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THE LOFT (full length feature film). Original story and
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1 1EXT. RESIDENTIAL ROAD (LONDON SUBURB)-- DAY

It's a pleasant day.  NICK CABBAGE (38) is walking swiftly
along a quiet suburban road.  He is dressed in an old shirt
and jeans - a NAVY BLUE BOILER SUIT rolled up and tucked
under his arm.  He is in a good mood and is whistling an
inane tune to himself.  Suddenly something catches his eye.

HIS POV: Heading towards him is a jaw-dropping GIRL (22) - a
blonde bombshell dressed in very CHIC 70'S HIPPIE CLOTHES. 
Her golden hair is long and wavy, tied with a LONG SILK HEAD
SCARF.  She walks slowly and confidently and with a sensual
swagger.  She is smiling and appears to be looking directly
at Nick.  

Nick is baffled, his walking pace slows.  He is unsure who
she is looking at.  He scans the area around him. 

NEW ANGLE:  There is no-one else in sight. 

Nick is bewildered. He raises his eyebrows in confusion and
becomes nervous.

As she approaches, her smile broadens and she winks.

Nick returns the smile with a nervous twitch. 

As she passes, Nick's head follows her around. 

NEW ANGLE: <WHACK!!> Nick walks headlong into a concrete
lamppost.  He collapses to the ground clutching his right
knee in agony. 

He gathers his boiler suit back under his arm and staggers
to his feet.  He glances behind him.

HIS POV: The street is empty - the girl has gone.

Nick thinks nothing of it and continues his journey with a
painful limp.

2 2EXT. CLAIRE'S HOUSE -- MOMENTS LATER

Nick arrives at the house and hobbles up to the front door. 
He presses the door bell and waits for a few seconds before
rummaging inside his pockets.  He produces his KEYS. 

He is about to insert a key into the lock, when the door is
opened by his estranged wife, CLAIRE CABBAGE (37).

NICK
(Surprised)

Oh, it's you.

CLAIRE
(With an edge)

Of course it's me, who were you
expecting, Beyonce? 
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NICK
(Baffled)

Who? 

CLAIRE
(Heavy sarcasm)

I'd forgotten how cultured you
are.

NICK
No, I thought no-one would be here
and I could let myself in.

CLAIRE
Deaf as well as stupid.

NICK
(With a smile)

Yes, I can multi-task.

CLAIRE
(Tuts)

I changed the locks, remember?

NICK
(Jokingly)

Yeah, but did you change the keys?

CLAIRE
(Exasperated)

Idiot.

Claire makes her way inside, shaking her head in despair.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
Come in.

Nick smiles to himself and limps inside.

3 3INT. HALLWAY -- CONTINUOUS

Nick enters and closes the front door.  As he staggers along
the hall, he passes AN A3 SIZE PHOTO FRAME hanging on the
wall.  He takes a quick glance and flinches heavily backwards
in horror.

NICK
Jesus!

HIS POV:  In the frame is A PORTRAIT PHOTO OF CLAIRE'S MOTHER.
A VERY LARGE (OBESE), UNATTRACTIVE, WOMAN IN HER 60'S.  SHE
LOOKS STERN, FIERCE AND SCARY.

NICK (CONT'D)
(Snarls - said to self)

That will keep the burglars away.

He gently growls at the photo with resentment as he passes.

4 4INT. KITCHEN -- CONTINUOUS

Nick limps into the kitchen.  Claire is tying her hair back.
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NICK
So why change the locks, anyway? 

CLAIRE
To keep you out!

Nick looks around in confusion. 

NICK
Well, that didn't work.

(Mumbled)
Although Godzilla back there might.

CLAIRE
(Snapped)

What?!

NICK
(Flinches)

Nothing.

CLAIRE
I don't want you coming in and
out, willy nilly. 

NICK
Well, I would never come in nilly... 
And my willy only comes out
occasionally. 

CLAIRE
Yes, alright! 

NICK
I'm just saying...

CLAIRE
So what were you intending to do,
just come in and help yourself to
whatever you think is yours? 

NICK
Well... yeah. 

CLAIRE
You really are a piece of work. 

NICK
(Proudly)

Thank you.
Is it okay if I make a cup of tea?

CLAIRE
(Begrudgingly)

If you must. 

NICK
And a sandwich?  I'm starving.

Clare shakes her head with annoyance.
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CLAIRE
Okay!  But hurry up, there's a lot
to get through. 

Nick limps towards the kettle, clearly in discomfort.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
(Sniggers)

What happened to you?

NICK
Oh...  too much rampant sex. 

CLAIRE
(Mockingly)

You?  Yeah, right. 

NICK
Why not?

CLAIRE
Cos you're a waste of space in the
bedroom, that's why not. 

NICK
How can you say that?...  It was
me who hung that curtain rail. 

CLAIRE
(Groaned)

Yeah, and that didn't stay up for
long either.

NICK
And what about that fitted cupboard?

CLAIRE
(Disbelief)

What?  You treated that fitted
cupboard like you treated your
wife!

NICK
Meaning?

CLAIRE
Abandoned after two screws!

NICK
Oh.

CLAIRE
I had to get someone in to finish
the job!

NICK
(Bemused)

... Just to be clear; we're still
talking about the fitted cupboard,
right?
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CLAIRE
(Groans)

Just make the tea.

NICK
I hear you.

CLAIRE
(Mumbled)

Makes a flippin' change.

Nick fills the kettle.

Claire straps on A PAIR OF YELLOW RUBBER GLOVES.

Nick watches in bemusement and cringes.

NICK
(Dead pan)

I had a medical last month, thank
you.

Claire rolls her eyes and makes her way out from the kitchen.

CLAIRE
I'll be in the loft - get a move
on! 

NICK
Ya vol mein kommandant!

Nick clicks his heels together and is suddenly in pain from
his injured leg.

NICK (CONT'D)
Damn.

He limps to the fridge, opens the door and calls out:

NICK (CONT'D)
And I didn't abandon you after two
screws!

CLAIRE (V.O.)
I'm not listening!

NICK
We've got three children! 

CLAIRE (V.O.)
Two of them are twins!  And I'm
still not listening!

Nick rummages inside the fridge.

NICK
That's the trouble with women! 
Selective hearing and... honey-
roast ham, lovely.
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5 5INT. LOFT -- LATER

THE LOFT IS WELL LIT WITH A SINGLE OVERHEAD BULB AND A SMALL
NON-OPENING SKYLIGHT.  THE FLOOR IS BOARDED AND THE ROOF
INSULATED (QUILTED).  Claire is inside the loft, rummaging
through A BOX.  WE HEAR THE SOUND OF NICK, STRUGGLING WITH
HIS BAD LEG AS HE SLOWLY ASCENDS THE LADDER, HIS BREATHING
IS HARD AND HEAVY. 

CLAIRE
About time.

Claire turns around and jumps out of her skin.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
(Screams)

ARGH!!!

HER POV: Nick's head has appeared at the loft opening - he
is wearing THE BOILER SUIT AND A RUBBER GIMP MASK. He flinches
backwards, startled by her scream, just about holding on.

NICK
Jesus, you scared me half to death!

CLAIRE
You bloody idiot!!

Nick removes the mask.

NICK
What's wrong with you?!

CLAIRE
What the hell are you doing coming
up here like Hannibal Lecter?!!

Nick looks around the loft, somewhat baffled.

NICK
Oh... you've had it done out.

Claire is holding her racing heart.

CLAIRE
Four years ago!

NICK
(Miffed)

Really?  Where was I?

CLAIRE
On another planet!... Where you
always are! 

Nick climbs into the loft, brandishing a mug of tea.

NICK
Floorboards, roof insulation, light -
very nice.  I was expecting 2O
years of dust and cobwebs.
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CLAIRE
That's still no reason to dress
for halloween. 

NICK
It's all I had.

CLAIRE
What's wrong with a bicycle mask? 

NICK
... Well, I don't have a bicycle.

CLAIRE
But you've got a gimp mask? 

NICK
Yeah... I ride my gimp to work
every morning.

CLAIRE
Idiot!

Nick sniggers.

Claire angrily turns her back in despair and continues
rummaging inside a box when WE HEAR THE SOUND OF A METAL
LADDER CRASHING TO THE FLOOR.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
(Horrified)

What the hell was that? 

NICK
I think there's someone at the
door.

Claire goes to the loft opening and looks down. 

HER POV: THE ALUMINIUM LADDER LYING ON THE FLOOR, 15 FEET
BELOW.

CLAIRE
(Numbly)

I don't believe it.

NICK
It's not the Tax Man, is it?

CLAIRE
The ladder's fallen!

Nick limps over to the opening and looks for himself. 

NICK
(Unfazed)

Oh yeah.

CLAIRE
That's you! 

NICK
You sure?  Looks like a ladder. 
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CLAIRE
It's your fault!

NICK
(Affronted)

Me?!  I never installed it!

CLAIRE
But you were the last one to use
it!

NICK
All I did was walk up it!

CLAIRE
(Flustered)

Walk?!  You didn't walk, you hobbled
with that... pegged leg of yours! 
It was like listening to Long John
Silver trying to dance a fox trot!

NICK
(Bewildered)

Wot?

CLAIRE
You shook loose all the gubbins
holding it together!

NICK
(Dead pan)

Ohhh all the gubbins... I wondered
what the technical term for it was.

CLAIRE
Don't be facetious!

(Points a finger)
Like everything in our marriage -
this is your fault!

NICK
You're being ridiculous, that ladder
should be able to take the weight
of a man twice my size... Or
possibly your mother.

CLAIRE
How dare you bring my mother into
this!

NICK
We couldn't bring her into this if
we had an elephant and a hoist.

CLAIRE
You know damn well that her weight
was a medical condition - she
couldn't help herself!
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NICK
Yes, but she always did - there
was no Chinese buffet safe from
the woman.

(Mumbled)
Pay a fiver and eat them out of
business.

CLAIRE
She was also on steroids!

NICK
But you never did enter her in the
Olympics!

CLAIRE
(Through gritted teeth)

You know, you really are a nasty
little man. 

NICK
Listen, I'm normal size - I just
seem little next to that sumo
wrestler mother of yours.

CLAIRE
Mum was right - I should have kicked
you in the nuts and left you at
the alter!

NICK
(Surprised)

Your mother said that? 

CLAIRE
I'm paraphrasing, but I knew what
she meant.

NICK
So what did she say exactly? 

CLAIRE
She said I could do much better!

NICK
... Than me? 

CLAIRE
(Heavy sarcasm)

No Nick, than Brad Pitt.

NICK
Strange thing to say. 

(Groaned)
That buffalo never did like me.

CLAIRE
Buffalo?!  How can you speak of
the dead like that?! 



10.

NICK
Quite easily really - and you can't
go running home, into her bone-
crushing arms to tell her.

CLAIRE
You snivelling wretch - you wouldn't
have dared say that to her face!

NICK
I would!  But there was always a
humongous belly in the way.

CLAIRE
You were the only one that disliked
my mother!

NICK
The rest just avoided her - which
wasn't always easy, especially
when she was waddling down the
street towards them. 

CLAIRE
(Growled)

You know, I'd forgotten how much I
hate you.

NICK
(Heavy sarcasm)

Ohhh, so that's why we're getting a
divorce - it's all coming out now.

CLAIRE
Just shut up and give me your bloody
phone!

Claire holds out an expectant hand.

NICK
(Sheepishly)

Ah.

CLAIRE
Wot's "ah"?

NICK
I left it on charge in your kitchen.

CLAIRE
Without asking?! 

NICK
I did ask... but you were in the
loft. 

CLAIRE
You've got a nerve; that's my
electricity you're burning! 

NICK
(Bemused)

I'm still paying the bills!
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CLAIRE
That's not the point - it's my
electricity.  I get the house, so
I get all the power. 

NICK
As per-usual, you're power bloody
mad.  We should get a divorce.

CLAIRE
We are getting a divorce! 

NICK
(Placating)

Okay, I just needed reassurance.

6 6EXT. CLAIRE'S HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS

Outside, A MILKMAN (30), leaves a pint of milk on the doorstep.

7 7INT. LOFT -- CONTINUOUS

CLAIRE
How the hell are we going to get
down, Nick?!

NICK
I don't know, Claire!

Nick looks down at the ladder.

NICK (CONT'D)
... If your mum was here, she'd
make a great Air Rescue cushion -
we could jump down on top of her.

CLAIRE
Well, she isn't here, so you're
going to have to jump!

NICK
Me?  I've got an injured leg,
remember?  I'm practically a
cripple.

CLAIRE
Cripple my arse.

NICK
(Cringes)

Is that possible?

CLAIRE
If you fall on your injured leg,
you won't even notice the
difference.

