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‘LIVES’

by

PETER PHILLIPS
EXT. THE PROMENADE OF A SEASIDE TOWN, SOUTH WALES. DAY

A crowd is assembled outside a jaded 1920’s style dancehall. Something is happening and there’s a sense of disorganised expectation. A handful of STEWARDS are trying to keep people from spilling onto a red carpet that leads from the road, across the pavement and up through the neglected, but once ornate, pillars that flank the entrance to the Dancehall.

A small group of PRESS PHOTOGRAPHERS and a TWO MAN TV FILM CREW are staked out where the carpet meets the pavement. CLAIRE ROYSTON, mid-thirties and attractive in a business-like fashion, is standing on the pedestrian island in the middle of the road talking to a well-groomed young WOMAN who is holding the branded microphone of a local TV company.






CLAIRE

   



(pointing away to her left)




His jeep will be coming that way at ten 

to.


(checks her watch)

Then her cars arrive at Twelve.


(Claire points in the 

opposite direction) 

TV PRESENTER




OK. That sounds good. We’ll grab 

them both arriving and follow 

her in.



CLAIRE

Then set up the unit where I 

showed you.

The Presenter nods.






TV PRESENTER




And they’ve signed those 

clearance forms I gave you



CLAIRE

Sorted.

Claire looks at her watch again and walks purposefully towards the building. The crowd has grown over the last few minutes. The people towards the back have the look of passers-by that have stopped to witness a random event but do not quite know what is going on.

Claire marches through the crowd with a body language that does not invite questions. At the top of the steps, as she is entering the building, MARK is coming out. He’s early thirties, wearing a smart white shirt and black trousers that does not quite suit his tanned, surfer-type appearance. He makes eye contact with Claire.






MARK





(subtle Australian accent)




Excuse me. Where’s the 

Heartbreak Hotel?

There’s a twinkle of amusement in his eye as he realises what he has asked.






MARK




Don’t tell me. It’s at the end 

of Lonely Street.

Claire hasn’t heard the joke. She’s more surprised that someone has halted her mission.






CLAIRE




Left out of the building. First




Left.






MARK




Thanks. 

(looking at the crowd)

Seems a bit of fun.

INT. DANCEHALL. DAY.

People are milling around towards the back. In front of the stage, seats have been laid out to each side of a wide aisle. Some are already taken and a trickle of people are taking their places. More sense of anticipation.

Claire is on a stage that has two small rows of chairs diagonally placed to face a table with an open register and a vase of flowers. She’s holding a microphone and gestures towards the sound desk at the back of the hall. She taps the microphone with the back of her hand.






CLAIRE




Ladies and Gentleman can I ask 

you to take your seats now 

please?

EXT. THE COASTROAD ON THE EDGE OF TOWN. DAY.

An army jeep is parked in a lay-by. The DRIVER and PASSENGER are both wearing formal morning dress. In the back a YOUNG MAN with sideboards, and wearing an American GI uniform of the early 60s, is staring out to sea looking scared.

The Passenger shrugs at the Driver who starts the engine and swings the vehicle off in the opposite direction.

EXT. THE PROMENADE OF A SEASIDE TOWN. DAY

Claire is standing on the steps of the Dancehall watching a stream of classic American cars approach. At the back of the procession is a large pink Cadillac adorned with white ribbons. Claire looks at her watch then up the road in the opposite direction… no jeep.






CLAIRE




Shit.

INT. DANCEHALL. DAY

Some people are slowly filing out. The seats to one side are empty while across the aisle small groups remain in animated conversation. The BRIDE, surrounded by a cluster of BRIDESMAIDS and OLDER WOMEN in hats, is sobbing inconsolably. Claire is on stage, microphone in hand.


 






CLAIRE




Can I ask you to start clearing 

the building please? 


(pause)

For those of you who are 

interested there’s still a 

handful of tickets left for 

tonight’s competition in the 

main Show-Dome.

She walks off stage past a bemused looking TV Crew.






Claire




Nobody died.

As the Crew walk away the CAMERAMAN is singing.






CAMERMAN





(Forced Elvis-style voice)




Well since my baby left me… 

TITLES AND MONTAGE:

A large banner above the Dancehall proclaims ‘The Elvis Festival,’ followed by a myriad of exterior images:

· BEACH: Three jump-suited Elvis look-alikes (‘Elvies’) race each other on donkeys across the beach, their sequined capes flapping in the wind behind them, as they bob along. The one at the back struggles to stay on his donkey.

· MAIN STREET: A scattering of Elvies are busking on the street, appreciated by the local shoppers.

· OUT TO SEA: A small group of surfers have secured Elvis style wigs on their head.

· PLAY AREA: A baby in an Elvis wig and tiny shiny jumpsuit is proclaimed the winner of the Elvis Baby Competition, from a line-up of similarly-dressed youngsters.

· ESPLANADE: A brightly coloured tourist’s Roadtrain chugs along. It is packed with twelve assorted Elvis impersonators, one hangs precariously out of the window waving to TERRY, who’s passing by. Terry is in his late-thirties with a natural, but obviously dyed, quiff haircut and sideboards. He looks fun.   

· FUNFAIR: At the gaudy, old-fashioned funfair, the tough looking youngsters manning the Waltzers and Dodgems have made the effort to put on Elvis wigs.

· CHURCH: An assortment of Elvies join in an Elvis Gospel Service outside the church. Alongside, a MAN has set up a large stall selling Elvis memorabilia.

HOWARD and BRONWEN DAWSON have a laugh at the Elvis trinkets for sale. Bronwen, is a very large, bubbly lady in her late-fifties – constantly laughing. Howard, a man in his early-sixties, is much more staid in appearance and actions. He looks as if he would rather be somewhere else but seems to enjoy seeing his wife so happy.

INT. LARGE NIGHTCLUB, ELVIS FESTIVAL. NIGHT.

A large, Show-Dome type venue – the sort you get in big holiday camps – is packed with revellers. Most have entered into the festival spirit and are wearing dubious Elvis wigs and sunglasses. Some people have gone further and chosen the whole Vegas jumpsuit look.

Above the party, there is the sound of a slightly off-key act finishing on stage. The OVERWEIGHT ELVIS TRIBUTE ARTIST who’s just performed milks the applause before taking the hint to leave the stage as Claire walks on from the wings. She’s now wearing a flashy black dress.






CLAIRE




Thank you, Dave King. And now 

it’s over to the judges to 

decide which two artists are 

going through to the final. 

We’ll be back to hear who’s

been picked in ten minutes. In 

the meantime this is your last 

chance to buy raffle tickets. 

Thank you.   


Terry is standing close to the crowded bar talking to two JACK THE LAD TYPES, who are clutching a handful of drinks.






FIRST JACK




That is the stupidest fucking 

idea I’ve ever heard.






TERRY





(Welsh Valley’s accent)




Now you’re nice lads, and don’t




take this the wrong way, but you




don’t have vision.






SECOND JACK




And when’s this vision being 

launched then?



TERRY

Soon. Just the money to sort out.



FIRST JACK

So you haven’t got anyone to 

share this vision with you then. 

That’s probably because it’s a 

shit idea. No offence mate but 

who would want to drink…
 


A THIRD JACK-THE-LAD type walks up and interrupts the one speaking by taking some of the drinks out of his hand. 






THIRD JACK




I do. I’m gagging.






TERRY




Just watch this space.






FIRST JACK





(heading towards his 

friends)




Sure.

As Terry tries to order a drink from the bar we see there is now a group of five JACK THE LAD types in the background, laughing. One of them points to Terry, who is too busy trying to attract one of the over-worked BARMEN to notice.

Bronwyn and Howard are sitting on a long table. The people each side don’t seem to be one group but are sharing the fun in a communal sort of way. In front of Bronwyn there’s the remains of something and chips in a basket and an empty pint glass.






HOWARD





(Yorkshire accent)




Same again, love?

Bronwyn smiles and nods. Howard moves towards the bar. Bronwyn turns to the WOMAN next to her.






BRONWYN





(Welsh accent)




He hates every minute but, love 

him, he brings me every year 

without complaining. 

The Woman nods enviously. Howard has overheard Bronwyn’s comment and he looks back, pulling an expression of mock despair.






BRONWYN





(to Woman)




He doesn’t get IT
The Women smiles and nods knowingly.

Claire comes back on stage, microphone in hand. 






CLAIRE




Ladies and Gentlemen.

The noise from the crowd barely abates.






CLAIRE





(louder and more forceful)




Ladies and Gentlemen. 

This time it begins to work.






CLAIRE




Please welcome back all of the 

competitors.

A line of twelve ELVIS TRUBUTE ARTISTS files back on stage and form a line behind Claire. The crowd cheers them.






CLAIRE




And now, with the names of the 

two that will be coming back to 

perform head to head, please 

welcome the Chairman of our 

Judges, producer of so many 

West End hits I’ve lost count. 

Mr Tony Desmond.

TONY DESMOND walks on stage carrying a card. Mid-forties, he has the air of success about him. 






CLAIRE




You’ve probably heard in the 

press that Tony’s new show is 

going to be based on Elvis.

Loud cheers from the audience. Tony acknowledges, trying, unconvincingly, to look modest.






TONY




Thank you Claire. Watch this 

space, as they say.  

He looks at the card as if he hasn’t yet read it. 






TONY




Wow. What a standard. But only 

two can go through to the Head 

to Head Final. And they are…


(pauses for effect)






TONY





(parodying a wrestling 

announcer




The Graceland King… and Fergal 

Moran!

The losers try to look pleased for the Finalists who are both acknowledging the applause.

Bronwyn is on her feet cheering. She turns to the woman sitting next to her.






BRONWYN




The Graceland King. He’s my fav.

She puts two fingers in her mouth and wolf-whistles loudly. Terry appears at the table and motions to the empty seat opposite Bronwyn.






TERRY




Anyone sitting here, love?

Bronwyn makes a friendly motion confirming that the seat is free. Terry sits down and holds his hand out.






TERRY




I’m Terry. Bloody marvellous all 

of them. That Graceland bloke 

will win it. Thought he should

have won last year myself.






BRONWYN





(catching hold of Terry’s





hand)




Bronwyn.

Howard has returned with the drinks.






BRONWYN




And this is my husband Howard.

Terry and Howard shake hands.






TERRY




Terry. Pleased to meet you. 

Bloody fabulous here isn’t it?

Best weekend of the year.

Howard’s smile says that for his wife it probably is.

INT.
BACKSTAGE AREA OF NIGHTCLUB.  CONTINUOUS.

DEREK SMITH (AKA ‘THE GRACELAND KING’) is looking drained but elated.

In the background, a forlorn Elvis LOSER rips his wig off angrily. Two others are consoling a THIRD ELVIS who has broken down. A YOUNG ELVIS comes up to Derek and shakes his hand.






YOUNG ELVIS 




Nice one Derek. Make sure you 

go and win it.






DEREK





(Midlands accent)




Thanks man. I really thought 

you’d got it.



YOUNG ELVIS


(smiling)
 

Next year.

RORY SMITH, ten years old, runs up to Derek beaming. His mother, Derek’s wife, JACQUI is close behind. She hugs Derek.






DEREK




Hang on. I haven’t won it yet.






RORY




You will Dad. Don’t worry. 

On the other side of the room, The Overweight Elvis, whose particularly bad wig is now slightly askew, has been berating Tony. He pauses, and Tony, who has been biding his moment, launches his retort. 






TONY




Two points. Firstly the judging 

is not rigged and I resent any 

implication to the contrary. 

The Overweight Elvis has verbally punched himself out.






TONY




And secondly you are awful. I 

mean really awful. Just take my

advice and stick to whatever you 

do for the other fifty-one weeks 

of the year.

The Overweight Elvis is making a split second decision what to do or say next when Claire steps in.






CLAIRE





(to the Overweight Elvis)




Judge’s decision is final. 

The Overweight Elvis gives one final glare at Tony before storming off.






TONY




Why do I do this?






CLAIRE




Because you still owe me. Think




of it as part of the divorce




settlement. Another five years 

and I’ll let you off the hook… 


(smiling)

Maybe.


INT. A SMALL DRESSING ROOM OFF THE BACKSTAGE AREA. NIGHT.

FERGAL MORAN (28), the other finalist, is wiping profuse amounts of sweat from his face with a towel. His fake tan is slightly streaked.

JULIA, an attractive, slightly overweight, woman in her late 20’s – his long-term girlfriend - takes the towel off him and continues the process, carefully avoiding his eyes.






JULIA

Careful or we’ll have to do the 

mascara again.

She steps back.






JULIA




Pause after the first ‘How Great’




and take a breath or you’ll miss 

it again. 

Fergal’s face shows a flash of anger.






JULIA




Sorry. I’m only trying to help. 

It’s a really difficult note to 

hit. Maybe if you just…

It’s as if she recognises the red signal in his face.






JULIA




Sorry. 

Fergal closes his eyes and starts an elaborate breathing exercise.






JULIA




I’ll go and get you some fresh 

water.

INT. LARGE NIGHTCLUB. NIGHT.

Derek is on stage crashing through the climax of ‘Suspicious Minds.’ The audience go mad.

Terry and Bronwyn, front and centre, are dancing wildly. Bronwyn laughs as Terry tries, unsuccessfully, to squat, Elvis style. 

In the wings Rory and Jacqui are watching with pride.

Derek finishes and, while accepting the applause, beckons for them to join him on stage. Rory gets there first. An emotional family hug.

Terry and Bronwyn go back to the table from the dance floor. Although out of breath, Bronwyn is still wolf-whistling loudly.

The crowd calm down. Terry and Bronwyn take their seats.






BRONWYN





(excitedly out of breath

to Howard)




Terry’s got this absolutely 

brill idea. He’s looking for 

backing. You’ve got to listen to 

it.

Howard looks responsive to hearing Terry’s idea.






TERRY




Let me get the drinks in first.




What’s that Bronwyn, pint of 

lager and black? Howard? Bitter?

Howard nods.



BRONWYN

Get us a Pernod chaser while 

you’re up there, Tel?



TERRY

Sure.

Terry begins the long haul towards the bar.






BRONWYN




I’ll let him tell you about it,




but what a winner. 

Howard looks genuinely interested. The crowd cheering has diverted Bronwyn’s attention back to the stage. She’s jumping with excitement and misses Howard’s smile of unconditional adoration.

Claire is back on stage.






CLAIRE





(in full flow)




…Mr Fergal Moran!

In the wings, Julia gives Fergal a final dab on the face with a powder puff. There’s no acknowledgement from him and he struts onto stage to the Elvis ‘theme.’

As this music stops there’s a theatrical pause before he starts into ‘How Great Thou Art.’

His face contorts with emotion as he begins the gospel song. He closes his eyes between notes giving the impression that the message of each line is being channelled to him from above. Although there is nobody on stage with him he makes hand gestures to the singers on the backing track. 

At the bar Terry pays for the drinks out of a plastic bag full of one-pound coins. He fights his way backwards through a three-deep crowd still trying to get served, as Fergal sings in the background. All five Jack-the-Lads are at the back of the throng. The first one notices Terry, heroically trying to balance four drinks.   






FIRST JACK




Oi Taff! Mickey here is in that  

game. Tell him about your idea.

Terry is weighing up whether or not he’s having his leg pulled.






FIRST JACK




No seriously. Just ‘cos I think 

the idea is shite doesn’t mean 

that Mickey will. If he likes it 

he may be able to help.

Terry pauses, then starts his pitch enthusiastically.

Bronwyn is on her feet swaying, almost in a trance, to   Fergal’s performance. Howard looks at her, content that she is obviously having such a good time.

Bronwyn suddenly turns to Howard with a look of fright on her face. She gasps and clutches the top of her chest. For a split second the two keep eye contact before she collapses in a heap.

As Fergal gets to end of his song, Terry is in full pitch to the Jacks. Both of their audiences appear to be listening intently. Claire and Tony are standing in the wings, engrossed in a mouth to ear conversation – oblivious to the drama unfolding front of house.  

Howard tries frantically to speak to his unconscious wife. He gestures wildly to a SECURITY MAN who does not notice as he’s looking at the stage. The Woman standing next to where Bronwyn collapsed has spotted what has happened. She, too, is now waving frantically at the Security Man. She gives up and fights her way to him. 

