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FADE IN

INT. WINE CELLAR - NIGHT

Deathly silence. Slivers of light through wooden boards

highlight the dust in the air. Wine bottles, racked like

sentries, lie still in ordered rows, untouched for years.

A MIDDLE AGED MAN sits on the bottom step, head in hands,

his sunken, hollow eyes staring into space. His clothes are

crumpled, his louche figure hunched and broken. He stands up

and crosses over to the wine racks. He traces his finger in

the dust of one of the bottles, and slowly draws it out.

With a howl of rage, he hurls it across the room. The bottle

hits the wall with an almighty smash. He grabs another and

another, and lobs them into the other racks, destroying them

and the others still lying on their sides.

With a tremendous effort, he up-ends an entire rack, the

colossal din of the smashing glass drowning out his screams.

ADAM

You bastard! You bloody fucking

bastard! I hate you!

He’s drenched in wine and blood and sweat, hair plastered to

his head. He’s not going to stop until every bottle’s gone.

ADAM

I hate you I hate you I hate you!!!

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Heavy rock music permeates into the kitchen of a large,

messy family home. ISOBEL, attractive in her early 40s,

cooks dinner whilst leafing through a large coffee-table

style art book. She stops stirring the contents of a

saucepan and thumps the ceiling with a mop.

ISOBEL

Jimi! I won’t tell you again!

The front door bangs and in walks ABIGAIL - an American,

late 30s, dyed blonde hair piled in a messy knot.

ABIGAIL

Hey gorgeous.

(CONTINUED)
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ISOBEL

(jumping)

Don’t you ever knock?

ABIGAIL

Su casa, mi casa. Besides, I’m

hoping one day I’ll catch you in

your underwear.

She takes a swig from Isobel’s glass of wine.

ABIGAIL (CONT.)

When’s Prodigal Husband due?

ISOBEL

Half an hour ago.

ABIGAIL

Well, what’s an extra half hour

when it’s been six years?

LENNON, a 17 year old student, trips into the room, all arms

and teenaged legs. He carries a smart phone, videoing.

LENNON

Where is he? We’re on at nine.

ISOBEL

I know that. Your dad evidently

doesn’t.

ABIGAIL

All ready for your big concert?

I’ll be on the front row with all

the other sex-starved groupies.

She winks. Lennon turns his phone off and shuffles out of

the room, banging his hip on the sideboard.

ISOBEL

Please stop flirting with my son.

ABIGAIL

Jealous?

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - SAME

Lennon bounds up the stairs into his bedroom, slamming the

door. We go further down the corridor. The music gets

louder. A sign on the door reads JIMI PLAYFORD - ROCK GOD.
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INT. DARKENED BEDROOM - SAME

JIMI - identical to his brother but MUCH cooler - slouches

on his bed, a roll-up glowing amber between his lips. An

electric guitar nestles his groin, his fingers languish on

the strings. His gaze fixates on the ceiling, from which

leers a life-sized Jimi Hendrix. Music floods the bedroom.

As the song reaches its climax Jimi sits up and with a

dramatic flourish hits the last note in perfect time. His

bare arm reveals a green-black tattoo of the famous

guitarist. A thump reverberates through his bedroom floor.

ISOBEL (O.S.)

James Marshall Playford! You’re

driving me crazy!

Jimi reverently places the guitar on his bed and grinds his

fag out on a saucer. He walks over to the full-length mirror

and gazes at his reflection. Black skinny jeans, band

t-shirt, converse trainers. He sucks in his non-existent

belly, turns his music up and leaves the room.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Jimi scampers along the hallway to Lennon’s bedroom. On the

door is scrawled ’GEEK’. Without knocking, Jimi bursts in.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Lennon sits at his desk, hunched in front of a laptop. He

hurriedly shuts the lid.

LENNON

I was just...

JIMI

Len, Lenny, Leonard. You’ll go

blind!

LENNON

Oh fuck off!

JIMI

Now, that’s no way to talk to your

older brother...

LENNON

By two minutes. I’m sure Aimee’s

told you two minutes is a lot...

Jimi swipes the bridge of Lennon’s glasses.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 4.

JIMI

Least I’m getting some, virgin. In

about half an hour if we keep the

chitchat to a minimum.

LENNON

Smooth. Dad’ll be here any minute -

you not waiting?

JIMI

What, another six years? No thanks.

You learnt that song?

Lennon looks guiltily at the bass guitar hung on the wall.

LENNON

Nearly. It’s complicated. Maybe we

should just stick to the stuff we

know tonight.

JIMI

Scared of playing a bum note in

front of the legendary Adam

Playford?

LENNON

No! I’m not feeling that great.

JIMI

I’m sure you’ll be fine. Give my

regards to Papa. And get off that

titty site. Learn the song.

LENNON

It’s not a...!

But Jimi’s scarpered. Lennon opens the laptop. He’s on

Facebook - looking at Adam Playford’s status.

ZOOM IN:

’Amazing gig last week. Felt like I was singing to every

last one of you.’

Lennon stares hard at his idol, his hero, his god. His Dad.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Abigail perches on the kitchen counter, painting her

toenails cherry red. There’s a knock at the front door.

Abigail looks pointedly at the kitchen clock.

(CONTINUED)
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ABIGAIL

Give him hell.

Isobel swings open the door, a cheery smile on her face.

ISOBEL

Hello. I was expecting my estranged

husband an hour ago for dinner. But

he’s an international rockstar and

punctuality isn’t his strong point.

ADAM - early forties, devastatingly handsome - grins. He’s

the man from the cellar, but today he’s bright and chirpy in

denim jacket and jeans. He wraps her in a bear hug.

ADAM

Izzy!

He lingers a moment, breathing in her hair, then steps back.

ADAM

Wow, you look different.

ISOBEL

Hmm. You look the same as you did

last week on the TV.

Lennon walks in, smartphone again in hand.

LENNON

Dad!

ADAM

Jimi!

LENNON

Len.

ADAM

Fuck.

Lennon turns on his heel and leaves. Adam notices Abigail on

the counter.

ADAM

Who’s this then? Please don’t tell

me you’re seeing one of my sons or

I’ll have to hate them forever.

ABIGAIL

That’ll make the feeling mutual.

She blows on her toes. Adam’s hand, proffered for a shake,

lingers in the air.

(CONTINUED)
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ADAM

So. Where’s the delinquent?

ROBERT, a distinguished looking man in his late sixties,

enters the room.

ROBERT

Expelled from school and probably

snorting something expensive in a

pub toilet. You must be very proud.

ADAM

Hey Pops. Still alive then.

ROBERT

Someone mentioned you were going to

visit. Your agent, I think.

He turns to his daughter.

ROBERT

That smells lovely darling. Shall I

set the table?

ADAM

No, we’re going out. If I’m getting

a lecture on my parenting

abilities, I’ll have it inebriated.

INT. PUB - NIGHT

Three lads on knackered instruments soundcheck in the corner

of a slowly-filling country pub under a banner that reads

’THE IDOLS’. Jimi strolls out of the Gents, zipping his fly.

DRUMMER

’Bout time. We doing the new song?

JIMI

Yeah, deffo. Gonna start with it.

DRUMMER

Len’s not here yet.

JIMI

He’ll be fine.

A YOUNG GIRL in a short skirt and heels totters out of the

Gents. She winks at Jimi, who grins and picks up his guitar.

ERIC, the pub landlord, wanders over.

(CONTINUED)
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ERIC

What’s your Dad’s ETA, JimBob?

JIMI

Dunno.

ERIC

Gonna rake it in tonight. Never had

rockstar royalty before.

Jimi scowls and slams out a chord.

DRUMMER

Oh I get it. You just wanna show

off in front of your Dad.

JIMI

Fuck off. Like I care about that

wanker.

The drummer grins, smashes his cymbal, and breaks his stick

clean in half.

JIMI

Oi! Nearly had my bloody eye out.

DRUMMER

Man we need new gear.

JIMI

Yeah well, depending how much I get

on Saturday, maybe I’ll treat you

to a new pair of sticks.

DRUMMER

God it’s about time you got that

trust fund. You’ve been on about it

long enough.

JIMI

It better be good. 18 years of

shit’s gotta be worth something.

INT. CARLUCCIOS - NIGHT

A low-lit expensive bistro. Lennon fiddles with his phone.

ROBERT

Not like you to lose your appetite.

(CONTINUED)
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ISOBEL

Darling. You don’t have to feel

nervous about tonight. Just play

like you always do.

Lennon shushes her as Adam approaches.

ADAM

Sorry about that. Got trapped in

the loo with a super-fan.

Occupational hazard.

He sits down next to Abigail who pointedly moves her chair

further away.

ADAM

Wine anyone? I seem to be the only

one drinking.

ROBERT

Well you ordered white. Only a

philistine drinks white with steak.

ADAM

So, is this pub gig a regular

thing?

ISOBEL

Every week practically, isn’t it

love? Barely see them.

ADAM

Just like me at their age.

ABIGAIL

I really don’t think you can take

the credit.

ADAM

No. Well. I’m going to try and make

up for that...

He looks over at Lennon, still not eating.

ADAM (CONT.)

...I’m really looking forward to

seeing you play tonight. And your

birthday gig. You got lots of

people coming?

LENNON

Yeah, loads. It’s gonna be cool.

Did you get my Facebook message?

About your label?

(CONTINUED)
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ADAM

Yes. Yes I did.

LENNON

And?

ADAM

Well I can’t promise anything.

LENNON

But they will be there?

Adam’s phone rings - the theme from FAME! He turns it off.

ADAM

They’ve said so. But don’t get your

hopes up. It’s a tough market and I

don’t hold much sway. If they like

you, great. But it’s not up to me.

LENNON

Right.

ADAM

I’ll do my best...

Robert snorts and pushes his plate away.

ADAM

Something the matter?

ROBERT

Come back here, smooth as you like,

trying to buy their affections with

record deals. Rather crass.

ISOBEL

Dad!

Adam beckons the waitress.

ADAM

May we have the bill? Dracula needs

to get back to his coffin.

ISOBEL

Adam!

ADAM

For your information, I have no

intention of getting the boys a

record deal. I...

(CONTINUED)
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LENNON

Oh right! So, you don’t know if

they’re even coming, and you

definitely aren’t going to help us

get signed. Why d’you even bother

coming back?

ISOBEL

Lennon!

LENNON

Just what I need before playing.

See ya later.

He storms off, knocking over a wine glass on the next table.

Isobel immediately dives into action, picking up the pieces

and apologising profusely. Abigail necks her wine and smiles

across the table.

ABIGAIL

God I love this family.

INT. PUB - NIGHT

A crowd of people stand around the stage, waiting

expectantly, Adam right at the front. A few people point at

him, whispering.

CUSTOMER ONE

He’s a big star. He’s had ten

number ones.

CUSTOMER TWO

He’s a family-abandoner. He’s not

been home in six years.

CUSTOMER THREE

What’s he doing back here now?

CUSTOMER FOUR

God, with THAT family? Could be any

kind of drama.

The band strides on to the stage, to whoops and hollers.

Lennon looks pale and clammy. The drummer taps his sticks

and a wall of music hits the crowd. Their sound is an indie

rock, blaring guitars, fast beat, grooving melody.

Isobel stands to one side, filming the gig on Lennon’s

phone. Whilst he looks uncomfortable and nauseous, Jimi

looks born to rock. He screams his lungs out, thrashing his

guitar for all it’s worth. Adam is enthralled.

(CONTINUED)
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But something’s wrong. Lennon’s lost it - he frowns,

disoriented in the lights. The drummer looks to him for

reassurance and misses the beat.

Lennon’s gone completely - he trips wildly over his pedals

and stumbles into the amp.

JIMI

What the fuck...?

They’re playing different tempos now, different keys. They

might as well be on different stages. The rhythm guitarist

stops altogether. The drummer blindly bashes his cymbal.

Adam’s delighted smile has turned to a look of horror. He

looks desperately between Jimi and Lennon, willing them to

keep it together. But it’s gone. A couple of boos emerge

from the crowd. The lights flicker on.

The drummer raises his hands in a shrug. Jimi stares,

blinking, at the jeering, sniggering crowd.

Lennon gives a deep, guttural retch as he throws up off the

side of the stage. The girl in the tiny skirt screams as it

splatters all over her shoes.

Jimi looks up to see Adam swiftly making his way through the

crowd and out of the pub. Just as he disappears through the

door their eyes meet. It’s perhaps not the best father-son

reunion.

Lennon groggily climbs down from the stage, taking his phone

off his mother.

LENNON

I’m sorry guys. I quit.

EXT. A LONG FARM TRACK - DAY

Coal-black Fenland fields stretch as far as the eye can see.

The sky looks like a huge snow globe. In the distance, Adam

walks slowly along a rutted farm track. A lonely crow caws.

Adam stops, and stares out across the fields. There’s

nothing to see.
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EXT. RIVER - DAY

Jimi and Lennon sit hunched over fishing rods on the

riverbank, Robert between them. Jimi stares resolutely into

the water. Lennon listlessly films on his phone. They’re

both brooding, shooting each other surreptitious glances,

but neither wants to speak first. Finally...

LENNON

Sorry about last night.

ROBERT

(approvingly)

Good lad.

Jimi throws bait into the water.

LENNON

I was just wound up.

Jimi still doesn’t say anything.

LENNON

And that song, it’s hard, and I

could just see him watching us,

waiting to see what we were like...

JIMI

Alright Len, forget it!

ROBERT

He’s just trying to apologise.