NICK
Yeah but what if I fall and injure
my good leg, eh?
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CLAIRE
You crawl on your stomach to the
nearest phone!

NICK
... What if I land on my head?

CLAIRE
I laugh and pop open a bottle of
champagne.

NICK
Hmmm.  I've got a better idea...

CLAIRE
I seriously doubt it.

NICK
How about, I lower you half the
way down?

CLAIRE
(Wearily)

Half the way?

NICK
That's as far as my arms will reach.

CLAIRE
What about the other half?

NICK
You can flutter down - it's only
about eight foot.

CLAIRE
Flutter down? 

NICK
Yeah, you went to ballet school... 

CLAIRE
When I was an infant! 

NICK
Whatever: You do that quick flicky
thing with your feet and flutter
down - landing on your toes.

CLAIRE
(In disbelief)

What?!

NICK
Or something.

CLAIRE
So a quick Entrechat in mid air 
defies all of gravity?

NICK
Does it?  I was just guessing. 
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CLAIRE
(Exasperated - sarcastically)

Were you really?

NICK
But I've seen ballerinas leap
hundreds of feet in the air. 

CLAIRE
They're normally caught on the way
down!

NICK
Oh yeah... by a man with a big
bulge in his tights.

CLAIRE
Listen, if there was a man with a
big bulge in his tights down there,
I would happily jump into his arms!

NICK
... Although, he'd probably prefer
me, eh?

(Broad smile)

CLAIRE
(Mumbled)

And you'd probably enjoy it.

Nick glares at Claire, affronted.  He then scans the loft.

NICK
If we can just find a length of
rope... I could lower you down by
the neck.

Claire gives Nick a dirty look and gently growls.

NICK (CONT'D)
Anyway; what time does Jason get
home?

Claire is bewildered. 

CLAIRE
Jason?  Of course.  What's the
time now?

Nick checks his watch.

NICK
Quarter past eight.

CLAIRE
(Straight-faced)

He'll be back in July.

Nick taps his watch in confusion and puts it to his ear.

NICK
What month is it now?
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CLAIRE
April!

NICK
Really must put a new battery in
this.

CLAIRE
Need a new battery in your brain.

NICK
So where is he?

CLAIRE
Bristol University!

NICK
Oh... Has he started already?

CLAIRE
(Disbelief)

In September!  Don't you even talk
to your son?

NICK
Of course I do! 

CLAIRE
(Disbelieving)

Really?  When was the last time
you called him? 

NICK
(Sheepishly)

... Erm... tomorrow? 

CLAIRE
No no no no no, that's the next
time - and only cos I've prompted
you; I'm asking when was the last
time?

NICK
Oh... Not sure... Christmas, Easter,
Birthday - one of those. 

CLAIRE
So special occasions - that's the
only time you speak to him.

NICK
Well, he only ever calls me when
he needs money! 

CLAIRE
He's a student, he's always gonna
need money! 

NICK
But I've got a wife and three kids
to support! 
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CLAIRE
Yes, and he's one of them, you
moron! 

NICK
Oh... There you go, always twisting
my words! 

CLAIRE
Twist your bloody nuts in a minute.

NICK
What about the twins?

CLAIRE
(In disgust)

Is that what you call them?

NICK
No, I've got other names for those
two; I meant, 'the twins'.

CLAIRE
(Wearily)

What about the twins?

NICK
Well, where are they?

CLAIRE
Are you serious?!

NICK
Yes.. I believe I could be.

CLAIRE
France?  School trip?  Hello! 
Earth to numbskull!

NICK
What, both of them?

CLAIRE
(In disbelief - sarcastically)

No, Nick - Why would I send both
of them?

NICK
Because they're twins.

CLAIRE
(Angrily)

Of course I sent both of them!!

NICK
(Flinches)

Well... I'm glad to hear it.  So
when are they back?

CLAIRE
What's the time now?

Nick checks his watch.
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NICK
Twenty past.

CLAIRE
(Snapped)

Thursday!

Nick taps his watch and puts it to his ear again.

NICK
Thursday gone or Thursday coming?

Claire shakes her head angrily in despair and gently groans.

Nick smiles to himself - he's enjoying winding her up.

8 8EXT. CLAIRE'S HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS

TWO SCHOOL CHILDREN (12), SMARTLY DRESSED IN UNIFORM, walk
briskly past the house on their way to school.

A BUSINESS MAN (35), dressed in a SUIT & TIE and swinging A
BRIEFCASE, walks swiftly by on his way to work.

9 9INT. LOFT -- CONTINUOUS

Claire looks down at the fallen ladder again.

CLAIRE
(Angrily to self)

Can't believe it!

NICK
We'll just have to shout for help.

CLAIRE
(Disbelief)

What?

NICK
Or in your case, just use your
normal voice.

CLAIRE
Who the hell is going to hear us?

NICK
... I can't give names, if that's
what you're after?

CLAIRE
Nick, need I remind you that this
is a detached home, with a well
insulated loft!

NICK
I know that - we're gonna have to
cut away some of the roof
insulation, remove some tiles and
call out to a passer by.
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CLAIRE
Are you insane?!  And let the entire
neighbourhood know we're stuck in
a loft?!... Together?! 

NICK
Well... we only have to tell one
person.

CLAIRE
And that person will call the Fire
Brigade, who will turn up with
blue lights and sirens blaring,
they'll smash down a door and before
you know it, there'll be the biggest
crowd gathered since the D-day
celebrations, and all thanks to
that one person!!  

NICK
... You're such a snob.

CLAIRE
You don't have to live here! 

NICK
Thank heavens.  Well, hasn't one
of the neighbours got a key? 

CLAIRE
You told me not to trust a key
with the neighbours!! 

NICK
That was in our previous house.

CLAIRE
This is our previous house!  We've
only ever had one house! 

NICK
(Baffled)

Oh... Then how about this; we remove
some of the tiles at the back of
the house...

CLAIRE
(Tiredly)

Yes.

NICK
Then you crawl out, slide down the
drain pipe and fetch my phone.

A beat.  Claire glares scornfully at Nick.

CLAIRE
How about I crawl out, slide down
the drain pipe and set the house
on fire?!
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NICK
Hmmmm...  I suppose that's one way
of getting the Fire Brigade out
here.

CLAIRE
(Mumbled in dismay)

Yeah, I knew there was a down side.

Nick looks at all the boxes.

NICK
Although that would solve the
problem of trying to sort through
this lot - arguing what belongs to
who; and we get the insurance money!

CLAIRE
They don't pay out for deliberate
arson!

NICK
(With disappointment)

Oh... Accidental arson?

CLAIRE
No such thing.

NICK
So what do they call it if I was
in the front room watching TV and
I was lighting a fag, and I
accidentally dropped a match... 
into a gallon of petrol and didn't
realise that I also accidentally
left the gas on in the kitchen?

Claire looks at Nick in disbelief.

CLAIRE
I think you're confusing deliberate 
'arson' with complete arsehole!

NICK
... Well, have you read the small
print in the policy?  There Maybe
an 'arsehole' clause.

Claire stares at Nick with exasperation.

NICK (CONT'D)
(Smiles)

No relation to Santa, I hope.

A Beat.  Nick is suddenly animated with an idea.

NICK (CONT'D)
Wait!!

Claire flinches.

NICK (CONT'D)
Yes, of course!
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CLAIRE
(Irritated)

What?!

NICK
I saw a film - these men were
trapped in a loft.

CLAIRE
(Wearily)

A film?

NICK
Based on a true story.  Yes, it's
all coming back to me.

CLAIRE
You, actually sat and watched a
film?

NICK
I may have been standing.  What's
so unusual?

CLAIRE
In 20 years of marriage, you've
never watched a whole film.

NICK
Nonsense: Only last year I remember
taking you to the cinema.

CLAIRE
You dropped me off to meet my
friends! 

NICK
(Feigns confusion)

Was that the title?  Yes, wonderful
movie!   

(Animated again)
So anyway, this other film, these
men in the loft - they managed to
find enough bits and pieces to
build an aeroplane!

CLAIRE
(Bemused)

An aeroplane?!

NICK
And a runway, leading out from the
roof.

CLAIRE
Are you on drugs?

NICK
(Affronted - unsure)

I don't think so.
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CLAIRE
Then it must be the altitude of
this loft.

NICK
... Possibly.  Anyway, I don't
think it was a jet plane...

CLAIRE
(Dead pan)

No kidding.

NICK
Or propellers... or anything like
that; I believe it was a glider. 

CLAIRE
(Humouring)

Oh a glider!  Well, that's
different.

NICK
Yes.  True story. 

CLAIRE
Sorry, what was the name of this
film again?

NICK
I forget... Gone With The Wind or
something.

Claire shakes her head, wearily.

CLAIRE
Don't you think that if they could
find enough "bit's and pieces" to
build an aeroplane, they could
have built a bloody ladder? 

NICK
(Flustered)

Well... not everyone is as clever
as you, Claire!

CLAIRE
The most ridiculous thing I've
ever heard! 

NICK
Worked for them; they managed to
escape from Colditz - wait now,
that was the name of the film! 

CLAIRE
(Rolls eyes in despair)

Give me strength.

NICK
It starred that bloke, what's-his-
name... Actor McThespian.
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CLAIRE
Thank you, Ms Winkleman!

NICK
(Bemused)

You're welcome... Ms Fanny-woman

CLAIRE
You know, even if we had an
aeroplane in kit form with clear
written instructions, you wouldn't
have a clue how to put it together!

NICK
Oh, we're back to the fitted
cupboard. 

CLAIRE
And every DIY job you've ever
attempted.

NICK
I'm no good with my hands, okay?

CLAIRE
(Muttered to self)

Yeah, found that out on our wedding
night.

NICK
But this is different; you'd be
amazed what I could do in a crisis.

CLAIRE
(Sniggers - mockingly)

You?  In a crisis?  Don't make me
laugh.

NICK
Wot?  I handle myself very well in
a crisis.

CLAIRE
That's cos you don't do anything
in a crisis!  You blend into the
background like..  a piece of
furniture!

NICK
(Timidly)

... well, I don't like to interfere.

CLAIRE
A worthless piece of furniture!

NICK
At least I'm calm in a crisis,
unlike your good self.

CLAIRE
What do you mean? 
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NICK
Like that time I was about to become
a father and all you did was scream
and holler and make a scene... 

CLAIRE
What?! 

NICK
... in that hospital bed, disrupting
the whole ward.

CLAIRE
(Outraged)

I was about to give birth! 

NICK
You were having kittens alright!
Never seen someone so fiercely
angry before.

CLAIRE
I was in pain, Nick - torturous,
unbearable pain!

NICK
And I suppose that was my fault as
well!?

CLAIRE
Of course it was your fault!

NICK
Yes!

Nick gently punches the air in jubilation.

NICK (CONT'D)
(Proudly - smugly)

Who's the daddy?!  That confession
will save on a DNA test for the
alimony.

Claire looks at Nick, open-mouthed in bewilderment.

NICK (CONT'D)
I mean, I'd hate to drag you onto
that Jeremy Clark-shoes show to
find out.

CLAIRE
(Bemused)

What the hell are you talking about?

NICK
Jeremy Clark-shoes - with all those
dodgy Essex chavs, revealing that
their girlfriend is also their
mother, and they've never even
heard of toothpaste.

CLAIRE
That's Jeremy Kyle!
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NICK
(Puzzled)

Who?

CLAIRE
Jeremy "Clark-Shoes" does Top Gear!

NICK
I thought he looked off his head.

CLAIRE
Will you just belt up?!!

(To self in despair)
Jeremy Clark-shoes!

Nick smiles and winks. He produces a SANDWICH from within
his boiler suit and takes a large mouthful. 

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
Woh woh woh woh woh!

Claire snatches the sandwich from his hand.

NICK
(Chewing food)

Wot?!

CLAIRE
That's quite enough of that!

NICK
You said I could make one!

CLAIRE
Yes, but now we have to ration it! 
Who knows how long we're going to
be stuck up here?!

NICK
But I'm starving!

CLAIRE
You should have thought about that
before you married me.

NICK
(Bewildered)

Wot?

Nick tries to take a sip of tea to wash the food down.  He
barely puts the mug to his lips when Claire takes it from
him.

CLAIRE
And that's quite enough of that
too.

NICK
Huh?!

CLAIRE
This has to last us, Nick! 
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NICK
But I can't drink cold tea! 

CLAIRE
You should have thought about that
before you impregnated me! 

NICK
(Bemused)

I did what now? 

CLAIRE
(Groaned - muttered)

Although I still wonder how you
managed it.

NICK
What the hell has this got to do
with my tea?!  You don't even like
sugar!

CLAIRE
(In disbelief - riled)

Really Nick?!  Really?!  Twenty
bloody years, husband and wife,
and you don't know how I take my
tea?!!

