
 25 Int. Day. Silver Soph's Living room _________________  

Denis is in a living room belonging to an old woman: Silver 
Soph. She is ill and bed-ridden. There is a bed instead of 
a sofa. Denis gets a few things ready on her bedside table. 
Soph has several bottles of Aussie white next to her bed, 
together with neat bunches of her ciggies, all immaculately 
rolled, and two half-pint glasses. 

NARRATOR 

The first time I ever actually hooked the 

device up directly into a brain other than my 

own, as opposed to using sensors on the 

temples, was with Silver Soph. I knew her 

because she used to drink with my mum and 

dad. She had asked me for it. Well, not 

specifically to have the device plugged 

directly into her brain, she hadn't. But I 

did explain the options. You see, she was 

dying. Not that I use that as justification. 

But cancer was in all her bones and had 

spread to virtually every other part of her 

body, and she had long since failed to 

respond to what pathetic scraps of treatment 

that the NHS had thrown at her. She was now 

existing away her last days at home, with 

enough prescription morphine to soothe a 

small town's worries. Though she preferred 

her own homegrown organic ciggies. 

Soph asks Denis for a ciggie. He hands her one, together 
with a lighter. She is in no hurry to light it, preferring 
to roll it in her fingers, smell it and admire her 
handiwork as she talks and reads through something Denis 
has given her. Denis is taking all his electronic gear out 
of two bags. 

SILVER SOPH 

I don't trust them processed ciggies. If I 
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doesn't grows it, I doesn't smokes it. An 

orgasmic farmer, that's me. And they know 

where they can shove their morphine. Don't 

want nothing to do with no bastard poppies! 

NARRATOR 

I took ages sorting out the appliances, and 

untangle the octopus of plugs, cables and 

chargers before we could get down to 

business. I was hoping to put Soph off and 

have her pull out. Soph'd agreed to the 

camcorder, given the activity we were getting 

ourselves into. As well as hooking up Soph to 

the device, I was going to camcord 

everything. The tape would be for the 

authorities, as would the letter I'd drafted. 

My hands were shaking so much that I was 

getting nowhere. So I stopped for a second 

and served Soph an Aussie white. Then I 

poured a large dock for myself. 

SILVER SOPH 

(laughing) 
What have you got to be nervous about? I'm 

the one going under the knife, remember. 

(slugging down her wine and sniffing her 
ciggie, smiling) 

Mind you, what with this… 

(she holds first her glass aloft in one 
hand…) 

…and my orgasmics… 

(…then her spliff in the other) 
…I have got more anaesthetic than Soft Mick. 

NARRATOR 

She wasn't what anyone would call a 
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remarkable woman, her life having been cut to 

the same pattern as so many people's of her 

post-World War II generation in Liverpool, as 

far as I knew. And the rest of the country, 

for that matter. Leave school at 14 and flog 

your guts out for the rest of your natural 

till you drop. That seemed to have been the 

order of the day, with no welfare support or 

social infrastructure during times of 

hardship. And with nothing for the lucky 

survivors to look forward to but a miserable 

pittance of a disgrace of an insult of a 

pension not fit to decay on, never mind live 

on. Except that Silver Soph had managed to 

bypass the miserable pittance stage, her 

cancers having fortunately spared her the 

ignominy of that particular degrading reward 

from her ingrate nation. 

 26 Int. Day. Silver Soph's Living room _________________  

A short while later. Denis pours a generous double dock of 
Aussie white, and hands it to the old lady, then sits on a 
free bit of her bed, and watches her enjoy her first few 
gulps. He has just set the camcorder up and switched it on 
before Soph finishes reading what he'd given her. She then 
signs and hands it over to Denis, who signs it too, folds 
it, puts it into an envelope and seals it. All camcorded. 

DENIS 

Soph, you could get the Council to send a 

social worker round and you could dictate 

your story to them. The Echo might even do a 

piece on you. I could get some journalism 

student at the uni to bring a tape recorder. 

My… our device… 

She waves Denis away. 
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SILVER SOPH 

Does it work? 

NARRATOR 

I ummed and ahhed. 

SILVER SOPH 

You need a guinea pig. I wanna lay some 

ripples down. 

DENIS 

There's no guarantee that it'll work. 

SILVER SOPH 

No guarantee? Listen, Denis. You know why the 

doctors gave me so much morphine? To ease 

their conscience, 'cos they had no guarantees 

for me. I'm used to no guarantees. Never had 

one in all my born days! What good would a 

guarantee do me? Wouldn't trust one if I had 

it. But I'll tell you what… if a miracle 

happens in the next few hours… should the 

Devil and his God sidekick decide neither of 

them wants me… or should the doctors find a 

cure… and should it turn out your box don't 

work… I'll fucking sue you, you bastard! 

