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1. The front of a heaving queue in a grungy, cyberpunk
city.

Hundr eds of people, carryi
TVs, coats, phones...) whi
‘refabrication’.

g a variety of itens (furniture,
h they intend to trade in for

At the head of the queue: the Exchange M stress: a woman in
a smart uniform her hair tied back into a school m stress
ponytail with a giant calculator in front of her.

Behind her a conputer term nal and a | arge industria
machine (a 3D printer) wth ' EXCHANGE FABRI CATOR SSJ54'
printed on it.

Either side of her a simlar exchange fabricator and
Exchange Master with their own very |ong queues.

The couple at the front of our queue are attenpting to
trade in a futuristic ganes system The wife holds the hand
of a crying child.

EXCHANGE M STRESS
Thirty days Downl oan left on this
ganmes system .. Gets you twenty
on a p360 heating unit.

HUSBAND
You gotta be kiddin --

CAPTI ON
You’' re wasting your tine at
SSJ54, mate. That Exchange
M stress just loves bustin’
bal | s.

2. Chip Cardigan races through the irate queue - knocking the
games system out of the Husband's hands - while talking on a
futuristic video phone. The video of Lynch Faith is projected
as an intangible flat hol ographic screen near Chip’'s face.

CH P CARDI GAN
What do you nmean | can't
transfer, Lynch? You re not
maki ng any sense!



CAPTI ON
H there - Chip Cardigan here.
Gad about town and tine debt
j uggl er extraordinaire.

CAPTI ON
And |’ ve just receiving sonme bad
news from one of ny regular
deal ers.

3. Chip | ooks back over his shoul der at the Downl oan Sharks
pursui ng him - huge nen, dressed in |leather suits with
artificially sharpened teeth. If we can get a cl ose enough
| ook at the floating holo-screen now it displays the caller
id: "On call: LYNCH FAITH

LYNCH FAI TH
| mean what | say, kid. Hey...
Who you runnin’ from ?

CH P CARDI GAN
Some nean | ookin' Downl oan_ Shar ks
on nmy tail. And | got no idea why
— all ny | eases have an hour |eft
on 'em mninuni

4. Chip scranbles up sone ranshackl e scaffol ding and takes to
t he roofs.

LYNCH FAI TH
Maybe this is what you get for
living so close to the edge,
Cardigan! Al your tine debt's
been bought up.

LYNCH FAI TH
New outfit called Payday Inc. And
they’'re not allow ng resale.

5. Chip runs towards a collection of new build rooftop
apartnents.

In the background: a nassive billboard poster advertising
DOMLOAN with the taglines 'Fromdust to stuff', *Wiy own
when you can downl oan?’ and at the bottom °‘ Your | ocal
fabricati on exchange is now open 24 hours!

The hol o-screen is show ng interference..

CH P CARDI GAN
Payday! ? Haven't heard of them..

CAPTI ON
And |I’ve heard of ‘emall. It’'s
what | do, you see.



CAPTI ON
I’ man expert at finding those
last minute deals with new
exchanges. The ones desperate for
ny business. Then | sell all ny
Downl oan | eases, covering mnmy debt
and making a tidy tinme profit.

6. He approaches his own rooftop apartnent. As he pulls out
his keys — which are attached to his belt | oop by a chain -
hi s phone dissolves into dark fabricator dust.

CH P CARDI GAN
Aw cr ap!

CAPTI ON
Fabricator dust - it may nake the
worl d go round, but seeing it is
never good news!
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1. Then Chip |l ooks on in shock as his keys all dissolve into
fabricator dust too. (It mght be cool to try and show this
in the mddle of the dissolve process — so if it's a big
bunch of keys on a key ring, then perhaps the top ones are
solid, then further down they're starting to soften, and the
bottom keys are falling into dust which blows off into the
wi nd)

CH P CARDI GAN
Bol | ocks!

CAPTI ON
Now see, right there - ny phone
and keys shoul d have hours |eft
on their |eases. Sonething fishy
i's going on

2. He breaks into the apartnent through a w ndow.

CAPTI ON
kay - don’t panic..

CAPTI ON
| just need to find sonething I
can trade in at a refab exchange
and buy nyself tinme to figure out
what the hell’s going on.



3. Chip desperately rummages through his bel ongi ngs, | ooking
for something suitable, chucking rejected itens over his
shoul der .

CAPTI ON
I have | ess than a day on nost of
this stuff, so it’Il have to be

sonething big like -
4. The apartnent walls start to crunble into dust.
CH P CARDI GAN

No! Fab dust? There was a week
remai ning on this apartnent!

5. Everything around himis turning to dust - his apartnent
i s di sappearing! He scoops up handfuls of the dust and throws
it into a rucksack.