NICK
... Orally?

Claire angrily plonks the mug and sandwich down onto a box.

NICK (CONT'D)
... Intravenously?...  Anally?

CLAIRE
Don't be disgusting!!

NICK
Wot?  I'll have you know colonic
irrigation with caffeine is good
for you.

CLAIRE
Not in my house it ain't!  Try that
on me and you're likely to go home
with two black eyes!

NICK
... Hence the expression; with
friends like you, who needs enemas.

CLAIRE
(Exasperated)

Oh will you shut up?!

Claire slumps herself down onto a box.

Nick sits on another box close by.

DISSOLVE TO:
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10 10EXT. CLAIRE'S HOUSE -- MOMENTS LATER

A NEWSPAPER MAN (45) leaves his TROLLEY in the street and
delivers a LOCAL NEWSPAPER through the letter box.

A WOMAN (50) is walking her DOG - the dog cocks its leg and
urinates against Claire's garden wall.

11 11INT. LOFT -- MOMENTS LATER

Claire and Nick are seated on boxes looking glum.

CLAIRE
(Bitterly)

I still can't believe you sat in
the corridor while I was in agony
giving birth to Jason.

NICK
Listen, I asked the midwife if you
were happy enough without me and
she said you were absolutely dilated!

Claire is not amused. She gives Nick a piercing glare.

NICK (CONT'D)
... That's the trouble, no sense
of humour.

CLAIRE
I've got a fantastic sense of humour -
I married you for a start.

(Muttered)
Should never have taken your stupid
name though.

NICK
I heard that!

CLAIRE
You were meant to.

Nick is up on his feet.  ("LAND OF HOPE AND GLORY" FADES IN
as Nick begins to brag about his family)

NICK
I'll have you know that I'm proud
to be a Cabbage!

CLAIRE
(Dead pan)

If only you could hear yourself.

NICK
I come from a long line of Cabbages,
we fought in two World Wars!

CLAIRE
Was that the field division?
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NICK
We may have fought in the trenches,
yes.  My great uncle Arthur Cabbage
was decorated by King George the
fifth!

CLAIRE
(Groaned)

You sure he wasn't marinated?

Nick ignores Claire and continues bragging.

NICK
My Grandfather, James Cabbage served
his country well!

CLAIRE
Did he turn himself into soup?

NICK
He was an agent for the SOE! 
Dropped behind enemy lines and
caught by the Gestapo!

CLAIRE
(Cringes)

Worse place to be caught.

NICK
They grilled him for days!

CLAIRE
Should have just boiled him for 20
minutes.

THE MUSIC ABRUPTLY STOPS.

NICK
May I remind you, that's your own
name your mocking there!

CLAIRE
No Nick, that's your name I'm
mocking - I only became a Cabbage
when I married you!... In more
ways than one.

NICK
Well, it's better than your maiden
name - What was it again?... Oh
yeah...

(Mockingly)
Claire Carrott!

CLAIRE
There was nothing wrong with being
a Carrott!  I was quite happy being
a Carrott - Jasper made my name
popular I'll have you know.

NICK
(Puzzled)

Jasper?  The friendly ghost? 
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CLAIRE
(Heavy Sarcasm)

Yes, Nick; Jasper The Friendly
flippin' Ghost made my name popular.

NICK
(Even more puzzled)

Oh.  How did that work?

CLAIRE
(In despair)

Honestly, from Carrott to Cabbage;
our wedding invitations looked
more like a vegetarian choice menu! 
And another thing!...

NICK
Uh!  Hold on to the rafters.

CLAIRE
... my eyesight was perfect when I
was a Carrott!

NICK
(Disbelief)

Wot?!  You even blame me for the
demise of your retinas?!

CLAIRE
I was 20/20, perfect vision and
perfectly happy.. until I married
a Cabbage!  Then suddenly I was
the butt of everyone's jokes - a
real laughing stock!

NICK
Not a vegetable stock?

Claire is up on her feet.

CLAIRE
See! That's exactly what I mean!

NICK
(Dismissively)

Ah come on, not everyone made fun.

CLAIRE
Everyone!  Including the doctor
that delivered our first: "I'm
afraid your son will be a vegetable
for the rest of his life!"  Oh, ha
bloody ha!

NICK
(Chortles)

That's quite good.

CLAIRE
Glad you can see the funny side of
it! 
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NICK
Well, it could have been worse...

CLAIRE
Impossible! 

NICK
I could have been Nick Asparagus! 
And you could have been Judith,
then you'd be Judith Asparagus and
no Christian would ever come near
you!

CLAIRE
(Groaned)

... I'd still prefer that to being
a Cabbage.

NICK
Anyway, I can't believe your
bringing this up now.

CLAIRE
Yeah well, the name Cabbage just
keeps grating on me.

NICK
(Merrily)

Like a coleslaw!

CLAIRE
An acrid coleslaw that leaves a
vile bitter taste in my mouth and
repeats on me, constantly.

NICK
(Muttered)

Which explains why you're so full
of hot air.

CLAIRE
(Through gritted teeth)

You know, if there were one ounce
of compassion I had left for you,
it just went with that last sarky
remark!

NICK
And speaking of food; I'm still
starving.

CLAIRE
Tough!

NICK
So who made you the ration queen?

(In confusion)
... 'Ration Queen'?  That's
Catherine the Great, isn't it?

CLAIRE
My house, my rules!  If you don't
like it, you're welcome to leave!



29.

Claire points to the loft opening.

Nick takes a quick look down, through the opening, and squirms.

NICK
(Mumbled)

I think it's raining.

Claire groans.

12 12EXT. CLAIRE'S HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS

AN ELDERLY LADY (80), with a WALKING STICK, slowly passes
the house on her way to the shops.

13 13INT. LOFT -- CONTINUOUS

NICK
You know, this is worse than
Anthrax.

CLAIRE
(Bemused)

When have you ever had anthrax?

NICK
(Affronted)

I've never had Anthrax - besides
she's probably dead by now.

CLAIRE
(Bewildered)

Who's probably dead?

NICK
Anthrax.

CLAIRE
What are you rambling on about?

NICK
That bird that got stuck in a loft.

CLAIRE
Bird? 

NICK
In Amsterdam... during World War
Two.

CLAIRE
(Rolls eyes)

Anne Frank!

NICK
What I said!  An-thrax!

CLAIRE
Idiot!  And how the hell can this
be worse than Anne Frank?! 
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NICK
She wasn't stuck in a loft with
you for a start. 

CLAIRE
She wasn't 'stuck' in a loft,
period; she was hiding from the
Nazis!

NICK
Yeah, well, unless you can come up
with something to get us out of
here, you better start keeping a
diary as well.

CLAIRE
Don't be ridiculous.

NICK
Ridiculous, eh?...

Nick produces his keys and scratches a notch on a rafter.

CLAIRE
What's that for?

NICK
Day one!  And if that gets to 30,
I may end up eating you!

Claire raises her eyebrows in astonishment.

CLAIRE
(Muttered to self)

That would be a first.

NICK
What?

CLAIRE
Nothing.

Claire picks up a large box.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
Here!  Sort through this!

She thrusts it into Nick's arms.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
Maybe we'll find something to get
us out of here as we go along. 
And remember, just put whatever
you think is yours to one side - I
want to check it.

Nick puts the box down onto the floor.

NICK
(Petulantly)

Well, you do the same.
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CLAIRE
I am doing the same.  Three piles;
yours, mine and charity shop.

NICK
Good.  Cos I wanna check it.

CLAIRE
Be my guest.

NICK
I will.

Nick grumpily opens his box.

DISSOLVE TO:

14 14INT. LOFT -- LATER

Claire and Nick are rummaging through boxes.  Nick pulls out
a PAIR OF BLUE VASES. 

NICK
Any use for these vases?

Claire glances over.

CLAIRE
(Exasperated)

They're for flowers, Nick.

NICK
Fantastic.  Can I have them?

Claire shakes her head in bemusement and continues rummaging.

CLAIRE
With pleasure - they're the cheap
rubbish you bought me one Christmas.

NICK
Thought they looked familiar...
Hey, I resent that!  How do you
know they're cheap?

CLAIRE
You left the price on.

Nick turns them upside down and is surprised the see the
PRICE TAG.

NICK
... Oh yeah... I prefer to call
them a bargain.

CLAIRE
(Groans)

I prefer to call them an insult.

Nick puts them to one side.  He pulls out AN OLD TYPEWRITER.
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NICK
Woh.  Haven't seen one of these in
a while.

Claire looks over.

CLAIRE
Put it in the junk pile.

NICK
Let's not be too hasty.

CLAIRE
Nick, you couldn't give it away.

NICK
I don't want to give it away - I
want to use it.

CLAIRE
(Bemused)

You?  Use it?

Nick finds A SHEET OF PAPER and winds it in.

NICK
If all they find up here are two
corpses, then this is vital. 

He starts hammering away at the keys - loudly dictating to
himself as he types.

NICK (CONT'D)
Nicholas Francis Cabbage, last
Will and Testicle.

Claire rolls her eyes.

NICK (CONT'D)
I, Nicholas Cabbage, being of sound
mind...

CLAIRE
Really?  You're going to lie on
the very first sentence?

Nick stops and re-thinks the opening before typing again:

NICK
(With an edge)

... being of mind.. do hereby
bequeath all my worldly possessions -
consisting of one mobile phone
that can't hold a charge, some
loose change down the back of the
sofa and the shirt off my back, to
my dead wife...

CLAIRE
(Grinds teeth - to self)

Give me strength.
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NICK
(Snarling)

... who died of a freak type writer
accident, during a recent loft
excursion...

CLAIRE
Nick!

NICK
(Flinching)

What?!

CLAIRE
It's junk! Put it in the junk pile
and move on!

NICK
Nonsense - there's nothing wrong
with it.

Nick pulls the page out of the type writer and looks curiously
at the BLANK PAGE - turning it every which way in confusion.

NICK (CONT'D)
It must be one of those Polariods -
you have to wait for it to develop.

He waves the page and blows on it.

CLAIRE
Half the keys jam and there's no
ribbon!  It's useless!  It doesn't
work!

NICK
(Disappointed)

Oh...
(Upbeat)

That's okay then - cos I can't
even type!

Claire looks up to the Heavens and growls loudly.

Nick wryly grins and puts the typewriter to one side.  He
continues to rummage through the box and pulls out an unboxed
4 IN 1 BREAKFAST MAKER that has him mystified. 

NICK (CONT'D)
(In awe)

What in the World is this?

He turns it all angles, fascinated by the mechanics.

NICK (CONT'D)
It's a time machine!

CLAIRE
(To self, exasperated)

Please.
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NICK
No wait!  Even better - it's a 4
in 1 breakfast maker!

CLAIRE
Or "a wife", as it's more commonly
known. 

Nick explores it with excitement.

NICK
You stick the bacon in here, the
eggs on here, the toast pings out
there, the sausage pops out here...
this is fantastic!

CLAIRE
You sad individual.

Nick hugs the machine.

NICK
(Dreamily)

Ohh, can you just imagine having a
hot sausage inside you in the
morning?

Claire raises her eyebrow.

CLAIRE
(Dead-pan)

Yes - maybe I should keep that.

NICK
(Worriedly)

What?

CLAIRE
Nothing - just put it on your pile
and keep rummaging.

NICK
(With attitude)

Okay.

Nick kisses it and puts it to one side.

15 15EXT. CLAIRE'S HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS

A cheerful POSTMAN (30) delivers a letter to the house.

16 16INT. LOFT -- CONTINUOUS

Nick drags another box towards him and opens it up. From it,
he produces AN ORIGINAL BOXED 1960's CORGI BATMOBILE. 

NICK
Oh my word.

CLAIRE
What now?
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NICK
Found my old toy cars.

Claire sighs in dismay.

CLAIRE
Grow up, for goodness sake.

Nick then finds an ORIGINAL BOXED 1960's CORGI CHITTY CHITTY
BANG BANG CAR.

NICK
Forgot I had these.

Nick looks at the two toy cars in awe.

NICK (CONT'D)
(Quietly to self)

You little beauties.

He replaces the Chitty Chitty Bang Bang car and excitedly
picks up an ORIGINAL BOXED 1960's CORGI JAMES BOND ASTON
MARTIN.

NICK (CONT'D)
These are worth fortunes.

Claire's ears perk up.

CLAIRE
What was that?

NICK
(Hesitantly)

Er.. Nothing, Pussy Cat.

CLAIRE
Don't you dare call me Pussy Cat!

Claire is up on her feet.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
No no no no - you said they were
worth fortunes.

NICK
No I didn't.

CLAIRE
Yes you did! 

NICK
(Fumbles for an excuse)

But what I meant was... they're
priceless... to me.  I would never
sell them.