DENIS 

It might even… 

SILVER SOPH 

Denis, I'm already there. That God bastard 

had me measured me up for it a long time ago. 

Quick, it's last orders, the towels are going 

on for me. Get me a few large ones in for the 

trip. 

Cut to: 
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 28 Int. Day. Silver Soph's Living room _________________  

Still sitting on Soph's bed, Denis takes a tiny device out 
of a canvas bag, puts it on the bed, and struggles with the 
cables and jacks. He is nodding at what Soph says, looking 
interested. 

NARRATOR 

She said she wanted me to use the device on 

her because she wanted a chance to leave some 

kind of testimony behind. She'd never been 

one for writing, and she just felt that she 

had to leave her story behind somehow. Not 

because she had anything noteworthy to tell. 

Just that once she was dead, her experience 

and experiences would vanish off the face of 

the earth, as had been the case with so many 

people she'd known and lived and worked with. 

SILVER SOPH 

Friends of mine have had to do some things to 

get by that you youngsters wouldn't believe. 

But they're dead now, and everything they 

ever done has been lost and forgotten. None 

of them ever wrote anything down. No-one ever 

interviewed them. 

As Silver Soph mentions the various people in this piece, 
the camera cuts away to photos and postcards stuck on and 
around her mantelpiece with drawing-pins. 

SILVER SOPH (CONT.) 

One fellah I was at school with was a miner 

who got called up, got stationed in Egypt and 

was sent to Argentina as a spy… 

Cut to: 

Photos 
Two photos. 

First, a B&W group photo: a gang of young ragged-looking 
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undernourished kids in a drab, pre-WWII Liverpool suburb. 
The camera closes in on one particular boy. 

Second, a colour photo of a slick, well-groomed, hefty 
Mafioso, complete with cigar and dark glasses, taken 
outside a famous Miami nightspot, smiling with his arms 
outstretched as if to say 'Everything you can see here is 
mine'. It must be a commissioned publicity photo, as it has 
the man's signature printed across it in lurid silver. 

Back to: 

SILVER SOPH (CONT.) 

…He got into drugs, made a fortune, retired 

and bought his way into the Cuban mafia in 

Miami. Never looked back. The fellah who 

lived opposite got out of priest school by 

going off to lay water pipes all over the 

Middle East and Africa. Picked up Arabic, 

Portuguese, French, Swahili and a Zulu 

chief's daughter, was apprenticed to the 

medicine man before the tribe was wiped out 

by British-backed South African mercenaries. 

Him, his missus and their eldest daughter… 

Cut to: 

Photos 
Two photos. 

First, the same group photo as before, closing in on 
another boy. 

Second, a B&W family photo, a white man, black woman and 
half-caste daughter, all in ragged clothes. They're smiling 
and looking at the camera, standing next to Eric Arthur 
Blair (George Orwell), who is smiling with his arm around 
the man, looking at the trio. Presumably taken in 1930s 
Barcelona, with a Voll Damm truck behind them, together 
with the Sagrada Familia cathedral. 

'from Eric, with love, keep your heads down 
and your hopes up' 

is scrawled across the photo in fading fountain pen ink. 

Back to: 
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SILVER SOPH (CONT.) 

…ran guns against Franco in Spain and were 

killed by Mussolini in Eritrea. Their other 

kids moved over here, the older ones brought 

up the youngest, taught them themselves, and 

now they're all working for charities and 

drugs cartels all over the world: one of them 

is high up in the UN… 

Cut to: 

Photos 
Two photos stuck to the wall with the same drawing-pin. 

First, a smart young man, giving a speech to a full sitting 
of the UN in New York, with various famous people around 
him. 

Second, a mug-shot of a badly beaten up prisoner holding a 
card up to the camera with his number on it. 

Back to: 

SILVER SOPH (CONT.) 

…and the youngest is one of the top political 

prisoners in Zimbabwe. My next-door neighbour 

was married to an asthmatic drunk when she 

was 14 who was always beating up on her 

whenever he was conscious. But she begged and 

stole all the coal she could, then one day 

she blocked the flue and burnt the coal while 

he slept the ale off and rested his knuckles. 

She killed him with a sulphur overdose, tore 

his lungs to shreds it did… 

Cut to: 

Photos 
Two photos. 

First, the same group photo as before, closing in on a 
girl. 

Second, a group photo, a beaming woman kneeling on the 
ground in a forest clearing, surrounded by a beaming crowd 
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of loving Columbian kids, all hugging the woman and/or each 
other. 

