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EXT. – DUSK - Palladian Estate       1 

A Palladian house, coated with snow. More snow flutters down. 

 

ANWEN V.O. 

The first time I went to that house, it 

was winter. 

 

EXT. – DUSK - Palladian Estate       2 

Every flower is white, every water-feature is frozen. 

 

ANWEN V.O. 

(cont.) I think. It was always winter 

there. 

 

EXT./INT. – DUSK - Palladian Estate      3 

The twin door knockers are detailed solid gold lion’s heads 

with great rings through their nostrils. They open as Anwen 

speaks, to the grandeur inside: a great chandelier and 

staircase flanked by impossibly large bouquets of white flowers 

inside enormous glass vases. 

 

ANWEN V.O. 

(cont.) The door swung itself open for 

my father and I to go inside which made 

me stop but he urged me on, eager to 

show me this magic house. Don’t laugh, 

it really was magic.  

 

INT. – DUSK - Palladian Estate       4 

Through the opulent corridors, bathed in white and delicate 

opal ornaments, more white bouquets blooming in various sizes, 

leading to the dining room. 

 

ANWEN V.O. 

(cont.) We sat at a long table full of 

cold meats, fresh salads, and the 

softest bread I’ve ever had. I waited 

for whoever owned the house to appear 

but no one did.  

 

INT. – DUSK - Palladian Estate       5 

An incredible spread of cold foods – save those kept warm by 

ornate Bunsen burners -  from all over the world practically 

overflow from the long, long table. 

 

ANWEN V.O. 

I felt eyes on the back of my neck, 

though. Even while I thought my dad was 

going crazy and had paid for all this 

to surprise me: we’d been pretty skint 

for almost a year so I thought maybe  
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ANWEN 

(cont.) this was his way of telling me 

we had money again.  

 

INT. – DUSK - Palladian Estate       6 

In the house, only one room is lit by a candle in its most 

meagre of windows.  

ANWEN V.O. 

(cont.) It wasn’t. In fact, he left me 

there. Just disappeared and left me in 

a stranger’s house. I couldn’t tell you 

how long I was there. I was so scared, 

the whole time. I never saw anyone, not 

once. 

 

INT. – - Burlesque Club         7 

ANWEN sits at the bar with other members of staff after a 

shift. FELICITY, a dancer like Anwen, both of them with make-

up yet to be wiped off and more exaggerated than their baggy 

tops and jumpers over tight leggings, and the bouncer, DAVID, 

have a drink. 

 

FELICITY 

So what has that got to do with David 

seeing lions kill an antelope on safari 

in Africa? 

 

ANWEN 

The master of the house was a lion. 

 

FELICITY 

What? How old were you? 

 

ANWEN 

Eleven. 

 

DAVID 

You’re not taking advantage of my good 

nature and getting that MDMA past me, 

Anwen, are you? 

 

ANWEN 

I’m not kidding! There was a fucking 

lion in this house! 

 

FELICITY 

I think you’re just remembering a fever 

dream or some shit, babe. 
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DAVID 

And what kind of father leaves his 

daughter in an empty house she thinks 

is magic? 

 

Anwen chews her tongue. Felicity hits David’s arm. 

 

FELICITY 

(hissing) She doesn’t speak to her dad. 

 

DAVID 

I know – 

 

FELICITY 

So shut up. 

 

ANWEN 

Actually, I can’t talk to my dad 

anymore. 

 

FELICITY 

Why not? 

 

ANWEN 

He’s dead. 

 

FELICITY 

I’m so sorry. 

 

Anwen finishes her drink. 

 

ANWEN 

I’m not. 

 

Anwen leaves. Felicity hits David on the arm again. 

 

INT. - – Palladian house/dining room      8 

A young Anwen is led by her father into the dining room. He is 

in a nice, but old suit, and she wears a yellow tea-dress. The 

room is Queen Anne, tapestried, with a table of cold food but 

one soup kept hot over a spirit lamp. 

 

They eat in silence, Anwen looking to her father for comfort 

in an evidently odd situation. He sits her next to him at the 

table. 

