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INT. BEN’S BEDROOM.
DAY

Ben is lying on the bed watching a black & white movie. The room is kept unusually neat for an 11 year-old. Outside there are the sounds of a family party.

CUT TO:

EXT.
THE GARDEN OF BEN’S HOUSE. DAY.

A BBQ is in full swing. About twenty people –slightly more women than men - are standing around drinking. It’s a hot day. Two SMALL KIDS are splashing in a paddling pool. SUE, an attractive woman in her late 30’s is manning the BBQ. She looks up at the bedroom window and, as if not for the first time, shouts towards it.






SUE




Ben. Food.

The FOUR OTHER CHILDREN in the garden, ages close to Ben, have run towards the paddling pool. The first to get there flicks water at the other three. A full-blown water fight erupts. The eldest kid runs off and is soon back, armed with a gushing hosepipe. Screaming all round. 






SUE





(Feigning disapproval)




Mind the little ones. 

Now with genuine annoyance she looks up at the window and shouts louder than before.






SUE




Ben. Down here. Now. 

The kid with the hosepipe looks at the bedroom window, then at Sue for approval. Her laugh gives it and he turns the jet on to the glass. On the BBQ rows of sausages and burgers look on the verge of burning. JANE, same age, same look as Sue, wanders over.






JANE




Need a hand?

Sue hands her friend the BBQ fork and walks purposely towards the open back door. Ben appears. Sue beckons him toward the garden.






SUE




Go. Play. It’s what kids do. 

EXT. THE OUTSIDE OF A CLOSED DOWN SHOP. DAY

Same weather. LUCY is at the door struggling to find the right key. Her two friends, JERRY and TINA, a couple, stand a few paces behind. All three are in their early 40s






JERRY






You’re sure it’s this shop that 

you’ve bought Luce?

Lucy ignores the comment and tries another key. TINA is looking, nostalgically, up and down the small parade of shops.






TINA




I’m sure this was the greengrocers. 

That Spar used to be owned by the  

old Indian guy. The Chinese looks 

just the same. Offy’s gone up-market.


Lucy has found the right key. She pushes the door open, trapping a pile of junk mail underneath it.






LUCY




Da-Da. Welcome to my world.

Jerry and Tina follow her in. It’s dusty and not too clean. 






JERRY




Jesus. This is going to take more 

than a few days.

Lucy pulls out a £10 note from the pocket of her jeans and hands it to him.






LUCY




Go and make yourself useful. Get 

a couple bottles of wine. 

Jerry disappears. Tina smiles and gives her friend a hug.






TINA




Well done girl. You did it. 

Lucy is crying. 
 

INT.
SHABBY PUB

Lucy, Jerry and Tina are laughing, clearly having knocked back several drinks. Tina’s mobile phone rings. She looks at the number displayed before answering. 






TINA




Hello Darling.

As if performing a well trodden, sub-conscious, ritual, Tina and Lucy break eye contact.






TINA





(on phone)




Are you ready for bed?

As if he is part of the ritual, Jerry engages Lucy.






JERRY




This is like sitting in a bloody 

time warp.



LUCY

If it was you’d still be barred 

from the pub. 



TINA


(on phone)

Sounds like you’ve had a wonderful 

day. Nanny took me to that Zoo when

I was a little girl. 

(without looking at Jerry) 

Daddy says goodnight too. Love you. 

Nite Nite

Lucy is already on her way to the bar.

CUT TO:

INT.
INDIAN RESTURANT.

The remainder of a mass of over-ordered food is on the table. Jerry is politely waving an empty bottle of wine at a waiter. His request is noted.






JERRY




So when did you last see him?






LUCY




Danny’s fortieth. Apparently this 

current one is definitely the one.






TINA




Yeah, yeah.






JERRY




He wasn’t your type, nor was

whats-his-name, the one that 

shared with David.



TINA

Ah..David


(she throws a look at Lucy)



LUCY

As in, David the bastard who never 

wrote. 



JERRY

Bet he’s a rear admiral by now.



LUCY

Mind you any of them would 

have been a better choice than The Arsehole.



JERRY


(Raising his glass 

 in a mock toast)




To The Arsehole.






TINA




Do you know we got Mandela out  

quicker than you.

A split second while the other two get the joke, then the exaggerated laughter of old friends enjoying a good night out.

INT:
KITCHEN OF BEN’S HOUSE

Ben is sitting at the table dressed in a neat, new school uniform, his equally new holdall on the floor next to him. Sue, dressed in a business suit that looks a peg too professional for her, is pouring the last cup of coffee from a pot and trying to operate the computer at the same time.






BEN




We’re going to be late.

Sue is now sitting at the computer, typing frantically. We see a name at the top of the e-mail. David Gardner.






SUE




Your Dad says good luck.






BEN




I’ve read it.

She clicks to send the e-mail and turns the computer off.






BEN




You should shut it down properly.

Sue gulps down what is left in her cup, graps a set of car keys and walks towards the door.






SUE




Come on, I’ll be late.

CUT TO:


EXT:
ENTRANCE TO SCHOOL. DAY.

Sue’s car pulls up outside a large school. Rush hour. A cacophony of noise. Ben gets out slowly and reluctantly.






SUE  




Go on Hun. Enjoy yourself. I was 

really excited on my first day. 

I’ll pick you up at Auntie Jane’s 

about six.


She drives off, waving. Ben stands and looks apprehensively at the hordes of kids swarming in through the various gates. We hear the playground hubbub get even louder as he enters. Ben follows the human tidal flow.

INT:
OFFICER’S QUARTERS OF HMS STRATHCLYDE.

SUB-LIUTENANT DAVID GARDNER is sitting at a computer.






DAVID




Jesus Christ. How can you spend 

two grand on a three-piece suite? 

He looks behind to see if the other officer in the room is listening. Satisfied he has partial attention.






DAVID

You’ve seen ours. Is there 

anything wrong with it? Does it 

say to you that these people are 

down on their luck? Does anyone 

in their right mind play any 

fucking attention to how a 

three-piece suite looks?

SUB-LIUTENANT BARRY PARSONS, lets the tirade rest in the air before saying anything.






BARRY




I always think that your missus 

has a touch of class about her. 

Now mine would be grateful with 

something cheap and second-hand.

He goes back to his book while David is typing a reply.






BARRY




You better hope you get that 

promotion mate. Only don’t tell 

her if you do. It’ll trigger a 

new kitchen.

We see David signing off his e-mail with ‘Love you-miss you XX.’

INT.
SUE’S OFFICE. PORTSMOUTH INTERCONTINENTAL HOTEL.  


 
  











SUE





(On phone)

No problem. I’ll change it to 

Thirty-four rooms on the sixteenth

of October and thirty-two on the 

seventeenth, with fifty-five for 

dinner on the Wednesday night.. 

(pause) 

Look forward to seeing you next 

month. Bye.

SUE’S ASSISTANT has been hovering by the door waiting for her boss to finish the call.






SUE’S ASSISTANT




Sue, Gavin Pritchard is in Reception

CUT TO:

INT.
RECEPTION. PORTSMOUTH INTERCONTINENTAL HOTEL.

GAVIN PRITCHARD, late thirties, sharp business suit, gets up from the lobby couch when he sees Sue walking briskly towards him carrying a leather folder. Neither seems to know the appropriate way to greet the other. A handshake would be as inappropriate as a peck. They both opt for a friendly smile.






SUE




The room’s ready. I hope.

CUT TO: 

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM. PORTSMOUTH INTERCONTINENTAL HOTEL

Gavin follows Sue into a large conference room next to the reception area. It is laid out with about 100 seats, theatre style. A lectern has been placed in the middle of the stage. A SOUND ENGINEER is testing the PA system.






GAVIN




Seems perfect.






SUE




The buffet is being served in the 

Victory Suite at 12.30.

Gavin nods while looking around double-checking that everything is to his satisfaction.






GAVIN




Fancy a drink later?

Sue tries to look as if she is weighing up her answer. Her reply is half a beat too soon for much thought to have gone into it.






SUE




Sure.






GAVIN




About six? Here?

Sue nods.

INT.
KITCHEN. JANES HOUSE

Sue comes in through the backdoor that is partly open. We see that it is dark outside. Jane is making a cup of coffee and automatically reaches for a second mug. She gives Sue a look of mock disapproval and pushes the lounge door shut, blocking out the sound of a Play Station game.






JANE





(lowered voice)




I thought you’d knocked things on 

the head.






SUE




Put it on hold, more like.

Sue takes the mug of tea and goes into the lounge.

CUT TO:

INT.
JANE’S LOUNGE

Two of the kids that were involved in the water fight at the BBQ are engrossed in a violent shoot-out with aliens. Ben is sitting at the dining table immersed in a large reference book. 






SUE




Hi Hun. How did it go?

Ben’s nod could be taken as OK. He goes to put the book into his holdall. We see it is a film guide.






SUE




No rush. I’m just having a coffee 

with Auntie Jane.

She turns back towards the kitchen. Resignedly, Ben reopens his book.

INT.
LUCY’S SHOP

Jerry and Tina are about to leave. The shop, still bare, is now clean and freshly painted.






LUCY




Go. Don’t worry.






JERRY




You’re sure this carpenter’s going 

to turn up?



LUCY

I have faith.



JERRY

And everything’s arriving Thursday?



LUCY

In my new, and ideal world, shelves 

on Wednesday, stock on Thursday, 

sign for the front on Friday. I 

can’t possibly see anything going 

wrong.



TINA

And you’ll send us the newspaper 

article?



LUCY

Bundles of them. Now go.

She chivvies them out. A final round of hugs.

CUT TO:

EXT.
LUCY’S SHOP. DAY.

Lucy is waving to the car as it drives off. When it’s turned the corner she looks round at the shop and up to where a sign should be. Her look says smug, determined satisfaction. She clenches her fist.






LUCY




Yes.

EXT. THE END OF THE STREET CONTAINING LUCY’S SHOP. DAY

Ben, his school uniform a touch too tidy for this end of the day, walks around the corner. He seems to know the area but is looking for something specific. We get to see Lucy’s shop that is now open. It is a video shop. The large sign above the door says ‘Your Top Three.’ Ben walks in. 

INT.
LUCY’S SHOP.

Lucy is sitting behind the counter searching for a particular entry in a large film guide. Ben starts looking at the well-stocked shelves.






LUCY




I’m afraid we don’t stock any of 

the new titles.



BEN

I know. I read about you in the 

local newspaper.

A long pause while Ben keeps looking. We get to see the titles on display. All classics.






LUCY




So you like old movies?






BEN




Not all of them.

Ben seems to have chosen a film.






LUCY




I’m sorry but your mum or dad is 

going to have to fill out a 

membership form.

Ben walks over to the counter and pulls out some paperwork from his bag.






BEN




I’ve got a letter from my mother 

and copies of her recent gas and 

electricity bills.



LUCY


(smiling)

That should do nicely.

She proceeds to fill out a membership card while Ben goes back to the shelf, picks a video case and takes it to the counter.






LUCY




Ah, The Odd Couple. Good call.

She gets the video from the back and takes £2 from Ben.






LUCY




So is this in your top three?






BEN




No.

Ben puts the video in his bag and walks towards the door, stopping halfway and turning.






BEN




It’s my favourite Jack Lemmon film. 

My second favourite Walter Matthau 

and my third favourite film set in 

New York.



LUCY


(unfazed)

What’s the best New York film?



BEN

The Taking of Pelham 123



LUCY

Better than The Godfather?



BEN

None of the Godfather films are 

solely set in New York.

He walks out of the shop.

INT.
CAPTAIN’S OFFICE. HMS STRATHCLYDE

CAPTAIN TONY CLARK is at his desk. David taps quietly on the open door.






DAVID




You wanted to see me Sir?






CAPTAIN CLARK




Yes, come in David.

The Captain nods towards the seat in front of him and pulls out a sheet of paper from the small, neat pile on his desk.






CAPTAIN CLARK 




It won’t be official until you hear 

it face to face from the promotion 

panel when we get back to Portsmouth. 

But anyway, congratulations - First

Lieutenant.

The Captain leans forward and shakes David’s hand.






DAVID




Thank You Sir.






CAPTAIN CLARK 




And, of course, Cape Town is not the 

worst place in the World to 

celebrate a promotion.

INT.
A QUIET BAR

David and Barry are sitting at the bar, both with half consumed glasses of beer. The mood is not celebratory. 






BARRY

What is it, some kind of mid-life 

crisis? What are you going to grow 

a beard and live in a tepee?



DAVID

Look Barry, You can take the piss 

all you want. I’ve just got to a 

point where I want to be at home 

more. Ben’s having all sorts of 

problems settling into the Comp and 

what bloody use am I to him here?



BARRY

What makes you think Sue wants you 

at home? I’d give me and Teresa a 

week if I was under her feet 24-7. 

Both men reflect their thoughts towards their respective beer glasses. 






BARRY




And if you add it up you have more 

time with Ben then someone who 

spends half his life commuting and 

all weekend on the golf course. He’s 

a sound lad. He’ll be fine.  


Barry’s next drink leaves an inch of beer in his glass.

BARRY




Remember Steve Hoskins? Second 

Lieutenant on the Devonshire? 

David nods.