From Fergal’s POV, the Security Man has now realised what is going on and is shouting into a radio that does not seem to be working. Further back Terry is still absorbed in his pitch. TWO ST JOHN’S AMBULANCE MEN, in Elvis wigs, are now struggling with a stretcher through the crowd towards Bronwyn. 

As Fergal tries for, and misses, the climatic note, Bronwyn is stretchered away.

Fergal takes the applause and walks off stage. Julia is waiting in the wings with a towel. Fergal snatches it from her. From his glare, it’s obvious he knows that he’s blown it. 

As the crowd noise dies down, the five Jacks are laughing hysterically at Terry. He mouths ‘Fuck off’ at them and begins walking back to the table. When he gets there and sees the empty seats of Howard and Bronwyn, a look of bemusement, then disappointment, comes over his face. 

INT. BAR OF HEARTBREAK HOTEL.  LATE NIGHT.

The aftermath of a three-day party is evident. The glasses have been cleared away but the streamers, discarded wigs and posters half hanging from the walls tell their tale.

Claire sits alone at the bar. Mark – the Barman - pours her a margarita from a cocktail shaker, then takes the last glass from the shelf, salts it and pours the remainder of the drink for himself.






MARK




Don’t get me wrong the guy was




seriously good-looking. Until 

he got fat. But Jim Morrison 

would have done it more for me.

If I was that way inclined.



CLAIRE

Well, Elvis will always do for 

me.



MARK

Yeah, but I bet you haven’t 

found him yet, Priscilla.



CLAIRE

What makes you think I’m looking

and what makes me think that’s 

any of your business?



MARK

Standard issue for even 

occasional barmen these days.

Lonely women like the perceptive

feminine side to talk to. 



CLAIRE


(laughing)

So I’m lonely am I? Don’t think 

so.



MARK

Lonely, but no one can tell. Was

that an Elvis song?



CLAIRE

Ah – no.



MARK


Lonely, but too busy to notice it

then.



CLAIRE

Crap.



MARK

A sort of self-inflicted 

loneliness I figure.

Claire takes a drink.






CLAIRE




It’s a pity your psychoanalysis  

skills aren’t as good as your 

margaritas.



MARK

It’s just I’d hate to think

of you as some lonely old 

spinster sitting there in a 

rocking chair wondering why

she wasted her life looking

for a dead guy.






CLAIRE





(smiling)


You are so full of shit. 

He looks at her empty glass.






MARK




Another?

She pushes her glass forward.






CLAIRE




Yeah, why not?

A stunning WOMAN in her early twenties walks into the bar.






MARK




Hiya babe. Won’t be long. 






WOMAN




No problem. I’m parked outside.

She smiles politely at Claire and walks out. Mark begins to make another drink for Claire.






CLAIRE




Don’t worry. I’ll think I’ll 




call it a night. 

EXT. A CHURCHYARD, NORTH YORKSHIRE. DAY.

Mourners are slowly leaving a church and one by one speak briefly to Howard, MARTIN DAWSON and ELAINE DAWSON who are standing in a line just outside of the main door. Howard has a blank, auto-pilot look of grief about him.

In the background there is a hearse with a coffin inside, adorned with an elaborate display of flowers shaped in a replica of the gates of Graceland.

TREVOR SYMS, a man in his early thirties, is shaking Howard’s hand.






MAN




So sorry Howard. I wish I had 

had more time to get to know

Mrs Dawson.

Howard nods solemnly.






MAN





(shaking hands with Martin





and Elaine)




I’m Trevor Syms, from the bank. I




took over the branch last year.

Howard comes out of his mist.






HOWARD




I’m sorry, this is my son, 

Martin. And Elaine, my daughter –

in-law.

Trevor exchanges a final nod of condolence with the group as he moves away. Claire moves forward from the people hovering outside the church door.






CLAIRE





(shaking Howard’s hand)




Mr Dawson, I’m Claire Royston, I 

run the Elvis festival.

Howard is looking at her blankly, still holding her hand.






CLAIRE




I’m so sorry. I only found out 

after ..





(Howard’s blankness is 

throwing her train of 

thought)




I wish we could have done 

something. I ..anyway I’m so..

As if an angry jolt has gone through him, Howard pulls his hand away from Claire’s



HOWARD

Do you know how long it took 

to get an ambulance there?

Claire looks shocked.






CLAIRE




I, I, don’t ..






HOWARD




And then how long it took to get out 

of that damn car park?



CLAIRE

I’m afraid I wasn’t there but ..



HOWARD

What were you thinking of? 

Howard has become very agitated. He’s rubbing his face into his hands as he’s recalling events.






HOWARD




Too long. Too long. She could 

have been alive today if..





(He’s trying to calm 

himself)




I mean, what sort of event is




run like that?






CLAIRE




I’m so sorry. I’m sure everyone




did what we could.






HOWARD




No you didn’t. That’s my point.




It was a shambles, a complete, 

bloody shambles. People like you 

are just totally irresponsible. 

It’s all well and good cramming 

people into a room like that but 

what happens when ...


(he’s losing it again)

It’s your fault. All your fault 

and you have the nerve to come 

here today. Well I just hope you 

don’t kill anyone else with your 

bloody Elvis festival.

Martin has stepped in, putting his arm around his father and leading him away.






ELAINE




I’m sorry. I was afraid of ..






CLAIRE




No need to apologise. I just had 

no idea of what had happened. I 

feel terrible. We only found out 

the day after.

Neither woman knows what to say. They both divert their attention to the hearse.

INT. A PUB, LONDON. NIGHT.

Fergal and Julia stand at the bar. The pub is neither smart nor tatty. It’s half-full. Julia is wearing a cocktail dress and lots of make-up. Fergal is wearing jeans and a designer T-shirt.






FERGAL




You haven’t got a clue, have 

you? I mean how many times did

Elvis miss a note? Fucking 

loads. That’s not the point. 

You just don’t get it. My whole 

show is built on emotion. It’s a connection with the audience. 

That’s what Elvis did. That’s 

what I do. He didn’t give a fuck 

about missing notes. Nor do I. 

It’s all on a higher level. My

audiences go away after sharing

an experience.

He takes a sip of his drink.






FERGAL






That’s what makes me different 

to a pub singer. I’m in a whole

different ballgame.






JULIA




I’m sorry love. I was only 

trying to help.






FERGAL




I think it had more to do with




some fat old bag croaking in 

front of the stage. Don’t you?

Julia nods sadly and looks at her watch.






JULIA




I’m sorry. Anyway I’d better get




my skates on. Thanks for coming 

tonight.

She kisses him on the cheek. There’s no indication of appreciation from him. Julia walks over to the corner of the bar where a one-speaker PA system has been set up in front of a tiny stage. She steps up, turns the amp on and picks up a microphone.






JULIA




Good evening. I’m Julia. I hope




you like my songs.

A couple of people have turned to look, but most are continuing their conversations.

In the background, Fergal turns his back on the stage and orders another beer. Julia sets up a track and after a short pause the music starts. She begins a soulful, gutsy song. And she’s good. A couple more people begin to pay attention but most of the crowd keep talking.

As Julia sings, Fergal has started talking to TWO MEN at the bar. He seems to be telling them a joke.

EXT. A MODERN HOUSING ESTATE, WEST MIDLANDS. DAY

Derek stands on the small front lawn of a semi-detached house. He’s in full Vegas Elvis costume and sunglasses, holding an award, and posing for a photograph. 




PHOTOGRAPHER




One final one. Hold it up as if




you’ve just won it.

Derek has no problem assuming this pose.






PHOTOGRAPHER




That’s it. Thanks.

The Photographer starts putting his camera away. Derek hands him a business card. It’s got a photo of him on stage with the text ‘Graceland King’ across the front. The Photographer does not look that appreciative.






DEREK




Tell your news desk, anything 

else they need, just call.






PHOTOGRAPHER




Yeah. OK. This should be in 

Thursday’s Gazette.

EXT.
THE ROAD OUTSIDE A PRIMARY SCHOOL, DUDLEY.

Derek is parked in a car opposite the school gates. He’s still got his hair Elvis style and is wearing the Vegas sunglasses. Some schoolkids point at him and giggle. Rory comes running over and gets in.






RORY




Hi Dad.

INT. LARGE SUPERMARKET, DUDLEY. DAY.

Derek – same look, but also wearing a fringed leather cowboy jacket, tight black trousers and fancy boots - is pushing a trolley along. Rory throws in a large packet of cereal.

A mobile phone starts ringing. The ringtone is ‘Burnin’ Love’ – the bit that goes ‘Hunk a Hunk a Burnin’ Love.’ Derek answers it.






DEREK





(phoney American accent)




The Graceland King.





(pause)




Oh, hi Claire.

INT. A HOME OFFICE IN AN APARTMENT. CARDIFF. DAY.

INTERCUT SUPERMARKET AND OFFICE SCENES:

The Apartment is small, modern and overlooking a waterfront development. Claire is sitting at her desk. It’s tidy. Above the wall in front of her is a large blown up photograph of Claire posing in front of the Las Vegas Hilton with a group of men in their sixties. It’s signed. (NB: DEPENDING ON PERMISSIONS THIS SHOULD BE THE MEMPHIS MAFIA AND PRISCILLA )






CLAIRE




We’ve got the date of the 

King of Kings Competition in

Vegas. You know that, as our 

champion, you get automatic 

entry?






DEREK




Yeah. I’m really looking forward




to it.






CLAIRE




You’ll have to cover your own 

expenses.



DEREK




Not a problem.






CLAIRE




OK. Well, as we thought, it’s




on the fifteenth and sixteenth




of August. We’ve got your e-mail




so I’ll forward everything on.





(pause)




And good luck.

She puts the phone down. And clicks to forward an email to Graceland-king27@hotmail.com.

Claire clicks the mouse and an internet page pops up – a dating site. Claire begins scrolling down the profiles, stopping on a well-groomed business type called ‘Nik’. 

INT. LARGE SUPERMARKET. DAY.






DEREK





(drawing attention)




Your Dad’s off to Vegas in a few 

months.






RORY




Cool. Are you coming to my match 

on Saturday?

INT. A SMALL POST OFFICE, MERTHYR VALLEY, WALES. DAY.

GLENYS, the elderly Post Mistress, stamps a giro slip and reaches into a cash draw.






GLENYS




Usual way, Tel?

Terry is the other side of the bandit screen.






TERRY




Yes please, Glen.

Glenys starts putting five pound coins in a plastic bag.

EXT. A TERRACED STREET, MERTHYR VALLEY. DAY

Terry comes out of the Sub-Post Office holding some notes and the plastic bag. He walks four doors up the street and enters a house. 

INT. THE FRONT ROOM OF A SMALL TERRACED HOUSE. DAY.

The room is completely full of Elvis memorabilia. Terry walks to the sideboard where there is a head of Elvis made into a piggy bank. Across the forehead, handwritten, is ‘ELVIS FEST.’

Terry carefully puts the five pound coins into the top of the head, and is counting the notes into three separate piles on the mantelpiece, when the door opens and STEVE, same age as Terry but normal looking, walks in and sits down on the settee.






TERRY




Hiya Butt.






STEVE




Alright, Butt?

Satisfied that he has apportioned his money correctly, Terry turns to his friend.






TERRY




I’ve had some constructive 




criticism.

Terry picks up a large scrapbook from the cluttered table. Painted on the front, in Tippex, is an over elaborate logo: ‘Tel’s’. Underneath is written: ‘A Business Proposal for the 21st Century.’ He gives it to Steve who starts thumbing through the book.






TERRY




People need to understand the 

concept a bit quicker. It needs

to be more in your face.



STEVE

I see what you mean Tel. This

grabs you straight away. But

subtly. 



TERRY

I thought you’d like it. 

He picks up a torn out page of a magazine from the table. It’s an advertisement for a bank offering business loans.






TERRY




And I think the time’s right to




take it to Cardiff.

Terry hands Steve the ad.






STEVE




I wish I had your bollocks.

He reflects on his comment.






STEVE




I mean not…






TERRY




Know what you mean Steve-o. But




in business you have to take 

risks.

Steve nods with appreciative enlightenment. 

INT. FRONT ROOM OF A SMALL TERRACED HOUSE. EVENING.

The room is the same size and layout as Terry’s but much tidier and better furnished. Steve and his wife SONIA are sitting down at the table eating a meal.






STEVE




He’s an entrepreneur Sonia. You




just
don’t…






SONIA




He’s a prat Steven. He was a 

prat in school and he’s never 

grown out of it.



STEVE

Well I sometimes wish…



SONIA

Wish what? That you could have

spent twenty years on the dole?



STEVE

That’s not really…



SONIA

And go out one weekend a year?



STEVE

He’s focused.



SONIA

Focused, be fucked. Do you 

remember when he was focused

on selling curry sauce as an 

ice lolly? Or what about 

that time he was focused on his 

range of designer balaclavas.



STEVE

He was telling me that Thomas

Edison had over one hundred and

fifty goes at inventing the 

light bulb before he got one to 

work.



SONIA

Well Terry’s got one light bulb

that will never work. He’s a 

prat. Period.

She gets up to clear the plates away.






SONIA




I was speaking to Lucy this 

morning. You know her cousin

works at Thomas Cook in Ponty.

Steve is trying to look interested.






SONIA




Well apparently this is going to




be like last year and the smart




thing to do is book at the last




minute.






STEVE




Isn’t that a bit risky?






SONIA




Well I don’t want a repeat of 

last year and find people in the 

same hotel paid half the price 

we did. No. What we’ll do this 

year is put the money into a 

savings account, get the 

interest and book at the last 

minute. It’ll be exciting.



STEVE

Sounds risky to me.




  


INT. KITCHEN, DEREK’S HOME.  EVENING.

Derek and Jacqui are looking at a bank statement. Jacqui is wearing the type of uniformed clothes worn by bank clerks.






DEREK




There’s no going back now. The




risk was going full-time pro in




first place.






JACQUI




Do you think the bookings are




going to get better now?






DEREK




Bound to. And I can get another




fifty, maybe a hundred a night.




That’s before I go to Vegas.






JACQUI




But how much is that going to 

cost?



DEREK

Everything’s covered. Part of 

the prize.

Jacqui’s working out some figures on the calculator.






JACQUI




Well if I take these extra hours 

and you’re OK to do the school 

run.



DEREK

Depends where I’m gigging, or if

I’m on tour but…



JACQUI

Tour?



DEREK

Seems like the next step. Move

up into the theatre circuit. I’m

going to need another couple of 

costumes.



JACQUI

Can you get cheaper ones this

time?

Derek’s expression gives her the answer.






JACQUI




Well that will use most of 

what’s left in the savings 

account.






DEREK




We could always re-mortgage.






JACQUI




Let’s see how it goes for a 

couple of months.

Derek gets up.






DEREK




I’d better get going. It’s a 




good hour.

INT.
SMALL CLUB, BROMSGROVE. NIGHT.

Derek, in a black ’68 Comeback Special leather suit is on stage singing. There is none of the atmosphere of the Elvis Festival. Most of the small audience are paying little attention apart from a group of WOMEN sitting at a table in the front.

INT. DRESSING ROOM. NIGHT.

Derek has just come off stage. There’s a knock on the partly-opened door. Before he can say anything, TRISH walks in. She was one of the women sitting at the front. She’s in her mid-thirties and quite tarty. 






TRISH




Can I get an autograph?






DEREK




Sure.

He pulls out two printed photos - bigger versions of his business card - and a marker pen, from a holdall bag.






DEREK




What’s your name?






TRISH




Trish.

Derek writes ‘To Trish. Take care of business. The Graceland King.’






TRISH




I saw you at Porthcawl and at 




the Cat’s Whisker’s in 

Solihull.






DEREK




I thought I’d recognised you.






TRISH




Where are you playing next?






DEREK




The Hi-Tide in Wolverhampton 

next month back here in two




weeks.






TRISH




I’ll come to Wolverhampton. Can I 

say I’m with you? I don’t like going




to strange places on my own.






DEREK




Um. Yeah. Sure. I’ll put you on




the guest list.






TRISH





(looking at photo)




And is this your mobile number?






DEREK




Yeah.






TRISH




OK. I’ll text you.




EXT. OUTSIDE A ‘STARBUCKS’ TYPE COFFEE BAR, SOUTH LONDON. DAY.