CLAIRE
Rubbish, you'd forgotten they were
even here!

NICK
No I didn't.
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CLAIRE
I heard you!

NICK
What are you, the Bionic Woman? 

Claire takes the Batmobile from Nick's hand.

CLAIRE
We split everything 50/50.

NICK
(Worriedly)

Surely not everything.

CLAIRE
Everything.

NICK
Who told you that?!

CLAIRE
I.. have friends.

NICK
Oh, Mindy The Mouth.

CLAIRE
(Outraged)

Pardon?

NICK
Or Mindy-Mouth, as I like to call
her.

CLAIRE
How dare you!  That's my friend!

NICK
No secret is safe from that woman -
the biggest gossip this side of
the Atlantic, and she's had more
men than a D-Day Normandy landing.

CLAIRE
I never said it was her!

NICK
You don't have to, she's been
divorced so many times she makes
Elizabeth Taylor look like a
complete amateur.  She probably
even lectures at Cambridge on 'how
to fleece a man to within an inch
of his life'!

At that moment, A PHONE CAN BE HEARD RINGING IN THE MASTER
BEDROOM. The pair momentarily stop their bickering to listen.

INTERCUT WITH:
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17 17INT. MASTER BEDROOM -- CONTINUOUS

CLOSE-UP OF A HOUSE PHONE HANDSET, RESTING ON ANSWER MACHINE
BASE. A DIGITAL DISPLAY ON THE PHONE SHOWS THE NAME "MINDY".
THE ANSWER MACHINE KICKS IN:

CLAIRE (V.O.)
Hi, this is Claire, sorry there's
no one here to take your call, but
please leave a message.

WE HEAR A "BEEP".

MINDY (V.O.)
Hi Claire - Mindy. Just ringing to
see how you're getting on. Let me
know if you need a hand fleecing
that husband of yours. Love you,
bye!

THE CALL ENDS. Nick stares piercingly at his wife. An
uncomfortable moment for Claire, but she soon snaps out of it. 

CLAIRE
Nevertheless, 50/50!

NICK
(Pleadingly)

What?  Even my childhood toys?

CLAIRE
(Sinisterly)

Especially your childhood toys.

NICK
But... we had a pre-nup! 

CLAIRE
We had no such thing! 

NICK
(Baffled)

Are you sure? 

CLAIRE
Yes! 

NICK
So what was the thing we signed 
with the solicitor?

CLAIRE
"Thing"?  Do you mean when you got
that restraining order... to stop
you pestering our neighbour?

NICK
No not that - and I wasn't pestering
Old Goggle-chops!.. The only man
that gets his lenses from the Royal
Observatory:  His tree was blocking
out the sun!
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CLAIRE
(Sniggers)

Blocking out the sun?

NICK
(Groaned)

It was like a solar eclipse - you
couldn't even see our garden.  I
didn't know what time of day I was
waking up.

(Feigning distress)
I used to think I overslept, right
through to the middle of the
following night.

CLAIRE
(Tuts - with annoyance)

Talk about exaggerating: How quickly
you forget that I happened to be
in the bed next to you.

NICK
(Straight-faced)

... I thought I could hear heavy
breathing - and cold hoofs on my
back.

CLAIRE
a) It wasn't blocking the sun; b)
even if it was, you don't like
sitting in the sun; and c) that's
no reason for setting fire to Mr
Wilkinson's shed!

NICK
That was an accident!

CLAIRE
Oh give me a break.

NICK
It was!  I went in there...

CLAIRE
Broke in there!

NICK
Whatever; to borrow some tools.

CLAIRE
His chainsaw!

NICK
Yes, tools.

CLAIRE
And why?!

NICK
Cos...  I needed a shave.
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CLAIRE
Cos you were going to cut down his
tree! 

NICK
(Dismissively)

Look, I was drunk, I can't recall
all the details.  Anyway, I stopped
for a fag and must have accidentally
dropped a match... into a gallon
of petrol.

CLAIRE
Idiot!

NICK
(Moaned)

Not my fault if Mr Goggle-chop's
home insurance didn't have an
'arsehole' clause in it.

CLAIRE
You know that tree was just a side
issue; your feud with him began
long before that. You probably
can't even remember how or why it
started! 

NICK
It was that... damn...

(Struggles to think)

CLAIRE
Yes?

NICK
... thing! 

CLAIRE
Oh the "thing", well that explains
it.

NICK
Good.  And besides, I didn't like
the way he looked at you!  He looked
at you all funny.

CLAIRE
(Laughs)

What?  He looked at everyone all
funny; the poor man was boss-eyed! 
His eyes were all over the place. 

NICK
Yeah, my point exactly!

CLAIRE
You really were dropped on your
head when they dragged you out. 

NICK
That was never proven.
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CLAIRE
And since when did you ever get
jealous over me?

NICK
I wasn't jealous!  I was... 
insecure; I just didn't like the
way he undressed me with his eyes
while he was staring at you.

CLAIRE
(Shakes head in dismay)

For crying out loud.  You drove
away a perfectly good neighbour.

NICK
I didn't drive him away!  He drove
himself away.. in that boss-eyed
car of his.

CLAIRE
(Bewildered)

Boss-eyed car?!

NICK
The headlights were all over the
place!  He must have adjusted them
himself - so he can keep one eye
on the road and the other on the
squirrels in the trees.

CLAIRE
(Moaned)

Boy, do you have issues.

NICK
Of course I have issues!..  But
not with the symmetry of my eyes: 
Wherever I look, happens to be
exactly where my eyes are pointing
at that particular moment in time -
unlike Mr Goggle-chops.

CLAIRE
(Exasperated)

For goodness sake.

NICK
Anyway, it wasn't that solicitor
incident, there was another. 

CLAIRE
Which one?  There's been loads! 

NICK
I wouldn't say loads.

CLAIRE
I would:  You seem to have
altercations with everyone you
ever come across - including your
solicitor!
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NICK
He wasn't doing his job properly! 

CLAIRE
An "Accident at Work" doesn't
include soiling your pants, Nick!

NICK
... But I had diarrhoea!

CLAIRE
Doesn't count!

NICK
Straight after I had the canteen
food!... and some laxatives...

CLAIRE
(Exasperated)

Please.

NICK
And some Liquorice Allsorts.  I
wasn't even compensated for the
days I had to take off work!... or
a new pair of underwear.

CLAIRE
Have you any idea how much a pair
of your pants are?

NICK
(Thinks hard)

About £100?

CLAIRE
Five pairs for £10. 

NICK
... Is that why you threw them
out? 

CLAIRE
I would have thrown them out if
they were £1000!  They were soiled!

NICK
Are pants covered by household
insurance? 

CLAIRE
No, they're covered by trousers!! 

NICK
(Sniggers)

That's very good.
(Suddenly serious)

But seriously; I signed a document,
with you and two witnesses - and
I'm sure they weren't Jehovahs.
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CLAIRE
(Baffled)

What on earth are you babbling on
about?  When?

NICK
When we got married.

CLAIRE
20 years ago?

NICK
... Seems longer.  But yes, we
were all dressed up in that holy
building place - the whole family
were there. 

CLAIRE
The church - when we we're married?! 

NICK
You could be right!  We signed
something. 

CLAIRE
The wedding register! 

NICK
Or The Dooms-Day Book, as I prefer
to call it, yes.  Wasn't there a
pre-nup attached to that? 

CLAIRE
No, there was no pre-nup!  We were
broke, neither of us brought
anything of value into the marriage! 

NICK
But what about my vintage toy car
collection? 

CLAIRE
They weren't vintage back then -
it was just a toy car collection.

A beat.  Nick is downtrodden.

NICK
I wanna post-nup! 

CLAIRE
No chance.

NICK
I'll fight you for custody!

CLAIRE
(Laughs - sardonically)

Of our grown-up children?

NICK
What?! Those money draining sponges?

(MORE)
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NICK (CONT'D)
No, I meant the Batmobile and the
Aston Martin.

CLAIRE
(Exasperated)

Shut up! 

NICK
... Then, can I at least have Chitty
Chitty Bang Bang at the weekends? 

CLAIRE
(Bluntly)

No.

Claire examines the Batmobile.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
So how much is this thing worth?

NICK
(Unconvincingly)

Mmmmm not sure.

CLAIRE
(Threateningly)

I can send these off to be
appraised! 

NICK
(Reluctantly)

Okay... about £250.

CLAIRE
Wow, how many cars have we got? 

NICK
(Hesitantly)

Just one or two...

Claire pushes her way past Nick and looks inside the box. 

HER POV: IT IS BRIMMING WITH 60's CORGI CARS, ALL IN THEIR
ORIGINAL BOXES.

CLAIRE
How many?

NICK
One or two... roughly.

CLAIRE
(Groans)

Hmmm.  At £250 each?

NICK
Com se com sa... Mama-se mama-sa
mama-ku-sa.              
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CLAIRE
(Smugly)

So there's a few grands worth.
(Sinisterly)

This exercise is proving to be
very lucrative.

CLOSE-UP OF NICK LOOKING DOWNTRODDEN.

NICK
(Groaned)

... Leech.

DISSOLVE TO:

18 18INT. LOFT -- LATER

Claire and Nick are still rummaging through boxes.

Claire pulls out two OLD TV REMOTE CONTROLS.

CLAIRE
Do you still want the remote
controls for the TV's we threw out
10 years ago?

NICK
(Moaned)

Only if they can turn you down.

Claire tosses them into an open box.

CLAIRE
Junk! I don't know why I let you
hoard rubbish like that.

She closes the box and pushes it aside.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
(Sighs)

Still nothing to help us out of
here.

She drags another box towards her

Nick closes a box and also pushes it aside.  A beat - he is
deep in thought.

NICK
Wait, I just thought of something...

CLAIRE
I doubt it.

Nick walks over to a space on the floor and looks around to
get his bearings.

NICK
Yes, about here.

CLAIRE
(Wearily)

Here we go.
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NICK
If my bearings are correct - if we
started digging right here...

CLAIRE
(In disbelief)

Digging?! 

NICK
... I estimate we're directly over
Jason's bed.  You can jump down
and safely land.

CLAIRE
Oh can I indeed? 

NICK
(Timidly)

I can't - I've got a damaged leg.

CLAIRE
To go with your damaged brain. 
Has the lack of food sent you
delirious, Nick?

NICK
(Sheepishly)

Quite possibly. 

CLAIRE
Even if we had the tools to rip up
this flooring, which we don't, do
you honestly think I would trust
you to "dig a hole"?

NICK
(Offended)

What?  It's not that hard - I've
seen The Great Escape.

CLAIRE
No you haven't! 

NICK
I nearly did!  Anyway, I saw a man
in the street digging a hole - it
looked easy... I think he eventually
managed to escape to the south of
France.

CLAIRE
You would bring the entire ceiling
down and kill us both! 

NICK
You really shouldn't be putting
ideas like that into my head, you
know.

CLAIRE
(Exasperated - to self)

Estimate we're over Jason's bed,
for goodness sake. 
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NICK
Well, it's roughly here.  'Guess
work' isn't an exact science, you
know.

CLAIRE
Thank you Professor!  So what if
your "estimation" comes out in the
wrong place then, eh?

NICK
Ah!  I thought about that...

CLAIRE
(Disbelieving)

Did you indeed.

NICK
Well, no.  But what we could do 
is dig a small hole first, then
poke our head through to see where
the big hole should be.

CLAIRE
This just gets better and better: 
And all the rubble from the big
hole, where does that go?

A beat.  Nick is stumped.

NICK
... In the small hole?

CLAIRE
It ends up on the very bed that
you want me to land on, that's
where!

NICK
Oh I see... Well, I don't see you
coming up with any suggestions.

CLAIRE
(Sternly)

I suggest you belt up and keep
going through the boxes!

NICK
(Placating - agitated)

Okay, okay.

Claire turns her back on Nick and continues rummaging through
a box.

Nick picks up a box and stands with it, deep in thought.

NICK (CONT'D)
So... what if I need to go?

CLAIRE
You ain't going anywhere!
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NICK
No, I meant the toilet.

CLAIRE
Like I said; you ain't going
anywhere!

Nick scans the loft floor.

NICK
... I could estimate where the
toilet is and dig a small hole.

CLAIRE
(In disbelief)

What?!  You want to pee from 15
feet up and expect to get it in
the toilet pan?!  You couldn't do
that when you were standing right
over the bloomin' thing!

NICK
That, my good woman, was called
splash-back. 

CLAIRE
Splash-back?! 

NICK
(Jokingly)

Yes, whenever I spend a penny, I
always ask if I would like any
splash-back with that.

Claire rolls her eyes in exasperation.

