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FADE | N:
DO I T AGAIN (STEELY DAN) FADES I N
A naked pair of breasts lie in repose.

MARCUS DAY (32) opens his eyes and smles down at the
breasts. H's eyes nove slowy upwards to take in the face.
H s expression changes to absolute fear and revulsion. H's
nout h opens as wide as possible in a silent scream
formng a large bl ack hol e.

I NT. A 1981 VAUXHALL CAVALI ER CAR. DAY.
Title: 1981.

The bl ack hol e becones a square into which three red neon
| i nes appear noving up and down. The image is rem ni scent
of "K.I.T.T." from"Knight Rider".

ENOCH (45) is heard and the red neon |ines nove in tine,
but unlike K. I.T.T., this voice is low nellow and Jamai can.

ENOCH (O . S.)
No- one gonna buy this. I'ma
tal king car right?

The voice of Marcus Day replies.

MARCUS DAY (O S.)
Keep filmng. Trust nme Enoch.
This is going to be one of the
80's biggest hitters.

The red lines continue to nove, unconvi nced.

ENOCH
Not hi ng but a hard-up Herbie to
nme. It's cool as long as you use
nmy musi c.

EXT. "ARTSTART" FI LM SET. A MUNI Cl PAL CAR PARK. DAY.

Marcus Day is | ooking through the viewfinder on a | arge
video canera resting on a tripod. They are filmng a
Vauxhal | Caval i er which has been pai nted bl ack, badly.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON (32) crouches next to the car's front
fender, sticking on a large red dot-matrix neon strip.

MARCUS DAY
W will. | prom se.

Marcus raises his eye fromthe viewfinder and sucks in his
cheeks at Bri an.

MARCUS DAY
This is going to be great.



Brian switches on the dot-matrix and stands up.

The red lettering noves fromright to I eft and then back
agai n, sporting the nessage:

" MOONLI GHT KEBABS'.
Brian | ooks at Marcus and shrugs his shoul ders.
MJUSI C FADES OUT.

MARCUS DAY
Cue nusi c.

EXT. "N GHT RI DER' VI DEO PACKAGE.
Bl ack screen.

The famliar theme tune to "Knight Rider"” begins, but with
a distinctly Jamai can Roots twang. It sounds very cheap

The Vauxhal | Cavalier swerves into the car park and begins
turning in figures of eight.

The dot-matrix on the front of the car now scans snoothly.

ENOCH (V. Q)
Marcus Night. A flight into the
heavy worl d of a man, who
shoul dn' t exi st.

The car screeches to a halt and a tall, skinny nan gets
out of the drivers side. He | ooks |like a poor man's David
Hassel hof f.

MARCUS DAY (V. O)
cut .

I NT. EDI TI NG SUI TE. LONDON. DAY.

Marcus and Brian sit facing the large TV nonitor. Brian
pauses the video and the inmage on the nonitor freezes.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
That's as good as we get in 1981,
Mar cus.

Marcus |inks his hands behind his head and sits back on
the chair.

MARCUS DAY
k. Let's take it fromthe top.

He stares at the screen as the images nove backwards.

MARCUS DAY
Rew nd. .



OPENI NG CREDI TS. VI DEO KI LLED THE RADI O STAR ( THE BUGGELES)
pl ays.

| NT. HALLWAY. MARCUS DAY'S SMALL LONDON FLAT. MORNI NG
Title: 2007.
The |l etterbox of a front door.

The flap opens and a small A4-shaped parcel falls onto the
door mat .

The parcel sits forlornly on the mat, its |abel reading
" FARGAS PRODUCTI ONS. REJECTI ON'. The addressee is M
Mar cus Day.

A slipper appears next to the parcel, followed by a hand
picking it up

Marcus brings the parcel up to eye |evel, expectantly. H's
eyes forma scow and he throws the parcel viciously
behind himlike a square frisbee.

The parcel hits into an A5-sized picture on a shelf
agai nst the wall, knocking it to the ground.

The glass in the frame smashes and the nusic stops abruptly.
Marcus holds his head in his hands and wal ks to the

smashed picture. He | ooks at the picture in the frame of

a smling girl, MANDY DARLI NGTON (29).

MARCUS DAY
Doubl e Rej ecti on.

He touches her smling face.

MARCUS DAY
Bi t ch.

EXT. LARGE GARDEN OF COUNTRY HOTEL. A WVEDDI NG RECEPTI ON. DAY.

The smiling girl in the photo is still smling against the
backdrop of a large country hotel.

Guests are mlling around the garden, holding white
plastic buffet plates and chanpagne gl asses.

Mandy Darlington, wearing a smart dress, turns to Marcus
and points to the bride, DEBBIE, wearing a |light pink dress.

Mar cus | ooks shy and unconfortabl e.

MANDY DARLI NGTON
Doesn't she just | ook perfect.

Mar cus nods, mildly disinterested.



MARCUS DAY
Pretty in Pink.

He | ooks around at some of the guests.

MARCUS DAY
Jeez, | haven't seen sone of
these faces in about fifteen years.

He is tapped on the shoul der.

PHI L PANTERA
Mucus Day! How you doi ng?

PHI L PANTERA (33) wears |arge dark Avi ator sungl asses to
hi de as much of his haggered, stubble face as possible.
Hi s clothes | ook ragged and unwashed but he wears themin
an effortlessly hip way. H's shoes are sparkling white
italian |l eather and the only indication that his outfit
is a contrived | ook rather than poverty.

Marcus freezes, then visibly tries to rel ax.

MARCUS DAY
Phil Pantera? |Is that you under
t here?

Phil lifts up his shades and wi nks at Marcus, his eyes are
red and bl oodshot, he nods approvingly to Mandy. She
sm | es back | asciviously.

PHI L PANTERA
| always cry at weddi ngs. Must
be the overpowering snell of onions.

Marcus | ooks at Phil's clothes then down at his own crisp
suit. He seens pl eased.

They I ook round at the mainly md-thirties crowd.

PHI L PANTERA
Tinme rapes up all, eh? Wen did
everyone get so fat and bal d?
Even the women!

MARCUS DAY
Check Facebook, it gets worse.
In cyberspace no-one can hear you
screamn

PHI L PANTERA
Still quoting other people's
films there, Micus? Not got any
of your own di al ogue yet? What
did you end up becom ng then?

CUr 1O



I NT. A HALAL BUTCHERS. FI NSBURY PARK. LONDON. DAY.

The sweating face of a noustached Turkish man | eering. He
hol ds a nmeat cl eaver above his head, in his other hand is
a dead chicken with head still attached, resting on a sl ab.
He brings the cleaver down and decapitates the bird in one
snoot h and aggressi ve noti on.

CUT BACK TO
EXT. LARGE GARDEN OF COUNTRY HOTEL. A WVEDDI NG RECEPTI ON. DAY.

Mar cus reaches over to Mandy's plate and steals a chicken
drunstick. He gnaws on it nervously.

MARCUS DAY
I"'ma screenwiter. Miinly shorts,
but a few features.

Phil folds his arns, inpressed.
Marcus | ooks triunphantly over at Debbie the bride.

She is throwi ng her head back and | aughing wildly, braying
| i ke a donkey with her weddi ng bouquet held out |ike an
A ynpi c torch.

Phil puts his hand on Marcus's shoul der to excuse hinself
and wal ks over to Debbi e.

Mar cus wat ches himkiss her on the |ips in an exaggerat ed
gesture. Debbi e brays once nore.

Marcus turns to Mandy.

