
   [image: cover]


   
      
         
      [image: alt]
    

      

   


   
      
         

            T2

TRAINSPOTTING

            John Hodge

            Based on the books PORNO and TRAINSPOTTING by Irvine Welsh

         

         
            
               
[image: ]
               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

            INTRODUCTION

         

         What happens? That was the question that made me panic slightly, the one for which I had no answer.

         I had my excuses ready. Danny had instigated this trip to Edinburgh in May 2014, along with producers Andrew Macdonald and Christian Colson, and with the promise of Irvine Welsh in town when we got there. This was to be the week we would kick-start the development of a follow-up to Trainspotting. In my mind, however, this was to be a few days of sightseeing, at the producers’ expense, during which the impossibility of the task would become clear to everyone. The script, most likely, would never be finished and no one would be surprised. No drama, no fuss, just a gentle fade-out at the end of which (maybe months later) I would declare that I had been unable to complete a draft. Not because I didn’t want to. Everyone wants to work. I just had no idea what would happen in the actual story.

         Irvine’s follow-up, Porno (2002), offered certain key pillars for the narrative – Begbie in gaol, Simon running a pub but dreaming of vice, Renton in exile, Spud much as ever – but that was more than a decade earlier, and besides, I felt there was a divergence in the Trainspotting world. On the one hand, there was the journey that Irvine himself had lead his creations on, the true path I suppose, and then there was the route followed by the characters in the 1996 film, similar to their cousins on the true path but undoubtedly distinct from them. Those characters, Irvine’s inventions refracted through script, direction and performance into something slightly different, would not – I felt – dovetail with the detail of his novel. But I had no idea what to replace that with.

         In addition I was troubled by the question of why? The simple answer is: to make a film, to collect a fee. But that will only get you in the chair, it won’t put words on the page. Who are these people? What are they doing? Why am I watching? These questions, which are really just one, baffled me. The old expression is writer’s block, but I have never heard anyone admit to suffering from that.

         Conversations about making a follow-up to Trainspotting had occurred sporadically over the years, and I had even written a draft in the early 2000s, after the publication of Porno, but the script was no good and the time was not right, and after that I felt it was buried forever.

         Two and half years ago, however, Danny evidently decided this was not how it would be left. Declaring that this was the last oppor tunity to revisit the characters whom we loved, he contacted our four leading actors, all of whom expressed an interest in principle, or at least did not dismiss it out of hand, and armed with that he insisted that we must now go to Edinburgh and there, inspired by our surroundings, we would thrash this out once and for all.

         Well, who doesn’t love a trip to Edinburgh, and it’s not for me to go around shattering the illusions of decent people, so I got on the train and I tried to look positive about the whole pointless, doomed enterprise. And, you will be glad to know, I had a very nice time, com pletely untroubled by any sense of obligation or creative pressure. The journey was good, we stayed in a very pleasant flat in the old town, ate well, met lots of interesting people, talked about the film in an enjoyably vague and hypothetical fashion, and generally did what you might expect of film-makers on a jolly. And all the while I’m thinking: this is going exactly according to plan. No one, I thought, would consider this to be significant progress. The nut has not been cracked, the knot remains uncut. The relief! No one can claim to be let down when it comes to nothing and we all move on with our lives.

         On the last full day – in a lull between the lulls – Andrew, Danny and I, like a trio of decadent boulevardiers, decided to go and see a film, at the Cameo, near Tollcross. Arriving at the cinema well in advance of the screening, we opted to have coffee in the bar there. I think I had a pastry with mine. It was that kind of afternoon. Then Danny drew my attention to something he had noticed on the wall, which was covered with photographs of various actors and directors who had visited the cinema over the years. There, he said, there we are. And sure enough, there was the image of the two of us, from eighteen years earlier, on the opening night of Trainspotting, when we had introduced the film at the Cameo. Eighteen years younger, staring out, slightly startled by the flash. We hadn’t expected that. We finished our coffee and went to watch the film.

