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TEASER

EXT. CONCERT ARENA - DAY

A SANDY-HAIRED MIDDLE-AGED GUY IN DOUBLE-DENIM preens to an 
adoring crowd as he delivers a killer riff on an ancient 
stratocaster. His dance moves belie his fifty years as he 
tears up the stage.

LENNON (V.O.)
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 sons right from 
the moment they're born. Others 
record every moment of their lives 
in photos and video, treasuring 
every memory. 

The father in question is known as ADAM PLAYFORD and his name 
is emblazoned on more than one thirty-something’s chest in 
the crowd.

LENNON (V.O.)
Some sons learn a skill from their 
father, or go into the same trade. 
Some fathers are role models, 
taking an interest in their kids’ 
education and giving them the 
benefit of their experience. 

Adam croons into a microphone, soaking up the glory of the 
enormous crowd that has waited hours just to see him.

LENNON (V.O.)
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.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

The rock star now plays in miniature, on YouTube on a laptop 
perched on the end of a neatly made bed. The door to the 
bedroom bursts open, and the microphone that LENNON - 
AWKWARD, STILL GROWING INTO HIS ADOLESCENCE - is using falls 
to the floor as his TWIN BROTHER, JIMI - WEARING A TOWEL AND 
NOTHING ELSE - charges in.

LENNON
Fuck sake, Jimi, now I’ve got to 
record that again!



2.

JIMI
Have you got a condom?

LENNON
What?

Jimi swipes the bridge of Lennon’s glasses.

JIMI
Have. You. Got. A condom. I need 
one, like now.

LENNON
Of course I don’t have a fucking 
condom. Are you two seriously...?

But Jimi’s gone. In the distance a door slams and a girl 
shrieks. Lennon stares hard at the laptop screen, the rock 
legend frozen in time. His idol, his hero, his god. His Dad.

END TEASER
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ACT ONE

INT. KITCHEN - EVENING

Heavy rock music permeates into the kitchen of a large, messy 
family home. IZZY - ARTIST, MUM, DOGS-BODY, NOT NECESSARILY 
IN THAT ORDER - absentmindedly stirs dinner whilst leafing 
through a magazine. Without taking her eyes off it, she yells 
in the direction of the ceiling.

IZZY
Jimi! I won’t tell you again!

The front door bangs and in walks ABIGAIL - AMERICAN, NEXT 
DOOR NEIGHBOUR AND CHAMPION WINE-DRINKER - glamorous, dark 
glossy hair piled high on her head.

ABIGAIL
You will, you know.

IZZY
Don’t you ever knock?

ABIGAIL
Su casa, mi casa. I’m hoping one 
day I’ll catch you in your 
underwear.

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

ABIGAIL (CONT'D)
When’s Prodigal Husband due?

IZZY
An hour ago.

ABIGAIL
Well, what’s an extra sixty minutes 
when it’s been six years?

Lennon trips into the room, hesitating when he sees Abigail, 
who beams at him.

LENNON
Where is he? We’re on at nine.

IZZY
I know. Your dad evidently doesn’t. 
Can you tell Jimi to turn that 
bloody music down please.

LENNON
He left ages ago Mum.

IZZY
For God’s sake. In that case, can 
you turn it down please.
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ABIGAIL
All ready for your big concert? 
You’re bound to get laid now.

She winks. Lennon attempts a smile and shuffles out of the 
room, bumping into the counter.

IZZY
I do wish you’d stop flirting with 
my sons. 

ABIGAIL
You’re just jealous.

She hops on to the kitchen counter, producing a bottle of 
nail varnish, and proceeds to paint her toenails cherry red. 
The music stops. 

IZZY
Halle-frickin-lula.

There’s a knock at the front door. Abigail looks pointedly at 
the kitchen clock.

ABIGAIL
Give him hell.

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

IZZY
Hello. I was expecting my estranged 
husband an hour ago for dinner. But 
he’s an international rockstar and 
punctuality isn’t his strong suit.

ADAM, still in his trademark denim, wraps her in a bear hug.

ADAM      
Izzybella!

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

ADAM (CONT'D)
Wow, you look different.

IZZY
You look the same as you do on TV.

Lennon walks in.

ADAM
Jimi!

LENNON
Er, it’s Len actually.

ADAM
Fuck.
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LENNON
Sorry. We are, yeah, a bit similar.

He walks over and they exchange an awkward hug.

ABIGAIL
I can always tell them apart, you 
know. If he apologises, it’s 
Lennon. If Izzy apologises, it’s 
Jimi.

Adam looks at Abigail. He blinks.

FLASHBACK: INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Adam and Abigail, some years before, are naked in bed.

PRESENT: 

He recovers and proffers his hand.

ADAM
Hello. Er, have we met?

IZZY
Abigail lives next door.

Adam’s hand lingers in the air.

ADAM
Right then. I’ve booked Carluccios. 
Let’s go or we’ll be late.

IZZY
I’ve cooked.

ADAM
But it’s a special occasion. I want 
to hear all your news.

ROBERT, DISTINGUISHED AND GREYING ELEGANTLY, enters the room.

ROBERT
You’ve heard most of it already. 
Your delinquent son has been 
expelled from school to become a 
rockstar. 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.
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ROBERT (CONT'D)
That smells lovely, darling. I’ll 
set the table.

ADAM
No, we’re going out. Where is the 
delinquent anyway?

INT. PUB - NIGHT

Four teenagers on ancient second-hand instruments sound-check 
in the corner of a country pub under a banner that reads “THE 
IDOLS”. 

DRUMMER
Are we really doing the new song?

JIMI
Yeah. Gonna open with it.

DRUMMER
You better check your brother’s 
learnt it then. Where is he?

JIMI
Fuck knows. Family dinner. 

DRUMMER
Oh I get it. You just wanna show 
off in front of your dad.

JIMI
Fuck off. Like I care about that 
tosser.

AIMEE, BLACK NAILS AND CARRYING A MATCHING PUG, gives Jimi a 
wink as she walks into the ladies. He grins at the band.

JIMI (CONT'D)
‘Scuse me lads.

The drummer cheers and smashes his cymbal, breaking his stick 
clean in half.

DRUMMER
Oh fuck.

JIMI
Hey! Watch it.

DRUMMER
Man we need new gear.

JIMI
Yeah well, depending on how much I 
get on Saturday, maybe I’ll treat 
you to a new pair of sticks.
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DRUMMER
It’s about time you got that trust 
fund. You’ve been on about it long 
enough.

JIMI
It better be good. Eighteen years 
of shit’s gotta be worth something.

He disappears into the ladies.

INT. CARLUCCIOS - NIGHT

A low-lit expensive restaurant. Adam loiters outside the 
toilet. Abigail emerges and he grabs her arm.

ADAM
What’s going on? Why are you here?

ABIGAIL
Oh honey, I’m part of the furniture 
now. Your wife and I are best buds.

ADAM
Seriously, what the fuck?

ABIGAIL
Relax. Izzy knows nothing about 
what happened. Robert asked me not 
to say anything. It’s ancient 
history.

ADAM
I haven’t been home in six years 
because of you.

ABIGAIL
No, honey, you haven’t been home in 
six years cos you’re a good-for-
nothing cheater. I just happened to 
be the poor schmuck on the other 
side of the bed.

She takes his hand off her arm and links it companionably.

ABIGAIL (CONT'D)
Shall we?

They walk up to the family table, where Lennon pushes his 
barely-touched steak around his plate.

ADAM
So is this gig a regular thing?

IZZY
Every week practically, isn’t it? 
Barely see them.
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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'D)
I’m really looking forward to 
seeing you play tonight. And your 
birthday gig.

ABIGAIL
So you actually intend to show up 
this time?

IZZY
Abi!

ADAM
Ancient history. Right?

