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INT. DEREK’S BEDROOM - MORNING

Less of a bedroom, more of a museum paying homage to the

steam railway. On one side of the room, in a single bed,

lies Derek asleep. That is until his radio clock begins to

SPEAK at 8:00am, and Derek begins to stir.

DJ KIRSTY (O/S)

We’ve got Helen Quinn in the studio

with us this morning. Helen is the

landlady at the Spotted Pig Pub in

the city centre. Helen, you’ve got

a very special event tonight

haven’t you?

A tour around the room demonstrates the extent of Derek’s

toy train collection. Flying Scotsman. Mallard. Kidwelly.

HELEN (O/S)

That’s right Kirsty, we’ve got our

usual weekly pub quiz, but this

week it’s extra special because the

prize money has been rolled over

for two years.

INT. KEVIN’S LOUNGE - MORNING CONTINUOUS

KEVIN is at a desk in his lounge, looking uncomfortable

whilst reading a red letter from a bailiff. Outside is

BARRY, cleaning Kevin’s windows with a radio on the window

sill. The radio plays loud enough for everyone to hear it.

DJ KIRSTY (O/S)

All year? That’s crazy. How much is

the prize money worth now Helen?

HELEN (O/S)

We’re up to twelve thousand, four

hundred and eighty pounds.

ANGEL walks in and Kevin quickly hides the envelope and

kisses his wife. Angel notices Barry at the window. Barry

waves. Angel looks awkward. Kevin waves back.

DJ KIRSTY (O/S)

Wow that’s loads! I’ll come down

there myself and have a go at

getting that!

HELEN (O/S)

You should. The more the merrier.
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EXT. BOOKSHOP - MORNING CONTINUOUS

GEMMA is waiting outside with her headphones on, listening

to the radio.

DJ KIRSTY (O/S)

And what would I have to do to win

the money? Just win the quiz?

HELEN (O/S)

You’re don’t need to win the quiz,

you just need to get every answer

right.

DJ KIRSTY (O/S)

That is winning the quiz isn’t it?

HELEN (O/S)

Not really, because you could still

win the quiz by beating everyone

else, but if you don’t get all the

answers right, you don’t get the

prize.

In front of Gemma, a RUBBISH COLLECTOR is trying to pick up

a piece of litter on the pavement with a mechanical arm. He

is repeatedly failing, but repeatedly trying. Gemma is

fascinated with his persistence.

DJ KIRSTY (O/S)

Oh I see, that’s quite hard then. I

guess that’s why no-one has won it

for a year.

HELEN (O/S)

I guess so.

DJ KIRSTY (O/S)

And what kind of questions are we

talking here? General knowledge or

something more specialist?

HELEN (O/S)

I’d call it general knowledge, but

that’s a strange term isn’t it?

There’s a lot of stupid people

about.

Beside Gemma’s head is a poster in the window of the

bookshop. It has a picture of a black man and the name

’Ashley Franklin’. Below him it says ’The Confusion of

Tongues - BOOK SIGNING’.
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INT. CAMERON’S BEDROOM - MORNING CONTINUOUS

CAMERON is playing on a computer game whilst watching video

on his tablet and his mobile phone has a popular social

networking site open. He is somehow navigating all three

simultaneously.

DJ KIRSTY (O/S)

I suppose you’re going to get quite

a lot of people down there tonight

with a prize like that on offer.

Some stupid, some clever. What

happens if two people or two teams

win it? Can people play in teams?

HELEN (O/S)

Absolutely, teams are fine. Like I

said, the more the merrier. The

prize money would simply have to be

shared out amongst the people who

got all the answers right. Of

course, if no-one got all the

answers correct, then we’d roll

over again to next week, with more

prize money.

INT. POLICE STATION - MORNING CONTINUOUS

PHILLIP is having his mugshot taken. He looks dishevelled

and doesn’t like the bright light. The radio is playing in

the background.

DJ KIRSTY (O/S)

And where is that prize money

coming from?

HELEN (O/S)

It’s just an accumulator of all the

quiz entry fees from over the last

two years. Each week it goes up if

no-one wins it.

Now for Phillip’s profile shot.

DJ KIRSTY (O/S)

How much is it to take part?

HELEN (O/S)

Three pounds per person.

(CONTINUED)
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DJ KIRSTY (O/S)

And what about if you’re in a team?

HELEN (O/S)

It’s still three pounds per person.

INT. RADIO STATION - MORNING CONTINUOUS

HELEN is sat opposite DJ KIRSTY in the booth.

DJ KIRSTY

I bet you don’t want anyone to win

it as it must draw some crowd in

with twelve thousand pounds plus?

Helen smiles.

HELEN

Well that’s the whole point of a

quiz isn’t it? We started it so we

could get a crowd in on a quiet

night, but now everyone is there to

beat the quizmaster.

EXT. SPOTTED PIG - MORNING

TOM, DICK and HARRY are waiting outside the pub, dressed in

their hi-visibility work clothing, reading tabloid papers

and texting. MARY is walking along the street, looking like

a punk. She clomps angrily down the sidewalk, her boots

thumping out a quick but heavy rhythm. She clomps right up

to them.

MARY

Could you fellas spring for a cup

of tea?

TOM

What do we look like, a cash

machine? Don’t you have a job?

MARY

It’s dog-eat-dog in my field, dig?

DICK

What field would that be, exactly?

MARY

I’m a philosopher.

(an afterthought)

And a pugilist.

(CONTINUED)
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TOM

That’s quite a resume.

MARY

Nobody asked you.

TOM

What does a philosopher actually

do?

MARY

I contemplate. I create paradoxes

and questions of great moral and

intellectual complexity. Questions

that by their nature do not have a

correct answer.

She pauses for a effect.

MARY

But I figure out the answers.

DICK

Tell you what. Give us a taste. You

know, philosophize. Then we’ll see

about the tea. Deal?

MARY

That is a verbal contract to which

I consent. He’s a witness.

(shouting)

Everybody on this street is a

witness!

TOM

Watch out, mate, she’s got you on

the hook!

Mary puts her fingers to her head, thinks.

TOM

What’s she doing?

MARY

SHhh!

TOM

(whispering)

You shouldn’t encourage them, you

know.

(CONTINUED)
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DICK

(whispering)

She said shhhh.

Mary points at Dick.

MARY

Does one trust the bald barber?

DICK

Excuse me?

MARY

Does. One. Trust. The. Bald.

Barber?

She extends a palm in the classic ’pay up’ gesture.

TOM

You, dearie, are a delight and have

exceeded my greatest expectations.

Dick pulls a coin out of his pocket and puts it in Mary’s

hand. Mary makes a fist with her left hand.

MARY

You want a demonstration of my

other skills, Scrooge?

DICK

No thank you.

He rummages into his pocket. Mary leans in close, but speaks

loud enough for both men to hear.

MARY

And tell your friend if he ever

calls me ’dearie’ again, I’ll have

his balls for supper.

Dick nods, puts another coin in her outstretched hand.

MARY

(Tiny Tim impression)

God bless us, everyone.

She clomps off.

Tom can’t contain himself and busts out laughing.

TOM

She really took you for a ride,

didn’t she!

(CONTINUED)
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Dick is deep in thought.

TOM

You always attract the crazies,

I’ll give you that.

Derek opens the pub door from the inside, and Tom and Harry

enter. Dick is still left in thought and calls after them.

DICK

I suppose it depends on the barber,

now doesn’t it?

INT. KEVIN’S LOUNGE - MORNING

Angel is spread across a pilate’s ball whilst watching an

instructor on the wide screen TV. Kevin is perplexed by the

sight of his beautiful wife spread over a giant rubber ball.

He exits.

EXT. KEVIN’S HOUSE - MORNING

Barry is up a ladder cleaning windows when Kevin exits.

KEVIN

Can we have a chat Barry?

Barry climbs down whilst Kevin looks sheepishly at his feet.

KEVIN

How long have I known you now

Barry?

Barry looks confused.

BARRY

Cleaning your windows for about six

years now.

KEVIN

Six years? Wow. Time goes fast

doesn’t it?

Barry puts his wiper and bucket down.

BARRY

It does.

Kevin kicks at his own feet.

(CONTINUED)
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KEVIN

Jeez. Six years. That’s a fair

while.

The two stand in uncomfortable silence, Barry looking at

Kevin, whilst Kevin looks at his feet.

BARRY

What did you want to see me about

Kevin?

Kevin winces. He checks the door to see that Angel is not

listening.

KEVIN

Well, you see, it’s difficult.

It’s, um, difficult times.

Barry is quick to interject.

BARRY

You not happy with the windows?

Kevin is equally quick to placate him.

KEVIN

Jesus no Barry, the windows are

great.

BARRY

You got a flyer from the Chinese

guy, saying he’ll do it cheaper?

KEVIN

No not at all. The windows are

great. Sparkling in fact.

Barry is relieved, as Kevin cops on.

KEVIN

How much cheaper?

Barry is peeved. Kevin corrects himself.

KEVIN

I’m messing. Just messing.

Kevin looks at the door again to check Angel is nowhere

near.

KEVIN

It’s a little embarrassing to be

honest.

(CONTINUED)
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Barry shrugs his shoulders, as if to prompt the sheepish

Kevin.

KEVIN

We’re mates right Barry?

BARRY

Of course.

KEVIN

We’ve known one another for, well,

six years.

BARRY

Yeah.

KEVIN

And we can share a secret.

BARRY

Sure.

KEVIN

Times have changed Barry. Money’s a

lot tighter, and well, it’s been

difficult you know.

Barry remains mute, encouraging Kevin to come to the point.

KEVIN

The maths don’t add up. I’m

seriously in debt.

Barry says nothing, but starts to fiddle with his own

pockets, a little unsure of what to do in this situation.

KEVIN

It’s just, I’m massively in

arrears, with the mortgage like.

Barry winces at seeing his friend struggle.

KEVIN

I’m going to lose it, unless I can

make a payment.

Barry interjects.

BARRY

I’m sorry Kevin, I can’t lend you

any.

Kevin nervously laughs.

(CONTINUED)
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KEVIN

Oh God no. No. I wouldn’t ask that.

That’s too much.

Barry is still concerned for Kevin.

KEVIN

I’ve been thinking about it, and I

have a plan Barry. But I need your

help.

Barry stays silent, looking at Kevin. Kevin checks the door

to make sure Angel can’t hear.

KEVIN

I need you to burgle my house.

Barry is confused.

BARRY

Wat?!

KEVIN

I need you to burgle it. My house.

Clean it of everything. For

insurance like.

Barry shakes his head.

BARRY

I don’t follow you.

Kevin gives the sales pitch stance to Barry.

KEVIN

The insurance. I need you to take

everything, when we are out. And

keep it for a bit while I’ll claim

it back on the insurance.

Barry is trying to follow this.

KEVIN

Meanwhile, we sell it on Ebay. We

get paid twice! The insurance

money, and the selling it. And I

can cover some of the mortgage, and

slip a bit to you for helping.