Julia and JANE come out and kiss each other goodbye in the way of good friends.

INT.
INDIAN RESTURANT, SOUTH LONDON. NIGHT.

Julia and Fergal sit at a table. A WAITER, having just taken their order, retrieves the menu and walks off.






FERGAL




But you’ve got a manager.






JULIA




Bill’s not a manager. He just




books me work on the circuit.






FERGAL




Well he’s not doing a bad job.




What’s the problem? You’re 

getting work aren’t you?



JULIA

But this guy that Jane has 

started dating is a proper

manager. His company handles… 



FERGAL

Oh Jane. Might have guessed Jane

put you up to this.
 






JULIA




Jane’s always said I should be 

doing something better than the

pub circuit.



FERGAL

Now refresh my memory. What does

Jane do for a living? Ah yes

she’s an estate agent. 



JULIA

I know, but…



FERGAL

Listen. You’re making a living

aren’t you? Just.

Julia nods.






FERGAL




Well that’s more than most 

people do in this business. Look 

babe, I’m
not trying to put you 

down but anyone who’s going to 

make it has done so by the time 

they’re twenty-five. If I hadn’t, 

I know I’d have given up.

Fergal beckons the waiter.






FERGAL




Excuse me mate but could you 

chase up those poppadoms?  


INT. A FACTORY OFFICE, NORTH YORKSHIRE. NIGHT.

Howard is standing in a large office, looking out of a window that takes up most of one side of the room. He’s gazing at a factory floor that reflects the workforce has gone home for the night.

As he hears footsteps approaching he looks round at the door. Martin and Elaine walk in.






HOWARD





(Looking at his watch)




Oh, I’m sorry. What time was the 

table booked for?



MARTIN

Don’t worry, it’s not til nine.

We saw the light on as we were 

passing. You’re working too hard

Dad.

Elaine is looking at a collection of family pictures on Howard’s desk. She picks up the largest one. It shows a beaming Bronwyn standing outside Graceland. 






ELAINE




This was always my favourite.

Howard is not paying any notice. He’s putting on a jacket that was hanging on a stand behind the desk.






ELAINE




She was so looking forward this




year to...






MARTIN





(Flashing a ‘shut-up’





look at his wife)




Look Dad.

Howard has not noticed the exchange of looks. 




 






MARTIN




Look Dad, we’ve worried about 

how you’ve been throwing 

yourself into the business. I 

thought you were supposed to be

slowing down. 



HOWARD

Well we need to do something. 

Profits were down nearly thirty

percent last year.



MARTIN

Then perhaps the time has come 

to sell.



HOWARD

The time to sell a business is 

when profits are up thirty 

percent. You’re the economics 

lecturer. You should know that.



MARTIN

You’re right. In theory. But 

it’s you we’re worried about.




You should be winding down not




trying to turn a business 

around. I mean what’s the point?






ELAINE




What Martin’s trying to say is




that don’t think you’ve got




to keep going just for the sake

of it. We don’t need anything.






MARTIN




What Elaine’s trying to say is 




that if you sold this place just 

for the value of the land you 

would have more than enough 

to do whatever you wanted.



HOWARD


(Looking at Bronwyn’s photo)

Well anyway, what I want to do 

at the moment is get this business 

back into shape.



ELAINE

No. What you want to do at the 

moment is let us buy you dinner.

Come on. 

INT. KITCHEN, DEREK’S HOME. EVENING.

Jacqui is sitting at the kitchen table with an assortment of credit card and bank statements, bills etc. She has a calculator. Derek is storming around the kitchen.






DEREK




So much for supporting my career.






JACQUI




That’s really unfair Derek. I’m




doing everything I can. I’m 

working every hour they give me

but we’re going under here.

She looks at a bank statement.






JACQUI 




When do you think you’ll start




getting this extra work?






DEREK




So it’s my fault is it?






JACQUI




Why does it have to be 

someone’s fault?



DEREK

I can really do without this, 

especially on a gig night.

Rory comes into the room. He looks upset.






RORY




Why are you both shouting?






DEREK




Just silly money stuff Rory, 

nothing to worry about. 

Daddy’s doing a show tonight. 


(He’s packing a camera 

into his holdall)

Shall I see if I can get some 

photos?

Rory nods half-heartedly. 






DEREK




Now give me and Mummy a bit of 

space. Come on. It’s time you 

were going up to bed. I’ll see 

you in the morning.



JACQUI

Mummy’ll be up in a minute 

darling.

Rory takes the hint but he’s still clearly upset.






DEREK




I told you we’ll have to 

re-mortgage.



JACQUI

We can’t. I spoke to them this

morning. They won’t take your 

income until you have some 

audited accounts.



DEREK


(angrily)

So it’s back to my fault again.



JACQUI


(beginning to get agitated)

Look Derek, I’m doing my best 

here, and you’re being really 

unfair. Did I stop you when you

said you were giving up your 

job?

Derek takes a pile of publicity photos out of a drawer and puts them in his holdall. He’s getting flustered.






DEREK




What’s the point in saying 

you’re going to support my 

career and then chucking it back 

in my face every five minutes?

He walks into the hall. Jacqui’s on the verge of tears. She tries to focus on the paperwork. Derek comes back holding two elaborate Elvis jumpsuits. He picks up his bag. 






JACQUI





(holding a credit card





statement)




I was hoping the flight to 

America wouldn’t have shown up 

until next month.

Derek’s at the door.






DEREK




So that’s an issue now is it?






JACQUI




When can you claim it back?






DEREK




I told you. When I get there.






JACQUI




When did you say that?






DEREK




I really don’t fucking need 

this Jacqui. Not tonight.

He slams the door behind him. She starts crying. Rory is watching from the inside door. There’s the sound of Derek’s van pulling away. 

EXT. CAR PARK, CABARET TYPE NIGHTCLUB, WOLVERHAMPTON. DUSK.

Derek’s car pulls into the almost empty car park. He gets out. His mobile phone sounds a text alert – it’s the opening two chords from Jailhouse Rock. Derek pulls the phone out of his jacket and opens the text message - it’s from ‘Trisha’.

INT. KITCHEN, DEREK’S HOME. EVENING.

Jacqui is sitting hugging Rory who is in his pyjamas. He looks as if he’s beginning to cheer up. 





 
JACQUI




Now, young man. It’s definitely  

bedtime.

Rory goes along with it. Jacqui playfully taps his backside as she chases him out of the room. 






JACQUI




Come on. Teeth. Bed.





(she’s noticed something)




Shit!

She picks up a CD carrier case from the worktop.






JACQUI




Dad’s forgotten his backing 

tapes. Shit!

She picks up a phone and speed dials a number. We hear the beginning of the voice mail message.






DEREK





(phoney American accent)




Hi. This is the Graceland King…

Jacqui hangs up.






JACQUI




Shit.

She’s thinking. She speed dials another number.






JACQUI




Hi. It’s me. I need a really big




favour.





(pause)




Can I drop Rory round for a 

couple of hours and borrow your

car?

EXT. CAR PARK, NIGHTCLUB, WOLVERHAMPTON. NIGHT.

A car pulls quickly in to the car park that is now half full. Jacqui gets out, carrying the CD case, and rushes to the entrance of the club. She speaks to the SECURITY MAN on the door. He points to the side of the building, and so she runs in that direction.

INT. CORRIDOR OF NIGHTCLUB. CONTINUOUS.

Jacqui’s inside. The building is tatty. She walks hurriedly towards a door labelled ‘Dressing Room.’ She opens the door…

INT.
DRESSING ROOM. CONTINUOUS.

Derek, sunglasses on, with his jumpsuit unbuttoned and pulled down, is having sex with Trisha on the dressing table.



TRISHA


(passionately) 




Go on Elvis… Go on… You’re the 

King!

Jacqui cannot believe her eyes.

EXT. CAR PARK, NIGHTCLUB. NIGHT.

Jacqui’s borrowed car is pulling away. Derek, his jumpsuit half-buttoned up, tries to catch her. He’s nearly at the car.






DEREK





(shouting)




Jacqui! Come back. It’s not…

The car pulls away. A group of WOMEN PARTYGOERS look on with puzzled amusement.

EXT.
SMALL OFFICE BLOCK, CARDIFF CITY CENTRE. DAY.

A car pulls up. Terry gets out of the passenger door carrying his ‘Tel’s’ scrapbook. He leans back into the car to speak to the driver.

INT.
INSIDE OF CAR. CONTINUOUS.

Steve’s sitting in the driver’s seat.






STEVE




Good luck but remember, not a 

word of this to Sonia. She 

thinks I’m at a physio’s 

appointment.  

Terry’s gesture to his lips implies Steve’s secret is safe. Terry walks towards the office entrance - the Royal Bank of Wales, Business Centre.

INT.
A SMALL MANGEMENT OFFICE. DAY.

A MAN is sitting behind a desk. All that’s on it is a calendar, an open leather folder, with no writing on the page, and a deskbadge that tells us this is TIMOTHY WILLIAMS, Small Business Manager. Timothy flicks through Terry’s scrapbook presentation as if for a final time.






TIMOTHY





(choosing his words 

carefully)




It’s… an… interesting idea.






TERRY




An idea whose time has come, Tim.






TIMOTHY




Quite.





(turning a couple of pages

trying to look interested)




There’s… um… no financial 

information with this. Have you

any idea how much you’re looking 

to borrow from us?



TERRY

Well, Tim. I think I’m going to

need as much as possible. I’d 

like to have one of these in 

every major city in America 

within a year. Then there’s 

Australia and maybe China. 

That’s the place to be I’ve 

heard.



TIMOTHY

Quite. 


(he picks up a pen)

Now. What collateral do you 

have?

Terry looks blankly.






TIMOTHY




For instance, do you own your 

own house?



TERRY

No, it’s council. But in my 

name since Mam died a couple

of years ago. I figure a 

million should get it started.



TIMOTHY


(putting his pen down)

Ah. Now… 


(pauses)


I think you’re right. Something 

this ambitious is going to need significant start-up finance. 






TERRY




Tim, I’m glad you see the big 

picture here. Maybe more than a

million. I mean, when the idea’s 

out there we don’t want someone

else stealing a march on us.



TIMOTHY

Quite right, Mr…



TERRY

Tel, Tim. No formalities if 

we’re going into business 

together.



TIMOTHY

Ah, but the problem is that we 

only finance small businesses. 

The maximum is two hundred 

thousand for early-stage.






TERRY




Well, I was really looking for a




bit more than that but I’m not




going to look a gift horse in…






TIMOTHY




No, I’m sorry Mister Matthews, 

what I meant was… we cannot 

consider new business finance 

without full security.

He pulls out a small leaflet from his drawer.






TIMOTHY




But here’s a list of venture 

capital and private equity 

companies. They are the sort of 

organisations that fund this type  

of big start-up.

He draws a line though one of the names on the list. 






TIMOTHY




Our particular company, the one




owned by our group, wouldn’t be




the right choice as… um… as…

well, they just wouldn’t.

He looks down the list.






TIMOTHY




Now most of these are London 

based, but that one has offices in 

Cardiff.

He hands the list to Terry and stands up, immediately holding his hand out to shake Terry’s.






TIMOTHY




Good luck. It’s a very… 

interesting concept.



TERRY


(genuinely grateful)

Thanks Tim. I appreciate this.


(he nods towards Tim’s 

desk badge: Small Business Manager)




Thought you’d be shorter.

Tim doesn’t get the joke.

INT / EXT. STEVE’S CAR. DAY.

Terry sits in the passenger seat. Steve is driving. 






TERRY




…Tim loved it. Completely blew his

mind. Just way too big for 

him. Poor bloke’s hands were 

tied. But it’s encouraging when 

someone like that can see the 

vision.



STEVE

I’d have been shitting myself.



TERRY

At the end of the day, Butty, 

they’re just normal people.

A large billboard catches Terry’s eye through the car window. It’s a picture of a major celebrity (e.g. BECKHAM) advertising a product.






TERRY





(excitedly)




That’s what I need. That’s 

what’s missing. Why didn’t I

think of that before?

Steve looks quizzical.






TERRY




Celebrity endorsement.   

INT.
HALLWAY, DEREK’S HOME. DAY.

Derek carries a large cardboard box towards the door. Jacqui opens it for him.






JACQUI




You’re right that I never wanted 

you to give up your job to do 

this, but don’t ever say that I 

didn’t support you.

Beyond the doorway, a self-drive transit van is parked on the drive.






JACQUI




Take what’s left in the 

savings account.

She’s on the verge of tears.






JACQUI




I mean, how could you? 

Derek goes to speak. He’s obviously as upset as her.






JACQUI




Don’t say anything. Just go.

Derek is out of the door, on the step. He’s trying to hold it together.






DEREK




I’ll pick Rory up Saturday at 

ten?

Jacqui nods.






JACQUI




Yes. Now go before he gets back. 

I don’t want him to see this.

EXT.
DEREK’S HOME.  DAY.

Jacqui closes the front door. Derek carries the box towards the van. He can’t hold back his tears, so he puts the box down, takes a pair of large Vegas sunglasses out of his jacket and puts them on.

INT. HOWARD’S OFFICE. DAY

ROBERT SYMONDS, a business-suited man in his late twenties, is sitting in front of the desk as Howard is reviewing a file.






ROBERT




As you can see we interviewed Mr




Jones, the bouncer who was 

closest to the incident. He’s 

confirmed that this was a casual 

job for him and he had no actual 

first aid training.

Howard is nodding as he reads.






ROBERT




The two first - aiders who 

eventually attended your wife

were trained but had no crash

equipment. It would appear that,

by now, it was nearly ten 

minutes since Mrs Dawson had 

collapsed and still no ambulance 

had been called. It was actually 

the lady standing nearby, a Mrs ..


(he glances at his file}

Jones, who phoned using her 

mobile.

Howard is further into the file.






ROBERT




The ambulance call is logged at 

eleven twenty one pm and the 

vehicle arrived on the scene 

eighteen minutes later. That’s 

about average. But here’s the 

problem. The carpark entrance 

was blocked and it took a 

further eight minutes to get to 

where your wife had been taken.

Howard is looking pained.






ROBERT




There were no stewards on duty 

in the carpark and as, you are 

aware, when the ambulance 

attempted to leave the exit was 

blocked again. Nobody could 

find any management in the 

building to make announcements

over the PA system. Eventually 

it took another twenty-two 

minutes to clear a route out.

It is painful for Howard to recall events.






ROBERT




The ambulance arrived at the 

hospital at twelve thirty-nine

and...


(he diverts his eye contact


from Howard to his file)


And your wife was pronounced dead 

on arrival.




  

There is a short pause.






ROBERT




From a couple of other 

statements we have collected it 

would appear that the building 

was illegally overcrowded. The 

event was woefully understaffed 

and, basically, badly organised.

Howard considers everything he has heard.






HOWARD




Here’s my question, Mr Symonds.




If the event had been better run 

and my wife gotten to the 

hospital in a reasonable time, 

would she be alive today?



ROBERT

On the balance of probability, 

it would appear she would, Mr 

Dawson.

INT. CLAIRE’S APARTMENT, CARDIFF. MORNING.

A large black-and-white picture of a young Elvis hangs on the wall opposite the desk. Claire sits at a computer, wearing an expensive looking dressing gown. She reads an e-mail: ‘Hope you like the script – see you this evening. 8 at Sorrento’s.  She clicks and a printer alongside starts up. As she starts to reply to the e-mail her phone rings. She picks it up.






CLAIRE




Claire Royston.






(pause)




Oh, hi. How are you?

NIK walks into room – recognisable from his picture on the dating website. He’s looking as if he does not quite know what to do. He takes his jacket from the sofa and puts it on. Claire makes a sign to indicate that she will be five minutes. He points to his watch and mouths ‘running late.’ Claire responds, also in lip synch, that she will call him. She half turns away.






CLAIRE





(to phone)




Yeah , there’s a problem with it. 




I suggested she set up a meeting 

with them both.

Nik leaves.

INT. TRENDY RESTAURANT, LONDON. NIGHT.

The restaurant is crowded and typical of a West End establishment frequented by media people. Claire is sitting at a table with Tony Desmond.






TONY




So what did you think? Honestly.






CLAIRE




I thought it was amazing. When 

you first said about it I 

couldn’t see how it would work. 