 

MR LAMB 

Go ahead, Anwen, it would be rude to waste. 

 

ANWEN 

Mm. What are you having? 
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INT. - – Palladian house/dining room       9 

Young Anwen sits in front of an emptied plate alone in the 

dining room. She leans back in her chair to look along a small 

corridor. She can see her father talking to someone. 

 

Anwen leaves the chair and sneaks to the opening of the 

corridor and takes a closer look. She sees a lion’s paw on the 

ground. She whips herself backwards, to plaster herself on the 

wall. 

 

Her father begins to return, and she rushes back to her seat. 

He kisses her on the head, sorrow clear in his voice: 

  

MR LAMB 

You won’t be staying long, I promise. 

 

He goes quickly, never looking back. Anwen stares after him, 

dumbstruck. 

 

The sound of a lion’s rumbling gets her attention and she 

turns her head slowly to the corridor, eyes wide. 

 

INT. - – Funeral          10 

ANWEN sits at the front of several rows of chairs like pews in 

a pale, almost-white blue room. She sits alone, looking at the 

coffin her father’s corpse rests in. She has heavy black make-

up on her eyes and lips. She wears black fishnets and little 

black shorts with skeleton hands on the back pockets. Her 

black blouse is see-through and she wears an intricate 

bralette that’s straps form an upside down pentacle on her 

chest and back. She wears a thick choker and as many long 

silver chains around her neck as she has black beaded bangles 

around her wrists. She looks fed up. There is no one else 

there. 

 

LEON enters. He wears an expensive dark-grey suit with a high 

collar and purple handkerchief in the breast pocket. His hands 

sport several large rings, his hair is thick and trimmed, as 

is his neatly shaped beard, both a sandy-blonde, heavily 

peppered with grey. 

 

The sound of his entry makes Anwen turn. 

 

LEON 

(holding his hand out to her) Miss 

Lamb, please accept my condolences. 

 

He stands before her. She remains seated, brow furrowed. He 

retracts his hand. 
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LEON 

This is a difficult time for you, I 

understand. 

 

ANWEN 

Are you at the right Lamb’s funeral? 

 

Mr Lion goes to the open casket, pauses at the sight of Mr 

Lamb, and taps the coffin before returning to Anwen. 

 

LEON 

Positive. 

 

He sits on the chair across the ‘isle’ from Anwen. He opens 

his mouth to say something to her but is stopped as she 

abruptly leaves. He doesn’t watch her but smirks at the floor. 

 

INT. - – Bar           11 

ANWEN sucks on a straw in a tall glass until it is empty at 

the bar. She is drunk. A STRANGER approaches and leans in 

close to her. 

 

STRANGER 

What’s your name, darlin’? 

 

ANWEN 

Anwen. It is Welsh and it means - 

 

STRANGER 

Beautiful. 

 

Anwen closes one eye and aims a finger gun at him, mouthing 

‘pew’ as she ‘fires’ at him. 

 

STRANGER 

No, I meant you’re beautiful. 

 

ANWEN 

Oh, smooth operator, eh? 

 

STRANGER 

I try to be. 

 

The Stranger puts his arm around Anwen. 

 

ANWEN 

Don’t put your hand there, man. 

 

STRANGER 

(moving his arm to her hip) Relax, I’m 

a nice guy – 
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A hand claps onto the Stranger’s shoulder. Hard. LEON meets 

the Stranger’s eyes. 

 

STRANGER 

Can I help you? 

 

LEON 

Go back to your table, friend. 

 

STRANGER 

Friend? (to Anwen) Do you know this guy? 

 

Anwen is oblivious to the encounter directly next to her as 

she orders another drink. 

 

LEON 

Now. 

 

The Stranger shuffles off, muttering obscenities beneath his 

breath. Leon leans his elbows onto the bar next to Anwen and 

sighs. 

 

LEON 

Is this where the reception for your 

father is being held? 

 

ANWEN 

Are you following me? 

 

LEON 

No. 

 

The bar tender puts another drink down in front of her which 

Leon passes back to him the instant it hits the bar. 

