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FADE | N:
"RAIN DOGS" - TOM WAITS Begins to play.
EXT. MANOR ROAD. STOKE NEW NGTON. LONDON. EARLY MORNI NG

A mangy brown dog noses through an old fried chicken box.
It noses the box along the curb trying to get its snout
further inside until it cones up agai nst an equal ly mangy
brown coat.

BERNARD (58) and BERNIE (60), two gentleman of the road,
down on their luck, sit by the curb, a bottle of John
Power whi skey between themlike the fulcrumof a see-saw.

Ber nard shoos away the dog and | ooks inside the chicken
box. It is enpty.

BERNARD
Col d.

BERNI E
Isn't it just.

They both reach for the bottle at the same tine. Bernard
is there first.

BERNARD

Alittle nip against the nip.
BERNI E

Ni p? Where? | don't see anyone?
BERNARD

The col d.
BERNI E

Yes. It is.

Bernard passes himthe bottle and Bernie takes a | ong sl ug.
He no longer pulls a face with the swal |l ow.

BERNI E
First of the norning. Here's to
Ber ni e Taupi n.

BERNARD
Who?

Bernie places the bottle at his feet.

BERNI E
El ton John's wordsm th.

BERNARD
Cunt .



A Transit van pulls up against the curb. Bernie noves the
bottle at the |last possible mnute to avoid it, having no
care for his own | egs.

The dirty white van door slides past his nose like a
soi | ed handker chi ef.

The wi ndow wi nds down and KEI TH (50) |eans across fromthe
driver's seat and shouts in a |oud southern Irish accent.

KElI TH
House cl earance. £20 cash in hand.
Take about five hours. You gane,
gents?

Berni e | ooks at Bernard, then up at Keith with a stained
toothy grinace.

They stand up as one and both reach for the passenger door
handl e at the sane tinme. Bernard is once again there first.

EXT. OLD TERRACE HOUSE. FI NSBURY PARK. LONDON. MORNI NG

The van pulls up next to a reasonably well-to-do row of
Vi ctori an houses.

I NT. TRANSI T VAN.

Berni e | eans out of the wi ndow and | ooks up at the old red
brick buil dings.

BERNI E
Smart .

BERNARD
Ni ce nei ghbor hood.

Ber ni e coughs and hocks up sone di sl odged tobacco nucus
onto the pavenent.

BERNI E
We'll fit right in.

EXT. FRONT DOOR OLD TERRACE HOUSE. FI NSBURY PARK. LONDON
Keith funbles in his pocket for a set of keys.

KElI TH
Al right gents. You know the score.
| don't want no pocketing or
t hi eving, you hear? |I' m payi ng
you a score for a fair bit of graft.

They bot h nod.

Keith turns to open the door and Bernard rolls his eyes
to Bernie.



Bernard nouths silently and points at Keith.

BERNARD
Taupi n.

Ber ni e doesn't under st and.
Ber nard nout hs agai n.

BERNARD
A cunt.

| NT. FRONT ROOM OLD TERRACE HOUSE.

Berni e and Bernard | ean against the wall. The roomis
dusty and in disarray. It is clear fromthe nenorabilia
and style that soneone old |ived and probably died in here.

A collection of records rest against an dirty record
pl ayer. A nmug of coffee on top of the perspex |id.

Bernard lifts the nug.

BERNARD
Col d.
BERNI E
Isn't it.
BERNARD
The coffee... cold as the grave.

He t hunbs through the records revealing Misic Hall 33rpm
records. One cover has a woman in a pink feather boa
SW ngi ng on a trapeze.

Bernard continues flicking through with gnarly tobacco
stained fingers and pulls out an Elton John LP. He flips
it round in his hand and | ooks at the notes.

BERNARD
You were right. Bernie Taupin.

BERNI E
| know.

The sl amm ng of a van door is heard outside.

Monments later Keith enters the room He sees Bernard with
the record.

KElI TH
Now | ook. | told you's Iot. No
t hi eving. Put that down.

Ber nard obli ges.