But it’s really good. Well done.



TONY

What about the…


(he makes exaggerated  

inverted commas with his

hands)




“Army bit”.






CLAIRE




It’s all there. The right 

background. The Sun Studio 

stuff. The movies are right.

I loved the twist with Monterrey 

instead of the sixty-eight 

special.



TONY

Not too Joplin?



CLAIRE

Maybe, but that works given the

twist.



TONY

And the Vegas end?



CLAIRE

Tony. It all works. It’s a great

idea. What about production?




TONY

Top end. You’ve seen the budget.

Massive profile. 

A WAITER appears with menus and disappears.  






TONY


(smiling)



 
I’m probably a step ahead of you.






CLAIRE




That’s going to be the problem. 

It’s all going to come down to




the Lead. It’s not going to be 

easy to find the right person 

for this.



TONY

I know. We’re aiming to go for 

an unknown.



CLAIRE

I think that’s a good move. If

you can find the right one.



TONY

Auditions start in New York next

month. Who would have thought, me

involved with Elvis. That was 

always your baby. 

He opens his menu.






TONY




Don’t suppose you know of anyone?

CLAIRE




Let me have a think about it. 

Maybe.

She starts reading the menu.






TONY




How’s your sister?






CLAIRE




Great, in her earth mother way.

She puts the menu down.






CLAIRE




Listen, I’ve got a problem.






TONY




Jesus, Miss Independent, must be 

a biggy if you’re asking me.






CLAIRE




A lady died of a heart attack at 

the festival. The night you were 

there. Her husband’s claiming it 

was our fault.

Tony looks puzzled.






CLAIRE




Seems we didn’t have enough 

stewards. First aid that sort 

of thing.



TONY

You’ve got to be careful with 

all this health and safety crap. 

I mean, it’s all totally mad but

that’s the stupid fucking world 

we have to work in these days. 






CLAIRE




Anyway, it’s getting quite heavy.




He’s instructed a lawyer.






TONY




Well there’s a whole industry of

them making money from these 

asinine laws. Eventually there 

will be more safety people at an 

event than punters. And who has 

to pay? If I had my way I’d 

point out to people that the 

ticket could be twice the price 

but it’s only this cheap if you 

sign a  waiver saying ‘if I die, 

I die.’ 

The WAITER is hovering, waiting for the end of Tony’s rant.






CLAIRE




I just feel terrible about it. 

They seemed one of those 

couples who were just devoted to

each other. He’s taken it very

badly.






TONY




People just need other people to




blame when shit happens.

He picks up the menu to order.






TONY

 


Get everything over to me and 

I’ll get one of my legal guys 

to have a look at it.

EXT. A GOLF COURSE, NORTH YORKSHIRE. DAY

Howard and WALTER TOMPKINS, a man about the same age, are walking down a fairway pulling golf carts.






HOWARD




So what would you do?






WALTER




As your Finance Director I’d 




say sell. If they’ve opened at


twelve mill then it’s safe to 

assume they’ll go to fifteen.

Howard’s stopped at a golf ball and peers down to look if it’s his.






WALTER




Your old man was very shrewd 

when he built his factory on  

prime retail land.

Howard selects a club from his bag.






HOWARD




But you know it’s not as simple




as that. We’ve got three hundred




people to think of.   






WALTER




The way we’re going there won’t




be a business there in three 

year’s time. 



HOWARD

Won’t be the first time we’ve

turned it around. 



WALTER

We’re not getting any younger

Howard. I’m beginning to feel 

that I’d rather be doing this a 

bit more.

Howard is lining up his shot. He stops.






HOWARD




I’m going to see what these 

whizz kid consultants come up 

with.


WALTER

Look Howard, if Bronwyn was 

alive I’d be dragging you by 

what’s left of your hair to sell 

up and go and enjoy yourselves.

Howard’s lining up his shot again.






WALTER




But I’ve known you long enough

not to try now. You need to be 

doing something.

Howard hooks his shot and the ball disappears towards the woods.






HOWARD




Bugger.






WALTER




And this isn’t it.

EXT. TERRY’S STREET. DAY.

We see Terry entering the small post office carrying a large envelope.

INT. SMALL POST OFFICE. DAY.

Terry is cashing a Giro cheque. Glynis passes him the notes and is counting five pound coins into a bag. Terry slides a large envelope to her.. 






TERRY




Now take the stamp for this out




my Elvis money please Glen.

The letter is addressed to ‘Tom Jones, C/O Caesar’s Palace, Las Vegas, America.’ She looks at the envelope.






GLYNIS




He’ll like this, Tel.

INT. CABARET BAR. NIGHT.

The bar is small and quite full. Julia is on stage singing ‘I Want You, I Need You,’- the old R&B song from Elvis’ first album. She seems more confident on stage than the first time we saw her.

Her friend Jane and Jane’s boyfriend DANNY CHILDS are sitting at a table towards the front. Danny is in his early thirties, wearing an open necked shirt and an expensive looking suit.

Julia ends the song with a big finish. The crowd like it.

LATER:

Julia has a drink with Jane and Danny. She looks as if she has worked hard: her hair is sweaty, and she is holding a towel. The crowd is beginning to thin out.






DANNY




That was fucking awesome.






JULIA 







Don’t tell Fergal I did an 

Elvis song.






JANE




As if I want to speak to that 

creep.

Julia has a slightly pained expression. They have gone down this road before. Jane seems to realise that it’s pointless.






JANE





(reaching out to hold 

Danny’s hand)




I told you she was good. Can you




do anything?






DANNY




Maybe. Look this isn’t the place




to talk business.

He takes a business card out of his jacket and gives it to Julia.






DANNY




Call the office and come in and

see me. I’ll tell them to expect

your call.

He points at Jane’s empty glass.






DANNY




Same again?



EXT. HOWARD’S FACTORY.  DAY

A smart car is pulling into the car park of the pre-war factory, typical of the industrial north of England.

A large sign above the main gates spells out ‘Dawson’s Tissues.’

The car parks in a visitor’s space. GARETH AUSTIN and MICHAEL DAVIES, two well-dressed businessmen, get out and walk towards the main entrance. 

INT. FACTORY. DAY.

Howard shows Gareth and Michael around. It’s noisy. The men stop at an area where forklift trucks are moving pallets of kitchen rolls around.






HOWARD





(raising his voice above





the noise and pointing)




Basically, there’s three main




sections. This is obviously 

kitchen rolls.

He indicates for a forklift truck to pull up. 






HOWARD





(to driver)




Hang on a minute, Don.

THE DRIVER nods and stops the vehicle. Howard and his guests walk over to look at the stock. 






HOWARD




These are our own brand. They




account for about twenty 

percent of this sector.

He points over to a large number of pallets piled against a wall.  
 






HOWARD




Those are the ones we brand for




the convenience stores. Same as




we saw with the toilet tissue.

Gareth and Michael are trying to look interested.






HOWARD





(points to his left)




That just leaves the industrial




section. Paper towels for 

offices and factories.


(nods to Driver)

Thanks Don.

The three men walk towards the section Howard pointed to.

INT. HOWARD’S OFFICE.

Gareth is sitting at a board table. In front of him is a four pack of kitchen rolls, branded as ‘Kitcheze’ and a twin pack of toilet rolls, branded as ‘The Big Softy.’

Behind him, the factory floor looks busy through the large office window.

Michael is over at Howard’s desk, leaning forward to have a nose at the framed photos that are neatly placed on it. Most of them are of Bronwyn. The largest picture is the one of her standing outside Graceland.

Michael hears the door opening and walks back towards the board table. Howard enters holding a document. He hands it to Gareth.






HOWARD




Here are the latest accounts.

Gareth takes the document, puts it in his briefcase and gets up.






HOWARD




Anything else you need?






GARETH




No, Howard. I think we’ve got




everything. Michael?

Michael is still looking towards the photos on Howard’s desk. He turns around at the interruption. 






MICHEAL




No. No, we’ve seen everything we 

need.



GARETH


(to Howard)

Give us two weeks. I’ll phone

your secretary tomorrow to get 

something in the diary.

INT./EXT. MICHAEL’S CAR.  DAY.

Michael drives at speed along the outside lane of a motorway. Gareth is in the passenger seat reading the accounts.






GARETH




This is one fucked business.






MICHAEL




That’s the trouble with you bean 

counters. Don’t see what’s 

around you.



GARETH

And what’s that?



MICHAEL

Elvis. They’re mad fuckers. I’ve

had an idea.

EXT.
LARGE POP FESTIVAL.  DAY.

Claire, her slightly younger sister SUSAN, and NEIL, Susan’s husband, are walking through a ‘tented village’ area in a Glastonbury-type event, past the hippy-ish stalls.

Neil is pushing a buggy with a one-year CHILD in it. LUKE, a five year-old boy holds Susan’s hand.






CLAIRE




Did I tell you that they’ve 

agreed to play the fundraiser?



SUSAN

Um. Yes. Three times. Did I tell

you that Louisa has a nappy rash

and Luke shit the sleeping bag 

last night?



LUKE


(wronged)

I didn’t mean to – it was runny.



SUSAN

It was runny because you had

set the world ice-cream

consumption record a few hours

before. Not that that was 

entirely your fault.



NEIL

It was organic ice cream.



SUSAN

That made it smell a whole lot

better.
   






NEIL





(to Claire)




He’s alright now, but are you 

sure you’re OK with this 

afternoon?






CLAIRE





(effected serving wench 

accent)




Oh yes Sir – tis the best 

nannying job I’ve ever had. 

You’m both so kind to me.


(pause and back to normal)

Besides, I can’t be bothering

with this new fangled, post 

punk revival crap.


(to Susan)

Did I tell you I had a backstage

pass tonight for…



SUSAN

Twice.

LATER:

Claire sits at a table outside an organic/fair-trade café engaged in a face-pulling contest with Luke. Both of them have chocolate all over their faces. The baby is fast asleep. Claire is half-way into a match-winning gurn.






MARK (O.S.)




If the wind changes you’ll be 

stuck like that, Priscilla.

Claire spins around to see Mark, the Barman, leaning back on a chair, feet up on another, reading a book. He’s got a large floppy hat on and sunglasses. It takes Claire a split second to recognise him. This process is taking place mid facial contortion. 






MARK




Spectacular though – and oddly 

attractive is a scary way. 

Luke laughs. Claire’s regrouped herself. 






CLAIRE




What’s this, your teabreak?






MARK




No. Whole day off. 





(nods towards buggy)

Nice kids.

He pulls a quick face, lunging at Luke causing the boy to jump and laugh excitedly.






MARK




Just the two?






CLAIRE




Yeah. No. They’re my sister’s. 

I’m just playing Mary Poppins 

for the afternoon.



MARK

Pity, they suit you. Would you

like kids?

The question wrong-foots Claire for a second.






CLAIRE




Oh, I see. You’ve started one of 




your counselling sessions. I get




it.






MARK




Well the body clock starts 

triggering alarm bells around 

now.






CLAIRE




If it wasn’t for the 

embarrassment of having these 

two taken into care after they 

arrest me I’d respond to that 

differently. 



MARK

I was talking about me. I’d love 

to have kids.



CLAIRE

Well why don’t you have some 

then?



MARK

No, Priscilla, you’ve got this 

the wrong way round. I ask the 

questions.

Luke is pulling a face at Mark.






MARK




Pathetic. Your Aunt’s the clear




winner here.

Mark’s Girlfriend appears – the same woman who turned up in the Heartbreak Hotel. She makes a show of wrapping herself around Mark and kissing him. Then she straightens up and stretches, an act that shows off her figure nicely. 






GIRLFRIEND




That was amazing.

She turns to Claire.






GIRLFRIEND




Indian head massage. 
 

 

INT. RECEPTION AREA OF DANNY’S OFFICE, LONDON. DAY.

Julia sits on a large black leather sofa. She looks apprehensive. The offices are very trendy - lots of black and chrome.

On the coffee table in front of her, there are a selection of music and gossip magazines. An attractive YOUNG RECPTIONIST is typing on her laptop. A door off the Reception opens and Danny is standing in the doorway.






DANNY




Julia. Hi. Come in.

INT. DANNY’S OFFICE.

Very flash. Gold and silver discs are mounted on the walls. Danny is sitting behind the large desk, Julia sits in front of him.






DANNY




Firstly, you’re absolutely 

fucking wasted on that pub 

circuit.






JULIA




It pays the bills.






DANNY




Secondly, there’s something 

about you that’s very 

different. 

Julia looks puzzled.






DANNY




Now that’s not always a good 

thing. Especially for lazy 

bastards like me who just want 

to earn easy money off other 

people’s talent. 






JULIA




I’m sure people like you work




hard for your ten percent.






DANNY





(smiling)




Twenty-two percent actually.
  





(pause)




The problem with you is I can’t

phone up a record company and 

say well, she’s the new blah 

blah with a bit of whatsit 

thrown in. No, this will sound

like bullshit, but you are 

definitely unique.



JULIA

Everyone’s unique.

Danny smiles. 






DANNY




I mean you could go on one of




those Starstruck type TV shows.






JULIA





(Self-conscious laugh, 

almost shy.)




No way.






DANNY




You’d do well but I’m glad you 

said that. The challenge is 

finding the right platform for 

you. Have you ever done movies?



JULIA


(laughing and looking down 

at her figure)




No. As if.






DANNY




Stage? West End?


JULIA




Tried years ago. That’s why I

now do what I’m doing.

Danny leans back as if he’s thinking.

JULIA




Look, let’s be realistic. I’m 

too old. Too fat. And besides, 

anyone who is going to make it 

in this business does so before 

they get to twenty-five.






DANNY




But you’re not one of these ten 

a penny wannabees. Honestly, 

Julia you are something special. 

You just need the right platform.

And that always comes down to 

luck.

Julia does not look convinced.






DANNY




And I wish I knew what it was.




But it’s out there. And it’s up




to me to find it. Let me think 

about it.



JULIA


(smiling)

No rush. I’m not going anywhere.



INT. KITCHEN, JULIA’S HOME.  NIGHT.

Fergal is storming around the room. Julia sits at the kitchen table crying.






FERGAL




It’s the fact you went behind my 

back. That’s what really hurts 

Julia.



JULIA

I’m sorry.



FERGAL

After all I told you about 

managers. They’re all grabbing,

bull-shitting little sleazebags.



JULIA

I didn’t see the harm. It was 

only to have a chat. Jane 

brought him along the other 

night.



FERGAL

Oh, so you’d rather listen to 

that mouthy little bitch than

me would you?

Julia has her head in her hands.






JULIA




Please. I’m sorry.

Fergal’s anger stops as if it’s been suddenly switched off. He gently puts his arm around Julia and knells down to her eye level.






FERGAL




Look, love, I’m only thinking of 

you. I don’t want you to get 

hurt. People like that can build 

your hopes up just for the sake 

of it. That’s what they do. It 

even happened to me in the early 

days. 

 




JULIA


(appreciating Fergal’s 

kindness)




I know. It’s just ..It’s just




that people are always telling




me I could do better than pubs.






FERGAL




People like Julia you mean? 

Listen, she’s your friend and 

probably means well but I’m not 

being funny - what does she 

know about the music business?



JULIA

But Danny said…

Julia has spotted the sudden flash of anger in Fergal’s eyes. 






JULIA




You’re right. I’m sorry.

Fergal bounces up to his feet.






FERGAL




And anyway, you’re spoiling the 

good news I’ve got for you. The 

cruise line?






JULIA





(genuinely excited)




Have you heard?

Fergal has picked up a previously opened envelope from the worktop. He makes a dramatic process out of folding open the document inside.






FERGAL




Only a contract for six, seven 

day runs. One a month.



JULIA

Wow.

She gets up and hugs him. He steps back and is making a celebratory gesture with his fist – like a tennis player who has just hit a winner.






FERGAL




And... 





(pause)




And... You get to come as well. 

First cruise is the twenty-first 

of next month from Southampton 

to the Canaries and back. So 

cancel any grotty pub gigs 

you’ve got that week.

INT.
TONY’S OFFICE. DAY / EXT. SEASIDE PROMENADE. DAY

Tony is on the phone.






TONY




It’s not good news.

Claire is on a mobile phone outside the seaside dancehall used for the festival.