JIMI

It don’t matter. It’s done now.

LENNON

I’m no good Jim. The band’s better

off without me.

JIMI

You’re not quitting.

LENNON

I’ll still play on Saturday.

JIMI

Yeah ok. Whatever.

Jimi’s rod twitches.

(CONTINUED)
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ROBERT

There’s a big’un down there. I can

feel it.

There’s silence again. We watch the rods intently.

JIMI

Didn’t exactly stick around for

moral support, did he?

LENNON

Maybe he just had to be somewhere.

JIMI

Yeah. Anywhere his loser sons

weren’t. Off like a shot this

morning too.

ROBERT

Ah well. Never mind that now. How’s

about this fish?

JIMI

He’s not even said hello to me yet!

He’s not even...

ADAM

(appearing over the floodbank)

Hello Jimi.

Jimi’s so surprised he doesn’t notice his rod twitch, then

jerk. Suddenly the water’s boiling with an angry fish on the

end of his line, the rod jumping out of his hands.

ROBERT

There she is! I knew it!

LENNON

Land it Jim, don’t let it go!

Adam rushes down the floodbank to help and the four men slip

around in the mud trying to keep hold of the rod.

ROBERT

Steady! Don’t shake her off!

LENNON

It’s massive! Hold it still.

ADAM

Reel it in! Quick before it gets

away!

(CONTINUED)
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JIMI

I can’t hold it.

ROBERT

Be gentle, no sudden movements.

Adam makes a grab for the rod and nearly falls over.

ADAM

Come on! Get it in quick.

ROBERT

No Jim, listen. Do it slow. Don’t

panic her or she’ll get away.

ADAM

Give it here.

He attempts to grab the rod again.

JIMI

Leave it alone!

ADAM

You’re gonna lose it!

JIMI

I wanna do it myself!

ADAM

Oh fine.

He makes to walk away...

ROBERT

That’s it son. You listen to me.

...And changes his mind. He wrestles for the rod and lashes

in the line.

JIMI

Hey!

With an almighty SNAP the rod buckles, twists and breaks,

the line goes slack and we see the outline of a very large

fish swimming away as fast as her fins will take her.

Jimi stares aghast at his Dad.

JIMI

I can’t believe you just did that!

(CONTINUED)
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ADAM

Cheap rod. You’d never have landed

it with that.

JIMI

I’ve had that since I was ten!

ADAM

I rest my case. I’ll buy you a

better one.

ROBERT

There was nothing wrong with that

one. Honestly Adam...

ADAM

Oh spare me please. Both the

lecture and the fishing lesson.

Lennon stares in dismay at his phone, the screen blank.

LENNON

I think my phone’s fucked.

ADAM

I’ll get you another one.

ROBERT

Is that your answer to everything?

First record deals, now new

phones...

ADAM

I’m not getting them a record deal!

When will people listen to me?

He stares at the angry faces of his sons.

ADAM

What I AM going to do, however, is

go down to the bank this afternoon

to sign the forms for your trust

funds. Bet you’ve not forgotten

those, have you?

Jimi and Lennon look at each other, embarrassed. But they

can’t help themselves.

JIMI

And what, will we get it on our

birthday?

(CONTINUED)
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ADAM

If you’re good.

Jimi and Lennon smile delightedly. Robert looks disgusted.

ROBERT

You really are the limit.

ADAM

Come Saturday you can buy all the

fishing rods your hearts desire.

Whatever you like. Flowers for your

mother. Chocolates for your

girlfriend. Incontinence pads for

Grandpa.

The boys laugh. Adam puts his arms around their shoulders.

ADAM

Let’s leave Pops to find that fish

and we’ll go down the pub and catch

up. Much more rock n roll.

They walk away, leaving Robert shaking his head.

INT. HEADMASTER’S OFFICE - SAME

The wall clock ticks loudly in the muted stillness of the

office. The headmaster reads a report whilst Adam and Isobel

sit on hard wooden chairs.

ADAM

Brass tacks. What do we need to do

to get him unexpelled?

HEADMASTER

Mr Playford. That is not the way

things are done. One does not

simply request that one’s son is

’unexpelled’.

ADAM

I’m sure there’s something we can

do.

HEADMASTER

It’s exactly that sort of attitude

that got your son in this

predicament in the first place.

He’s been lording it around here,

saying he doesn’t need to go to his

lessons, because come his 18th

(MORE)
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HEADMASTER (cont’d)

birthday - this Saturday I gather -

he’ll get a record deal from your

label and a trust fund that’ll

mean, I quote, "I never have to

work again, innit".

ISOBEL

Oh Adam! I do wish you’d stop

telling him that.

ADAM

I haven’t! I’m not...

He sighs. Composes himself.

ADAM

Is that what he’s been saying?

HEADMASTER

I don’t know what you’ve promised

him, Mr Playford, but it’s not the

kind of ambitious free-thinking

spirit we like to instill in our

students here. I...

ADAM

OK, OK. I get the idea. I didn’t

know that’s what he’d been

doing. What about Lennon?

HEADMASTER

Compared to his brother, a model

student. Gets on very well. He’s

making a film, I believe. About

you.

INT. GARAGE - DAY

The band stands around, tuning instruments and waiting for

Lennon, who is fiddling with a phone on a tripod.

DRUMMER

Come on man!

LENNON

I can’t get the bloody thing to

stay upright.

Miss short skirt, from the pub, jumps up from a wheelbarrow.

(CONTINUED)
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AIMEE

Give it ere.

LENNON

Oi careful! It’s new.

AIMEE

I’ve held far more precious things.

She winks at Jimi, then aggressively manhandles the tripod

into position. Jimi winces.

AIMEE

Right. Get on with it.

POV: VIDEO PHONE

Lennon’s face comes into the frame. He walks over to where

the band are standing. He smiles.

LENNON

So, we’re the Idols. Our dad gave

us the name when he first taught us

guitar. Jimi’s the really talented

one and I muddle along on bass. Dad

wanted to name us after his musical

heroes - John Lennon and Jimi

Hendrix. Mum had to agree because

he forged her signature on the

birth certificates. Now...

DRUMMER

I thought you’d quit?

LENNON

Neil! We’re recording! Now I’m

gonna have to do that all again.

The screen swivels around and the girl pouts at the lens.

AIMEE

Hi, I’m Aimee. I’m Jimi’s

girlfriend.

LENNON (O.C.)

Aimee, give me the phone.

AIMEE

I’m a 34 - 24 - 32...

LENNON (O.C.)

No one wants to know your IQ,

Aimee.

(CONTINUED)
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He grabs the phone off her.

WIDE: GARAGE.

Aimee flounces over to Jimi and whispers something in his

ear. He takes his guitar off.

JIMI

See ya later losers.

LENNON

Hey, we’re supposed to be filming!

JIMI

Soz. Got my own little movie to

shoot.

He pockets his mobile phone, grins wickedly and squeezes

Aimee’s arse as they leave the garage.

INT. SUPERMARKET - DAY

A synthesised cover of one of Adam’s songs seeps through the

discount supermarket’s sound system. Isobel and Adam meander

around the aisles. He’s on the phone.

ADAM

Me too. Can’t wait. Bye.

(to Isobel)

My God, who IS this? They’re

murdering it.

ISOBEL

Hmm, must be dreadful to get paid

for something you haven’t done.

She puts a family pack of biscuits in the trolley and goes

off to another shelf. Adam replaces them with some

expensive-looking petits fours. Isobel returns, frowns at

the posh biscuits - Adam stares into space, nonchalant.

ISOBEL

Are you paying?

ADAM

Oh, don’t make out like I give you

nothing. A little treat now and

then doesn’t break the bank.

ISOBEL

I’d love to know the last time you

looked at a bank statement. Or a

bill. Or a receipt, come to that.

(CONTINUED)
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ADAM

I’m not a complete diva. I do my

own shopping... occasionally.

ISOBEL

We need vodka.

Adam visibly brightens.

INT. SUPERMARKET - ALCOHOL AISLE - SAME

Husband and wife peruse the shelves. Isobel selects some

own-brand vodka. Adam eyes up the malt whiskeys.

ADAM

That headmaster is an arse. Making

us grovel like that.

ISOBEL

Hmm.

ADAM

Does he honestly think I’m going to

get my son a record deal without

him working for it? It’s just

nonsense.

ISOBEL

No, Adam. JIMI thinks you’re going

to get him a record deal without

him working for it. You need to

talk to him.

ADAM

OK I will. He’ll thank me for it

y’know. It’s not all about who you

know in this game. You have to have

talent and dedication. It won’t

last otherwise.

ISOBEL

Easy for you to say. You’re there.

ADAM

Yes, and I certainly don’t have my

father to thank.

Adam shoves the bottle he is holding back on to the shelf.

ADAM

Honestly, calling this place a

’super’ market really stretches the

(MORE)
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ADAM (cont’d)
limits of the Trade Descriptions

Act. How do you stand it?

ABIGAIL (O.C.)

Yoo hoo!

From around the end of the aisle charges Abigail, holding

two melons at chest level.

ABIGAIL

(to Isobel)

Hey kitten.

(to Adam, coolly)

Hello.

Adam and Isobel stare, fixated, at the melons.

ADAM

Aha, the toe polishing lesbian.

ABIGAIL

The two-timing child abandoner.

ADAM

Don’t forget Love Rat and

Good-for-nothing Playboy.

ABIGAIL

Your reputation precedes you.

ADAM

And yours. What with all the drama

the other night, we didn’t get a

proper chance to chat. Izzy talks

about you constantly. You must come

round sometime.

ABIGAIL

Oh, don’t worry, I do. I regularly

keep your wife company on these

long dark nights. But actually, you

must come to mine. I’ll cook.

ADAM

I didn’t know lesbians cooked.

ABIGAIL

Oh yes, we burn toast as well as

bras.

(CONTINUED)
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ADAM

I look forward to it. I’ll go get a

bottle of something a bit special.

Or at least drinkable.

His eyes linger on the melons as he departs. Abigail dumps

them in the trolley.

ABIGAIL

Starter.

ISOBEL

Tease.

ABIGAIL

Oh please, I’d rather do your dad.

It’s men like him that turned me

into a lesbian. Have I told you

that story?

ISOBEL

Many, many times.

ABIGAIL

Well, you evidently need to pay

more attention. Or I’ll just make

your drinks stronger. What the hell

am I going to cook?

ISOBEL

Yes, I did wonder. There’s your

legendary tuna melt. Baked potatoes

a la fromage. Toast.

ABIGAIL

Well, I can’t be perfect at

everything.

ISOBEL

When I heard the new next door

neighbour was gay, I looked forward

to cosy nights in, being wined and

dined, talking about sex and

fashion. Of course I thought you

were a man.

Abigail laughs and slips her arm through Isobel’s as they

continue down the aisle.
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INT. ABIGAIL’S KITCHEN - DAY

It looks like a bomb’s gone off. Grocery bags adorn table

and floor. Bottles, full and empty, form ranks on the

sideboard. The room, painted a beach hut turquoise, sports

overflowing ashtrays and music posters on the walls. Above

the table hangs a small Spanish guitar.

Isobel peels potatoes whilst Abigail leans against the

draining board, watching her, sinking a large Merlot.

ISOBEL

Can’t believe I’m cooking my own

dinner. You really are a slattern.

She takes a sip of her wine.

ISOBEL

Mmh, that’s nice.

ABIGAIL

Should be. It’s from your cellar.

She giggles.

ISOBEL

Abi!!

ABIGAIL

Someone should drink it. You said

yourself Adam never touches red.

ISOBEL

You have no boundaries.

ABIGAIL

What IS his drama with that cellar

anyway? You should just flog it.

ISOBEL

I don’t know. I had to deal with

the whole estate when his dad died.

Adam was on tour - he won’t even

acknowledge it’s there.

ABIGAIL

Well, I can relate to that. My

entire attic’s full of junk I don’t

want to sort out.

ISOBEL

Why not? There might be something

valuable.

(CONTINUED)
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ABIGAIL

Trust me, my health is far more

valuable than anything left over

from my father.

ISOBEL

What do you mean?

Abigail picks up her mobile from the counter and puts it to

her ear.

ABIGAIL

Hello?

She wanders out of the room.

INT. ABIGAIL’S KITCHEN - NIGHT

Abigail, Isobel, Jimi, Lennon and Adam sit around two

pushed-together tables, finishing dinner. Adam sits back,

stretching like a cat.

ADAM

I’m impressed. I’ve missed a nice

bit of home cooking.

ABIGAIL

That all you’ve missed?

Adam’s smug smile vanishes.

ADAM

No... obviously. But it makes you

realise. The little things.

ABIGAIL

Absolutely. The little things. Like

- Valentines. Christmas. Birthdays.

Your sons’ childhoods...

ISOBEL

Abi...

ABIGAIL

What? I’m just pointing it out.

Now, what else?

Jimi and Lennon grin at each other, enjoying their dad’s

discomfort. Isobel goes to interrupt but Abigail puts her

hand over her mouth.

(CONTINUED)
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ABIGAIL (CONT.)

Wedding anniversaries. New Years.

Family holidays. Art exhibitions...

Adam holds his hands up in protest.

ADAM

Ok, you made your point.

ABIGAIL

Oh honey, I’m only just getting

started...

INT. ABIGAIL’S KITCHEN - LATER - DRUNKER

ABIGAIL

Your wife was a complete MESS when

I arrived.

ISOBEL

Abs, for God’s sake...

ABIGAIL

He needs to know!