NICK (CONT'D)
Besides, you always made peeing a
traumatic experience for me by
putting that thing in the way.

CLAIRE
Thing?  You mean the seat?  The
toilet seat?  The "thing" most
normal men would at least attempt
to lift before going?!

NICK
No, not that thing - the thing on
top of that thing.

CLAIRE
The lid?!!

NICK
Is that what it is?  Yes, what the
hell is that all about?

CLAIRE
(Mortified)

You used to pee without lifting
the lid?!!
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NICK
Occasionally.. when I was drunk,
in the middle of the night, or day -
I couldn't really tell with Mr
Goggle-chops' coniferous blocking
out the sun; I would stagger to
the toilet, start a gentleman's
tinkle,  quickly realise there was
more splash-back than I would
normally require for that time of
month and hastily move to the sink.

CLAIRE
(Cringes in disgust)

You vile and disgusting creature.

NICK
(Bemused)

Wot?  I said I moved to the sink -
with minimum spillage on your
precious floor.

CLAIRE
We have to wash in the sink!

NICK
Oh... that old chestnut.  Anyway,
what the hell's the lid for? 

CLAIRE
Many reasons! 

NICK
Name one? 

CLAIRE
To stop the water from splashing
out of the bowl during flushes!

NICK
... Name another?

CLAIRE
To stop the fumes of bleach
spreading everywhere when I cleanse
it! 

NICK
(Timidly)

... One more? 

CLAIRE
To use as a makeshift table when
I'm in the bath!

NICK
... Name three more?!

CLAIRE
(Despairingly)

Oh will you shut up?!
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NICK
(Downtrodden)

... It's probably a bad idea anyway.

CLAIRE
(Heavy sarcasm)

Oh, you reckon?

NICK
Chances are you've left the seat
down... again.

CLAIRE
(Snapped)

Of course I left the seat down! 
It's been permanently down since
Jason left home!  I haven't had to
clean any pee off the bathroom
floor in months and I'm not about
to start now!!

A beat.

NICK
... So is it okay if I dig a hole
and have a poo?

Claire is unamused and stares daggers at Nick.

Nick wryly smiles.

Claire turns her back in anger.

19 19EXT. CLAIRE'S HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS

The elderly lady is walking back from the shops, struggling
with A MASS OF SHOPPING BAGS.

20 20INT. LOFT -- CONTINUOUS

Nick is still standing with a box in his hands.

NICK
But seriously, what if I need to
go?

CLAIRE
(Wearily)

Seriously?

NICK
Well, yeah.

CLAIRE
Ones or twos?

NICK
(Coyly)

Well, at his precise moment,
neither.
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CLAIRE
(Suddenly outraged)

You're not having a threes in my
loft?!!

NICK
What the hell are threes?

CLAIRE
(Flustered)

What all you men do when you're
sitting at home in front of your
computers "checking your emails"!

NICK
(Bemused)

... I haven't got a computer! 

CLAIRE
Good job! 

NICK
You took it - along with everything
else in my miserable life...
including my mug of tea and sandwich! 

CLAIRE
(Heavy sarcasm)

Stop, you're breaking my heart.

NICK
(With confusion)

And I've never heard it called a 
'threes' before... Hence the
expression "Three strikes and you're
out"!

CLAIRE
One strike and you're dead!

NICK
Oh... changed since I was a
teenager.

CLAIRE
Just keep your hands where I can
see them!

NICK
What is this, a hold up? 
I'm holding a box!

Claire points a finger angrily at Nick.

CLAIRE
Let's keep it that way, mister! 
Now put it down over there and
keep rummaging.
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NICK
(Bemused - sarcastically)

That's what I like about you,
Claire; everything you say makes
perfect sense.

Claire groans and angrily turns away - continuing to rummage.

Nick grumpily limps his way to a space on the floor, away
from Claire. He stops, suddenly inspired.

NICK (CONT'D)
Wait!

Nick puts the box down and excitedly begins to take off his
boiler suit.

CLAIRE
What are you doing?

NICK
Quick, take your clothes off.

CLAIRE
What?!

Nick is on the floor removing his jeans - A LARGE BRUISE
VISIBLE ON HIS INJURED KNEE.

NICK
Your clothes.

CLAIRE
Don't you dare come anywhere near
me!

Claire is quickly up - she puts the Batmobile down onto the
floor and places her foot over it.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
I'll smash this car to pieces, I
swear!

NICK
(Bemused - in jest)

Then how the hell am I gonna get
home?

CLAIRE
Go to that corner and have your 
'threes' if you must!

NICK
(Bemused)

Huh?

Nick begins tying the leg of the jeans to the leg of the
boiler suit.

CLAIRE
(Puzzled)

What are you doing?
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NICK
Makeshift rope - come on, I need
your clothes.

Claire thinks for a second.

CLAIRE
Actually, that's not a bad idea.

NICK
See, told you I'm good in a crisis.

CLAIRE
(Muttered to self)

First time for everything I suppose.

Nick stands and removes his T-shirt.  He is stripped down to
his underpants and socks.

NICK
Quick, quick - clothes.

CLAIRE
Okay, okay; but just keep your
eyes elsewhere.

Claire begins removing her jeans.

NICK
Yes, I'll keep them on the mantle... 
next to my ears.

CLAIRE
Always the comedian.

NICK
Yes yes.  Quick.

Nick begins tying his T-shirt to the other leg of his jeans.

Claire tosses her jeans over to Nick.

NICK (CONT'D)
Gonna need your top too.

Claire hesitates for a moment - then removes it.  She is
down to her pants and bra.

NICK (CONT'D)
You any good at tying knots?

Claire carries her top over to Nick. 

CLAIRE
I got my Camper badge at Girl
Guides.

NICK
A wasted youth finally pays off,
eh?  Give me a hand here.

Claire crouches next to Nick and begins tying her clothes to
the end of Nick's.
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CLAIRE
(Scornfully)

It wasn't wasted, they taught us a
lot of useful things at Guides,
I'll have you know.

NICK
Really?  Didn't get your "Escape
From a Loft" badge, did you?

CLAIRE
(Snarled)

No, but I did get my "Poison a
Dirty Rat" badge.  Still want that
sandwich?

NICK
Possibly... I may use it as an
alternative way out of this place.

CLAIRE
(Groans)

Hmmm.

They finish tying the knots.  Nick gives the knotted clothes
a tug.

NICK
(Impressed)

They taught you well. 

CLAIRE
(Straight-faced)

Blimey, a compliment.

Nick looks over to Claire.

NICK
(Philosophically)

But remember, with great knots
comes great responsibility. 

CLAIRE
Shut up.  And stop looking at me!

Nick looks away.

NICK
Very wise.

Nick gets to his feet.

NICK (CONT'D)
Help me bring it over here.

Together they carry the line of clothes over to the loft
opening.

NICK (CONT'D)
Now let's see how far it reaches.

They hold it over the opening and simultaneously release it.
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NEW ANGLE: We see the entire line of clothes drop to the
floor 15 feet below, landing on top of the ladder.

Nick and Claire stand in horror, mouths agape looking at
their clothes down below.  They slowly turn their heads
towards each other.

CLAIRE
I thought you were holding onto
the end!

NICK
Now here's a funny thing...  Ditto.

Claire angrily turns away in despair.

CLAIRE
That's great!  That's just flippin'
great!  Here I am trapped in a
loft, with the one man I despise
the most on this planet, and now I
don't even have any clothes!!!

NICK
(Dead pan)

Yeah... Calling out to a passer-by
is looking pretty good now, eh?

CLAIRE
Why did I listen to him?  Why?!

NICK
Claire - I've decided to take the
easy way out, give me the sandwich.

CLAIRE
Oh no no no no no no!  You're not
getting out of it that easy!

NICK
Please, I'm begging you - it would
be down on bended knees, but I've
got this injury.

Claire comes back to face Nick, pointing an angry finger in
his face.

CLAIRE
This is all your fault, so just
suffer!!

Nick looks at the finger.

NICK
Are you blaming me or your finger?

CLAIRE
You!  I'm blaming you!

Nick's eyes are drawn to Claire's chest, and is staring
curiously at it.

Claire suddenly realises and covers herself with her arms.
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CLAIRE (CONT'D)
Ahh!  What are you looking at?!

NICK
(Nervously)

Nothing.

CLAIRE
You were looking at my breasts, I
saw you!

NICK
No no! 

CLAIRE
Yes you were! 

NICK
No, I was looking at your bra.

CLAIRE
(Baffled)

What?!

NICK
Your Floppem Schtoppem.

CLAIRE
(Bewildered)

Why?

Nick peers down, into the loft opening.

NICK
I was just wondering how far down
it would stretch.

CLAIRE
(Bemused)

What?!

NICK
You know, if I held onto one end
and you leaped down holding the
other - a sort of bungee bra.

CLAIRE
Are you completely insane?!! 

NICK
What?  Do you think I can't hold
your weight?

CLAIRE
Are you saying I'm fat?!

NICK
When did I say that?!  I didn't
say that - I may have thought it,
but I certainly didn't say it! 
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CLAIRE
First off - I am not removing this
bra! 

NICK
Ah come on, don't be such a prude,
I've seen you naked many times...
I'm still having therapy for it.

CLAIRE
And secondly, have you ever tried
clipping one of these things around
your back?!

NICK
(Dead-pan)

... Once or twice.

CLAIRE
It barely stretches, you moron!

NICK
Then why call it a Wonderbra?

CLAIRE
The term 'Wonder' refers to its
ability to lift ones bust, push
them together and give cleavage! 
Not for abseiling down the side of
a flipping building!!

NICK
Well, I think that name is very
misleading.  Anyone less stupid
than myself could have fallen to
their death!

CLAIRE
(Disbelief)

Anyone less...?!  There is no-one
less stupid!!

NICK
Well... that's very hurtful.

CLAIRE
It was meant to be!

NICK
... Claire, I wanna divorce!

CLAIRE
Just shut up!  And stop ogling me!

NICK
I wasn't ogl...!  Okay okay, I was
ogling, but only cos I've just
found out that your breasts have
been lying to me all these years!

CLAIRE
(Bemused)

What?!
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NICK
All that superficially enhanced
wonderbra cleavage you got going
on!  They're not like that at all!

CLAIRE
(In disbelief)

My breasts have been lying to you?

NICK
There, you admit it! 

CLAIRE
(Groaned)

Yeah, good luck explaining that
one to your solicitor.

NICK
Mark my words, your Brad Pitts
will be named on the divorce papers,
you just see.

CLAIRE
(Humouring)

Can't wait - on what grounds?

Nick points a finger at her breasts.

NICK
On the grounds that... the pair
have clearly been living apart for
more than two years.

Nick smiles, condescendingly.  Claire is offended.

CLAIRE
(Growled through gritted teeth)

Turn around before I belt you.

NICK
Oooh domestic abuse too.

CLAIRE
How would you like to change that
to cold blooded murder?!

NICK
(Placating)

Okay, okay.

Nick turns his back.

NICK (CONT'D)
This better?

CLAIRE
Much!

NICK
I must say, it's certainly a lot
more pleasant for me too.
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CLAIRE
Now go to that corner and keep
rummaging!

NICK
(Exasperated)

Really?  You still wanna go through
this mess? 

CLAIRE
I need clothes, Nick! 

NICK
(Wearily)

Of course you do. 

CLAIRE
And a way out of here!

Nick tiredly walks towards an unopened box and drags it out.

NICK
(Groaned to self)

Well, there's bound to be an
elevator in here somewhere.

DISSOLVE TO:

21 21INT. LOFT -- LATER

Claire and Nick are sitting on the floor with their backs to
each other on opposite sides of the loft.

Nick is rummaging through a box, groaning to himself.

Claire opens a box containing PHOTOGRAPHS.  She picks up a 
FRAMED PHOTOGRAPH.

HER POV: A WEDDING PORTRAIT OF HERSELF AND NICK STANDING
OUTSIDE THE CHURCH. 

A beat.  She becomes emotional and sighs heavily.

CLAIRE
So, how do you want to divide our
wedding photographs?

NICK
With a scissors.

CLAIRE
(Annoyed)

Really?

NICK
(Timidly)

... Chainsaw?.. Old Goggle-chops
has got one.

CLAIRE
You'd like to shred them?
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NICK
Well, what do you want to do with
them; frame them and hang them on
the wall for your future boyfriend
to see?

CLAIRE
(Befuddled)

No but...

NICK
Exactly!  So I'll take the half
with me and my family... or the
Cabbage patch as we're
affectionately known, and you can
have the half with you and the
Shrek She-Devil thing.

CLAIRE
(Affronted)

Who?!

NICK
You know; Quasimodo.

Nick gets to his feet and does an impression of Quasimodo
playing Claire's mother - with his back hunched and his face
contorted. 