BARRY

You want me to burgle your house?

Kevin is enthusiastic.

(CONTINUED)
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KEVIN

Yeah.

BARRY

Why me?

Kevin holds the enthusiastic face whilst the brain thinks of

an answer.

KEVIN

’Cos we’re friends.

He places his hands on Barry’s arms.

KEVIN

And you have a van.

INT. SPOTTED PIG - MORNING

A corner table. Tom, Dick and Harry sit with their pints.

They AD-LIB some lively pub talk (maybe about the Villans or

the Bluenoses), while playing an absurd CARD GAME, the rules

of which will never be fully explained.

Dick licks a card and sticks it to his forehead, and the

others GROAN in unison.

Derek is behind the bar in his Genesis tee-shirt, scribbling

furiously into a notepad. He’s got an encyclopedia-sized

book open.

DICK

C’mon, Del, put your homework away,

we’ll deal you in!

DEREK

Don’t call me Del, you monster

dunce.

DICK

(mocking)

Sorry, Quizmaster.

Harry lays down a two.

HARRY

Deuces up, drinks down!

They all drink.

(CONTINUED)
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TOM

Quizmaster’s up for the prize

record tonight!

HARRY

The consecutive uncrackable quiz

record of ’73-75?

Dick lays down the four of spades.

DICK

That’s the one. Four on the floor!

All three men race to pound the table four times with their

fists then tug their earlobes. The slowest one has to fork

over a card to the fastest.

HARRY

I knew you were getting close,

Quizzie!

TOM

(with a wave of the hand)

Oh, a lot greater minds than his’ve

tried and failed. Some smarty-pants

always comes up with a miracle

perfect score at the last minute.

Five alive, duck and jive!

He lays down a card, slaps Harry on the head.

DEREK

I don’t need your bad ju-ju.

The men laugh it up.

DEREK

Yeah yeah, have a chuckle. You

halfwits know what Einstein used to

say?

TOM

How could we not? You tell us like

four times a day!

They all laugh, which Derek doesn’t seem to notice.

DEREK

He said, Zwei Dinge sind unendlich,

das Universum und die menschliche

Dummheit, aber bei dem Universum

bin ich mir noch nicht ganz sicher.

The drinkers take it in.

(CONTINUED)
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DEREK

That’s German, you plebes.

DICK

What’s it mean?

Derek heads out to the back of the bar and shouts back.

DEREK

Google it dullard.

Tom whispers to Dick.

TOM

Two things are infinite, the

universe and human stupidity, but

I’m not quite sure about the

universe yet.

Phillip enters and Derek returns to the bar.

PHILLIP

Usual please Del.

Derek rolls his eyes and pours Phillip a pint.

DEREK

Everything good with you Phil?

PHILLIP

Not great to be honest.

Derek puts the pint in front of Phillip, who has the right

change and hands it over.

PHILLIP

Lost my license.

DEREK

Again?

Phillip winces.

PHILLIP

Thing it’s for real this time.

DEREK

What you going to do?

PHILLIP

Dunno yet.

Tom, Dick and Harry are still playing their cards but Dick

still shouts over.

(CONTINUED)
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DICK

Get a bike!

Phillip ignores the jibe.

DEREK

He has a point.

PHILLIP

I’m not getting a bike. Can you

imagine me on a bike?

DEREK

I can’t imagine why you couldn’t

get a bike.

Phillips sips his beer.

PHILLIP

Me no. All that (gestures a helmet)

and that (gestures peddling). No

way. And a hi-visibility jacket,

I’d look like a dick.

Tom, Dick and Harry, sat in their flourescent work clothes,

look back at Phillip in disgust.

INT. BOOKSHOP - MORNING

Helen is rearranging some flyers for the quiz, trying to

make them more prominent at the till whilst Gemma is reading

a book, trying to deal with the .

GEMMA

You don’t know the author’s name?

HELEN

No.

GEMMA

Or the title?

Helen shakes her head.

GEMMA

Any idea what it’s about?

Helen thinks for a moment.

HELEN

Not really, but they talked about

it once on the telly.

(CONTINUED)
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GEMMA

Hmm... At night or during the day?

HELEN

It was a man wrote it. And he was

on GOOD MORNING, DOUGLAS SMITH.

GEMMA

When was that?

HELEN

Not sure. Maybe two weeks ago.

Gemma finally looks up from her book.

GEMMA

Oh! You must mean Jeremy Buxton’s

"Cotton-Ball Heartfire".

HELEN

That’s it! Could be, at least.

Sounds familiar.

GEMMA

Would you like to buy a copy?

HELEN

No, not really. I just wanted to

ask if it had been made into a film

yet?

Gemma returns to reading.

GEMMA

Not that I know of, no. I’d give it

a year.

HELEN

That’s if I make it ’til then!

Just then, GARY the bespectacled Irishman, butts in.

GARY

Sorry to interrupt, but could you

give us a hand with some chairs?

GEMMA

Sure. Just a second.

Gary nods and exits.

(CONTINUED)
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HELEN

What’s that about?

GEMMA

Ashley Franklin is here. The famous

novelist. He’s giving a reading in

just a bit.

HELEN

Oh, that sounds delightful! Never

mind the book on tape then.

INT. CAMERON’S BEDROOM - MORNING

Cameron still sits in front of a laptop playing a game,

clicking around the internet, doing ten things at once. His

headphones are BLARING. The room is pretty dark.

Phillip pokes his head in the door.

PHILLIP

Cameron.

No response.

PHILLIP

(a little louder)

Cameron.

No response. Phillip walks over and claps him on the

shoulder.

PHILLIP

(shouting)

Cameron!

Cameron starts, slams the laptop shut, takes off the

headphones.

CAMERON

Uncle Phillip! I almost had a heart

attack.

He notices the disheveled state of his Uncle.

CAMERON

Is everything ok? I thought you had

to work today.

PHILLIP

I need your help, Cameron.

(CONTINUED)
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CAMERON

(indicating the computer)

Bit busy ATM.

PHILLIP

ATM? Won’t it be nice to shut that

thing off for a change? Save on the

power bill? Come on, it’ll just

take a minute.

Cameron sighs.

INT. LIVING ROOM - MORNING

Cameron watches over Phillip’s shoulder as Phillip creates a

text message.

PHILLIP

How do I make a semi-colon?

CAMERON

Pssssh, punctuation is for

amateurs.

PHILLIP

But it’s not a sentence without the

right punctuation, that’s just

gibberish!

CAMERON

Are you texting or writing a novel?

PHILLIP

You’re right. Semi-colon: bit

pompous, isn’t it?

He taps in a few more letters.

PHILLIP

Okay, done.

Cameron makes whoop-de-doo gestures with his fingers.

CAMERON

Congrats, Uncle Phil, you’ve joined

the twenty-first century.

PHILLIP

How do I send it?

(CONTINUED)
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CAMERON

Push send?

Phillip looks lost.

CAMERON

The big green one.

PHILLIP

Oh right. Of course. Thank you,

Cameron. I’m sure I could have

figured this out, but you’re pretty

handy with this sort of thing.

CAMERON

You know it.

Cameron turns to go.

PHILLIP

Say, what are you up to the rest of

the day?

CAMERON

Raiding with the guild in fifteen.

We’re after the flaming sword of

Huntarion. That’s the big-time,

man. Then it’s off to the PvP

arena.

PHILLIP

That sounds fascinating, but what

if, instead of staying cooped up

inside all day with your imaginary

friends-

CAMERON

They’re not imaginary, they’re as

real as your chums in the pub, just

on the comput-

PHILLIP

-what if you help your ol Uncle

Phil with a special one-time

project. Outdoors. Fresh air. Just

you and me.

Cameron gives him a perfect teenager’s "You’re joking" look.

PHILLIP

Look, I need your help, it’s

important.

(CONTINUED)
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CAMERON

What’s in it for me?

PHILLIP

The satisfaction of helping your

dear Uncle.

CAMERON

Forty quid?

PHILLIP

Ten.

CAMERON

Twenty?

PHILLIP

Ten.

CAMERON

Fifteen?

PHILLIP

Five.

CAMERON

What happened to ten?

PHILLIP

(handing Cameron 5 pounds)

Missed the boat on that one, didn’t

you?

CAMERON

Sub-standard loot, this.

PHILLIP

Tell you what. You help me out, and

there’s another fiver in it for you

later.

EXT. CANAL - MORNING

Kevin and Barry wander alongside the canal.

KEVIN

I’ll take Angel and to the pub,

there’s some quiz going on this

evening. It won’t be long like,

because Angel gets fidgety. But

it’s about three hours. Do you

reckon you can get it all out in

three hours?

(CONTINUED)
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Barry shrugs.

BARRY

Shouldn’t be a problem. Will it all

be boxed up and ready?

Kevin is amazed at Barry’s stupidity, and looks around

before scornfully explaining.

KEVIN

No! It won’t be bleeding boxed up!

You’re burgling the place. Not a

removals man.

BARRY

But it won’t get the same value on

Ebay!

Kevin stops for a second.

KEVIN

Good point. (beat) I can bring the

boxes later. I’ll just tell Angel

I’m throwing them out. Taking them

to the recycling, that kind of

thing.

Barry admires the quick thinking.

BARRY

Why don’t you just have it boxed up

and ready? Then it’s easier to load

the van.

KEVIN

What? And just explain to Angel we

need to box it up in case we’re

burgled tonight?! Speed up the

process?

BARRY

Sure.

KEVIN

Do you get this? She needs to think

we’ve been burgled. She’s not in on

the plan. She doesn’t even know

we’re in debt!

Barry finally understands.

(CONTINUED)
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KEVIN

She’d go mad.

Barry doesn’t know what to say. They walk in silence for a

moment.

INT. BOOKSHOP - MORNING

There is a circle of chairs, most of which are empty.

In the background, Gemma pretends to be working, but her

attention is on ASHLEY FRANKLIN, a sharply-dressed, black

man.

Ashley stands in front of a podium, reading from his latest

novel, "Of the Confusion Tongues", which is displayed on a

nearby table.

ASHLEY

Of the confusion tongues, oh! To

power with the and no cartographic

fliply.

He closes the book.

Gary attempts to start a SLOW CLAP, but the sparse crowd

doesn’t pick up on it.

Gary stands up.

GARY

Let’s open the floor for some Q and

A, shall we?

A MAN in the back stands up.

MAN

Gibberish! Gobblydigook!

ASHLEY

I’m sorry, was that a question?

MAN

I’ll rephrase it. Why the hell

doesn’t it make any sense?

Ashley considers this for a moment.

ASHLEY

As an avant-garde novelist, I have

to follow my inspirations and use

whatever tools possible to convey

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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ASHLEY (cont’d)
my message. In this case, that

requires a bit of digging from the

reader. But I guarantee you, there

is a method to the madness, and it

will become apparent to those who

challenge themselves to seek it. In

fact-

Helen interjects.

HELEN

Where are you from?

ASHLEY

Birmingham.

MAN

Are you saying I’m too dumb to

’get’ your book?