(slurring now)

All these years she’s been loyal to

you. All these years, a faithful

wife. Trust me, I’ve tried to

corrupt her. But she’s brought up

your boys and forsaken her dreams -

all for you. And you... you’ve

been...

(searching for the word)

A pig!

Jimi and Lennon laugh openly now. Adam squirms in his seat,

picks up a half full bottle of red, puts it back down,

searches for an alternative. All the white’s gone.

ABIGAIL

She never knows where you are. You

don’t give her enough money.

ADAM

Now look...

ABIGAIL

No. YOU look. You’ve been in and

out of their lives the past 18

years, suiting yourself. They only

see you on TV, only hear you on the

radio. You’re only back now cos

(MORE)
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ABIGAIL (cont’d)
Jimi’s got himself expelled, and

you think the answer is to get them

a record deal and turn them into

Mini Me’s. All they want is to be

like you, God help us.

Adam stands up.

ADAM

OK, I’ve had enough. All I’ve ever

wanted is to make music. Call me

shallow, irresponsible, egocentric.

But I’m just being me.

Jimi, if you want me to help you, I

will. But I’m not going to ’get’

you a record deal, and nor am I

going to hand over your trust fund

without you earning it. If you

don’t get yourself back to school

and finish your exams you won’t get

your money. Simple as.

Stunned silence.

JIMI

WHAT?

ADAM

You heard me. We’ve spoken to the

Head. You can come back to school.

But if you don’t take your exams

you don’t get your money.

ABIGAIL

Wow.

JIMI

But it’s mine! You told us about it

years ago! I’ve been waiting all

this time...

LENNON

That’s not fair!

ADAM

Don’t worry Lennon. You’ll still

get yours.

JIMI

What, so it’s just me? Are you

fucking kidding?

(CONTINUED)
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ADAM

Nope.

JIMI

I don’t believe this.

He kicks over his chair and leaves the room. Lennon

hesitates, then follows.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Isobel slowly gets undressed and ready for bed. She changes

into a rather unbecoming flannelette nightie, with a picture

of Snoopy on the front. She catches sight of herself in the

mirror and frowns. She pulls it off and crosses to the

dresser. For her age she has a lovely figure.

She fingers a cardboard box in the top drawer - an Agent

Provocateur label flaps open. On it is written "Dare you to

try it. Abi x"

She pulls the flimsy fabric over her head and crosses back

to the mirror. She’s a little surprised at what she sees.

Nicely surprised. She poses a little, sweeps her hair up

from her shoulders and cocks her hip.

ADAM (O.C.)

Very nice.

Isobel whirls around, slightly giddy from the wine, and sees

Adam stood in the doorway.

ADAM

Your friend’s a charmer.

ISOBEL

She tells it like it is.

ADAM

That what you’ve been up to whilst

I’ve been away?

ISOBEL

I’m not going to indulge your

fantasies. Think what you like.

ADAM

You look amazing. I really had

forgotten what I was missing.

He makes to touch her but she raises her hands.

(CONTINUED)
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ADAM

Come on... can’t let that go to

waste.

He tries again.

ISOBEL

No thank you. Not this time.

ADAM

We ARE still married.

ISOBEL

I said no. Honestly, do you really

think so? After tonight?

ADAM

I was just ’telling it like it is’.

ISOBEL

Jimi’s devastated. That money’s his

ticket to becoming a musician. It’s

his dream.

ADAM

It’s a fantasy. He has to work for

it.

ISOBEL

Well, so do you. You can’t just

come back here whenever you feel

like it and try and worm your way

into our lives, our hearts - my

bed. You have to earn it.

ADAM

I think you need to stop taking

life lessons from the next door

neighbour.

ISOBEL

She’s much more than that.

ADAM

Clearly. Since when did you swap

allegiances?

ISOBEL

You’ve been away the best part of

18 years. Things change.

(CONTINUED)
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ADAM

Yes, you’re right. I’ve changed. I

want to make a go of things with

you. Just tell me how.

His phone beeps. FAME! Isobel gives him the look of death.

ISOBEL

You’re a big boy. Figure it out.

She shoves him out the door.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Jimi and Lennon walk along the street, wearing school

blazers and ties. Lennon is filming Jimi.

JIMI

It’s ridiculous. I’m three days

from being an adult. He doesn’t own

me. Turn that fucking thing off.

LENNON

I need more footage. This is good.

JIMI

Glad my emotional pain is

contributing to your artistic

endeavours.

LENNON

Yeah, man. Show, don’t tell.

JIMI

Anyway, I only have to take my

exams. He can’t make me pass them.

Lennon stops. He looks awkward.

LENNON

But seriously. What ARE you gonna

do after college?

JIMI

Um, the band? Remember that?

LENNON

Yeah but, it might not work out...

JIMI

Course it will! We’ll make it work.

(CONTINUED)
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LENNON

We..?

JIMI

You’re not quitting Len. Just

because you got stagefright in

front of Dad doesn’t mean you have

to give it up.

LENNON

We both know I’m the weak link. And

besides, well...

JIMI

What?

LENNON

Nothing. Forget it.

He grins.

LENNON

Good luck.

He nods towards the newsagents, where Aimee stands, leaning

against the wall in one of her trademark short skirts. She’s

smoking a cigarette and sticking out her hip.

JIMI

Oh crap.

LENNON

See ya bro.

He weaves round her, giggling to himself.

AIMEE

Hey babe.

She wraps her arms around him and pulls him in for a kiss.

AIMEE

Why haven’t you been answering your

phone?

JIMI

Been busy.

AIMEE

Too busy for me?
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JIMI

Just busy. Look babe, I’ve gotta

go. School.

AIMEE

Thought you said you wasn’t going

back.

She dangles a set of keys in front of his face.

AIMEE

Mum’s out. Let’s play.

Jimi disentangles himself and walks through the school

gates.

JIMI

Sorry. I’ve gotta go.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

Lennon is in class, working on his film. His laptop screen

depicts a webpage - ’The unofficial Adam Playford fansite’.

There are photos of Adam with a guitar on a massive stage in

front of thousands of people; photos of Adam with grinning

Japanese fans; photos of Adam giving the peace sign by the

Statue of Liberty.

He clicks on a page that says ’Media’. More photos, and

headlines - ’Local star plays to packed stadium’; ’Adam

Playford is top of the pops’.

He clicks on the discography - dozens of tracks, linking to

videos and mp3s. It’s a beautifully created website. It maps

out a whole career - a whole life.

Lennon stares at the screen, his glasses reflecting hundreds

of little images of his father. His teacher comes over.

TEACHER

Hey Lennon. How’s your film coming

along?

LENNON

Getting there. Not sure whether to

use this bit.

He clicks on a home video.
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TEACHER

What is it?

LENNON

Footage from our 12th birthday

party. Gig we did.

TEACHER

Did you play with your dad?

LENNON

Not exactly.

TEACHER

Well, let’s see.

Lennon hits play and the video starts. We watch the video -

grainy, shaky footage.

EXT. GARDEN - C. 2009

POV: HANDHELD VIDEO CAMERA

It’s a lovely sunny day. Bunting and balloons bob brightly.

A small stage has been erected at one end of the garden,

upon which three microphones stand. The one in the middle is

set taller than the other two.

Kids whizz around the garden, laughing, playing.

INT. PLAYFORD HOUSEHOLD - SAME

We follow Isobel as, laden with an enormous cake bearing

twelve lit candles, she gingerly makes her way from kitchen

to living room. Every surface is covered in cards -

’Congratulations on your 12th birthday’.

Lennon and Jimi, 12 years old and cute as buttons, sit

cross-legged on the floor, amidst a sea of wrapping paper.

They both grin widely as their mother comes towards them

with the cake, now singing Happy Birthday.

Off camera, an elderly male voice sings loudly and offkey.

ROBERT (O.C.)

Blow em all out then! In one!

The boys blow out the candles.
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EXT. GARDEN - LATER

It’s dusk. A huge crowd of kids gathers around the stage,

upon which two brand new guitars, decked in ribbons, have

been placed between the microphones. A banner hanging from

the trees reads ’The Idols.’

The shaky camera watches Jimi and Lennon as they hover

nervously, looking towards the gate.

ROBERT (O.C.)

Maybe you could start now and warm

up and he can join you later. Oh -

what’s the matter love?

The camera wheels around and Isobel comes into view. She’s

smiling bravely but her eyes are red.

JIMI

Where is he?

ISOBEL

He... he can’t come. He wants to be

here, but something came up,

something really important.

The twins stare at her.

LENNON

He’s got to come.

JIMI

He promised.

ISOBEL

I know. I’m so sorry darlings.

The camera falters, then blurs as it’s set down on a table.

Sideways, we see the crowd of kids - smirking, disappointed,

sympathetic.

ISOBEL (O.C.)

You can still go on! Do the gig

anyway, you don’t need your dad.

The camera’s knocked as Jimi and Lennon push their way

through the parting crowd, back towards the house.

ROBERT (O.C.)

I knew it! What did I tell you?

I’ll kill him...

The camera goes black.
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INT. CLASSROOM - PRESENT DAY

TEACHER

That must have been very upsetting.

Lennon shrugs.

TEACHER

I suppose living a rock star’s life

isn’t all that conducive to a

family’s needs. He probably

had something really important to

do, he probably wasn’t even in the

country...

LENNON

I can show you exactly what he was

doing. Dad had a little surprise

for us.

He clicks on a Youtube icon and we watch the clip, of a

popular television chat show.

INT. TV STUDIO - NIGHT

Adam, looking a little younger and handsome in a smart suit

and tie, shakes hands and laughs with a well-known chat show

presenter, before greeting other guests on a sofa.

PRESENTER

At last! We’ve wanted you on the

show for years.

ADAM

I’m very pleased to be here.

He winks at the pretty actress sat next to him.

ADAM

VERY pleased. Although you must

just let me say hello and happy

birthday to my wonderful twin boys,

who are watching at home right now.

He turns directly to the camera.

ADAM (CONT.)

Happy birthday boys! Can’t wait to

see you!

He gives a big cheery wave.

(CONTINUED)
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PRESENTER/ACTRESS

Happy birthday!

ADAM

They’re both great guitarists.

Won’t be long before they’re

sitting here, with me.

PRETTY ACTRESS

That’s so cute.

ADAM

This is their favourite show. I

said they could stay up late to

watch.

PRESENTER

Shall we sing? Let’s sing.

The entire studio launches into ’Happy birthday’. Adam gives

the camera another big cheesy grin and joins in.

The image freezes.

INT. STUDIO - NIGHT

Isobel sits cross-legged on the floor of a whitewashed room,

the walls of which are covered in half-finished paintings.

She wears a paint-spattered smock and holds a brush, but the

canvas in front of her is blank. She stares into space.

Suddenly, a face appears at the door - Abi, brandishing a

bottle of wine. She nods towards the blank canvas.

ABIGAIL

Painting’s going well then.

ISOBEL

Just can’t get started. Too much on

my mind.

ABIGAIL

Can’t blame you for that. How many

canvases do you have ready now?

ISOBEL

Sixteen at the last count.

D’y’know, you’re the only one who’s

asked. Marry me?

(CONTINUED)
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ABIGAIL

In a heartbeat. What’s this one

going to be?

ISOBEL

I don’t know. My mind’s such a

whirl at the moment, it could end

up being anything.

ABIGAIL

Good. Channel all the dysfunction

into your art. Then get shitfaced

with me.

She pours the wine into two empty jam jars and they drink.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Jimi’s sat in his room, playing. Adam pokes his head around

the door.

ADAM

I do believe I taught you that

riff.

Jimi ignores him and keeps on playing. Adam sidles into the

room.

ADAM

You’re really good. I’m still dying

to see you play.

He comes in and sits down.

JIMI

I thought you might have seen

enough the other night.

ADAM

Don’t let that bother you. Everyone

gets nerves. Even me.

JIMI

Well, I reckon if you were up there

playing with us, rather than

watching, we’d be a lot better.

ADAM

Maybe one day you’ll be my support.

(CONTINUED)
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JIMI

Can’t see that happening any time

soon.

ADAM

Well, there’s no rush. Just keep

practising. Play as many gigs as

you can and get yourself known.

Then the big boys’ll be breaking

your door down to get you signed.

JIMI

I don’t see why you can’t pull a

few strings.

ADAM

Strings are easy to break. This

industry’s tough. I’m trying to

prepare you.

JIMI

Will you at least play with us at

our birthday gig? We know all your

songs. Just to show them what we

can really do.

ADAM

I want to be in the audience. It’s

not often I get to be a fan.

JIMI

Just one? Please.

ADAM

I’ll think about it.

INT. ART GALLERY - DAY

A large, contemporary art gallery - high ceilings, white

walls. Isobel and Abigail stand staring at the blank walls,

daunted.

ISOBEL

It’s huge. What the hell will I

fill it with?

ABIGAIL

Don’t be silly, you’ve got tons of

stuff.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 38.

ISOBEL

I don’t know. Maybe this was a

mistake.

Abigail crosses over to her and shakes her by the shoulders.

ABIGAIL

The only mistake you’ve made is not

doing this years ago! It’s going to

look fantastic. Now get a grip and

tell me where to put this.

She picks up a painting.

EXT. WAR BUNKER - DAY

Jimi and Aimee sit on top of an old war bunker, cuddling,

looking out over the fields.

JIMI

What’s up, pretty?

AIMEE

Nothing.

JIMI

Come on. What’s the matter?

AIMEE

Just seems like you’ve had no time

for me lately.