ABIGAIL
Which is where you belong. Why are 
you even here anyway?

ADAM
I could ask you the same thing. 
This is supposed to be a family 
dinner.

ROBERT
Can you please lower your voice. 
It’s bad enough that everyone in 
the restaurant is staring at you 
already. You say you want a family 
dinner and then you pick the 
busiest restaurant in town.
Are you worried there won’t be 
enough adoring fans in your own 
family?

As if on cue, a MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN WITH A PERM approaches the 
table. She smiles excitedly at Adam.

SUPER-FAN
Hello. It’s you, isn’t it.

ROBERT
Oh for Christ’s sake.
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SUPER-FAN
You’re Adam Playford.

ADAM
Guilty as charged.

The woman giggles as though it’s the funniest thing she’s 
ever heard. Adam gives her a winning smile.

Abigail leans back in her chair, the picture of open 
hostility. Adam realises it’s not the time or place.

ADAM (CONT'D)
Well, it’s nice to meet you. If 
you’ll excuse me, I’m here with my 
family.

The woman giggles again and grins vacantly at the table. 

SUPER-FAN
Hello. Is this your family.

ADAM
Sorry, we’re just trying to...

Abigail suddenly sidles up to his chair and drapes her arm 
around Adam’s shoulders.

ABIGAIL
(affecting a screechy 
Essex accent)

Babe, you never told me you was 
famous!!

ADAM
Er...

ABIGAIL
Are you like an actor or summink? 
Ooh, are you a politician!?

The woman looks confused.

SUPER-FAN
He’s Adam Playford!

Adam gets up and steers the woman away, placating her with an 
autograph and an embarrassed selfie. 

IZZY
Abi, you really are an idiot.

ABIGAIL
The Playford fans are a bright 
bunch, aren’t they.

Adam returns to the table.
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ADAM
Sorry about that. Occupational 
hazard.

(to Abigail)
I suppose you think you’re funny.

ABIGAIL
You were about to tell us why 
you’re here.

ADAM
For the kids’ birthdays, obviously.

ABIGAIL
You know birthdays are an annual 
thing, right? What’s so special 
about this one?

ADAM
It’s a family matter and none of 
your business. Izz, can you tell 
her to mind her own business 
please.

IZZY
Abi’s my best friend. She knows 
what’s what.

ADAM
Wonderful. Well then you’ll know 
I’m here to get Jimi accepted back 
into school. 

ROBERT
Time for the old chequebook, is it 
Adam.

IZZY
Dad, please!

Adam beckons the waitress.

ADAM
Could we get the bill. Dracula 
needs to get back to his coffin.

LENNON
Look, can you all just... shush. 
You’re stressing me out!

ABIGAIL
He started it.

ADAM
I did not.

10.
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ABIGAIL
You did. Eighteen years ago, when 
you abandoned your family to be a 
“rockstar”.

She mimes the air quotes.

LENNON
I said enough!! I’m off!

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

LENNON (CONT'D)
Oh, I’m so sorry.

He dives under the table, 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 stands at the bar with a whiskey. The band 
strides on to the stage, to whoops and hollers. Adam tries to 
catch Jimi’s eye as he adjusts his guitar and tests his 
pedals. Lennon looks pale and clammy. The drummer taps his 
sticks and a wall of music hits the crowd.

INT. THE PLAYFORD HOUSEHOLD - NIGHT

Izzy sits cross-legged on the floor of a whitewashed room, 
the walls of which are covered in half-finished paintings.

The enormous canvas in front of her is blank. She stares into 
space. Abigail sits behind her, brandishing a bottle of wine. 

ABIGAIL
Is this how Picasso did it?

IZZY
Oh bog off. How am I supposed to 
paint when you’re lurking in the 
background? Besides, I’m 
somewhat... preoccupied.

ABIGAIL
Leave them to it, honey. They’re 
big boys.

IZZY
That’s what I’m afraid of. The last 
time the boys were just kids. 

(MORE)
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If he messes up this time... I 
don’t know what they might do.

ABIGAIL
Just channel all the dysfunction 
into your art. Failing that, get 
loaded with me.

She pours the wine into two glasses and passes her one.

ABIGAIL (CONT'D)
I’ll be your muse.

She crawls in front of the canvas and drapes herself on the 
floor, flinging an arm above her head.

ABIGAIL (CONT'D)
Draw me like one of your French 
girls!

INT. PUB - NIGHT

The band is mid-song. Jimi looks born to do this. He screams 
his lungs out, thrashing his guitar for all it’s worth.

Adam stands at the bar, a non-committal look on his face. His 
phone rings - he answers it.

Lennon watches from the stage as his dad tries to hear what 
the person on the phone is saying, watches as his dad puts 
his finger in his ear to block out the sound of the band. He 
misses his cue and frowns, disoriented. The drummer looks to 
him for reassurance and misses the beat. Lennon trips over 
his pedals and stumbles into the amp.

JIMI
What the fuck...?

Adam closes his eyes in concentration, turning away from the 
band. About to go outside, he realises something is wrong on 
stage. They’re completely out of time. The sound dwindles and 
stops. A couple of boos emerge from the crowd. The lights 
flicker on.

Lennon gives a deep, guttural retch as he throws up off the 
side of the stage. Aimee screams as the pug gets it. 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.

END OF ACT ONE

IZZY (CONT'D)
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ACT TWO

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Adam sits on the single bed of the guest bedroom, a bunch of 
paperwork spread out next to him. He’s on the phone.

ADAM
Good morning. I’d like to talk to 
someone about my dependents’ 
savings accounts. It’s regarding 
the amount they’ll receive from 
their trust fund on their upcoming 
birthday. My name’s Adam Playford, 
I’m their father. Thank you, I’ll 
hold.

He rifles through the documents, keeping an eye on the door.

ADAM (CONT'D)
The account number - yes, zero 
seven eight, four nine five, two 
one. Date of birth, second March, 
1962. It’s a joint account for the 
boys. I wish to withdraw some of 
the money. Er yes, yes, he’s here 
with me. Hold on.

He switches the phone to his other ear.

ADAM (CONT'D)
(affecting a deep voice)

Yes, hello, my name’s Robert 
Harris, I’m the grandfather. Birth 
date, twenty-fifth of October 1945. 
Yes, thank you, I’ll pass you back 
to my son-in-law.

Adam switches the phone back.

ADAM (CONT'D)
Hello again. Great. So I’d like to 
transfer some of the money please. 
We’ve got to come in? Can I not do 
it over the phone? Well OK, fine. 
My father-in-law though, he’s not 
very mobile. I assume I can do it 
on my own, if I bring his 
signature, perhaps? The what? A 
pin? Er, hang on.

Adam looks through the trust fund paperwork. Nothing.

ADAM (CONT'D)
I wasn’t actually aware there was a 
security code on the account. 
Robert set that up, did he?

13.
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He covers the mouthpiece and swears quietly.

ADAM (CONT'D)
He says he doesn’t remember it. 
Surely if I just have his 
signature... OK. Yes, I understand. 
OK, thank you.

He hangs up the phone. 

ADAM (CONT'D)
Fuck. 

His phone rings again. Warily he answers.

ADAM (CONT'D)
Yes?

He shuts his eyes.

ADAM (CONT'D)
I’m on it mate. Soon as I can.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Jimi and Lennon sit hunched on the sofa, moodily playing a 
computer game. Robert snoozes in an armchair. The boys shoot 
each other surreptitious glances - neither wants to speak 
first. Finally...

LENNON
Sorry about last night.

Robert snores approvingly. 

LENNON (CONT'D)
I was just wound up.

Jimi still doesn’t say anything.

LENNON (CONT'D)
And that song, it’s hard, and I 
could just see him watching us...

JIMI
Alright Len, forget it!

