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INT. CROSS-COUNTRY TRAIN - DAY

PEPPER CARTWRIGHT (29, nerdy, accidentally funky) sits on a 
table seat of the relatively empty carriage, her back to the 
direction the train is travelling. She is sketching in a 
sketchbook.

GRAHAM (25, douche, too off-the-shelf to be as cool as he’d 
like) wanders over and sits opposite Pepper.

GRAHAM
Mind if I sit here?

She shakes her head and goes back to her drawing.

GRAHAM (CONT’D)
I swear this ride gets longer every 
time I take it. I work in London 
and live in Brighton, y’see. I’m in 
advertising, just had a few beers 
with some colleagues in Shoreditch.

He rubs his nose and winks.

GRAHAM (CONT’D)
Beer and a little bit more, 
know’mean? I would stay out and go 
clubbing with them all but I’m 
running the half marathon for 
cancer awareness tomorrow so a 
quiet nightcap and bed for me 
tonight-

PEPPER
-What would you do if this train 
crashed right now?

She looks up from her sketchbook.

GRAHAM
Ah, hehe, funny question.

PEPPER
Well?

GRAHAM
Ah... Probably...

PEPPER
We’re going what, 100, 150 Miles 
per hour? We could easily just skip 
a track and go into a slide, it’s 
pretty wet out there. I imagine 
we’d careen along for a few hundred 
metres before the carriage tips, 
BAM, onto its side, glass flying 
everywhere, the sound of twisting 
metal. 

(MORE)



We’d probably be hurtling through a 
wooded area, tearing up trees like 
they’re matchsticks. 

GRAHAM
Ah... What are you on about?

PEPPER
Pretty soon we’d hit something, an 
embankment, a building, that would 
stop the fiery juggernaut dead.

She punches her open palm.

PEPPER (CONT’D)
That’s where the damage will be 
done. People, luggage, metal and 
glass all thrown forward at a neck 
breaking pace. The carriages behind 
us won’t stop immediately, of 
course, they’ll all join us in a 
twisted mash of metal and dirt.

Graham looks thoroughly puzzled by this strange girl.

PEPPER (CONT’D)
It would all come to a halt of 
course. A deafening silence... What 
would you do then?

GRAHAM
Oh, ah... Um... I would get up and 
try to help any survivors to-

PEPPER
-Wrong. First your head would hit 
that window. Second, you will be 
thrown forward, into the table in 
front of you. The impact might not 
kill you but it will easily snap 
your spine. Then you will just have 
to wait, unable to move as your 
eyes and mouth fill with blood and 
you slowly choke to death.

Graham gets up.

GRAHAM 
Look, if you didn’t want me to talk 
to you, you could have just said. 
Jesus Christ.

Graham wanders back down the carriage and Pepper goes back to 
her sketch. A drawing of herself in a suit of armour, clearly 
struggling with the weight.
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PEPPER (CONT'D)


