
The Dead Camel 

 

1. EXT. A SUBURBAN STREET. DAY                                1. 
 

It is a sunny afternoon on a reasonably affluent suburb of North 

London. We discover amongst a row of houses with neatly kept 

gardens, a property with a particularly neat garden. The 

appearance is so neat, it borders on obsessively fussy. 

 

DISSOLVE TO: 

  

 

2. INT. THE LIVING ROOM OF HORACE’S HOUSE                     2. 
 

HORACE stands in his small, but tastefully furnished living 

room. He is wearing a suit and drinking a glass of wine, looking 

pleased with himself. He is about forty years old. His posture 

is perfect and his hair, though thinning slightly, is tastefully 

styled. He is undoing his tie. He is clearly enjoying himself, 

looking intently at A PAINTING, an abstract image depicting red 

and black wavy lines. In the centre of the painting is a yellow 

form, which passes a vague resemblance to a dead camel. A stereo 

plays ELGAR’S CELLO CONCERTO. 

 

HORACE raises his glass to the painting and takes a sip. 

 

A KNOCK AT THE DOOR. 

 

 

He opens the door to GONZO, a slightly weather-beaten man with a 

big nose. He seems to be concerned about something and is a 

little on edge. His arrival seems to suddenly deflate HORACE a 

little. 

 

GONZO 

Hello Horace. Are you going to let me in? 

(Looking at the glass in HORACE’S HAND) 

A glass of wine would be very nice, thank you.  

 

GONZO enters and sits. HORACE pours him A GLASS OF WINE. 

 

GONZO 

Could you turn the music down please? 

 

HORACE turns the music down 

 

HORACE 

Look, there’s obviously something wrong. When are you going to 

tell me? It’s the job, isn’t it? 

 

GONZO 



Well, I’m… (He spots the painting.) Hey! Is that new?  

 

HORACE 

It’s magnificent, isn’t it? (Cheering up again) I’ve wanted it 

for so long and I thought I could finally afford it. 

 

GONZO 

What’s it meant to be? Looks like some red squiggles on some 

black squiggles to me. What’s that in the middle? It looks like 

a dead camel… 

 

HORACE 

(Grumpily.) It’s Mangoconti’s ‘Flight of the Raven’! One of his 

early red works and it is not ‘squiggles’! In fact, it carries 

real significance for me personally. You see, when I was small, 

I saw a print of it in a book 

 

DISSOLVE TO: 

 

 

3.  INT. THE SAME LIVING ROOM, IN THE PAST                    3. 

 

Bright sunshine streams in through net curtains, the BOY HORACE 

is flicking through a book of paintings. As the voice-over 

continues, he stops flicking and stares in wonder at a page 

depicting the same painting. The images from the picture appear 

to fly off the page, dancing round the delighted Boy HORACE’s 

head 

 

(HORACE V.O.) … I had no idea what it meant, but I loved it – 

the way the lines seemed to creep off the page and spill out; 

the flash of lightning striking through the canvas, illuminating 

the room; the whirling sprites, dancing around the room, 

carrying me away on a dark, black, mysterious sea; I lose myself 

in this glorious picture, I really do.  

 

GONZO 

(V.O.) Looks like a camel to me. One that’s in jail. 

 

DISSOLVE TO: 

 

 

4.  INT. HORACE’S LIVING ROOM, THE PRESENT.                   4. 

 

GONZO’s interjection has brought HORACE out of his trance 

 

HORACE 

I thought you had some news for me! About my job. (Suddenly) And 

who would put a dead camel in jail? What had it done?  

CONT 

(mf) 