CLAIRE




I was afraid of that.






TONY




I’m sure the legal guys have a 

different way of putting it but

in simple terms, you’re fucked.



CLAIRE

That was my conclusion.



TONY

The insurance company seem to 

be on firm ground when they say  

the cover’s invalid if you 

failed to have adequate 

stewarding.



CLAIRE

So that means I get sued.



TONY

Well, your company will. Tell

me that festival is in a 

company?



CLAIRE

Nope.



TONY

For fucks sake Claire.

Claire is looking around the scene of where the festival wedding took place looking very shaken.






TONY




Look Claire, I’ll do what I can 

to help but...



CLAIRE

No, it’s my problem Tony, I’ll 

deal with it. Thanks, though. I 

appreciate it. How’s the casting 

going?



TONY

Don’t ask.

INT. HOWARD’S OFFICE. DAY.

Howard and Walter are sitting at one end of the board table. Gareth is sitting at the other end, Michael standing alongside him next to a large TV screen.






MICHAEL




OK. Indulge me while I tell




you what you already know. 

Supermarket own-label brands.

Turnover down thirty-five

percent over the last twelve

months, across all three 

sectors.

There’s a laptop on the board table. As he presses a key graphics appear on the TV screen backing up this statement. The picture moves to a slide of The Big Softy toilet roll. 






MICHAEL




The turnover of your own brand 

is following the product. Down 

forty-three percent over the 

last year.

The TV shows an animation of the brand name disappearing down a flushing toilet. Michael seems proud of this display.






MICHAEL




Why? Simple. Gareth.

Gareth remains sitting.






GARETH




Thanks Michael. Again, apologies 

gentlemen if we’re stating the 

obvious. The supermarket own 

brand product market is almost 

totally dependent on price and, 

as you continue to manufacture 

in the UK, you simply can’t 

compete with cheap imports 

anymore. 






WALTER




That, we know.






GARETH 

With the branded products it’s 

more of a marketing problem. 

Michael.



MICHAEL

Thanks Gareth.

The screen is now showing a picture of a labrador puppy.






MICHAEL




Once upon a time it was easy.




One market leader but more than




enough for everyone behind. Or




should I say everyone’s behind.

We are looking at a montage of bottoms.






MICHAEL




And then the bog roll market




just got tougher.

We can see pictures of loo rolls of various sizes and colours flying across the screen.






MICHAEL




It’s now quilted this and 

padded that. Absorbent? You 

got it. Scented? Certainly, 

Madam. Can Dawson’s compete?

He leaves his question hanging in the air as we see a computer graphic of the word Dawson’s being flushed down a toilet by the Grim Reaper.  



GARETH





The point is that the 

multi-nationals have the 

financial clout to launch the

big, new products and I’m 

assuming that you don’t.



MICHAEL

So it’s a question of not big

marketing but clever marketing.

What you need is a cult product.

The TV displays the graphic ‘Let’s make loo roll cool’ – each letter ‘o’ is made from a toilet roll.






MICHAEL




Enough of the problems. Here’s 




our solution. Question. Who 

was the most iconic figure of

the last century?



WALTER

Hitler. 



MICHAEL

No Sir. Elvis Aaron Presley.

The TV shows a picture of Vegas Elvis above his full name and the figures 1935 – 1977.






MICHAEL




And where did Elvis die? Exactly. 

On the toilet.

A tabloid press cutting, on screen, confirms this fact. Michael looks pleased with himself.

The TV screen shows a mock-up of a new product called ‘The King’s Arse.’ Beneath the name, a strap line proclaims - ‘Treat it like Royalty’. It shows a toilet roll with an Elvis caricature embossed on the paper.

Walter stares at the screen with his mouth open. Howard looks reflectively thoughtful.






GARETH




OK, it’s contentious. We know 

that. But with the right PR 

campaign this will become a 

cult hit. Seriously, it’s 

the only way you can compete.

Walter looks at Howard who is still staring blankly at the screen.






WALTER




OK. Let me throw a problem at 

you. I don’t purport to know 

the ins and outs of things like

image rights but I suspect that 

you can’t just slap a picture 

of Elvis, or David Beckham or 

Tiger Woods on a product 

without some sort of permission.

Gareth nods, while Michael smiles smugly.






WALTER




And I maybe wrong, but I imagine 

this can cost a great deal of 

money. If, indeed, whoever 

controls the rights will 

actually give permission for 

Elvis’ image to used this way.

Michael’s smile is now very smug.






GARETH




We’ve thought of that. As you 

can see we’ve deliberately 

avoided using the word Elvis.



WALTER

Yes, but you’ve used a bloody 

big picture of him.



GARETH

No, we’re not. Michael…






MICHAEL




There are over thirty thousand 

Elvis impersonators in the 

World. Nearly two thousand in 

this country alone.

The computer shows the large words ‘Search For The Face of the Roll.’ 






MICHAEL

We’ll find our own. The search 

will form a major part of the 

preliminary PR campaign. We may 

even get a reality show out of 

it.

EXT. LARGE OFFICE BLOCK, CARDIFF. DAY

Terry is riding up in an exterior glass lift, towards the top floor of an office block in a business district. 

INT.
RECEPTION AREA, OFFICE. CONTINUOUS.

The sign above the RECEPTIONIST tells us these are the offices of Gemini Capital.

The Receptionist sits outside of a large ‘fishbowl’ style boardroom with the blinds open. Inside, Terry can be seen, sitting opposite DOMINICK FARRELL. Dominick is in his late twenties and wearing a sharp suit.

Terry is making an animated presentation, turning the pages of his scrapbook towards Dominick.

INT. BOARDROOM OF GEMINI CAPITAL. DAY.

Terry finishes his presentation by closing the scrapbook. Dominick is staring open mouthed.






TERRY




Any questions, Dom?

Dominick pauses momentarily.






DOMINICK




No. Well, loads, loads.

He’s thinking on the hoof.






DOMINICK




Have you shown this to anyone 

else?



TERRY

In this form only my Butty, Steve.

And the little bank that put me 

onto you.



DOMINICK

So no other venture capital 

companies?



TERRY

No, Dom.



DOMINICK

OK, let me make a quick phone 

call.

Dominick gets up to the leave the room. Terry looks excited.

INT. DOMINICK’S OFFICE. DAY.

Dominick is on the phone.






DOMINICK




Fiona. Hi. Dominick.





(pause)




I’ve got someone I think you’ll




be really interested in.





(pause)




Yeah. The whole thing’s perfect 

for what you’re looking for.


(pause)

Yes, the idea and the guy 

himself. He’s brilliant. Pure 

gold. 

INT. BOARDROOM OF GEMINI CAPITAL. DAY.

Dominick walks back in, smiling.






DOMINICK




How would you like to go on 

television?

The biggest smile stretches across Terry’s face.

INT. DRY CLEANING SHOP, SOUTH LONDON. DAY.

Julia is standing at the counter. A SHOP ASSISTANT comes from the back of the shop carrying two Elvis style jump suits. She lays them on the counter and is taking the tags off when Julia’s phone rings. Julia mouths an apology and answers the call.





 
JULIA




Hello.





(pause, then sounds a bit

surprised)




Oh, hi.

INT. DANNY’S OFFICE, LONDON. DAY.

INTERCUT DRY CLEANERS AND DANNY’S OFFICE:

Danny is on the phone, feet on desk.






DANNY




Remember what I said about it




all coming down to luck? Well




here’s your slice for this life.

He takes his feet off the desk and leans forward.






DANNY




I’d heard about this a couple of




weeks ago but I wanted to find 




out about it from the horse’s 

mouth. It’s absolutely fucking

perfect for you.

  


Julia is trying to balance the phone on her shoulder while paying the Assistant.






DANNY




Honestly, you’ll get it. Trust 

me. I promise. I can’t get over 

how perfect the part is for you.




They’re are all in town on the 

week of the twenty-first. I’ve 

got you in on the Tuesday 

afternoon at three.

Julia pulls out a diary from her handbag and thumbs to the date. It’s a page-a-week diary that shows the week of 21st. There are a couple of items crossed out, and in large writing through the whole week it says ‘Fergal’s Cruise.’ Julia has a pained, almost panicky look on her face.

EXT. CAR PARK IN FRONT OF A SMALL PARADE OF SHOPS. DAY.

Julia carries the two jump suits to her car and carefully lays them on the back seat. As she’s getting in the driver’s door her phone rings – it’s Jane.

INT. A ‘STARBUCKS’ STYLE COFFEE SHOP, LONDON. DAY.

Jane is sitting at a window table, making the call to Julia.






JANE




Danny’s just told me. Isn’t it




brilliant?

She listens while stirring the froth on a large cappuccino. She’s beginning to look angry.






JANE




For god’s sake Julia. Fuck him.




This is your break. Just go for




it.

EXT.
LAS VEGAS STRIP. DAY.

Derek is walking down the road in a full Elvis costume and sunglasses enjoying the looks he’s getting.

EXT. LARGE LAS VEGAS CASINO. EVENING.

Amid the mass of neon, there are garish signs advertising ‘The King of Kings Contest,’ along with announcements stating that the heats are tonight and the final tomorrow. 

INT. FOYER OF LARGE LAS VEGAS CASINO.  EVENING

Derek, in a jump suit and sunglasses, poses with TWO LARGE MIDDLE-AGED WOMEN, while their photograph is being taken by a THIRD LARGE WOMAN. She calls out to ANOTHER WOMAN close by.






FIRST WOMAN





(American accent)




Hey, Lorraine. Over here. This




guy’s from England.

There are a number of Elvis artists milling around the foyer crowd.

INT. STAGE OF LAS VEGAS CASINO BALLROOM. NIGHT.

KRAIG PARKER is performing. He’s a quality act. (NB: Kraig Parker is actually considered to be the best Elvis Tribute Artist in the World).

The THREE JUDGES, sitting in front of the stage are all impressed, as are the enthusiastic audience.

LATER:

Around TWENTY ELVIS ARTISTS are lined up on one side of the stage. Derek is amongst them, looking nervous.

On the other side of the stage Kraig Parker and SIX MORE ELVIS ARTISTS are standing in a group.

THE COMPERE, in typically Vegas style, is milking the tension. There is a drum roll in the background.






COMPERE




And the eighth, and last, Elvis




going through to tomorrow 

night’s final, here at the 

Aladdin Casino, Las Vegas is…


(dramatic pause)

From Ohio, Mister Dwayne Priestly.

DWAYNE acknowledges the crowd’s wild applause and starts shaking hands, somewhat over-zealously, with the losers. Derek’s face is full of disappointment.

INT. FOYER OF LARGE LAS VEGAS CASINO. NIGHT.

A MAN and WOMAN are sitting behind a desk. Above them is a large sign stating ‘Registration / King of Kings’.

They are looking irritated with Derek who, still in costume, is standing in front of them.






DEREK




But I thought the hotel costs were 

covered.






WOMAN





(Harsh American accent)




Only if you made the Final.






DEREK




But the e-mail clearly said…






MAN





(Harsher still)




Listen buddy, you didn’t make 

the cut. End of. 

INT. RECEPTION DESK OF LARGE LAS VEGAS CASINO. DAY.

Derek is looking at the bill he’s been given. He winces slightly.






WOMAN RECEPTIONIST




Can I order you a limousine for




the airport, sir?






DEREK





(still looking at bill)




No, um, no. I’m fine thanks.

As he walks away from the desk towards the exit the four large American women, gabbling away, walk past him without any acknowledgement. They spot Kraig Parker signing autographs in the lobby and rush towards him, excitedly. 

INT:
CHEAP BEDSIT, DUDLEY, WEST MIDLANDS. NIGHT.

The door opens and Derek enters, carrying his holdall and costume. He reaches down to pick up the accumulated post.

Putting his baggage down, he sits at a small kitchen table in the shabby main room. There’s a half empty bottle of cheap brand vodka on the table. Derek picks up a glass and pours a large drink.

Derek’s phone signals that a text message has arrived. He looks - it’s from Trisha. He deletes it without reading it, and takes a drink. 

EXT. HOWARD’S FACTORY. DAY.

A small, economy car, is being parked. Claire gets out and walks towards the factory.

INT. HOWARD’S OFFICE. DAY.

Howard is sitting behind his desk, Claire in front of him.






HOWARD




You miss the point, Miss 

Royston. If we do recover any

money it will all go to 

charity. 

He waits for a response. 



HOWARD

It’s to do with responsibility. 

Social responsibility. Your 

event was an accident waiting 

to happen. Sadly, for me, it 

happened to my wife.

He gets up and walks towards the large window that overlooks the factory floor.






HOWARD




In forty years we have never 

had an accident in this factory.

The reason being, is that we 

don’t cut corners and we don’t

take risks.



CLAIRE

Nor do we Mister Dawson.



HOWARD

But you do. You did. And as 

A result my wife is dead.

He looks at his watch.






HOWARD




Now if you will excuse me.

Claire gets up and walks towards the door.






HOWARD




Nobody enjoyed your festival 

more than Bronwyn but you just 

cannot be allowed to 

continually put people at risk. 

I’m sorry, Miss Royston, this is 

nothing personal against you.



CLAIRE

In a way I’m glad I came to see 

you Mister Dawson. At least I’m 

beginning to understand why you

doing what you’re doing.

Howard opens the door for her.






CLAIRE




The festival has never been about 

money for me. But there’s a lot 

of people, like your wife, who 

get a lot of fun from it. But, 

you’re right, it was my fault 

and I’m sorry.

She walks out.

EXT. PASSENGER CRUISE LINER. DAY.

Fergal and Julia are walking along a promenade area. TWO ELDERLY LADIES walk towards them.






FIRST ELDERLY LADY





(to her friend)




Look Dorothy, it’s the little 

Elvis.






SECOND ELDERLY LADY




So it is.






FIRST ELDERLY LADY





(to Fergal)




You were very good.





(to her friend)




He was very good wasn’t he?






SECOND ELDERLY LADY




Very good.






FERGAL




Thank you.

His smile is only a fraction short of pained. He’s keen to keep walking.






FERGAL





(to Julia)




This is becoming painful. 

Suppose I’d better get used to 

it though.

Julia casts a quick glance back as if she’s afraid the women overheard. 






FERGAL




I’ve been thinking.






JULIA


 




What about?






FERGAL




Something I want to ask you.

She takes hold of Fergal’s arm as they continue walking.






FERGAL




Become my full-time PA. I need 

one and you can give up that 

bloody pub singing.

INT. A MCDONALD’S TYPE RESTAURANT. DAY.

Derek is wearing his sunglasses and cowboy jacket, as he stands at the Counter with Rory and their burger orders. The COUNTER ASSISTANT is processing Derek’s credit card. It’s rejected. Rory pulls a ten pound note out of his pocket.






RORY




Mum gave me this.






DEREK




OK. Right… See I’ve only got




American dollars on me… Tell




her I’ll pay it back.

Derek and Rory sit down to eat their burgers.






DEREK




Vegas is amazing. You would love 

it. There’s one casino there 

that has its own Eiffel Tower. 

Another one is a huge pyramid 

with a light shining up for 

miles. Then there’s another one 

that looks like Venice. I’ll 

take you next time.

Rory is trying to look impressed.






DEREK




And then I came down with a 

stupid throat infection. I was




gutted. 

He takes a bite of his burger.






DEREK




Never mind. I know I can win it




next year.

EXT. JACQUI’S HOUSE. DAY.

A white van pulls up outside. It has ‘The Graceland King’ and an image of Derek painted on the side.

INT.
DEREK’S VAN. DAY.

Derek parks. Rory opens the car door to get out.

DEREK




I’ll get you copies of the photo




of me on stage at the Aladdin. 

All the Americans swore I looked 

just like Elvis.

Rory is almost out of the car. He turns round.






RORY





(beginning to cry)

But I don’t want Elvis for my 

dad. I just want my proper dad 

back.

Rory is crying as he runs up the path towards the house. As he reaches the door we can hear Derek’s ‘Hunk a Hunk Burnin’ Love’ ringtone. 

INT.
CLAIRE’S APARTMENT. DAY.

Claire is at her desk on the phone.






CLAIRE




No, I understand. Don’t worry, I




do understand. Thanks for 

letting me know so quickly.

She hangs up the phone and stares out of the window. Her sister appears from a bedroom carrying her baby.