KElI TH
You're only to nove the big stuff,
understand? O has all that terps
rotted your brains.

Bernard strai ghtens up and pushes his dirty hair back.

BERNARD
Sir. My business partner and |
don't touch a drop.

Keith shakes his head, reaches into his pocket and pulls
out a bag of | um nous yellow stickers.

Wal king up to Bernie he flaps themunder his nose.

KEl TH
| don't care. Al you gotta do
is go round the house putting a
sticker on anything bigger than
this.

He hol ds out his hands about a neter upwards and downwards.

KEI TH.
|'"ve put the back of the tailgate
down. G ve us a shout when you're
done then when |'ve inspected,
you can fuck it all in the van.

Keith reaches into another pocket and pulls out a pouch
of tobacco. He begins to roll a cigarette.

Bernard wat ches his ninble fingers tw st the paper and
| ooks as if he is about to say sonething.

Keith sees him

KElI TH
No chance... get going.

I NT. BEDROOM TERRACE HOUSE

Bernard sits on the bed, an old nmusty quilt part-covering
a yellow stained electric blanket. He pulls out his bottle
of whi skey and watches Bernie put stickers on a variety

of furniture.

He cones to a dresser, on which stand three silver picture
frames. Each faded black and white picture shows a young
girl in the 1930's perform ng a Burl esque type show.



BERNI E
It's sad innit? She | ooks happy
here. She probably went hone with
soneone that night and thought
it'd last for ever. Al her
worries, all her dreans, what was
it all for? Now she's gone. No-
one even knows she was around.

He | ooks over at Bernard w th genui ne concern.

BERNI E
What about us Bern? Who'll give
a shit when we croak? Wo'll even

remenber that we were
He | ooks back at the photo.
BERNI E
We're like the skid marks on
washday.

Bernard drains the last of the bottle just as Bernie turns
round agai n, hand outstretched.

BERNI E
Here, give us a go on that bottle.

Bernard throws it to the ground, enpty.

Berni e gives a disapproving tut and opens the doors to an
ol d wardrobe.

He riffles through the old clothes and pulls out a pink
f eat her boa.

He wal ks over to Bernard and drapes it round his neck.
Bernard | aughs.

Bernie returns to the wardrobe and sticks his head full in.
A grunt of fear is heard.

Bernard | ooks up to see a flattened fox flying towards him
He falls off the bed.

Berni e appears fromthe wardrobe | aughing his arse off.

The 1920's fox stole lays on the floor next to a confused
Ber nar d.

Bernie is back in the wardrobe.
BERNARD

We got a good deal here, don't
balls it up.



He | ooks into the holl ow eyes of the dead fox stole.

BERNARD
As nmy old nmumused to say, you
can sheer a sheep nmany tines, but
skin it only once.

Bernie is heard, muffled in the wardrobe.

BERNI E
Yep, you know all about a cheap
skinful. You' ve been up the
Jacob's Creek wi thout a paddle
enough tines, eh?

Berni e reappears out of the wardrobe wearing a pearl tiara.
He sits on the floor, |eaning against the old burl esque
clothes in the open door.

BERNARD
Real ?

Bernie takes off the tiara and bites into one of the
plastic pearls. It can be heard shattering in his nouth.

He spits the word and contents onto the fl oor.

BERNI E
Paste. Reckon the old girl had
any |iquor stashed away?

Bernard | ooks round the room as he gets back onto the bed
and stretches out agai nst the headboard.

BERNARD
If she has it'll be sherry I'd
wager. Can't stand sherry. G ves
me the royal shits.

Bernie is staring fixedly at Bernard.

Ber nard becones aware of it. He turns and | ooks behi nd hi m
to a shelf just above his head.

A large bottle of Chanel no.5 perfune sits ancient and
dusty next to another photo of a |l ady dancing in a feather
boa.

Bernard reaches behind himand pulls down the bottle with
both hands. It is still nearly full.

BERNARD
She mnust' ve been a classy bird.

Ber ni e nods.

BERNI E
A proper | ady.