ROBERT
(suddenly awake)

He’s just trying to apologise.

JIMI
It don’t matter. It’s done now.

LENNON
I’ll make sure I learn it properly 
for Saturday, I promise.

14.
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JIMI
Yeah, OK.

They carry on playing the game, a multi-player shoot-out.

JIMI (CONT'D)
Didn’t exactly stick around for
moral support, did he? He’s not 
even said hello to me yet! He’s not 
even...

ADAM
(appearing at the doorway)

Hello Jimi.

They all jump. Robert fakes sleep again.

ADAM (CONT'D)
What are you playing?

LENNON
Call of Duty.

ADAM
Cool. Let’s have a go.

He sits down on the sofa next to Lennon, who gives him his 
controller.

ADAM (CONT'D)
Right, what do I do?

Lennon tries to show him but Adam moves the controller away, 
randomly pressing buttons.

JIMI
Hey! That’s me you’re shooting!

ADAM
Oops, sorry.

JIMI
OI!! Fuck off!!

His screen goes black as his avatar dies.

JIMI (CONT'D)
I can’t believe you just did that!

ADAM
The button got stuck!

JIMI
Yeah, right! Why don’t you just 
fuck off again for another six 
years?

Adam stands up, hurt.

15.



16.

ADAM
Do you want me to fuck off before 
or after you’ve got your birthday 
money?

Jimi and Lennon look at each other, embarrassed. But they 
can’t help themselves.

JIMI
OK. Maybe you can hang around for a 
bit.

ROBERT
For god’s sake.

ADAM
Oh hello pops. Thought you were 
dead for a moment there.

He brandishes a bunch of papers.

ADAM (CONT'D)
Could I borrow you for a moment, 
Robert?

ROBERT
What is it?

ADAM
Just a couple of technicalities 
regarding...

He motions to the boys and heads into the kitchen. Robert 
shuffles out behind him.

INT. KITCHEN - SAME

Adam lays the paperwork on the table and presses a pen into 
Robert’s hand.

ADAM
Just needs your signature here, 
Robert, then all done.

He points to the bottom of the sheet of paper, his arm 
blocking the document. Robert sits down and reaches for his 
glasses from his shirt pocket.

ROBERT
What’s this all about?

ADAM
It’s just a formality, I need to 
finalise the accounts. Here - this 
is where you need to sign.

He jabs the piece of paper.

16.
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ROBERT
Adam, I’m not going to sign 
anything until I’ve read it all 
through thoroughly.

ADAM
Yes, well I’m late for the 
appointment. I don’t have time for 
you to dawdle, can you please just 
sign it and you can read it through 
later.

ROBERT
Why don’t I come with you? I’m 
quite happy to come along.

Adam sighs, stands up, realises it’s not going to work.

ADAM
You know what? Never mind.

He picks up the documents.

ROBERT
I’m not trying to be difficult 
Adam, I just want to know what I’m 
signing...

ADAM
I said never mind!

Izzy enters the room. 

IZZY
Ready to go?

Adam looks at her blankly.

IZZY (CONT'D)
We have an appointment at the 
school, remember.

ADAM
Oh for fuck sake.

INT. HEADMASTER’S OFFICE - DAY

An ornate wall clock ticks loudly in the muted stillness of 
the Headmaster’s office. A STERN-LOOKING MAN IN SPECTACLES 
reads a report whilst Adam and Izzy perch on hard wooden 
chairs.

Adam catches Izzy’s eye and makes a silly face. She shoots 
him a warning look.
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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.

He digs into his pocket for his wallet.

HEADMASTER
It’s exactly that sort of attitude 
that got your son in this 
predicament in the first place. He 
reckons he doesn’t need to go to 
his lessons, because come his 
eighteenth birthday - this Saturday 
I gather - he’ll get a trust fund 
that’ll mean, and I quote, "I ain’t 
never gonna need a job, innit".

The air quotes are back.

ADAM
Hmm. I may need to manage his 
expectations somewhat.

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. 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 camera on a tripod.

DRUMMER
Come on man!

18.



19.

LENNON
I can’t get it to stay upright.

AIMEE, with pug, jumps up from the wheelbarrow she’s sat in.

AIMEE
Your brother doesn’t have that 
trouble. Gimme.

LENNON
Careful! It’s expensive.

AIMEE
I’ve held far more precious things.

She winks at Jimi, then aggressively manhandles the tripod 
into position. Jimi winces.

AIMEE (CONT'D)
Right. Get on with it.

LENNON
OK. So you lot, just let me do this 
sort of introductory bit and then 
I’ll go round to each of you in 
turn and you just kind of, y’know, 
play a few bars of something... OK?

POV: VIDEO CAMERA

Lennon’s face comes into the frame. He walks over to where 
the band are standing. He smiles.

LENNON (CONT'D)
So, we’re the Idols. Dad named us 
after his musical heroes - John 
Lennon and Jimi Hendrix - and Mum 
had to agree cos he forged her 
signature on the birth 
certificates. Now...

DRUMMER (O.C.)
You gonna mention us or is this 
just the Playford sons show?

The camera swivels around and Aimee pouts at the lens.

AIMEE
Hi, I’m Aimee. I’m Jimi’s 
girlfriend.

LENNON (O.C.)
Aimee, give me the camera.

AIMEE
This is Poppy pop pops.
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The pug’s wet nose comes into frame and the dog licks the 
camera lens.

LENNON (O.C.)
For fuck sake!

He grabs the camera off her.

WIDE: GARAGE.

LENNON (CONT'D)
Can you just take this seriously 
for five seconds, please?

JIMI
Oh chill out Lennon, it’s just some 
lame school project.

LENNON
Yeah well I wanna do it properly.

JIMI
When we’re rich and famous we’ll 
have a camera crew that follows us 
around and makes proper 
documentaries and shit.

LENNON
Fuck, this lens is filthy now, hang 
on.

Aimee flounces over to Jimi and whispers something in his 
ear. He takes his guitar off.

JIMI
Later, losers.

LENNON
Where you going?

JIMI
I’ve been made an offer I can’t 
refuse.

He 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 
supermarket’s sound system. Izzy and Adam meander around the 
aisles.

ADAM
My God, who IS this? They’re 
murdering it.
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IZZY
Hmm, must be awful 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. Izzy returns, frowns at the posh 
biscuits. Adam stares into space, nonchalant.

IZZY (CONT'D)
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.

IZZY
I’d love to know the last time you 
looked at a bank statement. Or a 
bill. Or a receipt, come to that.

ADAM
I’m not a complete diva. I do my 
own shopping... occasionally.

IZZY
We need vodka.

Adam visibly brightens. They walk into the alcohol aisle and 
peruse the shelves. Izzy selects some cheap vodka. Adam eyes 
up the malt whiskey.

ADAM
That headmaster is an arse. Making 
us grovel like that.

IZZY
Hmm.

ADAM
Does he honestly think I’m going to 
hand over my life savings to my 
kids on their eighteenth birthday, 
to do with as they will? 

IZZY
No, Adam. JIMI thinks you’re going 
to do that. And Lennon. It’s all 
they’ve talked about for years.

ADAM
If I’d got ten grand on my 
eighteenth birthday I’d’ve been 
over the moon.
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IZZY
I really hope you’re taking into 
account inflation.

She stops.

IZZY (CONT'D)
Ten grand? Is that honestly all 
they’re getting? You called it a 
trust fund.

ADAM
I never called it that! It’s a... 
nest egg, y’know, a nice lump of 
cash to get a car or whatever.

IZZY
Seriously, Adam, they were 
expecting a LOT more than. I was 
expecting a lot more than that. Is 
there an issue with the money? I 
thought you and Dad had it all 
sorted.

ADAM
It’s all under control. But I’m not 
their fairy godmother. I earnt my 
money through hard work and 
dedication, and I certainly don’t 
have my father to thank.