JIMI

What? Don’t be daft. What makes you

say that?

Suddenly she’s crying.

JIMI

Hey, what’s up?

AIMEE

Nothing!

JIMI

Stop saying nothing! Tell me.

AIMEE

Ever since your dad came back.

You’ve been really moody.

(CONTINUED)
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JIMI

Well that’s because of him, not

you!

AIMEE

Yeah but. You’re gonna end up just

like him. A big rock star with all

the girls. You won’t have time for

me any more.

JIMI

What a load of rubbish.

AIMEE

It’s true!

Jimi pulls her into his arms again and hugs her tight.

JIMI

You know I love you. I don’t want a

bunch of groupies.

He’s not 100% convincing. Aimee continues to sob.

JIMI

Come on Aims, this is crazy. What’s

brought this on?

Aimee wipes away her tears and looks at Jimi through her

fringe.

AIMEE

Promise you won’t get mad?

JIMI

Course I won’t. Spit it out.

AIMEE

I think I’m pregnant.

It’s a long moment. Jimi sits there, his arms around Aimee,

frozen to the spot.

JIMI

Fuckin ’ell.

INT. ART GALLERY - DAY

The room is starting to fill up - three of the four walls

are adorned with brightly coloured paintings - faces,

landscapes, abstract, colourful, energetic.

(CONTINUED)
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ABIGAIL

What’s going on that last wall?

ISOBEL

The centrepiece. Not quite

finished.

ABIGAIL

Have I seen it?

ISOBEL

No. No one has.

ABIGAIL

Very intriguing. Can’t wait.

She gestures to the whole room.

ABIGAIL

What does Adam think of all this?

ISOBEL

God knows. Not sure he even knows

it’s going on.

ABIGAIL

Typical.

ISOBEL

I don’t know why I continue to give

him house room. He’s spent the past

two days just locked away in his

studio, recording.

ABIGAIL

The perils of marrying a rock star.

At least he’s making money. Divorce

him while he’s still top of the

pops and take the lot. I’ll help

you make up some stories to tell

the press.

Isobel climbs a stepladder to adjust one of the paintings.

ISOBEL

Sure you would. Not that you’d need

to. I’m pretty sure he’s seeing

someone again. Bloody phone beeps

every five minutes.

ABIGAIL

Good. Remember that when he tries

to sweet talk you. Get down from

there, you’re making me nervous.

(CONTINUED)
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Isobel climbs down the ladder cautiously, ending up face to

face with Abi.

ISOBEL

You know, I really think you’re the

only one who actually gives a shit.

Thank God you’re my neighbour.

After Dad I’m not sure what I would

do without you.

They stare at each other for a long moment. Abi leans over

and gently kisses her on the temple.

ABIGAIL

I know what I’d like to do WITH

you.

Isobel blushes and steps backwards, nearly knocking over the

ladder. During the commotion the gallery curator comes into

the room, his arms full of flowers.

CURATOR

Delivery for you Ms Playford.

Isobel ducks under the ladder and scurries over to him.

ABIGAIL

Prude.

Isobel takes the card that nestles in the massive bouquet of

lilies.

ISOBEL

They’re from Adam. For luck.

ABIGAIL

Oh. How lovely.

She kicks the foot of the ladder.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Lennon walks slowly up the hallway, engrossed in a letter.

INT. KITCHEN - SAME

He enters the kitchen, where his mother snips the ends off

the lilies. Adam watches her from a chair.

(CONTINUED)
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LENNON

They’re nice. Secret admirer?

ISOBEL

Your dad actually.

Adam salutes from his chair.

LENNON

Smooth.

He swaps the letter to his other hand and gives Adam a high

five.

ADAM

Love letter?

Lennon smiles, looking fit to burst.

LENNON

Bristol. Film studies.

Unconditional.

ISOBEL

Oh Lenny!

She drops the flowers and hugs him.

ISOBEL

That’s the one you wanted, isn’t

it?

Lennon nods happily.

ISOBEL

I’m so proud of you.

ADAM

Well done son.

LENNON

(suddenly serious)

Don’t tell Jim, ok?

ISOBEL

Why? He’ll be really pleased.

LENNON

No he won’t. He refuses to believe

I’ve quit the band. He’ll go

mental.

(CONTINUED)
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ISOBEL

I’m sure you’ll work something out.

Well done darling, that’s

brilliant. I’ll miss you though.

LENNON

Nah, you’ll be fine. Dad’s here

now.

He smiles at his dad, who grins back. Isobel smiles softly

and turns away. She touches her temple, as though

remembering something.

INT. HOUSE - DAY

Adam pours himself a cup of coffee and throws his spoon into

the sink. The flowers he bought are still lying, half-cut,

on the draining board. He wanders down the corridor,

absently staring at framed photos on the walls. Jimi and

Lennon through the years.

He takes his coffee into the lounge, where a laptop sits

open. He finds himself staring at the unofficial site for

Adam Playford. He starts to look around.

Robert comes into the room, trailed by two young men in

boilersuits.

ROBERT

Any idea where Isobel is?

ADAM

I think she said she was going to

look at care homes.

ROBERT

Very droll. It’s this one.

He beckons to a large canvas leaning against the wall, half

covered in bubble wrap. They make to take it away.

ROBERT

Have you seen this, Adam?

ADAM

No.

ROBERT

It’s Isobel’s centrepiece. Look. I

think you’ll find it interesting.

(CONTINUED)
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Adam crosses around to look at the painting, still hidden

from view. A dawning realisation creeps across his

face. Adam looks at Robert, then back at the painting.

ADAM

Huh.

He goes back to his seat.

ROBERT

What do you think?

Adam says nothing.

ROBERT

Your family has been up to all

sorts while you’ve been away.

He motions to the laptop.

ROBERT

Lennon’s been keeping that site up

to date for years.

The removal guys have packaged the painting back up.

REMOVAL MAN

We alright to take this then?

ADAM

This is his site?

Robert stares hard at him.

ROBERT

Do you know nothing at all about

your family? When are you going to

wake up, Adam? You’ve got two

highly talented kids out there,

desperate to please you. They may

be a day off coming of age but that

doesn’t mean it’s too late to be a

proper father.

REMOVAL MAN

Erm, we can come back later...

ROBERT

(getting into his stride)

You’ve spent the past 18 years

making my daughter’s life a misery.

I wanted to warn her off you from

the start. But I held my tongue,

hoping you would sort yourself out.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 45.

REMOVAL MAN

Maybe we don’t need this one. Big

bugger anyway.

ROBERT

(gesturing at the painting)

She’s finally found someone who

believes in her, and something

she’s good at doing. It’s time for

you to let her go, and to start

being there for the people who need

you. Your children.

REMOVAL MAN

We’ll just take it then, eh?

They hurriedly leave the room, banging the painting on all

sides in their struggle to get it out of the door.

ADAM

I really don’t think it’s any of

your business. You’re not their

father.

ROBERT

Maybe not. But someone had to step

in and help bring them up. They’re

good kids, they just need a little

guidance. Why don’t you...

ADAM

Stop bloody lecturing me! If I want

to have a cosy father-son heart to

heart, I’ll do so. I don’t need

your permission.

ROBERT

Oh suit yourself. Although if you

did want to talk to Jimi he’s out

in the garden.

ADAM

Fine! Good! I’ll go be father of

the year!

He stomps out of the kitchen. Robert watches him go, shaking

his head.
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EXT. HOUSE - DAY

Jimi pushes himself morosely on an old tyre swing in the

garden, deep in thought. Adam comes up behind him and gives

the swing a little push. Jimi snaps into reality.

ADAM

Surprised this thing’s still going.

I made that, y’know.

JIMI

Yeah, I remember.

ADAM

Suppose I should’ve been around a

bit more to play with you on it.

JIMI

It’s just a swing.

ADAM

Yes, well...

JIMI

Sure you’ve had more interesting

things to play with.

ADAM

It’s not all glamour you know.

After weeks on the road, on tour

buses and indifferent hotels, all

you really want is just... home.

JIMI

And a crappy swingseat.

ADAM

You don’t know how lucky you are!

You might think your life’s boring

but I’d kill for a bit of boring

from time to time! And anonymity.

Just to be able to go to a gig and

enjoy the music - as a fan. I

haven’t done that in years.

JIMI

I guess the grass is always

greener. I just want...

ADAM

What?

(CONTINUED)
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JIMI

...what you’ve got. I want your

life.

ADAM

Be careful what you wish for.

Jimi pushes himself on the swing some more.

JIMI

You know, if you wanted the

real-life experience of a nobody,

you could play with us tonight.

THEN you’d know what it’s like to

be anonymous.

ADAM

Very funny.

Jimi gets up from the swing and picks up a football. He lobs

it at his dad.

JIMI

Seriously! Sometimes I wonder if

people even know we’re there.

That’s why we’re so loud.

Adam laughs.

JIMI

Will you do a song with us tonight?

Just one?

ADAM

Oh alright! If it means that much

to you.

JIMI

Awesome.

They throw the ball back and forth.

JIMI

Dad? Can I tell you something?

ADAM

Of course.

JIMI

Aimee’s pregnant.

Adam throws the football hard at Jimi’s chest.

(CONTINUED)
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ADAM

Tell me you’re joking.

JIMI

Wish I could.

ADAM

Oh Jimi.

Jimi lobs the ball back at him.

JIMI

I didn’t exactly intend it to

happen! She’s on the pill.

ADAM

You idiot. You bloody, bloody

idiot.

He stomps down the garden, clutching on to the football.

JIMI

Great. Cheers Dad. Helpful.

He follows. Adam angrily bounces the ball against the fence.

ADAM

Well, that’s you screwed. Do you

really think you’ll have a music

career now? Spending your first

royalty cheques on Pampers!

JIMI

I dunno Dad! Maybe I’ll do what you

did and just fuck off, eh?

ADAM

So bloody irresponsible. And what’s

her game? In this day and age, it’s

ridiculous. I bet she did it on

purpose.

JIMI

Hey! You leave her alone.

ADAM

You’re the one who should’ve left

her alone.

He kicks the ball in frustration, lobbing it into a

rhododendron bush.
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JIMI

It’s not like you’ve set the best

example.

ADAM

Oh it’s my fault you’ve ruined your

life?

JIMI

Who says I’ve ruined my life? Maybe

I want to be a dad.

He crouches down into the bush, trying to retrieve the ball.

ADAM

Oh please. You don’t have the

faintest idea.

JIMI

(from within the bush)

And you do!

ADAM

I must’ve got something right. Your

brother’s got his life sorted at

least.

JIMI

Oh yeah. All hail Sir Lennon.

ADAM

First Playford to go to uni. You

should take a leaf out of his book.

JIMI

He’s what? Ow!

He stands up too quickly and whacks his head on a

low-hanging branch. Adam grimaces. He’d forgotten it was a

secret.

ADAM

Well, I don’t know exactly...

JIMI

He’s not said anything to me.

ABIGAIL (O.C.)

Yes it’s supposed to be a secret.

Abigail walks across the lawn towards them, her arms full of

flowers.

(CONTINUED)
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ADAM

Thanks but we don’t need any input

from you.

ABIGAIL

I’m just a casual bystander. An

observer. Much like your other son.

She nods towards an upstairs window out of which Lennon

leans, filming the whole altercation on his phone.

LENNON

Oh cheers.

JIMI

Since when are you going to uni?

Lennon disappears from view.

ADAM

(to Abigail)

You won’t be sorry to see him go.

One less chick in the love nest.

ABIGAIL

Pardon me?

ADAM

No. Trying to entice my wife into

bed whilst I’ve been away.

JIMI

Oh God! Dad!

ADAM

Did you think I was too stupid to

notice?

ABIGAIL

Well yes, actually. I’ll give you a

little more credit from now on.

ADAM

How can you be so brazen? Going

after my wife? If you were a man

I’d punch you.

ABIGAIL

Ditto.

She turns to stalk off but Adam grabs hold of her shoulder.
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ADAM

You leave my family alone, ok?

ABIGAIL

They stopped being your family a

long time ago, Adam. It’s time you

faced up to that.

ISOBEL (O.C.)

What on earth is going on?

Now Isobel has joined them.

ADAM

Oh for God’s sake. I was just

having a little chat with Jim and

now it’s a whole family reunion.

ABIGAIL

I think he was trying to warn me

off you. Because he saw you first.

ISOBEL

I don’t understand...

ADAM

Oh come on! All these cozy nights

in, helping you with your ’art’.

She’s just trying to pull you! She

doesn’t have a family of her own so

she’s trying to muscle in on mine.

Hence the Interflora buy-out.

ISOBEL

Please don’t put inverted commas

around my ’art’. You’ve not even

seen it.

(to Abigail)

Those are lovely. They’ll go

beautifully in the gallery.

ABIGAIL

That’s what I thought.

ADAM

Ha. Even your flowers are better.

Anyway, I have seen your work. Just

got a preview of your centrepiece.

Eye-opening.

Isobel opens her mouth to say something then decides against

it. She looks embarrassed.
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JIMI

What’s he on about?

ISOBEL

Nothing.

JIMI

Fine. I’m off.

ADAM

I’ve not finished with you yet.

JIMI

Yeah you have. I don’t need your

advice. Or your help. Come to the

gig - or don’t. Play or not. Invite

your record label down - if you

want. I really don’t care.

He stomps away.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Jimi stops outside Lennon’s bedroom door and knocks.

LENNON (O.C.)

Busy!

Jimi pushes open the door. Lennon’s nose to screen with his

computer.

