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Foreword


—— People think writing is all in the head but sometimes you have to make it real for yourself.


Ezra, ‘Nine Lives Kat’


We filmed Series 5 of Inside No. 9 in the spring of 2019 and, although it wouldn’t air until the following year, we were excited to see what people would make of it. In the meantime we were lucky enough to be offered a commission for two further series, taking us up to seven. It was at this point that we tentatively started to wonder if we would manage to reach Series 9. The symmetry of it would be perfect . . . but first we had twelve more episodes to write.


By early 2020 we had largely cast and scouted locations for ‘Merrily Merrily’, ‘Kid/Nap’, ‘Nine Lives Kat’ and ‘A Random Act of Kindness’. These four episodes were originally part of Series 6, along with ‘Hurry Up and Wait’ and ‘Last Night of the Proms’, which was the first to be filmed. We were three days into shooting in March 2020 when . . . well, you know that twist already. We spent a few weeks remotely writing more episodes and then rejigged our series, pushing our K episodes (‘Kid/Nap’, ‘Nine Lives Kat’, ‘A Random Act of Kindness’ and ‘Mr King’) into Series 7 with ‘Merrily, Merrily’ and a new episode that we’d yet to write. All very strange and not the way we’d normally organise things, but at least we could see a way back to working.


The idea of discovering that you are somebody else’s fictional construct was a haunting one that we explored in ‘Nine Lives Kat’. Making the lead character a flawed detective who clashed with authority allowed us to write some deliciously bad dialogue (‘I know how to fight, and I know how to dig my heels in – and let me tell you, size six stilettos dig in deep’). Kat seems dimly aware that all is not right in her life, she wakes with a startled gasp each time she is pulled from the bottom drawer by the mediocre writer, and it was fun to play with different levels of reality in a crime/horror genre in a way we hadn’t explored before.


The idea of using split-screen had been on our minds for a while, and when we decided to use it to tell a kidnap story we found ourselves writing another crime-based episode, ‘Kid/Nap’. We struggled with the idea that not all the action takes place inside number 9, but we rationalised that as long as part of the screen is showing the kidnappers’ house, we could allow it. After all, we’d had an episode inspired by a size 9 shoe, one that took place inside number 6, and one set wherever it was the referee had been a w***er. This was a very visual script and we enjoyed contrasting the morning routines of grungy kidnapper Shane and glamorous victim Lara. We knew that trying to time scenes shot in different locations on different days would be tricky, but that’s what we love about this show: constantly setting ourselves challenges in terms of narrative limitations and filming techniques.


‘Merrily, Merrily’ was originally titled ‘Friends Reunited’, and that’s precisely what happened when we invited our League of Gentlemen colleague Mark Gatiss to join the cast. But it could have been very different had we shot this for Series 6, with Reece earmarked to play Callum and a different guest actor as Laurence. In the end we realised what a golden opportunity it was to have the three performing members of the League stuck on a lonely lake (with the fourth League member Jeremy Dyson represented in the shape of Steve’s trapper hat), and we relished filming our first outside Inside No. 9.


‘Mr King’ began life as a school-set story inspired by number 9 on the periodic table. A young student protesting against the fluoridation of drinking water glues her hand to a classroom wall. She then accidentally sticks herself to her teacher, the cleaner, the headmaster, etc., forming a human chain that mirrors the covalent bonding that the teacher is explaining in his chemistry class. We eventually came unstuck, so to speak, but we liked the school setting, the awkward teacher–pupil relationship and the fact that the child was manipulating the adult. In fact, it reminded us of a certain 1973 film directed by Robin Hardy (look it up), and suddenly we were in our element. It was a real treat to write a school assembly and film it with a small group of talented Welsh children. They did it beautifully.


From an exploration of chemistry we moved on to physics. ‘A Random Act of Kindness’ was a hidden time-travel story, much as Series 5’s ‘The Stakeout’ was a hidden vampire story. We wrote it as a seemingly domestic tale centring on a teenage boy’s relationship with his dying mother and the enigmatic stranger that comes into their lives. Working out the logic of the alternate timelines was very challenging and almost defeated us (logic simply doesn’t apply to the multiverse), but we persevered with the idea and it turned out to be a moving reflection on life and death, fate and free will, and why some people need their phone clicks.