He slams the bottle he is holding back on to the shelf.

ABIGAIL (O.C.)
Yoo hoo!

From around the end of the aisle charges Abigail, holding two 
melons at chest level.

ABIGAIL (CONT'D)
(to Izzy)

Hey gorgeous.

(to Adam, coolly)
Hello.

Adam and Izzy stare, fixated, at the melons. Adam comes to 
his senses first.

ADAM
Hello. Nice melons.

ABIGAIL
Thanks. I was thinking of doing 
something fancy with them and 
inviting you over for dinner.
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ADAM
(startled)

What?

ABIGAIL
The whole family, I mean. I’ll 
cook.

IZZY
DO you actually cook?

ABIGAIL
It’s feminists that burn bras. 
Bisexuals like myself merely saute 
them.

ADAM
Well, OK. Yes, why not.

ABIGAIL
Good. I’ve been meaning to 
apologise for the other night. I 
was perhaps a little... harsh.

Adam is completely wrong-footed by this about-turn.

ADAM
Well, er, you maybe had some valid 
points. I’ll go and get something 
to drink.

He wanders off down the aisle. Abigail dumps the melons in 
Izzy’s trolley.

ABIGAIL
So. What the hell am I going to 
cook?

IZZY
I did wonder. There’s your
legendary tuna melt. Baked potatoes
a la fromage. Toast.

ABIGAIL
Well, I can’t be perfect at 
everything.

IZZY
Since when have you been bi?

ABIGAIL
Since always. Although it’s men 
like Adam that turned me into a 
fully-fledged card-carrying 
lesbian.

She takes Izzy’s arm and steers her down the aisle, pausing 
briefly to look at Adam, gazing blankly at the wines.
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ABIGAIL (CONT'D)
Literally.

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 counter. 
The room, painted a beach hut turquoise, sports overflowing 
ashtrays and music posters on the walls. Above the table 
hangs a small Spanish guitar.

Izzy peels potatoes whilst Abigail leans against the draining 
board, watching her, sinking a large Merlot.

IZZY
I can’t believe I’m cooking my own 
dinner. You really are a slut.

She takes a sip of her wine.

IZZY (CONT'D)
Mmh, that’s nice.

ABIGAIL
Should be. It’s from your cellar.

IZZY
Abi!!

ABIGAIL
Someone should drink it. You said 
yourself Adam never touches it.

IZZY
You have no boundaries.

ABIGAIL
What IS his drama with that cellar 
anyway? You should just sell it.

IZZY
The whole thing belonged to his 
father. He never touches it, he 
hates wine.

ABIGAIL
Just another mystery. Your family’s 
better than the Kardashians.

IZZY
I think you need a more up to date 
reference.

ABIGAIL
Like who?

IZZY
No fucking idea.
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INT. ABIGAIL’S KITCHEN - NIGHT

Abigail, Izzy, Robert, 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 Day. Christmas. 
Birthdays. Your sons’ childhoods...

IZZY
Abi...

ABIGAIL
What? I’m just pointing it out.
Now, what else?

Jimi and Lennon grin at each other, enjoying their dad’s 
discomfort. Izzy goes to interrupt but Abigail puts her hand 
over her mouth.

ABIGAIL (CONT'D)
Wedding anniversaries. New Years
Eves. 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.

IZZY
Abs, for God’s sake...
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ABIGAIL
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. 

ABIGAIL (CONT'D)
She never knows where you are. You 
don’t give her enough money.

ADAM
Now look... why did you invite me 
here tonight if you were just going 
to attack me - again?

ABIGAIL
Cos I’m the only one who’s going to 
give it to you straight. You’ve 
been in and out this family’s lives 
the past eighteen years, suiting 
yourself. You’ve waltzed back in 
this week to save the day with the 
school, giving it the big concerned 
father routine, making out to the 
headmaster that you’d do anything 
for your precious sons. 

IZZY
Abi, stop...

ABIGAIL
Although I doubt you’re going to 
win Dad of the Year when they 
discover their trust fund barely 
hits five figures.

IZZY
Abi, NO!!

JIMI
Five figures? What’s she on about?

Adam stands up.

ADAM
(to Izzy)

You two really are close.
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JIMI
I thought we were getting, like, a 
mill?

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 
don’t get yourself back to school 
and finish your exams you won’t get 
anything. Simple as.

Stunned silence.

JIMI
WHAT?

ADAM
You heard me. We’ve spoken to the 
headmaster. You can go back to 
school. But if you don’t take your 
exams you get nothing.

JIMI
But it’s mine! You told us about it 
years ago! I’ve been waiting all 
this time... How much is it, 
anyway?

ADAM
None of your business. You take 
your exams or I go straight to the 
bank and withdraw the lot.

JIMI
I don’t believe this.

He kicks over his chair and leaves the room. Lennon stares at 
his retreating back.

JIMI (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Lennon!

Lennon jumps up and runs after him. The door slams.

ROBERT
I’m confused. The trust fund is 
worth far more than ten thousand 
pounds.

ADAM
Well of course it is. Izzy, I was 
joking - obviously - when I said it 
was less. 
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IZZY
This isn’t funny, Adam. You can’t 
just mess with their emotions like 
that, and blackmail them into doing 
what you want.

ADAM
It’s for their own good!

IZZY
And when have you ever known what’s 
for their own good?! I’m going 
home. Thanks for dinner, Abs. 
Although I should probably just 
thank myself.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Izzy 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.

She fingers a cardboard box in the top drawer - a Victoria’s 
Secret label flaps open. On it is written "Dare you to try 
it. Abi x" She pulls the garment out of the box - a barely 
there violet teddy.

Pulling the flimsy fabric over her head she crosses back to 
the mirror. She’s a little surprised at what she sees.

She sweeps her hair up from her shoulders and cocks her hip.

ADAM (O.S.)
Very nice.

Izzy whirls around and sees Adam stood in the doorway.

ADAM (CONT'D)
You look amazing. I really had 
forgotten what I was missing.

He makes to touch her but she raises her hands.

ADAM (CONT'D)
Come on... can’t let that go to 
waste.

IZZY
No thank you. Not this time.

ADAM
We ARE still married.
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IZZY
Honestly, do you really think so? 
After tonight?

ADAM
What? I said they can have their 
money. I thought you’d be pleased!

IZZY
Of course you did. Tell silly 
little Izzy what she wants to hear 
and pat her on the head. I’m sick 
of being treated like a child.

ADAM
The life lessons from the next door 
neighbour are clearly kicking in.

IZZY
She’s as bad. You all just take me 
for granted. I rely completely on 
you and Dad for money. Abi treats 
me like some sort of project, 
trying to get me to shake off the 
shackles of responsibility and 
become a lesbian or something. 

ADAM
Has it worked?

IZZY
I’m not going to indulge your 
fantasies. Think what you like.
Besides, you’ve been away the best 
part of eighteen years. Things 
change.

ADAM
Look, I want to make a go of things 
with you. Just tell me how.

IZZY
You’re a big boy. Figure it out.

She shoves him out the door.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

EXT. STREET - DAY

Jimi and Lennon walk along the pavement, wearing their school 
uniform.

JIMI
It’s ridiculous. I’m three days 
from being an adult. He doesn’t own 
me.

LENNON
Yeah, but he owns everything else.

JIMI
Well, I only have to take my exams.
He can’t make me pass ‘em.

Lennon stops. He looks awkward.

LENNON
But seriously. What ARE you gonna 
do after school?

JIMI
The band, idiot.

LENNON
Yeah but it might not work out...

JIMI
It will if we make it work.

LENNON
Look, I’ve been meaning to tell you 
something...

Aimee comes up to them, wrapped in an oversized cardigan.

JIMI
Hey babe. What’s with the tent?

