified and paranoid. Looks up and down the wal kway and
down at the common ground. Enpty.

EXT. LIONEL'S FLAT - N GHT

Li onel bursts out of his door and | ooks back into the dark
apartnment in horror.

LI ONEL
Leave ne al onel!

The clatter of his footsteps echoes down the stairwell.



10.

He | opes across the deserted comon ground and fl attens

hi nsel f against a wall. Catches his breath. Prickling
strings. Lionel turns his head slowy to see a wool |y hand,
reaching out toward him Lionel runs scream ng

I NT. 24 HOUR SHOP - NI GHT

Li onel bursts into the striplit shop, jangling the door
bell. People | ook round at him He pretends to scan the
shel ves. Grab sonething. Anything. Sone Lanb & M nt crisps.

He joins the queue, trying to keep his face hidden. Beside
the till is a display of kitchen knives on special offer.

“PRI CES SLASHED" screans the sign. Lionel closes his eyes,
sighs heavily. Opens his eyes. Looks back at the knives...

Reflected in the blades is a flash of red shirt, dark suit.
Lanb’ s face. Lionel screans al oud. Backs away fromthe
cashi er, sending chocol ate bars flying.

CASHI ER
Can | help you? Can | hel p?

The bell sounds as Lionel flees the shop.

CASHI ER
You pay another time, M. Lionel.

EXT. SHOPPI NG STREET - N GHT

Li onel runs down the street, gibbering, bunping into
people. Gets round a corner, passing a grubby honel ess man
sl ouched on a pile of cardboard. Slows to catch his breath
when a deep, gargling voice, like TomWits with a
trachaectomy, calls out to him

VO CE (O C)
Change?

Li onel doesn’t | ook round at the honel ess nan.

LI ONEL
No. No change. Sorry-

VO CE (O C)
Sorry not good enough.

Lionel s head slans round to see the Lanb getting up from
the pile of cardboard. Lionel pelts away through a network
of narrow all eys, dark shops, deserted thoroughfares.
Everywhere he sees the dark, suited figure pursuing him

He trips out of an alley and towards a | arge depart nent
store. Then stops cold. Dread covering him Bass note.
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He turns, slowy, horribly, to be confronted by a big neon-
it w ndow Sal e display. “LAST CHANCE TO SAVE!!” grins the
di spl ay. Misic crescendos.

In the centre, six foot tall, dressed in a sharp, dark suit
and bl ood-red shirt, white fleeced, black eyed, woolly
handed, stands the unm stakable figure of the Lanb. A |ong,
awful chord as its black eyes bore into him Lionel gibbers
and backs away, unable to stand his ground.

LI ONEL
What do you want? | never neant
to do... He was ny father! |
never knew him And then...
It wasn’t ny fault! Not ne, not
m ne-

The Lanb slowy nods its black face up and down.
LI ONEL
No! No!!
EXT. COUNTRY LANE - N GHT
Pol i ce tape surrounds the overhanging tree. The flash of
red and blue lights illum nates a hole which has been dug
up between the roots. The knife is gone..

EXT. REVELATI ON HOUSE - NI GHT

Lionel sprints towards his flat. As in the beginning, dark
fl ashes, hard breaths, feet scraping over gravel. He

flattens hinself against a wall, seeing a police car at the
base of his stairwell, the sane two coppers clinbing out.
POLI CEWOVAN
Just the way he said - | hadn't

seen himin years. Using the past
perfect tense. Wiy?

POLI CEMAN
W won’t et himpull the wool
over our eyes this tinme.

Li onel panics, hardly breathing. As the coppers disappear
into the stairwell, Lionel opens his eyes. Turns and runs.
I NT. BOOZER - EVEN NG

Li onel stunbles into a dimpub, |ooking fearfully over his
shoul der. Throws hinself on the bar and scans the taps.

LI ONEL
Pint of Black Sheep.
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Sits down with his drink at a corner table, stares warily
out into the room In the corner a TV plays. It’s one of

t hose CCTV police shows, ‘Caught By The Fuzz’ or whatever.
Sat urday night high street carnage. Business as usual.

MRS. NI GHTINGALE (O C.)
Denni s?

A di shevel | ed-1 o0oking Ms. N ghtingale stands over himin a
flowery hat. Lionel |ooks away in panic.

LI ONEL
" mnot Dennis.

MRS. NI GHTI NGALE
Way haven’t you conme? Wiy have
you been ignoring ne?

Li onel | ooks up again. Sees the Lanb standing stock stil
at the bar, staring at him a Martini in its hand. Lionel
freezes, |ooks in panic between Lanb and wonman.

MRS. NI GHTI NGALE ( CONT’ D)
You used to be such a good boy.
Wiy did you run off like that?

LI ONEL
Leave ne al one.

MRS. NI GHTI NGALE
I’ myour Mther, Dennis. | can't.

L1 ONEL
You’ re not ny nother.

Li onel begins to trenble. Stares venonously at the Lanb.