BARRY

Security guard at Tescos now.

Barry finishes his drink and places it on the bar with a degree of emphasis. 






BARRY

Now if you’re not going to take 

your finger out of your arse, I’m 

going to find someone else to play 

with.

David smiles, shakes his head, finishes his beer and signals with the empty glass to THE BARMAN. 

INT:
LUCY’S SHOP






LUCY





(on phone)

Listen, for the last time, I’m 

really, really pleased for you. I’m 

just pissed off you didn’t tell me 

when you were both down here. 


(pause)

I can talk about it you know. Look 

at it this way. That prick is out of 

my life. Line drawn. Move on. Can 

you imagine what it would have been 

like if we’d had kids?


(pause)

Ben enters the shop.






LUCY




Exactly. Now, I’ve got to go. My 

best customer has just come in. Give 

my love to Jerry and if I’m not 

Godmother I’ll come and burn your 

house down. 



Ben walks to the counter and hands a video to Lucy. The cover has the ‘Your Top Three’ logo on it.






LUCY




So what did you think?






BEN




Good ending.






LUCY




Better than The Italian Job?






BEN




No ending is as good as The Italian 

Job.



LUCY

Except Thelma and Louise.



BEN

Maybe Butch Cassidy.






LUCY




Or The Shawshank Redemption. Listen 

I’ve got a proposal for you.

She beckons for Ben to come behind the counter where there are two large, open boxes containing dozens of videos and DVDs, all chucked in haphazardly. Some have no cases.






LUCY




I picked these up at an auction.

She picks out a battered video.






LUCY




They’ve all got to be watched right 

the way through to make sure they 

work. I can’t pay you because you’re 

too young but if you can help out,




free videos until Christmas.

For the first time we see Ben’s face light up. 






INT.
HOTEL BEDROOM

Sue is sitting in front of a dressing table mirror flicking her hair back into the degree of neatness that matches the jacket of the business suit that she takes off the back of the chair and puts on. She adds a pair of earrings that were lying on the table. Gavin is standing on the other side of an unmade bed finishing off a call on his mobile phone. He walks over, engages eye contact via the mirror and kisses Sue on the back of her neck. Her response is warm and immediate.  






GAVIN




How do you fancy dinner in Paris 

next Thursday?






SUE




Are you serious?






GAVIN




I’ve got one of our quarterly 

meetings with the French on Friday. 

We could get a flight out Thursday afternoon. I would say make a 

weekend of it but I’ve got to get 

back for a chums wedding. We’d still 

have most of Friday if you want to 

see the sights or the go shopping.  

Sue looks uncertain.






GAVIN




Don’t worry. If you can’t get the 

time off we could do it again. 






SUE




No, work isn’t the problem. I’ve got 

loads of holiday still to take. It’s 

Ben. He won’t sleep anywhere but home 

and there’s nobody who can ..I know 

it sounds stupid but..



GAVIN

No problem. It was short notice. I 

have to go over there quite often, 

so we can do it another time.



SUE

He’s coming up to twelve years old 

for God’s sake. No. I’ll come. It’s 

about time he started acting his age. 

He can stay at Jane’s. It’ll be good 

for him.



GAVIN

Well think about it. Let me know.



SUE

No,no. It’ll be fine. Honestly. 

Sue stands up and kisses him.






SUE

Besides, it will be nice to have some proper time together.



EXT:
DECK OF HMS STRATHCLYDE. DAY. / INT: SUE’S KITCHEN

David is on a mobile, leaning on a deck rail; Sue on a cordless phone, scurrying around the kitchen tidying up dishes as she speaks.






DAVID




Are you sure Jane’s happy with this?






SUE




She agrees with me that it’s time to 

stop treating him with kid gloves. 

Anyway, when will you hear about the promotion?



DAVID

Couldn’t you do this when I get back? 

It’s only two weeks away.



SUE

I’ve told you. It’s a conference.

I don’t get to pick the date. Didn’t 

you hear what I said? The promotion?



DAVID

I go before an interview panel on

the tenth of December. Should know 

pretty soon afterwards. I want to 

talk it through with you first though.



SUE

Why?



DAVID

Because you’re my wife. If I get it 

there could be a six month posting 

in Cape Town straight away.



SUE

Teresa said First Lieutenant is

worth an extra six grand a year. So 

there won’t be much to talk about. 

Listen this must be costing a fortune. 

E-mail me.



DAVID

When are we seeing the school?



SUE

Oh I don’t know. The week after

you get back I think. Don’t worry, 

it’s not on the tenth. 



DAVID

OK. I miss you.



SUE

And me. Listen I’ve got to dash.



DAVID

Love you.

SUE




And you.    

EXT:
ENTRANCE TO SCHOOL. DAY.

As Sue stops the car a surly looking Ben makes no immediate move to get out of the passenger seat. A momentary stand-off between mother and son.  






SUE




I’m not having this Ben. All I’m 

asking is for you to stay one night 

with a family you’ve known all your 

life. What’s your problem? I’m not 

arguing about it. I’ll be back 

tomorrow night. Now come on, I’m 

late.

Ben resigns himself to getting out of the car. As Sue drives off he now seems more preoccupied with THREE HARD LOOKING KIDS, about his age, who have noticed him. Head down, Ben’s pace picks up as he walks towards the school door. They are following him. He gets to the door first. 

INT:
LUCY’S SHOP

With no customers to bother her, Lucy is contentedly browsing through a film reference book while a black & white film plays on the large TV she now has alongside the counter. The peace is disturbed as Ben crashes through the door. His nose is bleeding. The mud that covers his coat and face partly obscurers a large graze on his forehead. He is trying to contain frightened sobbing.

CUT TO

INT.
KITCHEN. JANES HOUSE

Jane answers the knock on her backdoor. Lucy has her arm around Ben, his cleaned up face now dominated by the graze. 






LUCY




Don’t worry. He’s OK, just a bit 

shaken up. He says his mum’s away 

but you’ve got a key.






JANE




Oh my God. Come here Ben





(to Lucy)




Come in.

With motherly experience, Jane quickly inspects the overall damage for herself.






JANE




The bag your Mum dropped off is in 

Craig’s room. Go and get out of 

these wet things.



BEN

I’m not staying here. I want to go 

home.



JANE

Just go and get changed love. Please.

Ben looks at Lucy, whose expression sanctions Jane’s request. He walks upstairs.






JANE




You’re the lady from the video shop 

aren’t you? I’m Jane by the way.

Lucy nods as Jane reaches, almost instinctively, to put the kettle on. 






JANE

What happened?



LUCY

I don’t know. Seems there was some 

problem as he left school. I don’t 

think he’s badly hurt. I suggested 

going to casualty while they got 

hold of his mum but Ben got a bit 

upset. He wanted to go home and said 

you had a key. What time is she 

back?

Lucy glances at the kitchen clock that shows 5.15. 






LUCY

I don’t think he should be left on 

his own.



JANE


(not comfortable)

His mum’s not coming back tonight.

She’s in Paris but didn’t tell Ben

that as he’d worry. He knows that 

he’s staying here tonight and she’ll 

be home tomorrow. Shit. Sorry. I 

knew this wouldn’t work.

The kettle has boiled. 






JANE




Tea or coffee?






LUCY




Coffee. Black, please.

Jane proceeds to make the drinks.






JANE




You know Ben don’t you?






LUCY




Yeah. He’s been helping me sort some 

stock out. 






JANE




Must be in his element. He’s been 

watching films since before he could 

talk.  



LUCY

I know. He’s a lovely kid when you 

get to know him.



JANE

He is. Just..um..a bit of a loner. 

And likes things to be just so. I’ve 

known him since he was a baby. His

mum and I were in school together.

Jane hands Lucy her cup of coffee.




I knew tonight wasn’t a good idea. 

He was never going to settle anyway. 

Don’t get me wrong. I agree with his 

mum that it’s time to get firm. Last 

year they had to cancel a holiday to

France because Ben didn’t want to 

go. His father’s in the Navy.

   






LUCY




Yes I know. He’s back on leave soon 

isn’t he?






JANE




In about two weeks I think. Like I 

said, I knew Ben wouldn’t want to 

stay here, although he’s grown up 

with my two. They’re at the football tonight with their dad. Ben could 

have gone but he doesn’t like crowds. 

Now this has happened. Shit. I’d 

better phone Sue.

Jane picks up the phone on the wall near to the back door. The number is on speed dial. It connects.

JANE

Shit.

(pause)

Sue. Phone me. Ben’s had an accident. Don’t worry, he’s OK. Just call me as 

soon as you get this message.

She puts phone down.

JANE

Shit. Shit. Sorry 




(Raising her voice towards the stairs)




Ben, are you alright?

She pulls a face of exaggerated frustration at Lucy and walks up the stairs.

CUT TO:

INT:
CRAIG’S BEDROOM

Ben has changed and is sitting on the floor, his arms wrapped firmly around his knees. When he sees Jane at the door he starts crying. 






BEN




Please let me go home Auntie Jane. 

Please. I just want to go home.

Jane moves to comfort him just as the phone rings downstairs.






JANE




That’ll be your Mum.

CUT BACK TO KITCHEN.

Lucy is standing by a worktop. Jane runs down the stairs and grabs the phone.

   




JANE




Hello.

(pause)




Oh, hello darling. Speak up I can 

hardly hear you. 

(pause)

Lucy silently mouths a request to go up and see Ben. Jane nods and points to indicate that the room is on the left.  

Oh shit. I forgot. It’s not a good 

night Craig. Ben’s staying and he’s 

got into some sort of scrap at 

school. 

(pause)

Oh, alright. I suppose so. Tell your father to get you all something to 

eat after the game. And don’t be too 

late back here.

She puts the phone down and walks upstairs.

CUT TO 

INT:
CRAIG’S BEDROOM.

Lucy is comforting Ben who now seems less agitated. 





JANE

Now I’ve found mine have got two 

mates sleeping over tonight and as 

I’ve already said yes their parents 

have gone out for the night. Terrific.

This news upsets Ben and he starts sobbing again.





LUCY




Look. It’s only a suggestion, and it 

would have to be OK with his mum, but 

if it helps I could stay at their 

house for the night. Sleep on the 

settee or something.

Ben’s reaction shows he likes this idea. Jane does not get time to respond as the phone rings again.

CUT TO:

INT:
KITCHEN. JANE’S HOUSE.

Jane is stretching the phone as far as she can, which puts her almost out of the backdoor. Her voice is muted, irritated, and almost angry.






JANE




Look, unless Richard Gere there has 

a private jet to get you back 

tonight, I don’t see what choice you 

have.

(pause)

I told you this would happen.  

(pause)

Listen, she seems alright and Ben obviously likes her. He’s adamant 

that he wants to go home and he’s 

only going to get worse when the 

boys turn up with the other lads. 

You’re going to have to take her up

take up on her offer. 

CUT TO

INT:
BEN’S HOUSE

Ben and Lucy are sitting in the lounge watching a film on TV. On the coffee table lay the remains of two takeaway pizzas.  The theme from Rocky 1 is playing. 






LUCY




It seemed kind of appropriate.






BEN




This one’s the best, followed by 

three, then two.






LUCY




Oh I think five is underrated. Four 

is crap. And anyway, Kid Gallagher 

is better than the lot of them.

Ben smiles. Lucy’s attention has been drawn to a nearby photograph of David and Sue. She looks closer and smiles ruefully. Ben doesn’t notice.

INT.
SUE’S OFFICE. PORTSMOUTH INTERCONTINENTAL HOTEL.  

Sue is at her desk typing figures into a computer spreadsheet. Her Assistant appears at the door. She has a slightly bemused expression.






SUE’S ASSISTANT




There’s a Lucy from the video shop 

to see you.

Sue pulls a similar look of puzzlement followed by a nod. Lucy enters, holding a small batch of papers. Sue is still typing.






SUE




Hi. Come in. I won’t be a minute. 

End of month accounts. Nightmare.

Sue motions towards the seat in front of her desk. Lucy takes a seat. Sue closes the file she’s working on.






SUE

Nice to meet you at last. Thanks for helping out the other night.






LUCY




No problem. Ben seems to be on the 

mend.



SUE

Yeah. He’ll be fine. Just one of 

those things. The schools are so 

bloody helpless these days. Anyway 

Ben didn’t want me to make a fuss.



LUCY

Listen, I hope you don’t mind me 

popping in like this but I heard a 

phone-in programme on the radio

yesterday and it made me think of 

Ben. 


Sue’s expression does not show great interest; it already verges on the defensive.






LUCY




Have you heard of something called




Asperger Syndrome?






SUE





(with little interest)




Can’t say I have.

Sue’s attitude appears to make Lucy more nervous. The pace of her delivery verges on excitement - a touch too fast.






LUCY

Well this woman on the programme was
 talking about her son. He’s having 

trouble settling into school, 

doesn’t want to mix with other kids, 

won’t leave the house unless he has 

to, very fussy with food. 

Sue’s look has turned to an unfriendly stare. It’s not helping Lucy explain. 



LUCY

Well, the psychologist who was on 

the show said this is typical of 

this Asperger Syndrome. He asked the mother if the child has any 

overwhelming interest or hobby. Turns

out his whole life revolves around a collection of football programmes and 

he’s obsessed with the statistics. 

