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THE UNIVERSITY. CHANCELLOR’S OFFICE. *

A perfectly white cube with a single door leading in to it.

CHANCELLOR (O.S.)
Let me get this straight... You 
want the University to give you 
money to build a Room... 

The cube sits next to a single muffin on the rich mahogany 
desk of the CHANCELLOR, a fat man in his fifties with a 
stupid looking mustache.

CHANCELLOR (CONT'D)
... but once its built, you’re 
not really sure what it’s going 
to do?

DONALD, late twenties, gangly with a pair of glasses, 
stands beside SARAH, the same age, natural looking but 
pretty. 

DONALD
The Room will be the foundation 
experiment of a whole new body of 
research into the field of 
quantum mechanics and the nature 
of free will.

CHANCELLOR
All that ‘am I going to eat the 
muffin, am I not going to eat the 
muffin stuff,’ are people really 
bothered?

DONALD
Is that a genuine question?

The muffin is gone. However, a muffin sized bulge is 
present in the Chancellor’s cheek. He ignores Donald and 
rifles through a handful of papers, then finds the one he’s 
looking for. He doesn’t rush himself to finish chewing.

CHANCELLOR 
The Languages Department want 
thirty sets of headphones for the 
language center so people can 
learn on the computer. That’s 
four hundred pounds. And 
Geography want two-thousand 
pounds to help subsidise a very 
nice sounding field trip to 
Iceland... You want eight and a 
half million.



DONALD
This could be the most 
significant scientific experiment 
in the past hundred years.

The Chancellor studies the small white box on his desk.

CHANCELLOR
But what is it?

DONALD
It’s essentially a large scale 
version of the double-slit 
experiment, like in the video we 
sent you.

Donald and Sarah wait for some sign of recognition from the 
Chancellor. It doesn’t come.

SARAH
Did you watch the video we sent 
you?

CHANCELLOR
It was very complicated.

DONALD
... It was explained by a cartoon 
scientist called Doctor Quantum.

Nothing.

DONALD (CONT'D)
He was wearing a superhero 
costume!

Sarah nudges Donald in the ribs, and gives him a look: 
don’t blow it.

SARAH
Maybe you could just clarify it 
for him?

DONALD
Scientists shot electrons one at 
a time through two slits and 
measured where they landed on a 
screen behind it. When they 
watched, the particles landed on 
the back wall in two lines as you 
might expect. But when they 
didn’t watch, they behaved 
completely differently. The 
electrons split into two waves of 
potentials, went through both 
slits, and interfered with 
themselves.
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CHANCELLOR
What does that mean?

DONALD
(smiling)

There is a fifth dimension.

Sarah picks up the white cube from the chancellor’s desk.

SARAH
The first three dimensions are 
easy: height, width and depth. 

She turns the cube round in her hands to illustrate her 
point.

SARAH (CONT'D)
... and if I hold the cube 
here...

She holds it in her left hand.

SARAH (CONT'D)
...and move it to here.

She swoops it theatrically to her right hand. The 
Chancellor’s eyes follow.

SARAH (CONT'D)
... it’s moved through a fourth 
dimension... time. Now we believe 
there is a fifth dimension - a 
dimension that we can’t perceive - 
where alternative timelines 
exist. For example, in the fifth 
dimension, there is a version of 
you that didn’t just eat that 
muffin.

The Chancellor looks down at his empty plate with a mix of 
disappointment and regret. He looks up with hopeful puppy 
dog eyes.

CHANCELLOR
You mean... somewhere... in 
another dimension... there’s a 
muffin left?

THE LABORATORY.

A full size version of the Room stands in the middle of a 
large sophisticated laboratory. Young physicists mill 
around the 10 foot white cube, helping to set up computers 
and expensive looking measuring equipment.

Sarah looks at Donald.
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He doesn’t notice. He is too busy staring at the Room, a 
look of absolute pride lighting his face.