ASHLEY

No sir, but it’s not something you

will instantly-

HELEN

But where are you from, sweetie?

ASHLEY

I’m from Birmingham.

MAN

Look buster, I don’t like it when

people insintimate I’m stupid. I

get angry and I get slappy.

HELEN

What about your parents? Where are

they from?

GARY

Wouldn’t you know it, we’re all out

of time!

HELEN

You a local boy?

GARY

I’m from Belfast ma’am.

HELEN

Oh dear.

(CONTINUED)
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The MAN collects his jacket and grumbles away. Helen walks

up to Ashley, grips his wrist.

HELEN

I’d appreciate it if you would make

it into a film. I didn’t understand

it and don’t care much for books

anyway. Enjoy the rest of your

visit!

She leaves, Gary and Ashley watch in awe.

From the bookshelf where she’s busy doing some kind of

menial task, Gemma rushes over.

GEMMA

Wait, Mr. Franklin!

ASHLEY

Yes?

GEMMA

You’re my favorite writer.

GARY

Behold, the fan: a mythical

creature in its natural habitat.

You, young lady, are a unicorn!

Gemma is mortified by this enthusiasm.

ASHLEY

Stuff it, Gary.

(to Gemma)

Thank you. It means a lot to me.

GEMMA

I just finished the new novel.

Ashley just waits for her to continue.

GEMMA

(diplomatic)

I don’t get it, yet.

ASHLEY

Hold on, how did you read it

already, it just came out today?

GEMMA

Oh we got a promo copy last night

and no one else even wanted-

(CONTINUED)
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ASHLEY

Ah, nothing wounds like the truth!

GEMMA

What I meant to say is, most of the

people who work here don’t read as

much as I do.

ASHLEY

Good save!

GEMMA

I read all your books. Someday, I

want to be a writer or a marine

botanist.

ASHLEY

Don’t want to write, write because

you can’t not.

GEMMA

That’s a double negative.

GARY

He’s a bit of a double negative!

ASHLEY

That’s quite racist, Gary.

GARY

(earnest)

It is?

GEMMA

Actually, it seems Mr. Franklin is

making a joke at your expense,

playing on the fact that you will

never understand or experience

latent racism the way he does.

ASHLEY

You were right, Gary. This is a

rare one.

Gary pulls out a notepad, scribbles something down.

GARY

Double negative... latent...

racism...

GEMMA

Do you have any advice for aspiring

writers, Mr. Franklin?

(CONTINUED)
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ASHLEY

Work hard. Write a lot. Rewrite

even more. Listen to instincts.

Like I said, I don’t want to write,

the works find their own way of

coming out.

GEMMA

How do you mean?

Ashley holds up the book.

ASHLEY

For this one, I spent three and a

half years writing and editing a

masterpiece of literature. Then, I

developed a computer program to

disassemble it into its smallest

units, words, and systematically

jumble them up.

A pause.

GEMMA

Wouldn’t the smallest units be the

letters?

Ashley raises his eyebrows, smiles, there’s some secret to

it.

GEMMA

But why’d you do it?

Ashley’s keeping that secret. He walks off.

ASHLEY

(over his shoulder)

It’s nice to meet you! Keep

writing! Write me a letter!

Gary smiles. He hands Gemma a business card.

GARY

(bowing)

M’lady.

He follows Ashley out.
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EXT. GARAGE - MORNING

Cameron and Phillip are in a garage, eyeballing an old

bicycle covered in cobwebs. It looks like it hasn’t been

used in decades.

Cameron checks the brakes--they don’t seem to be attached to

anything.

CAMERON

Will we be taking this velocipede

to the museum or the dump?

PHILLIP

Smart little bastard, aren’t you.

Let’s get it cleaned up.

CAMERON

Why, do you wanna sell it?

PHILLIP

Must you always ask so many

questions? I just want it in

working order.

CAMERON

The brakes are shot.

PHILLIP

Fix them! I mean, DUH!

CAMERON

Bike repair is a specialized skill

requiring... hang on...

He peeks at something on his smart phone.

CAMERON

Special remuneration.

PHILLIP

Remuneration!

Cameron holds up the phone.

CAMERON

Boom! Thesaurus.

PHILLIP

How much?

(CONTINUED)
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CAMERON

Forty--

(off Phillip’s look)

Ten.

PHILLIP

Smart boy.

They shake on it.

PHILLIP

What’s with you lobbying for money

all of a sudden, anyway?

CAMERON

Saving up.

PHILLIP

For...?

CAMERON

You know. Things.

PHILLIP

You got a hot date or something?

Cameron pales.

PHILLIP

You rascal! Chip off the old block.

You’re just like your dad was.

Cameron gets melancholy at the mention of his father.

PHILLIP

Better get to work here.

Cameron looks at his Smartphone, cues up a video on bicycle

brake repair.

CAMERON

Okay. Should be done in twenty

minutes or less.

PHILLIP

You’ve never done this before, have

you?

CAMERON

Not IRL. Looks easy enough, though.

Think you could bring me a

sandwich?

Phillip sighs and rolls his eyes, starts to walk off.
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PHILLIP

Sandwich making is a specialized

skill that demands ’special

remuneration’!

Cameron rolls his eyes, nearly cracks a smile.

INT. SPOTTED PIG - AFTERNOON

Tom, Dick and Harry are flagging a bit. Dick has got his

lunchbox out and is trying to fit a satsuma into his mouth

with the peel still on. They call over to Derek.

TOM

Quizzie!

DICK

Quiffmafster. Can ve get a coffee?

Derek gets off of his stool and goes to boil the kettle. Tom

calls after him.

TOM

Hey Del, we got an unanswerable

question for you.

Derek calls back, uninterested.

DEREK

You do?

TOM

(snickering)

Does one trust the bald barber?

DEREK

...bald...barber. Got it. And...?

What’s the answer?

Dick pulls out the satsuma to speak.

DICK

That’s for each of us to decide, my

friend.

TOM

Hey! Satsuma back in or it’s points

to me!

Dick puts the satsuma back in his mouth.
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DEREK

Worthless! I thought you had a quiz

question for me.

Dick takes out the satsuma.

DICK

It was a rhetorical question, and

don’t let this guy get your goat,

he’s just upset he doesn’t

understand it.

TOM

Lookit buddha over here, one with

the goddamn universe after talking

to a loon.

DICK

Not everything’s a joke, Tom.

Tom laughs.

TOM

Satsuma.

DICK

Take the points, you doink. You

don’t understand the value of

things.

Derek brings three coffees.

DEREK

Like a 10 pound note. It is worth

multiple cheeseburgers. Or 8 cokes.

TOM

Yeah, something like that, Del.

Dick plays a card, stands up, turns around several times.

DEREK

Where was Marie Curie from?

TOM

Marie Curie, the magazine?

DICK

Dunno, sounds French.

DEREK

Polish, actually.
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TOM

Nice one. That on the quiz?

DEREK

Nah, too easy.

DICK

What she’s famous for?

DEREK

Math or something. Dunno. That

won’t be on the quiz.

He leaves.

HARRY

Marie Curie, born Maria Salomea

Skłodowska, named an atomic element

after her country.

TOM

Polonium?

DICK

You know it.

They high five.

INT. BOOKSHOP - AFTERNOON

Gemma carries a stack of paperbacks through the aisle. The

task is so menial, her thoughts are clearly elsewhere.

She places a book on the shelf and turns to see:

MARY

HEY!

Mary is right in her face. Gemma SHRIEKS and the books go

flying.

MARY

Bit jumpy today aren’t we?

GEMMA

Christ mum, you scared the crap out

of me!

Mary SNIFFS.
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MARY

Not literally, thank God.

Gemma starts to gather the dropped books.

GEMMA

Why aren’t you at work?

MARY

They, um, won’t be requiring my

services anymore.

GEMMA

What’d you do this time?

MARY

I’m wounded! What makes you think

it’s my fault, and not the result

of a deeper, systemic failure to

encourage individuality?

Gemma is done picking up the books. She stands up.

GEMMA

Because your individuality is

always at fault. You can never keep

your big mouth shut.

MARY

What can I say? No one appreciates

honesty. Especially not proper

dickheads.

GEMMA

Whatever, mum.

MARY

Look, I just came from the bank,

and it’s grim. Really grim.

GEMMA

Sounds like we’ll have to be more

parsimonious.

MARY

And do I pretend to know what that

means?

GEMMA

It means we should quit wasting

money on lottery tickets and

donations to Amnesty International.
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MARY

If you call that a waste of money,

then I’m embarrassed to know you.

Mary pulls a book out of the stack.

MARY

You read this one, yet? Of course

you did. You’ve read ’em all, you

little egghead. Is it any good?

GEMMA

You won’t like it.

MARY

Too smart for me, huh?

GEMMA

That’s not what I said.

MARY

May as well address the elephant,

hun. We all know who’s more clever,

it’s not exactly a big secret.

GEMMA

I don’t think you’ll like it

because the author bases his whole

argument on the fundamentally

flawed assumption that a

constantly-growing economy is not

only sustainable, but also

desirable.

Mary riffles the pages, turns to leave.

MARY

Sounds like a proper dickhead. Will

I understand it?

Mary looks at the back cover, skims over it.

MARY

Gonna give it a shot. I’ll bring it

back before anyone even knows it’s

gone.

GEMMA

This isn’t a library!

MARY

Knowledge should be free!
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GEMMA

’Should be’ being the operative

words!

Gemma snatches the book from her mother’s hands and returns

it to the shelf. She returns to the till and Mary follows.

Mary notices the pub quiz flyers that Helen dropped off

earlier.

MARY

Daughter, have you seen this? We

should go.

GEMMA

I’m not going to a pub quiz.

MARY

Why not? You’d do well at that sort

of thing.

GEMMA

Because it will be full of beardy

old men who play Trivial Pursuit

all day.

MARY

Rubbish. How would you know? You’ve

never been to a pub. I say we

should go. Get you out and about a

bit. Loosen you up. Besides, we

need the money.

GEMMA

Here comes the truth.

MARY

Can you loan me forty pounds?

They’re gonna shut off the lights

if we don’t make the minimum

payment today.

Gemma sighs and reluctantly pulls some money out of her

childish, velcro wallet.

GEMMA

This isn’t normal, you know. Most

girls my age don’t even have jobs.

Gemma hands Mary the money.

MARY

We both know you’re nothing like

most kids your age.
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Mary stuffs the money into her bag.

GEMMA

If I get home and the power’s been

shut off, I swear to the almighty

power I’m, like, running away with

the circus.

Mary starts to walk away.

MARY

Sounds like fun, can I come?

Gemma rolls her eyes.

MARY

I’ll pick you up after work. We’ll

do a bit of girly bonding at the

pub quiz. You’ll love it.

Gemma is not impressed. The shop door closes and Mary is

gone.

INT. KEVIN’S LOUNGE - AFTERNOON

Angel sits on the sofa with her legs folded underneath her

bum. The television is on as Kevin enters, and he watches it

for a moment in dull indifference.