MARCUS DAY
At | ast. Soneone who's doing
worse than nme by the | ooks of it.
| was starting to feel like a bit
of a screw up.

Mandy shakes her head and grits her teeth.
Phil returns to where they stand and whi spers to Marcus.

PHI L PANTERA
Debbi e hasn't changed. She's
still not got nuch upstairs...
but what a staircase!

MARCUS DAY
So how are you paying the bills
t hese days, last | heard you were
on the rocks.

Phil |aughs and takes off his shades.



PHI L PANTERA
| still am except now !l own it.

Mar cus | ooks confused.
PHI L PANTERA
On The Rocks. It's ny nightclub
down in Brighton.

Mar cus | ooks crestfall en.

PHI L PANTERA
You and your gorgeous |lady wll
have to come down sonetine. |I'm

no good at these uptight
functions. Mich better to see you
in a nore rel axi ng vi be.

Mandy nudges Phil playfully.

MANDY DARLI NGTON
Rel axi ng? Marcus? Ha! The chance
woul d be a fine thing.

PHI L PANTERA
Yep. He was al ways wound so tight
when he farted only dogs coul d
hear it.

Mar cus coughs nervously.

MARCUS DAY
Hey guys. |I'm standing right here
you know.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON (60) appears behind Mandy. He wears a
creamsuit wth expensive-looking brown shoes. He | ooks
younger than his years, hel ped by a dyed bl onde goatee
beard, San Tropez tan and arrogant swagger.

Mar cus al t hough relieved by the interruption, pulls a sour
face behind Brian's back.

This sour face is noticed by Brian, who is | ooking at Phi
but has Marcus clearly visible in Phil's reflective
sungl asses. He addresses Marcus w t hout turning round.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
If the wind changes you'll be
stuck |ike that.

MARCUS DAY
Li ke what ?

Brian turns and shoots hima know ng | ook.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Unenpl oyed.



Becky stifles a snigger, Phil [aughs. Marcus bl ushes and
kicks at a divot with his | ess expensive-|ooking slip-ons.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Becky | ove. Have you seen your
not her ?
He taps his watch.

MANDY DARLI NGTON
But you've only just got here.

Bri an nods to Marcus and Phil.

MARCUS DAY
Phil, this is Brian, ny dad's
part ner.
Phil | ooks surprised.
MARCUS DAY

Busi ness partner that is.
Artstart pictures? | do a few
scripts for them now and agai n,
you know.

Brian clasps Phil's outstretched hand.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
(to Phil)
Marcus is always saying that. W
do corporate videos and the
scripts are hardly...

Mar cus waves his chicken drunstick in front of Brian's face.

MARCUS DAY
Have you eaten?

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Just a flying visit. W only
popped by to wi sh Debbie all the
best .

Mandy and Phil are staring at each other and flirting
suggestivel y.

BRI AN DARLI| NGTON
OK Mand. .

She is lost in Phil's eyes.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Mandy ?

Mandy turns to face her dad, a warm gl ow on her cheeks.



MANDY DARLI NGTON
Nice to see you, dad. Good | uck
with Patrick.

Bri an coughs and shoots a | ook to Marcus before wal ki ng of f.

MARCUS DAY
Mandy ?
MANDY DARLI NGTON
What ?
MARCUS DAY
What do you nmean good luck with
Patrick?
Mandy shifts nervously.
MARCUS DAY

Why does he need good |luck with dad?

Mandy takes the chicken drunstick fromhis hand, snmles
at Phil and begi ns gnawi ng on the bone.

Phil continues to stare |asciviously at her.

The whistle of a kettle boiling on a stove is heard as
Phil stares at Mandy sucking on the chicken |eg.

Debbi e the bride holds the bouquet of flowers above her
head and with eyes closed, throws it over her shoul der.

Mandy | eaps to catch it effortlessly and | ooks down at the
bouquet, then back at Phil.

I NT. KI TCHEN. MARCUS DAY' S SMVALL LONDON FLAT. MORNI NG
Mar cus renoves the boiling kettle fromthe hob and pours
the steaming liquid into a coffee nug. He is in his
bat hr obe and | ooks awf ul .

He reaches into the cupboard above the sink and renobves
t hree headache tablets fromtheir blister pack

He swal | ows then and noves to the sink, |ooking for a

cl ean nmug anongst the dirty dishes. Unable to find one he
runs the tap and puts his nmouth to it.

The doorbell rings painfully Ioud.

Mar cus junps back and puts his left foot into the cat
litter tray.

The tray is encrusted with a good week's worth of cat natter.

He retracts his foot and studies the now brown slipper.



I NT. HALLWAY. MARCUS DAY'S SMALL LONDON FLAT. MORNI NG

Mar cus opens the door to a dishevel ed | ooking Mandy, stil
wearing the dress fromthe wedding and clutching the
bouquet which | ooks as wilted as she does.

Marcus nods with a sad realization. Unable to | ook her in
the eye he stares down at the bouquet.

MARCUS DAY
You caught it then? And probably
nore besides if | know Phil.

He | eaves the door ajar and noves back to the kitchen.
I NT. KI TCHEN. MARCUS DAY' S SMVALL LONDON FLAT. MORNI NG

He takes his coffee and sits down on a chair at the
br eakf ast tabl e.

Mandy loiters in the doorway. The tension is pal pable.

MANDY DARLI NGTON
How s the head?

MARCUS DAY
Is that what you asked Phil ?

He makes a blowjob imtation with his hand and nout h.

MANDY DARLI NGTON
| knew this was a m st ake.

Marcus' eyes fall to the rejection package on the table
and then to the smashed photo of Mandy next to it. He puts
on a fake Anerican draw .

MARCUS DAY
You can take a horse to water but
you can't nake it drink ; you can
take a whore to culture but you
can't make her think.

Mandy pulls up a chair opposite himin exasperation.

MANDY DARLI| NGTON
Enough with the film quotes.
Let's have a real conversation
for once.

Mar cus spins the broken photo on the table with his finger,
eyes downcast.

MANDY DARLI NGTON
Wiy's everything always so much
wor se for you than anyone el se?

She puts her hand on the photo to stop Marcus spinning it.



MANDY DARLI NGTON
You knew this was on the cards.
Thi ngs haven't been right since
| bi za.

EXT. N GHT CLUB TERRACE. |BIZA. N GHT.

Mandy is in a bikini dancing to bangi ng house nusic. She
i's surrounded by admring nen.

Marcus sits at the bar in a | ong-sleeve black shirt and
bl acker nmood. He knocks back a shot of some dark liquid
and notions for the Spanish barman to pour hi m anot her.

A street-seller clutching a bundle of pirated DVD s
approaches Marcus and hands hi m one expectantly.

He | ooks at the cover."10 Things | Hate about You"
He | ooks back up at Mandy and fans hinself with the DvVD

MARCUS DAY
Only ten?

She i s now danci ng between two nen, the neat in a
particul arly unsavory Spani sh Sandw ch.

I NT. KITCHEN. MARCUS DAY'S SMALL LONDON FLAT. MORNI NG

Marcus | ooks at the smashed photo of Mandy on the table
in front of him

MARCUS DAY
You nust really hate ne, huh? Wy
Phil? He's so bl oody... Wy not
Barry?

CUr 1O

A passport photo of BARRY (32). By anyone's standards
Barry | ooks ugly and downtrodden.

CUT BACK TO

MANDY DARLI NGTON
Leave poor Barry out of this.

