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INTRODUCTION


28 Days Later is an original screenplay, in that it wasn’t adapted from a book. But it references and is influenced by other stories to such an extent that the word ‘original’ feels slightly dishonest.


Our male protagonist, waking up in hospital to find an entirely new landscape outside, will be familiar to anyone who has read Day of the Triffids. The scene in which our heroes loot a supermarket is a set piece of post-apocalyptic wish-fulfilment, probably most brilliantly achieved by the empty mall of Dawn of the Dead. Mailer, the chained ‘infected’, is in some ways a refugee from Day of the Dead.


Some of these references to earlier films or books were made unconsciously. That is to say, they were written into the script, and only later would I realise that the idea had been sourced or lifted from somewhere else. However, many references were entirely deliberate. The name of the lead character, Jim, is a very respectful nod towards my hero, J. G. Ballard, whose concept-driven science-fiction novels were a constant ambient presence throughout the writing of the script. And Selena’s race – specified as black rather than just happening to be black – is a kind of reference to George Romero’s Night-Dawn-Day trilogy, which was notable for the black leading characters. Similarly, Assault on Precinct 13 and The Omega Man. It was a convention I liked for nostalgic rather than politically correct reasons.


Other influences I should mention would certainly include David Cronenberg, Steven King, Capcom’s Resident Evil video game series and, more obscurely, the comic strip writer/artist Daniel Clowes


If there is something misleading about the title ‘original screenplay’, there is something equally misleading about the writer’s credit. I come from a background of novel writing; so I know what it is to write something alone – and I didn’t write this screenplay alone.


The first draft of 28 Days Later was completed towards the end of the summer of 2000. Andrew Macdonald, the film’s producer, got involved from the second draft. Danny Boyle, the film’s director, got involved from the fifth draft. There were almost fifty separate drafts before we reached the shooting script, and after that I lost count, but rewrites continued through filming, editing, pick-ups, re-shoots and ADR.


Throughout, Danny, Andrew and I worked together extremely closely. The screenplay, and for that matter the film as a whole, is the product of collaboration – largely between three people, although several others were centrally involved. In the case of the writer’s credit, I personally see it as a term of convenience, or a rough allocation of responsibility, rather than something to be taken literally.


In respect of the collaboration, and despite the many influences in the script, I think we made a film that is primarily defined by itself. But that tends to be the way with stories. In either the telling or re-telling, the ice-flow structure is always cracking and shifting under your feet, whether you want it to or not.


Alex Garland
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INT. MONITOR SCREEN. NIGHT.


Images of stunning violence. Looped.


Soldiers in a foreign war shoot an unarmed civilian at point-blank range; a man is set on by a frenzied crowd wielding clubs and machetes; a woman is necklaced while her killers cheer and howl.


Pull back to reveal that we are seeing one of many screens in a bank of monitors, all showing similar images . . .


Then revealing that the monitors are in a . . .


INT. SURGICAL CHAMBER. NIGHT.


. . . surgical chamber. And watching the screens is a . . .


. . . chimp, strapped to an operating table, with its skull dissected open, webbed in wires and monitoring devices, muzzled with a transparent guard. Alive.


Behind the surgical chamber, through the wide doorframe, we can see a larger laboratory beyond.


INT. BRIGHT CORRIDOR. NIGHT.


A group of black-clad ALF Activists, all wearing balaclavas, move down a corridor. They carry various gear – bag, bolt cutters.


As they move, one Activist reaches up to a security camera and sprays it black with an aerosol paint can.


INT. LABORATORY. NIGHT.


The Activists enter the laboratory.


CHIEF ACTIVIST


Fucking hell . . .


The Chief Activist takes his camera off his shoulder and starts taking photos.


The room is huge and long, and darkened except for specific pools of lights. Partially illuminated are rows of cages with clear perspex doors. They run down either side of the room. In the cages are chimpanzees.


Most are in a state of rabid agitation, banging and clawing against the perspex, baring their teeth through foam-flecked mouths.


They reach the far end of the lab, where on a huge steel operating table they see the dissected chimp.


FEMALE ACTIVIST


Oh God . . .


The dissected chimp’s eyes flick to the Activists. Blood wells from around the exposed brain tissue.