TELEVISION PRESENTER 1

It looks lovely with the curtains.

The red goes with the beige walls.

TELEVISION PRESENTER 2

They’re rouge. And the walls are

caramel.

Angel mutes the television. Kevin snaps out of his daze.

KEVIN

Don’t mind me.

ANGEL

You look lost.

Kevin smiles.

KEVIN

I’m grand.

Angel smiles.
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ANGEL

There’s lunch on the side.

KEVIN

Thanks.

ANGEL

Do you want me to reheat it?

KEVIN

You’re fine. I’ll do it in a

moment.

Angel holds her arms open to him. He joins her on the sofa

and places his head on her lap, and she starts to stroke his

hair. It is a tender moment.

ANGEL

Are you okay?

KEVIN

I’m fine.

He rests for a second, she looks over him lovingly.

KEVIN

I was thinking.

He pauses, she continues to stroke his head.

ANGEL

What were you thinking?

KEVIN

We should have a night out.

Angel stops rubbing his head momentarily.

ANGEL

You’re not well.

Kevin sits up and smiles.

KEVIN

I mean it. Something together. Like

the pub or something.

Angel is bemused.

ANGEL

Where’s this come from?
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KEVIN

What do you mean?

ANGEL

This idea. All of a sudden. What’s

up?

Kevin is shocked.

KEVIN

Nothing’s up! I just thought it

would be nice that’s all. We never

get to spend any quality time

together.

ANGEL

So you thought we should go and sit

in one big room full of other

people?

KEVIN

It doesn’t have to be the pub. We

can do anything.

He puts his head back down on her lap, eyes open.

KEVIN

For a few hours.

Angel smiles and begins to stroke his hair again.

ANGEL

I think it’s a lovely idea.

They remain in this position and Kevin closes his eyes to

relax.

INT. TAXI - AFTERNOON

Gary is pep talking Ashley, who isn’t too interested in

listening.

GARY

You’ve just gotta go in there and

nail the elevator pitch. You know.

Keep it high concept. 25 words or

less.

ASHLEY

It’s going to be a pretty short

interview if I keep it at 25 words

or less.
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GARY

You know what I mean.

Ashley opens his newspaper.

GARY

Ashley, wait! Are you sure you want

to...

ASHLEY

I’m big enough.

GARY

If it’s bad, don’t say I didn’t try

to warn you.

Ashley finds what he’s looking for, reads.

His brow furrows.

He smiles.

GARY

Oh what a relief. I thought they

were gonna... I mean, obviously

the...

Ashley thrusts the newspaper toward Gary.

ASHLEY

Read it.

Gary takes it, reads. He pulls out his notepad, scribbles.

GARY

Oh wow. Who does this asshole think

he is, anyway? You know what they

say, those who can’t do, teach and

those who can’t teach become

critics!

Ashley stares at Gary.

GARY

They say no press is bad press, but

I can’t see this helping the sales

figures.

ASHLEY

It’s the best review I’ve ever had!
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GARY

What are you talking about? He

literally called you a...

(skimming article)

"Pretentious, self-masturbatory

pseudo-intellectual whose writing

makes no sense"

ASHLEY

Pretty apt, apart from the word

’pseudo’. I’d say it’s a ringing

endorsement, although I can’t quite

support the redundancy inherent to

the phrase ’self-masturbatory’.

Gary scribbles on his notepad.

GARY

Redundancy... inherent.

He stashes his notepad away.

GARY

You know I’m your biggest fan.

A pause.

ASHLEY

But...?

GARY

Sometimes, I wish I represented

authors who weren’t afraid to be a

bit more... derivative.

ASHLEY

For you, Gary, the next one will be

all about wizard vampires on the

run from cyborg lizardman pirates.

GARY

(intrigued)

Actually...

ASHLEY

You’re an embarrassment, Gary.
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INT. SPOTTED PIG - AFTERNOON

Derek is looking at a railway magazine when Helen enters the

pub and he quickly shuts it as she walks behind the bar. She

walks straight out to the back of the pub whilst taking off

her coat.

DEREK

Hello mother.

HELEN (O/S)

You making all the questions about

the West Coast Mainline timetable

again Derek?

Derek scribbles out most of the workings on his pad.

DEREK

No!

Helen re-enters coatless.

HELEN

We almost had a riot that night. We

need it difficult, but not

inaccessible Derek.

DEREK

I know Mum.

Helen wipes don’t the bar.

HELEN

Try one out on me then.

Derek is uncomfortable. He stays silent and hints at Tom,

Dick and Harry in the corner, all three looking over

eagerly.

HELEN

Ah! Spies! How are you gentlemen?

DICK

Very well Mrs Quinn. Loved you on

the radio this morning.

HELEN

Oh were you listening?

Derek is embarrassed.
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DICK

To every word.

HELEN

Did I sound okay? I can’t stand the

sound of my own voice.

TOM

You sounded great.

Derek rolls his eyes.

HELEN

Oh that’s a relief. I normally hang

the phone up before those

answer-phone-machine things because

I’m so paranoid about my voice.

HARRY

Oh don’t say that Mrs Quinn.

HELEN

I do though, don’t I, Derek?

HARRY

Does she Derek?

Derek stomps off, in a huff, like a teenager. He takes his

notepad and magazine.

DEREK

I’m gonna write this in my room.

Helen and the lads watch as he exits.

INT. RADIO STATION - AFTERNOON

Gary and Ashley are sat with DJ DECLAN, an over-enthusiastic

disc jockey.

DJ DECLAN

One reviewer said that he’d give it

no stars! That’s gotta hurt?

ASHLEY

Everyone is welcome to their

opinion.

DJ DECLAN

Very true. I’ve got to admit. I had

a flick through it this morning

before coming into the studio and

it was pretty hard going!
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ASHLEY

I agress that it probably needs

more than a flick through.

DJ DECLAN

Yeah! I’m not a great reader at the

best of times but I like a bit of

Dan Brown. Do you know Dan Brown?

Da Vinci Code and all that?

ASHLEY

I know of him, I don’t know him.

DJ DECLAN

You’ve gotta find yourself

wondering ’how do I write a

bestseller like that?’ though don’t

you?

ASHLEY

Not particularly.

DJ DECLAN

You know, getting a movie deal with

Tom Hanks and all that?

ASHLEY

It isn’t my motivation.

DJ Declan points at Gary.

DJ DECLAN

I can see it’s your agent’s

motivation! Ha ha. We’ve got

Ashley’s agent in the corner of the

room and his eyes lit up when I

said ’Dan Brown’. I bet you like a

bit of Dan Brown don’t you mate?

Gary doesn’t know whether to nod, shake his head or respond.

DJ DECLAN

We’re gonna go to the phones as

we’ve got some questions. Who’s

line one?

HELEN (O/S)

It’s Helen. I was on Kirsty’s show

this morning.

DJ DECLAN

Oh wow! Twice in one day!
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INT. SPOTTED PIG - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

Helen is on the phone.

HELEN

I was telling Kirsty about the pub

quiz that we have on in the Spotted

Pig tonight. It’s a bumper roll

over with a lot of prize money.

INT. RADIO STATION - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

Gary puts his head in his hands, Ashley looks bemused and DJ

Declan is trying to move the conversation on.

DJ DECLAN

That’s great! What’s you’re quest-

INT. SPOTTED PIG - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

HELEN

People should get down early

because the place will be packed.

We’ve got a drinks promotion on

too, with free packs of pork

scratchings with every five pints

of lager, mild, bitter or stout or

every three glasses of red, white

or rose, that’s large glasses not

regular. The promotion doesn’t

inlcude soft drinks or spirits

though.

Tom, Dick and Harry are sniggering in the background.

INT. RADIO STATION - AFTERNOON

Bemused silence all round.

DJ DECLAN

Have you got a question for our

guest?

HELEN (O/S)

Guest? Oh, who is it?

DJ DECLAN

Ashley Franklin, the author.
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HELEN (O/S)

Never heard of him. Oh wait. The

coloured guy?

Silence.

DJ DECLAN

Have you got a question?

HELEN (O/S)

Um. What’s your favourite colour?

Gary still has his head in his hands. Ashley is in

disbelief.

DJ DECLAN

Ok! What’s your favourite colour

Ashley?

Ashley shrugs, having not really though about it.

ASHLEY

Um. Red?

DJ Declan takes it as seriously as possible.

DJ DECLAN

Red! It’s a great colour isn’t it?

Coming back in to fashion I think.

It’s been under-rated for a while

but I think it is due a comeback.

It’s a great colour. One of the

best. Thanks for that question

Helen, and good luck tonight! We’ve

got Gemma on line two. Hello Gemma?

INT. BOOKSHOP - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

Gemma is by the till, with Ashley’s book open beside her.

GEMMA

Hi DJ Declan.

DJ DECLAN (O/S)

What’s your question for Ashley

Franklin?

GEMMA

It isn’t really a question for Mr

Franklin.
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INT. RADIO STATION - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

DJ Declan covers the microphone.

DJ DECLAN

(whispering to Ashley and

Gary)

Jesus, why don’t people get this?

GEMMA (O/S)

I want to know if I have it right.

At first I couldn’t figure out why

all the words were mixed up. Why it

doesn’t seem to make any sense. But

that is exactly what does make

sense.

DJ DECLAN

Doesn’t make cents! Geddit? Dollars

and cents? Your book doesn’t make

cents.

Silence.

INT. BOOKSHOP - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

Gemma cringes at the end of the phone.

GEMMA

The way I see it, the entire book

is a metaphor.

INT. RADIO STATION - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

Gary’s head comes out of his hands. DJ Declan’s eyebrows

raise.

DJ DECLAN

Wow. Ok Gemma. Is she right Ashley?

ASHLEY

Would you ask Da Vinci the same

question about Mona Lisa’s smile?

Gary’s head goes back into the hands.

GEMMA (O/S)

Anyhoo, my theory is that Mr.

Franklin feels whenever his books

are published, he becomes subject

to gross misinterpretation. It’s

like that beetle-
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DJ DECLAN

(singing)

Paperback writer!

INT. BOOKSHOP - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

Gemma is getting frustrated.

GEMMA

What, no. That beetle, the bug! In

The Metamorphosis. No matter what

he says, people just hear the,

like, grunts and gnashing of jaws.

The book exists in its jumbled form

because that’s how Mr. Franklin

feels we read his work.

INT. RADIO STATION - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

DJ DECLAN

This young lady has just accused

you of being understandable.

ASHLEY

Gemma’s interpretation, though by

no means invalid, seems a bit

obvious, doesn’t it?

INT. BOOKSHOP - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

Gemma shrinks a little.

GEMMA

Maybe it’s just what I see because

I can identify. All the time,

people pigeonhole you.

INT. RADIO STATION - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

Ashley and Gary listen intently.

GEMMA (O/S)

I mean, I’m the quiet, nerdy girl

and nobody ever really listen-

DJ DECLAN

So, how does one get a look at the

book in its original form, without

all the words mixed up?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 46.