As Sue continues to stare aggressively, Lucy is now getting flustered.






LUCY

He’s actually really, really bright. Apparently this is quite common and..



SUE

I’m sorry, I’m not with you. 



LUCY

Children with Asperger Syndrome..

SUE

Hang on. Are you trying to tell me 

that Ben has this ..syndrome?



LUCY

It’s not just children, although the problems tend to be in childhood. 

Kids with Asperger’s have real 

problems dealing with other kids.



SUE

And you think my son has this?



LUCY


(trying to compose herself)

Yes. But although it causes all 

sorts of day-to-day problems there’s 

also an upside. These kids are 

invariably very, bright; almost 

geniuses, some of them. Another way 

they describe the condition is high intellect autism. After I..



SUE


(raised voice. Angry)

Autism. Did you say autism? Are you 

trying to tell me that my son has 

autism?



LUCY

It’s not what you think. It’s a form 

of autism. I’ve been reading up on it. 

She goes to show Sue the papers she is holding. 






LUCY




I printed these off a website. 

There’s..

She’s fumbling the papers.



SUE

You think my son is handicapped?

How dare you. How fucking dare you.



LUCY

Please listen, it’s..



SUE

It’s you that’s got the fucking 

problem lady.

She’s now pointing aggressively at Sue.






SUE

From what I’ve heard it’s you that 

doesn’t have anything to do with 

people. Living on your won, obsessed 

with watching crappy old films. This 

is what has rubbed off on Ben. Well 

I don’t want him going anywhere near

you. Do you hear? If you do I’ll 

phone the social services. It’s you 

that’s the bloody nutter. Now get out 

or I’ll call a security guard.

Lucy looks shell shocked, almost in tears. Scooping up the papers, she gets up and leaves. Sue aggressively clicks the keyboard of her computer, opening the spreadsheet.






SUE




Sad bitch.

EXT:
PORTSMOUTH NAVAL DOCKS

HMS Strathclyde has docked. Small groups of eager relatives are standing on the dockside. Sailors are walking down the gangplank. Lots of emotional reunions are creating a party-like atmosphere. Sue and Ben are standing with TERESA and her TWO DAUGHTERS, aged about seven and eight. David and Barry emerge and spot their families. The two small girls run towards their father. Teresa is not far behind. Eager, excited hugs and kisses. David smiles at the preoccupied family as he walks past.  Sue and Ben have stayed put. David reaches them. Smiling broadly he puts his kitbag down and hugs Sue. The response is there, but not quite. She pulls away to allow David to put his arm around Ben and he playfully tussles his son’s hair before pulling the boy towards him. Barry and his family have now reached them. Cross hugs. They all know each other well.

INT:
BEN’S BEDROOM

Ben is in bed. A black & white film is on his TV. David is sitting on the bed. 






DAVID

Don’t worry, I’m sure it’s just a misunderstanding. I’ll have a chat 

with Mum. 

Ben’s look prompts an answer






DAVID

Not tonight. Tomorrow. 

Ben appears to accept this.






DAVID




By the way, what’s Lucy’s surname?






BEN




Ferguson. Why?






DAVID




No. Nothing. Now don’t 

watch this for too long. What is it anyway?



BEN

Kid Gallager.






DAVID




Oh, good film. Elvis made a remake. 

Mind you, it was crap.

David gets up and pauses by the door.






DAVID




It’s good to be home Ben. I really

missed you.   






BEN




I missed you too Dad.

CUT TO

INT:
KITCHEN.

Sue is taking the lids off a Chinese takeaway. David walks up behind her, slips his arms around her waist and kisses her ear. The response is not totally reciprocal. Sue breaks the clinch to reach into the oven for two plates. She starts serving up the food. David is now leaning on the opposite work surface drinking a glass of wine. 






SUE




How long after this panel thing will 

you know?



DAVID

Don’t know, not long. Before 

Christmas I guess.



SUE

It’s just that the conservatory 

people have a pre-Christmas 

promotion on. I know what you’re 

going to say, that’ll be followed by 

a New Year promotion, but it would 

be nice to know what we’re getting so 

we can buy the furniture in the sales. 
 






DAVID

Look, there’s a lot to talk about 

with this promotion. Not tonight 

though. Let’s just have a nice meal 

and..



SUE

I’ve been thinking about this posting

in Cape Town. Teresa was telling me 

about what a great place it is. We 

could come out for a holiday.



DAVID

Well, seeing Ben wouldn’t go to 

Euro Disney for a weekend I can’t see 

that happening somehow.

David has now sat at the table; Sue is laying the food out.






SUE




He’ll be fine, there’s nothing wrong 

with him. Did you know that sad old 

bag in the video shop said he was 

some kind of spastic? I nearly 

punched her lights out. 

Sue has now sat down herself.






DAVID




Ben was saying he’s not allowed




to go there anymore.




 

SUE

Damn right he isn’t. The bloody

woman should be locked up.






DAVID




What exactly did she say?






SUE




She said Ben was handicapped.




Handicapped. I ask you?

Sue pauses briefly to eat. David looks as if he is preparing a response.






SUE




Did I tell you Jane has a new bloke?

David ponders momentarily.






DAVID




No.

He begins to eat. 

EXT:
ENTRANCE TO SCHOOL

David, driving Sue’s car, pulls up at the main entrance. Ben is in the passenger seat.






BEN




Promise you’ll speak to Mum today?






DAVID

Let me get to the bottom of what the problem is first. Now come on, you 

don’t want to be late.

Ben has noticed the same group of hard looking boys as before. David picks up on this.






DAVID




Are those the kids you had a problem 

with?



BEN


(agitated)

Don’t cause a fuss Dad, please.






DAVID




I won’t. But you must go to the 

teachers if you’re worried. Promise?

Ben’s nod does not carry conviction.






DAVID




OK, now come on. Your mum needs the

car.

Ben gets out, throws an apprehensive glance, quick enough so his dad will not notice, at the group of kids and walks towards the main door. David has noticed. He drives off. Ben has reached the main door and enters.

CUT TO

EXT:
SCHOOL PLAYGROUND

David is walking from the entrance on the other side of the playground towards the group of three boys. They have noticed him and have already adopted identical looks of defiance. David approaches them.






DAVID




I’m Ben Gardner’s father. You’re 

the group that duffed him up the 

other week aren’t you?

All three boys remain impassive, although not quite as defiant. 






DAVID




Well let me explain what will happen 

if you give him any more grief. You 

see those hooligans over there?

David points to a gang of six older youths standing on the other side of the school gate. All are smoking. One flicks his cigarette butt into the road. A Jeep pulls up nearby and one of the group walks slowly towards it.






DAVID




Well I will pay them whatever they 

require to beat the living shit out 

of all three of you.

He walks off, without waiting for a response.

INT:
KITCHEN OF BEN’S HOUSE

Sue is rinsing a coffee cup in the sink and looking, with irritation, at the clock. It’s 9.35. David enters through the backdoor and hands her the car keys. 






DAVID




Sorry, traffic. When did you say we

are we seeing the school?



SUE

This Thursday I think. Listen I must 

dash. I wont be home until gone 

twelve. I may not be in the hotel if 

these clients want to go out 

somewhere else for dinner. 

David nods. 






DAVID

Let’s make some time for us to have 

a proper chat about this promotion.






SUE




I’m off on Sunday. The conservatory 

place is open all weekend. Don’t 

worry about this posting, we’ve had 

worse. 

She picks up her handbag.






SUE

I’ve told you Ben is eating 

nothing but pepperoni pizza at the 

moment haven’t I? There’s loads in

the freezer. Now I really have to go.

Sue gives David a peck on the lips and dashes out of the door.

EXT. THE END OF THE STREET CONTAINING LUCY’S SHOP. DAY

David is walking towards the shop.

CUT TO:

INT:
LUCY’S SHOP

Lucy is sitting in her normal pose, reading a reference book. She looks up as David enters.






DAVID




Hiya Luce






LUCY





(smiling broadly)




Well if it isn’t my favourite




ex-boyfriend.








DAVID




I guessed it was you.






LUCY




Same here, but your son telling me 

your name gave me a bit of a clue. 

Come here.

Lucy has walked around the counter with her arms outstretched. They hug warmly.






LUCY




I’d say you hadn’t changed a bit




but that would be gross bullshit.






DAVID




The years, however, have been kind 

to you.






LUCY




Now that is total bollocks.

They both laugh, stop, shake their heads and laugh again. . 

CUT TO

INT:
LUCY’S SHOP

David is looking at a shelf of videos. Lucy comes out of the back of the shop with two cups of coffee.






DAVID




So, what have you been up to then?




LUCY

Went to the States, fell in love, 

got dumped, came home, took a crap 

job, married a complete arsehole, 

took another fifteen years to get 

away, opened a video shop. And you?



DAVID

Oh, joined the navy, got married had 

a kid.

They laugh.






LUCY




Your lad’s lovely.






DAVID




He likes you.






LUCY




I’m afraid I seem to have upset




your wife though.






DAVID




It’s easily done. What the fuck did 

you say to her?






LUCY




I shouldn’t have interfered. It was




my fault.






DAVID




She seems to have got it into her 

head that you think Ben is 

handicapped.






LUCY




No, no. I think he’s got something




called Asperger’s. It doesn’t mean




he’s handicapped. Far from it.






DAVID




Asperger’s?






LUCY




Look, I’m not an expert and I 




obviously don’t explain it too well. 



It’s a form of autism, that’s what

seemed to upset your wife. What I 

was trying to tell her is that kids 

who have Asperger’s are usually very advanced. It’s just they find it 

difficult to mix with other kids, so 

the danger is they become reclusive. 

She’s much more relaxed explaining it this time.






LUCY

They also don’t like changes in 

routine and usually have some 

overwhelming interest – almost 

obsessive. With Ben it’s obviously 

films. None of this has to be a 

problem. They just need help in 

coping with things other kids can do standing on their heads. Look, I’m 

sorry that I upset .. Sue isn’t it? 

It’s just sad that she’s stopped Ben coming round here. 






DAVID




She’s just got the wrong end of the




stick. I’m sure we can sort things




out.






LUCY




I’ve pulled loads of stuff off the




internet. Asperger’s is more common




than you think. Christ, I’m sure 

I’ve got it.



DAVID

That would explain a lot.

Lucy laughs.






DAVID




Have you still got the internet

stuff?

CUT TO

INT:
LUCY’S SHOP

Lucy is standing by the door with David, who is holding a large sheaf of papers.






LUCY




So when do you go back to sea, 

or whatever you sailor boys do?






DAVID




Now that’s a much bigger question




than you think. I don’t think I’ll




be going back. Long story. Probably




best told over lunch.






LUCY




Monday’s are usually quiet. Let me 

know.



DAVID

That’ll work. Next Monday?



LUCY

You’re on. 

The kiss goodbye has both the warmth of old friends and former lovers. 


INT:
BEN’S SCHOOL

David and Sue are approaching an open door labelled Mr Johnson. They knock. STEWART JOHNSON, a man in his late  thirties looks up from a pile of exercise books and beckons them in. They take the two seats in front of the desk. 






STEWART




Hi. I’m Stewart Johnson, head of 

Year Seven. Mrs Gardner I know, you 

must be Lieutenant Gardner.

Stewart leans over the desk and shakes David’s hand.


DAVID

(smiling)

It tends to be David when I’m home.



STEWART

You’re on the Strathclyde I gather.

My brother is a First Lieutenant 

on the Devonshire.

 

DAVID

Gareth Johnson?

Stewart nods.






DAVID




We were cadets at the same time.




Funnily enough I ran into him in 

Gibraltar last year. Give him my 

regards when you see him.

The teacher notices Sue’s disinterest.






STEWART




Will do. Anyway - Ben.

Stewart picks up a small booklet from the mass of paperwork spread across his desk.






STEWART




Ben’s report. Hot off the press. 

He hands it to David.






STEWART

No surprises. Academically it’s 

perfect. I normally wouldn’t

commit in year seven, but Ben is 

definitely university material. His

English and maths are already at

year nine level. That’s unusual. It’s

normally one or the other, even for

bright kids. And he’s got a real 

gift for IT, both design and 

technical.



DAVID

But?



STEWART

Well as we know, Ben’s had his 

problems settling in. I won’t deny

it, there has been a bullying issue

but I think that seems to have been

resolved. It’s too simplistic to 

label him as a loner, but that’s what 

he is and undoubtedly he finds it difficult to mix. A lot of kids find 

the move up to secondary school 

difficult but I always hope they will 

have settled by the first half-term. 

With Ben that has not been the case 

and I guess the reason we’re here 

tonight is to find a way of improving 

the situation.



DAVID

Is this more common for kids with

fathers in the Navy? You must have

quite a few.



STEWART

We do, and to be honest, it isn’t.



SUE

I think we’re blowing this out of proportion. Kids go through phases.



STEWART

I couldn’t agree more Mrs Gardner.

My concern is that Ben is clearly

not happy in school and I’m afraid

that could affect his work. Happy

kids do better, we all know that. 

If Ben is doing this well when he’s 

hating every minute, think what he 

could achieve if he was enjoying 

coming to school.

David looks up from reading the report.