MARCUS DAY
Yeah well|l at least | could ve
sal vaged sone sel f-respect.

MANDY DARLI NGTON
It's not about you Marcus. It
j ust happened. We were all drunk.
| noit's no excuse but. ..

10.



11.

MARCUS DAY
And yesterday of all days. Phil,
Jason, Tony, Lee...they were al
so fucki ng successful. everyone's
making it but ne!

MANDY DARLI NGTON
That's a little nelodramatic
isn't it?

Mandy sniffs the air and pulls a sour expression.

Under the table, Marcus tries to wipe his cat-poo slipper
on the chair-|eg.

MANDY DARLI NGTON
Have you..?

Mar cus bangs his hand onto the photo and yel ps in pain,
as a piece of broken glass buries itself in his hand.

MANDY DARLI NGTON
This is exactly what I'mtalking
about. | can't stand your
negati ve sel f-pitying anynore.
Wiy don't you just accept it's
not going to happen for you and
get a nornmal job. Everyone el se
has to.

She pauses and an evil smle tweaks the corners of her nouth.
MANDY DARLI NGTON
| see that job's still advertised
in next door's butchers.
Mar cus' eyes gl aze over in fear.
CUT TO
| NT. A HALAL BUTCHERS. FI NSBURY PARK. LONDON. DAY.
The sweating face of a noustached Turkish man |eering. He
hol ds a neat cl eaver above his head, in his other hand is
a dead chicken with head still attached. He brings the
cl eaver down and decapitates the bird.
CUT BACK TO
I NT. KI TCHEN. MARCUS DAY' S SMALL LONDON FLAT. MORNI NG
Marcus stands up and throws his coffee nug to the wall.

It hits another A5 picture in a frane, next to his nobile
phone. Both smash to the fl oor.



12.

MARCUS DAY
I"'ma witer. There's nothing
else | can be. It's what | do.
Don't ask nme to be anything el se.

He wal ks over to the photo. The glass is smashed but the
picture is still visible of Marcus in a bl ack pol o-neck
shirt sitting at an ol d-fashioned typewiter. He is

| ooki ng very serious as he snokes a cigarette.

MARCUS DAY
It nearly finished ne off
yest erday, hearing about
everyone's wonderful fucking life.
What's that quote..?

Mandy nouths the words as he repeats it.

MARCUS DAY
Not hi ng depresses ne nore than
ny friend s success.

She grits her teeth once nore.
CUT TO
EXT. LARGE GARDEN OF COUNTRY HOTEL. A WEDDI NG RECEPTI ON. DAY.

Marcus stands on the grass facing a single |ine queue of
peopl e waiting to shake his hand.

They greet himone by one in quick succession, noving out
of view like a row of dom noes. Marcus has a big grin on
his face which beconmes snaller and nore pai ned with each
new handshake.

MARCUS DAY
H . What are you doing these days?

PHI L PANTERA
Screw ng your girlfriend.

Marcus clutches his side as if he's been punched by an
invisible fist.

Phil steps aside, to be replaced by anot her person
of fering a handshake.

MARCUS DAY
Hi .

TOBY
| *'ma Channel Four Producer....

Mar cus grasps his own shoulder as if shot.

MARCUS DAY
Hi .



LEE
Docunentary Maker. ..

Mar cus doubl es-up, clutching his stomach.

MARCUS DAY
Hi .

TONY
Creative for Saatchi & Saatchi..

Marcus falls to his knees.

SHARON
Executi ve Producer. ..

KATE
Freel ance Witer and Col umi st.

PETER
| don't work.

A glimer of hope registers on Marcus' face.

PETER
Daddy gave ne a Trust Fund.

Marcus screans and falls forward, collapsing to the floor.
CUT BACK TO

I NT. KITCHEN. MARCUS DAY'S SMALL LONDON FLAT. MORNI NG
Marcus throws his hands in the air.

MARCUS DAY
Everyone's nmaking it but ne!

Mandy stands up and noves for the door.

MANDY DARLI NGTON
You don't even give a shit that
| shagged Phil do you?

MARCUS DAY
| give a great shit ny dear. A
great big brown stinking el ephant
size shit.

He sniffs the air and | ooks down at the cat-poo clinging
to his slippers.

MARCUS DAY
| thought you m ght be the one,
Mandy. | just wanted you to know
that. | need you to know t hat

bef ore you wal k out that door.

13.



Mar cus wags

Mandy bites

She pauses in the doorway and throws the bouquet

cat-litter t

MANDY DARLI NGTON
Marcus don't. | just can't
conpete with your bitterness
anynore. Your self-obsession.
Wen | flirted with those ot her
men, it wasn't to hurt you.

MARCUS DAY
No?

MANDY DARLI NGTON
| wanted to get a reaction from
you. Sonet hing, anything. Just a
little indication that you cared.
But no, you are so self-absorbed
even shaggi ng your friend didn't
make you j eal ous.

MARCUS DAY
you' ve got a real warped |ogic
girl. Don"t push it all onto ne.
You' ve nmade your bed. Literally.
In the fucking rhododendron
bushes. Didn't you?

his finger at her.

MARCUS DAY
Yes. | saw

her tongue and turns to | eave.

MANDY DARLI NGTON
Phil's a wi nner Marcus, you're
just a whiner. Like Father, like
son.

ray.

MANDY DARLI NGTON
Goodbye Marcus. Have a good life.

Marcus is | eft standing al one.

H s phone ri
realizing it

He answers i

He noves towards the door

ngs. Marcus | ooks round for it before

into the

is on the floor under the smashed picture.

t, shaking off the wet drops of coffee.

MARCUS DAY
VWhat ? OCh hi dad. Look it's a bad
time. Me and Becks have just...
No! You' ve got to be kidding ne.

O course. I'll be round in an hour.

slipper steps on the photo of hinself.

and with his shit-stai ned

14.



He raises his foot to reveal a large brown streak over his
i mage.

He raises his fist to the ceiling, shaking it at the sky.
EXT. MARYLEBONE ROAD. DAY.

KASHM R (LED ZEPPELI N) pl ays.

Marcus is cycling aggressively down the busy Maryl ebone
road, deep in thought. He di sappears down the Euston
under pass.

A poster above the entrance to the underpass reads "London
A ynpics 2012".

EXT. PATRI CK DAY' S SUBURBAN HOUSE. EDGEWARE, LONDON. DAY.
Marcus pulls up outside the house and reaches into his

pocket for a set of keys. He enters and the nusic stops
with the door shutting.

I NT. LOUNGE. PATRI CK DAY' S SUBURBAN HOUSE. EDGWMRE, LONDON

DAY.

PATRI CK DAY (60) is putting a vinyl record onto an old red
and white turntable. A glass of whiskey rests next to it
by a photo of a small white dog.

AFRI CA (TOTO) begins on the record pl ayer.
MARCUS DAY
Oh dear. You mnust be depressed
if it's Toto time!
Patrick smles and enbraces his son.
PATRI CK DAY
Good to see you boy. Thanks for
com ng.

Mar cus | ooks over at the red and white turntable.

MARCUS DAY
| can't believe that old thing
still works.

PATRI CK DAY

Li ke nme, eh?

Patrick takes his whiskey glass with himas he noves to
t he sof a.

JUDY DAY (55) enters fromthe adjoining roomand noves to
the record player. She notices Marcus but seens nervous
of himor perhaps it is repressed anger.

15.



16.

JUDY DAY (TO MARCUS)
| thought | heard you. It was
about all | could hear over this
racket .