LI ONEL
Did he put you up to this?

The ol d woman’ s face changes. A | ook of profound enptiness
comes over her face.

VRS. NI GHTI NGALE
How coul d he, Denni s? He's dead.

LI ONEL
Who' s dead??

He | ooks round frantically. People are staring at him The
Lanmb is gone. Lionel runs to the bar.

MRS. NI GHTI NGALE
Denni s! You can’t keep running
away.
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LI ONEL
" mnot Dennis!!

He grabs her and shakes her again. People get up, angry.
The Landlord rolls up his sleeves.

LANDLORD
Now t hen ny | ad-

LI ONEL
VWhat does he want from ne? \Wat
can | do??

EXT. BOOZER - NI GHT

The Landl ord and two burly custoners boot Lionel out of the
pub (the sign reveals it is the Lanb and Fl ag).

LANDLORD
You can get out of ny pub. O
"1l have the pigs down.

Lionel rises creakily to his feet, |aughing unsteadily.

LI ONEL
The pigs! What do they know about -

Dusts hinself off. Fromacross the street, the Lanb watches
hi m steadf astly. Hol ding a doner kebab, which drips thick,
dark sauce on to the pavenment. A nonent’s sil ence.

LI ONEL
None of this. Wo are you?

The Lanb shakes its head. SIow, nenacing.

LI ONEL ( CONT’ D)
Wiy won’t you | eave nme be?
Look... | don’t know what you saw

The Lanmb brandi shes a plastic fork, stabs it repeatedly
into the kebab, then drops it to the floor. Lionel breaks.

LI ONEL ( CONT’ D)

| didnt nmean to... It was self
def ence.

The Lanb stares at him

LI ONEL ( CONT’ D)
He said... He | ooked at ne and

saw his own sin. | thought he
wanted ne out the way. | woul d-
(beat)

| lost nmy Father. Again. Wat
el se do | have to give?
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The Lanb raises its armand points its finger at his chest.

LI ONEL
Wl |l you can’'t have ne.

The Lanmb nods om nously. The two of them face off across
the street. Lionel flexes his fists. The Lanb its hooves.
They stare each other out. Then-

EXT. STREET - N GHT

Sound of running, panting in the darkness. W catch
glinpses again, flashes, like in the beginning. Shoes,
pavi ng stones, the back of a head, darkness.

The creak of a door, then blackout. An expansive, echoing
silence, filled with Lionel panting, catching his breath.
Dar kness breaks to reveal we are in:

I NT. CHURCH - NI GHT

The big Gothic Revival church is in shadow, deserted but
for a peppering of aged believers gently drowsing in the
pews. Lionel |ooks around as he breathes in the silence.
Di ps his hand by long habit in the heavy stone font.

Wal ks al ong an aisle, past the heavy icons and the chapels
with their little racks of swerving candles. Misic rises.
He | ooks al ways behind him hiding from sonet hi ng.

Then at the transept he stops dead, confronted by the dark
wooden bul k of a confessional. Alittle wonan energes
furtively from behind the curtains and scurries away.

Li onel | ooks up. An altarpiece depicts Abraham about to
sacrifice his son Isaac. To one side of the picture is the
Lanb which God substitutes for the boy. Lionel |ooks back
round at the dark box.

I NT. CONFESSI ONAL - NI GHT

Lionel settles hinself into the rich velvet cushion. C ears
his throat, |ooks up.

L1 ONEL
Forgive ne... Father. For | have
si nned.

A barely-audible nurnur fromthrough the grille.

LI ONEL ( CONT’ D)
It won't let me go. I... killed a
man. He'd sinned, but... He
didn't deserve to die. | nean...



15.

LI ONEL( cont ' d)

We all do eventually. Deserve to

die, | nean. But... He could have

made things right. W could have-
(beat; break)

But not anynore. Now that. ..

Thing foll ows nme everywhere. |

| ook at himand | see the face of

my own sin. It’s eyes. They see

into me.

As Lionel talks we pull focus through the grille of the
confessional, to reveal the Lanb sitting in the other
conpartnent. Lionel stops, raises his head.

LI ONEL
Maybe | al ways knew this hour
woul d arrive. No secret can stay
buried, right? For every crine,
t here must be puni shnent.

Looks round. The Lanb doesn’'t nove. A pause. Lionel rises.

I NT. CHURCH - NI GHT

Li onel energes fromthe confessional, peace witten on his
face. Music swells. The worshippers in their pews all wear
the face of the Lanb. They watch him rising as he wal ks
past, as if in respect. Lionel places his wists together,
smles beatifically as he wal ks slowy down the nave.

Looks back at the Lanb, which stands before the altar,
staring at him It turns and wal ks away. Up ahead the heavy
wooden doors swi ng open to reveal a haze of blue and red
lights, flashing in the hot night.

Li onel passes across the threshold, wists together, ready
to be taken in, and the bright lights swallow himup as we
| ose focus and. .

FADE TO WH TE.