         The following afternoon, as we went our separate ways from the platform at King’s Cross, I did my best to lower expectations, promising only to see what I could do. 

         So about four months later, having written almost nothing, and still expecting to shortly give up, still wondering what happens and why, I was surprised when, one random afternoon, a feeling, and a tone, started to form in my mind, and with that came a rhythm, a few lines here and there, the bones of a structure. And I think it was that moment in the Cameo, really, that sense of coming back, that unlocked the script for me. And following on from this, the char acters (Irvine’s characters, the actors’ characters) began to talk in my head, and once that starts, they do all the work for you. And that question of why? that had troubled me before, I think the script (or the film) is the answer in itself.

         What happens, I had asked myself. What happens, it turns out, is what happens.

         John Hodge

         December 2016
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            INT. GYM. DAY

            
               A black matt surface. It starts moving, slowly at first.

               It is the rubber treadmill of a running machine.

               A pair of male feet in trainers step on and start walking.

               The pace increases steadily, then the machine tilts to create a gradient.

               The feet keep pace, soon running at several kilometres per hour.

               The runner is Mark Renton: he looks lean, fit and healthy in middle age. A regular, perhaps obsessive, exerciser.

               There are other running machines, other runners, a line of them, but we are only interested in him. There may be some signage in Dutch, some ambient conversation in that language, soon drowned out by the thud of his footsteps.

               While he runs, brief images flash past:

               Buildings from the Dutch Republic’s golden age.

               Rembrandt’s paintings.

               Canals, dykes, bicycles, trams, tourists, coffee houses, great footballers, Anne Frank, Theo van Gogh, football hooligans, etc.

               He sips from a cup of water. Wipes his face with a clean white towel.

               On the running machine, the speed and gradient continue to increase.

               Renton is connected to a heart monitor which shows his heart rate on the display in front of him: 130 … 140 … 150 … 160 … 165 …

               His feet are pounding the rubber. Running as fast as he can. He’s sweating, breathing heavily but determined to keep going …

               168 … 170 … 171 … 173 …

               Then without warning: 

               Renton’s hand slaps the red emergency stop button. An ugly fall, over before we can even register that it is happening. His legs buckling like he’s been shot. His already unconscious body slapping down, limbs askew, awkwardly on to the suddenly slowing treadmill. His head flopping back on to a hard edge with a nasty crack, eyes wide and vacant.

            

            EXT. OLD TRAMSHED. DAY

            
               Titles over:

               Super-8 footage.

               Young boys playing, ages five to seven. The mid-1970s. A semi-derelict old tram depot, crumbling brickwork, concrete surface.

               There are a dozen or more boys playing football, but four on whom we concentrate, four who resemble the protagonists of this story, revisited in childish moments that foretell their future, then captured in freeze frame.

               There might be little girls there too, elusive, wary, scornful.

               Gradually the picture and music fade out to darkness and silence.

            

            MAIN TITLE

            
               Audio: the sound of a prison door.

            

            INT. SAUGHTON PRISON. DAY

            
               A modern prison.

               A block. Single-storey. About ten doors down either side. Fixed tables and chairs in the centre of the space. Guard’s station with desk etc. just inside the door.

               A man is being escorted through the prison by two Prison Officers on his way to an appointment.

               All others in the wing are in their cells. We can hear a few shouts. Radios playing.

               At the frequent steel doors, they pause for the turning of locks. Walk … door … walk … door … then continue until they reach the administrative area of the prison.

               The man is Frank Begbie.

               They reach an interview room. His lawyer, Stoddart, is waiting inside.

               He stands to welcome Begbie.

               As the Prison Officers close the door, one nods a coded message to Stoddart: we’re outside if you need us.

            

            INT. PRISON INTERVIEW ROOM. DAY

            
               They sit. Facing one another across a table. The lawyer with his back to the door, Begbie with his to the wall.

               Stoddart breaks the silence.

            

            STODDART

            I’m afraid it’s a ‘no’, Frank.

            BEGBIE

            Oh.

            
               He visibly controls himself.