She turns the vol une down and noves to hug Marcus, but he
hol ds out his hand i nstead. Wen he speaks he sounds col d,
formal .

MARCUS DAY
Mot her. How are you?

Judy smiles at himbut | ooks sad.

JUDY DAY
Cup of tea? Your father's decided
it's ok to drink whiskey before
| unch. Five whi skeys to be
preci se. Yes, Pat, |'ve been
wat chi ng you

PATRI CK DAY
G ve the boy a whiskey if he
wants one. Sernons and Soda
Wat ers anot her tinme.

Patrick noves to the drinks cabinet and pours two fingers
for Marcus.

Judy shakes her head.

Patrick | ooks at Marcus and flips his thunb over his
shoul der pointing at anot her door.

He | eads Marcus into his study.
| NT. STUDY. PATRI CK DAY' S SUBURBAN HOUSE. DAY.

The study wall has posters of 1980's shows. Airwolf.
Kni ght Rider. Mam Vice.

Patrick sits in a large |eather chair. Marcus sits in a
smal l er armchair.

PATRI CK DAY
How s the witing going? |I'm
sorry to hear about Mandy by the
way.

Marcus takes the offered drink.

MARCUS DAY
Thanks. Got the final rejection
letter this norning. That's al
fifty prod co' s now.

PATRI CK DAY
Al'l those pitching neetings?



I NT. A SMART OFFI CE. DAY.

Marcus sits in a small chair

Facing himis a smart executi ve,

Next . . .

in a plush office.

arns fol ded.

SMART EXECUTI VE.
Smack nmy pitch up

MARCUS DAY

A gang of sexy ultra-femnists
have created a sperm storing
device in their pussi
allowthemto sleep with al

these rich and fanous peopl e and
then sell their spunk on a secret
website to coupl es who want

desi gner kids...

es t hat

SMART EXECUTI VE.

I NT. A SEM - SMART OFFI CE. DAY

Marcus is wearing the sane suit.

sits across the desk.

Ht me...

world to ransom

A casual ly dressed nan

EXECUTI VE 2

MARCUS DAY

There are six undersea fiber-
optic cables that carry the
internet across the Atlantic. A
group of extremi st terrorists
have trai ned sharks to bite

t hrough the cabl es and hold the

It's like an

eco-Janes Bond trip...

Next .
INT. A DI RTY OFFI CE. DAY.
Mar cus | ooks despondent.

in a plastic chair.

Picture this.
Hei st Mbvi e.

EXECUTI VE 2

Hs suit

is now crunpled. He sits

MARCUS DAY
A Downs Syndr one

The man across the desk just stares. He slowy raises an

eyebr ow.

17.



I NT. PATRI CK DAY' S SUBURBAN HOUSE. EDGEWARE. DAY.

PATRI CK DAY
Keep at it son. | think you' ve
got talent. Even if they don't.

Patrick warns the glass in his hand.

MARCUS DAY
So you saw Brian yesterday?

PATRI CK DAY
Bastard. Looks |ike we've both
been done over by a nenber of the
Darl i ngton cl an.

MARCUS DAY
Dad?

PATRI CK DAY
He's pulled the plug on Artstart
and stripped the assets. Bl oody
traitor. The age of the corporate
video is comng to an end son.
Everyone's doing it in-house now.
Wthout Brian I'mfiling for
Bankr uptcy. You know how |'d
hoped you coul d' ve conti nued the
busi ness.

Mar cus bangs his hand on the chair arm

MARCUS DAY
Smarny bastard! | never |iked him
| only tolerated himfor Mandy's
sake.

PATRI CK DAY
You live and | earn son.

MARCUS DAY
What about the scripts |I've
witten? You'll still be able to

pay nme right?

PATRI CK DAY
"Il try, but you may have to get
inline like every other creditor.

Patrick | ooks across at a framed photo on the wall, next
to the poster for Mam Vice. It says "ARTSTART CORPORATE
VI DEO PRODUCTI ON'.

PATRI CK DAY
| can't believe it's over. It
woul d' ve been thirty years in June.



Patrick reaches for a gold plated VHS tape which stands
on an award plinth on top of his bureau.

PATRI CK DAY
| remenber when we started, if
only I'd convinced Brian that
Artstart should pitch for TV
shows rather than bl oody corporates.

MARCUS DAY
Wiy didn't you? | renenber your
little black note-book, you had
sonme great ideas for series in
there. Even at seven | wanted to
wat ch them renmenber?

Patrick smles wistfully.

PATRI CK DAY
Bri an was the noney man, video
was a new format, it was |ike
shooting fish in a barrel. W
could turn out fifty corporate
vi deos a year, but with TV you'd
be lucky if one show got picked up.

He | ooks at the poster of Knight Ri der and shakes his head.

PATRI CK DAY
H ndsight's a great thing. If
only I could have ny tine again,
I"d go back and do it ny way.
Pitch a beauty to them An
Engl i sh Knight Rider. An A+ Team
Margate Vice. | swear to you, |
came up with all those ideas
bef ore they did.

Mar cus coughs into his hand.

MARCUS DAY
Bul I shit. It was easier back then
anyway. Think how | azy the
witing was.

Patrick | ooks hurt.

PATRI CK DAY
What do you nean?

MARCUS DAY
Face it. Think how the nobile
phone scuppers nost 80's TV. If
only the character had had a
nobi | e phone they coul d' ve call ed
someone and saved them warned
them You get the picture.
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PATRI CK DAY
| don't get the whole irony
t hi ngy these days. That
knowi ngness. The audi ence i s so
nmedi a- savvy these days.
Everything is so self-referenti al
I"'mlost in this whol e post-
noder n t hi ng.

MARCUS DAY
["mjust |ost.

Marcus | ooks at a large photo on his dad's bureau. It is

a picture of a young Patrick with his arns round the young
Brian at an awards cerenony. Both are wearing Tuxedos,

Bri an hol ds the gol den VHS tape.

PATRI CK DAY
That's what you get for not
trusting your own instincts. |
shoul d' ve foll owed ny own dream
rather than re-witing Brian's.

Rewrite after rewite. | wish |
coul d go back and rewite history
i nst ead.

The gol den VHS tape catches an unseen |ight and Patrick
drops it as if hot.

MARCUS DAY
Don't talk like that dad, it
makes ne sad.

Patrick drains his whiskey in one and reaches to the fl oor
to pick up the tape. He hands it to Marcus.

PATRI CK DAY
| want you to have this. It was
the first award we ever won. |
hope it brings you luck. Don't
give up. It's too late for ne son

Marcus holds the tape to his nouth to stifle his obvious
enot i on.

MARCUS DAY
Oh dad. I"mso sorry.

EXT. A FOREST. DAY. 1981.

Seen through an 8mm Cinefil m Canera, a seven year old
Marcus runs at the screen. He is wearing a Peter Pan
outfit and he waves a small wooden sword.

He runs past the canera and to a rope which hangs from a
tree over a small stream



When he reaches the rope, he stops, unable to grab it
whil st still holding the sword.

Patrick, looking in his early thirties, stops filmng and
| aughs.

PATRI CK DAY
Marcus, try hol ding the sword
bet ween your teeth. It'Il be

easier to hold the rope and w ||
| ook better on filmtoo.

Marcus nods and tries to swallow the sword vertically.

Patrick drops the canera and runs up to him taking the
swor d.