LENNON

I’ve gotta get this film finished.

Go away.

JIMI

I want to help. I want you to

interview me.

LENNON

You didn’t want to be in it.

JIMI

I’ve changed my mind. I want a

starring role.
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INT. PLAYFORD HOUSEHOLD - DAY

Isobel hunches over an ironing board, watching an old black

and white movie on TV. She has a mountain of clothes and a

large white wine. She irons a pair of trousers, and takes a

generous swig. She folds the trousers and has another gulp.

She puts the trousers on a chair and knocks back the glass.

Jimi enters the room, his arms full of leads.

JIMI

Can you iron my band shirt for me

please? I’ve gotta get to the pub.

He turns the TV over to the football.

ISOBEL

Hey!

JIMI

What? You’re ironing.

He rummages through the pile of laundry, scattering clothes

across the floor.

JIMI (CONT.)

Here. This one.

He dashes out the room. Isobel pours more wine and starts to

iron the shirt. Adam skips into the room.

ADAM

Hey Iz, look what I found!

He holds up an ancient Sergeant Pepper t-shirt.

ISOBEL

Good God. I’m amazed it’s not

rotted away.

ADAM

(ingratiatingly)

I don’t suppose...?

He holds out the t-shirt, a hopeful expression on his face.

ISOBEL

I evidently have nothing better to

do.

ADAM

You’re a star.

(CONTINUED)
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He gives her a disconcertingly sexy wink and gallops out of

the room, nearly colliding with Robert, who carries an empty

bottle of pills.

ADAM

Hey pops!

ROBERT

Don’t call me that!

He grimaces and enters the room.

ROBERT

My medicine’s all gone.

ISOBEL

What? It can’t have.

ROBERT

Well, it has. There’s none left.

ISOBEL

Dammit. The chemist’ll be shut now.

ROBERT

Oh I’ll be alright. Why are you

doing all this ironing? You should

be putting your feet up.

Abigail walks in, looking Isobel up and down.

ABIGAIL

Ah, the picture of domesticity. All

you need is a pinny.

(noting the wine and the

football)

Maybe a valium.

ISOBEL

Very funny.

Robert still clutches the empty pill bottle.

ABIGAIL

Been partying again? You know what

the doctor said about storing them

all up for a Saturday night.

ROBERT

Oh I wish. I’m just high on life.
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ABIGAIL

I’ll get you some more tomorrow.

ROBERT

You’re a good girl.

He pats her on the arm and wanders off.

Isobel puts Jimi’s shirt to one side and begins to iron

Adam’s. Jimi pops his head back round the door.

JIMI

You better be doing my shirt before

his, Mum. I need to go.

ABIGAIL

You know, I’ve never ironed the

shirt of a man who I wasn’t

sleeping with. Actually, I’ve never

ironed a shirt.

JIMI

Well, if you want to start now,

feel free. I’ll even let you sleep

with me if you starch the cuffs.

ABIGAIL

Fuck off.

JIMI

Mum. My shirt.

ISOBEL

Alright, alright!

Jimi sighs dramatically and leaves the room. Abigail watches

him go, seething.

ABIGAIL

Can tell he’s only hours away from

becoming a fully fledged man. You

really need to have a word.

ISOBEL

(furiously ironing)

Yes. You said.

ABIGAIL

He walks all over you! They all do.

Have you sat down at all today? You

should be taking it easy with the

exhibition starting tomorrow.
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ISOBEL

I’m fine.

ABIGAIL

No you’re not. You’re going crazy.

You’ll get sick.

ISOBEL

Look, Abi, if you’re so concerned

why don’t you do the sodding

ironing? Or better yet, get me a

drink.

Abigail snaps off the TV and saunters out the door.

ABIGAIL

OK, I’ll leave you to have a primal

scream into the laundry pile. I’ll

be next door drinking, smoking.

Thanking the good lord I’m a

lesbian and don’t have to put up

with this shit.

Isobel watches helplessly as she disappears.

INT. PLAYFORD HOUSEHOLD - NIGHT

Adam enters the living room, where Jimi and Lennon are

playing on a video game. His Sergeant Pepper t-shirt is just

a little bit too tight. The boys exchange a scornful look.

Adam pretends not to notice.

ADAM

Ready for the off?

LENNON

Yeah, sure.

The twins get up from the sofa and start collecting their

gear. Adam looks at the battered old guitars and frowns.

ADAM

Why don’t you play the guitars I

got you a few years back? Why do

you still use these old things?

JIMI

They’ve never let us down.

He stalks out the room. Isobel, curled up on the sofa,

watches him go.
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ISOBEL

I’ll be there later, ok? Going to

feed Granddad first.

Lennon crosses over to the sofa and gives his mum a kiss.

LENNON

See ya later.

Adam also approaches the sofa. Goofing around, he also leans

in for a kiss. She offers her cheek and he goes for the

mouth. They kiss, briefly.

He dashes to the door and looks back at her. He smiles, then

is gone. In the distance we hear his phone ring. FAME!

Isobel goes back to her magazine, frowning.

Abigail, looking gorgeous in a white dress, tiptoes in.

ABIGAIL

Hey beautiful.

Isobel jumps out of her skin.

ISOBEL

You may as well just live here.

ABIGAIL

That’s the best offer I’ve had all

night. What are you reading?

ISOBEL

A quiz. Ten ways to spot if you’re

being harassed by the next door

neighbour.

ABIGAIL

How many did you get?

ISOBEL

100%. What are you doing here?

ABIGAIL

We have two options. One, we go

listen to your sons caterwaul down

the pub, and get drunk - or two, we

go and have a sneak preview of your

exhibition - and get drunk. It’s

your call.

ISOBEL

The gallery’s off limits till

tomorrow. And I’ve got to get Dad’s

tea. Go to the pub with the others.
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ABIGAIL

I’m not going without you. I’ll fix

Robert’s tea and then we can go

out.

ISOBEL

Hey, he’s my dad. You don’t have to

look after him.

ABIGAIL

I like doing it.

ISOBEL

You’re sweet. You’ll make someone a

great daughter-in-law one day.

ABIGAIL

That’s the plan.

She crosses to the sofa and massages Isobel’s shoulders.

Isobel lets her for a moment then stands up.

ISOBEL

Right. Dinner for Dad.

ABIGAIL

What’re we cooking?

ISOBEL

No, really. You go. I just want to

be alone for a bit.

ABIGAIL

But...

ISOBEL

Abi, please? You’re... crowding me

a bit. Just go do your own thing.

I’ll see you tomorrow.

Abigail, abashed, for once cannot think of anything smart to

say. She leaves the room. Isobel sighs, picks up her glass

and drains it.

INT. THE CROWN - NIGHT

The band has its instruments set up in the corner. A huge

crowd of people has gathered in the pub, and banners and

balloons are hung around the room, saying ’Happy 18th

birthday’. Lennon plays scales furiously to warm up.
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JIMI

So, is anyone from the label

coming?

ADAM

I don’t know. Probably not.

JIMI

Did you even invite them?

ADAM

Look, Jim, it’s not that simple.

JIMI

It’s perfectly simple. You say "Hey

there Mr Record Label Guy who I’ve

earnt millions for, how about you

come down to this pub tonight and

watch my sons play a gig..."

Adam’s phone rings.

ADAM

Hello?

He holds it away from his ear, grimacing.

ADAM

What? I can’t hear you. Calm down.

He wanders off.

JIMI

Yeah, off you go. Never mind me.

He goes over to the band.

JIMI

They’re not coming. I don’t know

why we fucking bother.

Lennon looks like the weight of the world has been taken off

his shoulders.

LENNON

Definitely not coming?

JIMI

Do you see them here?

LENNON

Well fuck it, let’s just play then.

Sod the label. Sod Dad! Let’s just

play an amazing gig.

(CONTINUED)
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Adam comes back over to the group.

ADAM

That was your mother. There’s some

emergency at the gallery. She’s

gone rushing off to check

everything’s ok. I need to pick up

your granddad and bring him here.

JIMI

What, now? We’re supposed to go on

in a minute.

ADAM

Your mother doesn’t want him left

on his own. I’ll be right back.

EXT. GALLERY - NIGHT

Isobel’s car screams up to the gallery and pulls to a jerky

halt. She jumps out and runs up the path, looking up at the

light that blares out of the upstairs window.

INT. GALLERY - NIGHT

A narrow spiral staircase. We hear Isobel’s heels clattering

up the stairs as she arrives at the top, breathless and

panting. She staggers into the main room.

Stood in the middle of the floor is Abigail. She smiles.

ABIGAIL

Took you long enough.

ISOBEL

What are you doing here?

ABIGAIL

Having a preview. Looks good.

ISOBEL

Was it you who rang? What’s the

emergency?

Abigail picks up a bottle of wine from a nearby table and

fills up two glasses.

ABIGAIL

After you so heartlessly dumped me

I decided to go drown my sorrows on

a park bench. But then my natural

(MORE)
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ABIGAIL (cont’d)
curiosity got the better of me and

I decided to come check out this

centrepiece of yours. Adam was

right. It’s eye opening.

ISOBEL

Oh God.

Abigail grins and passes her a glass of wine.

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Adam pulls into the driveway and parks. His smooth BMW

provides a stark contrast to Isobel’s battered old Ford. He

gets out and walks up the driveway.

ADAM

(muttering)

You better be ready.

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Adam steps through the front door.

ADAM

Robert!

The house is silent.

ADAM

Robert! Where the hell are you?!

INT. PUB - NIGHT

The pub is full. It’s a party atmosphere and the kids laugh

and joke amongst their friends. A YOUNG, SMARTLY DRESSED

WOMAN enters the pub and goes up to the bar.

YOUNG WOMAN

I’m looking for Adam Playford.

BARMAID

Aren’t we all, love.

YOUNG WOMAN

I’m an old friend of his. Supposed

to meet him here.
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BARMAID

Sorry. He was here, then he left.

Dunno where.

YOUNG WOMAN

Oh. Ok, thank you.

She looks around the room and is soon lost in the crowd.

INT. GALLERY - NIGHT

Isobel follows Abigail into the main gallery. On the biggest

wall, a huge, oversized canvas dominates - a magnificent oil

painting, in amazing technicolour. It’s a portrait of

Abigail - beautiful, smiling. It’s the centrepiece, a

showstopper. It’s a work of love. They both stand there, not

saying a word.

INT. PUB - NIGHT

The crowd is getting restless, the twins’ friends boisterous

and excited.

FRIEND 1

Come on! We aint got all night!

FRIEND 2

Where’s your dad? Gone walkabout

again?

Jimi and Lennon stand by the stage. The good mood has gone.

JIMI

Feels like we’re 12 again.

LENNON

What on earth is he doing?

The barmaid walks past, her arms full of glasses.

BARMAID

He not back yet? Some woman was

looking for him too.

LENNON

What woman?

BARMAID

Young. Pretty. Friend of his, she

said.

Jimi kicks the side of the stage.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 63.

JIMI

That’ll be where he is then.

LENNON

What? You think he’s just gone off

with her? Who is she?

JIMI

She’ll be who’s been texting and

ringing him all week. Fuck this.

C’mon Len, let’s just play.

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Adam walks through the house, increasingly agitated.

ADAM

Robert! For Christ’s sake!

INT. GALLERY - NIGHT

Isobel hovers nervously behind Abigail, still looking at the

painting.

ABIGAIL

Typical.

ISOBEL

What is?

ABIGAIL

Women. You’re really mean to me,

for no reason, and then you go and

do this and now I can’t be cross

with you.

ISOBEL

Do you like it?

Abigail turns and looks at the portrait again.

ABIGAIL

Well, you could’ve been a little

less honest with the crows feet.

And the grey hairs. But I love the

fact you’ve spent the last God

knows how long staring at a picture

of my face.
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ISOBEL

It was a pleasure. Abi, I’m

sorry...

ABIGAIL

I’m sorry too. I didn’t mean to

crowd you.

ISOBEL

It’s just... oh I don’t know.

Sometimes I think I’m finally over

him and then... well...

ABIGAIL

Yes, he’s a charming bastard. And

an arrogant shit. I can see your

dilemma.

She looks up at the painting.

ABIGAIL (CONT.)

Now I see why he was so

jealous. Awesome.

ISOBEL

Stop it, you’re making me blush.

ABIGAIL

It’s the wine. Have some more.

She up-ends the bottle into Isobel’s glass.

EXT. GARDEN - NIGHT

Adam throws open the back door and peers out into the

garden. Illuminated in the pale twilight is a huddled shape

on the grass. It’s not moving.

ADAM

Oh God.

He rushes over to Robert’s limp, lifeless form. He turns him

over and checks his pulse.

ADAM

Oh God! Oh Jesus Christ!
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INT. PUB - NIGHT

The band plays for its life. Jimi and Lennon rock out,

utterly absorbed in the moment. They sound amazing and the

crowd goes wild.

EXT. GARDEN - NIGHT

ADAM

Please don’t die. Oh please, please

don’t die.

He dials 999 and waits desperately for someone to pick up.

ADAM

Hello? I need an ambulance. It’s my

father in law. I think he’s dying.

INT. GALLERY - NIGHT

Isobel and Abigail have the radio on - a cheesy 80s station.

They boogie around the gallery, absolutely plastered.

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

The iridescent blue lamps of an ambulance light the garden

as paramedics tend to Robert. Adam hovers in the background.

INT. PUB - NIGHT

The band spins a song out to a resonating climax, guitars

squealing feedback.

JIMI

End of part one. See ya in a bit.