DAVID

What do you know about Asperger

Syndrome?

Sue glares at her husband.






STEWART




Well I obviously know of it. Why




do you ask?






SUE




He’s asked because he’s got it into




his head that Ben has some kind of

handicap. 



DAVID

It just seems that Ben displays some

of the – symptoms is the wrong word –

characteristics – of Asperger’s.



SUE


(to David)

Since when have you been an expert?






(to Stewart)




I’m sorry Mr Johnson, as Ben’s 

mother, I don’t buy into this 

nonsense. I agree he’s a bit 

different to other kids but that’s probably because he’s brighter than 

most of them. Come on, we can all 

remember the brainy kids from when we 

were in school; none of them were 

the life and soul of the party. 

 

DAVID

Well perhaps they had Asperger’s.

It’s not uncommon apparently. I’m 

old enough to remember how we 

labelled kids who couldn’t read as 

being thick. Then they discovered dyslexia.



SUE

So last week you hadn’t heard about

this thing and now you’re an expert.



DAVID

Well perhaps you should have taken 

the time to read up on it.



SUE

Have you been speaking to ..



STEWART

(his hand gesture cuts through 

the exchange)

Listen, I don’t claim to be an 

expert in this but from what I have 

read about Asperger’s I can see that

Ben does display some of the.. characteristics.

He pauses to acknowledge Sue’s irritation that is now verging on anger.






STEWART




That said, from what I gather, apart




from pigeon holing the problem, 

diagnosing the condition doesn’t in 

itself provide any solutions. I 

could arrange for an educational 

physcologist to become involved if 

you want Ben properly assessed.



SUE

No. Involving those sort of people

is a slippery slope to a lunatic 

asylum. Then he would be labelled. 

Ben is a perfectly normal boy and 

that’s the end of the matter.

She gets up to leave. David remains seated.






SUE




I’m his mother and he’s not to see

a psychiatrist. Is that clear? Thank 

you for your time Mr Johnson. I’m 

sure that now this bullying has been

sorted out Ben will be fine. David, 

I’ll see back at the car.

She walks out of the room.

INT:
SUE’S CAR

Sue is driving; David is in the passenger seat reading the report. The shops they are passing all have Christmas displays. 






SUE





(in temper)




I might have guessed that Eleanor




fucking Rigby was one of your poncey




college friends.






DAVID





(much calmer than Sue)




She seems to know Ben better than we




do.



SUE

How dare you imply that I’m a crap 

mother. Do you think I enjoy working?

all hours?

David does not rise to the bait. The pause allows us to hear the Christmas pop song being played on the radio.






SUE




I bet you’ve both had a right laugh 

talking about me.






DAVID

Don’t be ridiculous.



SUE

(effected voice)

Oh, she won’t understand this,

she didn’t go to university you

know.


(back to normal - angry)

Of course I didn’t. Too fucking

busy having a baby.

Another pause, different Christmas record.






SUE




You better not let Ben near her. Do 

you understand?

The question rests over the strains of Wizard.






SUE




Have you shagged her?






DAVID




Oh, for God’s sake.






SUE




Was she one of your college 

conquests?

David has taken a leaflet out of the glove compartment and is paying it his full attention.






SUE




Well?






DAVID




We should have phoned the order 

through.

Sue is pulling the car to an over elaborate halt outside an Indian takeaway.



SUE

Come to think about it, have you

shagged her since you’ve been home?

David is already getting out of the car.






DAVID




What do you want?






SUE




I’m not hungry.

David does not wait to persuade her. He walks into the shop. As we see him placing an order Sue reaches to the backseat and takes a mobile phone out of her handbag. She only has to press two buttons for the call to connect.

CUT TO:

INT:
SUE’S CAR

David gets in carrying a large brown paper bag.






DAVID




I got you a chicken balti.

Sue starts the engine and pulls away. No music anymore. She stops at the first set of red lights.






SUE




I’m going away for the weekend.

She waits for a response. There isn’t one.






SUE




I’d had told them no at work because 

you were home. But I’ve decided to 

go. It’s a management exchange trip 

to one of our French hotels. 



DAVID

I thought we were going to have some

time this weekend to have a talk.






SUE




There’s nothing to talk about. You




haven’t been home a week and I 

already need a break.



DAVID

And I was looking forward to picking 

a conservatory.

He switches the radio back on and the car is filled with the strains of ‘the bells are ringing out for Christmas Day.’

EXT:
PORTSMOUTH CAR FERRY TERMINAL: DAY

Cars are loading. We see a red Porsche 911 being called forward.

CUT TO:

INT:
GAVIN’S PORSCHE.

Gavin is driving; Sue is in the passenger seat.






GAVIN




This was a nice surprise.

Sue’s hand joins Gavin’s on the gear stick. 

INT:
KITCHEN OF BEN’S HOUSE.

Ben is on the computer. David is making himself coffee and toast. He walks over and looks at the website Ben is on. Ben’s attention turns to his father.






DAVID




So what’s it to be then? Football?

Ben has a broad smile as he slowly, and exaggeratedly, shakes his head. It’s a routine.






DAVID




Skating?

Same response.




Bowling?

Same again.






DAVID




A trip to London to see the Queen?

Ben adds a theatrical scratching of his chin this time. 






DAVID




So it’s movie, videofest, movie




then?

Same smile, no shake of the head. By the end of the pause that follows David has reached the sink with his empty cup.






BEN




Can we see Lucy?

We see it’s a difficult one for David.

EXT:
OUTSIDE OF MULTIPLEX CINEMA. NIGHT.

Ben, David and Lucy are exiting amid a small crowd. We see Ben say something that makes David and Lucy laugh.

CUT TO:

INT:
A PIZZA RESTURANT

Ben, David and Lucy sit around a table where a couple of slices of pepperoni pizza lay uneaten.






DAVID




Shawshank Redemption. The Green Mile.

And ..


(pause)

The Great Escape.






LUCY




I really think POW films should




be in a separate category.






DAVID




Alright then. Jailhouse Rock.






LUCY




Elvis. There’s a surprise.

Ben laughs.






BEN




Is it any wonder I get bullied in




school? 






DAVID




Taste is a personal thing.





(looking at Lucy)




Your turn.






LUCY




OK, here’s the biggy. Top three 

scenes.



BEN

Excluding opening sequences and  

endings?



LUCY

Of course. Your turn to go first Ben.

There is no pause.






BEN




Number Three. The show of hands in




The Cincinnati Kid.






DAVID




That’s an ending.






BEN




No it’s not. The ending is when 

Steve McQueen looses the coin pitch

and the kid tells him you’re not 

ready for me yet.



LUCY

And number two?



BEN

The starting of the engine in Flight 

of the Phoenix.



LUCY

My favourite Jimmy Stewart film.



BEN

I thought you said that was Mr.

Smith goes to Washington.



LUCY

A close call the more I think about 

it. Mind you, I’d forgotten about

Harvey. Sorry go on. Number one?



BEN

The scene in Godfather One where

Robert Duvall turns up at the 

hospital with a court order and a

load of bodyguards. That’s what I 

want to be – a lawyer.



DAVID

Not a sailor then?

They all laugh.

EXT:
A FRENCH MARKET. DAY

Sue and Gavin are walking, hand in hand, through a bustling market in a French town. Apart from the usual cheeses and pastries, many stalls have traditional Christmas gifts. Sue and Gavin pause at one stall. Sue picks up a festive fur hat and tries it on.






SUE




What do think?






GAVIN




Very politically correct. But warm.

Sue puts it down. Gavin picks it up, pays the WOMAN behind the counter, thanks her in fluent French and playfully puts the hat on Sue. She laughs; they continue through the market. The next stall is full of wooden toys and an elaborate doll’s house that attracts Gavin’s attention. 






GAVIN




That would have been perfect for




my niece a couple of years ago. I’ve 

got her an I-Pod this year. Kids 

grow up quickly.

They walk on.



SUE

So how come you and Amanda never

had any?



GAVIN

Usual reason. I was abroad a lot.

She wanted to be a senior partner by 

the time she was thirty. Which she 

did. And by then we were drifting 

apart.



SUE

No regrets?



GAVIN


(a passable Scott Walker impression)

No tears goodbye. We’d only cry –eye

again.

Sue punches him playfully as they keep walking.






SUE




I’m being serious. I bet you’re 

great with kids.






GAVIN




I am. Ask my sister. I spoil her two




rotten.






SUE




So how come when you and Amanda split 

up, you didn’t find some nubile young 

thing with no job prospects and child-bearing hips?



GAVIN

And ruin this carefully cultivated

playboy image?


He puts his arm around her and gives her a kiss. He has spotted a stall selling nothing but Calvados.






GAVIN





(looking up)




Thank you Lord.

They reach the stall. This time an impression of Homer Simpson.






GAVIN




Mmmm Calvados.

EXT.
THE FRONT OF A WINE BAR. DAY

David and Lucy come out of the wine bar. They pause on the pavement. David is wearing naval uniform. 






DAVID




So. You’re sure I’m doing the 

right thing?



LUCY

Oh no. Don’t you go making it my

decision. Just remember, Captain 

Hook, whatever you think is right, 

will be.



DAVID

Typical cryptic female logic.

Ever thought of writing horoscopes?



LUCY

Let me know how it goes.

David nods. They exchange a friendly peck and brief hug before walking off in separate directions.

INT. CAPTAIN CLARK’S OFFICE, PORTSMOUTH NAVAL HQ.

The Captain is seated at his desk, David sitting in front of him. 






CAPTAIN CLARK




I take it that you’re fully aware

that this is a one-way ticket David.

Officers can never be re-commissioned.



DAVID

Yes Sir.



CAPTAIN CLARK




I have a certain way of handling

situations like this. Firstly I have absolutely no intention of trying to change your mind. What I will do 

however is put your letter, along 

with this notice of promotion, and 

leave it on my desk for two weeks 

before I take any action.

Captain Clark’s nod signifies the end of the meeting. David stands up stiffly and salutes.






DAVID




Thank you Sir.

As David turns formally to leave, the Captain gets up to accompany him to the door. They shake hands.






CAPTAIN CLARK




Have a good Christmas and give my 

love to Sue.



DAVID


(now relaxed) 

I will do Sir. And thank you.

EXT.
FAR END OF THE PORTSMOUTH INTERCONTINENTAL CAR PARK. DAY.

Gavin’s car is parked next to Sue’s. We see them inside the Porsche, kissing passionately. Sue gets out and is opening her car door as Gavin drives off. They wave to each other.

INT.
THE KITCHEN OF BEN’S HOUSE.

David is sitting at the table. Sue is pacing around angrily. She squares up to her husband.






SUE





(shouting)




Are you out of your fucking mind?




Don’t you think you should have 

talked to me about this first?



DAVID

I’ve been trying to talk to you for

weeks. 



SUE

You just walk out of the Navy 

without even asking me what I think?

She is pacing again.






SUE




What the fuck are we going to do for




money? Have you thought of that? 






DAVID




We have enough to get by comfortably




for a few months. I’m not totally




unemployable you know. I’ll get a 

job.






SUE




Oh. You expect me to keep you now.






DAVID

I expect us to use our savings for a while.






SUE




Use our savings to keep you until you




realise nobody wants to employ a 

middle-aged sailor?



DAVID

It’s not about money.



SUE

Then what is it about?



DAVID

It’s about Ben for a start.



SUE

Ben and I get on fine without you.

What makes you think we want you

around?



DAVID

If you think Ben’s doing fine then

it’s you that’s out of your fucking

mind.




SUE

How dare you. How fucking dare you.

Ben walks through the door. He is already distressed.






BEN




It wasn’t Dad’s fault. I wanted to 

see her.



SUE

What? What are you talking about?



BEN


(crying)

I made him take me.

Sue stops in mid-flow. She looks at David.






SUE




Have you let that fucking woman near 

him? After everything I’ve said?






BEN




Why can’t I see her? You’ve got no




right to stop me seeing her.

Sue pays no attention to what her son has said. She is glaring at David.






SUE




Oh hang on, now I get it. Now I get 

it. Now it’s all making sense. How 

long has this been going on?



BEN

We only went to the pictures.






SUE





(still focusing on David)




So that’s why she moved back here. 

How long have you been shagging her 

David?






DAVID




Ben, go upstairs while we sort this 

out.



SUE

There’s nothing to sort out Ben. 

Your father’s leaving the Navy so

he can carry on with his 

ex-girlfriend.


(directly to David)

You couldn’t wait, could you?



DAVID

What the hell are you talking about?






SUE




Well you can fucking well have her.




Go on. Fuck off to her. I’ve got 

someone else anyway.






CUT TO:

INT.
BEN’S BEDROOM.

Ben is sitting on the floor, head buried into his knees. He is sobbing.

CUT TO:

EXT. BEN’S HOUSE.

We are looking up at his bedroom window.

INT.
FRONT ROOM OF BARRY’S HOUSE.

David is folding up the duvet that is lying on the couch. Teresa is marshalling the two girls towards the front door that leads directly out of the lounge. Barry enters from the kitchen with two mugs. He gives one to David, who is now folding a t-shirt into a large holdall next to the Christmas tree. 






TERESA





(to the girls)




Come on. Daisy, are you sure you’ve




got your costume?






