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BIRDFEEDER

EXT. A BRIDGE IN A DYSTOPIAN METROPOLIS. DAY

The crowded bridge leading over the river into the city.

The sky line is scattered with the black outlines of frozen cranes which stoop, broken along the distant coastline.

The sound of rushing, plopping and gurgling water. 

A strange shadow is cast across the bridge, it looks like the shape of a monstrous bird, hunched over.

The shadow is DAVE, twenty five, big eyes, big lips and a natural scowl, stooped over examining something cupped in his hands immediately in front of his face. 

In his grey hands he is holding a tiny red cocktail umbrella – he’s playing with it – distractedly - in awe. 

He looks up at the sky – a huge, beaked shadow rolls over his face. He shudders and hides the umbrella in a pocket.

The river storms beneath the bridge.

On the bank of the river there seems to be a pile of dead fish carcasses wearing a cheap suit; on top of the pile is a tiny glimmer of red plastic. 

EXT. BUSY CITY STREET. DAY

Beneath the dark shadows of the cranes is the empirical architecture of the true city.

Dave struggles through the seething crowd, getting stuck behind slow-coaches and beggars. 

On the opposite side of the road is POISON SELLER – tall, skinny with a silver, troutly shimmer to his long neck. 

He is tending to his SUICIDE QUEUE a line of dejected, skewbald fish people – each one holding onto little red trinkets; a thimble, a tractor, a little red dragon. 

In return for these he gives them little bottles of poison. On the bottles is the Poison Warning skull-and-cross-bones, but where it should say “Poison” it says “Poisson”. 

Behind him along the pavement are 3 piles of fish – each wrapped in old clothes.

Dave stares at the suicide queue and fingers his umbrella-pocket. 

EXT. STREETS OF THE CITY. SAME DAY

Dave approaches a small crowd, gathered around an old doorway.

They are watching some street theatre – A SEAGULL MAN, (a tall actor in a seagull costume) is trying to catch a small FISH-BOY (no costume) – the Fish-Boy fends him off with a red handled stick; much to the amusement of the crowd. 

Dave watches, captivated by the Seagull Man’s savagery. A dark gull shadow wields slowly over him. 

Behind the performance, walking in Dave’s direction is SCARLET, mid 20’s, beautiful, wrapped in a black cloak. 

The Seagull Man gnashes and flaps – lunging at Fish-Boy. Behind him, Dave sees Scarlet; she is closer now. 

She stops walking – She looks furtively around her – clearly nervous.  

She catches Dave staring and smiles - Dave smiles back.

She unfolds a big black umbrella. She takes a deep breath and unwinds the cloak, revealing a dazzling red dress it’s beautiful – from another, happier time.

Dave watches open mouthed as she strides away from her cloak beaming. 

From above the umbrella hides any trace of red. 

The show finishes, the Fish Boy and the Seagull Man bow, but Dave ignores them. 

People give Scarlet a wide birth as they pass her. 

She seems to miss a step - her umbrella is suddenly caught in the gust and twisted inside out. 

The umbrella slips away – suddenly Scarlet is exposed - the crowd rush by, ignoring her as she trips and falls down. 

A loud screech is heard from above. Shadows move in. 

Dave is one of the crowd – he’s about to walk past, but she looks up at him – then at the sky. She is a streak of red on the grey ground. 

And then suddenly the red is gone, covered by Dave’s coat. 

Dave keeps walking townward; sweating and licking his lips. 

INT. A VERY LONG, THIN, OPEN PLAN OFFICE. DAY

At one end of the office hangs a photo of a Beaky Boss, a vulgar little hatchling who got old but didn’t grow. 

Huge gull silhouettes lurk behind the pulled down blinds. They tap ominously on the windows.

Dave and the other workers all bob up and down as they work, pushing pedals beneath their seats to generate power. The generators run heat lamps for incubators – one for each worker, inside the incubators is a single, giant egg. 

At the desk ahead of Dave is RICHARD, 60. He is struggling – his bulb starts to fade as he pedals more slowly – tired.

Dave throws a pen at Richard – he jolts to live, turns and smiles a weak, guppy-faced thank you to Dave.

Lurking across the other side of the office is a SECURITY GUARD – long arms and small black eyes. He watches Richard.

Richard’s light is fading as Richard tires. Dave pedals faster, and faster, watching the security guard closely. 

In one quick movement Dave pushes himself off the seat, his pedals still turning while he runs over to Richard’s desk. 

Dave crouches next to Richard and turns the pedals with his hands. Richard’s light brightens.

He checks back to his desk, the pedals are slowing, his light is dimming. 

The security guard is walking across the office in their direction. 

Dave tries to make Richard pedal but he cannot go on. 

The Security Guard is almost upon them, Dave gets back to his desk just in time to start pedalling again.

Dave’s eyes widen as he watches Richard’s bulb fade to faint orange Richard stops pedalling and slumps forward – exhausted. The area around him falls into darkness.  

The security guard drags Richard out of the office, Richard looks pleadingly at Dave as he is hauled away. Dave turns back and pedals all the faster.

The door slams behind them. Dave slams the window angrily – the sound frightens away the looming shadow. 

Surprised, Dave slowly opens up the blind and looks out at the city below. Light falls on his face.  

Through the window Dave sees the umbrella with flashes of red – it’s Scarlet. She looks up at him.

Up ahead is Richard, heading along the bridge towards the poison seller.

Dave looks at the city, then at the desk workers blubbering as they pedal, with the horrid gull shapes at their windows. 

And the vile little Beaky Boss in his picture. 

And he stops. He sighs and waits for the light bulb to go out. As the light dies he gets up, and rushes from the room.

EXT. BRIDGE & CITY. DAY

MONTAGE:

Richard is making his way through the streets towards the Poison Seller on the bridge.

Dave gives chase through the streets, as he knocks people, coats flap open and tiny glimmers of red can be seen. 

On the bridge, the Poison Seller hands a bottle over to an OLD WORKER who hands him his red trinket (a little bell). 

Richard is joins the back of the queue. 

Dave running knocks a handbag with a red feather tucked into the zip out of a woman’s hands. 

Richard reaches the poison seller.










END MONTAGE

Richard swallows the poison – he looks up as Dave arrives panting. 

Dave crouches down with Richard, who is already dying. He smiles at Dave and then his smile turns into the pop-popping of a fishes mouth suffocating. Dave stands back. 

The “Poisson” bottle slips to the floor and rolls away. 

Many shadows roll over Dave. The sound of flapping wings and slapping fish flesh as he watches the unseen death.

The shadows of birds above get bigger and more frequent over Dave and the fish. He pants heavily and licks his lip. 

Very slowly he reaches into his pocket and gets out his little cocktail umbrella. He puts it, closed, on top of what’s left of Richard. Dave freezes. 

Dave slowly looks up, Scarlet is standing over him, she has a new umbrella – a red one. She helps him up. They cling to the handle and together they unfurl the bright red bloom. 

From above the grey bridge over the black water and the bleak mass of people and in the centre of a deserted, on the bridge a startling red circle – an island in the grey.

The entire city from above with the red dot in the centre.

Fade to black.
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