SUSAN




Problem?






CLAIRE




You could say that. The 

sponsors have pulled out. Don’t 

want any bad publicity.



SUSAN

Bastards.



CLAIRE

No, look at it from their point of 

view.






SUSAN




What are you going to do?






CLAIRE




There’s nothing to do – that’s it.






SUSAN




Can’t you get Tony to help you 

out?



CLAIRE

You know I could never do that.

Claire has her head in her hands staring aimlessly at her laptop.






SUSAN




What’s the damage?






CLAIRE




Wipeout basically. This place




was put up to get it off the 

ground. The festival’s my only

income. Then there’s the law 

suit itself. I’m liable.

She looks down at the paperwork on her desk.






CLAIRE





(Looking up)




But do you know Susan? It’s not




about the money.   

EXT. JACQUI AND RORY’S HOUSE. DAY.

A mid-range saloon car pulls up.

INT. JACQUI’S KITCHEN. DAY.

Jacqui is wiping dishes at the sink. One of the worktops is covered in kid’s birthday cards, and the remains of a birthday cake. Some cards say ‘Happy 11th’. The doorbell rings.






JACQUI





(calling to a different 





part of the house)




Rory. Your Dad’s here.

INT. JACQUI’S HALL. DAY.

As Jacqui comes out of the kitchen, Rory opens the front door.

Derek stands there, holding a big birthday balloon in front of his face, and a box-shaped gift in his hands.

Derek lowers the balloon, and it’s not easy to recognise him. His hair is now short and gingery. The sideboards have gone, as has the make-up used to cover his now pasty skin. He’s dressed in a polo top and jeans.

Rory hugs him in delight.

INT. JACQUI’S KITCHEN.  DAY.

Ripped birthday paper lies next to an open Play Station box. Derek helps Rory gets to grips with the new style joystick.






JACQUI




You’ll take some birthday cake?






DEREK




Please.

He turns to watch her as she reaches up for a napkin.

Derek pulls a small wallet out his jeans, takes out a business card and gives it to Jacqui. 





DEREK




Here’s my new mobile number.

Jacqui looks at the card – it has the logo of an office equipment company and it reads Derek Smith, Regional Manager.






DEREK





(to Rory)




Right mister eleven year old, 

ready how about an upmarket burger 

and as much ice cream as you 

can eat in an afternoon?

Rory’s expression answers with an obvious and excited yes.






DEREK





(to Jacqui, hesitantly)




I don’t suppose you’d like to 

come as well?

INT. A TFI FRIDAY TYPE RESTAURANT. DAY.

Derek, Jacqui and Rory are sitting around a table full of eaten clutter. Rory is eating an enormous ice cream. Derek and Jacqui are sharing a slightly smaller one. We hear a very standard mobile phone ringtone. Derek pulls the phone out of his pocket.






DEREK




Derek Smith.





(pause)




Oh, hi, Claire.

Jacqui has guessed who it is, but is trying not to appear that she is paying any attention.






DEREK

…I’m sorry to hear that Claire, 

but you’d have had to count me 

out anyway. I’m no longer in the 

business.

Jacqui smiles to herself.

INT.
CLAIRE’S APARTMENT. DAY.

Claire puts down the phone and crosses The Graceland King off a typed list. Each name is an Elvis tribute artist and they now all have been crossed out. She clicks the mouse of her computer revealing a press release on the screen. As she scrolls down to where she left off she starts typing ‘ For ticket refunds . . . . 

INT. TERRY’S LIVING ROOM. DAY.

Steve sits on the sofa watching Terry, who stands in front of him, making a presentation from his well-worn scrapbook. Four A4 pages have been stuck together to open out into one large picture (unseen). Terry is carefully folding up this enhancement.






TERRY




Now before I take your questions, 

I’ll make one final point.

He puts down the scrapbook.






TERRY






(sage)




There is nothing more powerful




than an idea whose time has 

come. In the words of a great 

man: it’s now or never.

There’s a pause.






STEVE




Bloody marvellous.






TERRY




Thank you, Steven.






STEVE




And this is going to be on the 




telly?






TERRY




It would appear so. That’s why I 

need to look the part.

He walks over to the mantelpiece.






TERRY




And what with getting up to 

London as well…

He picks up the Elvis piggy bank, opens it up and pours the contents onto the table. There are about two hundred pound coins.






STEVE




You’re not going to spend the 




Elvis money?

Terry begins to count the coins into neat piles.






TERRY




Sometimes in business Steve-o,




you have to speculate…

EXT. BALCONY, DANNY’S THAMES APARTMENT. DAY.

Jane leans on the balcony rail, admiring the view up river towards Tower Bridge. Danny comes out of the open door from the apartment carrying two glasses of wine. He gives one to Jane.






JANE




You know, if you had met Julia 

ten years ago she was different

person.

Danny looks interested.






JANE




She’d been to drama school. I 

mean she’s always had a great 

voice even when we were kids.

And she was really ambitious.



DANNY

So what happened?



JANE

I suppose life happened. She 

was always going for auditions.

That’s why I didn’t think she 

would have a problem with this 

one.



DANNY

Did she ever get anything?



JANE

Little bits. I remember going 

to the premier of a show she had 

a good part in but it folded 

pretty quick. But she was always 

so positive. She sort of assumed 

that something big was around 

the corner. No, Julia’s problems 

go back to when she got involved 

with a complete bastard.



DANNY

Who, the guy she’s with now?



JANE

No, he’s a tosser, but this one 

was a really evil bit of work.

Jane has a sip of wine.






JANE




Julia was singing with a band 

and he was the guitarist. The

band was awful. Not Julia, she 

was just wasting her time. Half 

of them, including this bloke 

Keith, were crackheads. It all 

fell apart pretty quickly. 

Trouble was she stayed with him 

for a couple of years.





(pause)




He beat the crap out of her.





(pause)




We didn’t see her for ages, like 

she disappeared.



DANNY

But she left him in the end.



JANE

No. Luckily he drove his car 

into the Hammersmith flyover one 

night.  

EXT. TERRACED STREET, MERTHYR VALLEY. DAY.

Terry comes out of his house wearing an ill fitting, cheap looking suit. He’s carrying his scrapbook and as he starts walking down the street he has more than his usual air of confidence about him. Sonia walks towards him.






TERRY




Morning Sone!






SONIA




Terry.

She calls back after he passes.






SONIA




Good luck.

Terry acknowledges by waving his scrapbook above his head. Glynys pokes her head out of the Sub-Post-Office door.






GLENYS




Good luck Terry.

He gives her a thumbs-up. Another COUPLE of WOMEN, pushing prams up the street on the opposite side, also shout “good luck” to him. Terry gets to the end of the road and waits by the bus stop. A small bus approaches – its destination is Cardiff.

INT. PADDINGTON STATION. DAY.

Terry walks tall amongst the passengers who have just got off the train.

EXT. EXIT OF BANK TUBE STATION. DAY.

Terry exits from the subway, takes his bearings, and carefully pulls out a folded letter from his jacket.

He cheerily asks a NEWSPAPER VENDOR for directions and walks off in the direction that the man has indicated.

EXT. LONDON SKYSCRAPER. DAY 

Terry looks up at the tall building and walks in.

VIDEO CLIP:

The opening credits of a TV show called ‘Nest of Angels’:

A successful looking man – CHARLIE HUNT - is seen sipping champagne on a private yacht






VOICEOVER




Charlie Hunt, a man who built up




not one, but two, retail empires.

A power dressed, rich looking woman – GEORGINA WHITEHOUSE - is hosting a business meeting at the poolside of an exotic hotel. 






VOICEOVER




Georgina Whitehouse, one of the 

world’s wealthiest hotel moguls.

A particularly smarmy looking man – DAVID BRANDRETH - is seen coming out of a flash office block and having the door of a Bentley held open for him.






VOICEOVER




David Brandreth, owner of the 

country’s largest PR company.


Tony is seen getting out of a Porsche 911 and walking into a West End theatre.






VOICEOVER




And Tony Desmond, music 

promoter and one of the 

shrewdest investors both in

the West End and Broadway.

The final shot, behind the show’s title, shows all four ‘Angels’ sitting sternly behind a large desk.






VOICEOVER




They come together in the

Angel’s Nest, but can any of




our budding entrepreneurs 

convince them to invest hard 

cash into their fledgling 

businesses?

INT. LARGE OPEN PLAN OFFICE, ‘NEST OF ANGELS’. DAY. 

The room is laid out as a reception area, high up with stunning views from the windows.

A running buffet has been set up on a long table. About a dozen people are mingling or sitting around. Some have their own flip charts. Others are guarding prototype models of various inventions.

Terry is sitting scoffing a chicken leg, without a plate, and chatting happily to a man with some sort of life jacket on his lap. The man passionately demonstrates the various rip-chords. Terry looks bemused.

The chatting is broken by a well-dressed YOUNG MAN, early twenties, carrying a professional looking portable presentation pack. He shouts loudly, and ecstatically, as he enters the room.






YOUNG MAN




Yes! Six hundred thousand! 

His gesture is that of a golfer who has sunk the Master’s winning putt. Spontaneous applause breaks out around the room.

A TV production WOMAN, carrying a clipboard, enters and calls out to nobody in particular.






PRODUCTION WOMAN




Terrence Matthews please.

She notices Terry get up.






PRODUCTION WOMAN




This way.

INT. CORRIDOR, ‘NEST OF ANGELS’. CONTINUOUS.

The Production Woman leads Terry along the corridor towards a door with a stuck-on sign that states: ‘Do Not Enter.’ 






PRODUCTION WOMAN




Have you got everything you need?



TERRY

Certainly have, love.






PRODUCTION WOMAN




OK. Try not to be nervous. Just 

pitch your idea at them. They 

won’t bite. Good luck.

She opens the door without knocking.

INT. LARGE BOARDROOM, ‘NEST OF ANGELS’ SET. DAY.

The room has panoramic views of London. Four TV cameras are strategically located around the room. The four individuals from the opening credits are sitting behind an imposing board table - interview panel style. There are no other chairs in front of the table.

Various PRODUCTION STAFF are milling around. The Production Woman leads Terry to a MAN who fits him with a lapel microphone. As this is happening a YOUNG WOMAN darts up and dabs Terry’s face with a powder puff. Terry is bewildered but excited by it all. A FLOOR DIRECTOR claps his hands loudly. 






FLOOR DIRECTOR

OK everyone. Next up.

Terry has been led to his side. 






FLOOR DIRECTOR




OK, you’re Terence Matthews right?






TERRY




Just, Terry, Butt.

The Floor Director scribbles on the sheet on his clipboard and hands it to a PA.






FLOOR DIRECTOR





(pointing to a spot in 

front of the panel.)

OK. Make sure you stand on that cross, wait for my cue and away you go.

Good luck.

Terry makes his way forward. He seems as confident as ever.

The four members of the panel, who had been talking casually and joking with each other up until this point, suddenly adopt stern expressions.

Terry realises where he has seen Tony before and waves. Tony blankly acknowledges. Terry starts to speak to him, but reduces his words to being half mouthed, half spoken thumbs up as the Floor Director starts speaking over him.






TERRY

Alright…






FLOOR DIRECTOR




OK, everyone. And go.






TERRY




Butt.

He catches the tail end of Terry’s greeting.






FLOOR DIRECTOR




Cut.





(To Terry)




Don’t say anything until we’ve 

started.

Terry nods apologetically. The Floor Director looks around to see if the crews are ready.






FLOOR DIRECTOR




OK, everyone. And go.

Terry stands still without saying anything for a second then turns to the Floor Director.






TERRY




Have you started, Butt?






FLOOR DIRECTOR





(Sighing)




Just ignore us. As soon as I 

say go you can start. OK?

Terry nods.







FLOOR DIRECTOR




OK, everyone. And go.

Terry still pauses for a second before starting with a nervousness not seen before.






TERRY




Hiyah.

Terry dries up.

David Brandreth looks at the Autocue.






DAVID BRANDRETH





(reading autocue)




Welcome, Terry Butt. Tell us




about your idea.






TERRY





(rabbit in the headlights)




I’m Terry and I’m looking for

a million pounds to launch my

business.

He holds the front of his scrapbook towards them. This seems to retrieve his confidence.






TERRY





(shaking with nerves)




It called ‘Tel’s’. 

He opens the first page. It shows a cut-out, pasted picture of a caricatured leprechaun. Above the image is the word ‘Irish’ and a big tick. 






TERRY




The Irish. Everybody loves them.

He turns the page and there is a picture of a bush hat with corks hanging from pieces of string. Above is the word ‘Australian’ and another big tick. 






TERRY




The Aussies. Not so popular but




I’ve always found them nice 

blokes to have a drink with.

Each of the panel is staring impassively.






TERRY




Now what have these people got




in common I hear you asking?

Four poker faces are staring at him. Terry turns the page of his scrapbook. There’s a picture of an Irish pub above another pasted picture of a large Australian bar.






TERRY




Have you guessed it yet? 

No response from the panel.






TERRY




You see, they’ve got their own




pubs.

He seems more and more put off by the lack of reaction from the panel.






TERRY




But see… we can also show people 

a thing or two about drinking…

He turns the page and opens out the extra three pages that have been stuck together: the makeshift poster size page.






TERRY




Tel’s. A chain of WELSH theme 

pubs.

The extended picture is a drawing of the front of a pub with ‘Tel’s’ and ‘A Welsh Theme Pub’ in big letters above the door.

Each side of the door are two leeks, both as big as pillars. Welsh flags hang out of every window.

Terry lets this image fully sink in before he turns the page. 






TERRY




And, of course, we will have 

celebrity endorsements. Welsh

celebrities, mind.

While the large picture is still hanging down Terry turns the next page. It’s a picture of rugby hero Gareth Edwards scoring a try. Turning the page has loosened one of the stuck-on pages and it’s now hangs down at an angle.






TERRY




Gareth…

Next picture is 80’s pop star Shakin’ Stevens.






TERRY




Shaky…

Followed by a picture of Charlotte Church.






TERRY




Young Charlotte to show we’ll

welcome women in. And, 

obviously…

He turns the next page with a flourish to show a picture of Tom Jones.






TERRY




Tom.

His flow is interrupted by one of the panel.






DAVID BRANDRETH




No Shirley Bassey then?

The interaction gives Terry a burst of confidence. 






TERRY




Good question, Dave. Cracking 

singer, but would you really 

want to go down the pub with 

her?

Terry turns his next page.






TERRY




Finally, the menu… 

The menu has been mocked up. It merely says ‘Tel’s – Today’s Specials.’ Followed by a series of pictures.






TERRY




Proper Welsh grub. 





(pointing to each picture)




Faggots, chips and peas. Curry, 

half and half. Clarkes pies.

Terry turns the next page to show a large glass of curry sauce with ice in it and a slogan. ‘Why Not?’






TERRY




And our signature cocktail.




Iced curry sauce. Simple,

traditional but with a twist.

He proudly closes his scrapbook, leaving the extended pictures hanging precariously.



 



CHARLIE HUNT




Is that it?






TERRY




Thought I’d keep it straight 

and to the point, Charlie.



DAVID BRANDRETH

These, um, celebrities. Have 

they confirmed?



TERRY

Not as such Dave, but I thought 

I’d better get the money in 

place before I go and see them.








GEORGINA WHITEHOUSE




You say the money. How have you 

got to this figure of a million 

pounds?



TERRY

Uh, well…



GEORGINA WHITEHOUSE

Well, where are your financial

projections?






TERRY




I’m more of a concept man, me.

One of the extended pages falls to the floor.



CHARLIE HUNT


(irritated)

So, you’re saying that you 

don’t have any figures. What - 

have you just plucked this 

figure of a million quid out of 

thin air?



GEORGINA WHITEHOUSE

Where’s the roll-out plan? How

many units are we talking about?

And where?



CHARLES HUNT


(aggressively)

Have you identified locations,

Mr Butt? 


Terry looks flummoxed.



TONY


(gentler tone)

Terry, have you got any 

experience of this type of 

business?



TERRY

Well, Tony, I’ve been in a few 

pubs in my time.



DAVID BRANDRETH

What’s your current job?



TERRY

I’ve been working on this for 

over a year now.



DAVID BRANDRETH

So you don’t have a job. Have 

you ever had a job? I somewhat

doubt whether you have. 