Tears starts to roll down the Female Activist’s cheeks.


CHIEF ACTIVIST


(to Female Activist)


Keep your shit together. If we’re going to get them out of here . . .


The Finnish Activist is checking the perspex cages.


FINNISH ACTIVIST


I can pop these, no problem.


CHIEF ACTIVIST


So get to it.


The Finnish Activist raises his crowbar and sticks it around the edge of one of the doors – about to prise it open.


At that moment, the doors to the laboratory bang open.


The Activists all turn. Standing at the entrance is the Scientist.


A pause. The Scientist jumps to a telephone handset on the wall and shouts into the receiver.


SCIENTIST


Security! We have a break-in! Get to sector . . .


A hand slams down the disconnect button.


. . . nine.


The Chief Activist plucks the receiver from the Scientist’s hands, and then rips the telephone from the wall.


A beat.


I know who you are, I know what you think you’re doing, but you have to listen to me. You can’t release these animals.


CHIEF ACTIVIST


If you don’t want to get hurt, shut your mouth, and don’t move a fucking muscle.


SCIENTIST


(blurts)


The chimps are infected!


The Activists hesitate, exchanging a glance.


SCIENTIST


(continuing: stumbling, flustered)


These animals are highly contagious. They’ve been given an inhibitor.


CHIEF ACTIVIST


Infected with what?


SCIENTIST


Chemically restricted, locked down to a . . . a single impulse that . . .


CHIEF ACTIVIST


Infected with what?


The Scientist hesitates before answering.


SCIENTIST


Rage


Behind the Activists, the bank of monitors show the faces of the machete-wielding crowd.


SCIENTIST


(desperately trying to explain)


In order to cure, you must first understand. Just imagine: to have power over all the things we feel we can’t control. Anger, violence . . .


FINNISH ACTIVIST


What the fuck is he talking about?


CHIEF ACTIVIST


We don’t have time for this shit! Get the cages open!


SCIENTIST


No!


CHIEF ACTIVIST


We’re going, you sick bastard, and we’re taking your torture victims with us.


SCIENTIST


NO! You must listen! The animals are contagious! The infection is in their blood and saliva! One bite and . . .


FEMALE ACTIVIST


They won’t bite me.


The Female Activist crouches down to face the wild eyes of the infected chimp behind the perspex.


SCIENTIST


STOP! You have no idea!


The Scientist makes a desperate lunge towards her, but the Chief Activist grabs him.


FEMALE ACTIVIST


Good boy. You don’t want to bite me, do you?


The Female Activist gives a final benign smile, then the Finnish Activist pops open the door.


SCIENTIST


NO!


Like a bullet from a gun, the infected chimp leaps out at the Female Activist – and sinks its teeth into her neck. She reels back as the chimp claws and bites with extraordinary viciousness.


At the same moment, a deafening alarm begins to sound.


FEMALE ACTIVIST


(shrieking)


Get it off! Get it off!


The Finnish Activist rips the ape off and throws it on to the floor. The infected chimp immediately bites into the man’s leg. He yells with pain, and tries to kick it off.


Behind him, the Female Activist has started to scream. She doubles up, clutching the side of her head.


I’m burning! Jesus! Help me!


SCIENTIST


We have to kill her!


FEMALE ACTIVIST


I’m burning! I’m burning!


CHIEF ACTIVIST


What’s . . .


SCIENTIST


We have to kill her NOW!


Meanwhile, the Female Activist’s cries have become an unwavering howl of pain – and she is joined by the Finnish Activist, whose hands have also flown to the side of his head, gripping his temples as if trying to keep his skull from exploding.


CHIEF ACTIVIST


What’s wrong with them?


The Scientist grabs a desk-lamp base and starts running towards the screaming Female Activist . . .


. . . who has ripped off her balaclava – revealing her face – the face of an Infected.


She turns to the Scientist.


SCIENTIST


Oh God.


She leaps at him. He screams as they go tumbling to the ground. The Chief Activist watches in immobile horror as she attacks the Scientist with amazing ferocity.


INT. CORRIDOR. NIGHT.


Another Activist makes his way down the corridor towards the lab.


ACTIVIST


(hisses)


Terry? Jemma?


No answer.


Mika? Where are you?