Back to: 

SILVER SOPH (CONT.) 

…Then she ran away and ended up starting a 

school for battered homeless deaf kids in 

Colombia. Mind you, some kids down our street 

did go through school. They had all their 

fight and ambition beaten out of them, like 

that Johnnie Lennon sang in that working-

class tune of his. Their get-up-and-go got up 

and went. They gave up the struggle and got 

normal crap jobs. Like the rest of us. Like 

me. Still, I'm not bitter, me. 

NARRATOR 

Soph had obviously had this on her chest for 

some time. She wasn't boasting about the 

achievements of these people she'd known, but 

I am ashamed to admit I couldn't help 

wondering when she would get round to 'young 

people today'. When she did, she had no 

bitterness in her. More regret and pity than 

anything else. 

SILVER SOPH 

Young people today are kept so bleeding 

drugged by the bleeding government 

conspirators, that they can't see the metal 

battery cages they live in, for the barbed 

wire bars the bleeding government puts round 

them. None of them get to live the things my 

generation went through, for better or worse. 

What little fight they've got in them is 
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directed at the wrong people. At us, instead 

of at them. How them bleeding Nazi Windsors 

have never been booted out, I'll never know. 

Bleeding disgrace, it is! When they wake up 

every morning, the first thing they must do 

is peek out the window to check there's no 

angry mob with guns and pitchforks waiting to 

lynch the bleeding leeches. They must thank 

their God every day, oftener than any Muslim. 

That's why they've got so many bleeding 

chapels in all their bleeding houses, more 

chapels than bleeding khazis, them bleeding 

Windsors, with hotlines to their upper-class 

twit bleeding blue-blood WASP God. If only 

the fucking proles in this country would take 

the blinkers off their eyes and wake up to 

fact that they're being shafted up the arses! 

There'd be some fun round here, believe you 

me. But I won't bleeding be here to see it! 

Still, je ne regrette rien, it'd never happen 

anyway. Never did and never will. 

Soph still hasn't lit up. She is still absent-mindedly 
waving the first ciggie in the air, like a conductor, 
waving her baton in time with her thoughts. 

NARRATOR 

What must Silver Soph be like after one of 

her organic ciggies, I wondered. She lit up. 

I was about to find out. 

SILVER SOPH 

Take that First fucking World War. How many 

innocent lads went over the top for king and 

country? A million? Two million? Depends what 

expert you're listening to. 
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Soph lights up. 

SILVER SOPH 

Innocent, defenceless, prime, noble little 

British lambs, frolicking off to the 

continent to be slaughtered by the Germans 

while fighting to keep democracy in their 

homeland and in the free world. That's the 

official spin, innit? 

NARRATOR 

I suspected from Soph's tone that she would 

have a different spin to the official one. I 

waited. She didn't disappoint. It came. 

SILVER SOPH 

Don't make me fucking puke! Stupid cunts, 

more like, ignorant dick-heads slaughtered by 

their own gentlemen generals and upper-class 

twit politicians, never mind the Germans! The 

bunch of fucking bastards! 

DENIS 

Who? The Germans, the politicians or the 

lambs? 

Soph continually stops talking to take more Aussie white on 
board, and stoke her furnace. Denis juggles three tasks: 
his Aussie white topping-up-duties, his pretending to look 
interested and nod in the right places, and the untangling 
of the cables, deciding what plugs in where. 

SILVER SOPH 

Still, I'm not bitter, me. You know why? It 

was their own fucking fault that they got 

killed, stupid fucking cunts. They've only 

got themselves to blame. Two million young 

men, all with rifles and ammo. That's not 

very innocent, is it? Not very defenceless, 
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if you ask me. No, not by any stretch of the 

definition. Now, 85-year-old blind Mary Mac 

from number 45… 

Cut to: 

Insert: Front page of Liverpool Echo 
The camera closes in first on the distressing photo of a 
beaten up old lady lying dead on the floor in a dingy flat, 
with graffiti scrawled on the wall in the background. Then 
it closes in on the lurid headline above the photo: 

IS YOUR SON THE SCUM WHO DID THIS? 
Then another headline below the photo: 

WELL SOMEONE'S IS, FOR CHRISSAKE! GRASS THEM 
UP NOW! ON 0870 000 1111 

Back to: 

SILVER SOPH (CONT.) 