Certainly, not since they closed

the mines.

There’s a pause. Terry now resembles a boxer who is on the ropes after taking too many body punches. His hands are dropping. Another page falls off. Terry manages to catch it and tries stuffing it back into the book.



TONY

Terry, I’m afraid I have a 

strict rule that I’ll only 

invest in businesses where the 

owners have a lot of experience 

in the same sector. So, I’ll have

to pass. Sorry.




GEORGINA WHITEHOUSE

I think the idea is ridiculous.

No way.



DAVID BRANDRETH

Let’s not be too hasty here. I 

think there is scope in the 

market for an alternative 

variety of bars. I mean some 

people laughed when they began 

opening fake Irish pubs.

A flicker of desperate hope is on Terry’s face.






DAVID BRANDETH




But it’s not going to be Welsh. 




No, Gene is right. This idea is 

ridiculous and I think you’re 

ridiculous. You’re certainly 

verging on delusional. I suggest 

that you abandon any notion of 

going into any type of business 

and seek some sort of 

psychiatric help as soon as 

possible. I’m out.

CHARLES

I’m hoping that our producer may

be setting us up here. If not,

then you have wasted five 

minutes of my life and that’s 

something I really resent anyone 

doing. Georgie and David are right. 

This is a complete joke and so 

are you. In twenty years of

business this is the stupidest 

idea I have ever heard. A 

million quid? I wouldn’t lend 

you the bus fare home. 

EXT. TERRACED STREET, MERTHYR VALLEY. DAWN.

Terry gets off a bus and walks, shoulders bowed, up the deserted street towards his house.
He does not have his scrapbook with him.

INT. THE HALLWAY OF HOWARD’S HOUSE. DAY.

Howard is in a dressing gown picking up the morning’s post. He places two letters, unopened, on the small table next to the door and opens the largest one. It’s from a travel agent and contains two plane tickets to Memphis and a travel itinerary.

INT.
THE KITCHEN OF ELAINE’S HOUSE. CONTINIOUS.

Elaine is on the phone.






ELAINE




I’m sorry Howard. We knew she’d




booked the trip but we didn’t 

know who with, otherwise we 

would have cancelled.

INT. THE HALLWAY OF HOWARD’S HOUSE. DAY. CONTINIOUS.

Howard is on the phone listening while looking at the itinerary in more detail. It outlines visits to Graceland for the moonlight vigil.

INT.
THE KITCHEN OF ELAINE’S HOUSE.






ELAINE





(still on phone)




She wanted to keep it as a 

surprise. Sort of combined 

retirement and Ruby wedding

present. You know what she was 

like. She said the real present

would be that after forty years

you’ll finally get ‘IT’.

EXT. THE PROMENADE OF A SEASIDE TOWN, SOUTH WALES. DAY.

OS:
AN ELVIS SONG PROVIDES THE MUSIC SOUNDTRACK

The weather is bleak. Grey drizzle and wind. A handful of brave tourists are determined to fight their way along the seafront. The beach that hosted the Elvis donkey derby is deserted. Claire is crossing the road at the point where she previously marshalled the festival wedding. She looks back at the dancehall before continuing along the front. She is walking past a small ice-cream kiosk. 

CONTINIOUS

EXT.  ICE CREAM KIOSK. DAY






ICE CREAM LADY





(Beckoning)




Claire.

Claire looks round and walks towards the kiosk.






ICE CREAM LADY




Is it true?






CLAIRE




‘Fraid so.






ICE CREAM LADY




People are so disappointed. Two




women yesterday were in tears.

No chance of anything saving it?



CLAIRE

No, I’m sorry.


CONTINIOUS

EXT. THE PROMENADE OF A SEASIDE TOWN, SOUTH WALES. DAY.

OS:
AN ELVIS SONG PROVIDES THE MUSIC SOUNDTRACK

The Roadtrain, empty apart from its DRIVER and a FAMILY huddled together in one seat, passes Claire. The Driver blasts the tinny horn in a cheery but forlorn manner. Claire smiles and waves as the vehicle passes her. She crosses the road and enters a small seafront tearoom.

INT.  TEAROOM. DAY.

Claire is sitting by herself with a cup of tea. Mark enters and orders a cup of tea at the counter. Claire looks down to avoid eye contact but Mark has noticed her and sits at the same table. 






MARK




Don’t tell me. You’ve just found 

out that he’s been dead for 

thirty years.



CLAIRE

That really isn’t funny.



MARK

No, I’m sorry, it isn’t. 

I’ve heard your festival is off.

Claire nods.






MARK




Pity, it seemed like fun.






CLAIRE




Look, I’m not being rude but..






MARK




No, nor am I. I get the 

feeling the whole thing means 

more to you then just an event.



CLAIRE

Yes, well thank you but I’m not

in the mood for your insightful 

comments today.

She gets up and walks out. When she gets through the door she’s crying.  

INT. A TOURIST BUS. DAY.

Howard is sitting on a full bus. He’s dressed casually and wearing sunglasses. A TOUR GUIDE is standing at the front of the bus with a microphone.






TOUR GUIDE





(Southern States American 

accent)




Welcome aboard the Elvis tour 

bus.

EXT. HEARTBREAK HOTEL, MEMPHIS.  CONTINUOUS.


Howard’s tour bus pulls away from the Heartbreak Hotel.

HOWARD’S MEMPHIS MONTAGE:

· Howard gets out of the bus and walks with the others towards the entrance of Elvis’ house at 1034 Audubon.

· The bus drives past Lansky’s department store, with the Tour Guide explaining that this was the store where Elvis bought most of his clothes.

· Howard has struck up a conversation with a middle-aged couple as the Tour Bus goes along the bar strewn Beale Street.

· The bus pulls up outside Sun Studios, and the tour party disembark. Howard seems to have made friends with several of the party. He’s almost enjoying himself.

· Inside the small studio, Howard takes his turn to have his photograph taken by the fifties style microphone in the middle of the studio. Behind, on the wall, there is large a black and white photograph of Elvis singing into the same microphone.

-
Howard takes the tour. He looks at the arcade     of costumes, lines of gold discs and the Jungle Room.

EXT. THE SMALL PARK OPPOSITE GRACELAND. DUSK.

Howard is part of a large crowd, many of who are lighting candles.

EXT. THE SMALL PARK OPPOSITE GRACELAND. NIGHT.

The candle vigil is in full swing. Howard is standing looking uncomfortable until a woman and her husband take hold of his hand as part of a mass exercise. A man of about Howard’s age, standing on the other side of him, also takes his hand.

INT.
A LATE-NIGHT DINER, MEMPHIS. NIGHT.

Howard is sitting sharing coffee with DAN MILLER, the man who was standing next to him at Graceland.






DAN





(American accent)




I know exactly what you mean 

Howard. We started dated in high 

school and I never got it. I 

mean, like anyone in those days, 

who didn’t like the music. Well 

maybe not all the music but, hey, 

the guy was what it was all 

about. But Doris always saw it 

on a different level.

Howard is nodding with more than a degree of understanding.






DAN




Kind of pissed me off if I’m 

honest.

He takes a sip of coffee.






DAN




From the year after he died she 

came here every year for this 

week. I used to go golfing.

He smiles, reflectively. 






DAN




Anyway, five years ago I gave in




and came along. And she was 

right - I suddenly got it.

Howard appears to already know the next part of the story.






DAN




She died the following spring but




it’s seemed right to come back 

every year to sort of celebrate

her.

Both men appear glad that the WAITRESS has arrived offering coffee refills. 

EXT. THE GARDEN OF GRACELAND. DAY.

Howard stands by the graves of Elvis and his Mother and Father, head bowed, deep in thought.

After a while, Howard moves to the small area alongside where fans lay tributes. He pulls his wallet out of his pocket, takes the photo of Bronwyn that is fitted into the plastic display, kisses her and tenderly lays it with the other tributes.


EXT. OUTSIDE OF LEEDS BRADFORD AIRPORT. DAY.

We see Howard, Martin and Elaine walking out of the Arrivals door. Martin pushes Howard’s luggage trolley.

INT./EXT. MARTIN & ELAINE’S 4x4 CAR. DAY.

Elaine is driving along the motorway, Martin in the front passenger seat, Howard in the back. They ride in silence for a moment. Howard stares ahead, deep in thought. Martin and Elaine exchange an anxious glance. 






HOWARD





(to nobody)




I do get it now.

Elaine engages eye contact with him through the driver’s mirror.






HOWARD




I understand what IT was. Is.




I now understand what she meant.

He feels a lump in his throat.






HOWARD




I just wish she was with me 

when I found out.

Howard is crying unashamedly. 

EXT. TERRACED STREET, MERTHYR VALLEY. DUSK.

Steve walks up to Terry’s front door carrying three packets of fish and chips. He walks in.

INT. TERRY’S LIVING ROOM. EVENING.

It’s a mess. Terry is sitting dejectedly in an armchair. He hasn’t shaved for several days. Steve hands him one of the portions of food.






STEVE




Here you are, Butt. Make sure you




eat them this time.

Terry nods but he’s not really there. 

INT. STEVE AND SONIA’S HOUSE. EVENING.

Steve walks through the front door and goes to the living room where Sonia is watching TV. Terry’s performance on ‘Nest of Angels’ is showing. 




STEVE




How many more times are they 

going to show that?

Sonia switches it off.

SONIA




How is he?






STEVE




Not good. Doesn’t help that the 




Elvis festival starts tomorrow.






SONIA




Did he spend it all?






STEVE





Yeah. What with that suit and 

the train fare.

Steve places their wrapped up fish and chips onto plates. He hands one to Sonia. She’s pondering something.






SONIA




Go down the Building Society 

tomorrow morning and take two 

hundred quid out of the holiday 

account.  



STEVE

Are you sure?



SONIA

We can find somewhere cheaper.




He’s a prat, but he didn’t 

deserve that.


INT. TERRY’S LIVING ROOM. EVENING.

Terri is sitting on the settee with a newspaper by his side. Steve is standing in the middle of the room.






TERRY




This is really good of you Butt. 

And Sone. But it’s not going to 

happen.

Terry picks up the newspaper – a local rag. The headline reads ‘Elvis Festival Cancelled.’






TERRY




Even that’s gone to shit.  

INT. BOARDROOM OF DAWSON’S TISSUES. DAY.

Howard, Martin and Walter sit at one end of the board table. Michael and Gareth sit at the other end. 






HOWARD




Gentlemen thank you for coming




up this morning. I wouldn’t 

have normally…

Michael raises his hand, stopping Howard.






MICHAEL




Sorry Howard. We’ve got 

something for you.

He reaches into a pilot’s bag at his feet and produces a prototype of The King’s Arse toilet paper. There’s more than a hint of pride as he places the pack on the table.






MICHAEL




And we’ve also been very lucky 

in the timing. Apparently the 

biggest Elvis festival in Europe

takes place in the UK next month.



MARTIN

I think you should…



MICHAEL

It’s the perfect place to 

launch our Search For The Face

of the Roll. 

He takes a poster out of his flightbag. When it’s unrolled, with a flourish, we see a picture of a jump-suited Elvis, posing and pointing like Lord Kitchener, his face replaced with a question mark. The top of the poster states ‘Search For The Face’ and at the bottom it says ‘We Need You.’






MICHAEL





(addressing Walter)




As you can see, we’ve cleverly




avoided the use of the word 

Elvis.




HOWARD


(very firmly)

As I was saying. I wouldn’t

have normally brought a 

potential supplier in for a 

meeting under these 

circumstances. 

Michael is smiling confidently. 






HOWARD




But with this I’ve made an 

exception.



MICHAEL

We thought you would go for it.

It’s got…

Howard has held his hand up, cutting Michael off dismissively.  






HOWARD




You don’t spend forty years in 

business without seeing some 

pretty bloody awful ideas. But 

this one is also, by far, the 

most offensive thing I’ve ever 

seen.



MICHAEL

I think you’ve missed the point.



HOWARD

No, young man, you’ve missed the 

point. I’m not stupid. I 

understand that controversy  

creates publicity and any 

publicity can help sell product. 

We’re not quite as thick up here 

as you think we are.

Michael starts to speak but thinks better of it.






HOWARD

No, where you’ve made a big 

mistake is who you’ve targeted 

with your offending, but of 

course, Elvis is a sitting 

target. Very easy to parody. Cheeseburgers, fried peanut 

butter, fat, bloated, mumbling,

died on the toilet. It’s like 

shooting a fish in the barrel. 



GARETH

We didn’t mean to offend. It was… 



HOWARD

You did mean to offend. And you 

would have done. You would have 

offended a lot of people. People 

who may not have been as able as 

some to laugh off a bad joke. 

Have you any idea what Elvis 

means to some people? Lots of 

people? Well he means a hell of 

a lot more than that.

Howard points to the pack and lets his words connect with the image on display.






HOWARD

You’re probably thinking I’m 

some sensitive old twat who’s 

over-reacted because his dead 

wife loved Elvis. Well, maybe

I am, but if you – we – had 

launched that… THAT!
(pointing at the product)

We would have unleashed 

such a public backlash that no 

retailer would ever touched us 

again with a bargepole.

Gareth is nodding slowly.






HOWARD




Just take my advice lads. Be 

careful who you offend in 

future and whatever you do… 

don’t fuck with Elvis.

There’s a silence. Gareth takes the lead and gets up to go. 

There is the sound of the door closing. Howard, Martin and Walter remain at the table. The prototype has gone. Martin bursts out laughing.






MARTIN

Mum would have loved to have 

seen that. What a prick.



HOWARD


(laughing)

The frightening thing is that a

month ago I was seriously 

thinking of running with it. No, 

when your judgement’s getting 

that bad, and someone starts 

telling you to leave the stage, 

you should listen to them. 

That’s the real reason I wanted 

you both here today.

The atmosphere has become serious again.






HOWARD




Walter, what’s the latest offer

for the land?






WALTER




Fifteen million.






HOWARD




See if you can get them up to 

seventeen but no matter if you 

can’t. Then work out the 

redundancies. Whatever we have 

to pay anyone I want to treble 

it. Anyone who hasn’t been here 

long enough to qualify will get 

six months’ severance pay. 

Unconditional. 



WALTER

If that’s what you want.



HOWARD

And find yourself a tax 

efficient way of taking a 

million quid for yourself. 

Walter nods with gentle thanks.



MARTIN

Nice one Pop.

INT./EXT. CLAIRE’S CAR. NIGHT.

EXT.
WATERFRONT APARTMENT AREA. NIGHT. 

Claire is driving, alone, through an affluent, waterfront development. There’s an Elvis track playing loudly on the stereo system. 

CYNTHIA, an elegant lady in her late sixties, is walking along the road. She’s wearing a designer shoulder bag.

Claire sees TWO YOUTHS, hoodies up, run out of a side street. They make straight for Cynthia. One grabs and holds her arm, while the other pulls her shoulder bag off. Cynthia struggles but is pushed to the ground. The youths run off, darting down another side street.

Claire’s car pulls up sharply alongside the prone Cynthia. Clare runs out to help her.






CYNTHIA




Little bastards.






CLAIRE




Are you alright?

Cynthia pauses for a moment, as if checking herself.






CYNTHIA




Yes. I’m fine.

She accepts Claire’s hand to stand up.






CYNTHIA




Thank you for stopping. I’ll be




fine. Thanks.






CLAIRE




Shall I phone the Police?






CYNTHIA




No. Waste of time. Little 

gobshites. A pint of milk and

the change from a fiver. That’s

all they’ve got. Nice bag 

though.



CLAIRE

Are you sure you’re OK? Do you

want me to give you a lift to

the hospital? Perhaps they 

should take a look at you. 



CYNTHIA


(smiling)

It’s alright. Just a bit 

undignified.



CLAIRE

Well at least let me give you a 

lift. 

INT. CLAIRE’S CAR. NIGHT.

Cynthia, in the passenger seat, puts her seatbelt on. Claire starts the engine and the Elvis track bursts out of the speakers. Claire hastily goes to turn it off.






CLAIRE




Sorry.






CYNTHIA




No, love. Leave it on.

They smile at each other in appreciation of the track.

INT.
LOUNGE, EXPENSIVELY FURNISHED WATERSIDE APARTMENT. NIGHT.