AIMEE
Don’t feel well.

JIMI
I’ve got something that’ll make you 
feel better.

LENNON
Gross. See ya.

Lennon walks off and Jimi pulls Aimee towards him, copping a 
feel. She pushes him away.
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AIMEE
Why didn’t you message me last 
night?

JIMI
Been busy.

AIMEE
Too busy for me?

JIMI
Just busy.

AIMEE
I never see you anymore.

JIMI
You see me all the time.

AIMEE
On our own I mean. Apart from when 
we’re, like, doing it.

JIMI
What, you want an audience?

AIMEE
Oh fuck off.

JIMI
I’ll come round tonight.

AIMEE
Don’t bother.

She stalks off.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

Lennon is in class, working on his film. His laptop screen 
depicts dozens of stills - Adam with a guitar on a massive 
stage in front of thousands of people; Adam with grinning 
Japanese fans; Adam giving the peace sign by the Statue of 
Liberty. The storyboard 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
How’s it coming along?

LENNON
Getting there. Not sure whether to 
use this bit - our twelfth birthday 
gig.

He clicks on a home video.
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TEACHER
Did you play with your dad?

LENNON
Not exactly.

Lennon hits play. Grainy, shaky footage starts.

EXT. GARDEN - DAY

POV: HANDHELD VIDEO CAMERA

It’s a lovely sunny day. Bunting and balloons bob brightly. A 
small stage is at one end of the garden, upon which are three 
microphones. Groups of kids hang out in the garden - some 
playing games, others attempting to look cool.

INT. PLAYFORD HOUSEHOLD - SAME

Izzy, laden with an enormous cake bearing twelve lit candles, 
gingerly makes her way from kitchen to living room. Every 
surface is covered in cards - ’Congratulations on your 
twelfth birthday’.

Lennon and Jimi - looking delighted and embarrassed 
respectively - watch as their mum comes towards them with the 
cake, singing Happy Birthday.

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

ROBERT (O.S.)
Blow ‘em all out then! In one!

With gusto, Lennon blows out the candles, half-heartedly 
helped by his brother, cringing behind him.

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.S.)
Look boys, you don’t need your dad 
here to play! Why don’t you go try 
out those new guitars and...

Izzy comes into view. She’s smiling but her eyes are red.
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JIMI
Where is he?

IZZY
He... he can’t come. He wants to be 
here, but something came up, 
something really important.

JIMI
He’s got to come.

LENNON
He promised.

IZZY
I know. I’m so sorry darlings.

The camera blurs as it’s set down on a table. Sideways, we 
see the crowd of kids - smirking, disappointed, sympathetic.

IZZY (O.S.) (CONT'D)
You can still do the gig, 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.S.)
Enough’s enough, darling. It’s time 
you all cut him out of your lives.

The camera goes black.

INT. STUDIO - NIGHT

Izzy’s brush flies across the canvas. Her mobile rings.

IZZY
Hey Abs.

She continues to paint as she talks.

IZZY (CONT'D)
I can’t, I’ve got so much to do.
Yes, I have wine.

She smiles and puts down her brush.

IZZY (CONT'D)
Sixteen canvases at the last count.
D’y’know, you’re the only one who’s 
asked. Marry me?

She swills her brush out in a pot of brush cleaner.

IZZY (CONT'D)
I’m coming over.
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INT. HOUSE - DAY

Adam looks shifty as he creeps around the house. Peeping into 
the living room he sees Robert asleep in his armchair. He 
quietly closes the door and crosses the hall to a study. He 
tries the door - it’s unlocked. He goes inside and closes the 
door behind him.

INT. STUDY - SAME

Robert’s study is a cosy wood panelled affair, lined with 
bookshelves and oil paintings on the walls. A leather-covered 
desk sits in the centre of the room - Adam approaches it and 
tentatively opens the drawers. They’re locked.

Crouching down on the floor he feels behind the drawers to 
see if there is a key. Suddenly he hears voices outside as 
Izzy and Lennon walk past.

He ducks and hits his head on the side of the desk. 

ADAM
Shit.

From Adam’s point of view under the desk, we see a memory.

FLASHBACK: INT. STUDY - DAY

A FIVE-YEAR-OLD BOY toddles into a study, much like this one. 
He carries a blanket.

His FATHER, SITTING IN SHADOW AND MOSTLY FEATURELESS, hunches 
over the desk, reading a document. The shadowy lamplight 
glows through a dusty bottle of red wine on the desk. 

The boy attempts to climb on to his dad’s knee. His father 
pushes him away. 

The boy starts to walk away, dejected, then tries again. 
Crossing to the other side of the desk he pulls at his 
father’s sleeve - in trying to swat him away his father 
knocks the bottle of wine, which rolls on to the desk and 
falls on to the hearth, smashing on the brickwork. The 
crimson liquid splashes every surface.

His father jumps up and roars. Young Adam grabs his wine-
sodden blanket and runs away crying.

PRESENT:

Adam sits under the desk, staring into space. He snaps 
himself back to reality, gets up and looks at the bookshelves 
behind him. Mostly leather-bound tomes, he runs his finger 
along them until he finds a slim wooden box, slotted in to 
look like a book. Sliding it out, it’s revealed to be a 
wooden puzzle box, the type where you slide levers to reveal 
hidden compartments.
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With a sharp knock he opens the compartment in the middle and 
out falls a key.

ADAM (CONT'D)
Too easy, Pops.

He slides the key into the top drawer and pulls it open. 
Inside is a lever arch file. Sitting it on top of the desk he 
rifles through the box - insurance documents, Robert’s 
passport, various bank statements. Not what he’s looking for.

He opens the drawer further and rootles around in the back. 
Smiling, he finds what he’s after - an additional 
compartment. He jimmies it open and pulls out an envelope 
stuffed with papers. Inside, the first is headed ‘Trust fund 
agreement - James and Lennon Playford’.

ADAM (CONT'D)
Bingo.

He replaces the compartment and the lever arch file and 
closes the drawer. Locking it, he drops the key back in the 
box, slides it back onto the shelf, and leaves the room.

EXT. PARK - DAY

Jimi and Aimee sit on a bench, looking out over the park. 

JIMI
Maths was a piece of piss, but that 
English paper was hard, man. Who 
cares what some old fucker in the 
fourteenth century meant? Not that 
any of it’ll matter when we’re out 
on the road, although I guess I 
might use some algebra to figure 
out what percentage of the audience 
wants to sleep with me.

Aimee huffs.

JIMI (CONT'D)
Er, joke? What’s with you today?

AIMEE
Nothing.

JIMI
Come on. What’s the matter?

AIMEE
Nothing.

JIMI
I’ll tickle you...
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Aimee turns away, pulling her oversized t-shirt over her 
knees. The pug watches sorrowfully.

AIMEE
Leave me alone.

JIMI
What’ve I done now?

AIMEE
Noth...

JIMI
Don’t say nothing!

He waits.

AIMEE
It 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 (CONT'D)
Hey, what’s up?

AIMEE
Nothing!

JIMI
OK, that word’s banned! Tell me.

AIMEE
Ever since your dad came back.
You’ve been really moody.

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
Some fucking chance. I mean, I 
don’t want that. That’s bullshit.

AIMEE
It’s true!

Jimi pulls her into his arms again and hugs her tight.
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JIMI
You know I love you. I was joking 
about the algebra.

He’s not massively convincing. Aimee continues to sob.

JIMI (CONT'D)
Come on Aims, this is crazy. What’s 
brought this on?

Aimee wipes away her tears and looks at Jimi through her 
fringe.

AIMEE
Your dad left your mum when she got 
pregnant, right?

JIMI
Yeah, so?

AIMEE
Cos he wanted to be a rock star.

JIMI
Cos he’s a prick yeah. What’s your 
point?