The crowd cheer on their friends, dealing out high fives as

Jimi and Lennon leave the stage, dripping with sweat. The

young woman approaches them and extends her hand.

YOUNG WOMAN

Hello, I’m Julie, I’m...

JIMI

Later, darling, later.

He pushes past her and walks out of the pub.
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EXT. PUB - NIGHT

A cold drizzle has set in as Jimi and Lennon pace around the

pub car park.

JIMI

Can’t believe he’s done it again.

LENNON

There must be a good reason.

JIMI

Yeah. Bumped into his groupie

friend and found the nearest motel.

LENNON

’Occupational hazard.’

JIMI

Says one thing, does another. He

never had any intention of playing

tonight.

An ambulance speeds past the pub, sirens blaring.

JIMI

Len?

LENNON

Yeah?

JIMI

Do you reckon you could get on to

Dad’s Facebook page?

LENNON

What, as in hack?

JIMI

You know your way around a

computer. Just wondered if you

fancy letting dear dad know what we

really think.

LENNON

How?

JIMI

My interview. Reckon a lot of

people might find it quite

interesting.

(CONTINUED)
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LENNON

I thought that was just supposed to

be for my film?

JIMI

I think it’s time it went global.

They head back into the pub.

INT. PUB - BACKROOM - NIGHT

Lennon and Jimi sit cross-legged on the floor - Jimi has an

iphone, Lennon a tablet. Jimi frowns in concentration then

sits back, smiling.

JIMI

There. You-tubed. Hope it goes

viral. You hacked into his page

yet?

LENNON

No. Are you sure you wanna do this?

Then people really WILL see it.

JIMI

Good! It’s about time they knew.

LENNON

He might have a good reason. Maybe

we should ring him.

Neil comes into the room.

NEIL

You coming back on or what?

Everyone’s waiting.

JIMI

Stop being such a pussy and get his

account open. I want to do this.

LENNON

And then can we go back on and

finish our set? It’s our party.

JIMI

Which once again he’s ruined!

LENNON

Ok. I’ve done it. Do your worst.

He hands the tablet to Jimi.
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INT. GALLERY - NIGHT

Abi and Isobel have stretched a huge roll of paper on the

floor of the gallery, around which are placed trays of

paint. They dip their feet into different colours and

screech across the room, skidding and trampling paint all

over the paper. It’s like Pollock on Pinot Grigio.

ISOBEL

This is so much fun!

ABIGAIL

I think you’ve found your true

style. Forget all these moody

portraits, all you need are feet

and poster paint.

ISOBEL

Wheeeeee!

From across the gallery, Isobel’s phone rings. She ignores

it and starts hop-scotching across the paper.

ABIGAIL

Aren’t you going to get that?

ISOBEL

Nope!

ABIGAIL

It might be important.

ISOBEL

I’ve got messy feet!

Abigail drops to her knees and starts crawling over to the

phone, her feet in the air. Isobel watches her upturned ass

with interest.

ABIGAIL

Hello? Oh hello Adam.

ISOBEL

Oh God. What now?

She rolls over in the paint.

ABIGAIL

Oh no! Oh shit.

She reaches for a towel and starts to wipe her feet.

(CONTINUED)
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ABIGAIL

Where are you now? Alright, I’ll

bring her. OK. Bye.

Isobel pokes her head out from under her arm.

ISOBEL

What’s wrong?

Abigail crosses over to her. She puts her hand on her hair.

ABIGAIL

I’m so sorry. It’s your dad. I’m

afraid... I don’t know how to say

this...

INT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Adam sits in a hard-backed chair, head in hand. The waiting

room is empty, he’s all alone. His phone rings. FAME!

ADAM

Hello? Oh, hi Julie. I’m so sorry.

Family crisis.

He goes over to a vending machine and presses a button for a

cup of coffee.

ADAM

So, what did you think of them? Any

chance?

He takes the coffee and walks back over to the chairs.

ADAM

Ok. That’s good. Uh huh. What?

He slams the coffee down on to the table.

ADAM

Oh he is such an idiot! I’m sorry.

They didn’t exactly go to charm

school.

He leafs through the small pile of magazines on the table.

ADAM

He evidently didn’t know who you

were. Not that that’s an excuse.

He continues to listen for a few more moments, then frowns.

(CONTINUED)
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ADAM

What video?

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

A darkened bedroom, seen shakily through a camera phone.

Jimi sits centre-stage, in the t-shirt he was wearing the

day before, still clutching his football.

JIMI

This is what it’s like to be left

behind. When your dad gets famous

and doesn’t give a fuck.

The camera moves around to show a wall covered in pictures

and memorabilia. Adam through the ages, interspersed with

posters of Jimi Hendrix and other artists.

JIMI (O.C.)

My name’s Jimi Playford. I’ve spent

my entire life in the shadow of a

rockstar. My dad - the legendary

Adam Playford - became famous just

before I was born, and throughout

my whole childhood me and my

brother came second to his career.

When he wasn’t touring he was

recording; when he wasn’t on some

chatshow he was on a meet and

greet.

He only came home inbetween albums,

when our house happened to be on

his tour route. And he’d never come

home alone. My dad’s manager is one

of my godparents. I have birthday

cards from his groupies.

The camera pans back round and Jimi’s face fills the screen.

He’s furious.

JIMI

I’ve got a scrapbook instead of

photo albums! YouTube instead of

family videos. I only know what

country you’re in because

TicketMaster tells me! You spend

more time talking to your fans on

Facebook than you do writing to me!

If I want to talk to you, I have to

go through your agent! You’re not

my father. You’re a celebrity who I

share DNA with.

(CONTINUED)
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He grabs the camera and we fleetingly see Lennon in the

room. Jimi aims it at the ceiling, towards a life-sized

poster of Jimi Hendrix.

JIMI

We’ve spent our entire lives trying

to live up to our names, to please

you! I even got a fucking tattoo

and you didn’t fucking notice!

He sets the camera back down again. It’s off-centre, we can

only see part of Jimi’s face.

JIMI

All you’re interested in is your

music and your fame. Everyone

thinks you’re this amazing,

talented, driven guy - they don’t

get to see the life you left

behind, the family you trod on in

order to get to the top.

My mum’s an amazing artist, my

brother’s a really talented

film-maker. But you don’t care -

you won’t even help me get to do

what you do.

You call yourself our father but

you don’t have the least idea.

Fathers support their families.

You’ve never done that. And now

everyone’s gonna know.

The video ends.

INT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Adam stares at his phone, reading the comments on the You

Tube video. He turns the phone off, puts it in his back

pocket, stands up and walks out.

INT. PUB - NIGHT

The band are on stage again, bouncing around. They finish

the song and Jimi takes his phone out.

JIMI

It’s got 200 comments on it

already!

He whistles.
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JIMI (CONT.)

It’s trending on Twitter! This is

so cool.

LENNON

Oh God.

Abigail, paint in hair, charges into the pub and heads

towards the stage.

ABIGAIL

Boys, we have to go.

The crowd boos and calls for another song.

LENNON

What? Why?

ABIGAIL

Your mum’s outside. We’ll explain

in the cab.

LENNON

But we’re playing.

ABIGAIL

Outside. NOW.

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Adam pulls into the driveway, parks the car, steps out and

goes into the garage.

INT. GARAGE - SAME

A large, messy family garage, full of lawnmowers, old bikes

and paint cans. In the middle of the floor is a planked-over

car inspection pit.

Adam crosses over to it and starts prising up the boards. He

discards a few, then crouches down and swings his legs

inside, making his way down the stone steps. This is the

family’s wine cellar. He sits on the bottom steps and looks

at the racks of wine, dusty and untouched.
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INT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

The boys sit in the empty waiting room, staring into space.

The door opens and Abi leads Isobel to a chair, where she

collapses, ashen-faced, still covered in paint, utterly

shocked.

ISOBEL

He was fine...

ABIGAIL

I know, I know.

ISOBEL

What’ll I do without him?

She starts to cry. Abigail looks over to the boys.

ABIGAIL

Any idea where your dad’s gone?

LENNON

No. Not seen him.

Abigail frowns and envelops Isobel in her arms, where she

cries in earnest. Lennon looks over at Jimi.

LENNON

That’s obviously what he was doing

then. Taking Granddad to hospital.

No answer.

LENNON (CONT.)

That’s why he missed the gig. Not

because he didn’t want to come.

Silence.

LENNON (CONT.)

He was bringing Granddad here.

JIMI

Yes! I get it.

LENNON

Do you think he’s seen the video?

JIMI

I’ve no idea.

(CONTINUED)
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LENNON

But do you think...

Jimi jumps up from his seat and turns on his brother.

JIMI

I don’t know! Leave me alone!

He storms out.

EXT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Jimi paces outside A&E, smoking. Lennon joins him.

LENNON

Can’t believe he’s gone.

JIMI

I know.

LENNON

I never thought... he was old,

y’know? Does that sound weird? He’s

just always been there. Assumed he

always would be.

JIMI

Yeah. He’s the closest thing we’ve

had to a dad.

LENNON

Well, I don’t know. That’s a bit

harsh.

JIMI

True though. He never let us down.

Ever.

LENNON

Poor mum. What’s she going to do?

JIMI

We’ll have to look after her. Take

his place.

LENNON

Yeah. Us and Dad. We should go and

find him.

JIMI

OK. Let’s try at home. Taxi?
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LENNON

I don’t have any cash.

JIMI

There’s a machine over there.

They walk over to the cash machine. Jimi takes his phone

out.

JIMI

I’m gonna take down the video. It’s

a bit late, someone’s probably

copied it, but...

He fiddles with his phone. A few moments go past and he

realises Lennon isn’t withdrawing any money.

JIMI

What’s up? Overdrawn?

LENNON

What time is it?

JIMI

Just gone midnight. Why?

LENNON

Happy birthday. Our accounts have

been credited. We’ve got our trust

fund.

They stare for a while. The screen is out of focus, we can’t

see the exact figure, but there’s a fair few zeros.

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

The garage lies still and quiet, a solitary bulb

illuminating the room in gloomy shadow. There’s a faint

dripping sound. We hear gravel crunching and footsteps

approaching the open door.

JIMI (O.C.)

Never expected that much.

LENNON (O.C.)

You’re not kidding.

JIMI (O.C.)

He was gonna give it to me all

along, wasn’t he?
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LENNON (O.C.)

Yeah I reckon.

The boys enter the garage and see the cellar boards have

been moved.

JIMI

What the hell?

INT. CELLAR - NIGHT

The cellar is a mess of crimson liquid, glass, dust. Adam

lies on the floor, curled into a ball.

JIMI

Oh God! No! Please no!

Adam lies prostrate for a second then opens his eyes and

gasps, as though waking for the first time. He stares up at

his sons.

LENNON

What’s going on? Are you OK?

ADAM

It’s wine, not blood. Mostly.

LENNON

What happened?

They clamber down the stairs and help him up. Adam looks at

Jimi, who’s shaking.

ADAM

I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare

you.

JIMI

What are you doing?

ADAM

What I should’ve done years ago.

He bends down and picks up what appears to be the last

intact bottle of wine. It looks expensive.

ADAM

This is what started it. This is

what made me like I am.

He looks up at his sons.

(CONTINUED)
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ADAM

When I was five years old, I went

into my father’s study. It’s my

earliest memory. My dad was a

powerful man, rich, well respected.

I barely saw him. He didn’t have

many interests - apart from making

money - but he was a collector.

Furniture, cars. Then wine, he

really got into it. And he’d just

had a delivery - this one really

rare bottle that he’d coveted for

years. He was so happy.

As Adam talks we see a memory, of five year old Adam

toddling into his dad’s study. He’s carrying a blanket and

attempts to climb on to his dad’s knee. His father pushes

him away, Adam trips - and knocks over the bottle.

ADAM

And I broke it. It went everywhere

- everywhere. I’ve never been so

afraid. He went ballistic.

Still in the muted flashback, we see Adam’s father yelling

at the young child, screaming at him. Adam cowers on the

floor, sobbing.

ADAM

He left the next day. Left home and

never came back. Left the wine, his

cars. His wife. His son. Over the

years it came out. He never wanted

me. Collecting was his way of

making up for the life he never got

to live. And Mother told me, she

said, Don’t go throwing your life

away on someone else. Do what you

want to. Satisfy yourself. So I

did.

He laughs hollowly, looks at the bottle in his hands.

ADAM

When the first album went platinum,

I bought this. I remembered the

name, all those years later. I

trawled the internet and found it,

paid a fortune. And I sent it to my

Dad.

(CONTINUED)
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JIMI

Why?

ADAM

I’m not sure really. Partly to show

off, to show how successful I’d

become, that I could afford it. But

I guess, also, to make amends.

JIMI

What?! You didn’t owe him anything!

He was the bastard.

ADAM

He returned it to me. No

acknowledgement.

He slides the bottle carefully back on to the rack.

ADAM

I haven’t been in here since.

LENNON

Come on. Come on out.

ADAM

I know I’ve been a terrible father.

I abandoned you when you needed me

the most. And I continue to do it,

all the time. I let you down, I

can’t help it. I didn’t want you to

trust me, I didn’t want you to rely

on me. Because I knew I’d just hurt

you, like my father did to me.

I was so awful to your granddad.

All the time. He was such a good

father, everything my dad

wasn’t. He loved your mum so much,

and I hated it. I couldn’t believe

that fathers could be like that,

and mine just chose not to be. I

made his life hell. And now it’s

too late to say sorry.