DAISY




Yes Mum.






BARRY




Bye girls. Break a leg. I’ll be




there to watch.

The girls look blankly at their father. Teresa shepherds them through the front door and turns round. 






TERESA




I’ll see you David.






DAVID




Yeah. Thanks Teresa. Have a good 

time.

David goes back to rearranging the contents of his holdall. Teresa pulls a face at her husband that combines bemusement, sympathy for a friend and a concern that she may have an unwanted guest for Christmas. She is gone. 









BARRY




I still don’t know what to say mate.






DAVID




It’s Ben. That’s the priority, Ben.






BARRY




Lucky the Captain did what he did. 

Look I’m sure this will all blow 

over. Let the dust settle and next

shore leave it will all be sorted.



DAVID

I’m still resigning Barry. Ben needs

me even more now.



BARRY

Just get Christmas out of the way. 

Women say the most stupid things in

an argument. Listen, you know you

can stay here for as long as you 

want.



DAVID

Thanks mate, but these cheap couches 

are fucking murder to sleep on.

EXT:
THE FRONT OF A BUDGET HOTEL. DAY

David is walking down the road towards the hotel, a typical example of an economy chain. He passes a MOTHER and FATHER helping their small SON ride an oversized bike. David nods hello to them and walks towards the hotel entrance.

CUT TO:

INT:
DAVID’S HOTEL ROOM.

David is sitting on the bed. A TV plays in the background. He slowly begins to cry.

INT:
GAVIN’S FLAT.

The flat is modern and tastefully decorated. It looks out over a marina. Gavin and Sue are standing near to the door, kissing. Sue is wearing a business suit, Gavin a dressing gown. They break the kiss but stay close together, holding hands. 






SUE




Are you sure you’re sure?






GAVIN




Yes. This feels much better. I don’t 




feel so much of a shit now I know 

your husband was playing away as 

well.






SUE




I know it’s going to be difficult to




start, but I know everything will

fall into place.






GAVIN




Don’t worry. I’m glad it’s in the 

open. I don’t do affairs.

He pulls her head towards him and kisses her on the forehead. 






SUE




I don’t mind Ben going to stay with

his father when he gets a place of 

his own. That will give us some time. 

Just so long as that woman isn’t 

around.
 




She kisses him.






SUE




I only want to do what’s right for 

Ben. Any mother would.

Gavin’s hug contains an element of reassurance.






SUE




And it’ll be better when Ben has met




you.






GAVIN




Let’s take things one step at a time.






SUE




You’re not sure are you?






GAVIN





(smiling)




I am sure. 

He kisses her.






SUE




I know. Sorry. I’ll phone you later.






GAVIN




I’ll be here.

Sue kisses him again and leaves. Gavin walks over to the table overlooking the view and switches on a laptop computer. The mobile phone lying next to it bleeps. He has a text message from ‘Sue.’ When opened it says ‘I Love You. Thanks. xx.’ He smiles and begins to text a reply.

INT: SHABBY PUB.

It’s the same pub – same seats – as Lucy, Tina and Jerry were drinking in. David and Lucy have half finished pints in front of them.  






LUCY




So apart from that, Christmas went




alright then.

David laughs mid-drink. He almost chokes.






DAVID




Have you ever considered a career




in the Samaritans?






LUCY




Regularly. 





(she mimes a telephone to 

 her ear)




Look, just pull yourself together,

you spineless halfwit. You think, 

you’ve got problems? 

David is still laughing. Lucy reaches over and touches his hand.






LUCY




I’m sorry. It’s not funny, but it 

will be OK.



DAVID

I know.


(pause)

No I don’t. I just hope it will.



LUCY

What’s the plan?






DAVID

Job wise, computers. We’re not as Dickensian as people think. I’ve 

kept up to speed on IT, especially

web based systems, so that’s where 

I’ll look. Failing that, it’s a 

deckhand on the Isle of Wight ferry.



LUCY

Or keep the uniform and do 

stripograms.



DAVID

There’s a thought.

The glasses are now nearly empty.






DAVID




The priority’s getting somewhere to




live. Much as I like the bohemian,




hotel lifestyle, it helps to have a 




permanent address on the job 

application. I’m going to see a 

craftily worded studio apartment 

tomorrow morning.



LUCY

A bedsit then.



DAVID

Cynic.



LUCY

So there’s no going back?



DAVID


(suddenly serious)

No.

They both finish their respective drinks.






LUCY




Same again?






DAVID




Please. And nuts.






LUCY




You high roller.

She scoops up the glasses and makes towards the bar.

CUT TO:

Lucy returns with the drinks and two packets of nuts, which she drops casually onto the table.






DAVID




Cheers.

Lucy sits down, takes a drink and is about to say something. David gets in first.






DAVID




And a computer. I need a CV.






LUCY




Listen, I’ve been thinking. And I 

won’t be offended if you’re not 

interested, but I’ve got a spare 

room and I could do with an extra, 

say, fifty quid a week. Only ‘til 

you find something permanent. I’ve 

even got a computer you can use.

(she takes a drink)

And twenty percent off videos in 

midweek. 

David combines his thought process with another drink of beer.






DAVID




Sounds oddly attractive. You’re on.

Lucy looks around the pub.






LUCY





(wistfully)



We’ve come a long way haven’t we?

David laughs.






DAVID




I’d have to have my own shelf in




the fridge, and a separate cupboard.




We could take it in turns to buy the




bog rolls.






LUCY




And a code to warn each other if 

we’ve pulled.

They both laugh, reflectively. 

INT: KITCHEN OF BEN’S HOUSE.

Jane is leaning calmly against a worktop drinking a cup of tea. Sue is pacing around angrily.






SUE




And to think I was beginning to feel




sorry for him. The bastard.

She reaches for a cup on the table.






SUE




Now do you believe me? I knew I was




right. Fuck knows how long all this 

has been going on.  He’s made a 

complete fool of me. 






JANE




Am I missing something here? 






SUE




Yes you are. It’s not that he’s 

with someone. I really don’t give a 

damn about that. To be honest I wish 

he’d found someone years ago. It’s 

who he’s with that’s the problem.



JANE

Just make sure it doesn’t get messy.



SUE

Oh, it’s going to get messy alright.

Really messy. I’m not having that 

freak anywhere near Ben.

Jane’s expression is far from supportive. Sue calms down as she hears Ben coming through the back door. 






SUE




Hi Hun. Good day?

Ben ignores her and walks straight up the stairs. 

INT:
A SOLICITOR’S OFFICE

The décor, and all round untidiness, place this firm of lawyers towards the bottom end of the legal food chain. JENNIFER MAYNARD, late twenties, is sitting at a cluttered desk reading a letter from another firm of solicitors addressed to David at ‘Your Top Three.’ David is sitting, nervously angry, in front of her.






JENNIFER




It’s what the Navy would call a 

pre-emptive strike. 

David ignores the witticism.






JENNIFER

I know the solicitor your wife has instructed so when I received your 

letter I took the liberty of phoning 

her to see if I could get – between 

the lines, shall we say?  

(she pauses to look at the 

legal notepad on her desk)




Unless your wife has evidence that 

you, or your new partner is unfit..



DAVID

She’s not my new partner. She’s an

old friend. I’m just staying with 

her until I get a place sorted out.



JENNIFER


(a degree of scepticism)




Unless you and -

(she glances at her notes) 

-Miss Ferguson are in some way unfit, 

your wife is being unreasonable on insisting that contact with Ben can 

only take place in the former 

matrimonial home. From what I gather, 

the problem isn’t you seeing Ben, it’s 

him having contact with Miss Ferguson.



DAVID

But that’s ridiculous.



JENNIFER

I’m sure it is, but at this stage of

the process your wife is in a 

position to call the shots.


(pause)

I’m obliged to ask you, is there any

prospect of reconciliation?



DAVID

No.



JENNIFER

That would appear to be the case on

the other side as well. As you can 

see, they have put you on notice 

that they are preparing a divorce petition, citing you as the 

Respondent on the grounds of 

adultery. Which means, at least, the 

costs of preparing the petition will 

be borne by your wife.



DAVID

But she’s using my money.



JENNIFER

Let’s come to that in a minute. In 

respect of contact with Ben I 

suggest we issue an application to 

the court for a contact order.

The lawyer’s expression calls for an agreement from David. 






DAVID




Yes. Yes, go ahead.






JENNIFER

OK, let me explain the process, and 

I’m afraid it’s far from perfect. 

We can ask for an interim order but 

it’s unlikely that the court will 

make that without hearing all the evidence, which includes a report 

from a social worker acting on the 

court’s behalf. I’m afraid that can 

take up to six months. More if 

delays kick in or somebody wants to 

drag their heels. 

A look of despondency has come over David.






JENNIFER




My advice is, however much you think 

it’s unreasonable, give the 

undertaking they ask for. I’ll word 

it in such a way that you still 

maintain it’s inappropriate. Grit 

your teeth and take up the offer of contact on a Saturday and Sunday and 

hope that your wife comes round to accepting your - I’m sorry, Miss 

Ferguson. 

The solicitor picks up the letter again.






JENNIFER




Let’s look at the money issue.






DAVID




She’s transferred everything out of 

our savings account into her 

personal account. She can’t do that.



JENNIFER

Well she has done and in fact 

they’ve been quite clever about it. 

They say that they quite accept that

the matrimonial assets will have to 

be divided equitably, as part of the eventual divorce settlement. But in 

the meantime they wish to protect 

these savings and, of course, allow 

your wife to use the cash for 

essential expenditure.



DAVID

Which includes divorcing me?

Jennifer’s expression carries an element of apology for her chosen profession.






DAVID




But I have no income coming in.






JENNIFER




Now that may entitle you to public 

funding. I can make an application, 

but I’m afraid I won’t be able to do 

any work on your behalf until it’s approved and that may take ..



DAVID

Don’t tell me, months.



JENNIFER

Weeks. And of course if you take up

employment in the meantime it will ..



DAVID

How much do you need to start work?

The solicitor does a quick calculation on her pad.



JENNIFER

I’m afraid I’m going to need at least 

a thousand pounds on account to make 

your application and deal with the 

divorce petition.

David reaches into his wallet.






DAVID




Will you take a credit card?

INT:
BEDROOM OF GAVIN’S FLAT.

Outside we see it is a cloudy winter’s day. Gavin and Sue are in bed, snuggled up to each other. 






GAVIN




And to think, my vacuous weekend 

afternoons used to be taken up on 

the golf course.



SUE

And now you’ve got a life.

Gavin laughs.






SUE




I told you things would start to 

sort themselves out. Just so long 

as David sticks by what he’s 

promised my solicitor. 



GAVIN

You still haven’t told me what the

problem is with this woman.



SUE

Just trust me. She’s a loopy bitch 

that no mother in her right mind 

would let near their kids.

Gavin lets the matter drop






GAVIN




How’s Ben coping?






SUE




He’s fine, especially now Christmas 

and his birthday are out of the way.






GAVIN




Must be tough finding out both of 




your parents are having affairs at 

the same time.







SUE




He’s a tough kid. And it’s not as if 

a happy family home has split up. 

With David always being in the Navy,

Ben’s never been that close to his 

father anyway. You’ll have to meet 

him.



GAVIN


(smiling)

Who - David?



SUE

No you idiot, Ben.



GAVIN

Well, when he’s ready. He sounds a 

nice kid. 



SUE

We’ll sort something out. 

She looks over at the bedside clock; it reads 3.15. 






SUE




Now unless you want to fit in a 

quick round of golf…

She begins to gently kiss Gavin’s chest.

INT:
THE LOUNGE OF BEN’S HOUSE.

Ben and David are sitting watching TV. As credits are rolling Ben presses the remote and the picture switches to football results.






DAVID




Good film. I’ll give it one star.






BEN




Good, but not good enough for a star.




Without Jack Nicholson it would have




been pretty average.

Ben gets up and goes to a small pile of videos and DVDs that are stacked up by the TV. He picks up the top one.






DAVID




We haven’t got time. Mum will be 

home soon. We’ll start with that one 

tomorrow.

Ben looks disappointed.







DAVID




It’ll be better when I get a place




of my own sorted out.

A look of confusion comes over Ben.






BEN




Do you love Lucy?

David wasn’t expecting the question. His answer is knee-jerk. 






DAVID




I did – I mean I still do – but not..

He composes himself.






DAVID

Your mother has got this all wrong. 

I don’t love Lucy as in – I love 

Lucy. It’s .. Look, I’m not making 

a very good job of this. Lucy’s ..

We hear Sue coming through the back door into the kitchen.

CUT TO:

INT:
KITCHEN OF BEN’S HOUSE

Sue is filling a kettle. David goes to leave by the back door.






DAVID




Eleven o’clock tomorrow then?

Sue does not look up from the sink.






SUE





(frostily)




Yes.

David leaves. Ben enters from the lounge.






SUE




Hiya.

Ben takes a breath before his response.






BEN




Have you any idea how much I hate 

you?

He runs upstairs.

CUT TO:

EXT:
A RESIDENTIAL STREET. NIGHT.

It’s raining. David is standing alone by a request bus stop. He’s on his mobile phone.






DAVID





(protesting)




I never said anything to him.