AIMEE
Promise you won’t be angry?

JIMI
Course I won’t. Spit it out.

AIMEE
I’m pregnant. You’re gonna be a 
dad, Jimi. And you’re gonna leave.

It’s a long moment. Jimi sits there, his arms around Aimee, 
frozen to the spot.

JIMI
Fuckin hell.

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

INT. ART GALLERY - DAY

A large, contemporary art gallery - high ceilings, white 
walls. Abigail walks around the room whilst Izzy stands glued 
to the floor, staring at the emptiness.

ABIGAIL
This is such a great space. You 
could totally live here. A bed in 
that corner, refrigerator in that 
one, and the rest of it... a giant 
squash court.

IZZY
(not listening)

Hmm.

ABIGAIL
This entire wall could be used for 
wine. It could be, like, an 
installation, made of wine...

IZZY
Uh huh.

Abigail realises Izzy’s not paying the slightest bit of 
attention.

ABIGAIL
And we should probably hang the sex 
swing here.

She clicks her fingers in front of Izzy’s face.

ABIGAIL (CONT'D)
Earth to Izzy? I’m making important 
interior decorating life choices 
here.

IZZY
What the hell am I going to fill 
this space with, Abs? It’s huge!

ABIGAIL
Duh, that’s the point. You’ve got 
tonnes of stuff.

IZZY
I haven’t! Shit, what have I done?

ABIGAIL
Nothing! Yet. You’ve hired out a 
communal art space in a small town, 
and you’re hosting a low key 
exhibition of your work. 

(MORE)
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You’re charging a criminally low 
amount for paintings that should be 
in a posh gallery in the West End, 
and what’s more, you’ve told 
literally no one about it. You’ve 
DONE nothing!!

IZZY
Thanks. Very encouraging.

Abigail takes her by the shoulders.

ABIGAIL
On the other hand... you’ve made a 
massively brave leap to invest your 
own money into what could be the 
first of an increasingly successful 
series of exhibitions. You’re GOING 
to start sending out invites - 
including to the press - and in a 
couple years time you’ll get the 
Turner Prize. 

IZZY
I feel sick.

ABIGAIL
So, the swing...

IZZY
This was a bad idea.

Abigail rushes up to a painting on the wall - a large, 
abstract riot of colour.

ABIGAIL
Look at this, Iz! It’s fucking 
magnificent!! And they’ve been 
asking you to do this exhibition 
for forever!! The only bad idea was 
not doing it years ago! It’s going 
to look fantastic. 

She picks up another painting.

ABIGAIL (CONT'D)
Now, if you’re not going to play 
house with me, at least tell me 
where to put this.

INT. SPARE BEDROOM - DAY

Adam sits at the desk in his room. In front of him are spread 
the contents of the stolen envelope. He is practicing a 
signature - Robert’s. Again and again he perfects the looping 
scrolls that form the name ROBERT HARRIS, until he is 
satisfied. 

ABIGAIL (CONT'D)
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He places the document he was trying to get Robert to sign on 
the desk and, quickly, without over-thinking, adds the 
signature. Done.

He rifles through the rest of the envelope, and laughs out 
loud as he finds a piece of paper with the security code 
printed in full.

ADAM
Thank fuck for that.

Standing up, he stuffs the paperwork back into the envelope. 
Something falls to the floor. He picks it up - a birth 
certificate. The name reads “ABIGAIL LOUISE HARRIS”. He 
frowns. 

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 a 
bunch of lilies. 

IZZY
Love letter?

Lennon smiles, looking fit to burst.

LENNON
Bristol. Film studies. I got in!

IZZY
Oh Lenny! That’s the one you 
wanted, isn’t it?

Lennon nods happily.

IZZY (CONT'D)
I’m so proud of you.

Adam walks in, having overheard the conversation.

ADAM
Well done son.

LENNON
Thanks. Look - don’t tell Jim, OK?

IZZY
Why? He’ll be really pleased.

LENNON
I’ll have to quit the band. He’ll 
go mental.
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IZZY
I’m sure you’ll work something out.
Well done darling, that’s 
brilliant. I’ll miss you though.

LENNON
Well you can come visit. And you 
too, Dad, if you want.

ADAM
Sure. 

Lennon skips off happily.

ADAM (CONT'D)
Nice flowers. Secret admirer?

IZZY
They’re from Abi. Look at the label 
- “Just because”. Isn’t that sweet?

ADAM
Saccharine. She do that often?

IZZY
From time to time. She’s a good 
neighbour.

ADAM
Hmm. What’s her surname again? 
Remind me??

IZZY
Harris - why?

ADAM
And how long has she been next 
door?

IZZY
Six years. She moved in just before 
the kids’ twelfth birthday. You’d 
have met her if you’d shown up...

She pops the flowers in a vase, breathing them in as she 
brushes past him.

EXT. PARK BENCH - DAY

Jimi and Aimee sit on a park bench, Aimee’s black pug tying 
itself in knots on its lead by their feet.

Between them is a white paper bag, the type you get at the 
chemist.

JIMI
Do another one.
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AIMEE
I’ve done three!

JIMI
Just do another one!

Aimee sighs, takes a cardboard box out of the bag and stomps 
off to the public toilets behind them. Jimi looks inside the 
bag and grimaces. He sits forward on the bench, head in his 
hands.

Aimee walks out of the toilets, rearranging her tights. She 
shoves the pregnancy test into Jimi’s lap.

JIMI (CONT'D)
Ugh, gross!

AIMEE
There’s barely anything on it! I’m 
fucking dehydrated.

JIMI
Well I don’t want it.

AIMEE
You don’t have much of a choice, 
mate.

He jumps up, pacing.

JIMI
How the fuck did this happen?

AIMEE
Do you want a diagram?

JIMI
But you’re on the pill! And we used 
a thing!

AIMEE
Where there’s a willy there’s a 
way.

JIMI
Do you think this is funny?

AIMEE
Hilarious Jim! Seventeen and 
knocked up. Just like my sister, 
just like my mum. 

She looks at the test, where a large blue cross is visible.

AIMEE (CONT'D)
Same as the rest.
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JIMI
Fuck sake.

Aimee looks at him. Hesitantly - 

AIMEE
I could... you know.

JIMI
What?

AIMEE
You know... not have it.

Jimi stares at her blankly, then his eyes widen in horror.

JIMI
An abortion?

AIMEE
It wouldn’t be the end of the 
world.

JIMI
No! No, Aims. I’m not letting you 
do that.

AIMEE
Not letting me?

JIMI
You know what I mean. I don’t want 
you to do that. I love you.

AIMEE
You want us to have a baby.

JIMI
Well no, not exactly. But I don’t 
want that. 

AIMEE
So what do you want?

JIMI
I want...

Suddenly he panics, and looks at his watch.

JIMI (CONT'D)
Oh fuck!

AIMEE
What?

JIMI
Chaucer.

43.



44.

AIMEE
What?

JIMI
I’m missing a test.

Aimee passes him the paper bag.

AIMEE
Here. Have one of mine.

He sits back down next to her. The dog jumps up on to Aimee’s 
lap. She cuddles it, nuzzling its neck. Jimi takes off his 
jacket and wraps it round her shoulders.

AIMEE (CONT'D)
Aren’t you gonna go?

JIMI
No, fuck it. Put this on. Don’t get 
cold.

INT. BANK - DAY

Adam sits in a blue swivel chair at a desk, opposite a 
SCRAWNY YOUNG BANK CLERK, pockmarked face and glasses, who 
looks uncomfortable.

BANK CLERK
So, you want to transfer all but 
twenty thousand pounds from the 
trust funds into your personal 
account. Is that correct?

ADAM
That’s correct.

BANK CLERK
And you’re aware that this trust 
fund is due to mature this weekend? 
Upon your sons’ eighteenth 
birthday.