Claire sits on an expensive sofa going through a pile of old Elvis albums. Cynthia walks in, with two mugs.






CYNTHIA




No milk, I’m afraid.

Claire is looking the album ‘Elvis.’ 






CYNTHIA




I was sixteen when I bought that. 

My first record. God he was 

handsome.






CLAIRE




Now come on Cynthia. You can’t 

just drop it into conversation

that you knew Elvis without 

telling me all.

Cynthia sits on the matching chair alongside her.






CYNTHIA




Well, these days I probably 

would have been arrested as a 

stalker.

Claire laughs.






CYNTHIA




It was nineteen seventy-one. I’d 

been modelling for a few years 

and was quite well off. Not as 

well paid as Jane or Leslie but 

I did quite well. Didn’t get one 

of the Beatles but I did have…

No, I’d better not say.

She giggles. Claire joins in.






CLAIRE





(excitedly)




Go on – tell me about Elvis.




CYNTHIA

Well I took myself off to 

Vegas. Elvis was playing a whole 

month at the Hilton there.



CLAIRE

June second through to July 

fourth.



CYNTHIA

Very impressive. Anyway, I made 

it my life’s work to get 

friendly with some of his 

people who were also staying 

there. Next thing I’m at a party 

in Elvis’ suite on the twentieth 

floor.



CLAIRE


(Genuinely excited)

Oh my God.



CYNTHIA

Then for the following year or 

so I was in the inner circle. 

Two tours and another couple of 

seasons in Vegas.



CLAIRE

So Elvis. What was he like?



CYNTHIA

He was the most amazing man I’ve 

ever met. When he walked into a 

room it was as if everything 

else was sucked out.


INT. HALLWAY OF CYNTHIA’S APARTMENT. 

Cynthia is showing Claire out.






CLAIRE




And you’re sure you’re alright?






CYNTHIA




I’m fine and thanks for letting 

a sad old woman reminisce.



CLAIRE

Don’t be silly. It was amazing.

Claire has spotted a collection of photographs on a unit by the door. Cynthia’s in most of them. Lots of kids. Her arm around one man in some of them.






CLAIRE




Lovely children. Is. Uh, was… 

he your husband?



CYNTHIA


(smiling)

No. That’s Tommy, my brother and

his kids. No I never married. I 

mean after Elvis? Come on.

She laughs but it contains a measure of poignant regret.

INT. CLAIRE’S CAR. NIGHT.

Claire is driving. An Elvis song is playing. She’s looks deep in thought. He mobile phone rings, the number is withheld. She answers.






CLAIRE




Hello, this is Claire.

INT. LOUNGE OF HOWARD’S HOUSE. NIGHT.

Howard is on the phone.

HOWARD




Miss Royston, I’m sorry to 

phone you so late at night.

INT. A PUB, SOUTH LONDON. EARLY EVENING.

The pub is quiet. Julia is struggling to carry a large speaker towards the small stage area. Danny catches up with her.






DANNY




Here, let me give you a hand.

Danny takes hold of the speaker and places it on the metal stand already in place. Julia looks surprised to see him and Jane, and has already become quite flustered.






DANNY




Jane said you were playing here




tonight.






JULIA




Look, I’m really sorry about 

messing you around.



DANNY


(smiling)

Not the first time a musician

has messed me around.

He tightens the grip on the stand and makes sure the speaker is fixed. He’s obviously done this before.






DANNY




I don’t normally give people a 

second chance but you’re an 

exception. Julia, you have to go 

for this part. You really have 

to. I’ve spoken to them and 

they’ll hold off final casting 

for another couple of days so 

they can see you.

Julia is glancing nervously at the entrance to the pub.






JULIA




You shouldn’t have come here.






DANNY




Have you any idea how much 

talent you have?... 

You see, I think you once did

realise. And you probably know, 

deep down, that you’ve still got 

it.

Julia looks at Jane, as if for some help. Jane’s expression backs up what Danny has said.






DANNY




Jane has been telling me what




you used to be like. That’s the 

Julia I want to meet. 

Julia throws a look at Jane that accuses her of telling tales.



DANNY

If someone pokes a dog long 

enough, they stop barking.



JANE

That’s not a brilliant analogy,

Danny.



DANNY


(smiling)

Well you know what I mean.


(to Julia) 

  


Just stop letting people tell 

you what to do. Isn’t it about 

time you did something for 

yourself?

He knows that she is listening.






DANNY




Just sometimes, somebody gets




lucky in this business. It’s 

not just about talent, although

god knows you’ve got that in 

spades. No Julia, when your 

number comes out of the hat 

for fuck’s sake stick your hand

up and claim the prize.



JANE

That’s a better analogy.

Nobody, not even Julia, has noticed Fergal walk up. He does not look happy.






JULIA





(flustered)




This is Danny, you remember. The

management company?

Fergal glares at Danny.






JANE




What is your problem Fergal?



FERGAL

My problem is her getting hurt 

when some bullshitting manager 

lets her down. That’s the 

trouble with managers like him. 

All promises. But they’re all 

full of crap. 



DANNY


(to Julia)

Firstly, Julia, this role is 

absolutely perfect for you and 

you’ll get it. Trust me. 

Secondly, it’ll be a platform 

for a major career. And thirdly, 

I own one of the most successful management companies in the 

business while he

(to Fergal) 

no disrespect, mate,

(back to Julia)

is an Elvis impersonator. Just 

think about who might be 

right here.

He turns to Fergal.






DANNY




I think it’s you that’s got the 

problem. 

EXT. PUB, SOUTH LONDON. DUSK.

Danny and Jane drive off in a sports car.

INT. PUB.  CONTINUOUS.

Fergal is remonstrating with Julia.






FERGAL




Put it this way. Take his advice, 

and you and I are finished. 

For a moment it looks as if Julia’s going to cry but then an expression that we have not seen before takes over.






JULIA




Do you know what? He’s right.




I do want to be the old me 

again. And I don’t care if he’s 

wrong about me getting this 

part. I don’t care whether I get 

it or not but if I don’t try 

I’ll carry on feeling the way 

I do and I’m fed up feeling like 

this. So yes, Fergal, we are 

finished.

EXT. PROMENADE OF SEASIDE TOWN, SOUTH WALES. DAY

Claire is supervising the erection of a big sign saying ‘The Elvis Festival, sponsored by Dawson Property.’ It’s being fixed high up on the outside of the Dancehall roof. Various, similar, signs are being put up around the Seafront. Howard walks up and hands her a file. 






HOWARD




Health and Safety Reports, Risk 

Analysis and rota of Stewards. 

(He smiles.)






CLAIRE




Thank you Howard.

Howard reaches into his jacket and puts on a pair of gold Elvis sunglasses.

HOWARD




What do you think?






CLAIRE





(laughing warmly)




I think you’ve finally got it.

Howard’s smile indicates he has. He walks off.






MARK




How you doing Priscilla?

Claire spins round and smiles.






MARK




Don’t tell me. Another year 

gone, and still no Elvis.



CLAIRE

Obviously been a lack of 

emotional guidance in my life

from Australian barmen.

MARK




We’re here to serve.






CLAIRE




You working in the Heartbreak




Hotel again?






MARK




Sort of. Drop by later and I’ll




sort your life out.






CLAIRE





(laughing)




You are still so full of shit.

EXT. PROMENADE, SEASIDE TOWN, SOUTH WALES. DAY

There is a large, disorganised crowd assembled outside the seafront dancehall. Claire stands next to a TV film crew, with the same Presenter as last year.

A cheer goes up and a couple emerge from the building. It’s the same Bride, wearing the same dress, as before, but the GROOM is a different Elvis. Confetti is thrown amid the cheering, as the couple descend the red carpet and climb into a pink Cadillac that is waiting for them. 

The Presenter lets her film crew follow the action closely. Claire smiles to her and makes a mock gesture

of wiping her brow.

FESTIVAL MONTAGE:

· ESPLANADE: The Roadtrain chugs along, the DRIVER adorned with an Elvis wig and sunglasses.

· BEACH: a FOUR WOMAN EQUISTRIAN TEAM are performing a routine in Elvis jumpsuits.

· PLAY AREA: Twin babies are the joint winners of the Best Elvis Baby competition.

· SEAFRONT: a cruise of leather-clad Elvies rev their motorbikes along the seafront.

· EXTERIOR OF DANCEHALL: a sign advertises ‘You ain’t nothing but a Hound Dog – the Best Elvis Pooch Contest.’ A fat woman in an Elvis wig leads a poodle in a matching wig up the steps.   

INT. LARGE NIGHTCLUB, ELVIS FESTIVAL. NIGHT.

The Show Dome venue is packed, but not as overcrowded, as in the previous year, and the night is in full swing. A number of professional looking STEWARDS are visible. 

Terry wanders around as if looking for a seat. He’s cleaned himself up but the spark is still not there.

Howard sits where he and Bronwyn were the year before. He spots Terry and waves him over, indicating the spare seat that is opposite him.

At the front of the stage, Claire is consulting with Tony and the other two judges.

Terry has now fought his way to the spare seat. Howard shakes his hand warmly.






TERRY




I heard about Bronwyn. I’m so 

sorry.

Howard obviously appreciates the words. He notices Terry hasn’t got a drink. 






HOWARD




Pint?

Terry looks reluctant but accepts.

Claire has walked onto the stage holding a card. Some of the crowd has noticed and their cheers prompt the rest of the venue to take notice. Julia beckons to the wings.

Fergal and the Young Elvis that had congratulated Derek the previous year walk onto the stage amid further loud cheers. 






CLAIRE




And the winner is…





(long pause)




Johnny Prince.

The crowd go mad. Johnny Prince – the Young Elvis - shakes Fergal’s hand genuinely and turns to accept the applause. Fergal walks off. He grabs a towel angrily from a short, sheepish WOMAN in the wings.

Johnny Prince performs in the background, as Howard fights his way back to the table with the drinks.

Closer to Terry, and honing in on him, are the Jack-the-Lad types from before. Terry has spotted them and looks apprehensively pained, almost scared. They are closing in.






FIRST JACK




Oi, Big Butt. We saw you on 

telly. 

Terry looks around, but there’s no escape.

In the background Johnny Prince finishes his song and leaves the stage to wild cheers.

The Jacks, waiting for the noise to go down, are now circling their helpless victim.






SECOND JACK




If we hadn’t met you, we’d have




thought they’d made you up.

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out some change.






SECOND JACK

But don’t worry, I’ll lend you 

your bus fare home.

They all laugh.






FIRST JACK




We tried to tell you that was 

a shit idea.

Howard has got back with the drinks. He’s heard what the Jacks are saying and looks quizzical.






FIRST JACK





(loudly for all nearby to 

hear)




Welsh theme pubs? I ask you!

All three laugh uncontrollably. Terry is finding it very difficult.






HOWARD




Welsh theme pubs? 






TERRY




OK lads. The joke’s on me. 

Stupid idea. You were right.






HOWARD




What’s this about Welsh theme 

pubs?



TERRY

Nothing. It’s just a joke.


The Jacks realise their sport is over. They walk off, the First Jack still laughing and shaking his head in a show of disbelief. Howard has put the two pints on the table and taken his seat.






HOWARD





(reflectively)




Welsh theme pubs. Is that the




idea you told Bronwyn? The one 

she was raving about just before…



Terry’s nod is apologetic. 






HOWARD




So how do they work then?

There is just a hint of the old spark in Terry’s eyes. 

Fergal is at the bar, still in costume, his fake tan streaked from sweating. He’s remonstrating with his new Woman (the one who was waiting for him in the wings).

Back on-stage, Claire stands with the microphone, judging her moment to speak.

CLAIRE





(forcefully)




Ladies and Gentlemen.

She’s got the audience’s attention.






CLAIRE




Ladies and Gentlemen, we 

promised you a surprise this

year and to tell you about it 

please welcome back, Mister

Tony Desmond. 

Tony walks on stage and takes the microphone from Claire.






TONY




Thank you Claire. Those of you




that were here last year may 

remember Claire announcing we 

were working on a new Elvis 

show for the West End and then 

Broadway. 

A ripple of cheering around the crowd.






TONY




Well after a year of hard work, 

most of it spent searching for 

the right person to play the 

lead, we’re finally there. It 

opens in six weeks but Claire 

has asked me if we could give 

you a special preview tonight.

More cheers.






TONY





(glancing to his right)




And you all know how persuasive 

my former wife can be.

Claire, standing to the side of the stage, laughs at the next wave of cheers.

  




TONY




Let me tell you about the show. 

What we didn’t want to do is 

copy every Elvis show that has 

ever been. We wanted to keep the 

story and the songs but give it 

all a new twist.

A THREE PIECE BAND walks onto stage behind Tony. One is carrying an acoustic guitar, another a slap bass. The third takes his seat behind a stripped down drum kit. They are all wearing the type of matching suits that Elvis’ early backing bands wore. Tony has paused for effect.






TONY




We wanted to re-write the Elvis 

story as if a totally different 

star had been found in Sun 

Studios around nineteen 

fifty-four. A sort of what-if

Elvis had been a… 


(he pauses)

Well you’re just about to find

out!

He’s building up the tension very well.






TONY




So, Ladies and Gentlemen, I’d 

like to introduce you to the 

star of ‘The Tupelo Kid’…





(pause)




Miss Julia Warren.

Julia walks onto stage. The cheers start loud, have a momentary stutter as the penny drops, and then emerge louder still.

Julia is wearing the style of dress favoured by New Orleans hookers in the nineteen fifties and has the swagger of an early Elvis.

At the bar, Fergal’s face drops. On stage, Julia cues the band.

She rips into ‘Blue Moon of Kentucky.’ It’s vaguely similar to Elvis’ version but she’s giving it a raw, Janis Joplin, type edge.

As the song builds, and Julia’s performance gets ever more sensuously provocative, Fergal’s look turns to one of deep resentment. He storms out, chased by his new girlfriend, as Julia’s performance builds to a climax.

Julia’s performance brings the house down.




INT. BAR OF ‘HEARTBREAK HOTEL’, ELVIS FESTIVAL. NIGHT.

The familiar debris of a long, long party is there again. There are no drinkers left in the bar. Mark is cashing up the till. A DOORMAN lets Claire in. She walks up to the bar.






DOORMAN





(calling across the empty





room)




Need me any longer, Boss?

Mark has started to mix some margaritas. 






MARK




No, that’s it, Ben. Thanks mate.

The Doorman closes the main door behind him. Claire is looking quizzical as she takes a seat at the bar.






MARK





(grinning as he salts two





glasses)




Always take a job behind the bar




before I buy a place.






CLAIRE




I see, an entrepreneurial   

marriage guidance counsellor.



MARK

I’m just a natural multi-tasker.

He pours the two drinks and leans towards her on the bar.






CLAIRE




What time is your girlfriend




picking you up?

For a moment Mark looks puzzled, then he smiles.






MARK




Oh, right. No. No, she wasn’t my 

Priscilla.

Claire takes a sip of her drink. There’s an obvious chemistry going on.






CLAIRE




Didn’t know you were looking




for one…






MARK





(indicating the stool





next to her.)

Mind if I join you?

Claire’s eyes and smile give him permission.










FADE OUT.










FADE IN:

EXT. LAS VEGAS STRIP. NIGHT.

All along the Strip, there is neon everywhere, adverts for the big shows etc.

There’s a crowd gathered each side of a roped-off red carpet. Limos are pulling up and a steady stream of glamorous people – men in dinner jackets, women in evening gowns – are walking up towards the entrance. Paparazzi are there.

Mark and Claire emerge out from a car and walk, arm in arm, along the red carpet. 

EXT. LAS VEGAS VENUE.  NIGHT.

The paparazzi cameras are flashing frenetically. Their target… Howard and Terry are posing in a doorway, shaking hands for the cameras, flanked by Gareth Edwards, Shakin’ Stevens, and Charlotte Church. Alongside them is an array of Elvis impersonators.

Tom Jones joins them, and shakes Terry’s hand. Terry has the biggest look of delight on his face.

The celebrities are toasting the occasion with glasses of iced curry sauce cocktails.

On each side of the entrance there are massive pillars in the shape of leeks.

Above everyone is a huge neon sign proclaiming ‘Bronwyn’s: Your Welsh Theme Pub’.  

END