 

LEON 

She’s not drinking that. 

 

ANWEN 

(reaching for the glass) Yes, I am. 

 

Leon snatches the glass and drains the contents himself. He 

reacts poorly and she laughs at him. 

 

ANWEN 

I take a triple measure. 

 

LEON 

(disgusted) And you dilute it. 
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He puts cash on the bar and pulls at her arm like she is a 

child to get her off the chair. Her legs buckle under her and 

she drops straight to the floor. 

 

INT. - – Anwen’s flat/hall        12 

LEON opens the door and enters. ANWEN pushes her way past the 

door and starts to pull off her jewellery. Her apartment is 

bright, large, and sparsely decorated. Leon looks at the bare 

walls, and takes his shoes off at the door. He follows her to 

the kitchen. 

 

INT. - – Anwen’s flat/kitchen        13 

It is a riot. The cupboard doors are duck-egg blue and the 

unit top is black. The fridge is integrated as is all other 

white-goods since there is nothing but cupboard doors along 

the walls. There is a kitchen island in the centre too. Anwen 

seems to forever be trying to get further away from him. 

 

ANWEN 

How did you know my dad? 

 

LEON 

Your father worked for me for a long 

time. This place was part of his 

contract. 

 

Anwen scoffs. He walks around the island to her. She hastily 

grabs a glass from the unit and goes around the other side to 

the tap where she fills it with water. 

 

ANWEN 

Okay well I’m going to bed. 

 

LEON 

I can let myself out. 

 

Leon puts his hands in his pockets and looks around the flat. 

Anwen watches him carefully from the kitchen, struggling to 

decide if she should, could or even would try to kick him out.  

 

The living room is bare but for a grey couch and coffee table. 

There is a television and games console at the foot of the 

television but no tv-stand. There is a rack of clothes drying 

by the ajar window. Leon doesn’t enter aNy room more than a 

couple of steps. 

 

Anwen swaps the glass of water for a quarter-full bottle of 

dark rum which she chugs. 
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ANWEN 

The stranger in my house, owns my 

house, so I can’t kick him out of my 

house… 

 

She sneaks past him to her room. The final room he looks into 

is her bedroom. She is dead asleep. He walks around the room. 

There are bean-bags, an overflowing chest of drawers with 

three mirrors on top surrounded by hair sprays, brushes, make-

up and photos. Across from the bed, the wall is filled by a 

poster of a map of the world that Anwen has decorated with 

post-cards, and photographs around cities she’s been. Flanking 

the large poster are photographs of her and her burlesque 

friends dancing in corsets, with exaggerated make-up. The room 

is very bright and Leon closes the curtains, submerging them 

both into blackout darkness. 

 

INT. - – Anwen’s Flat/Bedroom        14 

Anwen wakes in the darkness of her room, in childish matching 

pyjamas. The sound of a rumbling from a lion alerts her to 

move cautiously. She turns to lie flat slowly as a lion steps 

predator-like onto her bed, over her. She is paralyzed as it’s 

face approaches hers and as it roars, she screams. 

 

EXT. - – Palladian house Garden       15 

Young Anwen comes across a dead deer, its neck bloody and eyes 

bulging at her. The brown pelt and abundance of blood are a 

stark contrast to the world in white – she herself is wrapped 

warmly in all white. A white Staffordshire Bull Terrier by her 

side tugs at her coat to get her away, but she is frozen in 

place as plumes of foggy air escape from her nose. The 

rumbling of a lion prefaces the emergence of a lion. Once she 

sees it the plumes of fog stop. It roars at her and she flees 

to the gates of the property. 

 

The lion never attacks young Anwen, but appears as if from 

nowhere to redirect her through the snow-dusted antique 

cypress, the white-rose trees and frozen-still water features 

back to the house. 

 

When the house door is finally in sight, the white dog waits 

for her, barking in anticipation of her return. 

 

She makes it through the door. 