ADAM
Perfectly aware. Can we please 
proceed, I have lots of things to 
do today.

He takes his phone out of his pocket and opens his text 
messages. Two unread. Both from ‘TYRONE’. Both short and to 
the point:

“ONE MORE DAY, PLAYFORD. DON’T TEST ME.”

“LAST WARNING.”

Adam is sweating. He pockets the phone.
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The bank clerk types commands into his computer screen. He 
looks very unhappy.

BANK CLERK
I’m sorry Sir, but I’m not able to 
accept this paperwork... or this 
pin.

ADAM
Look, I spoke to you on the phone 
and explained the situation. My 
father-in-law is very old and 
immobile. He’s given his consent to 
these changes - look.

He jabs his finger at the signature on the documents lying on 
the desk.

BANK CLERK
Mr Harris came into the branch 
yesterday. He changed the security 
code and requested that he be 
present for any transactions that 
might be requested. By... er... 
yourself.

Adam blinks.

ADAM
Well there’s obviously been some 
sort of misunderstanding. I’ll go 
home and clear things up.

BANK CLERK
As you wish, sir. Er, whilst you’re 
here... it might be the time to 
discuss your credit with the bank.

ADAM
What do you mean?

His phone starts to ring in his pocket. He ignores it.

BANK CLERK
We’ve been trying to get in touch 
with you for some time, Mr 
Playford. Your accounts have been 
in the red for a while now.

The clerk looks pointedly at the direction of the ringtone. 
Adam plucks his phone out of his pocket. His hands tremble 
slightly. He looks at the screen. It says “SCHOOL”.

ADAM
Hang on.

He answers.
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ADAM (CONT'D)
Hello? Yes. What? Are you fucking 
kidding me?

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, energetic.

ABIGAIL
What’s going on that last wall?

IZZY
The centrepiece. The guys have just 
gone to pick it up.

ABIGAIL
Have I seen it?

IZZY
No. No one has.

ABIGAIL
Very intriguing. Can’t wait.

IZZY
Look, you don’t need to help me, 
y’know. Now that I’ve got over 
myself, I’m OK.

ABIGAIL
You trying to get rid of me?

IZZY
No, but you must have better things 
to do.

ABIGAIL
Oh, sure. Yeah, I could go home and 
stare at the mess. Drink some wine. 
Make more mess.

Izzy climbs a small ladder to adjust a painting.

IZZY
Do you ever think about being a 
normal person and, y’know, getting 
a job?

ABIGAIL
Why the hell would I do that?

IZZY
I don’t know. Money? A sense of 
purpose?
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ABIGAIL
I have a perfectly good purpose - 
badgering you.

IZZY
I’m surrounded by the 
overprivileged. I wish I had a nice 
comfy house, paid for by a dead 
relative so I didn’t even have to 
be nice to them.  

She starts, forgetting herself.

IZZY (CONT'D)
Sorry, that was mean.

ABIGAIL
Massively. It’s about time you 
started to fight back. Even if it 
is at the expense of me and my poor 
orphan status.

IZZY
I’m sorry, really. It was a 
horrible thing to say.

ABIGAIL
It really wasn’t. I shouldn’t 
complain, should I, when I do 
indeed have a nice comfy house paid 
for by a dead relative, so I don’t 
have to put up with the kind of 
shit you do.

IZZY
I’d never realised before how 
beholden I was to men.

ABIGAIL
No shit. But that’s why this 
exhibition is going to be so 
awesome. Finally you’re gonna have 
something of your own that’s not 
paid for by your dad or your 
husband, or wrecked by your kids!

IZZY
What have the kids wrecked?

ABIGAIL
Oh, just your home, your life, your 
vagina...

Izzy nearly falls off the ladder in shock.

ABIGAIL (CONT'D)
I love the fact that the word 
vagina makes you faint.
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IZZY
What can I say - I was brought up 
very traditionally. How’s that 
look?

ABIGAIL
(at her arse, at eye 
level)

Great. For your age.

IZZY
Go over there, perv. Seriously, how 
does it look?

Abigail gestures to the whole room.

ABIGAIL
The whole thing looks amazing. It’s 
going to be fabulous. Now get down 
from there, you’re making me 
nervous.

Izzy climbs down the ladder cautiously, ending up face to 
face with Abi. They stare at each other for a long moment. 
Izzy’s phone rings. She answers.

IZZY
Hello? OK, calm down - what? Oh for 
God’s sake. I’m on my way.

She hangs up.

ABIGAIL
Man-made disaster?

IZZY
That was Adam. He’s just had the 
headmaster call him - Jimi missed 
school today.

ABIGAIL
Is that news?

IZZY
He was supposed to be doing an 
exam. I’ve gotta go. Adam’s 
furious.

ABIGAIL
I thought you said the guys were 
bringing your painting?

IZZY
Shit. 

ABIGAIL
I’ll take delivery of it if you 
want.
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IZZY
No! You can’t see it. I mean, no 
one can. Not till the exhibition.

ABIGAIL
OK, I’ll go back to the house. 
Intercept Jimi. Make sure no one 
gets killed.

IZZY
Would you?

ABIGAIL
Sure. Nothing would give me greater 
pleasure than to see Adam’s face 
when he’s expecting you and gets 
me.

INT. HOUSE - DAY

Adam pours himself a cup of coffee and throws his spoon into 
the sink. He stomps down the corridor, into the lounge. He 
sits down. Stands up. Can’t settle. Looks at his watch.

Robert comes into the room.

ADAM
What the hell are you playing at? 
Why have you frozen the trust fund 
account?

ROBERT
Good afternoon to you too. Let’s 
just say I had a hunch. Clearly I 
was correct.

ADAM
It’s my fucking money, Robert. I 
should never have let you get 
involved.

ROBERT
Are you honestly intending to steal 
from your own children? After all 
the crap you’ve put them through 
already?

ADAM
You can’t lay all the blame on me, 
old man. I intended to stick around 
last time - you made me go away.

ROBERT
Oh sure, I “made” you. The brute 
force of a large cheque.  
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They both jump as a football smacks into the window. Jimi 
retrieves the ball, smiling goofily.

ADAM
We’ll finish this conversation 
later.

EXT. GARDEN - SAME

Jimi hops from foot to foot, deftly balancing the ball. Adam 
appears from the conservatory.

ADAM
New career goal? World record in 
keepy uppy instead of A Level 
English?

JIMI
Yeah, I’d put a tenner on that.

He kicks the ball over to Adam, who doesn’t even flinch as it 
soars past him into a nearby rhododendron bush.

JIMI (CONT'D)
Okaaaay...

He walks past him to retrieve the ball.

ADAM
I had a call earlier. From the 
headmaster.

JIMI
Unlucky.

ADAM
Wanting me to know that our talk 
had clearly worked, and that number 
one son was currently halfway 
through a two-hour exam on Chaucer. 
Oh no, sorry, that was just a dream 
I had.

JIMI
You need to get out more.

He grabs the ball, bouncing it from foot to foot.

ADAM
Did you not pay attention to a word 
I said the other night? No exams, 
no money. It’s that simple.

JIMI
I had better things to do.
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ADAM
Oh really?

JIMI
Yup.

ADAM
Like what?

JIMI
I was at the doctor’s.

ADAM
The doctor’s? What’s wrong?

JIMI
Nothing. In fact, something’s 
actually pretty amazing.

ADAM
Amazing enough to miss your exams?

JIMI
Yep.

ADAM
What are you on about? Put that 
ball down!

JIMI
Aimee’s pregnant.

He throws the ball straight at Adam, who catches it square in 
the chest.

ADAM
Tell me you’re joking.

JIMI
Nope.

ADAM
Oh Jimi.

JIMI
OK, so it wasn’t entirely planned. 
She was on the pill. But, y’know, 
sometimes, things just... happen.