He hugs Marcus and spins himround.
PATRI CK DAY
Scorcese and De Niro, eat your
hearts out.
| NT. STUDY. PATRI CK DAY' S SUBURBAN HOUSE. DAY.
Marcus taps the tape on his dad' s knee synpathetically.

Judy appears in the doorway. She | ooks at the two broken
men, nursing their whiskeys.

JUDY DAY
Look at you two. Faces |like a wet
weekend.
Both nmen dol efully stare back at her.
She collects the enpty gl asses and | eaves.

Patrick | ooks after her for a nonment before speaking to
Mar cus.

PATRI CK DAY
Son, | wish you two woul d make up

Mar cus expressi on changes fromkind concern to irritation.

MARCUS DAY
It's not ne that started it.

PATRI CK DAY
True. But it could be you that
finishes it. Al this over a dog
that's been dead for thirty
bl oody years.
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I NT. LOUNGE. PATRI CK DAY' S SUBURBAN HOUSE. EDGWMARE

Judy Day is polishing the photo of the small white dog
next to the record pl ayer.

She listens to the nuffled voices off in the study.
I NT. STUDY. PATRI CK DAY' S SUBURBAN HOUSE. DAY.

Mar cus peers round the door to watch her dusting.
He leans in to Patrick, whispering hoarsely.

MARCUS DAY
Jesus don't bring it up. Not
today. Pl ease. How nany tines
have | told her it wasn't
fault. | didn't kill it. If she
wants to go on blamng ne...

A coughing is heard fromthe | ounge.

JuDY DAY (O S.)
Have you even visited his grave?

Patrick nakes eyes at Marcus.
Marcus grits his teeth.

MARCUS DAY
Yes. Yes | have.

JuDY DAY (O S.)
Oh really. What does the
i nscription say?

Marcus hits the golden VHS tape on his head.

Patrick puts his index finger to his lips in a silencing
not i on.

Mar cus shakes hi s head.

MARCUS DAY
It says...

JUDY DAY (O S.)
Yes. ..

There is a painful silence, only the faint sound of
pol i shing can be heard.

MARCUS DAY
Woof ?

Judy erupts through the doorway.



23.
JUDY DAY
| knew it.

Marcus sticks the golden VHS tape in his back pocket and
stands up.

MARCUS DAY
Oh bollocks to it. | can't take
any nore today. |'moff.

EXT. MARYLEBONE ROAD. DAY.
Mar cus cycl es down the Maryl ebone road.

He cycles past three Islamc dressed individuals carrying
a large fish tank.

Furt her down the road, he sees a group of Down's Syndrone
teenagers mlling around outside a bank.

It begins to rain heavily. He sees three wonmen with shaved
heads wal ki ng towards hi m

One of them sees himstaring angrily and gives himthe
finger.

A peel of thunder followed by the threat of |ightening.

Marcus wi pes away the tears fromhis face, mxing with the
rain drops.

HUNG UP ( MADONNA) fades in.

CUr 10O

| mage of Mandy | aughi ng as she shags Phil in a bush.
CUT BACK TO

Marcus cycles furiously.

CUr 10O

Brian is pointing at Patrick and | aughing cruelly.
CUT BACK TO

Marcus cycles faster.

CUT TO

The doormat and letterbox of his flat. A parcel falls
through the hole. "Rejection” is witten in big red letters.
CUT BACK TO

Mar cus cycl es down the Maryl ebone road.
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CUr 1O

Marcus is shaki ng hands with Toby, then Peter at the
weddi ng. They are | aughing, he is not.

CUT BACK TO

Marcus is approaching the Euston underpass at breakneck
speed.

CUT TO

The letterbox rel eases, two, three, four, five brown
envel opes - all with "Rejection” visible. They nount up
on the doornmat.

CUT BACK TO

The gol den VHS tape sticks out of Marcus' back pocket.
CUT TO

Patrick is sitting in his |eather chair weeping, his face
is nmonentarily illum nated by the |ightening outside.

CUT BACK TO

Li ghteni ng streaks down in the bl ackeni ng sky.
Marcus freewheel s down towards the tunnel.

A bolt of lightening hits the golden netal VHS tape.
Mar cus | ooks behind himat his back wheel.

A single line of flanmes has appeared in the skid marks
behind him comng out fromhis bike tire.

He enters the underpass tunnel and is obscured from vi ew.

The poster above the tunnel entrance reads "London
A ynpics 2012".

There is a flash of white light.

Mar cus reappears at the tunnel exit, still freewheeling.
The trail of flame fromhis back tire recedes.

The nusic changes to the original G MME G MVE G MVE ( ABBA)
The poster above the tunnel exit shows a poster for "ET
THE EXTRA TERRESTRIAL". In large letters at the top of the
poster is visible: "COM NG SUVMER 1982".

A small white dog runs in front of his bike, Marcus
swerves to avoid it and hits into the side wall.



He |lies on the pavenent, the bike wheel spinning. A smal
red Iine of blood trickles down fromhis hairline.

The smal | white dog reappears and gently |icks his bl ooded
f or ehead.

Marcus is too dazed to stop it but tries to focus his eyes
on the small identity disc dangling fromthe dog's collar.

The disc reads "TOTO. If lost, call Patrick & Judy Day. 01
427 6931".

A young JUDY DAY (29), dog lead in hand runs over to where
Marcus |i es.

She | ooks down at himw th genui ne concern.

JUDY DAY
Pat ? What the hell are you doing
down there?

Mar cus passes out.
I NT. A BEDROOM PATRICK DAY'S 1981 FLAT. AFTERNOON.

A large pair of breasts in repose nove gently from side
to side.

Marcus | ooks at themw th a big grin on his face.
He | ooks up fromthe breasts to uncover the face.

A cushi on covers the face, but a nuffled voice is heard
under neat h.

MUFFLED VO CE
No don't stop. press harder.
Suf f ocat e ne.

Mar cus ki sses one of the exposed breasts but then pauses.
He renoves the cushion to reveal a young | ooking Judy Day.

Mar cus pauses, studying the vaguely famliar face. He
breathes in sharply at recognition.

MARCUS DAY
Min? Oh ny God. No!

The nusic scratches as if a needle is stuck, repeating the
words "G me, G me, G me". Marcus | ooks over to where
the nusic is comng fromand sees the red and white record
pl ayer from Patrick's house.

He flips his head round to the right and | ooks into the
full length wardrobe mrror. A young Patrick Day stares
back at him his naked buttocks visible above the naked
Judy' s thighs.
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MARCUS DAY
Dad?

He | eaps off the bed and pins hinself against the wall,
staring at the naked reflection of the young Patrick in
the sane position.

Judy | eans up, her bare breasts still exposed.
JUDY DAY
Mum Dad? What role play is this?
MARCUS DAY
St op.
JUDY DAY

| thought we were doing the
snot heri ng one tonight. ..

MARCUS DAY
No, no, no. Stop. | don't want
to know.

Judy realises sonmething is wong.

JUDY DAY
Pat? What's the matter. Wiy you
| ooking at ne like that?

A bat hrobe hangs next to where he stands. He throws it to
Judy.

MARCUS DAY
Cover yoursel f. Please. Wat the
fuck is going on?

Judy gets out of bed, putting on the bathrobe. She
chasti ses him

JUDY DAY
It was you who initiated the
afternoon sex. Not nme Patrick Day.
| told you you'd be late for Brian.

Marcus is dazed, but finding his clothes spread on the
floor, he begins to get dressed.

MARCUS DAY

["msorry, mum Judy. Brian, yes.