 

INT. - – Palladian house – Night       16 

A series of clips where young Anwen skulks around the house, 

always close to the walls in the halls, carefully peering 

around corners and into open doors, stepping as softly as she 

can manage with bare feet. 
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Finally, she comes across the snug, leather-panelled study. By 

the fire lies the lion. She hesitates. The white dog appears 

between the two wing-backed chairs facing the fire with a 

burgundy smoking jacket in her mouth and pulls it around the 

lion. Anwen’s face furrows, curious. 

 

Anwen softly creeps to the back of one of the chairs. When she 

peers around the chair at the lion, it’s head is raised, 

looking directly at her. 

 

THE LION 

You should be in bed, little one. 

 

Anwen faints. 

 

INT. - – Anwen’s Flat/ Bedroom       17 

Anwen wakes and breathes heavily as though having run a 

marathon. She sits up, slowing her breathing from the dream-

memories. She looks to the door suspicious that Leon is still 

there but he is not. She rises and trudges to the kitchen, 

hung-over. 

 

INT. - - Anwen’s flat/Kitchen        18 

The kitchen has been tidied. She pours herself a glass of 

water and sips at it as she slips her hand over the worktops. 

She turns her palm up to her face and rubs her fingers 

together to signal how clean they are. She opens the fridge 

expecting there to be little inside to work with for a meal, 

but it’s full. She selects an apple and takes just one bite as 

she closes the fridge door. She sets the apple down and walks 

around the island to stop at a set of documents by the land-

line. 

 

One of the documents is a letter-headed contract of employment 

between her father and Mr Leander. A business card slides off 

it as she lifts it. It holds the same lion’s head logo as the 

letter-head and spells out Mr. Leon Leander, with a phone-

number underneath. Anwen sets the document down and pushes it 

all off the worktop behind her as she exits. 

 

INT. - – Paladian house/ Sitting room      19 

In the glow of the fire, young ANWEN sits on the floor, the 

DOG lying against her, it’s head in her lap as she claps it 

and massages its ears. THE LION sits in his wing-backed chair 

sipping white wine. 

 

THE LION 

You are quiet tonight. 

 

ANWEN 

I’m thinking. 
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THE LION 

That is not like you. I am accustomed 

to your every thought spilling from 

your lips entirely unchecked. 

 

Anwen is poised to reply but does not. 

 

THE LION 

There is one question you have not yet 

asked me since you came here. 

 

ANWEN 

Oh? 

 

THE LION 

(amused) So ask it. 

 

ANWEN 

(beat) I don’t know how. 

 

THE LION 

Yes, you do. 

 

ANWEN 

No, I mean, I don’t know how to ask it 

without… 

 

THE LION 

Without? 

 

Anwen looks up at the Lion, her hands stilling on the dog’s 

head, her mouth slightly agape and eyes wide. 

 

ANWEN 

(quietly) Why are you a lion? 

 

The Lion leans forward, threatening in his posture. 

 

THE LION 

Speak up, now. 

 

ANWEN 

Why are you a lion? 

 

The Lion drains the wine glass. Looks at her almost 

disdainfully. 

 

THE LION 

(rising to fill his glass) That is not 

a story for a little girl. 
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ANWEN 

(standing) I am not a little girl. 

 

THE LION 

No? 

 

ANWEN 

No. 

 

THE LION 

Yet here you are, my charge – 

 

ANWEN 

Your guest. 

 

THE LION 

Are you really? 

 

Anwen has no answer. The Lion produces a second wine glass 

from a cupboard and fills it with wine. Just a little. He 

passes it to her. She takes it, barely able to comfortably 

hold it. 

 

Without a word, his eyes on hers all the time, he drinks. She 

follows his example, but her face pinches at the taste. She 

perseveres and swallows but the swallowing is more than her 

pallet can handle. She reacts poorly and sets the glass on the 

floor to splutter. 

 

He laughs. 

 

ANWEN 

Fine. Don’t tell me. 

 

THE LION 

Perhaps, when you are grown, you can 

return here and I will tell you. 

 

ANWEN 

Do you promise? 

 

THE LION 

I promise. Will you? 

 

ANWEN 

What? 