THE UNIVERSITY GROUNDS. DAY.

Donald, smiling, walks through the university car park as 
rain starts to fall on the windshields of the parked cars.

Sarah sighs at the sky as she unlocks her old bicycle.

Donald watches her as she mounts the bike.

She starts peddling, as he musters enough courage to ask 
her...

DONALD
Sarah!

She brakes, and beams at him.

SARAH
Of course I want a lift.

She hurriedly rolls her bike up to a tree and lets it fall 
against it.

DONALD
Oh. I was just going to say ‘nice 
bike.’

She laughs and gets in.

Donald smiles - the kind of smile that say’s everything 
going alright - and gets into his nice, new saloon.

FADE TO BLACK.

TITLE: ‘ROOMS’

FADE IN:

THE CAR PARK. DAY.

A beaten up old banger has replaced Donald’s car, Sarah’s 
bike is gone from the tree, and the car park is desolate, 
strewn with litter and generally untended.

The university grounds are empty and quiet. Several of the 
buildings are boarded up, and the windows of the laboratory 
are thick with years of dust.

CAPTION: ‘6 YEARS LATER.’
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THE LABORATORY.

The warehouse-like room stretches into the distance like an 
airplane hanger. Fluorescent lights scatter the high 
ceiling above where many have died and not been replaced. 

The bustle of bright, young physicists has been replaced by 
the mechanical hum of machines. The clean, organised 
network of equipment has been replaced by tangles of 
cables, and a mish-mash of electrical equipment that look 
like someone has reassembled a complex machine with bits of 
scrap and no instruction manual.

In the clearing, however, the 10 foot white cube looks 
unchanged, as if time has carried on around it. It glows 
alien in its derelict surroundings.

Years of neglect also show on Donald’s face. He looks 
tired, pale and unhealthy. 

His glasses reflect the dull blue light of a computer 
monitor, as the white glow of the Room radiates behind him.

He types away but seems compelled to turn round and stare 
at the Room.

He turns back to his work, then looks round again: the 
single exterior door of the Room drawing into focus.

He can’t resist any longer. He picks up a bottle of water 
and unscrews the cap as he walks to the Room’s door.

THE ROOM.

The inside of the Room is bright white, like the outside. 
It is clinical and empty. Where the outside wall had a 
single central door, however, the inside of the same wall 
has two doors, one on the left and one on the right.

Donald comes out of the LEFT door and takes a few steps 
into the Room, taking a swig of water and seemingly 
uninterested in the fact that he went through a central 
door and came out several feet to the left of where he 
should have emerged.

For a couple of seconds, he looks around the symmetrical, 
immaculately white Room, both mesmerised and proud of its 
apparent perfection.

Opposite the two doors where he came in, there is a third 
door in the center of the opposite wall.

Donald inhales deeply, like he’s getting his fix.

He walks back to the LEFT door and leaves.
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THE LABORATORY.

He emerges from the central exterior door, again 
unperturbed by his apparent shift in space.

THE CAR PARK. NIGHT.

Donald takes another sip of water then drops the bottle to 
the floor half full. He gets into his car.

He starts the car and pulls away.

It’s dark but he doesn’t turn on his lights.

THE UNIVERSITY GROUNDS. NIGHT.

His car prattles along the long, dark road that leads up to 
the University.

As he comes to the junction, he looks all around with a 
paranoid thoroughness that suggests he doesn’t want to be 
seen.

He finally pulls on to the main road, turning on his 
headlights shortly after.

CORNER SHOP. NIGHT.

Tin can after tin can in a row. They all look just the 
same. 

Donald grabs one off the shelf and puts it into a basket.

A handsome YOUNG MAN in his mid-to-late twenties is at the 
counter buying a toothbrush and toothpaste. He spots Donald 
and stares at him angrily.

Donald feels the man’s eyes burning into his head, but 
tries to carry on regardless.

The young man looks like he’s considering going up to 
Donald and punching him. Eventually, though, he leaves.