               Stoddart’s hand drifts – just in case – under the table towards a yellow panic button located on the underside of the edge.

            

            BEGBIE

            Well, well, well … that is a body blow, I can tell you.

            STODDART

            I am sorry.

            BEGBIE

            Yes. A blow. No two ways about that.

            
               He forces a brave smile. But his composure starts to unravel from here on.

            

            BEGBIE

            Five more years to go.

            STODDART

            Yes, I know, Frank, it’s a hard road. 

            BEGBIE

            What do they think I am? Am I like one of they cunts in the Bible that lives for ever? Is that it? Is that what they think ah am?

            STODDART

            I’m not sure … they make an assessment –

            BEGBIE

            Ah’ve wrote letters, you know. Letters to every cunt. Tae the Queen.

            STODDART

            You’ve written to the Queen?

            BEGBIE

            Aye. Nivir got back tae us, likes. Too busy to speak to the working classes. Of course, when she needs a soldier, it’s a different story – step this way, Mr Begbie, sign here, Mr Begbie.

            STODDART

            I didn’t know you had served in the army?

            BEGBIE

            Ah huvnae. How could I? I’ve been in the fucking jail for twenty year. Or did you not notice?

            STODDART

            Of course.

            BEGBIE

            Diminished responsibility.

            
               Stoddart’s heart sinks. That is the phrase he was desperately hoping not to hear. There’s a question looming that he has to avoid.

            

            If that cunt at the original trial had put in a proper defence of diminished responsibility, I would have walked out the door a free man.

            STODDART

            Who’s to say, Frank? Who’s to say what might have been. 

            BEGBIE

            Aye, aye, who’s to say.

            
               Stoddart mistakenly thinks that Begbie may be mollified. Thinks he’s got away with it.

            

            STODDART

            I think for you that the best policy now is to focus on … staying … clear of situations where you may find yourself –

            BEGBIE

            Did you mention it?

            
               Stoddart stops in his tracks.

            

            BEGBIE

            The diminished responsibility. Did you mention it?

            
               Oh, no.

            

            STODDART

            At the … hearing?

            BEGBIE

            Aye. Did you?

            STODDART

            I … I felt it was more constructive –

            BEGBIE

            You didnae fucking mention it.

            STODDART

            Mr Begbie, as your solicitor, it is important that my professional judgement –

            BEGBIE

            Didnae fucking mention it. Cannae believe that. What did I say to you last time? What did I say to you? ‘Mind and tell them about the diminished responsibility.’

            STODDART

            I think it would be better if we brought this meeting to a close, and you and I get together when you have had time to reflect upon the situation. 

            
               A tense silence.

               Begbie stares him in the eye.

               Stoddart gulps. His hand is drifting under the table again. He freezes.

               Stand-off.

            

            BEGBIE

            So: you gaunae press that wee yellow button or no?

            
               A dilemma. Pressing the button will rescue Stoddart, but it will also be the final provocation for Begbie. Not pressing it, on the other hand, offers no absolute certainty of a peaceful ending.

               Eye to eye. Who will move first? Suddenly – both at once –

               Stoddart presses the button – loud bell rings.

               Begbie lurches over the table, grasping the lawyer around the  throat.

               The door swings open – Prison Officers rushing in.

            

            BEGBIE

            You cuuunnt!

            
               And the lawyer’s head smashes back against the wall.

            

            EXT. PORT SUNSHINE. DAY

            
               A sad, lonely pub, doomed by forces of de-industrialisation, demographic change, and social fragmentation. It stands alone at the edge of wasteland.

            

            INT. PORT SUNSHINE, BAR. DAY

            
               Old-style 1970s boozer. Chipped formica. Plaid carpet stained homogeneous beige.

               There are only two people present: Simon, aka Sick Boy, standing behind the bar, and a young woman, Veronika, who is seated at a table some distance from the bar, with a glass of water in front of her.

               Neither says anything. Simon is drying a pint glass. He’s probably been drying it for half an hour. The cloth squeaks across the glass, his eyes on Veronika. They are waiting for a call. 

