Puppy Love – Second Draft

Puppy Love
Cast: Duncan (working character name), Michelle

1. “PRINCIPAL SHOT” INT. “WHITE ROOM”. DAY

EXTREME CLOSE-UP: DUNCAN’S EYE

The concept is of a single shot, of the length of the film, during which the camera is programmed to pan out progressively from an extreme close-up on Duncan’s eye to a medium shot of him, seated on a red chair, looking to camera-what might be a conventional “establishing shot”. This shot is the basis of the film. Key moments of the monologue are “illustrated” by still frames or short sequences. We cut to these from the “principal” shot, and back to it after them. 
The “white room” is a kind of imaginary metaspace from which Duncan delivers the monologue. The concept is of a completely white, potentially infinite space, with nothing in it but the chair and Duncan.. The set will be a white sheet, stretched taut and arranged so that the corners between the wall and the floor and ceiling do not show.
A fully-closed eye fills the frame. Pause.

DUNCAN

Michelle screamed.

The eye blinks open.

SOUND: MUSIC ENTERS 
CAMERA: PAN BEGINS

Maybe it was the sight of me covered in blood that did it. Knife in one hand, black plastic binbag in the other, naked except for my boxer shorts and a pair of yellow rubber gloves- it was the first time she’d seen me like that.

It was a pity she’d walked in on me: the place really was a bloody mess (no pun intended), it was everywhere. Plasmic, pungent, and plastering the room, the air was smothered by the stench of blood, warm and salty; and in every corner the mushy paste of chipped bone, raw guts and sticky fur – some splattered so thick it was almost black – crawled down the walls like burnt lasagne. I really had meant to clean the place up but she’d been very silly and come home earlier than I’d expected. And now I’d have to deal with it.

My story, which I’d prepared a few minutes ago to explain the situation had been good, but its credibility relied upon Michelle returning home at a time when the house would have been clean. Had things gone according to plan, it would have sounded like this.

2. INT. FLAT FRONT ROOM. DAY.

Duncan; dressed casually, looking utterly calm and convincing. He is standing in the corridor or front room, addressing Michelle who has just entered the flat. The shot is as close to an over-the shoulder view from Michelle’s POV, although Michelle’s shoulder does not actually appear in shot.
Michelle. Hi. Listen, I have some rather harsh news. It’s about your dog-little Ronan.

3. STILL FRAME. 
The corner of a girl’s bedroom mirror, into which has been wedged one, or maybe several, photos of a small, harmless-looking dog.
4. AS SHOT 2.
The camera begins to track towards him.
Yes, I think you better had sit down.
There’s no easy way to say this, Michelle. (Sigh) He’s gone. Disappeared. I was in the park taking him for his walkies and he just… (Breaking)…he just bit through the lead and ran away! I sprinted down the pavement after him, but he was too fast. I knocked on every door, I called his name in the street… (Tears now in full flow) I…I…I tried, Michelle! Oh Christ, I just hope he’s alright!
5. PRINCIPAL SHOT.

At this point I would have given her a hug, we both would have cried for a while and over dinner – which I would prepare – we would resolve to putting up “HAVE YOU SEEN THIS DOG?” signs on lampposts and hope for the best. I’d be supportive and fraternal, and she’d be blissfully unaware that the reason her “baby” had not been found was…

During this, DUNCAN gets up and begins to walk sideways. The camera stops moving backwards and tracks him. Over the next line, a wheelie bin with the lid open comes in to shot. He slams the lid shut.
…because the little fucker was in next door’s wheelie bin. 
He looks up to camera.
I would have liked that.

He walks back towards the chair and sits down during the next line.
But Michelle came home early. She saw that Ronan had been euthanised against his will and she guessed quite rightly that I had done it. A new story had to be improvised.
6. AS SHOT 2. CAMERA: HAND-HELD
This time Duncan is as described; boxers, rubber gloves, knife, binbag. He is covered in blood. His speech, directly to camera, is rushed, and he gesticulates wildly. During his speech, we see Michelle rush into shot, cutting him off when she runs into him with a punch. The camera tracks in to follow her at about a third of her speed.
(Breathless) Michelle! Allow me to explain! The dog! He just went mad; barking and biting, gnawing at my foot, foaming at the mouth! I had to do it, he was a wild monster! He would have killed us both had he been but given the chan-
BLACK.
I got that far before she started slapping and punching me, and screaming hysterically that I was a fucking bastard.

For a moment, we see Michelle attacking Duncan, slapping and punching. 
BLACK.
I took hold of her flailing arms, clamping mine around her back, and held her tight. 