OUTSIDE THE CORNER SHOP. NIGHT.

Donald walks outside carrying two bags of shopping.

He stops abruptly in front of his car.

Written on the windscreen in toothpaste is the word, 
‘ARSEHOLE.’
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OUTSIDE DONALD’S FLAT. NIGHT.

Donald’s car pulls up outside an urban looking tower block 
in desperate need of regeneration. The windscreen is 
blanketed in white toothpaste streaks where he has tried to 
clean it with the wipers.

High above him amongst the geometric grid of windows, only 
one is lit up.

DONALD’S FLAT.

Donald enters the flat, carrying two bags of groceries.

He moves into the open plan kitchen and starts packing the 
shopping away in to his empty cupboards, neatly storing and 
stacking each individual item with a precision bordering on 
OCD.

As he puts away the last of his tin cans, he spots a large 
cardboard box in the middle of the living room.

He turns to take a closer look. Crack! He bangs his shin on 
the dishwasher, which has been left open with the bottom 
shelf protruding obtrusively into the kitchen.

DONALD
Argh! Greg!

A voice comes back from somewhere in the flat.

GREG (O.S.)
Yeah?

Donald heads towards the sound of the voice, hobbling and 
rubbing his leg. He studies the cardboard box further as he 
walks past. The picture on the side is of a desktop 
computer. 

He stands in the doorway to Greg’s room, which looks like 
its been decorated by a monkey who got hold of an eBay
account. A typewriter, a set of bongos, and a poster 
featuring an evolutionary tree of the dinosaurs look 
equally at home in the chaos of weird and wonderful items. 

The computer from the side of the box sits on Greg’s desk, 
looking both expensive and impressive. GREG is a bit 
younger than Donald, with scruffy, unkept hair.

DONALD
What’s that?

GREG
A calculator.
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Donald ignores the sarcasm.

DONALD 
You already had a computer.

GREG
This is a bigger one. I needed 
more space for my website Lots 
Off Films Dot Com. It’s clever 
because it sounds like ‘Lots of 
films,’ but its also ‘lots off’ 
because you don’t have to pay to 
download anything. And because 
‘lots of’ was taken.

DONALD 
Isn’t that illegal?

GREG
Only if you’re in China. Everyone 
does it. Its free and its 
brilliant, and if you think it’s 
illegal, you’re basically 
backwards. Sometimes I swear 
you’re from the past. You’re not 
even on Facebook.

DONALD
I have heard of it though.

GREG
Its fantastic! For example, this 
girl just added me who I went to 
school with apparently. Don’t 
recognise her, don’t even 
remember her. But she’s hot and 
now, thanks to the power of 
social stalking, I know a 
detailed list of all her 
interests and hobbies, including 
that we like the same books.

DONALD
I didn’t know you could read.

Greg pretends to ‘catch’ the joke, the cheesy way that 
soppy romantics pretend to catch kisses blown at them.

GREG
Brilliant. I’ll just put that in 
my new box of ‘Hilarious Jokes 
That Donald Has Made.’

He delicately lowers the intangible ‘joke’ into the empty 
computer box as if it was a precious little bird.
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GREG (CONT'D)
There you are, little fella. All 
the space you want to joke around 
in and be free. And maybe... 
maybe one day... Donald will give 
you a friend.

DONALD
Actually, I would just like to 
know how you can afford new 
computers when you can’t afford 
to fix the shower. It would be 
nice to know not all my rent goes 
on drugs and stupid websites.

GREG
First of all, weed is not a drug, 
its a plant. Fact. Secondly, its 
an abandoned building, what do 
you expect? So until my dad can 
afford to renovate it, you can’t 
expect it to be like a Travel 
Lodge.

DONALD
I’m sick of cold showers.

GREG
Fine, I’ll fix it tomorrow. Can’t 
be that complicated.

THE FLAT. THE NEXT DAY.