NICK (CONT'D)
You can do better than him,
Esmeralda; why don't you kick him
in the knackers?

A beat.  Claire is upset and riled.

CLAIRE
(Through gritted teeth)

I really hate your guts.

NICK
(Cringes)

You ate my what?

Claire drags the box out and shoves it towards Nick.

CLAIRE
(With and edge)

Tell you what, just go through it
and take what you want.

Nick pulls the box towards him and looks through the first
few photos.

NICK
Are there any without you? 

CLAIRE
(Disbelief)

Are there any of our wedding
photographs without me? 
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NICK
Yes.

CLAIRE
Without me, the bride? 

NICK
Preferably.

CLAIRE
They've all got me in them, they're
our wedding photos! 

NICK
Shame.

Nick puts the photos back in the box and shoves it back
towards Claire.

NICK (CONT'D)
Tell you what, you keep them.

CLAIRE
Fine!

Claire angrily pulls the box back.

She looks through a few of the photos and stops.

HER POV.  In her hand is a WEDDING PHOTO OF HERSELF AND NICK - -
THEY LOOK VERY HAPPY.  IN THE BACKGROUND WE CAN SEE THE PRIEST
THAT MARRIED THEM.

A lump comes to Claire's throat and she gently sobs.

Nick hears the sobbing and rolls his eyes.

Claire wipes her eyes with the back of her hand and sniffles.

Nick looks over.

NICK
(Uncaringly)

What's wrong with you?

CLAIRE
Nothing!

NICK
(Exasperated - to self)

Here we go.

Nick gets to his feet and walks over to Claire.  As he
approaches, Claire turns her back.

CLAIRE
Go away.

Nick rolls his eyes again.

NICK
I'd love to, but you won't let me
build an aeroplane.
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CLAIRE
Go ahead and build one, genius!

A beat.  Claire is still sniffling.

Nick shakes his head in dismay, grinds his teeth and
approaches again.

NICK
(Reluctantly)

Okay, look, I'm sorry I did an
impersonation of your mother, okay? 
I realise I'm no Billy Bremner.

CLAIRE
(Bemused)

Who? 

NICK
Billy Bremner, the impressionist.

CLAIRE
That's Rory Bremner!

NICK
Who?

CLAIRE
Billy Bremner was a footballer!

NICK
(Bemused)

... Did he also do impressions?

CLAIRE
Will you go away?! 

NICK
What?  Can't a man have two jobs? 
I'm just trying to say - sorry I
made fun of your ginormous mother,
that's all.

Claire turns to face Nick - BLACK MASCARA SMUDGED AROUND HER
EYES.

CLAIRE
(Barked)

I don't care what you think about
my mother!

Nick flinches backwards, taken aback by Claire's appearance.

NICK
Woh.  I must warn you that I haven't
had my rabies shot.

CLAIRE
Just go to the other side of the
loft and keep away from me!

Claire turns her back again and wipes her eyes.
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Nick slowly heads away, mumbling to himself.

NICK
(Mockingly)

Of course there's nothing wrong -
why would I be crying if there
were something wrong?  I only ever
cry when there's nothing wrong,
cos then there's nothing for me to
cry about and I need something to
cry about!

Nick returns to the box he was rummaging through.

NICK (CONT'D)
If I had a pound for every time I
heard "nothing's wrong", I'd have
... two pounds!

CLAIRE
... Only two? 

NICK
The rest of the time I'm not really
listening.

CLAIRE
(Groaned)

Sounds about right.

Claire quietly sobs again.

NICK
Look, for once in your life, why
don't you just tell me what's wrong? 
You know, get it off your vastly
separated chest.

CLAIRE
(Angrily)

Okay, you wanna know what's wrong?!

Claire is up on her feet.

NICK
(Cowardly)

No, not really.

CLAIRE
I'll tell you what's wrong!...

NICK
(Timidly)

Well, I can't remember agreeing to
hear it.

CLAIRE
This!

Claire shows Nick the photo.

Nick tentatively takes it from her hand and looks.  A beat.
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NICK
Oh, it's that dress, isn't it?

CLAIRE
(Bewildered)

What? 

NICK
You were never sure about the frilly
bits.

CLAIRE
No!

NICK
Then it's the colour.

CLAIRE
It's white!

NICK
But you weren't a virgin?

CLAIRE
There's nothing wrong with the
colour!!

Nick flinches and continues to study the photo.

NICK
Got it!  It's that strange man
lurking in the background.

CLAIRE
The priest?!

NICK
Is that who it is?  Yes, he looks
scary - I wouldn't trust him with
our kids, and I bet he's Catholic.

CLAIRE
(Snapped)

Of course he's Catholic!!

Nick flinches heavily, nearly dropping the photo frame.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
You and I are Catholic - our
families are Catholic, we were
married in a Catholic church!!

NICK
... You're not going to break into
a Country and Western song, are
you?

CLAIRE
(Through gritted teeth)

I'm going to break into your skull
in a minute.

Nick looks back at the photo again.
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NICK
Well, it must be that other bloke
in the picture.

CLAIRE
Other bloke? 

NICK
The good looking one with the slick 
suit and carnation in his lapel.

CLAIRE
You?! 

NICK
(Coyly)

I didn't like to brag.

A beat.  Claire sighs heavily. 

CLAIRE
(Emotionally)

Do you not feel anything when you
look at that photo, Nick?

Nick looks again, contorts his face and shakes his head.

NICK
The start of twenty years of
torture, anguish, bitterness and
regret?

CLAIRE
(Numbly)

Regret?

NICK
Two decades of it! 

(Flustered)
Everything about our marriage has
been... dreadful, Claire!  Truly
dreadful!  Nothing good has come
from it, and I leave it with
absolutely nothing!  I don't even
get my boyhood Dinky toys!

A beat.  Claire is numb with shock.

CLAIRE
I'm... sorry you feel that way.

She gently takes the photo from Nick's hand.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
(Calmly - softly)

You know, if nothing else, deep
down, I always thought you cared
about Jason and the twins.

Nick is dumbfounded - suddenly riddled with guilt. 

Claire heads back to her side of the loft.
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NICK
Look, Claire...

CLAIRE
No.  Don't say another word.

Nick sighs heavily and closes his eyes in dismay.

DISSOLVE TO:

22 22INT. LOFT -- LATER

Claire and Nick are half-heartedly going through boxes at
opposite sides of the loft, both feeling despondent.

Claire is quietly sobbing and shivering.

CLAIRE
(Tearfully - softly)

Nick...

Nick looks over with some concern.

NICK
Yes?

CLAIRE
I'm cold.

NICK
Don't look at me, I've only got my
pants... and a gimp mask, unless
you're putting claim to them as
well?

CLAIRE
(Cringes)

I don't think so.

NICK
Well, there's lots of cardboard.

CLAIRE
(Puzzled)

What?

NICK
Homeless people sleep under
cardboard - so there must me some
warmth to it.

CLAIRE
You want me to crawl inside a box? 

NICK
(Timidly)

Just a suggestion.

CLAIRE
You'd probably tape it up and post
me to the Antarctic.
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NICK
(Despondently)

I couldn't afford the postage.

CLAIRE
(Teasingly)

Are you're saying, I'm fat?

NICK
I...

Claire forces a grin.

Nick realises that he is being wound up.

NICK (CONT'D)
... very funny...  Do you want me
to start a small fire?

Claire glares at Nick with exhaustion.

NICK (CONT'D)
I'm joking... the matches are in
my boiler suit. 

CLAIRE
Come here a sec.

NICK
Huh?

CLAIRE
(Firmly)

Come here.

Nick gets to his feet and walks over.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
Get down.

She pulls him down beside her, then shuffles in close beside
him - her body shivering.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
You lost my clothes, so now you
can warm me.

Nick looks bewildered, unsure how to react.  He hesitantly
reaches over to put an arm around her.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
Don't you dare!

Nick quickly withdraws his arm.

NICK
Sorry, yes, right.

A beat.  Claire snuggles in closer, still tearful and
shivering.
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NICK (CONT'D)
(Hesitantly)

Look, I... said a few things in
anger back there - I didn't mean
them.

CLAIRE
(Empathetically)

I know.

NICK
Of course I love our children, I
can never regret having them.

CLAIRE
I know.

Nick is unsure how sincere Claire is being.

NICK
Okay then... I'm glad I cleared
that up.

A beat.

CLAIRE
Nick?

NICK
Yeah?

CLAIRE
Are you still with that floozy?

NICK
Floozy?

CLAIRE
The tramp you were caught smooching
with.

NICK
Oh, Floozy...

(Reluctantly confessing)
Look, If I'm honest, that was just
a one-off drunken kiss. 

CLAIRE
Really? 

NICK
Yes, one minute I was standing
there talking, the next minute she
was onto me like a Dyson vaccumm
cleaner - I couldn't get her off,
her lip suction was on full blast!

CLAIRE
(Mumbled)

Most men would enjoy a full blast
lip suction.
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NICK
Sorry?

CLAIRE
Nothing.  So you didn't enjoy it? 

NICK
(Cringes)

Enjoy it?  Please.  I can still
taste the jerk chicken stuck between
her teeth.

CLAIRE
(Grimaces)

Lovely.

NICK
I used a high fluoride mouthwash
and gargled with floor cleanser as
soon as I got home.

CLAIRE
But.. you told me there were
fireworks when you first kissed. 

NICK
Well, that part was true.

CLAIRE
(Disappointedly)

Oh.

NICK
It was the 5th of November, we
were at a display - missed the
finale though: I could hear the
massive booms going off, but she
was too busy sucking the life out
of my face - and it was all set to
the wonderful music of Tchaikovsky's
1812 Overture.

CLAIRE
... So have you seen her since?

NICK
From a distance.  Look, if you
knew Floozy, like I know Floozy,
oh, oh, oh...

CLAIRE
What a slag.

NICK
Indeed.  We work in the same
building, but I've been avoiding
her like the plague - although
she's probably already contaminated
me.

CLAIRE
(Raises eyebrows)

Contaminated you? 
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NICK
I have no idea what germs you get
from an Romanian office clerk.
Anyway, I think she was too drunk
to even remember what she did... 
either that or too embarrassed.

CLAIRE
Are you telling me the truth, Nick?

NICK
Cross my heart... even the bit
about the floor cleanser.

(Puzzled)
... How did you find out about
Floozy?

CLAIRE
... Mindy-Mouth.

NICK
Oh.

23 23EXT. CLAIRE'S HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS

The two school children are meandering back from school.
They look scruffy and dishevelled, one is kicking a TIN CAN.

24 24INT. LOFT -- CONTINUOUS

CLAIRE
So there's nothing going on between
you and the trollop?

NICK
No.  I am trollopless.

(Ashamedly)
You know me Claire;  I... don't
have much of a sex drive.

CLAIRE
(Sighs)

I thought that was just with me.

NICK
I don't think so.  I think it's
right across the board.

CLAIRE
(Teasingly)

Men and women?

NICK
And animals - right across the
board.

Claire pulls away from Nick and looks him in the eyes. 

CLAIRE
Have you never looked at a woman
and thought - phwoar I wouldn't
mind having some of that? 
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NICK
Well, yes, once.

CLAIRE
(Caringly)

Really?  Just the once? 

NICK
I think so.

CLAIRE
So what happened?

NICK
Well... I ended up marrying her.

CLAIRE
(Taken aback, touched)

Oh...  Just to clarify, you've
only been married the once, right?

NICK
That I can remember, but floor
cleanser can do an awful lot of
damage to brain cells.

A beat.  Claire forces a smile and snuggles back into Nick's
body, trying to get warm.

CLAIRE
Not that I can tell any difference,
you've always been as mad as a bat.

NICK
Strange expression - are bats really
mad?

CLAIRE
(Dead pan)

Yeah, completely insane, that's
why they carry their own straight
jackets.

NICK
Ahhh I wondered what those weirdy
wingy things were.

CLAIRE
So what do you think happened to
your libido?

NICK
(Moaned)

I sold it to buy a gimp mask.

CLAIRE
I'm not even going to ask why you
own that thing.  But seriously,
Nick?

NICK
I don't know...

(MORE)
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NICK (CONT'D)
(Thinking out loud, pondering)

Stress... pressure... dementia...
stress... pressure... dementia...

CLAIRE
So that Jezebel never moved in
with you?

NICK
Was that her name?  No, I would
have noticed - I live in a small
bedsit... barely enough room to
swing next door neighbour's whining
cat...

(Groaned)
- believe me, I've tried.

CLAIRE
But you told me...

NICK
I know what I told you; I just... 

(Remorsefully)
... wanted to make you feel bad -
I wanted to hurt you, Claire, that's
all.

CLAIRE
It worked.

NICK
Sorry, it wasn't a nice thing to
do. 