 

THE LION 

Will you promise to return? 
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She steps back and spills the wine glass. It shatters and the 

dog comes to lick the spill up immediately. She stares at it 

dumbly. 

 

The sound of the smash brings a fierce roar from The Lion. She 

tenses in fear and the dog stops lapping.  

 

ANWEN 

I’m so sorry! 

 

THE LION 

Yet you stand stock still like such 

things mend themselves. 

 

ANWEN 

Can you fix broken glass? 

 

THE LION 

(already leaving) No. 

 

INT. - – Outside Anwen’s flat door       20 

A showered, make-up-less Anwen in leggings and a baggy jumper 

with a large shoulder-bag leaves her apartment. She hears a 

rumble like the lion’s and pauses to look up and down the 

hall. A someone walks around the corner of the hall dragging a 

Henry Hoover behind them. She carries on to work. 

 

EXT. - – The city streets        21 

Anwen walks across the road amongst the thick crowd of people. 

She sees ahead a lion’s hind leg and tail disappear behind the 

corner of a building though and stops in the middle of the 

road, terrified. 

 

The crowd passes her and she is alone on the road. The traffic 

lights have turned green and she remains until several car 

horns propel her back to the start of the crossing. 

 

She tries to gain control of her breathing. 

 

INT. - – Burlesque Club/Dressing room      22 

Anwen sits in front of one of several mirrors putting her make 

up on. She drops a brush and bends to pick it up, but is 

propelled back, out of the chair, falling. All the time she 

stares at a decapitated deer-head staring back at her, blood 

all over the floor around it. 

 

FELICITY comes to her and helps her up. 

 

FELICITY 

Anwen! Jesus, what happened? 
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Anwen looks at Felicity, and back to the floor. There is no 

deer there. 

 

ANWEN 

Uh, I just took a head-rush. 

 

Both now standing, Felicity looks at Anwen with deep concern. 

She rubs Anwen’s arm. 

 

FELICITY 

Sweetheart, should you be here? You 

know, so soon after your dad died? 

 

Anwen comes out of her shock. 

 

ANWEN 

We weren’t close, Felicity, I’m fine. 

 

FELICITY 

Even so, death of a parent brings other 

stuff up, you know? (seeing Anwen isn’t 

following) Mortality. 

 

ANWEN 

It was just a head rush. I bent to pick 

up a brush too fast. (retrieving the 

brush from the floor) See? 

 

FELICITY 

Okay, but let me know if you need to 

talk. 

 

Felicity hugs Anwen who politely hugs back. She takes her seat 

again as Felicity leaves her and looks at herself in the 

mirror. She doesn’t move her head but looks to where the deer 

head was. She sighs and shakes her head before resuming 

putting on her make-up. 

 

INT. - – Burlesque Club/Main floor       23 

Anwen and Felicity dance on stage to ‘Gold Lion’ by the Yeah 

Yeah Yeahs. Anwen is dressed as a ring-master and Felicity is 

dressed as a lion. At first Anwen has ‘control’ of the lion in 

the dance, but the tables turn. Anwen is on the floor and 

Felicity, on all fours, crosses the stage towards her. 

 

Suddenly Anwen sees the Lion in place of Felicity. She freezes 

on the stage and Felicity tries her best to carry on the show, 

to improvise in Anwen’s paralytic state. Abruptly Anwen begins 

to scream and the curtains have to be pulled down. 

 

INT. - – Burlesque Club/Office 



14 
 

The office overlooks the show from a long window at the back 

of the hall. Inside, Anwen trembles under a blanket next to 

the computer on which a fireplace screensaver crackles. 

FELICITY passes ANWEN a whiskey which Anwen sips. She puts her 

hand over her eyes. 

 

ANWEN 

I don’t know what came over me. 

 

FELICITY 

It’s fine. 

 

ANWEN 

It isn’t fine. Felicity, I’m seeing 

dead deer heads, and fucking lions! 

 

FELICITY 

(taking a seat) You’re not well, don’t 

give yourself a hard time. 