Donald waits outside the bathroom in a dressing gown and 
glasses, a towel neatly folded over his arm.

Greg comes out, smiling. He waggles his fingers proudly at 
Donald.

GREG
Magic fingers. Left it running.

Donald doesn’t thank him and walks in.

THE BATHROOM.

Donald stands naked, a lanky pillar of skin stretched over 
more bone than muscle.

He takes off his glasses and rests them on the side of the 
bath, as he tests the water with his hand and seems 
satisfied; It’s warm for once.
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THE LIVING ROOM.

Greg puts on some headphones and faces the television with 
a video game controller in his hand.

THE BATHROOM.

The same naked Donald is reflected twice in the lenses of 
the glasses.

He is covered in lather; his eyes closed so as not to get 
soap in them. He suddenly jerks out of the path of the 
water as it turns ice cold.

He knocks the glasses off their perch. They slide down the 
wall of the bath and under his foot as he jumps to get out 
of the cold. Crunch.

DONALD
Argh! Damn it!

Blood mixes with water and flows down the plughole.

THE FLAT.

Greg is fully immersed in his music, alternating between 
singing out of time, key and tune, but with a consistent 
level of enthusiasm.

GREG
... There is superstition... 
writing on the walls...

The sound of a door slamming catches his attention. Behind 
him, a SECOND Donald standing in the flat, dripping wet, 
with a face like thunder.

He launches a bag of groceries on to the floor of the 
kitchen.

GREG (CONT'D)
That was quick.

Greg removes his earphones further, and turns round to see 
Donald soaking wet.

GREG (CONT'D)
Right... because you’ve showered 
with your clothes on apparently.
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DONALD
I’m not in the mood, Greg. It’s 
taken me an hour to get home and 
all I want is a warm shower. Tell 
me its working.

Greg is just slightly more confused than normal.

GREG 
I said it’s running.

THE BATHROOM.

Donald’s modesty is shielded by a translucent glass door.

He faces the flow of water with his eyes closed.

The Second Donald walks in to the bathroom, rubbing his 
face and distractedly chucking his clothes to the floor as 
he undresses. 

The sound of the shower fills the room and neither Donald 
notices the other.

The Donald in the shower turns away from the shower head.

Second removes his glasses, puts them on the window sill, 
then steps over the wall of the bath.

The showering Donald opens his eyes, as the Second steps in 
to the bath.

The Second straightens up and looks at the Original.

In slow motion, they make eye contact.

Suddenly, the Second Donald’s foot slips in the bath and 
his weight comes crashing down. There is a sickening crack 
as his head smashes into the edge of the bath.

The first Donald screams loudly, trying to escape the bath 
but only succeeding in pushing his naked body ungracefully 
against the shower door.

THE LIVING ROOM.

Greg blows on a vinyl record, then places it gently on 
record player. He hears Donald’s girlish screams and tsks
guiltily.

GREG
Guess its not fixed.

(shouting)
You alright, Donald?
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BACK IN THE BATHROOM.

Donald stares incredulously at the lifeless body of his 
double as blood and water run down the drain hole.

DONALD
No! Yes!

THE LIVING ROOM.

GREG
Complicated question apparently.

He replaces his earphones.

THE BATHROOM.

Donald’s hand shakes as he opens the bathroom cabinet, 
pulling out a contact lens case.

He tries to put one in his eye but seems to be afraid of 
it. He tries again and misses. His hands shake as he tries 
to steady himself. He makes the whole process an overly 
complicated shambles, but eventually gets the contact lens 
in.

The first thing he sees is a perfectly intact pair of 
glasses right in front on him that belong to the dead body 
in his bath.

He inspects it closer. The naked dead body is identical to 
him in every way: pale, under nourished and awkward.

He nudges it with his foot. Then he pokes its face. 

He pulls up the eyelids and stares into the lifeless eyes 
that are identical to his own.

There is only one conclusion:

DONALD
This is a problem.
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