CLAIRE
(Softly - earnestly)

No.  But I guess getting kicked
out of your own home wasn't nice
either.

NICK
(Sniggers, ironically)

No. But at least I'll get to die
in it, eh?

Claire titters. She produces the sandwich and rips it in two.

CLAIRE
Here.

She hands half to Nick.  Nick hesitates.

NICK
How many bites am I allowed?

CLAIRE
Just eat it.

As they eat.  Claire looks at Nick's injured knee.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
That's one hell of a bruise.



72.

NICK
Thank you.

CLAIRE
'Rampant sex' you say?

NICK
Either that or walking into
unmoveable inanimate objects in
the street - I always get the two
mixed up.  Why on Earth in this
day and age do they not make
lampposts out of rubber?

CLAIRE
I suppose you'd like rubber trees
and rubber post boxes as well.

NICK
... Only if you're offering.

CLAIRE
Did it not occur to you to look
where you're going?

NICK
Only after the event.

CLAIRE
Does it hurt?

Claire gently prods it.

NICK
Ow!... No not really - only when I
walk... and when I'm completely
still... and when someone says
"does it hurt" and prods it.

CLAIRE
Maybe you should go to the hospital
with that knee.

NICK
(Puzzled)

... Well, I couldn't go without it.

Claire prods it again.

NICK (CONT'D)
Ow!

CLAIRE
Yes, definitely.  Get that looked
at; you could have broken something.

NICK
(Snarls - muttered)

Yeah, the finger of the person who
keeps prodding it.
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CLAIRE
(Smiles)

Sorry?

NICK
It will be okay once I put that
stuff over it... what's it called
again?... Oh yeah, trousers.

A beat.  Claire is deep in thought.  She sighs.

CLAIRE
(Melancholy)

You really did hate my mother,
didn't you?

Nick grimaces at the thought of her.

NICK
Now why would you say that?

CLAIRE
Oh, I don't know - just the subtle 
hints you drop here and there. 

NICK
Of course when you say "hints"...

CLAIRE
I mean Party Political Broadcasts.

NICK
(Feeling guilty)

... Okay, maybe I overdid the
insults a bit.

CLAIRE
(Dead-pan - sarcastically)

Yeah, maybe.

NICK
You have to admit, she did interfere
a lot in our marriage.

CLAIRE
She was just looking after my
interest, Nick - I'm an only child.

NICK
(Puzzled)

So what about your sister?

CLAIRE
I don't have a sister.

NICK
Then who's this mysterious Aunty
Bessie that the twins keep going
on about?

CLAIRE
(Bewildered)

Aunt Bessie is roast potatoes.
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NICK
(Disturbed)

She was murdered?!

CLAIRE
She's also Yorkshire puddings.

NICK
(Bemused)

I really must brush up on my cockney
rhyming slang.

CLAIRE
We're not related, Nick; she's a
brand of food.

NICK
Oh...  So you also lied about your
roast potatoes?

Claire smiles and raises a finger.

CLAIRE
(Playfully)

Would you like another prod?

NICK
(Worriedly)

No thanks.. I just put one out.

25 25EXT. CLAIRE'S HOUSE -- MOMENTS LATER

The business man is causally strolling back from work. His
tie has been removed and he is eating a BAG OF CHIPS. 

26 26INT. LOFT -- CONTINUOUS

CLAIRE
I'm sorry if mum was a pain - she
really did mean well, and the kids
adored her.

NICK
(Sympathetically)

I know.

CLAIRE
(Sheepishly)

I have a confession to make about
her...

NICK
I knew it!  She's not your mother.

CLAIRE
What?  Of course she's my mother.

NICK
We can always go on Jeremy Clark-
shoes if you're not sure.

CLAIRE
I'm sure.
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NICK
(Disappointed)

Oh.

CLAIRE
On Jason's first birthday, mum saw
you playing with him in the garden
and said that you were a great
father and that she was really
glad I married you.

Nick is stunned to hear this.

NICK
Are you paraphrasing again?

CLAIRE
Her very words.

NICK
Wow.  That's very big of her... I
didn't mean, because of her size...

CLAIRE
I knew what you meant.

NICK
I'm shocked; I don't think she
ever said anything nice to me...
ever!

CLAIRE
But she secretly liked you.

A beat. Nick ponders on the revelation.

NICK
I have to admit, after she died,
our relationship did become pretty
dull without her daily visits.

CLAIRE
Very dull.

NICK
I supposed I kinda liked the old
b...

(Stumbles)
... woman.

CLAIRE
(Surprised)

Really, Nick?  That means a lot to
hear you say that.

NICK
You know me, Claire, I do like a
good moan and she was an immense
source of material for me. 

CLAIRE
Not the greatest compliment I've
ever heard, but I'll take it.
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Claire picks up the Batmobile and looks at it for a moment,
deep in thought. 

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
Nick, I've decided you can keep
the cars.

NICK
(Surprised)

Really?

CLAIRE
Yes, they're rightfully yours.

NICK
That's very magnanimous... Does
that include your Ford Focus?

Claire prods Nick's bruise again with a little more venom.

NICK (CONT'D)
Ow!

CLAIRE
Just the Batmobile, and all your
other Dinky's, okay?

NICK
Okay - just wanted to be clear. 

(Worriedly, reminding her)
They're worth a lot of money.

CLAIRE
(Shrugs shoulders)

I don't care.

NICK
Mindy-Mouth will give you an ear-
bashing for it.

CLAIRE
Let her.

A beat.

NICK
Claire, I've decided that I won't
be naming your breasts on our
divorce papers.

CLAIRE
(Forces a smiles)

Ahh, shame, I was looking forward
to that day in court.

NICK
For the record, I think they would
have stood up well in the dock.

CLAIRE
I wasn't intending to get them
out.
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NICK
The judge may have insisted -
Exhibits A and B. He may wish to
hold them as evidence.

Claire chortles. A beat.

CLAIRE
(Earnestly, sadly)

I'm sorry it's come to this, Nick. 

NICK
(Sniggers)

Trapped naked in a loft with the
man you hate the most?

CLAIRE
No, this bitter, acrimonious split.

NICK
... Yeah, me too.

CLAIRE
(Numbly)

I'm not even sure why I hate you
anymore.

NICK
(Glumly)

... Cos I am a pain.

CLAIRE
Yes.

NICK
... And an idiot.

CLAIRE
Yes.

NICK
And a fire starter.. twisted fire
starter.

CLAIRE
All of the above.

(Tongue in cheek)
Whereas I'm perfect in everyway.

NICK
Well, actually...

Claire pulls away and playfully stares daggers at Nick.

NICK (CONT'D)
(Straight-faced)

Yes, Pussy Cat - in everyway.

CLAIRE
(Smugly)

Thought so.  And don't call me
Pussy Cat.
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Claire snuggles in to Nick's body again.

NICK
Sorry, twenty-year-old habit.

A beat. Claire picks up the mug of tea and takes a sip - she
offers it to Nick.

CLAIRE
Cold tea?

Nick takes the mug and has a sip.

NICK
(Grimaces)

Urgh... sugar.

He hands the mug back.

27 27EXT. CLAIRE'S HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS

TWO BOY SCOUTS (13), IN UNIFORM, stroll past the house en route
to their weekly meet up.

TWO "PARTY" GIRLS (21), HEAVILY DOLLED UP for a night out, 
walk past - one is brandishing a BOTTLE OF WINE.

28 28INT. LOFT -- MOMENTS LATER

CLAIRE
You know, this is the first time
in many years that we've actually
sat together and talked.

NICK
... been a very long time.

CLAIRE
Yes. 

NICK
I suppose this loft fiasco has
given us no choice.  This must be
the loft equivalent of being
marooned on a desert island with
your ex.

CLAIRE
(Surprised)

You watch that programme?

NICK
I was curious.  Hey, maybe we've
just created our own TV reality
show - "Ex In The Attic".

CLAIRE
(Chortles)

That's just Bizarre; conjures up
images of a spouse in chains,
shackled to the rafters and left
to rot.
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NICK
Who wouldn't watch that?  Could be
the next big thing:

(Dramatically, ala film trailer)
"Two arrive, only one will leave!"

CLAIRE
What happens to the other one?

NICK
Well, he's obviously nagged to
death.

Claire playfully (but firmly) prods Nick's bruise again.

NICK (CONT'D)
Ow!

CLAIRE
(Mockingly)

Yeah, or maybe he escapes in an
aeroplane.

The pair laugh.  A beat.  Nick plucks up courage to ask:

NICK
(Hesitantly)

Listen, Claire, if... we ever get
out of here alive, do you fancy
going to the cinema?

Claire pulls away, shocked.

CLAIRE
Nick Cabbage, are you asking me
out on a date?

NICK
(Flustered)

No... Yes... No..., I don't know
what the correct answer is.

CLAIRE
You never go to the cinema.

NICK
I could try - as long as it's not
romance, or Tarzan, or Shirley
Temple.

Claire ponders for a moment.

CLAIRE
(Timidly)

Okay, I'm free on Thursday.

NICK
Or Dinosaurs, or musicals. 

CLAIRE
Okay, okay, we'll see something
else.
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NICK
Or Camilla Parker Bowels.

CLAIRE
(Miffed)

She's not an actress.

NICK
Telling me! So nothing with her in
it - I wouldn't go.

CLAIRE
(Dead pan)

Nor would I.

NICK
That's settled then.

CLAIRE
So... pick me up at 8.00?

NICK
(Disappointed)

Oh.

CLAIRE
Something wrong?

NICK
(Hesitantly)

I.. don't have a car.

CLAIRE
What's wrong with it?

NICK
Nothing - it runs perfectly.

CLAIRE
Then?

NICK
(With embarrassment)

... I sold it.

CLAIRE
(Worriedly)

Why?

NICK
(Sheepishly)

The twins wanted to go to France
and Jason needed some money...

CLAIRE
(Shocked)

Nick, I had no idea.

NICK
It's okay, I can do without a car,
I only really need it for.. driving
places. The kids are more important.
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CLAIRE
I feel terrible...

NICK
You feel okay to me.

CLAIRE
I've been milking you dry: Why
didn't you tell me?

NICK
We weren't exactly on speaking
terms, especially when it came to
money, Claire.

Claire bows her head in shame.

CLAIRE
No. 

NICK
And would you've believed me?

Claire feels extremely guilty.  A beat.

CLAIRE
I'm so sorry.

NICK
Don't be, I've got a Batmobile
now!

(Smiles and winks)
And an Aston Martin that fires
little bullets.

CLAIRE
If we ever get out of here alive,
I'll pick you up, okay?

NICK
Sounds good.

CLAIRE
And I'll pay for the tickets.

NICK
There's no need, I can afford a
couple of quid.

CLAIRE
(Bemused)

A couple of...?  What was the last
film you saw?

NICK
(Contorts face, thinking)

... Some..  Tarzan and the Dinosaur
musical, I think Shirley Temple
was in it... and an organist rose
out of the floor in the interval.

CLAIRE
Sounds pre-decimal to me.
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NICK
Yeah, wasn't that great.

Nick is about to take another bite of his sandwich when he
suddenly freezes in shock.

HIS POV: ON TOP OF A BOX LIES A BLACK & WHITE PHOTO, TAKEN
IN THE 70'S, OF THE BLONDE WOMAN HE HAD SEEN IN THE STREET
(Scene 1) SITTING NEXT TO A TODDLER.

He picks up the photo for a closer look.

NICK (CONT'D)
(Astounded)

Who is this?

CLAIRE
That's me as a child.

NICK
No no no, this woman.

CLAIRE
My mother - she was quite dishy
back then.

NICK
But... but...

CLAIRE
I know, she put on so much weight
after my dad died, eating became
her emotional comfort.  Her health
suffered greatly because of it.

Nick's eyes are fixed on the photo, he is numb with shock.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
What's wrong with you?  You look
like you've seen a ghost.

NICK
But I could have sworn...

Nick stops in mid-sentence and gently shakes his head in
confusion.

CLAIRE
Sworn what?

NICK
(Numbly)

Nothing - I must be delirious from
lack of food.

Nick takes a huge bite of the sandwich.

At that moment we hear THE LOUD CLANG OF A METAL LADDER
HITTING AGAINST WOOD.  The pair freeze.  A beat.

CLAIRE
What was that?
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NICK
(Mouthful of food - worriedly)

If it's the tax man, I'm busy.

Claire is up on her feet.  She cautiously makes her way to
the loft opening.

HER POV.  The ladder has been put back in place.

CLAIRE
(Stunned - numbly)

Oh my God.

NICK
What? 

CLAIRE
The ladder's back!

Nick is up on his feet.

NICK
What?  It must be the twins.

He makes his way to the loft opening and calls out.