["lIl call him where's nmy nobile.
JUDY DAY

Mobi | e? Mobil e what? Pat what the

fuck is wong with you?

MARCUS DAY
You swear now?
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Marcus pulls on the trousers. They are flared brown sl acks.
He pulls on the red turtle-neck top and | ooks in the
mrror. He clicks his fingers, speaking with a Harl em twang.

MARCUS DAY
Man, that is a bad outfit!

Judy shakes her head.

JUDY DAY
| don't know what the hell's
wong wth you, Pat, but you're
going to be | ate.

Judy al l ows her bathrobe to fall open exposing her naked
self to him

Marcus shrieks in horror and turns away.

JUDY DAY
| don't understand your trip at
all. You were over the noon

twenty m nutes ago.

MARCUS DAY
| still am num

JUDY DAY
Munt?

MARCUS DAY

Mim Ma'am Arm where arm |
neeting Brian?

JUDY DAY
Is this a joke?

MARCUS DAY
Pl ease Judy, | think maybe I
suffocated nyself too nuch this

time. | feel kind of dizzy.
JUDY DAY
Vell it's not every day you start

your own business | suppose.
Brian's at hone.

Mar cus nods and wal ks to the bedroom door. He pauses.

MARCUS DAY
And home is..?

Judy hands hima collection of papers fromthe bedside table.
Mar cus | ooks and nods.

MARCUS DAY
Cool. I'"Il cycle there now.



JUDY DAY
Cycl e? The bi ke's wecked Evil
Kneavel , renenber?
She throws hima set of car keys.

JUDY DAY
Drive.

He catches them and studies the fob. He is about to say
sonet hing, but then thinks better of it and noves to the
en suite toilet door.

I NT. TO LET. PATRICK DAY'S 1981 FLAT. AFTERNCON

Marcus bolts the door and noves to the sink.

He runs the cold tap and splashes water on his face.

A mrror is directly above the sink and toilet to the left.

He raises his eyes up slowy to neet his own reflection.
Patrick stares back.

Marcus noves to the toilet and unzips the flies of his
brown cords. He reaches in and is about to pull out his
peni s, when he | ooks up and sees his reflection.

He can't bring hinself to pull out his nmanhood under this
gaze and re-zips his flies.

EXT. PAVEMENT. PATRI CK DAY'S 1981 FLAT. AFTERNOON.

CARS ( GARY NEWVAN) pl ays.

Marcus is staring at an old green Vauxhall Cavalier car.
He slowy | ooks around him

Peopl e are dressed in 1981 clothing. An old Ford Transit
van and Ford Capri pass on the street.

ENOCH (42) a Rastafarian man, is painting the w ndow of
the ground floor flat. He waves his brush at Marcus.

ENOCH
Pat. Arie?

Marcus stares blankly at himthen back to the car. He has
a |l ook of total benusenment as he gets into the vehicle.

I NT. VAUXHALL CAVALI ER

Mar cus | ooks out of the wi ndow at the 1981 vi ew.
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He turns the key in the ignition and the engine cones alive.



He | ooks in the rear view mrror and sees his father's
eyes | ooki ng back.

Marcus turns off the engine.
There is a tapping on the w ndow.

Mar cus sees Enoch | ooking in, he | eans over and wi nds down
t he wi ndow.

ENOCH
You Ok there?

Mar cus | ooks hel plessly at him

MARCUS DAY
| don't drive.

EXT. BRI AN DARLI NGTON S FLAT. EXT. AFTERNCON.

Mar cus stands outside the plush apartnent buil ding,
hol di ng a bundl e of papers. He |ooks at the first page and
presses the intercom button.

MJUSI C FADES CQUT.

| NTERCOM
Yel | o. ..

Mar cus pauses. He is lost for words.

| NTERCOM
Hel | 0? Hell 0?

MARCUS DAY
Brian Darlington?

| NTERCOM
Patrick James Day?

The i ntercom buzzes and Marcus enters.
| NT. LOUNGE. BRI AN DARLI NGTON S FLAT. AFTERNOON.

Marcus puts the papers down on a glass dining table and
| ooks around the flat. It is pure 1981, but expensive
conpared with his own flat. A Betamax video recorder has
pri de of place next to a huge TV.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON(33) wearing a sharp doubl e-breasted
jacket and still sporting a bl onde goatee beard, swaggers
out froma beaded doorway. He holds a bottle of chanpagne
and two gl asses. He | ooks over at the glass table.



BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Ah! Pat ny boy, you've brought
t he papers, good stuff. Let's
sign and then cel ebrate. 1've got
the girls comng round in an hour.

Marcus rai ses an eyebrow and sits silently down on a netal
chrome chair, next to a Commobdore 64 comnputer.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
So are you ready to becone part
of the greatest video production
conpany of the 1980' s?

He pops open the chanpagne cork and pours the overspil
into the gl asses.

He hands the snmaller one to Marcus.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
A toast!

Marcus drains his glass in one.
Brian | owers his own gl ass.

BRI AN DARL| NGTON
Pat ?

Marcus is taking in the flat. His face denonstrates both
confusion at his surroundings and dislike for Brian.

MARCUS DAY
You haven't changed a bit. Stil
rocki ng the style over substance.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Pat? Are you feeling alright?

MARCUS DAY
Pat. Pat.

Mar cus stands up, picks up Brian's full chanmpagne gl ass
and throws it over the stunned Brian.

MARCUS DAY
That's for ny dad.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Your dad? Peter? Wiat the fuck?

Mar cus stands stock still and | ooks up at the ceiling. He
tal ks to an unseen person.

MARCUS DAY
K. Thanks. I'd |i ke to wake up
now pl ease. |'ve gai ned cl osure.
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Both nmen stand still in silence.
Mar cus | ooks worriedly down at Brian.

MARCUS DAY
Pi nch me. | need to conme down now.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
What the fuck is your problem

MARCUS DAY
My problen? What year is it? I'm
serious.

Brian sits down on the w cker chair facing Marcus.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
| can see that. It's 1981. Wiat's
goi ng on? Are you having a stroke?

Mar cus stands up and wal ks to the w ndow.
He stares into the street bel ow

MARCUS DAY
This is not ny tine.

Bri an | aughs nervously and wal ks to the Betamax vi deo
recor der.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
You're wong there. This is our
time. Trust me, I'mthe one who's
cutting edge round here. I'mthe
one who knows the future.

He slans the top-loading Betamax |lid with a smug grin.

Mar cus | ooks round at himand pulls the same face fromthe

weddi ng.

MARCUS DAY
You don't change do you, Digital
Di ck! You think you know t he
future? The Internet? d oba
Warm ng, 9/11. You don't have a
clue what's com ng down the |ine.

He | ooks at the Commobdore 64 conputer then back to the
Bet amax machi ne.

MARCUS DAY
Bet anax? Great nove Brian. |'d
bet the farmon it. Buy as many
as you can.
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BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Real | y? | thought so too. It's
got VHS li cked.

Bri an wal ks over to a cl osed wooden dresser. He opens the
doubl e doors to expose a H -Fi stack. He takes a CD from
the side and holds it up to Marcus, twisting it in the light.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Not cutting edge eh?

He puts the CD into the player.

GVEIT UP (KC & the Sunshi ne Band) begi ns pl ayi ng.

Marcus pours a |arge slug of the chanpagne into his gl ass.
Brian starts dancing in earnest.

MARCUS DAY
Twat .

The entrance door slans and Brian | ooks to the hall
conti nuing his robotic dance.