 

ANWEN 

I’m perfectly well. Its. Its that 

house. The one I told you about. 

 

FELICITY 

Don’t say that. 

 

ANWEN 

It is, though. God, it’s taken so long 

to hit me but I lived in a house with a 

fucking talking lion! 

 

FELICITY 

Anwen! Enough! Look, you’re going 

through some stuff just now, I get it. 

But listen to what you’re saying. 

(beat) I want you to take some time 

off. Go travelling again, get out of 

your own head. 

 

Anwen scratches at her hairline. 

 

FELICITY 

Take my advice, Anwen. I think it’ll 

make a huge difference for you. 

 

After a pause, Anwen takes Felicity’s hand. 

 

ANWEN 

Okay, I will. I’ll go and take a break. 
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Felicity hugs her. 

 

FELICITY 

I’m so glad. (They part) I have to get 

back on stage. Don’t leave without 

saying goodbye, okay? 

 

Anwen nods. She sips at the whiskey as Felicity closes the 

door behind her. She looks to the fire on the screen. 

 

INT. - – Anwen’s flat/         25 

It’s a mess again. There are letters piled at the front door. 

No clothes are drying but the washing machine is open and 

overflowing with clothes to be washed. Anwen sits on her bed, 

chewing her nail and staring at the window, not truly paying 

attention to herself.  There is a full bag at the bottom 

corner of the bed and a black leather jacket on top of it. She 

finally looks at the bag. Stops chewing. Then rises, pulling 

on the jacket in one smooth motion and lifting the bag as she 

leaves the flat. 

 

EXT. - – Palladian house         26 

Anwen approaches the house. The gates open for her of their 

own volition. The snow falls only on the house and garden. As 

she walks to the house she touches the rose trees but there 

are no roses, not even buds. Beyond, there is no light on in 

the house. 

 

When she reaches the door, she pauses at the lion-knockers. 

Both are faded and flecked with a black crust. She reaches to 

knock but the door swings back, groaning heavily. The white 

Staffordshire’s paws are heard scampering towards her. Before 

she can enter, the dog comes to her, tail wagging, jumping her 

paws onto Anwen’s thighs until she kneels and greets the dog 

affectionately. As though giving her into trouble, the dog 

licks at her neck and arms, making the strange noises of a 

happy Staffy. 

 

Inside, the house is all dark. The dog herds Anwen inside and 

the door shuts behind her. She puts the torch on her phone on 

to look around. Flower-stems have withered and died in great 

vases. A grand chandelier is tangled in cobwebs. And the dog 

waits for her to follow on the staircase. She walks behind the 

old dog. 

 

Like a ghost it leads her through the old halls, passing 

closed doors, and more empty vases, and stains on the walls 

where pictures used to hang. 

 

She seems to walk for a long time to reach a little hidden 

staircase. Mice and spiders flee as the dog scales the steps 
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and she looks up to a flickering light from a candle on the 

ceiling. 

 

INT. - – Palladian house/Loft        27 

Anwen enters this little room, bare of wall paper and paint, 

of flooring with an iron bed and knitted blankets for bedding. 

Leon sleeps on the bed, sweat on his furrowed brow, dark 

circles under his eyes and purple-tinted lips. The dog jumps 

onto the bed at his feet and looks expectantly between Anwen 

and him. 

 

Anwen is confused. She approaches carefully the bedside table, 

which is stocked full of foiled pill trays, pill bottles, and 

tinctures. She reaches to lift one and see what he is taking, 

but he starts, wakened by the presence of someone hovering by 

his bed. 

 

LEON 

Anwen! What the Hell are you doing 

here? 

 

He lifts the covers up over his bare chest and tries to sit 

up. Anwen notices the tattoo across his chest: a lion’s face, 

roaring. 

 

INT. - – Anwen’s flat/Bedroom        28 

Just as she was after her father’s funeral, when the lion 

approached her bed, but it’s Leon instead of the Lion that 

approaches. 

 

EXT. - – The city streets        29 

Just as she was on her way to work last, but the disappearing 

hind quarters and tail are just Leon walking away past, 

probably following her. 