GARY

I’ll take this one. Gary

McLaughlin, Ashley’s agent. We’ll

leave the decryption method a

secret for now. But here’s a hint:

visit the website.

DJ DECLAN

Are you just trying to drum up

internet traffic?

GARY

Just giving people a chance to make

their own discoveries. Like a

treasure hunt. Then, in a few

months, we’ll put out an exclusive

paperback edition of the original

manuscript for those who don’t

figure it out on their own.

ASHLEY

An abortion of art I have not yet

sanctioned! Nor heard about!

GARY

Look for it in stores in three

months.

DJ DECLAN

Now we’re talking! Ashley, what can

you tell us about your upcoming

projects?

ASHLEY

I don’t want to give too much away,

but my next novel, The Plagiarist,

will be an entirely original novel

which will not contain a single

word written by me.

DJ DECLAN

He’s got my attention! Some might

think the creative process means

more to Ashley Franklin than a

readable product, but perhaps there

is a method to his madness.

Ashley is very irritated and stands up.

ASHLEY

Thanks for your time, but I’ve had

enough of your insouciant

buffoonery for this lifetime.
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GARY

Ashley! Wait!

Ashley exits. Gary stands up and goes after him. DJ Declan

is bemused.

DJ DECLAN

Let’s have some music!

DJ Declan hits a button and the track starts.

MUSIC STARTS.

He pushes away the microphone and talks through the sound

proof glass to his producer.

DJ DECLAN

I bet that’ll go down well on

twitter. Can we tweet that? Can

someone tweet that? I could tweet

that.

INT. BOOKSHOP - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

Gemma looks deflated as the music plays. She turns to the

computer, and loads up her email. She starts to type.

INT. DEREK’S BEDROOM - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

The music continues as Derek plays with his trains and

checks his Ebay.

INT. KEVIN’S LOUNGE - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

Kevin reads another red letter, and tears it up. It puts it

in the bin, but then takes it out and deliberates where to

put it.

EXT. PARK - AFTERNOON CONTINUOUS

Phillip is on the bicycle, riding a bit unsteadily, but

riding all by himself.

Cameron rides next to him.

MUSIC ENDS.

Phillip’s CELL PHONE RINGS.
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PHILLIP

Now this is a dilemma!

CAMERON

Just stop and answer it.

PHILLIP

Easier said than done, friend!

Remind me how to stop!

CAMERON

Squeeze the brakes.

Phillip nearly endos.

CAMERON

Gently! Gently!

Phillip pulls the cell phone out of his pocket.

PHILLIP

Hello. Yep, that’s me. Right. Okay.

Can someone drop it off?... Can I

send someone else to pick it up?...

That’s not an option, I’m not even

allowed to drive it at the moment!

Cameron’s interest piques.

PHILLIP

Fine, I’ll get a colleague to pick

it up... They’ll bring the

paperwork. Thank you, good bye.

Phillip hangs up.

PHILLIP

Can’t even angrily slam down the

receiver in frustration. That’s the

problem with these things, know

what I mean?

CAMERON

What was that about?

PHILLIP

Oh, the car’s ready to be picked

up. But I’m getting used to this

whole bicycle thing, so I don’t

know-

(CONTINUED)
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CAMERON

What was that about you not being

allowed to drive it.

A BEAT. Phillip’s busted.

PHILLIP

Oh, that was nothing.

CAMERON

Then let’s go get the car right

now. We can go for a drive.

PHILLIP

But we’re having so much fun here.

CAMERON

Why didn’t you come home last

night?

Phillip STAMMERS.

CAMERON

And now you’re acting so

suspicious! Don’t lie to me.

PHILLIP

Look, I didn’t want to tell you

this. It’s quite embarrassing.

CAMERON

What, did you injure both wrists

having a wank and now you can’t

turn the steering wheel?

PHILLIP

Don’t be crass. It’s... I...

CAMERON

Spit it out!

PHILLIP

That wasn’t a mechanic on the

phone; it was the impound lot. Last

night, I got picked up for

drink-driving.

CAMERON

(furious)

You must be joking!

(CONTINUED)
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PHILLIP

I’m definitely not proud of myself.

I wasn’t thinking.

CAMERON

Obviously! After everything we’ve

been through... Drink-driving! Of

all things!

He gives Phillip a shove. Phillip is shocked.

PHILLIP

It won’t happen again. It was a

mistake, I-

CAMERON

Fuck off, old man.

Cameron pedals off, accelerating steadily.

PHILLIP

Cameron, wait!

Phillip pedals a few yards after him, and even though he’s

improved, it’s futile to try and catch up.

PHILLIP

Cameron!

EXT. STREET - AFTERNOON

Ashley is moving at a good clip, Gary nipping at his heels.

GARY

Don’t let that wanker get to you.

It’s what he wants, you’re letting

him win.

ASHLEY

It’s not him, Gary. A paperback

reissue? When were you going to

tell me about this?

GARY

Well, just... the lads upstairs,

you know.

Ashley suddenly stops walking.

ASHLEY

No. There are reasons I do what I

do. To use a trite metaphor, that

project is my baby.

(CONTINUED)
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GARY

And I killed it?

ASHLEY

Horribly disfigured.

GARY

Still alive, though?

Ashley starts walking again.

GARY

You don’t have to prove anything to

anybody, Ashley. You’re already one

of the best of our times, and

nobody can take that from you.

ASHLEY

I don’t care what anybody thinks!

GARY

Sure you do.

ASHLEY

No, I don’t.

GARY

Everybody does, at least a little.

Just, will you just, stop walking

for a second? My little legs can’t

keep up.

Ashley stops again, whirls to face Gary.

GARY

Look, take this.

He hands him the flash drive.

ASHLEY

What is it?

GARY

It’s a pen drive. For the computer.

Ashley gives Gary the "I can see that I’m not blind you

twat" look.

GARY

It’s a decryptor that I had made

for your book. You should decide

what to do with it. You can have

Superman throw it into the sun if

you want.
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ASHLEY

Who else has this?

Gary shrugs.

GARY

Look, if it means so much to you,

if you really don’t want anybody

else to ever read what you actually

wrote, I’ll call the radio station

and have that story killed.

ASHLEY

You would do that?

GARY

Yes. But that doohickey in your

hand is maybe the last chance to

save both of our careers...

Lifeboats for our Titanic.

Ashley rolls his eyes.

GARY

Beatin’ a dead horse, am I?

ASHLEY

See you, Gary.

Ashley leaves. Gary sighs.

EXT. SPOTTED PIG - AFTERNOON

Phillip rides his bike, still a bit wobbly, to the Spotted

Pig. He hops off the bike and parks it by the door.

He stands in front of the pub. He looks at his watch.

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out his phone. No New

Messages.

He stuffs the phone back into his pocket.

INT. BOOKSHOP - EVENING

Mary enters as Gemma is closing up.

MARY

You ready?

Gemma isn’t enthused.
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GEMMA

Are we seriously going to go to a

pub quiz?

MARY

Daughter! Serious prize at stake

here.

GEMMA

Look mum, I’ve got to live my own

life. You can’t just rely on me to

solve all your problems forever-

MARY

Solve my problems? SOLVE? Why do

you think I’ve got so many to begin

with?

GEMMA

In case you didn’t notice, you’re

MY parent. You’re the one who’s

supposed to be responsible, not

trying to coerce her underage

daughter into a pub quiz!

MARY

It’s not my fault if-

GEMMA

(mocking)

It’s not my fault, it’s not my

fault. It’s never your fault! Take

some responsibility for once and

just...grow up!

Mary is silent for once. Gemma looks at her own feet.

GEMMA

I’m sorry. I didn’t mean...

She can’t finish her sentence.

GEMMA

I think it would be great to spend

some time with you.

She gives her mum a hug.
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INT. ASHLEY’S APARTMENT - EVENING

Ashley sits at his computer, he pops the thumb drive into

the USB slot. He opens it, the folder contains a file titled

’decryptor.txt’

A PING. He has a new email. It is from Gemma.

He reads intently. During the voice over, we see a

time-lapse of Ashley, reading, having a drink, staring at a

blank wall, etc.

GEMMA (V.O.)

Dear Mr. Franklin. It was such a

pleasure to meet you in the

bookstore. I am writing you this

email mostly because you said I

should, but also because I have

always wanted to send a letter to a

famous person. My mum says that

fame is a worthless social

construct and that people aren’t

supposed to be worshipped, but she

is also a huge hypocrite with a

giant Billy Idol poster in her

bedroom. Anyway, I rang into the

radio station today to say that I

really enjoyed your work, and that

it was great. I listened as your

agent said that you’d be releasing

the book in the original form.

Although I feel sad that your art

is being compromised, I also hope

you will let other people read it

too, because the first chapter is

the best thing I have ever read.

And I read a lot. I work in the

bookstore, in case you forgot. I’m

sure you know the philosopher

Nietsche, but did you also know he

once said: "The best author will be

the one who is ashamed to become a

writer." I can’t tell if he’s right

or if you’re ashamed, but it’s all

something to consider. Well, I

might be rambling, is it okay if I

write you another letter?

Sincerely, Gemma

He thinks for a moment. He gets up, knocking his chair over,

grabs his hat and coat. While doing this, he rings Gary.
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ASHLEY

Gary, where are you?

INT. DEREK’S BEDROOM - EVENING

Derek is playing with his trains. Helen knocks on the door

frame.

HELEN

You ready for this quiz Derek?

DEREK

Not really Mum.

HELEN

What do you mean, ’not really’?

It’s going to be the biggest night

of your life.

DEREK

I’m stressed.

Helen walks to the bed and sits down.

HELEN

Why on earth are you stressed son?

DEREK

For the roll over. The money.

HELEN

What about it?

Derek comes to the bed and sits beside Helen.

DEREK

(mumbles)

I don’t have it.

Helen stares at her son.

HELEN

Come again?

DEREK

I don’t have the money. I’ve spent

it.

Helen is silent. She doesn’t break her stare upon her son.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 56.

HELEN

What could you have possibly spent

the money on Derek?

It is his turn to stay silent. He looks around the room.

Helen looks around the room too. All the trains.

HELEN

God no. How much have you spent?

DEREK

(mumbling)

Pretty much all of it.

HELEN

Twelve thousand, four hundred and

eighty pounds on toy trains?

DEREK

I’ve got a couple of hundred left.

HELEN

Oh well that will keep the crowd

from rioting.

Derek gets upset.

DEREK

What are we going to do?

HELEN

We?

Derek looks at his mother for salvation.

HELEN

We? We’re not going to do anything

Derek. You’re going to deal with

it.

DEREK

But-

HELEN

No buts Derek. You’ve got yourself

into this mess. You’ve got to get

yourself out.

DEREK

How? What I am supposed to do?

Helen gets up and prepares to leave.
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HELEN

Do what you’ve done so far. Make

sure no-one wins.

INT. SPOTTED PIG - EVENING

The pub is filling up. Kevin and Angel enter and order a

drink at the bar, with Dick standing alongside them and

checking out Angel’s behind. Phillip is propping up the bar

at the other end. MAGGIE is serving.