He pulls the phone away from his ear as the other caller responds loudly. 




DAVID




Don’t be so ..

The caller has gone. David is now talking to himself. It’s too despairing and deflated to be angry.






DAVID




Jesus Christ.




INT:
AN AMERICAN STYLE DINER RESTAURANT. 

Sue, Gavin and Ben are seated in a booth. Above them is a picture of Elvis. Sue and Gavin are still eating burgers. Ben has finished; a half-eaten plate of pepperoni pizza lies in front of him. We get to endure the silence for a few moments.






GAVIN




So are you a Pompey fan, Ben?






BEN




No.






SUE




You do like football. Don’t you




remember when they got to the 

play-offs and your ..


(it’s too late to stop)




we all watched it.

Ben’s eyes divert to the picture of Elvis. Sue glances an embarrassed apology to Gavin. He smiles.






GAVIN




But you do like movies.






BEN




Some.






GAVIN




Now comes a really original question.




What’s your favourite film of all 

time?






BEN




Kramer versus Kramer.






GAVIN





(laughing)




Not Parent Trap then?






BEN





(smiling – he gets the joke)




The original or the remake?






GAVIN




Oh, definitely the Hayley Mills one.

CUT TO:

INT: THE KITCHEN OF BEN’S HOUSE.

Gavin is leaning against a worktop, drinking a cup of coffee. A flush of a toilet and Sue comes down the stairs. She walks up and kisses him.






SUE





(muted)




That went really well. He likes you.






GAVIN




Well, he’s a nice kid. Very sharp.

Gavin finishes his coffee. He’s leaving. Sue kisses him again. This time it’s more passionate.






SUE




Stay.






GAVIN




Not yet. Give him a bit more time.

Sue’s disappointed.






GAVIN




Soon. My place Saturday?

She nods and kisses him again.

CUT TO:

INT:
BEN’S BEDROOM.

Ben is in bed watching TV. He hears Sue coming up the stairs, flicks the set off and rolls over. Sue enters and sits on the bed.






SUE




So what do you think of Gavin?






BEN





(rolling over to look at her)




He’s not the problem – you are.

He turns away.

INT:
THE KITCHEN-DINER OF LUCY’S FLAT.

David, dressed in a t-shirt and jeans and carrying a pen and some slips of paper, comes out of a room that we can see is a small single bedroom. He goes to sit at the kitchen table. Two unopened letters have been put to one side. A credit card statement is in front of him, along with two more unopened letters. He picks one up, reads its short contents and rubs his face disconcertedly. Lucy appears out a separate bedroom door wearing a dressing gown. 






LUCY




Morning sailor.






DAVID




I’ve brought the post up.






LUCY




Can I take it from the distinct lack




of champagne on the breakfast table 

that the tidings were not joyous?



DAVID

I’m still waiting to hear about the 

deckhand’s job, but I’m not 

optimistic. 

Lucy is opening her post; it’s junk. David opens his last letter. It’s two pages and he starts reading it as Lucy goes to switch on the kettle.






LUCY




Another cup of tea?

No answer. He’s engrossed. She starts pouring two cups anyway. 






DAVID





(while still reading)




Sue won’t budge on Ben so we’re 

going to ask the court if they will

order more appropriate contact when

we go to this directions hearing 

next week.


(pause while he reads more)

But it’s unlikely the judge will 

make any ruling without the 

involvement of a social worker. 

That’s all we bloody need.

He picks up the empty mug in front of him, while still reading the letter.

DAVID

Sorry – yes.

Lucy swaps the mug for a full one. David carries on reading. 






DAVID

The divorce petition has been served 

and these grabbing bastards want 

another five hundred quid. 

He reaches for the credit card statement. Lucy has sat down opposite him. The concern is genuine.






LUCY




I’m so sorry David. This is really




unfair, but I know it will work out.

He doesn’t look that convinced.












LUCY




Come on. I’ll take you for a curry




tonight. My treat.






DAVID





(trying to smile)




It still won’t get you the 

Samaritan’s job.

INT:
INDIAN RESTAURANT.

It’s the same restaurant that Lucy, Jerry and Tina had been in. David and Lucy are seated, and already have beers in front of them, when the WAITER approaches with two menus. David takes one and puts it down on the table without looking at it, indicating to the waiter that he is ready to order.






DAVID





(pointing towards Lucy)




Chicken tikka biryani, not too hot.




And I’ll have a prawn madras with




pillau rice.

LUCY
 




 How did you remember that?

DAVID




This takes me back.






LUCY




I was here with Jerry and Tina when 

I opened the shop. They’re coming 

down for my birthday.



DAVID

March Fifteenth. 

Lucy smiles, then appears to think long and hard before she speaks.






LUCY




I’ve been wanting to ask you 

something. Actually, I’ve been 

wanting to ask you it for 

twenty years.

David’s look invites her to continue.






LUCY




Why didn’t you write?






DAVID




I did. Twice.






LUCY




Saying what?






DAVID




The first letter was saying that I 




couldn’t get enough money together 

to come out to Australia. Then I 

wrote again asking when you were

coming back. When I didn’t hear I 

assumed you’d shacked up with some 

Bondi lifeguard.



LUCY

You prat. I was back just before 

Christmas. It was Jerry who told

me you’d joined the Navy. So much 

for the great plan I thought.



DAVID

Doesn’t your sister have a letter 

box?



LUCY

Apparently not. What a fuck-up.



DAVID

Story of my life. Every time I do 

something, somebody else gets it 

wrong. All I wanted to do was what 

was right for Ben and look at the 

bloody mess it’s caused.

He takes a drink of beer.






DAVID




Sue hasn’t got a clue about Ben. 

I just hope this bloody judge will 

listen to me. 

Lucy looks as if her thoughts are far away.



INT:
BEN’S SCHOOL. 

Ben knocks on Stewart Johnson’s open door. The teacher, sitting at his desk, beckons him in. Ben takes the seat in front of the desk.






STEWART




Right Ben, this has gone far enough.




You and I are going to have one last




attempt at sorting things out before




I involve your parents.

The tacit invitation for Ben to respond is not accepted.






STEWART




You can’t just down tools.

Still no response.






STEWART




I know your parents have recently




separated Ben, and I know how tough




that must be. I really do know, mine




divorced when I was fifteen.  






BEN




That’s not the problem.






STEWART




Well what is it then?






BEN




This is the problem.






STEWART




I’m not with you.






BEN




This. School. That’s the problem.






STEWART




You’re going to have to be more 

specific Ben. What’s causing the 

problem? Are you being bullied?



BEN

No.



STEWART

Look Ben, you’re going to have to 

help me before I can help you. What

exactly is causing you a problem.



BEN

I’ve told you. It’s school. I don’t 

need it. There’s no point to it and 

I don’t want to go anymore.



STEWART

Well I’m afraid life isn’t as simple 

as that. 



BEN

Isn’t it?

INT:
THE LOUNGE OF LUCY’S FLAT

Lucy is lying on the couch watching TV. David is sitting in a chair reading a book. Lucy picks up the remote control and turns the sound down.






LUCY




Did you really write?

David looks up from his book and smiles.






DAVID




Yes I did. I only had the street and 




and that funny sounding town name. 

No zip code or anything. Why didn’t 

you write to me?






LUCY

What, David Gardner’s mum’s house, somewhere near Bristol?



DAVID

Fate. Strange thing. Two peoples 

lives could have taken a totally 

different direction if an Australian

postman had bothered to work out an address.



LUCY

And would it have been different?



DAVID

Yes, I think it would have been. Who knows? That’s the thing about fate. 

He picks his book up, then puts it down.






DAVID




Can I ask you something?






LUCY




Sure.






DAVID




Why didn’t you ever have kids? 

You’re so good with Ben. Or rather 

you were good with him.

Lucy is trying to hide the nerve that has been touched.






LUCY




I did want kids, and we were trying

for ages, but it never happened. He 

didn’t want to get involved in 

treatment – said it must be me as 

he’d got an ex-girlfriend pregnant 

once. Anyway, it was for the best. 

Means I never have to see him again.

She turns the volume of the TV back up.

INT:
A CLOTHES SHOP / SUE’S OFFICE.

Jane is browsing a clothes rack when her mobile phone rings. She takes it out of her handbag, looks at the call display, and answers.






JANE




Hiya. 

Sue is sitting at her desk.






SUE




Where are you?






JANE




In town.






SUE




I’m after a favour.

Jane is still browsing.






JANE




Go on.






SUE




Gavin’s just called. Apparently as




I’m now his partner I get to go with




him to some big management conference.

She pauses but Jane is looking at a skirt.



SUE

Next month. In Antigua.



JANE

No.



SUE

What?



JANE

No Sue. Don’t ask.



SUE

Thanks a lot.

She hangs up.

INT:
BEN’S KITCHEN.

Ben is sitting at the table eating a pepperoni pizza. Sue is standing over him.






SUE




I’ve had it with you Ben. Had it.

He ignores her.






SUE




Do you realise how selfish you are?




Aren’t I entitled to life? Why can’t




you just be like ..

Ben jumps up, forcefully sweeping the plate off the table.






BEN





(shouting)




And I’ve had it with you.

He brushes past her and runs out of the back door.






SUE




Ben. Get back here. 

He’s gone.

CUT TO:


INT:
LUCY’S SHOP.

Lucy is rearranging a line of videos on a shelf in the shop. Ben charges in.






LUCY




Ben.






BEN




Is my Dad here?






LUCY




Yes. He’s upstairs. Does your Mum 

know you’re here?

Lucy goes behind the counter and opens the door leading up to the flat. There’s urgency in her voice.






LUCY





(shouting)




David. Ben’s here. Quick.

She’s walking back towards Ben






LUCY




What’s up?

He looks as if he’s about to cry but stops himself.






BEN




I’ve had enough





(now shouting)




I’ve had enough. I’ve had enough.

He’s banging his fist against his leg, turning round and round in a circle.






LUCY





(shouting)




David.

Lucy has reached Ben and is trying to comfort him. It’s not working. She pulls him towards her. Sue bursts through the shop door and charges straight towards Ben and Lucy, grabbing Ben’s arm and pulling him away from Lucy. Sue’s going to hit her but Ben has regained his balance and pushes his mother sharply in the chest. She stumbles backwards and falls over. It’s not elegant. David is now there and has positioned himself between the two women. Ben runs out of the shop. Sue gets up and glares at Lucy and David, her face contorted in a combination of temper and shock. 






SUE




Just leave him alone. Do you hear?

Her walk out of shop is only just short of cool and deliberate. Lucy bursts into tears. David hugs her. 

EXT:
THE OUTSIDE OF PORTSMOUTH COUNTY COURT. DAY.

Sue and a PROFFESIONAL LOOKING WOMAN in her thirties are walking purposefully away. DAVID, wearing a suit, is walking out of the building with JENNIFER. They pause, exchange a few words, shake hands and walk off in separate directions.

INT:
LUCY’S SHOP.

Lucy is serving a CUSTOMER. The customer walks out and Lucy returns to a computer manual. David enters, exchanging an hello with the customer by the door. 






LUCY




How did it go?






DAVID

Not good. Sue’s lawyer threw in a 

load of crap about Ben being so 

distraught that his mother has 

decided that it would be in his best interest if all contact was 

suspended at the moment.

He loosens his tie.






DAVID

 


Apparently there are problems in school 

that I knew nothing about. But it’s

my fault. We argued that this is all 

a crock of shit but the Judge said 

that he couldn’t make any order 

without a social worker’s report. He 

did say that I should be involved 

with the school and he’s asked for 

the report to be fast-tracked.



LUCY

I’m sorry David. This is my fault. 

It all started with me interfering.



DAVID

Don’t be silly. It’s my fault for

marrying such a mad bitch.

He’s looking at the computer manual.






DAVID




What’s this? You’re not coming into




the Twenty-First Century are you?  








LUCY




This Internet thing is not going to 

go away and Your Top Three needs to 

get on the bandwagon.



DAVID

Well, if you want any help let me 

know. 

He pulls his tie off and walks through the door up to the flat.

INT:
A PUB.

David and a sun tanned Barry are sitting at a table drinking a couple of pints.






BARRY




So are you shagging this woman or 

not?



DAVID

Don’t you start. Not. We were an item 

in college and had a plan to both go 

and work in the States, but it all 

went tits up. 



BARRY

Well apparently Sue’s convinced this 

women has always been the love of 

your life and been on the scene for

quite a while. That’s why she moved

to Portsmouth.



DAVID

Sue’s always had a thing about the

ex girlfriend from college that I 

was stupid enough to tell her about

when we had one of those - tell me 

about your past - conversations that 

women seem to thrive on. I hadn’t 

seen Lucy for twenty years, until 

she moved here. She’s just putting me 

up until I get straight.



BARRY

And how’s that going?



DAVID

Not brilliantly.



BARRY

And all of the court bollocks?



DAVID

Not brilliant.

The way Barry takes a drink has the smugness of a person who has made a correct prediction, but it’s mixed with genuine, friendly concern.






BARRY




Do you want my advice?






DAVID




I suspect I’m going to get it anyway.






BARRY




Well don’t ignore it this time. 

Firstly, get back with Sue.