BERNARD
Do you know how nuch this stuff
costs? It's like liquid gold.

BERNI E
Let's have a sniff.

Ber nard | ooks suspi ci ous.

BERNARD
Pork. Qwar?

BERNI E
It remnds ne of nmy old num

BERNARD
Bol | ocks. Your old num snel | ed
i ke a skunk.
Bernie raises his fists, then lets themfall.

BERNI E
Hal f each?

BERNARD
Hal f each... down the hatch.

He lifts out the glass stopper and drinks down a huge anount.

Bernie is on his feet and quickly takes the bottle from
Bernard before he even renoves it fromhis nouth.

Bernie raises the perfunme bottle to the picture in salute
and drains an equally | arge neasure.

CUr 10O

Title: 10 mnutes |ater.
CUT BACK TO

| NT. BEDROOM TERRACE HOUSE

Bernard is romancing the fox stole, cradling it in his
arnms and crying.

Bernard's rotting shoes are seen sticking out of the
war dr obe. He is banging the inside back wall.

H's voice is slurred yet urgent.

BERNARD
(o/s)
I"'mtelling you. Wardrobes this
old lead to Narnia. It's...

He cracks the back of the wardrobe.



BERNARD
(o/s)
... Fucking. .

Anot her cr ack.

BERNARD
(o/s)
... here..

A final crack and a ripping sound is heard.

BERNARD
cee! (o/s)
eel!

Bernie and the fox | ean against the side wall and peer
behi nd the wardrobe.

Bernard's hand is seen grasping at air through the jagged
hol e.

BERNI E
There's sonet hing therel

BERNARD
Is it M fucking Tumus?

BERNI E
Papers. Go on...

Bernard w ggles his hand sonme nore until it connects with
the | oose sheets of paper.

BERNARD
Cone here Tumus!

He pulls the paper viciously back through the hole,
tearing nost of it as goes.

Bernie has lost interest and is back at the dressing tabl e,
| ooking at the silver franmed photo of a wonan in a

burl esque show, the fox stole around her neck.

He sniffs the air.

BERNI E
Mot her !

He begins to cry blind drunken tears.

Bernard has energed fromthe wardrobe clutching the
crunpl ed paper.

BERNARD
Treasure map. Buried Treasure.

Bernie is lost in the picture.



BERNI E
She was ny treasure.
goodbye.

Never told her

never

said

how | felt.

Bernard puts a sheet of the A4-sized paper on the floor
and straightens it out with his fingerl ess-gl oved hand.

They begin to talk at cross-purposes.
Berni e as he studies the photo.

the crunpled letter;

BERNARD
Pirate ship..?

BERNI E
Private shit, I

BERNARD
My great grandfather
treasure..

BERNI E

Bernard as he reads

couldn't face it...

buri ed the

...buried pleasure deep beneath

t he surface,

BERNARD

hi dden away. ..

He was buried in Abney Park

Cenetery,

BERNI E
My not her
Park Cenetery...

BERNARD
...friend,
with him..

BERNI E
...Couldn't attend...
t oo drunk..

BERNARD
...Grave robber. ..

BERNI E

... poor bugger..

BERNARD
...y chance...

BERNI E

a second chance. ..

BERNARD

Only one thing for it...

BERNI E
Yes,

by anot her. ..

only one thing for

buried al one in Abney

the treasure buried

too pai nful,

it...



They both | ook at each other with conviction and speak as
one

BERNARD & BERNI E
We must go there and...

BERNI E
... say goodbye.

BERNARD
...dig "imup!

BERNI E
Yes... no... what?

BERNARD
Put that bl oody photo down,
Haven't you I|istened?

Remai ni ng on his knees, he waves the handwitten letter
up at Bernie's face.

BERNARD
We're gonna be rich! This old
girl's great grandfather was a
pirate. Buried treasure in his
grave!

He junps to his feet excitedly, but the sudden novenent
is too nuch.

He | eans forward against the dresser and quickly pulls out
the top drawer

He lets go the contents of his stomach into the drawer
before slamm ng it shut, causing the photos on top to fal
over.