…who got her head smashed in by crackhead 

burglars last week. They raped her, stuffed 

paraffin-soaked rags in her mouth, her arse 

and her cunt and set fire to her. 'Juss for 

the krak, luv, no ard feelins' they sprayed 

all over her back-kitchen. She's what I call 

innocent. As in 'defenceless, in no shape to 

fight back'. But two million young men, in 

the peak of their prime, all armed. That 

ain't innocent! Defenceless, my arse! Don't 

make me fucking weep! That's power, that is. 

Raw power. That's a power as can stand up and 

be reckoned with. That's lethal. Demands from 

a force like that would have to be given some 

serious consideration. But by agreeing to go 

over the top, they all let themselves be 

shafted up the arse by their commanding 

officers. That's what I call fucking stupid! 

What a ripping yarn! They deserve what they 

got, the cunts. They could have used their 
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force and their ammo to stop the war. They 

could have had a word with their German 

oppos, and between them called off the whole 

shebang. Then marched on parliament, all two 

million of them with their rifles, grabbed 

the fucking prime Kaiser minister and his 

politicians by the balls. Lined them up 

against the wall, and they could have said to 

them, 'Listen you useless fucking fat cat 

bastards, me and my two million mates here 

are gonna count to ten, and either youz lot 

pull your fucking fingers out of each other's 

arses and start addressing once and for all 

the social injustices in this country, get 

rid of unjust privileges and sort this 

fucking war of yours out another way, or 

we'll shove our two million rifles up your 

fucking arses and fucking shoot your fucking 

livers out though your fucking eye sockets!' 

Couldn't they? They fucking should of. They 

had the force. Two million people with 

rifles. I'd sit up and take notice of two 

million angry people with rifles coming at 

me, forcing me to change my ways. Wouldn't 

you? The Germans could have gone home and 

done the same with their fucking Kaiser. But 

no, what did they all choose to do instead? 

Go over the fucking top for fucking king and 

shitting country, like fucking baa-baas to 

the slaughter. 

NARRATOR 

Soph stopped for a breath and a drag. She 
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forgot the breath and just went for the drag. 

Then another and another. And another. 

SILVER SOPH 

And what gets me is that the stupid cunts are 

still fucking remembered! Like heroes! Every 

fucking November the fucking queen, or king 

or whatever the fuck they've got these days, 

and the fucking government laying fucking 

wreathes of fucking flowers down. What the 

fuck for? Remembrance from a grateful nation? 

Fuck that. The nation might feel gratitude, I 

don't deny that. All the old bags who aren't 

dead yet, who you see wearing their gongs and 

selling poppies, might feel a genuine sense 

of remembrance, fair enough. But what you see 

the government doing in front of that 

bleeding Cenotaph on that bleeding Sunday is 

thanking their fucking fat cat God that those 

soft dead bastards were too fucking stupid to 

ever realise they were being used. And we 

porking fall for it, being too fucking pig-

shit thick to porking cotton on! We fall for 

the whole Honour Our Noble Dead shite, with 

the telly service and the whole palaver with 

the wreathes and poppies. And why fucking 

poppies? 

Denis shakes his head. 

Special FX/CGI 
He starts inserting the first cable into Soph's eye socket. 
We'll see him doing more inserting as Soph rants on. She is 
oblivious to it. 

NARRATOR 

I didn't know. But I was sure this gap in my 
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knowledge was about to be filled, Silver 

Soph-style. 

SILVER SOPH 

You know what governments does with poppies? 

Turns them into opium and heroin and crack. 

And what does governments do with opium, 

heroin and crack? Gets their secret services 

to train teams of drug-dealing secret agents 

to flog the shit to the plebs. Why? Why not? 

Haven't we always fucking proved to them that 

we're porking thick as porking pig shit? And 

they has to somehow claw back all the porking 

dole money doled out in state benefit 

handouts to porking scroungers, don't they? 

And they want us to be too fucking drugged up 

to our eyeballs to notice the governments all 

conspiring to shaft us proles up the arse and 

keep us in our place and them in their places 

with our wealth stuffed in their pockets. 

Makes sense! Nice little earner for 

governments, drugs is. All thanks to fucking 

poppies. Then comes… Remembrance Sunday! One 

big government promo for hard drugs, that is. 

A call-up for anyone who wants to join the 

pusher army and earn serious money. And the 

governments flaunt these tools of our own 

destruction right in our faces. Like wiping a 

dog's nose in its own shite, which is about 

as much as we deserve, with them conning us 

into believing the fucking poppies represent 

our gallant selfless dead. Thanking their 

fucking collaborator upper-class twit God 
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that us proles were too fucking stupid to 

cotton on to the power we would have to 

change things if only we weren't thick as pig 

shit. That's what happens once a year. And we 

think they're showing solidarity with the 

proles, respecting us for one day a year! 