He puts his head in his hands.
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INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Abigail fusses around Isobel’s kitchen, wiping surfaces. She

puts a cup of tea down in front of Isobel, sat at the table,

and arranges some biscuits on a plate.

ISOBEL

Since when were you so

domesticated?

ABIGAIL

I can be called upon in times of

trouble. And it’s much more fun

playing in your kitchen than mine.

ISOBEL

Probably because it resembles a

kitchen rather than a student

common room.

Abigail dunks a biscuit in Isobel’s tea and sucks it

theatrically.

ABIGAIL

Probs. How you feeling?

ISOBEL

A bit empty really.

ABIGAIL

Yes. Well, that’s natural.

ISOBEL

He was always there for me. Always.

I couldn’t have raised the kids

without him. He did everything for

us. I’m going to miss him so much.

She dissolves into tears. Abigail hugs her.

ABIGAIL

It’s gonna be OK. You’ve got me

now. I’m going to look after you.

ADAM (O.C.)

So am I.

ABIGAIL

Oh Jesus.

Adam walks into the room.
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ADAM

I mean it. All your dad ever wanted

was to make you happy. To look

after you. So if I can do anything

now, I’ll try to do the same - keep

you safe and happy and continue the

job he’s been doing all these

years. If you’ll let me.

He sits down next to Isobel, and puts his arm around her.

Abigail does the same, firmly removing his.

ABIGAIL

Fine. You can start tomorrow. Sort

out the funeral arrangements.

ISOBEL

No, I’ll do that...

ABIGAIL

No you won’t. You’ve got an

exhibition to open.

ISOBEL

Oh Abi, I’ll have to cancel it!

ABIGAIL

Absolutely not! Your dad would turn

in his grave if he heard you say

that - and he’s not even in it yet!

Adam, you agree with me, right?

ADAM

Though it pains me to admit it,

yes. You do your exhibition. I’ll

sort everything else out.

ISOBEL

Ok. Thank you.

He tries to put his arm around her again but Abigail brushes

it away. He puts his hand over hers instead. They sit on

opposite sides of Isobel, shooting daggers.

ADAM

Why are you covered in paint?

ABIGAIL

Why do you stink of wine?
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INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Jimi and Lennon lie on Jimi’s bed, passing a joint back and

forth.

JIMI

Still can’t believe he’s dead.

LENNON

I know. Mum’s a mess.

JIMI

Is something going on with her and

Abi?

LENNON

I think it’s been going on for some

time.

JIMI

Talk about coming of age. We turn

eighteen, get a shed load of money,

Granddad dies, Mum gets a

girlfriend...

LENNON

We destroy our dad’s career...

JIMI

God. What a night.

He passes over the joint.

JIMI

Good job there wasn’t anyone from

the label there. What would they

have thought?

LENNON

Yeah. Listen, I’m sorry about the

whole university thing...

JIMI

Don’t worry. I’m pleased for you.

You’ll love it.

LENNON

I can still be in the band. Session

musician. I’ll come visit lots.

JIMI

Reckon I’m gonna have more on my

mind than the band for a while.

With the baby.

(CONTINUED)
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LENNON

God, I forgot about that!

JIMI

Me too! Bloody hell. How did all

this happen?

He grinds the stub out in an ashtray and opens a window to

waft out the smoke. He gazes out into the night.

JIMI

God I wish Granddad was here.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Abigail sits on the end of the bed, at Isobel’s feet. It’s a

beautiful day and sunlight shafts across the sheets.

ABIGAIL

So. What’s your plan?

ISOBEL

I don’t have one.

ABIGAIL

That’s obvious. It’s eleven in the

morning of Day One of your first

ever art exhibition and you’re

still in bed.

Isobel sighs into her pillow.

ISOBEL

I don’t think I’ve ever slept in

this late.

ABIGAIL

I know. I’m actually surprised it

wasn’t you who had a coronary,

running around all those men like

that. It’s time you started doing

something for yourself.

ISOBEL

Not sure I know how to.

ABIGAIL

Well, you’ve been watching Adam all

these years, I’m sure you’ve picked

up a few tips. And I’m a master at

suiting myself. I’ll give you the

extra-curricular.
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She pats Isobel on the feet.

ABIGAIL (CONT.)

But for now you need to get up, get

dressed, and impress some hippies

so much they’ll sign over their

life savings for some conceptual

art.

ISOBEL

Abi, my father has been dead less

than 24 hours...

ABIGAIL

Sorry, but this is what passes for

my bedside manner. I’m here to make

sure you do what you need to do.

ISOBEL

I really don’t feel like it.

ABIGAIL

I really don’t give a monkeys.

Right now there’s a queue of arty-

fartys ready to stick some of those

funky little red sold stickers all

over the walls and give you loads

of cash. Get up, get dressed, and

go make your dad proud.

Isobel stares at her.

ABIGAIL

Don’t make me come in there...

She winks, and points at the bathroom door. With a slight

hesitancy, Isobel complies.

EXT. PARK - DAY

Aimee and Jimi walk around a damp, leaf-strewn park. They

hold hands listlessly, whilst Aimee struggles to keep hold

of a wriggling black pug on a pink lead.

AIMEE

I’m really sorry about your

Granddad.

JIMI

Yeah, cheers.
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AIMEE

He was really nice.

She hands Jimi the dog lead and sparks up a fag.

JIMI

It feels so weird. I really wanted

to talk to him - about... the baby.

AIMEE

Oh.

JIMI

But I never got the chance. I

stupidly told Dad - he went mental.

AIMEE

Jim, look...

JIMI

He said I was going to ruin my

life! That it would mean the end of

my music career.

AIMEE

I need to tell you something.

JIMI

And then he told me and Len a whole

load of stuff that happened to him

when he was a kid, like that

somehow explained it all, why he’s

never been here. He’s such an arse.

He stops suddenly.

JIMI

Why are you still smoking? It’s bad

for the baby.

AIMEE

I’m trying to say...

JIMI

I’m not gonna be like him! I’m

gonna be a good dad. Even if it

does mess up my career, I don’t

care! I’m not going to ruin...

AIMEE

There is no baby!

They grind to a halt. The dog whines pitifully.
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AIMEE

Sorry.

JIMI

Whaddya mean? What happened?

AIMEE

Nothing. I made it up. I’m not

pregnant.

JIMI

What the fuck?

AIMEE

I just... I didn’t want to lose

you. When you got famous. I was

scared you’d bugger off with

someone else.

JIMI

Like who?

AIMEE

I dunno. But if you get signed,

you’ll soon have loads of girls

after you. Like your dad does.

JIMI

I told you - I’m not like him.

He hands the dog lead to Aimee and swipes her fag.

JIMI

Seriously - you’re not pregnant?

AIMEE

No.

JIMI

Jesus. I’ve been going crazy.

AIMEE

I know, I’m sorry. I’m an idiot.

Please don’t hate me.

JIMI

God, I don’t hate you! In fact, I

think I love you.

Aimee drops the lead and the dog scampers off.
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JIMI

Come ’ere.

He pulls her into a big hug.

INT. CAR - DAY

Jimi and Adam drive along, not speaking. Jimi fiddles with

the radio, switching between channels. He settles on one,

which then launches into a heavy rock song. Adam grimaces.

ADAM

Oh turn me off.

JIMI

Must get annoying.

ADAM

Most inopportune moments, I can

tell you. You’ll find out one day.

JIMI

Doubt it. No one’s even heard us

play and now I’ve gotta get someone

new on bass. Some chance!

ADAM

Actually, someone has heard you

play. She was impressed.

Jimi goggles him.

JIMI

Who? When?

ADAM

Woman called Julie. Good friend of

mine, and high up in the business.

Thought she would like you so I

invited her to the gig.

JIMI

Why didn’t you say?

ADAM

I wanted to see how you’d play

without the pressure of an agent

there. Lennon gets so wound up as

it is.
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JIMI

Bloody hell! Well, what did she

say? Did she like us?

ADAM

She liked the music. Wasn’t so

impressed with you though.

JIMI

I don’t understand.

ADAM

Apparently you shoved past her,

called her ’darling’ and then

posted a video telling the world

how much you hated your father

instead of finishing your gig. She

thought you a tad unprofessional.

JIMI

Oh God! You should’ve told me who

she was.

ADAM

It doesn’t matter who she was. You

need to start treating people with

respect. Not just for what you can

get from them. You need to grow up.

JIMI

Yeah. Great advice Dad. I can’t

believe we blew it.

He puts his feet up on the dashboard and sulks.

ADAM

I know you don’t want to hear it.

But you’re 18 now. An adult, and

soon to be a parent. You’ll have to

get a job. A proper one.

JIMI

Nah, don’t think so.

ADAM

Jimi...

JIMI

Relax! It was a false alarm! No

babies here.

Adam pulls over and stares at him.
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JIMI

Aims isn’t pregnant. She’s just

daft.

ADAM

Thank God for that. Sorry. But

really.

JIMI

Yeah I know.

ADAM

I really am sorry for everything

that’s happened, you know. I want

to make it up to you. If I can.

JIMI

Yeah, no worries.

Adam pulls out into the traffic again.

ADAM

I bloody hate hospitals.

JIMI

Yeah, well, gotta be done. Mum

appreciates it.

ADAM

Well I did bugger all for him when

he was alive. The least I can do is

sort him out now.

INT. ART GALLERY - DAY

Isobel stands in the middle of the gallery, looking a little

dazed. The room is packed, full of people nosing at the

paintings. There are plenty of funky little red stickers on

the walls. Isobel stares at the huge painting of Abigail.

Adam comes up behind her.

ADAM

I much prefer the still life to the

real life. She has her mouth shut

for a start.

Isobel makes a face.

ISOBEL

She’s not always gobby. You’d

probably like her if you got to

know her.
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ADAM

Oh I do. I’d go after her myself if

you hadn’t got in there first.

ISOBEL

Charming!

They smile and hug awkwardly.

ISOBEL

Things sorted at the undertakers?

ADAM

All done. Flowers, cars, church,

the lot. Ordered a special wreath

just from me.

ISOBEL

I dread to think.

ADAM

Look, Iz. I’m sorry. I’ve been

doing a lot of thinking, and I want

to start over. Try and make up for

it. The kids don’t really need me,

you don’t need me, I’ve not got

much to offer anyhow. But I’m gonna

try - ok?

ISOBEL

You’ve got more to give than you

think, y’know.

ADAM

We’ll see. I’ll arrange for a

divorce - assuming that’s what you

want. I’ll make it as quick and

painless as possible. Sorry about

the wine - it was probably worth a

few quid.

ISOBEL

I’ve never wanted you for your

money, Adam.

ADAM

Good job! I’m really sorry for

being such a dick. Truly I am.

Isobel smiles, and gives him a proper, big hug.
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ISOBEL

Thanks for sorting out Dad. I’m the

worst daughter in the world.

ADAM

You’re the best everything. You

really are.

ISOBEL

I still love you, y’know. So do the

boys, trust me on that.

ADAM

Well, I think you’re amazing.

You’ve got my blessing. Go be

fabulous.

He drops a kiss on her head and leaves the room. Isobel

stares after him, bemused.

INT. HOUSE - EVENING

Jimi and Adam do the dishes in Isobel’s kitchen.

ADAM

Thanks for coming with me today.

JIMI

Well, it was kinda the least I

could do, after the video and

everything.

ADAM

Tomorrow’s fish and chip paper. The

digital, virtual equivalent.

They carry on in silence for a while.

ADAM

Look - what are you up to over the

summer?

JIMI

Dunno. Signing on. Avoiding a

proper job.

ADAM

Ha. Ok. Well, do you fancy helping

me out?
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JIMI

What do you mean?

ADAM

Assuming I have any fans left, I’m

down for a tour. Thought you could

help - lifting, carrying. See the

industry from the other side.

JIMI

Your roadie?

ADAM

Not just a roadie. We need someone

careful, someone with half an ear.

And y’know - if you’re good - you

could maybe play with us some

nights. As backing or whatever. If

there’s room.

JIMI

Man, that would be awesome.

ADAM

Yeah?

JIMI

Yeah!

They laugh and give each other a soapy hug.

INT. GALLERY - NIGHT

Abigail and Isobel sit in the gallery, counting cash.

There’s a lot.

ABIGAIL

Phewee! Sympathy vote’s working

well.

ISOBEL

Thanks a lot!

ABIGAIL

I’m only kidding. You’ve done

really well.

ISOBEL

Thanks. You going to cut me some

slack now?
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ABIGAIL

Doubt it.

They finish bundling up the cash and stand up.

ISOBEL

I’ve been thinking about readings.

For the funeral.

ABIGAIL

Ooh, go for one of the classics.

Stop all the clocks. Do not stand

by my grave and weep. A real

tear-jerker.

ISOBEL

You’re obviously a pro. Had a lot

of funeral experience?

ABIGAIL

Oh, I did the whole funeral groupie

thing when I was younger. If there

was a wake in town I’d be there in

my pillar box hat and veil. A

professional mourner.

ISOBEL

Uh, why?

ABIGAIL

My shrink believed it had something

to do with me not going to my

father’s funeral. The moron.

ISOBEL

I take it you and your father

didn’t have a great relationship.

ABIGAIL

Oh no, on the contrary. Daddy and I

had a very close, loving

relationship. An intimate

relationship.

She gives a short bitter laugh and walks away, to stare at a

painting. Isobel crosses the room and stands behind her.

ISOBEL

I had no idea. Abs, I’m so sorry.