MONI CA DARLI NGTON (30) enters carrying three different
types of carrier bag. She drops themon the floor, her
br eat hl essness addi ng to her consi derabl e beauty.

Marcus jaw hits the floor as he watches her nove.

MONI CA DARLI NGTON
H Brian, Pat. Oh |'m shattered.

MARCUS DAY
(under his breath)
How fit were you?!

Moni ca puts her hand on her hips indignantly, causing her
breasts to jut out.

MONI CA DARLI NGTON
Is that sarcasm Patrick? You'd
be out of breath if you had to
mar ch round the shops. Wiy can't
t hey put everything in one place.
" mrun ragged.

MARCUS DAY
Li ke a supermar ket ?

MONI CA DARLI NGTON
Yes. A super market.

She | ooks at the TV.

MONI CA DARLI NGTON
| haven't mssed it have |?



Brian | ooks at his watch and turns on the TV.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
No, you've just got tinme to do
t he washi ng up.

Mar cus | ooks at the TV.

It shows a crowd of people in St Paul's Cathedra
preparing for the wedding of Charles & D ana.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Come on matey, I'mnot in to al
t hese weddi ng shenani gans, shal
we go down the boozer. Maybe a
drink'll dislodge this shit
rolling round your head. You can
drive.

MARCUS DAY
| can't drive.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Why ?

MARCUS DAY
| mean | didn't drive, here.

Marcus continues to stare at the TV, an inmge of Princess
Di ana appears.

Monica re-enters the roomand sits down on the sofa next
to him

MARCUS DAY
Can | use your toilet?

Brian points with his hand.

Moni ca is engrossed in watching D ana wal king up the aisle.

MONI CA DARLI NGTON
Ohit's afairy taleisn't it?

Marcus puts his hand on Mnica's knee to stand up and
gestures towards the TV.

MARCUS DAY
Di vorce and Death. A Hairy tale.

I NT. TO LET. BRI AN DARLI NGTON S FLAT.

Marcus bolts the door. He turns round and sees anot her
mrror directly above the toilet.

He groans and lifts the toilet seat.
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He unzips his fly and catches his reflection full force.
Standi ng there for a nonent, he still can't bring hinself
to take out, what in effect is, his dad' s penis.

He zips up his flies in an annoyed upwards noti on.

He turns round to the sink and runs the faucet to splash
sonme cold water on his face. A yellow and a bl ue
toothbrush sit in a glass on the sink.

Above the sink is a picture of Brian and Monica taken at
a disco in a "Saturday N ght Fever" pose.

Brian's face hol ds the same earnest dancing expression.

MARCUS DAY
Twat. I"mgoing to stitch you up
good and proper.

He touches the toothbrushes, unsure whether to use the
bl ue or yell ow one. He reaches for the blue toothbrush and
swirls it round the toilet bow, before replacing it.

I NT. THE ROXBURGH PUBLI C HOUSE. LONDON. EARLY EVEN NG

The pub is pure early 80's, thick with snoke and nale only.
A 7 inch record jukebox is in the corner, next to a sit-
down Space | nvaders nachi ne.

Brian turns fromthe bar holding two bevel ed gl asses of
beer and noves to the table where Marcus sits.

MAKE ME SM LE ( STEVE HARLEY) plays on the jukebox.
Mar cus sips his beer.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Ah the great public house. The
one place you can have a snoke
and not be di sturbed by the m sses.

MARCUS DAY
You just wait.

Mar cus becones aware of the nusic.

MARCUS DAY
One of ny dad's favorite tunes this.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Your dad? Ha! | thought Peter was
nore a nusic hall nan.

( BEAT)

What was that Lady Diana shit
about with Monica? You know how
excited she's been about this
weddi ng. She even bought the
royal blue conmenorative dining set.
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Brian lights a cigarette.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Al t hough blue is her favorite col or.

I NT. TO LET. BRI AN DARLI NGTON' S FLAT.

The bl ue and yel |l ow t oot hbrushes sit in their gl ass.

I NT. THE ROXBURGH PUBLI C HOUSE. LONDON. EARLY EVEN NG
Marcus wi nces at the nenory.

MARCUS DAY
Don't get too excited. Diana dies
in a car crash. 1997.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
97? Last tinme | checked we were
1981.

Mar cus opens a bag of peanuts and throws a handful into
hi s nout h.

MARCUS DAY
And the last tine | checked it
was 2007.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
K Captain Kirk. It's that acid
you took in "69 isn't it. I've
read about this.

MARCUS DAY
Dad didn't take acid.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Dad, dad, what's all this dad
bol | ocks.

Brian drains his drink.

MARCUS DAY
Look. | need to get very drunk,
very quickly.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Do you want to tal k about it?

Marcus ignores the question. He gets up and | eaves the table.
I NT. TO LET. THE ROXBURGH PUBLI C HOUSE
Mar cus opens the door to see a urinal with a mrror above

it. He looks to his |left and sees the cubicles, wthout
any mrrors.
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MARCUS DAY
Thank God.

He rushes into the cubicle and shuts the door.
| NT. A LAPDANCI NG CLUB. SOHO NI GHT.
LOVE ACTI ON ( HUMAN LEAGUE) fades in.

Brian continues to smle as the lights of a glitter bal
reflect in his face. Marcus is next to him a near enpty
bottl e of whiskey on the small round table.

On the el evated dance floor a young girl is dancing topless.

Bot h nmen appear very drunk. Brain leans in to Marcus and
shout s above the noi se.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
We're going to be rich you know.

Mar cus sneers at him

MARCUS DAY
You t hi nk?

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Corporates are the future. I'm
sel dom wrong about these things.

MARCUS DAY
And so's Bet anax.

Bri an nods and turns back to watch the girl.
An unseen Conpeer takes to the m crophone.

COVPEER (O S.)
Ladi es and Gentl eman, she's a
construction engi neer, the
bui | der of massive erections...
| give you d ara.

The nusi c changes to AFRICA (TOTO).

Marcus eye's are drawn to the stage where this new girl
has appear ed.

CLARA HUNT (24) stalks the small stage wearing a netallic
bra and pants. She is alnbst identical to Mandy.

Marcus is transfixed by her.

MARCUS DAY
She's beautiful ...

Brian studi es Marcus then | ooks back at the stage.



BRI AN DARLI NGTON
...And you're marri ed!

EXT. A LAPDANCI NG CLUB. SOHO. NI GHT.

Marcus and Brian | ean against the wall. Brian is making a
roll-up joint in his hand, sheltering it fromthe w nd.

He lights the joint.
Takes a puff and hands it to Marcus.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Watch out, the roach is a bit | oose.

Marcus takes a drag and registers his surprise.

MARCUS DAY
It's a joint! What the hell?

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
So you don't have joints in 2007
then Captain Tonorrow?

Mar cus takes anot her drag.

MARCUS DAY
Patrick certainly doesn't.

A side door to the club opens and Clara Hunt exits,
wearing a raincoat.

She wal ks past them eyes forward.

MARCUS DAY
Excuse ne, m ss.

She turns to Marcus.
MARCUS DAY

| thought you were great tonight.
Spel | - bi ndi ng.

Clara | ooks at them |eaning drunk against the wall, and
at the joint in Marcus' hand.
CLARA
Thanks babe. |'ve gotta get off.
MARCUS DAY
Wth nme?
She starts to wal k of f.
MARCUS DAY

G ve ne your nunber, please. |
real ly need soneone to be nice
to me today.
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She carries on wal ki ng.
Marcus sings after her, recalling the JAMES BLUNT song.