Remembrance?… 

Cut to: 

Ext. Day. The Cenotaph memorial outside St.George's Hall, 
Liverpool 
Wide shot of a Remembrance Sunday ceremony. Loads of 
officials and civic dignitaries, soldiers etc, parading, 
lining up. The camera closes in on a scuffle around the 
monument. 

SILVER SOPH (CONT.) 

…The only fucking remembrance I gives them 

stupid fucking dead wankers is every year I 

goes down to that fucking Cenotaph down town 

and I fucking spits on the graves of all two 

million of them. Fucking cannon fodder! 

Back to: 

Special FX/CGI 
Quick breather for Soph. Denis lights Soph another ciggie 
and tops up her glass. He has cabled up the device, and 
frighteningly finishes inserted very thin cables into Soph: 
one up her nose, another into an ear, and another down 
between a lower eyelid and her eyeball. Soph looks pitiful 
and pathetic. She is bleeding, obviously. Denis is on the 
verge of crying, and can barely look at her. 

NARRATOR 

I had by now hooked Silver Soph up. She 

hadn't flinched for a second, nor had her 

pace faltered. Her increasingly vitriolic 

outburst might have been her brain's way of 

channelling her senses away from the pain and 

anaesthetising her against it. Then again, 
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any pain from my brain probes might have been 

child's play compared to Soph's cancers 

gnawing their way through her like 

unstoppable Pacmen. 

SILVER SOPH 

And I spits on the graves of their… 

Cut to: 

Ext. Day. The Cenotaph memorial 
We see a slightly younger Silver Soph, formidable and 
fired-up, being restrained by police, as she goes mad in 
front of the Cenotaph itself, spitting at it and shouting 
at it, elbowing the police, much to the disgust of the 
dignitaries. 

SILVER SOPH (CONT.) 

…stupid porking fucked-up mothers, who should 

have known better. They should have steered 

their sons into social disobedience and 

forced them to march on parliament. Instead, 

they let them get fucking wasted in the 

trenches… 

Back to: 

SILVER SOPH (CONT.) 

…But that's not the worst of it! Worse than 

stupid, you know what they were? Fucking 

selfish! By not thinking, by letting 

themselves be conned into going over the top, 

they were selfish, they deprived this country 

of a work force. A vital, two-million-

manpower driving force. Two million men who 

should have been here, helping to pull this 

country together to build a better future. 

But no, they went and took the easy way out, 

they let the fucking upper classes use them 

for fucking target practice like fucking 
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birds on a fucking pheasant shoot. Great War! 

Who called it Great? What the fuck was Great 

about it? What a brilliant bit of fucking 

spin that was, eh! Whoever coined the Great 

War probably got a knighthood. Only the 

fucking upper classes and the politicians 

called it Great. Bleeding trying to brainwash 

us plebs into thinking we done good. Stopping 

us realising that it was a fucking war crime 

against humanity and the politicians should 

have been hung, drawn and quartered. Great 

Con, more like! Would have been called the 

Fuckingest Load of Shite War Ever, if I'd had 

anything to do with it. Anything but fucking 

Great. But the spin worked and the Great Con 

did its job. Even those that survived the war 

and came back started calling it the Great 

War. They had to buy into the lie, didn't 

they? They chose to believe the government 

spin, 'cos if they hadn't, they'd have been 

forced to acknowledge the truth. And that 

would have involved taking action and 

bringing about a fucking revolution. But they 

preferred to carry on being led like sheep. 

Like sheep, over the top. Like sheep, into a 

depression. Into degrading living conditions. 

'This is the way, youz poxy, proley, working-

class, plebby, porking, crab-infested sheep. 

We knows best, youz load of manky, low-life, 

twatty bastards'. 

NARRATOR 

This mightn't necessarily be Soph's ciggies 
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talking. They mightn't be having any actual 

effect on her, the pain must be so far-gone. 

The ciggies might just be a kind of prop, to 

help bring her out of her shell and be able 

to express herself. 

SILVER SOPH 

And we're still fucking peasant sheep today, 

as far as I can see. Fucking drugged sheep, 

to boot. The Government deliberately refuses 

to legalise certain substances. The more they 

do, the more us fucking drugged sheep use 

them, thinking we're being cool! Stupid 

cunts! Playing into the Government's hands, 

we are. So it's no surprise we can't do fuck-

all today, fucking fucked-up and drugged-up 

to fucking fuck as we porking are. If we 

didn't do anything then when we had the 

chance and were all healthy. Well, healthy. 