 

INT. - – The Burlesque Club/Main floor      30 

Just as she was when she hallucinated the lion, but she spies 

Leon in the crowd, by the bar just before Felicity becomes a 

lion in her eyes. 

 

INT. - – Palladian house         31 

Anwen smiles and raises her hand to her head as Leon gives up 

trying to sit up – too ill. 

 

ANWEN 

It was a tattoo. 

 

LEON 

Excuse me? 

 

There is a chair by the bed that Anwen sits in. 
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ANWEN 

Do you remember the summer I spent here 

as a child? 

 

LEON 

(Beat) Yes. 

 

ANWEN 

My whole life I’ve remembered that time 

as a nightmare. I’ve remembered a 

talking lion in a fucking smoking 

jacket and all along it was just you: 

the man with the lion tattoo on his 

chest. 

 

Leon rests back and closes his eyes. 

 

LEON 

I see. 

 

Anwen seems to remember herself and rises. 

 

ANWEN 

You were stalking me. 

 

LEON 

I’m too ill to be stalking anyone. 

 

Anwen scrutinises him. Is he lying? Is she making a mountain 

out of a mole hill? 

 

ANWEN 

I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing 

here. I’m sorry to have disturbed you. 

 

As she rises his hand shoots out, grasping her arm. 

 

LEON 

No! 

 

ANWEN 

Let go of my arm. 

 

As if forcing himself to do so, Leon releases his grip and 

pulls his hand into himself. 

 

LEON 

Why did you come here? 

 

Anwen hesitates, poised to answer and flees. 
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LEON 

Anwen! ANWEN! 

 

INT - - STAIRS           32 

Anwen rushes down the steps and the dog is hot on her heels, 

snapping at her ankles and the hem of her jacket. 

 

INT - - UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR        33 

Anwen runs from the little cubby-hole stairs, and the dog 

stops at the foot of them, barking and howling after her. 

 

INT - - FOYER           34 

Anwen runs to the doors that close of their own accord. 

Plunging her into darkness. Candlewicks spontaneously combust. 

She runs to a door that shuts on her. Then another, which 

bursts open on her, throwing her back. 

 

INT - - UPTSTAIRS CORRIDOR        35 

Leon half crawls half lunges his way along the corridor. The 

dog barking around him, but never under his feet. 

 

INT - - FOYER           36 

Anwen sits up from her fall and each floorboard she sets a 

hand on trembles so violently she takes her hand away. She 

rises, panic-stricken and tries to go forward but the 

floorboards spring up around her, fencing her in, circling 

her. 

 

Leon clings to the banister as he descendS the stairs. 

 

LEON 

Enough! 

 

The floorboards still but remain floating and the dog stops 

barking. 

 

Anwen looks up at him. He meets her eyes. He is pained. 

 

LEON 

Let her go. 

 

The floorboards clatter to the ground in a heap. The 

chandelier twinkles as though a wind has disturbed it. 

 

Anwen leaves the house without it stopping her. 

 

EXT - - GARDEN          37 

As Anwen walks through the garden towards the gates, Leon 

emerges from the front doors. 
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LEON 

Anwen! Please stop! 

 

He hobbles after her. 

 

LEON 

Anwen, when I asked why you were here I 

knew! I thought you did too! 

 

Anwen spins around. 

 

ANWEN 

How the fuck could you know? 

 

Leon stops, breathless and drops to one knee, exhausted. 

 

ANWEN 

I’m not falling for that gambit. 

 

LEON 

I’m not… It’s not a gambit. 

 

She steps cautiously towards him. 

 

LEON 

The dead-end job, the empty apartment, 

no one but us at your father’s funeral, 

 

ANWEN 

He’s got nothing to do with me. 

 

Anwen starts for the exit again. 

 

LEON 

Stop! 

 

She does, looking over her shoulder to him, angry. 

 

LEON 

And the map on your wall. All those 

pictures. That’s not adventure, that’s 

escape. I know! Escape from loneliness 

and the noise of living out there. But 

escape is only ever temporary, Anwen. 