DAVID

I think you’re overlooking the fact

that she has someone else and she’s convinced I do.



BARRY

Well that bit’s easy. Just tell her

straight that there was nothing 

going on. Actually, better still, as 

she won’t believe that, tell her 

what a mistake it’s been and how 

sorry you are. That way she won’t 

feel guilty for screwing around 

herself.

Barry takes a drink in order to let his wisdom sink in.



BARRY

Anyway, Teresa thinks this bloke’s

a flash in the pan. Literally. He’s 

chucked a bit of cash around and Sue 

was bored. Happens all the time. No 

big deal. Swallow your pride and 

tell her you want to start again. 

Barry takes another swig of beer.






BARRY

For Ben’s sake.

Barry’s on a roll.






BARRY




Then you spend some cash on her. New




house, fresh start.






DAVID




Now here we have a small technical 




problem.






BARRY




I’ve thought of that. You don’t 

think I’ve just thrown this plan 

together do you?

He pulls a business card out of his pocket and gives it to David.






BARRY




Phone this guy. He’s expecting your




call.

David is looking at the card.






BARRY




I don’t think you know him. He was




Captain of The Argyll up to about 




three years ago.






DAVID




I know of him.






BARRY




Well he’s making a fortune. His 

company acts as consultants to 

little woga-woga navies. Teaches

them how to steer their new boats

in a straight line and why the gun

should be pointed at someone else 

when it goes off. 

David is still looking at the card.






BARRY




He’s just picked up a contact in the




Gulf. You’d be only be over there a 

couple of months at a time. The 

money’s really good. Trust me. I’d 

do it myself but Teresa reckons that 

posh school would throw the kids out

if they found out their father’s a mercenary. Which is crap by the way.

It’s all legit.

Barry finishes his pint.






BARRY




It would mean that you’d be away 

while the dust was settling and 

Sue’s house-hunting.

He gets up.






BARRY




Same again?

INT:
A CONFERENCE ROOM IN BEN’S SCHOOL.

It’s a formal meeting. Stewart Johnson and another TEACHER, a woman in her fifties, are sitting on one side of the table. Both have files in front of them. David is sitting across the table. High-heeled footsteps are heard in the corridor outside. David looks at his watch as Sue enters the room and, without invitation, takes the one remaining seat next to him. She moves the chair a couple of inches further away. 






STEWART




Firstly, thank you both for coming.




As you know, when parents are 

separated, it’s school policy to 

invite them both to meetings such 

as this one. All we ask is that 

everyone remains focused on the 

issues at hand.

David nods. Sue’s expression is one of controlled anger.






STEWART




I’d like to introduce you to Mrs 

Shaw, who has joined the school at 

the start of this term as our SENCO;

our jargon for the member of staff

responsible for children with special

educational needs.



SUE

We’ve discussed this. Ben does not 

have


(making apostrophes with her 

fingers)




special needs.






STEWART




I’m afraid that his behaviour alone




since Christmas has meant that, in 

our view, he has. We have now got 

to a point that he is refusing to 

take part in any work whatsoever. 

He simply sits in a class and 

refuses to even open a book.

Stewart pauses to pull out a small file from the large folder in front of him.






STEWART




He’s been subjected to the normal




disciplinary procedure, which 

revolves around detention. This 

hasn’t worked as he merely sits 

where he’s told, but refuses to do

the detention work. I have to say 

that there has been no issue with

abusive behaviour, he has simply –

gone on strike.






SUE

And you say this started after 

Christmas? 



STEWART

Yes. As we all know there were 

settling in problems last term but, 

yes, this pattern of behaviour has 

been since the start of this term.



SUE

That’s what my solicitor told the 

court last week. It’s pretty obvious what’s causing the problem.

She looks at David.



STEWART

If you’re saying that Ben’s 

behaviour is caused by his parents separating, then I think that’s too simplistic. Whilst I have no doubt 

Ben, like any child, is traumatised 

by the whole process, it’s not my 

role, in any shape or form, to be judgemental on those matters, I 

think there is something more 

fundamental here. What Ben is doing 

is challenging the entire system.

Stewart turns towards Mrs Shaw.






STEWART




I asked Mrs Shaw to make a full 

assessment of Ben.



SUE

I gave explicit instructions, last 

time we met, that Ben was not to be assessed.

Stewart glances at some notes in his file.






STEWART




You said Ben was not to be referred 

to a psychiatrist Mrs Gardner. Mrs 

Shaw is not a psychiatrist - she’s a member of the teaching staff –and, 

under the circumstances, the school 

is perfectly entitled to involve the 

SENCO at this stage.

He looks across at his colleague.






STEWART


Mrs Shaw?

Mrs Shaw clears her throat and opens her file.



MRS SHAW

Firstly, I must say that Ben 

cooperated fully with my assessment.

As some background, prior to my appointment here I was seconded for 

two years to a special needs unit in London specialising in types of 

autism, specifically Asperger 

Syndrome.



SUE

I’ve already heard enough.

She starts to get up, but realising that the meeting will continue without her, sits down.






MRS SHAW




I’m aware that this has been an 

issue between you and I’ve had both 

your views communicated to me by Mr 

Johnson and, indeed, Ben.

She picks up a sheet of paper that contains a number of graphs.






MRS SHAW 

I’m totally convinced that Ben is 

on the spectrum of Asperger’s.



STEWART

But, as I indicated at our previous 

meeting, identifying the condition 

contributes very little towards 

finding a solution.



MRS SHAW

I don’t know if you’re aware but no

two cases of Asperger’s are the same.

In Ben’s case he is undoubtedly in 

the high intellect sector.



STEWART

And we think this is what’s causing 

his current behaviour. Put bluntly,

he finds school boring and his 

intellectual needs are not being 

satisfied. Our problem is, reality 

being what it is, Ben is one of 

thirty other children in a class at 

any one time.  



DAVID

So what do we do about it?



STEWART

I don’t know, to be honest. It’s a 

case of exploring all options. I 

have no idea how realistic it is but

children like Ben do thrive on 

individual teaching, but that can 

only be obtained in the private 

sector.



DAVID

Private tutors.



STEWART

That sort of thing. Another option 

that can work for a child like Ben 

is home education. They don’t really 

need teachers as such, just guidance 

on how to learn. They soak up 

knowledge like sponges. But again, 

of course, this comes down to whether 

it’s practical on a home front.



MRS SHAW

I agree with Mr Stewart. In my 

experience home education, if it’s 

done correctly, can be very 

beneficial. 



STEWART

These are all big decisions that 

can’t be taken quickly. In the 

meantime the more immediate problem 

is that unless Ben starts becoming 

part of a normal class, we will have 

to exclude him from school.



SUE

Well this just gets better and 

better.

She gets up.






SUE




Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to 

go and cook Ben his tea.  
 

She leaves.

CUT TO:

INT:
A CORRIDOR IN BEN’S SCHOOL.

Sue is walking quickly down the corridor, heels clicking loudly. David is walking flat out to catch her. He gets to within ten feet.






DAVID




Sue.

She ignores the call.






DAVID





(louder)




Sue.

This time she turns and glares at him.






DAVID




We need to talk.

EXT:
THE EXTERIOR OF A NIGHTCLUB CALLED ‘FLARES’. NIGHT.

The club has set out its stall very clearly. The entrance is surrounded by large white neon. Cartoon imagery of afro-hair and disco siluettes. A cab pulls up. Lucy gets out. The costume is easily recognisable. The wig is straight blond but the rest of the outfit matches the heavy turquoise eye make-up. A lycra jump suit, platform boots and small knitted cap. She pulls a note out of her handbag and pays the CAB DRIVER. Nodding unashamedly to the DOORMAN, she enters the club.

CUT TO:

INT:
FLARES NIGHTCLUB.

No surprises with the décor; classic kitsch disco era, rounded off by glob projection. Seventies disco music blares out. Jerry and Tina and sitting in a rounded booth next to a half-full dance floor. Tina has managed to get her plump figure into a tight pair of leather trousers and skin-tight,off-the-shoulder, T-shirt. The wig, at least, is a faithful replica of Olivia’s. Jerry is easy to recognise – he’s Ziggy Stardust. Lucy approaches. Shrieks, laughs and hugs. Their voices have to shout to rise above the music.






LUCY




Now I see why you didn’t want to 

meet in the pub.






TINA




You’ve never had any shame woman.

Jerry’s already scampered off to the bar.






TINA




Where’s David?






LUCY




He had to go to London. His mate 

Barry may have found him a job.

Tina looks disappointed, more for Lucy than herself.

CUT TO:

INT:
FLARES NIGHTCLUB.

The dance floor is fuller. Lucy and Tina are dancing, almost tribally, around Lucy’s handbag. Lucy beckons to the nearby table for Jerry to join them. He’s reluctant, but obliges. The result isn’t pretty.

CUT TO:

INT:
FLARES NIGHTCLUB.

The table is now laden with empty glasses. Lucy is sitting on a seat with her back to the dance floor, cap askew. Tina looks over her shoulder. David is standing there in white flares, matching waistcoat and open necked black shirt. Tina shrieks his name. David responds with the classic Travolta pose – arm in the air. Tina’s jumped up to hug him. Jerry gets up, shakes his hand warmly makes a gesture with his hand. David mouths ‘beer’ over the music and takes the seat next to Lucy.






LUCY





(part-mouthed)




How did you get on?






DAVID





(part-mouthed)




Don’t ask.

Lucy moves closer.






LUCY




Never thought you were cut out to




be in Dogs of War.






DAVID





(smiling)




I’ll kill that bloody Barry. 

He leans over and kisses her on the cheek.






DAVID




Happy birthday.

Tina has watched. She’s smiling.

CUT TO:

INT:
FLARES NIGHTCLUB.

David and Jerry are standing at the bar talking. In the background we see Tina and Lucy communicating by leaning into each other’s ears. Their conversation seems deep. 

CUT TO:

INT:
FLARES NIGHTCLUB.

The men have rejoined the table, which is now completely covered in empty drinks. The dance floor has thinned out. It’s late in the evening. The music switches to slushy. Tina leans towards David. 






TINA




Do you remember asking me dance at 

the Top Rank?



DAVID

Yeah. You told me to piss off.



TINA

Well I’ve changed my mind.

Tina gets up, grabs David’s hand and leads him onto the dance floor.

CUT TO:

INT:
FLARES NIGHTCLUB.

Tina and David are dancing. It’s close, but not intimate. Over Tina’s shoulder we can see Lucy talking to Jerry. Tina leans towards David.






TINA




You always were a dopey git.

David laughs, then pulls a quizzical face.






TINA




Have you any idea how much she 

loves you?

David is trying to look surprised. He glances at Lucy. She looks up and almost immediately back to Jerry. David looks at Tina.






TINA




Well?

David nods.

INT:
THE LOUNGE-DINER OF LUCY’S FLAT.

A small table lamp is on but the room is empty. We hear the giggles of two drunks trying to open the door downstairs. Footsteps approach. When the lounge door opens it has not been done delicately. Lucy and David enter the room. David’s white waistcoat has a large red wine stain on the front. Lucy seems to have lost her cap and her wig is tilted. She makes for the fridge, pulls out a bottle of white wine and goes back to David.






LUCY




Nightcap?






DAVID




No.

He kisses her. It’s passionate and reciprocated.

INT:
KITCHEN OF BEN’S HOUSE.

Ben is on the computer. Sue, dressed for work, is standing opening post nearby.






SUE





(angrily)




Just how long do you think this




can go on for?

Ben ignores her.






SUE




Well?

Still no response.

SUE




If you think you are going to stay




here playing games all day then..






BEN




I’m learning how to build a website.






SUE




You should be in school learning..





(pause)




whatever you should be learning.

She opens another letter, this time reading its contents properly.






SUE




The appointment for you to see this 

social worker is next Tuesday at 

five. I want you back in school by 

then.

This time Ben turns to look directly at his mother.



BEN




Or what?






SUE




Or your father will be in very 

serious trouble.






BEN




Why’s it his fault?

Sue opens a draw of the computer desk, takes out a file and puts the letter she has just read into it. Ben notices the file as she puts it back. 






SUE




Because he’s put you up to this 

stupid protest nonsense. 



BEN

You just haven’t got a clue have

you?

Sue picks up her car keys.






SUE




Oh, I have a clue Ben. Believe me




I have a clue.







She walks towards the door.






SUE




And you are not to go out. 

Understand?

Ben does not respond. He waits a moment after she has gone and picks up the phone.






BEN




Hi Dad. Did you get the software?

EXT:
HIGH STREET. DAY.

Jane is walking past a bookshop as Lucy is coming out. They recognise each other.






JANE




Oh Hi. How are you?






LUCY




Fine thanks. And you?






JANE




Good.

The polite exchange over, Lucy breaks eye contact and goes to walk on.






Jane




It’s Lucy isn’t it? Listen, do you 

fancy a coffee?

CUT TO:

INT:
COFFEE SHOP.

Jane and Lucy are sitting at a table. Their coffee cups are empty.






JANE




Don’t get me wrong. Sue’s a really




good friend but she’s dug herself




into a hole over this.






LUCY




We’ve all done that sometime.






JANE




I know Sue can be a right cow 

sometimes – I’d say that to her face – 

but she’s got a good side. This guy 

Gavin thinks the world of her.