Apart from TB, scrofula, mange, rickets and 

plagues. Plebs' diseases. You wouldn't get no 

fucking Windsor queen or fucking prince 

getting fucking TB or fucking rickets, would 

you? Their teeth don't drop out from lack of 

vitamins. They don't catch anything proley. 

Oh no, their diseases is all in-bred. I've 

been to so many ordinary people's funerals, 

where you remember the buggers over a few 

whiskeys too many, after the fuckers have 

fucking died and taken everything they ever 

did with them, sinking without trace, without 

no ripples. What's the point in bloody 

living, if you haven't managed to leave a few 
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ripples behind you by the time they dump you, 

with the cockroaches carving your soul up, 

and other people's gods and devils nibbling 

your nipples off? Wasted, innit, all that 

experience? All that living. Lived for what? 

Still, won't be bitter much longer, me. 

 31 Int. Day. Silver Soph's Living room _________________  

Denis at Silver Soph's house, prior to the hooking-up. Soph 
holds a photo of Spen. Denis sets up a camcorder on a 
tripod, trained at the bed and Soph. 

SILVER SOPH 

Lucky bastard! Still, beats feeling cancer 

chomping its way through your bones every 

second of every day! Sounds great to me! When 

do we start? Hope you've brought enough 

blanks. Health & Safety won't have any 

objections to me drinking and smoking, I take 

it. Not in my own fucking house, they better 

fucking hadn't, or I'll be seeing them in 

that Court of Inhuman Wrongs! 

NARRATOR 

I couldn't bring myself to mention my own 

sessions. Spen's were bad enough. 

 33 Int. Day. Silver Soph's Living room _________________  

Special FX/CGI 
Silver Soph is hooked up to the device, but she isn't 
speaking any more. She looks a bit comatose, with the 
cables making it look as if she was on a kind of drip. 

NARRATOR 

I refrained from saying that it would be just 

like going to confession, that she would be 

meeting her Deus ex Machina, in the shape of 
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our Device-like Maker. I knew how much she 

abhorred absolutely everything religious. 

Plus, I didn't want to take her mind off the 

task in hand. Nor belittle her last wishes. 

Soph looks exhausted. Denis gets up from the bed where he 
has been sitting, and gets on with other things: tidying up 
after himself, emptying Soph's overflowing ashtray, etc. 

 52 Int. Day. Hospital ward _____________________________  

Same ward, yet another day. Nadira is sitting next to 
Denis. We join them at what must be a pause in a serious 
conversation. Nadira very gingerly touches the various 
bandages covering Denis's face. The small visible portion 
of Denis's face is very serious and pensative. 

From now until the end, the character Denis only speaks in 
the hospital ward. But everything he says will be slurred 
and painfully pronounced. In fact, there will be subtitles 
on screen. His speech will not actually be as impaired as 
to warrant subtitles. But the mere presence of subtitles 
will stress the seriousness of his digging into his own 
brain. Denis's narration, however, which continues until 
the end of the film, will not be affected. This speech 
difference between narrator Denis and character Denis 
should further highlight the seriousness of what Denis has 
inflicted on himself. 

To create an authentic film experience for the more 
perceptive spectators, there will be minor discrepancies 
between the subtitles and what Denis actually says, though 
nothing factually different. To avoid making this script 
cumbersome and difficult to follow, I haven't written any 
actual subtitles. 

DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

How do you… Silver Soph…? 

NADIRA 

From her 'session', as you call them, my 

dear. 

NARRATOR 

This was bad. Very bad. God, things could 

hardly get any worse. 
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DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

When you say everything… 

NARRATOR 

I didn't want to come right out and ask 

Nadira what, if anything, she knew about 

Silver Soph's death and whether there had 

been an inquiry. I rather thought there 

couldn't have been, otherwise the police 

surely would have been to question me in 

hospital. Fuck! Maybe they already have, and 

I was unconscious! Fuck! Fuck! What will I 

say when they come back! Has anyone played 

back my last ambiente session? Fuck! Fuck! 

Fuck! 

Cut to: 
 53 Int. Night. Silver Soph's Living room _______________  

Special FX/CGI 
Denis lets himself into Silver Soph's house. He is in an 
overcoat, looking as if he has just been out, suggesting 
some time has elapsed since what we saw of the start of 
Soph's session. He must have left her to it. Soph looks 
dead, though some slight breathing should be perceptible. 
Denis gingerly sets about removing the cables and unhooking 
Soph from the device. She doesn't react. He leaves an 
envelope on the bed, presumably containing the letter Soph 
signed in scene 26. He switches the camcorder off, removes 
the tape and leaves it on her bed with the envelope. 