NICK (CONT'D)
Jessie!  Jennifer!

There is no answer.

CLAIRE
It can't be them - they're in
France.

NICK
Then it has to be Jason.

CLAIRE
(Calls out)

Jason!

NICK
(Worriedly - whispered)

Don't do that.

CLAIRE
Why?

NICK
He'll only ask for money.

Claire rolls her eyes and calls out again.

CLAIRE
Jason!!... Jess!!... Jenny!!...

(Timidly)
Anyone?!!

A beat.  Silence.
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NICK
(Worriedly)

There's no-one there, maybe we
should come back later.

CLAIRE
(Uneasy)

This is weird.

NICK
(Unnerved)

Very unusual.

CLAIRE
One of us should go and have a
look.

NICK
Yes, one of us should..  I'll hold
the ladder for you.

CLAIRE
Me?  I haven't got any clothes! 

NICK
Oh, yes, and here I am fully
dressed! 

CLAIRE
Just put your gimp mask on, no-one
will recognise you.

NICK
I don't want to go down there and
give the intruders a sexual thrill.

CLAIRE
Then go as you are.

Nick bashfully covers his nipples with his fingers.

NICK
That's not fair, you have one item
of clothing more than me.

Claire rolls her eyes - trying hard not to smile.

CLAIRE
Whatever happened to shivery?

NICK
When the 600 rode into the Valley
of Death, I'm sure they weren't
just wearing underpants - unless
of course they rode into the Valley
and died of hypothermia.

CLAIRE
Will you just get down there!

NICK
... Can I at least borrow your
bra?
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CLAIRE
Go!

Claire ushers Nick onto the ladder.

NICK
(Reluctantly)

Okay, okay.

Nick quietly descends a few steps - feigning his distress.

NICK (CONT'D)
Tell the children I love them.

CLAIRE
(Smiles)

I will.

Nick descends a few steps, his head disappears.  Then he
pokes his head back in. 

NICK
When I said "children", I meant
our children; I didn't mean go to
the nearest primary school and
make an announcement.

CLAIRE
I knew what you meant.

NICK
Oh.

Nick's head disappears - then pops back up.

NICK (CONT'D)
Don't tell them I died in my pants.

CLAIRE
Okay, I'll say you took them off
first.

NICK
(Puzzled)

... Good.

Nick's head disappears - and pops back up again.

Claire sighs with exasperation.

NICK (CONT'D)
Claire, I want my ashes scattered
in the Lake District...

CLAIRE
(With an edge)

Okay.

NICK
... and my pants scattered all
over Mister Goggle-chops' garden.
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CLAIRE
(Sniggering)

Will you get down there?!

NICK
Alright, keep your bra on - I'm
going as fast as I can!

He disappears.

29 29INT. UPSTAIRS LANDING -- CONTINUOUS

We see Nick hobbling as he slowly descends the ladder.

NICK
(Tentatively)

Jason!... Jessie!... Jennifer!

He grows increasingly uneasy.

NICK (CONT'D)
Whoever's there, I must warn you,
I'm not afraid to soil my pants!

Claire is peering down from the opening.

CLAIRE
(Groaned - sarcastically)

Yeah, that ought to scare them.

Nick reaches the floor.  He grabs the knotted line of clothes
and franticly tries to undo the knots - but they are well
bound.

CLAIRE (CONT'D)
What are you doing?

NICK
I thought I left a shotgun in one
of the pockets.

CLAIRE
Leave that and go and search the
house!

Nick gives up on the knots and angrily throws the clothes
down in a huff.  He clenches a fist.

NICK
Curse you Girl Guides!

CLAIRE
(Laughingly)

Go!

Nick covers his nipples and cautiously tiptoes into a bedroom.

NICK (V.O.)
Jason?  It's me.. your naked father.

He re-emerges wearing a WOMAN'S PINK ROBE, AND PINK LADIES
SLIPPERS.
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NICK (CONT'D)
Nothing in there.

CLAIRE
Oh for goodness sake.

Nick disappears into another bedroom.

NICK (V.O.)
Jessie?... Jenny?  It is I... your
cross-dressing Daddy.

Nick re-emerges - wearing A TOWEL wrapped around his head
and PINK LIPSTICK.

NICK (CONT'D)
(Straight-faced)

Clear.

Claire closes her eyes and shakes her head in dismay.

Nick enters the third bedroom.

NICK (V.O.) (CONT'D)
You!  In the corner!  Come out now
or the hostage upstairs gets it!!

Nick re-emerges brandishing A LARGE CUDDLY TEDDY BEAR.

NICK (CONT'D)
He came quietly.

Claire rolls her eyes.

CLAIRE
Hold the ladder.

Nick looks sternly at the bear.

NICK
You heard her!

Nick (and the Teddy) hold the ladder as Claire begins to
descend.

Nick looks up.

HIS POV.  Claire's partially covered buttocks heading towards
him.

Nick is gaping - open-mouthed and wide-eyed.  He quickly
covers the eyes of the Teddy.

Claire reaches the floor and looks at Nick - frozen with his
mouth open and a hand over the Teddy's eyes.

CLAIRE
Put your jaw back in and go search
downstairs.

Nick maintains his facial expression and nods. He heads for
the stairs.
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Claire smiles with exasperation before picking up the knotted
line of clothes and dashing into a bedroom. 

30 30INT. KITCHEN -- MOMENTS LATER

Claire is fully dressed and pacing the kitchen on A MOBILE
PHONE.

CLAIRE
(Unsettled)

... so, you're okay?

INTERCUT WITH:

31 31INT. UNIVERSITY DORM -- CONTINUOUS

We see JASON CABBAGE (18) sitting at a desk, in front of a
LAPTOP PC and on his MOBILE PHONE. He looks dishevelled and
unshaven. His shirt buttons undone. He scratches his head.

JASON
(Concerned)

Yeah, I'm fine, honest.  And you? 

CLAIRE
Yes, yes yes...

(Timidly)
Soooooo... where exactly are you?

A Beat. Jason is baffled by the question.

JASON
Sitting on a swivel chair in front
of my laptop.

CLAIRE
At Uni?

JASON
No mum, I always take my swivel
chair to the park with me. Of course
at uni!  Where else would I be?

CLAIRE
Oh, I don't know, I thought you
may have had a day free and popped
home to see your mother.

JASON
(Dead-pan)

... I would have, but the adoption
agency haven't located her yet.

CLAIRE
(Worriedly)

What?

JASON
I'm joking!  Mum, are you alright?

Nick enters the kitchen, doing up the buttons of his shirt.
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CLAIRE
No, everything's fine here.

JASON
(Puzzled)

You sure?  You don't sound right.

CLAIRE
Yes, I'm just with your dad sorting
through a few things.

JASON
Oh... no wonder you sound loopy.

CLAIRE
Do you want to talk to him?

Nick panics and waves his hand across his neck - mouthing
the word "no".  He turns his trouser pockets inside-out and
mouths the words "No money".

Jason is somewhat distracted when is his SCANTILY DRESSED
girlfriend, REBECCA (18) creeps up from behind. She wraps
her arms around him and sensuously kisses him on the neck.

JASON
Actually, mum, I've got this
assignment that I really need to
get back to.

CLAIRE
Okay, Jason, I'll let you get on
with your studying.

Nick sighs with relief.

JASON
Thanks, mum.  Speak to later, yeah?

CLAIRE
Okay. Bye darling, love you.

32 32INT. UNIVERSITY DORM -- CONTINUOUS

Jason hangs up.

JASON
Right - this assignment.

He gets to his feet and playfully sweeps Rebecca up into his
arms. She giggles as he carries her over to the bed.

33 33INT. KITCHEN -- CONTINUOUS

Claire ends the call.  She looks down at Nick's inside out
pockets and cringes.

CLAIRE
I thought you were going to do an
elephant impression there.
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NICK
(Bemused)

What?

CLAIRE
Well, they're the ears and... never
mind.  Jason's in Bristol.

NICK
And the twins?

CLAIRE
I assume in France, I can't contact
them.

NICK
(With suspicion)

Hmmm. 

CLAIRE
What does that mean? 

NICK
I've searched every nook and cranny,
Claire - although I'm not entirely
sure what a 'cranny' is - and
nothing.  The only way in or out
is the front door, and even I don't
have the key to that since you
changed the lock.

CLAIRE
(Numbly)

Only the kids and I have keys. 

NICK
Yes, indeed.

CLAIRE
You're not suggesting that the
girls faked a trip to France just
so they could trap us in the loft
together, do you? 

NICK
I don't know, did you tell them we
were going into the loft? 

CLAIRE
(Deep in thought)

... I don't believe I did... No.

NICK
(Pondering - puzzled)

Hmmmm.

CLAIRE
(Spooked)

Hmmmm indeed.
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34 34INT. HALLWAY -- MOMENTS LATER

Nick is leading the way out of the kitchen and into the hall -
his overalls tucked under his arm.  There is a slight
awkwardness between the two.

NICK
I suppose I should make a move.

CLAIRE
Okay.  It's been a strange day,
don't you think? 

NICK
Just a bit.

As Nick approaches the photograph of Claire's mother, he
braces himself, about to flinch backwards, but is quickly
taken aback - something has changed.

HIS POV: THE PORTRAIT PHOTO OF CLAIRE'S MOTHER - she no longer
looks fierce and scary, but instead looks content and smiling
warmly.

Nick is thrown - very baffled.  He stares curiously at the
photo, but can't work out what has changed. 

CLAIRE
What's wrong?

NICK
Your mother... she looks...

CLAIRE
Yes?

NICK
... Different.

Claire looks at the photo.

CLAIRE
Different to what? 

NICK
I don't know.

CLAIRE
Are you alright?

NICK
(Numbly)

No... I'm malnourished... and I
desperately need a flagon of ale.

Nick snarls at the photo as he continues to the front door.

35 35EXT. CLAIRE'S HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS

The front door opens and Nick steps outside.

CLAIRE
(Hesitantly)

Nick,... you haven't forgotten
about our date?
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NICK
(Raised eyebrows - confused)

Date? 

CLAIRE
(Crestfallen)

Nick.

NICK
Of course not - 8 o'clock, Thursday.

CLAIRE
(Relieved)

Good.

NICK
What do people wear to the cinema
nowadays?  I haven't got a tuxedo.

CLAIRE
We're not going to a Royal Premier,
wear what you want.

NICK
Great.  Can I wear my gimp mask
and pants, for old time sake?

CLAIRE
(Stern but light-hearted)

No.

NICK
Okay.  I'll think of something
else.

CLAIRE
Please do.

Nick starts to head away but stops.  He turns back around.

NICK
(Sheepishly)

You know, I'm kinda glad we got
stuck in the loft.

CLAIRE
(Smiles)

... Yeah, me too. 

NICK
Maybe we can do it again sometime. 

CLAIRE
I'd like that.

NICK
Bye Claire.

CLAIRE
Bye Nick.

Nick heads away.

CLOSE-UP OF CLAIRE hiding sadness behind her smile as she
watches Nick depart.  She closes the front door.
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36 36EXT. RESIDENTIAL ROAD (LONDON SUBURB)-- DAY

Nick is limping contentedly along the quiet road, a wry smile
on his face. Suddenly something catches his eye.

HIS POV:  Heading towards him is the blonde bombshell (as in
scene 1), dressed in very chic 70's hippie clothes - a dead
ringer for Claire's mother aged 22 (as seen in the
photograph).  She walks slowly and confidently and with a
sensual swagger and is looking directly at Nick.

Nick is staggered - open-mouthed and in disbelief.  His
walking pace slows.

As she approaches, her smile broadens and she winks.

Nick tries to talk but is in shock:

NICK
You... you... you...

She doesn't stop, and as she passes, Nick's head follows her
around.

NEW ANGLE: Nick walks headlong into a concrete lamppost
<WHACK!!>  WE CUT TO BLACK.  (False ending)

A beat.  FROM A DISTANCE, WE HEAR THE SOUND OF RAPID FOOTSTEPS
APPROACHING AND SHUFFLING TO A HALT.

FROM BLACK - NICK'S POV: HIS EYES FLICKER OPEN. He is lying
flat on the ground looking up at the face of a sweet old
lady, DOROTHY (78), leaning over him.

DOROTHY
Young man, are you alright down
there?

NICK (V.O.)
(Strained - agony)

Yes, I'm just adjusting my kneecaps!

DOROTHY
Oh.

NICK (V.O.)
Actually, I'm doing a petition!

DOROTHY
(Keenly, interested)

Really?

NICK (V.O.)
Yes, to replace the whole street
with rubber lampposts!  Will you
sign it?

DOROTHY
Don't be ridiculous -  you haven't
got a clipboard.  Now get up before
I kick you in the knackers!

CUT TO BLACK.

THE END.
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