(pause)


How’s David?






LUCY




He’s just frantic about Ben. 






JANE

Look, I’ve said too much.


(smiling)

Maybe she just needs a kick up the backside.

INT: SOCIAL SERVICES OFFICE.

Sue and Ben are sitting in a waiting area. A RECEPTIONIST is sorting out a voluminous file. Ben is wearing jeans and a hooded jacket. Sue is not looking happy. VANESSA ROBINS, a matronly looking woman in her early fifties comes out of an adjacent office.






MRS ROBINS




Hello, you must be Ben.

Ben nods. Mrs Robins flashes a smile of recognition at Sue.






MRS ROBINS




Did your mum explain that I’d like 

to have a quick chat with you on 

your own?

Ben nods again.






MRS ROBINS





(the smile now patronising)




Nothing to worry about. It won’t take




long. Now, would you like a glass of 

squash?






BEN




No thank you.

He picks up his bag and walks behind Mrs Robins towards her office. She ushers him in, pausing at the door and turning to the Receptionist. 






MRS ROBINS




If anyone from the ……

She nods towards the large file.






MRS ROBINS




..phones, I’ll take the call. 

The Receptionist nods.

CUT TO:

INT: VANESSA ROBIN’S OFFICE.

Ben is sitting in front of the desk. He takes a note pad out of his bag. Mrs Robins walks in, pulls a file out of a cabinet and takes her seat.






MRS ROBINS

I expect you know that I’ve already 

met your Mum and your Dad.

She has switched the patronising smile back on.






MRS ROBINS




You see, when mums and dads can’t 

agree about what is right for their

children they sometimes have to get 

a judge to decide for them.

As the smile widens, Ben’s expression is one of withered patience. 






MRS ROBINS




Now I expect that sounds really 

scary. Judges and courts and 

solicitors. But don’t worry. It’s

not like it sometimes looks on 

telly, with a judge wearing a big 

funny wig.

Laughing at her well-worn joke, she is oblivious to how Ben is looking at her as if she is a moron. 






MRS ROBINS




And because judges are very busy 

people, my job is to get all the background together before we go to 

court. Which means you won’t even 

have to go.






BEN




Suppose I want to go?






MRS ROBINS




Oh courts are very boring Ben. Don’t




worry. All the judge will be 

concerned about is what is best for 

you.



BEN

But I know exactly what is best for

me. 

He opens the notepad onto a page where there are six, hand written, numbered points. Mrs Robins is thrown momentarily, but quickly recovers her autopilot smile.






MRS ROBINS




You see, the thing is Ben, as you 

are only ..

She glances at the file in front of her.






MRS ROBINS




..twelve. Then the judge has to 

decide what is best. But I promise you I’ll point out in my report what you think.

She moves a foolscap pad towards her and picks up a pen.






MRS ROBINS

Now tell me, what’s the problem with school? 

The door opens and the Receptionist enters. She looks flustered.






RECEPTIONIST 




I’m sorry Vanessa but I’ve got the 

police on the line. It’s the ..

She flicks a look at Ben and immediately back to Mrs Robins.






RECEPTIONIST




..case. There’s been another incident.




Can you take the call?






MRS ROBINS




Have you still got the file out 

there?

The Receptionist nods.






MRS ROBINS




OK, if Tony’s not back I’ll take it in 

his office.

As she gets up the smile is back.






MRS ROBINS




Sorry Ben. I won’t be long.

She leaves the room. Ben stares at his notepad with a look of frustrated despondency. After a moment he spots a printer on a side unit next to the desk. It has printed letterheads loaded. Ben looks behind to the door. Satisfied that nobody is watching, he takes three letterheads and puts them carefully, unfolded, into his bag.  

INT: LOUNGE-DINER LUCY’S FLAT.

David is standing by the cooker stirring the contents of a large saucepan. He tastes and adds a dash of herbs from the collection of ingredients nearby. We hear Lucy coming up the stairs into the room. She kisses David and sniffs the cooking.






LUCY




Smells good Captain Birdseye. Must 

be nice for you to have a change from 

salt beef and ship’s biscuits. 

David laughs, turns the cooker down, and walks over to the computer.






DAVID




Right. Time to reveal the big secret.




Have a look at this.

He sits in front of the screen. Lucy stands behind him.






DAVID




This was Ben’s idea.






LUCY




When did you see Ben?






DAVID





(looking up at Lucy)




I haven’t but we’ve been e-mailing

this to and fro for a couple of 

weeks. Sorry. E-mail it’s a really 

clever way of..

Lucy pokes her tongue at him.






LUCY




It’s OK to love a Luddite you know.




Go on. Put me out of my misery.

David presses the keyboard and the screen opens with a logo of ‘Your Top Three.’ A strapline appears underneath that reads ‘Classic Films to your Door.’






DAVID




It’s a mail order business. People




order through a website. We pull 

punters back with reviews, trivia 

quizzes, forums, lists..

He’s clicking different pages up as he speaks. 


 






DAVID




You remember the interview I went to

with that direct marketing company in Southampton?

Lucy nods.






LUCY




I thought they turned you down.






DAVID




They did. But having seen how they 

work I’ve been putting together a 

plan that will market this through 

movie magazines and websites. There 

are also databases we can access of 

people who are known to like old 

movies. You also link up with search

engines.

Lucy is looking really interested.



  


DAVID




It won’t make a fortune but I reckon

there’s a living in it.

Lucy is now leaning over and clicking her own way around the website.






DAVID




Barry has offered to lend me five




grand to get it started. I’ll pay him 

back when the savings account is 

unfrozen. What do you think?

Lucy gives him a kiss.






LUCY




I think it’s a great idea. I really




do.

She kisses him again.






LUCY





(with a hint of anger in her 

face)




Ben should be part of this.






DAVID




He is.






LUCY




No. Really part of it.

INT.
SUE’S OFFICE. PORTSMOUTH INTERCONTINENTAL HOTEL.  

Sue is sitting at her desk. She picks up the phone and starts to dial. Lucy walks in. Sue looks shocked and stops dialling.






LUCY




Don’t say a word. This won’t take

long.

Sue is holding the telephone in mid-air. She has been caught very unaware.  






LUCY




I have met some selfish, 

self-centred people in my time but

you are in a league of your own.



SUE

How dare..



LUCY

Shut up you silly bitch.

Sue’s mouth stays open.






LUCY




In fact you go beyond selfish. Do

you know why? It’s because you are 

also incredibly stupid.

Sue looks incapable of speaking.






LUCY




And do you know the most stupid 

thing you have done? You have missed,

by a country mile, who Ben is. Who 

he really is.

Sue is staring at her. It’s hurt.






LUCY




You also have absolutely no fucking 

idea what that kid is going through. 

And do you know why? It’s because you don’t understand him.

Sue looks on the verge of tears. She is trying to hold it together.






LUCY




Take these words on board - lady. 

Pull that clueless head out of 

your arse before it’s too late.

She turns and walks out. Sue’s expression is stunned - the words have shaken her. 



 


INT:
GAVIN’S FLAT.

Sue is crying. Gavin is holding her tightly.






SUE





(sobbing)




I’m not a bad mother. 

(pause)

Am I?

Gavin shakes his head reassuringly.






SUE




I only want what’s best for Ben.

Gavin kisses her tenderly on the lips. It stops Sue sobbing.






GAVIN




Do you know why I love you?

The question jolts Sue. She wipes her eyes and thinks before answering.






SUE





(with a tearful smile)



Christ knows.






GAVIN




But you know I do, don’t you?

Sue nods.






GAVIN




It’s because I understand you. 

INT: VANESSA ROBIN’S OFFICE.

Confusion reigns. Mrs Robins is sitting at her desk. Neither of the chairs in front are occupied. Sue, David and Jennifer Maynard are standing in the office.






MRS ROBINS




I have no idea what you are talking 

about.






SUE




My solicitor called me yesterday

morning and said you had written 

asking for an urgent meeting at 

four o’clock today. She couldn’t 

make it at such short notice but 

told me to make sure I was here.



JENNIFER

That sounds like the letter we 

received.

She takes a letter out of the file she is holding and hands it to Mrs Robins, who reads it with a look of bemusement on her face.






MRS ROBINS




I didn’t write this.

Nobody has noticed that the Receptionist has knocked and entered. She looks confused.






RECEPTIONIST




Vanessa, sorry, there’s a Mr Johnson 

from Fratton Comprehensive here to 

see you.






DAVID




That’s Ben’s teacher.






MRS ROBINS




Well what on earth’s he doing here?






RECEPTIONIST




He says you wrote asking him to




attend a meeting you had called with 

Mr and Mrs Gardner. Shall I show him 

in?

Stewart Johnson is already at the door. He has a letter in his hand. Mrs Robins indicates for him to enter.

MRS ROBINS




May I see that letter?

She takes the letter from Stewart and reads it.






MRS ROBINS




This is ridiculous. This isn’t from 

me.

Ben walks in. The Receptionist, now totally bewildered, scuttles out and closes the door.






SUE




Ben. What are you doing here?

David picks up the two letters now lying on the desk.






DAVID





(sternly)




Are these anything to do with you?






BEN




Yes. I wrote the letters.






MRS ROBINS

I’m sorry. Did you say you wrote my letters?

She looks at the printer that still has a supply of letterheads fitted. The penny drops.






DAVID




Ben, I think you have some serious




explaining to do.

Ben has positioned himself in a corner of the room, allowing him to look directly at everybody. 






BEN




I’ve had enough. I’ve had enough of




people telling me things will be OK.




I’ve had enough of people ignoring 

me. I’ve had enough of ..






MRS ROBINS




Ben, what you have done is very 

serious. I’m afraid ..



SUE

Let’s listen to what he has to say.



BEN

Thank you Mum.

He has everyone’s undivided attention.






BEN

I just want people to understand me.

That’s why I like Lucy. She knows 

me.

He looks directly at his mother. Sue’s expression is verging on acceptance. As Ben keeps the eye contact, Sue’s face turns into a look of comprehension. She nods slowly. 



BEN 




Firstly you Mum. I love you. I 

really do. I even like Gavin. But I 

don’t want to live with you anymore. 

I want to live with Dad and Lucy. 

Most of the time. That’s if you want 

me to Dad.  






DAVID




Of course I do but it’s not quite as 

simple as that Ben.



BEN


(looking at his mother)

That means I can spend time with you

when you want me to be there. Not 

when I’m getting in the way..



MRS ROBINS

Your father is right. As I told you

when we met I’ve got to make a 

report for the..



BEN

I think I’m right in saying that the

1989 Children’s Act states that the

child’s interests are paramount.



MRS ROBINS


(totally fazed)

Well yes, but..



BEN

Then how does making me do what I 

don’t want to do fit with that?



MRS ROBINS

The judge will take into account 

what you tell me but as you are

only twelve he..



BEN

What if I was sixteen?



MRS ROBINS

Well that would be different.



BEN

Mr Johnson. Is it true that I have

a high intellect form of Asperger 

Syndrome?



STEWART

Yes.



BEN

And wouldn’t Mrs Shaw be able to 

confirm that my intellectual age is 

nearer sixteen than twelve? 




STEWART

Probably. Yes.



BEN

Besides Mrs Robins, if my parents 

agree than I don’t see why we have 

to go to court anyway.



JENNIFER

That’s true.



BEN

Now. School.

He looks directly at Stewart.






BEN




I want to be educated at home. As I

understand it, the 1948 Education 

Act states that children must be 

educated satisfactorily, either in 

school, or otherwise.



STEWART

I don’t know the law chapter and 

verse but that sounds about right. 



BEN

So if my father supervised my 

learning and confirmed that it was satisfactory, that would be OK? 



STEWART

It’s not quite as simple as that,

but in principle, yes. In fact it 

was one of the options I spoke to 

your parents about.



BEN

Good. Now we’re getting somewhere.     

EXT:
THE STREET OUTSIDE ‘YOUR TOP THREE.’ DAY.

A four-wheel drive pulls up. Sue is in the passenger seat, Gavin driving. He beeps the horn four times. A curtain of the flat moves and Ben looks out. Sue waves and gestures to her watch.

CUT TO:


INT:
LOUNGE-DINER OF LUCY’S FLAT.

Ben steps back from the window. The flat is decorated for Christmas. David is sitting at the table reading a paper. 






BEN




You’ve got enough ‘pick of the day?’






DAVID




Enough to get through to the New 

Year.

 



BEN

And what’s winning the best Christmas

vote?



DAVID

What do you think?



BEN

Wonderful Life.



DAVID

Surprise, surprise.

The horn can be heard beeping again.



BEN

And you’re sure it’s OK to be away

for Christmas?




DAVID

Go and enjoy yourself.

He calls towards the bathroom door.






DAVID




Lucy! Ben’s just leaving.

There is a flush of a toilet and Lucy appears in a dressing gown. She does not look well but manages a smile. A quick exchange of concerned eye contact takes place with David.






LUCY




Have fun. Give my love to Pluto and




the boys.


A long, louder, beep of the horn. Ben picks up a large haversack and scampers through the door. He pokes his head back into the room. 






BEN




What are your top three baby movies 

Luce?

He disappears, laughing.






END
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