Back to: 
 54 Int. Day. Hospital ward _____________________________  

NARRATOR 

I was bursting with questions, but had to 

play it cool and hope Nadira would feed me 

titbits of information. That Nadira had 

played back Soph's session, I had no doubt. 

But had Soph's body been discovered yet? Her 
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will and letter of consent should cover me. 

But even so, the camcording I left as 

evidence must make me look like some macabre 

Hammer Film renegade, prime villain numero 

uno… 

Nadira perks up as she speaks about Silver Soph, as if 
fired with that woman's very spirit, which we witnessed for 
ourselves. 

NADIRA 

What a life that woman had! Even so, she 

thought of herself as being comparatively 

lucky, for a woman outsider in this country 

at that time. Unusually for a poor woman, she 

never got herself shackled to the typical 

burdens for women in those times. No 

millstones around Soph's neck… 

Denis looks at her, puzzled. Nadira takes this as a chance 
to tell Denis what she learnt about Silver Soph. 

NADIRA (CONT.) 

…none of the life sentences endured by many 

women: degrading housing, feckless husbands 

and hordes of screaming kids to thanklessly 

drag up and feed day after day until we drop 

dead from exhaustion. Not for our Soph. She 

worked her way through private houses then 

went into the restaurant and pub trade, did 

you know? Managed lots of pubs. She was a 

truly independent woman at a time in your 

country when even native women seldom 

achieved any independence, never mind 

immigrants. She had to be tougher than men. 

Denis looks even more puzzled. All of this is obviously new 
news to him. He shakes his bandages. Sorry, his head. 
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DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

Just knew her as a friend of the family. But 

as for her life… 

NADIRA 

You could do worse than play back her 

session. She eventually rose to maitresse d' 

after working as a silver service waitress 

with the White Star line. That's where her 

nickname came from, you know. Hardly anyone 

knew how she got it. She told everyone she 

was the only silver miner in California at a 

time when everyone else was prospecting for 

gold. Travelled all over the world. And as 

for the famous people she met and had affairs 

with… 

DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

I know she never did do what was expected of 

her. 

NADIRA 

It's a shame more ordinary people don't get a 

chance to leave behind some record of their 

experiences. She told me everything, had me 

crying all night. I wish I'd met her. I bet 

if my mother and father cut sessions I would 

learn more things about them than they have 

ever told me. As it is, there'll be things 

about them I won't know after they are dead. 

DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

I wouldn't call Soph ordinary… but I know 

what you mean. 

A nurse comes. Nadira gets up and moves away. The nurse 
pulls the curtain round Denis's bed to give him various 

 - 23 - 



injections and happy pills. Nadira is still visible through 
a gap in the curtain, chatting to another patient. 

NARRATOR 

Nadira actually felt Silver Soph's presence 

as if it had been real! As if she had been 

side-by-side with Soph during those 

experiences. None of it could have been more 

vivid to Nadira if she had downloaded 

information direct to her brain. Or 

experienced an external ambiente session. And 

despite the traumas she has been through -

losing Chris and Spen, and coming across me 

on death's door- Nadira can still talk about 

how beneficial a brain session could be. She 

obviously doesn't mean to put her parents 

through the trauma of a real session, but she 

would like the outcome. That was exactly what 

Soph had wanted, and Nadira too lamented the 

fact that so few of us ever had the chance to 

leave behind some record of their 

experiences. Interesting, very interesting. 

Hang on! Nadira's English is shit-hot, yes. 

But Soph's accent? Not to mention her unique 

expressions and customised grammar! 

The nurse finishes and draws back the curtain. Nadira comes 
and sits back down. 

NADIRA 

She had me crying with laughter, though, most 

of the time. How on earth she ever managed to 

bite her tongue while waiting on rich people, 

I'll never know. And how her employers tried 

to tame her spirit! But she was too good at 

her job and too popular with the men she 
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served. The very ones who were maintaining 

the status quo she so abhorred, maintaining 

the infrastructure that perpetuated 

privileged resources in the hands of the few. 

Those superior caste generals and aristocrat 

idiot statesmen never once found out what 

Soph used to put in their food. She had them 

eating out of her hands, and out of a lot of 

other places! She seemed more chilled out and 

docile when she was younger, before she 

started devoting her energies to her tobacco 

orgasms and her Australian sherry. 

NARRATOR 

Orgasms? Oh, yes, I remember. But maitresse 

d's and doing things to the food? I was only 

present at Soph's session till the time she 

became subdued and went silent, so what 

Nadira is talking about must be from the rest 

of Soph's session. What the hell am I talking 

about! All of this means Nadira must have 

managed to decipher the session and 

understand Soph! I must be delirious. Wait a 

minute! Didn't Nadira say immigrant? 