MAGGIE

Yes love?

KEVIN

Can I have a pint of mild and what

will you have?

Angel looks behind the bar for something she’d like.

ANGEL

Do you have any Castle Margaux?

Either 95 or 86? I’ll take a 90 at

a stretch.

Kevin looks at Maggie in desperation.

MAGGIE

Is that red or white?

ANGEL

It’s a red.

MAGGIE

I’ve got house red.

KEVIN

That’ll do.

Dick is inappropriately rubbing against Angel to talk to

Maggie.

DICK

Sorry Maggie.

Maggie is pouring the mild and fetching the red.

DICK

Maggie!
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KEVIN

Wait your turn mate.

DICK

Maggie! Have you got our prok

scratchings? We’re due another free

pack.

Pork scratchings fly towards him, but catch Angel instead.

Dick apologises.

DICK

Sorry darling.

Angel is not impressed. Kevin pays Maggie and they clear the

bar. Phillip signals for another whilst checking his phone.

In the booth behind him is Gary. He’s pretty deep in his

cups.

ASHLEY

There you are!

GARY

What took you so long?

ASHLEY

I’ve never been here before, didn’t

know where it was.

GARY

Haha! That’s funny. You’ll never

guess what!

ASHLEY

Let’s do it. The original

manuscript in paperback.

GARY

(not listening)

I went upstairs. Told them you

weren’t their puppet and if they

don’t appreciate art-

ASHLEY

I said I want you to print the

paperback.

GARY

They can cram it up their bums. And

you know what they said? They said,

Gary, you’ve got balls. You’re

fired, of course. But we respect

your balls nonetheless.
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ASHLEY

I’m sorry, Gary.

GARY

I’m not! Know what else they said?

Ashley waits for it.

GARY

They said, you like Franklin so

much, you keep him. Signed the

papers right then and there.

They’re gonna pay for your next two

books, but they don’t own it

anymore. I do! Still wanna do that

paperback?

Ashley smiles.

Back at the bar, Phillip’s drink has been refilled, and

Gemma and Mary have walked in.

MARY

Two cider and blacks please Maggie.

Maggie points at Gemma.

MAGGIE

Have you got ID?

Gemma is horrified.

MARY

No she hasn’t. She’s seventeen.

MAGGIE

I can’t serve her then.

MARY

You’re not serving her darling,

you’re serving me. I want two cider

and blacks because I don’t want to

be trapsing up here when it gets

busy just to get another pint.

MAGGIE

Fair enough (she looks at Gemma)

And what you having?

MARY

She’ll have a milk.

Phillip smiles at the two of them whilst they’re being

served. Mary takes a sip of his drink and flirts.
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PHILLIP

Not great bringing a child into a

place like this.

MARY

Better than leaving her at home

alone.

Phillip looks at his phone.

MARY

Besides, she’s looking after me.

Christ knows what happens if I’m

left alone in a place like this.

Gemma is disgusted. Phillip feels guilty.

PHILLIP

I’ve gotta go.

Mary watches as he leaves.

MARY

So soon?

The pints and milk arrive. Mary looks for money in her bag.

Then she looks at Gemma.

MARY

Can you get these?

Out comes the velcro wallet.

EXT. KEVIN’S GARDEN - EVENING

Barry’s van pulls up. He looks nervously at the house.

He gets out of the van with a torch and crow bar in hand. He

takes a cursory glance around. Across the street, a

neighbour’s curtain twitches. Barry mutters to himself.

BARRY

Jesus.

He goes down the side of the house and lights his torch.
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INT. KEVIN’S KITCHEN - NIGHT

All is still and dark. A torch light approaches, and Barry

looks against the window.

EXT. KEVIN’S GARDEN - NIGHT

Barry is peeking through the window. As he comes away from

the glass, his natural temptation is to wipe it clean.

He wanders around to the door, and lines the crow bar

against the door frame.

INT. SPOTTED PIG - EVENING

The crowd is getting restless. Derek is nervous. Tom, Dick

and Harry are banging the table.

TOM

Quiz!Quiz! Quiz!

DICK

Quiz!Quiz! Quiz!

HARRY

Quiz!Quiz! Quiz!

Mary and Gemma approach Ashley and Gary.

MARY

Do you mind if we join you?

GARY

Absolutely. Go ahead.

Tom, Dick and Harry aren’t happy about it.

TOM

Hold on. Check out the competition.

HARRY

They’re hustling. I’ve not seen one

of them in here before.

Dick shouts out to the competition.

DICK

This is a local quiz for local

people!

Gary is concerned.
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GARY

Is that racist?

ASHLEY

Not really, no.

Helen approaches Derek at the microphone, which is still

switched off.

HELEN

Are you all set?

Derek is nervous.

DEREK

I think so.

HELEN

There’s some clever people in here

tonight.

DEREK

I know.

HELEN

I’m sure you’re cleverer.

DEREK

Thanks Mum.

HELEN

You’re dead meat if you aren’t.

Derek is stunned that she can be so candid. Helen switches

on the microphone.

HELEN

Good evening everyone!

The crowd cheers back.

HELEN

What a great turnout we have this

evening. And all for a chance of

winning the rollover prize! It’s

been two years since anyone beat my

boy, and I’m putting my money on

him to keep it again tonight!

Derek laughs nervously.
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HELEN

Please put your hands together for

my son, your quizmaster, Derek

Quinn!

A round of applause ripples around the pub. Derek approaches

the microphone.

DEREK

Listen up, everyone. The quiz will

start shortly, so get ready. Maggie

is bringing round pencils and

labels for your phones. Mum is

going to collect everyone’s money

and all electronics, so there’s no

help from Google tonight!

Maggie starts to hand out pencils and labels. Helen takes

out a shoebox for everyone to place their mobile phones.

Kevin’s phone starts to ring just before Helen takes it.

KEVIN

I’ve just to take this call.

ANGEL

Why don’t you switch it off?

KEVIN

I will do, once I’ve taken this.

I’m going over there, to get away

from all that racket. I’ll be back

in a minute.

He quickly jumps up to take the call and wanders to one

side, away from Angel.

KEVIN

Yellow?

INT. KEVIN’S LOUNGE - EVENING

BARRY

Kevin, it’s me.

INT. SPOTTED PIG - EVENING

KEVIN

Barry! How’s it going?
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INT. KEVIN’S LOUNGE - EVENING

Barry is stood in the middle of an empty lounge. Nothing is

left. He is in shock.

BARRY

Kevin. Your house. It’s been

burgled.

INT. SPOTTED PIG - EVENING

Kevin is amazed and excited.

KEVIN

Really? That quick? Jesus Barry you

don’t fuck about do you?

INT. KEVIN’S LOUNGE - EVENING

Barry is still stood frozen to the spot, crowbar in one

hand, phone in the other.

BARRY

You’ve been burgled Kevin.

INT. SPOTTED PIG - EVENING

Kevin is trying to hide his excitement with small punches

into the air.

KEVIN

That’s right Barry. For real. Yep.

Good stuff. I get you. Probably

best to go along with it on the

phone in case they check it.

INT. KEVIN’S LOUNGE - EVENING

Barry is still frozen.

BARRY

Kevin I mean it.
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INT. SPOTTED PIG - EVENING

Kevin turns towards Angel.

KEVIN

Yep. I get it. It’s tragic. I’ll

call you later! You good thing!

He hangs up and switches his phone off and giggles to

himself in genuine excitement.

He flings the phone in Helen’s shoebox and swaggers back to

the table to see Angel.

INT. KEVIN’S LOUNGE - EVENING

Barry is still frozen. He brings the phone down from his ear

and realises it is hung up. He looks around in disbelief.

EXT. KEVIN’S GARDEN - NIGHT

Barry sits in the van, still in shock. He takes out his

phone, dials a number and holds it to his ear. It doesn’t

ring, it goes straight to voice mail.

KEVIN (O.S)

You’re through to Kevin Bailey but

I can’t take your call right now,

if you leave a message I’ll get

right back to you.

BARRY

Kevin. It’s me. You don’t

understand. Someone beat me to it.

Your house, it’s been burgled.

INT. SPOTTED PIG - EVENING

The pub is primed. Derek is sweating with fear. Tom, Dick

and Harry are no longer joking. Mary, Gary and Ashley are

all fiddling with beer mats whilst Gemma investigates the

sharpness of the pencil. Angel looks unimpressed, and Kevin

is desperately trying to be enthusastic.

DEREK

I need you all to take a moment to

work out your group names. Nothing

vulgar please.

(CONTINUED)
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Tom writes without even looking at the page. These men are

professional. Gemma cups her mouth to whisper to the rest of

the table.

GEMMA

(whispering)

What are we going to call

ourselves?

GARY

Why are you whispering? This isn’t

one of the quiz questions.

MARY

She’s getting into it.

Kevin is trying to engage with Angel.

KEVIN

What should we call ourselves?

ANGEL

I don’t care.

KEVIN

Come on, you can think of

something.

ANGEL

I think we’re called ’Losers’.

Kevin is not impressed.

DEREK

Okay. The rules are simple. I’m

going to ask twenty five questions

tonight. That’s five categories

each with five questions. In the

rare event of any team getting all

twenty five questions right, they

take the prize. In the even rarer

event of two or more teams getting

all the questions right, the prize

is shared. Everyone understand?

DICK

Is that the first question?

DEREK

No that isn’t the first question

smart arse. Is everyone ready?

The pub replies in unison.

(CONTINUED)
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EVERYONE

Yes!

DEREK

Then we shall begin. The first

category is linguistics.

Gemma looks excitedly towards Ashley. Tom and Harry note

their enthusiasm.

DEREK

Question number one.

EXT. CAR PARK ROOF - EVENING

Cameron is overlooking the city.

His mobile phone BEEPS.

He pulls it out of his pocket, looks.

NEW MESSAGE

He opens it--it’s a text from Uncle Phillip.

The TEXT READS: Dear Cameron, I’m so sorry to let you down

the way I did. We’re all coping with the loss of your

father, and sometimes...

PHILLIP (O.C.)

I know, I know, is it a novel or a

text message.

Cameron turns around to see Phillip there.

CAMERON

What are you doing here?

PHILLIP

Your dad and I used to come here

when we were little. It made us

feel like giants.

CAMERON

But how did you know I’d be here?

PHILLIP

Tracked you down with your own

mobile’s GPS.

(CONTINUED)
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CAMERON

Respect.

A pause.

CAMERON

Thought you’d be at the pub quiz.

PHILLIP

I went. Tradition is important to

me, you know that. But family is

more important.

A pause.

PHILLIP

I made a mistake, Cameron. It’s

awful, what I did-

CAMERON

Horrendous, even.

PHILLIP

Horrendous, what I did. But I was

also extremely lucky in that nobody

got hurt.

CAMERON

It was hurtful to me.

(coming undone)

What if you’d killed some other

boy’s father? Ruined another life?

What then?