You just want to be happy. Like you 

were when you were here. Like I was. 

 

ANWEN 

What kind of sick delusion are you 

living? 
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LEON 

(Laughing at himself) It does look that 

way, doesn’t it? 

 

ANWEN 

It was a twisted, sick thing my father 

did leaving me here with a complete 

stranger, but his dying wasn’t an 

invitation to start stalking me, mate. 

I’ve got friends who will make you a 

new joint and fold you in two. 

 

LEON 

(laughing at the notion) Drinking-

buddies. 

 

ANWEN 

What? 

 

LEON 

You don’t have friends, Beautiful, you 

have drinking buddies. 

 

Losing her temper Anwen strides to him and wraps a hand around 

his neck. 

 

ANWEN 

How long have you been following me? 

 

LEON 

Not following. (He points to the house) 

Watching in your mirror. 

 

A beat. She drops him like he’s suddenly hot. 

 

ANWEN 

You need help. 

 

LEON 

I do. 

 

She starts to leave but he catches her ankle. She kicks him in 

the face and storms off. 

 

A rumbling – like a lion’s – comes from his chest. He holds 

his stomach like he might be sick. 

 

LEON 

Anwen! Anwen, I’ll die without you! 

 

He begins to stand. She stops and turns to look at him. 
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ANWEN 

(calling out over the distance between 

them) Do you hear how this sounds? 

 

LEON 

Yes! And I was resigned to dying here – 

but then you were here. 

 

ANWEN 

Because I’ve lost my mind as well! And 

this is exactly what I needed (turning 

away) to get it back! 

 

LEON 

(hobbling towards her) Wait! Wait! 

 

She looks over her shoulder again. 

 

LEON 

We made each other a promise when you 

were young. 

 

ANWEN 

I am not that little girl! 

 

LEON 

Can you just try to hear me?! 

 

She turns fully to him. 

 

LEON 

Forget who needs what from whom. I can 

offer – 

 

ANWEN 

(leaving again) I don’t need some 

hollowed out version of love on a 

fucking platter. 

 

LEON 

Anwen! 

 

She turns back to him. 

 

LEON 

I promised I’d tell you why I was a 

lion. 

 

ANWEN 

You’re not a lion! 
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Leon roars, with the unmistakable tembre of a lion. He is 

forced to his knees and pulls away his shirt. Before her eyes 

he becomes a lion, the tattoo taking on 3D form and 

practically discarding his body like he did with his shirt. 

 

Anwen watches, stunned. 

 

Once the transformation is complete, the Lion struggles to 

breathe and lies on the ground. 

 

Anwen takes time to work up the courage to approach the lion. 

When she does she touches it with shaking hands to check it’s 

real and begins to breathe frantically herself. 

 

The Lion’s head moves. 

 

THE LION 

Magic. I can offer you magic. 

 

Anwen puts her shaking hands over her trembling lips in utter 

disbelief. Tears stream from her eyes taking it all in. It 

takes time for her to do so, the reality of that which isn’t 

possibly real in front of her. 

 

ANWEN 

Magic? You’re dying. 

 

THE LION 

I promise not to so long as you’re 

here. 

 

ANWEN 

But what about (trail off) [my life, my 

job] 

 

THE LION 

What about what? 

 

ANWEN 

(a long pause) Absolutely nothing. 

 

The Lion rises, and slips his head under Anwen’s arm until her 

hand rests between his shoulder blades. He leads her inside. 

 

INT - - FOYER           38 

Anwen helps a now-human, and naked, Leon inside the door. The 

floodboards are in perfect place, polished even, the 

chandelier is brightly lit, the flowers in the vases are 

miraculously in full bloom and the little white Dog sits on 

the step, tail wagging, smiling an open, panting, doggy smile. 
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MATCH CUT: 

 

EXT - - GARDEN FACING FRONT DOOR.       39 

As Anwen and Leon enter, closing the door behind them the 

flowers bloom to life, the water unfreezes and flows, and all 

the windows of the house burn brightly with the candles lit 

inside. 

 

END. 