BERNARD
was hoping to keep that down.
t tasted |like Paris.

Bernie is at the window, |ooking out into the back garden.
BERNI E
Here Bern, | bet you that's a
tool shed down there.
EXT. ABNEY PARK CEMETERY. DEAD OF NI GHT.
The sound of a netal spade bei ng dragged al ong shingle.

The flat edge of the tool leaves a long line behind it in
t he sem -darkness.

St one angel s | ook down di sapprovingly at their silence
di st urbed.

10.



11.

Berni e and Bernard stunble slowy but purposefully,
weavi ng al ong the m dni ght path.

Bernie is draggi ng the spade.

Bernard stops periodically to place one of the |um nous
yel |l ow stickers on a grave stone each tine they take a
t ur ni ng.

BERNARD
Mustn't get |ost. The dead are
wat chi ng us now.

Bernie is at a grave flicking a small cigarette lighter.
In the guttering |ight the name "GERALD GODOT" can be read.

BERNI E
No.

He turns to Bernard, his face | ooks haunted in the half-
i ght.

BERNI E
What was the nane?

Bernard unfol ds the crunpl ed page fromhis jacket pocket
and beckons Bernie closer.

Bernie flicks the light onto the paper, shielding the
flame with his gloved hand.

The page is witten in ball-point pen. At the top the nane
"M CHELLE GREEN. 4S" is visible.

Bernard scans the page.

BERNARD
Ah- ha! Here. Josi ah G een.

The flame has caught the edge of the faded paper and
ignites in sudden whoosh.

Their faces are nonentarily lit in the orange glow, before
Bernard drops the charred paper.

BERNI E
|'ve seen that nane before. I'm
sure of it.

Bernard pulls out the |arge Chanel no.5 bottle fromthe
nap- sack on his shoul der and takes another |ong pull

He offers the bottle to Bernie who does the sane.
BERNI E

| remenber, | recall. | see it
all now Follow ne..



12.

He begins to flail his arnms and run off into the bushes.

BERNARD
' ve gone blind.
BERNI E
(o/s)
This way... this is pirates alley.

The raven told ne.
EXT. A GRAVESTONE. ABNEY PARK CEMETERY. 1AM

The grey gravestone is eerily lit in the noonlight. The
name "JOSEPH GREENE" visi bl e above the date "1964".

From behi nd the stone the sound of retching is heard.

Bernie's head rises above the headstone, his chin com ng
to rest on the top

BERNI E
| don't feel too good Bern.

The sound of spade digging into scal ping.

Bernard is digging into the colored marble on top of the
grave.

BERNARD
You al ways were a |l azy sod. Cone
on. By the time the sun rises
we'll be rich.

Bernie's head slides off the gravestone and he falls
sideways to the floor. His arnms reach out to a nearby cherub.

BERNI E
There's only one spade, Bern.
Sl eep. Col d.
Bernard sl ans the spade once nore into the | oose stones.

BERNARD
Bast ar d!

CUT TO

EXT. ABNEY PARK CEMETERY. SUNRI SE.

The norning sun catches the side of a stone angel's face.
Long shadows appearing from her w ngspan in the weak
yell ow rays. The world is com ng alive.

CUT TO

A mlk-float trundl es down a side road.

CUr 1O



A man is wal king his clean healthy dog anongst the
gr avest ones.

CUT BACK TO

Bernie is asleep. Hs arns wapped round a stone cherub.

Next to the cherub the broken spade is seen, its wooden
handl e splintered.

Bernard is still digging, nmaniacally with his hands. He
is only about a foot into the earth.
BERNARD
Treasure's here, | tell you. It

has to be!
A jogger runs past himunnoticed by the obsessed tranp.

The jogger reaches into tracksuit pants and pulls out a
cel | phone.

Bernard's hands are caked in nud. He rips at the sodden
earth.

BERNARD
Just once. Just once in ny life...

13.

The gentle sound of a police siren is heard. Getting closer.

RAIN DOGS - TOMWAI TS mxes in with the siren.
FADE QUT.
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