ABIGAIL

Don’t be silly. Not your fault.
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ISOBEL

Do you want to talk about it?

ABIGAIL

No. At least not sober.

Isobel puts her arms around her and, despite her best

efforts, Abi starts to cry.

ABIGAIL

God I’m such a fucking cliché.

ISOBEL

No you’re not. You’re wonderful.

And you can tell me anything, you

know that, right?

ABIGAIL

How long you got?

ISOBEL

Forever.

Abi whirls round, mask back on, big cheery smile intact.

ABIGAIL

Shall we go spend some of your

winnings?

ISOBEL

Yes, on two conditions. One, you

help me choose a suitable eulogy.

ABIGAIL

Easy peasy. I’ve even got a phone

app for the purpose.

ISOBEL

And two, you read it at the

funeral.

ABIGAIL

What? Why?

ISOBEL

You probably don’t know this but my

dad thought the world of you. He

recognised that you’re everything

Adam isn’t. He really was very

liberal.
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ABIGAIL

Blimey.

ISOBEL

I think it would be fitting if you

delivered the eulogy. If you want.

ABIGAIL

Make me face my demons?

ISOBEL

Maybe a little. Two birds with one

stone... I like to be efficient.

ABIGAIL

I like to be drunk. We’ll discuss

it over a Pinot.

They link arms and leave the gallery.

INT. ABIGAIL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Abigail sits up in bed, the glow from her laptop

illuminating her face. She frowns in concentration as she

scrolls down pages and pages of eulogies.

ABIGAIL

Fuck. Why did I agree to this?

EXT. GRAVEYARD - DAY

It’s a drizzly winter day, rotting leaves on the ground, a

leaden grey sky. Isobel and Abigail walk up the church path,

arm in arm, Abigail tottering on black patent heels and

looking resplendent in a veiled pillar box hat. Adam watches

them approach with amusement.

ADAM

What are you, the angel of death?

ABIGAIL

Yes. One more corpse and I get my

wings.

She peers into the vestry.

ABIGAIL

Right. I’ll see you after.
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ISOBEL

You’re not coming in?

ABIGAIL

I’m sorry. I’d forgotten how...

religious churches are. It will

totally ruin your day if I get

struck down.

ISOBEL

But I need you...

ABIGAIL

I need to practise this damn

eulogy. Look, Adam can make himself

useful for the first time ever.

IOSBEL

But I want you!

The vicar sweeps past in his robes, giving them a look. Adam

crosses over to the coffin and takes Isobel’s hands.

ADAM

It’s ok. I’m here. Let me help.

ISOBEL

But Abi...

ADAM

Abi’s upstaging the vicar. Let her

practise the graveside bit. I’ll

stay with you.

He takes Isobel inside and we follow - a quaint old village

church, cool and peaceful. The vicar climbs up to the podium

and gazes down.

VICAR

Dearly beloved. It is with extreme

sadness that we gather here today

to mourn the passing of Robert

Peter Warren, a beloved father,

grandfather, and friend of many.

EXT. CHURCH - SAME

Abigail paces up and down the path, reading from a script,

getting increasingly agitated as she can’t memorise the

lines. She looks towards a very specific part of the

graveyard.
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ABIGAIL

No.

INT. CHURCH - SAME

Adam now stands at the front of the church, looking down at

the congregation. It’s not his usual audience. He takes a

deep breath.

ADAM

I’m not really sure why I’m stood

up here today. I didn’t know Robert

the best. I wasn’t his favourite.

In fact, he could barely stand me.

Those of you who know me will

realise that is testament to his

great wisdom, insight and judge of

character.

Isobel smiles through her tears.

ADAM

Robert was kind, generous,

fun-loving and courageous. He

single-handedly raised his

daughter, Isobel, after his wife

died, and made sure she never

wanted for anything. He gave up his

home for two unruly boys when

Isobel had children of her own, and

gave them the much needed father

figure I wasn’t able to provide.

Jimi and Lennon glance at each other.

ADAM

He tolerated me admirably and never

once told Isobel what he thought.

He was a truly inspirational man

and I couldn’t have wished for a

better father in law.

He looks up.

ADAM

Except, I did wish for a different

father in law. One with some flaws.

A quick temper, perhaps, or a

predilection for alcohol. Someone

who was bad with money, or who

cheated on his wife, someone who

didn’t make me look in the mirror

and see such a failure.
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The reason I’m stood here today is

because I will never have someone

say these sorts of things about me.

When I go, I’ll be remembered - the

church will be full, fans will cry,

they’ll light candles and I might

get a few front covers of the

papers. They’ll say some nice

things about my music, maybe my

hair...

He runs his fingers through his hair; someone titters.

ADAM

But they’ll never say this - he was

the kind of man I want to be. The

kind every father should be. Our

father.

EXT. CHURCH - SAME

Abigail now walks amongst the graves, still reading from her

notes, stumbling over branches, twigs brushing her hair. She

speaks aloud, theatrically...

ABIGAIL

I am a thousand winds that blow, I

am the diamond glints on snow, I

am... I am... oh shitty death.

She stares hard at the next row of headstones.

ABIGAIL

Fine. You win.

INT. CHURCH - SAME

The pall-bearers hoist the coffin on to their shoulders and

make their sombre way out, accompanied by the low hum of a

mournful organ. Isobel slips her arm through Adam’s.

ISOBEL

That was really lovely. He’d have

been thrilled.

ADAM

Just wish I’d had some nicer things

to say to him when he was alive.
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ISOBEL

Well, they were a good start. You

always had a way with words.

ADAM

True. Wonder how your little

friend’s getting on with hers.

They emerge into the drizzle.

EXT. CHURCHYARD - SAME

ISOBEL

She’s so nervous. She’s desperate

to get it right. Where is she?

ADAM

Probably in the nearest pub. I’ll

go find her.

He wanders off.

JIMI

Good speech from dad.

ISOBEL

He was up all night writing it.

Lennon pats his phone.

LENNON

Got it all on camera.

ISOBEL

Are you going to put it in your

film?

LENNON

Hmm, maybe the sequel.

Suddenly, Isobel stops in her tracks.

ISOBEL

What is THAT?

We turn and see a huge floral wreath by a freshly dug hole

in the ground. It’s big, it’s made of tulips and it says

POPS.

Isobel looks over at the twins, who are both smirking. She

laughs, probably for the first time in days.
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EXT. GRAVEYARD - SAME

Adam hurries through the graves, swearing under his breath.

ADAM

Where is that pesky lesbian?

He stops and hears sobbing, great guttural retches and

heaving cries.

ADAM

Abi?

He peers around a bush and sees Abigail, sunk to her knees

in the dirt, heels off, hat discarded on the ground. Her

tear- and mud-streaked face is red from crying. He hurries

over.

ADAM

What on earth is going on? Did you

fall? Are you alright?

She launches herself into his arms and sobs her heart out.

ADAM

Hey! C’mon.

He pats her back awkwardly.

ADAM

Your shoes can’t hurt that bad.

Abi gives a choked laugh and pulls away.

ABIGAIL

I have no idea why I’m wearing

them.

ADAM

Well, barely. And what did this

poor old codger do, to have you

sprawled all over his lillianthus?

Abi shuffles over, brushing off her tights.

ABIGAIL

Spare your condolences. That’s my

father.

ADAM

You’re kidding.
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ABIGAIL

I’ve never visited his grave

before.

ADAM

Really? It’s in the same village.

ABIGAIL

I know. Like a looming presence.

ADAM

Why is your foot bleeding?

ABIGAIL

Um, it’s possible I may have kicked

his headstone.

ADAM

Seems a bit unfair. Not like he can

kick you back.

ABIGAIL

Well, for someone lying six feet

under he’s still got the power to

hurt me. I think I’ve sprained my

sodding ankle.

ADAM

Let me help you.

He gets to his feet and she gingerly takes his arm, allowing

him to help her up. She squeals in agony.

ABIGAIL

Owwww!!

ADAM

Ok, ok, stay there.

He sits down next to her, looking at the headstone.

ADAM

Jeffery Brooker. Your dad was

English?

ABIGAIL

Yes. The house is his, where he

moved when he and my mom divorced.

ADAM

Why’d you want to live in the place

if your relationship with your

dad...
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ABIGAIL

I wasn’t going to. He died, I came

to see what the place was like, I

met your wife...

ADAM

Ah I see.

ABIGAIL

I got some house clearance guys to

box it all up and fill the attic.

Then I fumigated the place and

moved in.

ADAM

You never felt the need to come

here then?

ABIGAIL

What, and ruin another perfectly

good pair of heels?

ADAM

See, when I visited my father’s

grave, I didn’t kick it. I did a

little jig.

Abigail stares at him.

ABIGAIL

You’ve really done that?

ADAM

Yep. Took a litre bottle of cheap

chianti with me, got legless,

poured the rest of it on the grave

and did a little jig. Crushed a

perfectly good vase and got wine

all over my Timberlands. Felt a bit

of a twat really.

ABIGAIL

I never thought we’d ever have

anything in common.

ADAM

On the contrary. We both love the

same woman.

They laugh.
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ADAM

But... in this instance... and

mainly because I can’t bear to see

women cry... I’m going to let you

have her.

ABIGAIL

Wow. Good of you.

ADAM

Yes I thought so. You’ve put up a

good fight. You deserve her. She

obviously loves you - you only need

look at that painting to see that.

The one time she drew me I looked

like a marshmallow.

ABIGAIL

It’s your ears.

ADAM

Come on. Get up off that grave and

go read your poem. See Pops off in

style.

ABIGAIL

Oh God. I don’t know if I can still

do it.

ADAM

Yes you can.

ABIGAIL

But my foot...

Adam grits his teeth and lifts her into his arms. She’s so

surprised she forgets to protest.

EXT. CHURCH - DAY

The kids and Isobel loiter outside the vestry under

umbrellas, whilst the congregation gathers around the

freshly-dug grave site. Isobel fondly tousles Jimi’s hair.

ISOBEL

My boys. All grown up.

JIMI

Not too grown up.
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ISOBEL

Good. Don’t want you to get boring.

LENNON

You gonna be alright Mum?

ISOBEL

Yes darling, I’m going to be just

fine.

With a scuffle, Adam suddenly appears around the corner,

bearing Abigail as a gift. Isobel’s jaw drops.

ABIGAIL

What can I say? We bonded.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - DAY

Abigail sits perched upon the POPS wreath, Isobel beside

her. The air is still as she comes to the end of her eulogy.

ABIGAIL

...I am the soft starlight at

night. Do not stand at my grave and

cry, I am not there; I did not die.

The vicar hands around a container full of soil and one by

one the family drops a handful of earth on to the coffin.

VICAR (O.C.)

Ashes to ashes...

ADAM

Funk to funky...

JIMI

Dad!

ADAM

Sorry.

JIMI

Why’d’you have to be so glib?

People with actual emotions are

here too y’know.

ADAM

(chastised)

Sorry son.
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INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

A noticeably brighter day. The family is gathered in the

living room, looking expectant. Lennon scrabbles underneath

a table, setting up leads and wires. On the table is the

family’s 40 inch widescreen, attached to his laptop. He’s

fussing.

JIMI

Come on mate, get on with it.

LENNON

Just gotta check the sound...

Isobel and Adam sit on the sofa, smiling.

ADAM

He’s nervous. Mind you, so am I.

ISOBEL

I feel very honoured. Something

tells me this won’t be the last

time he has an audience for one of

his films.

ADAM

Absolutely. I’ll be right back.

He disappears out of the room and Abigail steals his seat on

the sofa. Jimi joins Lennon amongst the tangle of wires.

JIMI

Here, give me that.

LENNON

Just because you’re suddenly a

roadie doesn’t mean you know how

these things work.

The speakers blast into action.

LENNON

Alright, smart arse.

Adam comes back into the room, brandishing a bottle of red

wine.

ADAM

Who wants a drink? It’s from the

cellar - one of the few left

intact.

He determinedly pours everyone a glass and hands them out.

He stares hard at his, then raises it to his family.
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ADAM

Thanks for having me back. I’m a

lucky man.

FAMILY

Cheers!

Adam downs his glass in one. Then feels better.

Lennon crosses to the TV.

LENNON

OK, well, it still needs a bit of

editing...

JIMI

Get on with it!

LENNON

I’m just saying. See what you

think. Hope you enjoy.

He presses play. Isobel and Abigail snuggle up on the sofa,

Jimi and Adam stand at the back. We watch the film with the

family.

The opening image is of a darkened corridor, a fire exit

sign dimly lighting the way. In the background we can hear a

resonant, insistent drum beat, and the hum of an excited

crowd. A blurred Lennon slowly comes into focus.

LENNON (O.C.)

Some kids have dads that take them

to the park and play on the swings.

Some have fathers who chant with

them on the terraces. Some fathers

are there for their kids right from

the moment they’re born. Others

record every moment of their lives

in photos and video, treasuring

every memory.

Some sons learn a skill from their

father, or go into the same trade.

Some fathers are role models,

taking an interest in their

education and giving them the

benefit of their experience.

Some fathers are born to be

fathers, and love every minute of

it. Some less so. Every father is

different. Our father... well. This

film is about our father.
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The camera whips around to reveal the side of an enormous

stage. Drum kits, speakers, and recording equipment obscure

the view, but there in the wings, just yards away, stands

Adam, waiting to go on. He wipes his face with a towel and

takes a swig from a bottle of water. He turns around to face

the camera, gives the boys a cheery smile and a thumbs up,

and runs on stage.

The crowd goes wild.

FADE OUT.