Outsider? Silver Soph? Wonder why! What else 

did Nadira know about Soph that I didn't? 

DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

Aussie white, Nadira, not sherry. Soph would 

never have called… 

NADIRA 

Whatever. Soph said she was infamous for her 

Remembering Sunday displays. Is that right? 
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DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

Remembering? Oh, Poppy Day! Yes, for the 

first twenty or so Novembers after the end of 

the war they used to try and arrest her. But 

they gave up on that and the BBC became very 

reluctant to broadcast any proceedings from 

the Liverpool Cenotaph. Radio broadcasts were 

even banned. 

NADIRA 

Really? 

DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

Frankie Goes To Hollywood even sampled her. 

There were a few 'Two Tribes Silver Soph 

Cenotaph RantMix' white label promos pressed 

up, but the band themselves withdrew it at 

the last minute. Too controversial, they 

said. Relatives and family friends would 

never have spoken to them again. Worth a 

fortune now, though. 

NADIRA 

Now everyone who she offends no longer has to 

look the other way and pretend she isn't 

there. The few that have outlived her, that 

is. 

Cut to: 
 55 Int. Day. Silver Soph's Living room _________________  

Denis is listening to Soph in scene 28, as he connects her 
up to the device. Close-up of Soph, showing the fire that 
was inside her. 

NARRATOR 

I thought back for a second to how fired up 

Soph had been during the session, ranting on 
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all cylinders as if she was on her first 

legs, never mind her last. I remembered how 

hard it had been for me to follow her. I had 

just nodded, saying yes and no in what seemed 

to be appropriate places. 

Back to: 
 56 Int. Day. Hospital ward _____________________________  

DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

Listen, Nadira, don't take this too 

personally, and I don't mean to offend you… 

NADIRA 

So dying on me isn't offence enough! There's 

worse to come? 

Denis clams up, shame-faced. Nadira laughs. 

NADIRA 

No, go on, Denis, I'm only kidding. 

DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

How can you be sure about what Soph said? 

Nadira looks at Denis blankly. 

DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

Well, she wasn't the easiest person in the 

world to understand. Even I… And your 

English… 

NADIRA 

My English? What are you talking about? 

Denis looks at Nadira and nearly blurts it out. 

DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

How could you understand Soph? 

NADIRA 

Soph? 
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Nadira starts to laugh at the suggestion, then looks at the 
monitors Denis is hooked up to. She frowns. 

NADIRA 

Soph wasn't English! She spoke Arabic! You 

have heard of Arabic? Of course I understood 

every word, my dear. 

(a bit sarcastically, waving her hand in 
front of his eyes) 

Hello, Sleeping Beauty Denis, shall I wake 

you up with a kiss? Sorry to shock you, but 

Arabic is my mother tongue. 

NARRATOR 

I took the puzzled expression from Nadira and 

put it on myself. A perfect fit. 

NADIRA 

She lived in England so long that I admit I 

couldn't place her Arabic accent. That's not 

surprising. English? Have you played back her 

session? And you were there? 

DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

Only for a while, at the start. 

NADIRA 

Are we even talking about the same person? 

Maybe I should call a doctor, you need more 

drugs! 

 (smiling, relieving a little tension) 
Yes, you British like that, don't you! 

DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

Well, what about Spen and Chris? They each 

warned you I might be trying the same 

experiments, didn't they? 
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NADIRA 

Yes, of course. 

DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

And that's how you thought to check in on me? 

Did they write notes to you? 

NADIRA 

No. 

This has thrown Denis. He looks at Nadira blankly. 

NADIRA (CONT.) 

I played back their sessions. 

Denis looks at Nadira even more blankly. 

NADIRA (CONT.) 

I was looking for help, information. 

Anything! I was desperate! I didn't want the 

same to happen to you. You can't all leave 

me, selfish men! 

Dry throat, pounding heart, sweating hands, face going 
scarlet, burning up… 

DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

And…, do you remember what language their 

sessions were in? 

NADIRA 

Eng-…no… 

Nadira checks herself, puzzled, not believing what she is 
about to say. She has genuine fear in her eyes. Denis can 
tell she felt the same ghosts breathing all over her that 
he does. 

NADIRA (CONT.) 

Ara-… no! 

DENIS (SUBTITLED) 

Nadira, Soph was from Liverpool. As Scouse as 

they come. 
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NADIRA 

And Chris and Spen didn't speak Arab-… 
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