               Her phone rings. She takes the call. Listens. Her eyes meet Simon’s. He puts the glass down.

            

            INT. REHAB GROUP ROOM. DAY

            
               Spud is standing, facing his recovery group. A mixture of men and women of various ages face him in an almost complete circle of chairs.

               The man beside him, Tom, is the oldest in the room, a veteran of these struggles.

            

            SPUD

            Daylight saving …

            
               He sighs, looks to the faces in front of him. Oh yes, that was his downfall.

            

            Well, me, I’m no likesay one way or the other when it comes to daylight. Neither a saver nor a spender. More, likesay, agnostic, ken. Unfortunately, it husnae shown the same ambivalence towards me.

            
               He gathers his thoughts to tell the tale.

               And as he speaks, we cut away to moments that chart his tale of woe:

               – Spud at work on a construction site;

               – with partner Gail and his son Fergus (at various ages to align with Spud’s memory);

               – on the site, losing his job for being late;

               – in offices where public officials chastise him for being late;

               – various analogue and digital clocks shifting by one hour;

               – the arrival of summer: blue skies, ice creams, beaches;

               – on a bare floor, Spud’s personal winter;

               – Spud in a jumper, still cold;

               – a farmer in the bucolic idyll: cute lambs;

               – the junky Spud in cold turkey;

               – Gail and Fergus once again.  

               And in these places, the circle of chairs is sometimes also present, with its audience from the recovery group.

               He begins brightly, aware of the entertainment of the story for his audience, but as it sinks towards its hopeless conclusion, the fun has somehow left the room.

            

            SPUD

            I had a job. Construction. Labouring. Bit of carpentry, bit of plumbing now and again. I mean it wasn’t my first choice of vocation but they cats at the benefits office had made it clear. No coal, no dole, see. But … I’m off the skag, I’m seeing Gail and wee Fergus – well he’s no so wee now but this was back then – I’m holding it together. But … one morning I was fired, for being an hour late. Then I’m an hour late at the DSS to explain why I lost the job. Then I’m an hour late to appeal against losing my benefits, an hour late for my work-focused interview and an hour late for my supervised visit to wee Fergus, and late again at the Social Services to explain why! Eventually, I lit on to it. Clocks gone forward. One hour. British Summer Time, they called it. Wisnae even warm: I was still wearing a jumper. They said it happens every year, well how would I know – I’d been on the skag for fifteen years and you know how it is … daylight is not high on your agenda when you got a habit. It’s for farmers and that, dudes who have to tend to their livestock, not junkies who need to score. So that was me … No job, no money, no access to the wee fellow.

            TOM

            And you went back on the heroin.

            SPUD

            Aye. My friend. Only friend that’s never left us.

            TOM

            Well, Daniel, you’re among real friends here and we’re glad you’ve come back.

            
               Tom rests a hand on Spud’s shoulder and he speaks to the group, but we stay on Spud’s face, where the truth and dread of Tom’s words are clear enough.  

            

            TOM

            And of course, as Daniel knows, it’s easy enough when you’re here. Talk is easy when we’re supported, surrounded by people who understand, who know how we feel.

            EXT. SPUD’S BEDSIT. DAY

            
               Spud walks home, despondent and alone.

            

            TOM

            (voice-over)

            It’s when you’re at home, when you’re all alone, and you’re asking yourself how your life ended up like this: that’s when it’s a struggle, that’s when it really hurts, that’s when a man can find himself driven to despair.

            INT. VARIOUS ⁄ EXT. VARIOUS

            
               In moving picture now, the people seen reprimanding Spud for his lateness – employers, officials, Gail, the farmer – all turn their back on him in weary disappointment.

               Gail glances back once, then turns away again.

            

            INT. HOTEL ROOM 1. NIGHT

            
               Simon sits in a hotel room, eating while watching a laptop screen.

               On the screen, a man and a young woman disrobing, fondling, engaging in foreplay. There is single camera point of view and the woman’s face is not seen.

               We slowly pass through the wall …
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