PHILLIP

I didn’t.

CAMERON

But you could have!

It sinks in for a moment.

PHILLIP

You’re right. But instead, I got a

free pass. An opportunity to see

how my mistakes impact others.

You’d think someone as ancient and

...crotchety...

Cameron winces at this word.

(CONTINUED)
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PHILLIP

...as I am would have already known

that. But I’m just a person and I’m

not perfect. You probably won’t

forgive me right away, or maybe

ever, but I cannot not try.

Phillip holds out his hand. Cameron takes it, shakes it.

PHILLIP

The day of the accident... When I

got to the hospital, before you got

there, your dad was already in the

ICU and they let me in with the

priest. You know what he said to

me?

CAMERON

The priest?

PHILLIP

No, your dad. He said, "You’re

Cameron’s whole family now, so

don’t screw it up geezer." Even in

that state, he kept his humour. You

know how jokes are only funny

because there’s an element of truth

in ’em though?

Cameron nods.

PHILLIP

Until today, I didn’t even realize

how badly I’ve been letting him

down.

Cameron stays silence. They both look out over the city.

CAMERON

Don’t be too hard on yourself.

Phillip looks at his own feet.

PHILLIP

I’m never going to be able to

replace him--I don’t want to try.

But I want to honor his wish. To do

it right, that’s going to require

some changes. From both of us. Can

we agree to that?

(CONTINUED)
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CAMERON

Let’s hear the terms.

PHILLIP

For starters, we’re like two

strangers living together. We need

to spend more time together without

cell phones or televisions or

computers.

CAMERON

Sounds awful.

(regretting it)

We’ll give it a shot.

Phillip puts his arm around Cameron’s shoulder.

PHILLIP

You’re very special to me.

CAMERON

I’m still mad, you know.

PHILLIP

That’s genetic and incurable.

They both take one last look at the skyline.

PHILLIP

Come on. Let’s go home.

They turn and start to walk into the distance.

CAMERON

You want to go try and catch the

end of the pub quiz?

PHILLIP

It’s not important. Let’s just go

home.

CAMERON

School holidays, so it’s not like I

need to be in bed or anything.

PHILLIP

I’ll be the judge of that.
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INT. SPOTTED PIG - EVENING

People are concentrating hard, writing down an answer.

DEREK

Now the fifth and final question in

the politics category. What former

child star also campaigned for

Governor of California with the

slogan: "Hafta get ridda NAFTA"?

At Tom, Dick and Harry’s table.

DICK

Who even cares!

TOM

It was the little guy.

DICK

Child stars are all little, now

aren’t they?

TOM

Yeah, but he never got real big,

this one. What the hell was his-

Harry taps them on the shoulder for a hushed conversation.

HARRY

We’ve got a situation lads.

TOM

(eureka)

Whatchu talkin bout, Willis!

DICK

Ohhh, him!

HARRY

Focus, youse!

He indicates at Mary and Gemma’s table with his head.

DICK

The philosopher?

HARRY

If by that you mean the wee lass.

Got a real noggin’ on her. Perfect

so far.

(CONTINUED)
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TOM

SSssssshit!

DICK

Bottoms up. Mission is go.

The three drink up in unison.

AT THEIR TABLE

Gemma finishes writing "Gary Coleman" on her paper.

GARY

You sure it’s not Arnie?

MARY

He wasn’t a child star.

GEMMA

In the California gubernatorial

recall election of 2003, there were

135 candidates on the ballot.

MARY

If she says it, it’s true.

Tom, Dick and Harry appear, all seeming to babble at once.

Gemma hides the answers.

TOM

How’s everybody doing? Everybody

got a drink. Good. Tried the new

bitters yet? Well not you (pointing

at Gemma), look a little young for

that stuff.

DICK

Tough quiz, ey. (To Mary) Look,

I’ve been doing some thinking about

the ol bald barber and all, and

I’ve come to the conclusion that I

do in fact trust him.

HARRY

(to Ashely and Gary)

Howdy folks, everybody’s pencil

still nice and sharp? Got your

erasers all situated. I’ve got

extras and sharpeners and even a

pen if you prefer the ol’ ink, know

what I mean.

They all all excuse themselves at the same time.
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TOM

Well, we’d better get back to our

own answer sheet before the next

round, just a few to go, eh!

The boys shuffle away just as abruptly as they came.

GARY

What the hell was that about?

ASHLEY

Strange fellows, those.

MARY

Bumped into two of ’em this

morning. Sold ’em some thoughts.

GEMMA

This isn’t. Those men. They took-

She looks up, Dick is looking straight at her, pleading look

in his eyes. He mouths the word PLEASE and puts a finger to

his lips.

She looks back down at her answer sheet.

MARY

What are you on about?

GEMMA

They took our... pencil. Those men

did. This one isn’t nearly as

sharp.

MARY

Bastards! I knew they were up to

something.

GARY

Should I go get it back?

GEMMA

No! Don’t worry about it.

GARY

It’s no trouble.

He’s already bounding across the bar toward the men.

At their table.
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GARY

I believe you lot have something of

ours.

TOM

Alack, we cannot give it back.

DICK

There are forces at work you do not

yet understand.

GARY

I think you guys’ve had one too

many today, but we just want what

you took.

HARRY

See that guy there-

He points to Derek, who’s wiping his brow and drinking

water.

GARY

Yeah.

HARRY

If we give it back to you, it’s

going to ruin something he’s been

working really hard to accomplish.

Years of his life, down the toilet.

TOM

He’s not like you and me. No chance

for career advancement. No social

life to speak of. This is all he’s

got, really. Do you want to take

that away from him?

GARY

N-no. But I don’t really see what

this all has to do with you guys

taking our pencil.

A beat.

The three men burst out laughing.

TOM

We were just messing with you.

Harry hands him a pencil.
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DICK

That it?

GARY

Dunno. I guess? Thanks.

Cameron walks back to the table, Dick waves at Gemma, mouths

THANK YOU with his hands pressed together.

Helen approaches Derek.

HELEN

How is it going?

Derek is nervous.

DEREK

I dunno. I’m kind of losing it. I

think we’ve got some strong groups

in here tonight.

HELEN

I thought you really had them with

the questions on the Jewish

calendar.

DEREK

Thanks mum.

HELEN

How many more have we got left?

DEREK

This is the last category.

HELEN

Knock ’em dead son. With any luck,

you won’t even have to think about

the money.

Elsewhere, Angel is packing up and getting reay to go.

KEVIN

What are you doing?

ANGEL

I’m leaving.

KEVIN

where are you going?
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ANGEL

Home. Anywhere. Just not here.

KEVIN

But the quiz-

ANGEL

What about the quiz? Like I said,

we’re losers.

KEVIN

Wait a minute. Let me come with

you.

ANGEL

I’ll be outside.

Angel storms off. Dick winks at her as she leaves, then

nudges Tom to highlight the drama unfolding beside them.

Kevin shouts after Angel.

KEVIN

I’ve gotta just get my phone!

She is gone.

DEREK

The fifth and final category;

deciduous forest animals.

Everyone lets out a GROAN.

EXT. SPOTTED PIG - EVENING

Angel is waiting outside the pub. Kevin exits with his

mobile against his ear and a horrified look on his face.

BARRY (O.S)

They’ve taken everything. Cleaned

it right out. I’m so sorry Kevin.

Call me when you get this.

Kevin is visibly distressed.

He slumbers to the curb side. Angel goes to comfort him.

ANGEL

What is it? What’s happened?

Kevin’s head is in his hands.
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KEVIN

It’s the house.

ANGEL

The house?

KEVIN

The house!

ANGEL

What about the house?

KEVIN

It’s been burgled!

Angel is confused.

ANGEL

Burgled? How do you know?

Kevin takes his head from his hands.

KEVIN

The message. Says we’ve been

burgled.

Angel is still confused.

ANGEL

Message? From who?

KEVIN

Barry.

ANGEL

Who’s Barry?

KEVIN

Barry. You know Barry.

Angel is confused.

KEVIN

The Polish guy who does the

windows.

ANGEL

Barry?

KEVIN

Yes Barry.
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ANGEL

He’s Serbian.

KEVIN

Whatever.

ANGEL

How does he know we’ve been

burgled?

Kevin doesn’t respond. His head goes back into his hands.

ANGEL

Kevin?

KEVIN

I don’t know.

ANGEL

I’m calling a taxi.

INT. SPOTTED PIG - EVENING

Tom, Dick and Harry are in despair.

HARRY

I swear they breathe through their

gills.

TOM

Salamanders breathe through their

skin.

HARRY

Adults do. But that’s why he asked

about larval stage salamanders.

DICK

I think it’s skin.

TOM

It is skin.

HARRY

Then it’s two to one then isn’t it?

Tom writes down the answer.

HARRY

If I lose my share of the money

because you two melons are wrong,

you’re clubbing together to pay me.
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TOM

Yeah right.

DEREK

Ok. I’m coming round to collect the

papers. Maggie will collect the

pencils. Mum will return the

phones.

Mary and Gary look at the empties.

MARY

Shall we get more drinks in?

GARY

Yeah. Same again Ashley?

Ashley raises his empty glass. Gary suggests to Mary to sit

down.

GARY

What you having? I’ll get them in.

MARY

You’re very kind. I’m on cider and

black. I’ll come with you.

GARY

Gemma?

GEMMA

I’m fine thanks.

Gary and Mary head off to the bar.

ASHLEY

How do you think we did?

GEMMA

I’m quietly confident.

Ashley is impressed.

ASHLEY

I didn’t get a chance to thank you

earlier.

GEMMA

What for?

ASHLEY

The email. It was very kind.
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GEMMA

God, I was hopng you hadn’t seen

that yet. I was going to ask you to

ignore it when you got home!

ASHLEY

Ignore it? Why?

GEMMA

It was just a bit, I don’t know,

clumsy.

ASHLEY

Not at all. I realised that I’m

taking it all too seriously.

GEMMA

There’s nothing wrong with serious.

I think it is highly undervalued. I

don’t understand why we celebrate

the stupid. It’s as if everything

associated with intelligence is

either devious or corrupted.

Helen approaches Derek.

HELEN

Do you think you’ve got away with

it?

DEREK

I don’t know, I’m about to add up

the marks.

INT. KEVIN’S LOUNGE - EVENING

Kevin is slumped against the wall at one end of the empty

room. Angel enters and stands above Kevin.

ANGEL

Everything.

Kevin doesn’t respond.

ANGEL

Literally everything.

Kevin has returned his head to his hands. Angel looks at her

watch.
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ANGEL

Where is the police?

KEVIN

(exhausted)

Sit down Angel.

ANGEL

What?

KEVIN

Sit down.

Angel looks around.

ANGEL

We don’t have any sofas Kevin.

KEVIN

Sit down here.

Angel reluctantly joins him.

ANGEL

I think Barry did it.

Kevin stays silent.

ANGEL

Think about it. He leaves a message

on your phone to say you’ve been

burgled. He knows the place. He

spends time on ladders, looking in

the windows. He’s probably been

checking us out for the last ten

years.