He reaches the door to the lab, which is closed – and . . .


. . . as he opens it, we realise the door is also soundproofed.


A wall of screaming hits him.


He stands in the doorway – stunned by the noise, and then the sight.


Blood, death, and his colleagues, all Infected.


ACTIVIST


(continuing)


Bloody hell.


The Infected rush him.


Fade to black.


Title:


28 DAYS LATER


INT. HOSPITAL ROOM. LATE AFTERNOON.


Close up of Jim, a young man in his twenties, wearing pale green hospital pyjamas. He has a month’s beard, is dishevelled, and asleep.


We pull back to see that Jim is lying on a hospital bed, in a private room. Connected to his arms are multiple drips, a full row of four or five on each side of the bed. Most of the bags are empty.


Jim’s eyes open.


He looks around with an expression of confusion. Then he sits up.
He is weak, but he swings his legs off the bed and stands. The attached drips are pulled with him and clatter to the floor.


Jim winces, and pulls the taped needles from his arm.


JIM


Ow . . .


His voice is hoarse, his mouth dry. Massaging his throat, he walks to the door.


INT. COMA WARD. LATE AFTERNOON.


The door to Jim’s hospital room is locked. The key is on the floor.


He picks it up and opens the door.


Jim exits into a corridor.


At the far end, a sign reads: COMA WARD. There is no sign of life or movement.


Jim walks down the corridor. One of the doors is half-open. From inside, there is the sound of buzzing flies.


INT. HOSPITAL WARDS. LATE AFTERNOON.


Jim moves as quickly as he can through the hospital, still weak, but now driven by adrenaline.


All the wards and corridors are deserted. Medical notes and equipment lie strewn over the floors, trolleys are upended, glass partition doors are smashed. In a couple of places, splashes of dried blood arc up the walls.


He reaches A&E. On one wall is a row of public payphones.


He lifts a receiver, and the line is dead. He goes down the line, trying them all.


In the corner of the A&E reception is a smashed soft-drinks machine, with a few cans collected at the base.


Jim grabs one, rips off the ring-pull and downs it in one go. Then he grabs another, and heads for the main doors.


EXT. HOSPITAL. LATE AFTERNOON.


Jim exits and walks out into the bright daylight of the forecourt. The camera begins to pull away from him.


JIM


Hello?


Aside from a quiet rush of wind, there is silence. No traffic, no engines, no movement. Not even birdsong.


EXT. LONDON. SUNDOWN.


Jim walks through the empty city, from St Thomas’s Hospital, over Westminster Bridge, past the Houses of Parliament, down Whitehall, to Trafalgar Square.
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A bright overhead sun bleaches the streets. A light breeze drifts litter and refuse. Cars lie abandoned, shops looted.


Jim is still wearing his hospital pyjamas, and carries a plastic bag full of soft-drink cans.


EXT. CENTRAL LONDON ROAD/CHURCH. NIGHT.


Jim walks. Night has fallen. He needs to find a place to rest . . .


He pauses. Down a narrow side street is a church. He walks towards it. The front doors are open.


INT. CHURCH. NIGHT.


Jim walks inside, moving with the respectful quietness that people adopt when entering a church.


The doors ahead to the main chamber are closed. Pushing them, gently trying the handle, it is obvious they are locked. But another open door is to his left. He goes through it.


INT. CHURCH ‒ STAIRWELL. NIGHT.


Jim moves up a stairwell.


Writ large on the wall is a single line of graffiti: REPENT. THE END IS EXTREMELY FUCKING NIGH


INT. CHURCH ‒ GALLERY LEVEL. NIGHT.


Jim moves into the gallery level, and sees, through the dust and rot, ornate but faded splendour. At the far end, a stained-glass window is illuminated by the moonlight.


Jim pads in, stands at the gallery, facing the stained-glass window for a moment before looking down . . .


Beneath are hundreds of dead bodies. Layered over the floor, jammed into the pews, spilling over the altar. The scene of an unimaginable massacre.


Jim stands, stunned. Then sees, standing motionless at different positions, facing away from him, four people.


Their postures and stillness make their status unclear. Jim hesitates before speaking.


JIM


. . . Hello?


Immediately, the four heads flick round. Infected.
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