7. Fade up on PRINCIPAL SHOT
For several minutes she continued to wail in protest, twisting and wriggling in my arms like a squid receiving electric shock therapy. But I pressed her face on to my chest, I tightened my grip,  and little by little she began to relax. Her screaming faculties had now been exhausted and the dregs of sound left in her voicebox were causing her to make comical honking noises, which would have sounded hideous on anyone else. She fainted in my arms.
8. INT. FLAT FRONT ROOM. SUNSET.

PROFILE: DUNCAN HOLDS AN UNCONSCIOUS MICHELLE IN HIS ARMS.
This is the only shot where Duncan does not directly address the camera. The idea is that the two of them in profile, him covered in blood and half-naked, she collapsed in his arms, will make the defining image of the film; no movement is necessary, and we remain with it for a moment to allow the audience to absorb it. Hopefully, a room can be found with nice natural light at sunset, and we will simply film in there. 
 Her face looked even more delicate among the shadows: her skin golden, her hair even thicker and darker, like an Egyptian princess. If her eyes had been open they would have been amazing too. I could look into them for hours and not get bored. Pain? Frustration? Inadequacies? These things don’t exist for me when I look into those eyes, so misty and deep you’d swear they went on forever.

9. INT. FLAT FRONT ROOM. SUNSET. 

MEDIUM SHOT: DUNCAN

He is sat cross-legged on the floor, with her body across his lap. We do not see her face. Duncan speaks, but does not look at the camera.
I’ve never been into anything as much as I’ve been into Michelle. It’s when I’m with her that I have clarity. My pulse speeds up, hairs tingle and shimmer like a row of chimes, and oxygen just explodes into my lungs and stretches them to their limit, and I feel like my brain’s been fired from a cannon; it’s screaming, spinning high and free through the wind, past the clouds, into the stars before wavering and plunging back down to earth, and when it lands it lands fast and straight – right into my skull again, reawakened. 
Finally, he looks directly into the lens.
And everything is perfectly balanced and exact.
10. CROSS-DISSOLVE: THE BACKGROUND CHANGES TO THAT OF THE WHITE ROOM.
I could make a million excuses for what I did today – all a load of bollocks. A therapist would analyse and ho-hum and suggest that it could be put down to a lot of dark, vicious emotions gestating inside me for a very long time. I certainly can’t explain it any other way. Did the dog really go mad and bite me? No. The truth is that I killed that bastard creature because it was a spoiled, hateful, malefic cunt. It had begun to assume more importance to Michelle than the humans who shared the flat. I’m last on the pecking order here, after him and a dog, a fucking animal! I thought if I ripped it apart I would feel better, but I don’t, yet.
SFX: THREE KNOCKS ON THE DOOR.

Duncan turns to look at the door.
He was behind the door, ready to take Michelle out to the cinema. I knew that when the door opened and he came in this moment of utter serenity and beauty would shatter and be lost forever. He would enter, he would shout and he would take Michelle, my sweet love, away from me.
He looks back to the camera.
And so the moments before I opened it became a desperate plea with my mind to fully appreciate exactly this moment in time, taking everything in as much as I could. I laid Michelle on the floor, softly kissed her forehead and took one last look at her, the paragon of vulnerability. Unconscious, mouth ajar, her face pale and puffy with tearstains and snot. Lying like a dead angel in this shitty, shitty world. I sighed, knowing I could have watched her all day. I felt physical pain as I walked towards the door; as though Ian had broken into my ribcage with a crowbar and covered my heart with vinegar. My eyes were stinging. I love her. I love her so much it makes me sick.

Gets up, begins to walk sideways. He walks past the end of the white screen; out of the “white room” of his imagination and back into the real world. Next to the door, he turns to face the camera.
Ian was still knocking when I reached the door, arsehole that he is. You just had to fucking push me, I swear to God. Knock, knock, knock… Knock, knock, knock… for God’s sake – we have a doorbell, you prick. And a spare binbag.

FIN
A note on location

In theory, we only need one large room to use as the set. Ideally, we want a room which has great natural light at sunset. It must also be large enough to carry out the “principal shot”; i.e. plenty of space to track the camera backwards into. Ideally there will be a long wall with a door in it, to allow enough space for the final shot to work. We can film the scenes which are in the “white room” with the white sheet stapled to one wall, and the other scenes without it. 

Lee’s added notes for story board

At the end he should not stand and move toward the door until after the final set of knocks. At which time he stands and delivers the line as he storms toward the door, “for god’s sake – we have a doorbell, you prick. And a spare binbag”
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