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INT. ALICE’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

ALICE, 21, sits on her bed using her laptop. The room is lit

by a lamp and fairy lights.

She is writing a blog post.

ALICE (V.O.)

Impressions. First impressions are

lasting impressions.

EXT. BLACKPOOL STREETS. DAY.

ALICE walks through the busy streets of Blackpool. Hood up,

headphones in.

ALICE (V.O.)

I’m very shy when people first meet

me. I never know what to say or,

or...do.

EXT. BLACKPOOL PROMENADE. DAY. CONTINUOUS.

ALICE walks along the promenade, running a hand along the

railings.

ALICE (V.O.)

Years of bullying in school did

that for me. Why talk up when

no-one cares? Why draw more

attention to myself than is

necessary?

EXT. BLACKPOOL - END OF CENTRAL PIER. DAY. CONTINUOUS.

ALICE looks out to the horizon. Wind blowing her hair.

ALICE (V.O.)

It’s funny. Eleven years of torture

in the education system and I

almost kinda of miss it? The

smells, the order, the blazer and

skirt making me feel very posh...

Sorry, I’m rambling now. Where was

I? Oh yeah, bullying, shyness.



2.

INT. ALICE’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

ALICE continues to type her post.

ALICE (V.O.)

The bullying made me retreat into

myself and now I want to come out

of my shell a bit. I decided that

enough’s enough, y’know? But how?

How am I supposed to do that when

all my friends know me as I am now.

I couldn’t re-invent myself around

them could I.

(BEAT)

So what? What are my options in

this scenario? I can’t carry on

being who I am, it’s driving me

insane.

EXT. BLACKPOOL - END OF CENTRAL PIER. DAY.

ALICE turns around and stares down the pier, back to the

shore. ALICE starts walking back along the pier.

ALICE (V.O.)

I’m moving away soon. I haven’t

told anyone yet, but I’m planning

to move away. I’ve been saving up.

This town holds to many memories

for me, most of them bad. If I

could just get away...if I got away

I really do believe I can start

again. Be who I want to be.

INT. ALICE’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

ALICE is reaching the end of her blog post now.

ALICE (V.O.)

Impressions. First impressions are

lasting impressions.

ALICE looks directly at the camera.

ALICE (V.O.)

So I’ll make it a good one.

ALICE shuts her laptop lid with a SNAP.

CUT TO BLACK.