MARCUS DAY
You're beautiful, you're
beautiful it's true, and | saw
your face in a crowded pl ace and
| don't know what to do, coz Il
never be with you..

Cl ara pauses and turns.

CLARA
Ni ce tune. You a nusician?

MARCUS DAY
Not really. You just inspire ne.

Clara | ooks himup and down.

CLARA
That's original. Here.

She pulls a pen out fromher coat and takes his hand with
the joint init.

She wites her nunber on his pal mand takes the joint.

Mar cus wat ches her wal ks of f under the streetlights until
swal | owed by the darkness.

He | ooks behind him Brian is |aughing.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Ni ce going Sinatra. That was our
only joint.

Marcus swings on the street light watching C ara di sappear
into the night. He sings after her.

MARCUS DAY
Everything | do, | do it for you!

He swi ngs round agai n.

MARCUS DAY
Fuck you Brian. If you only knew...

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
k. ..

MARCUS DAY
That song | just sung isn't
witten till 2005.



BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Spare nme. You're still going on
about the future? Tell nme who
W ns next week's Grand Nati onal
then, or better still, the World
Cup.

Mar cus st ops spi nning.

MARCUS DAY
Yes! O course.

He stops and thinks, slowy folding his arns.
A | ook of despair on his face.

MARCUS DAY
| don't know. | never knew it.
And football..?

He hol ds up his hands.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
For fuck's sakel

MARCUS DAY
You tell me who won the G and
Nati onal twenty-five years ago.

Bri an t hinks then holds up his hands.
Marcus points triunphantly at him

Brian wal ks up to himand stares deeply into his eyes,
i f searching for sonething.

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
What's going on in there, Pat?

Marcus narrows his eyes w th genui ne venom

BRI AN DARLI NGTON
Look. Just because we're old
friends, it doesn't nean |I'm not
scared to pull the plug on
Artstart. If you're going al
noggerty I'mnot sure | want to
be in business with you.

MARCUS DAY
And don't we know it. | just need
alittle distance tonight. It's
been one hell of a day.

as
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EXT. PAVEMENT. PATRI CK DAY'S FLAT. N GHT.

Mar cus searches for his keys. He finds them and struggl es
to open the door, a mxture of drunkenness and never using
t he keys before.

I NT. HALLWAY. PATRI CK DAY' S FLAT. NI GHT.

He creeps past a half closed bedroomdoor, dimy lit.
There is a stirring frominside.

BOY (O S.)
Dad?

Mar cus freezes.

BOY
Dad? |Is that you?

Mar cus opens the door slightly to reveal a seven year old
boy i n bed.

MARCUS DAY
Ch ny god.

Bef ore the boy can answer, Judy comes out of the adjoining
bedroom and shuts the boy's door.

She turns to Marcus.

JUDY DAY
Do you know what tine it is?

MARCUS DAY
I was cel ebrating.

She recoils at the snell of al cohol on his breath.

He burps and puts his hand to his nmouth. The phone nunber
witten in pen clearly visible.

JUDY DAY
And who's nunber is that?

Marcus's eyes dart fromside to side as Judy fixes himin
her angry gl are.

JUDY DAY
| swear to god Pat if you're up
to your old tricks again, Marcus
and ne are off this tine.

MARCUS DAY
Agai n?

Marcus rolls his eyes at this revel ation.



A smal | white dog bounds out of the bedroom door and
starts to hunp Marcus' | eg.

MARCUS DAY
Tot 0?!

Mar cus bends down, happy for the interruption. Toto begins
licking the salt off his hands.

MARCUS DAY
Oh boy, it's good to see you.
You're so nuch small er than
remenber you

Judy shakes her head.
Toto finishes Iicking his hand.

JUDY DAY
Either way, | hope it wasn't an
i mportant nunber.

Mar cus | ooks at the dog-snudged i nk. The nunber is
i ndeci pher abl e.

JUDY DAY
Now cone to bed, we've got sone
unfi ni shed busi ness too, renenber?

She takes his hand and | eads hi mtowards the bedroom

Mar cus | ooks back at the boy's bedroom door and then at
t he approachi ng bedroom He seens unsure which hol ds nore
horr or.

ESCAPE FROM NEW YORK MAI N THEME (JOHN CARPENTER) pl ays as
he approaches the bedroom door in slow notion.

I NT. A BEDROOM PATRI CK DAY' S FLAT. NI GHT.

Marcus sits on the edge of the bed getting undressed at a
very sl ow speed.

Judy gets under the sheets and starts patting the bed.

JUDY DAY
Conme and get me cowboy.

Mar cus takes off his shoe.

MARCUS DAY
Li sten, Judy, |'ve drunk so nuch
| think I mght throwup. I'd
better sleep on the couch.

Judy, throws the covers over her head and di sappears under
t he bl anket s.



MJUSI C FADES CQUT.
I NT. LOUNGE. PATRI CK DAY'S FLAT. N GHT.

Marcus | ays down on the sofa and stares up at the
bookshel f facing him

VI DEO KI LLS THE RADI O STAR (BUGGLES) FADES I N

He cl oses his eyes to renenber.

| NT. LOUNGE. PATRI CK DAY'S FLAT. DAY.

The seven year old Marcus, is playing with a small red
ball. He throws it carelessly and the ball becones stuck
in the top of the bookshel f.

He stands on the edge of the sofa trying to reach it.

Patrick Day enters the roomand sees where Marcus is about
to reach. He shouts nuch | ouder than is necessary.

PATRI CK DAY
No! Mar cus!

Patrick picks himup and roughly puts himon the ground.
Mar cus | ooks petrified.

| NT. LOUNGE. PATRI CK DAY'S FLAT. NI GHT.
Mar cus opens his eyes and stands up on the sofa.

He reaches to the top of the bookshelf and feels at the
back for anything.

H s hand connects with sonmething and he pulls out a rol
of magazi nes, held by an elastic band. On top of the
magazines is a small black note-book.

Sitting back down on the sofa, he flicks through the
not ebook.

PATRI CK DAY (V. Q)
Don't you remenber? In ny i ittle
bl ack book. | cane up with al
[

those i deas before they did.

Kni ght Rider. Mam Vice. A rwolf,
even Manimal. If | could have ny
time again I'd trust my instincts
and do TV not those bl oody

cor por at es.

Mar cus | ooks through the pages. Sketches of the Knight
Ri der car and Airwolf helicopter are seen next to
scri bbl es and doodl es.
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MARCUS DAY
(under his breath)
| don't believe it. You were
right. Well hundinger. 1'Il do
it. 1"l doit for you dad. 1'1]
show that slick jimbastard Brian

Mar cus shuts the book triunphantly and picks up the rolled
up magazi nes. He renoves the elastic band and unfurls them
to reveal a collection of pornographi c nagazi nes. The
titles are "Fat and Fifty".
Mar cus | ooks aghast.
MARCUS DAY
Oh Dad! Oh yuk! Too nuch
i nf ormati on.

He stashes the nmgazi nes under the sofa and takes off his
ot her shoe, then renoves his sock.

He stares down at his foot in disbelief.

The small toe of his left foot has becone translucent.

He tries to touch it but his hand passes through.

He stares at the clock on the wall as the hands spin round.
VI DEO KI LLED THE RADI O STAR ( BUGGLES) Fades out.

End credits. The reels in the Golden VHS tape start to
rewi nd with increasing speed.

DO I T AGAIN (STEELY DAN) plays till black screen
FADE OUT.
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