KEVIN

He didn’t do it.

ANGEL

What?

KEVIN

He didn’t do it.

ANGEL

How do you know?

KEVIN

He isn’t going to burgle the place

and then call me up to tell me he’s

done it is he?
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ANGEL

You never know.

KEVIN

It’s stupid.

ANGEL

Well he didn’t hang around or call

the police for you.

Kevin doesn’t respond.

ANGEL

The least he could have done is

waited around.

Kevin remains silent with his head in his hands. Angel looks

around the empty room.

ANGEL

He has a van.

KEVIN

He didn’t do it.

ANGEL

I don’t know why you’re so sure.

It’s pretty suspicious to me.

KEVIN

It’s all insured.

ANGEL

I don’t care if it’s insured. I

don’t want it taken in the first

place.

Kevin is scratching his head on the edge of a nervous

breakdown.

ANGEL

How can you be so sure? Why are you

defending him?

Kevin snaps.

KEVIN

It isn’t Barry, because I asked

Barry to burgle the house.

Angel is silent, mouth agape in shock. Kevin faces her to

explain.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 83.

KEVIN

I asked Barry to burgle the house.

Because of the debt. To help with

the mortgage. Do a job on the

insurance.

ANGEL

What debt?

KEVIN

The debt. I’m in debt.

ANGEL

You’re in debt? It’s the first I’ve

heard of it. Why’ve you never told

me?

KEVIN

I never bother you with those

things.

ANGEL

Why are we off to pub quizzes if

you’re in debt Kevin? How much is

it?

Kevin is uncomfortable.

KEVIN

I’m about seven or eight months

behind on the mortgage.

Angel is shocked.

KEVIN

And three months on the car.

ANGEL

Wow.

KEVIN

And a couple of late payments on

the credit card.

ANGEL

Credit card?

KEVIN

I took it out to pay the mortgage

for a couple of months.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 84.

ANGEL

What?! Why didn’t you tell me any

of this?

Kevin shrugs.

ANGEL

So has Barry really stolen our

stuff, or is this really the

bailiff?

KEVIN

I don’t know.

ANGEL

What do you mean you don’t know?

You just said you asked Barry to

burgle the house. Now there is

nothing in it. So, Barry burgled

the house.

KEVIN

He said he came to burgle it and it

was already burgled. Someone beat

him to it.

ANGEL

Why were you asking him to burgle

the house in the first place?

KEVIN

I told you! Insurance.

ANGEL

Well I reckon he’s taken it.

Kevin has his head back in his hands.

ANGEL

Call him. Ask him. It’s a bit of

coincidence isn’t it?

The two sit in silence for a moment.

Kevin has the phone in his hand.

He takes a deep breath. Presses the green button.

Waits.

KEVIN

Barry it’s Kevin.



85.

INT. BARRY’S PLACE - EVENING CONTINUOUS

Barry is sat cuddling MONIKA on the sofa and he leaps up

when he hears the phone. He answers quietly so Monika can’t

hear. She turns the telly down and looks a little concerned.

BARRY

Kevin! Where are you?

INT. KEVIN’S LOUNGE - EVENING CONTINUOUS

Angel is stood beside him.

KEVIN

I’m at the house now.

BARRY (O.S)

Have you called the police?

KEVIN

Yeah.

BARRY

Good idea.

KEVIN

Listen Barry.

INT. BARRY’S PLACE - EVENING CONTINUOUS

Barry is stood in the corner of the room, Monika is

pretending not to listen but obviously is.

BARRY

Yeah?

KEVIN (O.S)

This is kind of awkward.

INT. KEVIN’S LOUNGE - EVENING CONTINUOUS

KEVIN

But the stuff. You know.

An awkward Kevin looks at an unhappy and expectant Angel.

KEVIN

Did you take it?
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BARRY (O.S)

What!!

Kevin holds the phone from his ear.

INT. BARRY’S PLACE - EVENING CONTINUOUS

Barry is enraged, Monika is really concerned.

BARRY

What are you suggesting?!

INT. KEVIN’S LOUNGE - EVENING CONTINUOUS

KEVIN

It’s okay if you did Barry, because

I kind of asked you to. I was just

wondering.

BARRY (O.S)

Of course not! I can’t believe

you’d suggest that!

Barry is enraged, Kevin is keen to end the conversation.

KEVIN

Okay. That’s all. Thanks Barry.

He hangs up the phone to the sound of Barry still RANTING

and then faces Angel.

KEVIN

He says he didn’t do it.

Angel begins to pace the room.

ANGEL

Well he would say that wouldn’t he?

KEVIN

What would you want him to say?

ANGEL

I want him to admit that he did

take it.

KEVIN

Maybe he’s telling the truth.

Angel stops pacing and confronts Kevin.
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ANGEL

What would you know about telling

the truth?

Kevin has no response. Angel stares at him.

ANGEL

Good bye Kevin.

She leaves Kevin standing in an empty room, all by himself.

INT. DEREK’S BEDROOM - EVENING

Derek is hysterical. Helen is saying nothing.

DEREK

What am I going to do? What can I

say? No-one’s won it in two years

and now I’ve gotta go down there

and tell them they haven’t actually

won twelve grand, because I’ve

spent it.

HELEN

Like I said. You’ve got to go down

and face it. Tell them the truth.

DEREK

But-

HELEN

No buts Derek. You’re father used

to be into ’buts’.

Derek furrows his brow.

DEREK

I’m not sure-

HELEN

You’ve got to go down and give it

to them straight. You got into this

mess and you’ve got to get yourself

out of it. I’ve looked after you

for too long now Derek. It’s time

to grow up.

DEREK

I’m forty-five!
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HELEN

And you’ve spent twelve thousand on

toy trains.

INT. SPOTTED PIG - EVENING

Harry puts another round of drinks in front of the Dick and

Tom.

DICK

I wanted coffee!

HARRY

You can’t have coffee at this time

of night.

TOM

This is twenty six hours awake

isn’t it? It’s going to be amazing

if we’ve won this quiz with no

sleep.

DICK

I hate nightshift.

HARRY

Suck it up for another hour and

you’ll sleep like a baby tonight.

Derek shuffles nervously through the room.

TOM

Here we go, the moment of truth!

DICK

Come on! What took you so long?

HARRY

He’s looking sheepish.

All three start chanting and rubbing their hands with glee.

Gary is unsure about their rowdiness. He voices his concern

to Ashley, Mary and Gemma.

GARY

They’re pretty confident about

themselves.

MARY

Let’s wait and see.

Derek reaches the microphone.
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DEREK

Uh, good evening everyone. Sorry

for the, erm, wait.

Dick shouts out.

DICK

Get on with it!

DEREK

I, um, should go through the

answers first.

Dick is impatient.

DICK

Christ will we ever go home?

Derek is shaking as he holds up the quiz sheet.

DEREK

Question one.

INT. KEVIN’S HALLWAY - EVENING

Angel drags her bag down the stairs and goes to the front

door.

KEVIN

Angel wait!

Angel turns as Kevin exits the lounge. Kevin has worked out

his dramatic speech to win her back.

KEVIN

I may of lied, and I’m sorry about

that. But I lied to keep you happy.

I’m crazy about you. All I want to

do is keep you happy. I realise

I’ve been stupid but I’ve done the

wrong thing for the right reasons.

Please don’t leave me for that. It

feels better now that I’ve finally

told you, and I’m sure I can build

on that. I can turn it all around.

These things; the house, the car,

the business. I don’t need any of

these things, I just need you.

Please don’t go. I love you.

Angel looks at him one last time. He tries his puppy dog

eyes.
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ANGEL

You are a loser.

She turns around and exits.

INT. SPOTTED PIG - EVENING

Derek is sweating and shaking profusely at the microphone

stand. Helen is watching nervously from the bar.

DEREK

Finally; larval stage salamanders

breathe through their gills.

Harry throws his hands up in despair at Tom and Dick.

HARRY

You idiots!

Gemma jumps up for joy.

GEMMA

Yes! We did it!

MARY

Woo! We won the prize!

GARY

Congratulations everyone!

MARY

Did you actually answer any of the

questions?

Gary stops celebrating.

DEREK

Therefore, for the first time in

two years, we have a team with full

marks. That team is called ’The

Philosophers Stoned’.

The crowd claps as Gemma, Mary, Ashley and a rather sheepish

Gary stand up.

Derek folds away the quiz results and braces himself. He

taps the microphone to get everyones attention.

DEREK

I have a confession to make...

Everyone goes silent.
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Helen suddenly intervenes.

HELEN

Wait!

The pub turns to Helen.

DEREK

Mum, it’s okay, I’ve got to-

Helen marches up to Gemma.

HELEN

Have you got any ID?

The pub turns watches on in silence.

GEMMA

What?

HELEN

I asked if you’ve got any ID?

MARY

She’s not drinking.

HELEN

But she’s playing in a pub quiz.

MARY

That’s not against the law.

HELEN

It’s up to the proprietor, and

that’s me.

Derek sheepishly sits down.

MARY

Where does it say this?

HELEN

It’s up to me. I don’t have to

write it anywhere.

Gemma is horrified by all the attention they are getting

from the rest of the pub.

GEMMA

Mum don’t worry about it. Let’s

just leave.
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MARY

I’m not leaving twelve and a half

thousand pounds in a pub.

GARY

I think it would be a bit fairer if

it was written somewhere.

Helen stares at Gary.

HELEN

Who said anything about being fair?

Tom, Dick and Harry have their mouths agape in surprise.

MARY

This is a bloody scam. You just

don’t want to give us the money!

HELEN

Call the police if you want.

They’re not going to look side with

an underage pub quiz hustler.

MARY

Hustler? We won it fair and square!

HELEN

Fair and square? Like I said, I

don’t care about fair and square.

Let’s get this right. There are

only one set of rules here; my

rules. I run this pub, I make the

rules. Now I run a family friendly

pub but I don’t allow underage

drinking or underage gambling.

Gemma is just staring at the ground with embarassment whilst

Ashley attempts to reason.

ASHLEY

This isn’t gambling. It’s a quiz.

There’s little to do with chance

here.

HELEN

Of course there’s chance. Did you

know the questions before hand?

ASHLEY

No.
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HELEN

Then you’re lucky that your

questions came up. Same as a

lottery but with questions instead

of numbers. Beside, if it isn’t

gambling, you won’t be wanting the

money then.

MARY

We very much will be wanting the

money then.

HELEN

The case is closed.

GARY

What do you mean the case is

closed?

HELEN

Are you stupid? I’ve already said.

I run the pub, I make the rules.

I’ve given my response, now you can

sit down and like it or you can

leave. What’s it going to be?

Mary, Ashley and Gary all look at one another. Everyone in

the pub is in shock, including Derek. Stunned silence.

The silence is broken as a bell tolls.

MAGGIE

Last orders at the bar!

Helen returns to the bar whilst Mary, Gary, Ashley and Gemma

stand impotently in the middle of the room.

FADE OUT.