CAPTI ON
I know it seens extreme but the
only thing I can think is - |
need to sal vage sonething from
this... Evenif it is just sone
of the dust that used to be ny
bl oody hone!

6. As he escapes, the building next door and a parked car
al so di ssolve. A Loan Shark vehicle shows up in the
background to collect the dust — maybe it has shark decal s
on it and one or two | oan sharks | eaping out as Chip runs
of f.

LOAN SHARK ONE
(1 oudspeaker)
That’ s Payday Inc. property you
have there, M Cardigan

CAPTI ON
O course carrying dust with
intend to trade is just about the
nost illegal thing a citizen can
do.

CAPTI ON
This day’s not getting any
better!
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1. Agrotty, partially obscured sign tells us we’'re now in
A d Bank — the nost dangerous and dirty part of the city.

A hooded Chi p Cardi gan passes sone honel ess guys heating
their hands by a burning car. In the background, the broken
shel s of Financial buildings - the skeleton of The Gherkin
(the Swiss Re Tower).

CAPTI ON
| head to A d Bank to track down
Faith Lynch, the only dealer in
the city dodgy enough to even
talk to me right now. ..

2. In Faith Lynch’s hunbl e hone. Through the w ndow we can
see the broken building skyline fromthe previous panel. Chip
presents his open rucksack - full to the brimwth fab dust.

LYNCH FAI TH
Raw Dust ?!'? You gotta be ki ddi ng
me, Cardi gan!

CH P CARDI GAN
I need a gun.

CAPTI ON
I’ mrunning out of ideas...

3. Lynch reluctantly lifts the cover off of a miniature (and
obviously illegal) fabrication machine.

LYNCH FAI TH
Length of | ease?

CH P CARDI GAN
A week?

LYNCH FAI TH
| can do you a day... But only
cos you been a good custoner.

4. Lynch spoons Chip' s dust fromthe rucksack into his
fabricati on machi ne. The machi ne’s screen displays the
wi refranme nodel of a nodern day revolver. Beneath it the
nmessage ‘ DOMLOAN | N PROCESS ‘Lease: 24 hrs’.

To the side of the screen is an al cove where the nmachi ne
has already partially *printed the gun into the rea
wor | d.

CAPTI ON
I’ ve never even used a gun
bef or e!



5. Elsewhere in A d Bank. Chip connects with an Exchange
Account Monitor — it looks a bit |like an ATM A cable runs
fromthe back of his wist into a dataport in the machi ne. On
screen 'Cardigan, C. FINAL LEASE EXPI RES I N. 25 seconds

CAPTI ON
That's it.. In 25 seconds | w |
officially own nothing. I'll be

the | owest of the | ow...

6. A team of nean-|ooking | oan sharks enmerge fromthe shadows
just as Chip s coat and shoes crunble into dust - |eaving him
with just his nowragged clothes...

LOAN SHARK ONE
M Chip Cardigan - we are here to
di scuss your debts.

CH P CARDI GAN
I know this is a set up. Wy ne,
t hough?

LOAN SHARK TWO
It's nothing personal.

7. Chip funbles for his gun

LOAN SHARK ONE
Qur remt is to nake an exanple
of anyone abusi ng t he Downl oan
f ramewor k.

LOAN SHARK TWO
This sort of behaviour is sinply
unacceptable. You're making a
nockery of the systemw thin
which we thrive.
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1. Chip pulls his gun and pulls the trigger. It produces an
unsati sfying click.

SFX
klik

CAPTI ON
I know I’m an amateur at this
but... Isn’t it supposed to go

BANG?



2. Lynch Faith appears now behind Chip, |ooking very much in
control of the situation

LYNCH FAI TH
You' re not used to playing with
t he big boys, Chip.

LYNCH FAI TH
| gave you the gun you
requested. But you didn't even
think to ask for bullets.

CAPTI ON
No... No.

3. Lynch decl ares Chip bankrupt. One of the Loan Sharks
produces what | ooks |ike a heavy taser gun.

FAI TH LYNCH
I, Lynch Faith CF. O O Payday
Inc. hereby declare you - Chip
Cardigan - |egally bankrupt.

CAPTI ON
Fab dust. ..

4. Lynch clicks his fingers and the Shark with the taser zaps
Chi p.

Wth a | ook of horror on his face, Chip watches as he hinself
begins to dissolve into fabricator dust.

FAI TH LYNCH
Your remains are now our
property.

CAPTI ON
It mght nmake the world go
round. ..

5. Chip Cardigan - just a pile of dust on top of his
cl ot hes.

CAPTI ON
But seeing it is never good news.
( MORE)