He grins.

ADAM
You idiot. You fucking idiot.

JIMI
Great. Cheers Dad. Helpful.

Adam angrily bounces the ball against the fence.
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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 fucking irresponsible. And 
what’s her game? In this day and 
age, it’s ridiculous. Sounds like 
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 over the fence.

JIMI
It’s not like you’ve set the best 
example.

ADAM
So it’s my fault you’ve ruined your 
life?

JIMI
Who says I’ve ruined my life? Maybe
I want to be a dad.

ADAM
Oh please. You don’t have the 
faintest idea.

JIMI
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 university. 
You should take a leaf out of his 
book.
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JIMI
He’s what? 

Adam grimaces. He’d forgotten Lennon told him not to say.

ADAM
Well, I don’t know exactly...

JIMI
He’s not said anything to me.

ABIGAIL
It’s supposed to be a secret.

Abigail walks across the lawn towards them, carrying Jimi’s 
ball.

ADAM
Thanks but we don’t need any input 
from you. Where’s Izzy?

ABIGAIL
She had to wait for the delivery 
men to bring her painting. She sent 
me to keep the peace. I’m clearly a 
little late.

ADAM
This doesn’t concern you, go away.

ABIGAIL
As you wish.

She crosses into her own garden.

ABIGAIL (CONT'D)
Now 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. Jimi stomps off to the house.

ADAM
I’ve not finished with you yet.

JIMI
Yeah you have. I don’t need your 
money. I certainly don’t need what 
passes for your parental guidance. 

(MORE)
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You don’t have any hold over me. I 
really don’t care.

He disappears inside.

ABIGAIL
Kids, eh.

ADAM
Can you just fuck off. Every time I 
turn round, you’re there.

ABIGAIL
You weren’t complaining six years 
ago.

ADAM
Don’t...

ABIGAIL
There was me, thinking my luck was 
right in. First night in my new 
home and a handsome stranger chats 
me up.

ADAM
Seriously, Abigail, shut up.

ABIGAIL
Hey Abs, I thought, you’ve landed 
on your feet here. Lovely new 
house, nice guy. Oh - except he’s 
married to the next door neighbour! 
Good one!

ADAM
Please keep your fucking voice 
down!

ABIGAIL
Why? C’mon Adam, it’s been six 
years. Worried Izzy will be upset 
that her loyal, faithful husband 
was caught shagging the next door 
neighbour? By her dad, no less!

Adam barks with laughter.

ADAM
Whose dad?

ABIGAIL
What?

ADAM
Whose dad?

JIMI (CONT'D)
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ABIGAIL
Izzy’s. Obviously. I still remember 
the look on his face when he saw 
you. If looks could kill.

ADAM
You have absolutely no idea, do 
you?

ABIGAIL
What are you talking about?

ADAM
Never mind. I’ve just realised, 
this isn’t my problem. Do what you 
like.

He storms off into the house.

INT. STUDY - DAY

Inside the study, Robert is flanked by two men in overalls. 
All three of them are staring at a painting. Adam charges in 
and stops short at what he sees.

ADAM
Oh.

ROBERT
Oh good God. Oh dear oh dear.

ADAM
It’s a good likeness.

ROBERT
Yes...

ADAM
She looks familiar actually. She 
resembles someone. Any ideas?

Robert looks at him in horror.

ROBERT
I don’t know what you’re talking 
about.

The men in overalls stand around awkwardly. The door bursts 
open again and Abigail appears.

ABIGAIL
Look, you can’t just walk off in 
the middle of a conversation... Oh.

She catches sight of the painting. Revealed - in all its 
majestic glory - it is a reclining nude of a woman. 
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A woman with dark brown curls piled messily on her head. It’s 
clearly Abigail.

ABIGAIL (CONT'D)
Fuck me.

ADAM
Is that what you said to the 
painter?

ROBERT
Shut up Adam!

ADAM
Why? What - you don’t like me being 
disrespectful of your daughter?

He looks between Robert and Abigail and the painting, and 
back to Abigail and Robert. Robert shakes his head ever so 
slightly, pleading with him to be quiet.

OVERALL 1
Shall we... er... come back later?

ADAM
Probably a good idea mate.

They shuffle off. Abigail inspects the painting more closely.

ABIGAIL
No wonder she wanted it to be a 
surprise.

ROBERT
Abigail dear, would you mind 
leaving Adam and I in private? 
We’re having a bit of a... 
conversation.

She heads to the door, in a daze.

ABIGAIL
No problem.

Taking one last look at her painted self, she leaves the 
room. Robert shuts the door after her.

ADAM
Does Izzy know?

ROBERT
Of course not.

ADAM
Does Abigail know?

ROBERT
No. God, what a mess.
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INT. STUDY - LATER

Robert sits in the chair by the desk, whilst Adam sits 
opposite. Between them lie several documents. 

ROBERT
You really are the limit. Snooping 
around in my study, digging up 
things that don’t concern you.

ADAM
Not intentional. I was just looking 
for the inheritance documents. This 
was a... surprise.

ROBERT
You had no right to be looking at 
anything. There’s a reason I set up 
that pin. I might have known you 
would try and access it for 
yourself.

ADAM
Let’s get back to the subject at 
hand. Your daughter...s. The pair 
of them.

ROBERT
Please... I beg you. They can’t 
find out. They’ll both hate me. I 
couldn’t bear it.

ADAM
You’re in luck, Pops. I have no 
interest in breaking Izzy’s heart
when she hears the truth about her 
darling dad. The ball’s in your 
court.

ROBERT
So you’re basically blackmailing 
me.

ADAM
It takes one to know one, Pops. 
I’ve been out of the picture the 
last six years cos you found out 
I’d cheated on Izzy. I can’t 
fucking believe you blackmailed ME 
to keep YOUR secret.

He passes Robert one of the pieces of paper, waiting for a 
signature.

ROBERT
Adam, we can work this out. Trust 
me, if you do this you’ll regret it 
for the rest of your life.
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ADAM
I don’t think you can lecture me on 
parenting, Pops. 

ROBERT
I admit, I’ve made some grave 
errors in my past. But I’ve done so 
much for your kids, and this is how 
you repay me...

ADAM
Oh really? Making them think I 
abandoned them on their birthday? 
That’s good parenting, is it?

ROBERT
It was your choice to leave that 
day, don’t you deny it. Trust me, I 
was NOT delighted to see you leave 
that hotel with my daughter. You 
disgusted me. You continue to 
disgust me with your every action.

ADAM
Well, I’ll stay true to form, Pops. 
Sign the documents, phone the bank. 
Sort the accounts. And I’ll be on 
my way. And Izzy and Abi will never 
know just how fucked up their Daddy 
is.

INT. GALLERY - SAME

Izzy wanders around the gallery, fretting. She hears 
footsteps coming up the stairs.

IZZY
Finally! Oh - it’s you. The guys 
still haven’t come with the 
painting. Are you OK?

Abigail’s face is red with the effort of having run all the 
way to the gallery.

ABIGAIL
(referring to herself)

Excuse the mess.

IZZY
What’s up?

ABIGAIL
I just saw the painting.

Izzy freezes and turns as red as Abigail.
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IZZY
Oh God.

A moment passes.

IZZY (CONT'D)
What do you think?

ABIGAIL
It’s good. I like it. I mean, you 
could have been a bit kinder with 
the crows feet. And the grey hairs. 
But I love the fact you’ve spent 
the last God knows how long 
imagining me naked.

They both take a step closer to each other.

IZZY
I’m glad you like it. I, um, 
enjoyed painting it.

ABIGAIL
Of course you did, you saucy devil.

And she crosses towards her and kisses her full on the mouth. 
Izzy doesn’t need telling twice.

END OF SHOW.
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