The only Zoom-written episode created specifically for Series 7 was ‘Wise Owl’. We had spoken a lot about scary characters from children’s television, watching clips from The Singing Ringing Tree, Mr Noseybonk from Jigsaw and several public information films. It was the latter we felt drawn to from a narrative point of view, and we began to write about an adult trapped in his own childhood fears and trauma. It was interesting to keep many of these scenes dialogue-free so that the audience was in the dark as to what was really going on until the horrific truth is revealed. At one point we might have turned this into a revenge drama, but it became clear that Ronnie would be best served by walking away from his tormentor, out of the shadows and into the light. It made for a powerful and poignant ending to the series.





Episode 1


MERRILY, MERRILY





CAST LIST


LAURENCE – Reece Shearsmith


CALLUM – Mark Gatiss


DARREN – Steve Pemberton


DONNA – Diane Morgan


FISHERMAN – Patrice Naiambana





EXT. LAKESIDE. DAY.


A large boating lake set in beautiful countryside on a crisp spring day. The place is deserted, as it’s out of season. The café and the water-sports centre are closed.


LAURENCE, a middle-aged man in outdoor gear carrying a small rucksack, approaches the covered pedalos that are stacked on the shore. He pulls the cover from one of them, takes out a key and unlocks the chain holding it in place.


We see that the pedalo is number 9.


TITLE: ‘Merrily, Merrily’.


LAURENCE looks across the lake and sees a FISHERMAN on the opposite bank looking at him. The FISHERMAN turns and walks into the forest.


LAURENCE then hears CALLUM approach. CALLUM is casually but expensively dressed.


CALLUM Laurence! Oh. My. God. How are you?


LAURENCE Hey Callum.


They embrace.


CALLUM You’re looking good. I was trying to think of the last time I saw you. It was this century, wasn’t it?


LAURENCE It was Kenzie’s wedding, so June 2008.


CALLUM Was it really?


LAURENCE Yep.


CALLUM God. Poor old Kenzie.


LAURENCE Poor Kenzie’s wife.


CALLUM Well, quite. Are they still . . . ?


LAURENCE No. He lives in Germany now. We’re Facebook friends.


CALLUM Are you? Well, you know I don’t do any of that social media crap.


LAURENCE Yes, I noticed that you didn’t want to be LinkedIn. In spite of several attempts!


CALLUM Bless you for trying, Laurence, but I’m too old. I prefer seeing people face to face.


LAURENCE Every twelve years.


CALLUM Exactly!


LAURENCE Come on, give me a hand.


LAURENCE goes to lift the pedalo, and CALLUM helps him carry it to the water’s edge.


CALLUM It’s very quiet. You haven’t lured me here under false pretences, have you?


LAURENCE They’re still closed for the winter. A friend of Bonnie’s runs it, and she let me have the key.


CALLUM How is Bonnie? Will we get to see her today?


LAURENCE She’ll be here later, yeah. How’s . . . your partner?


CALLUM Pablo? You know. We muddle through. He’s doing an online course in Fine Art at the moment, which is bewildering to me, but never mind. He’d have loved this . . .


CALLUM refers to the scenery.


LAURENCE Beautiful, isn’t it? Doesn’t it remind you of the good old days?


CALLUM Which good old days?


LAURENCE Uni! We used to go for those big walks round the lake.


CALLUM Oh! Yeah, little bit.


LAURENCE There’s so few places nowadays where you can actually find peace.


DARREN appears through the clearing. He’s scruffier than the other two, and trying to dress ten years younger than he is. He carries some cans of beer in a bag.


DARREN Oi oi, saveloy! Stop trying to bum each other!


CALLUM Jesus. You never told me Darren was coming?


LAURENCE I said it was a reunion. Hi Dazza!


DARREN Hey lads, how are we? Come here, give us a hug.


They embrace.


DARREN (cont’d) So good to see you mate. (To LAURENCE) You still got the old university scarf, you saddo?


LAURENCE Yeah, it’s my third one. They keep updating it; I think this one’s got a thinner stripe.


DARREN (to CALLUM) And Cal’s all glammed up in his Marks and Spencer Blue Harbour gear.


CALLUM Er, Hugo Boss, you cheeky sod. And what have you come as? You look like a homeless Shaking Stevens.


DARREN It’s the latest fashions – don’t they have this in that London, eh, eh?


DARREN play-punches CALLUM. They laugh.


DARREN (cont’d) It’s been a while, hasn’t it?


CALLUM Kenzie’s wedding, apparently.


DARREN Of course! Poor Kenzie. Is he coming?


LAURENCE He’s in Germany. It’s just us, like in the good old days! Three Amigos.


DARREN What? I thought it was like a big fuck-off party cruise with loads of people? Sorry, have I got the shit end of the stick here?


LAURENCE No, it’s going to be great, I’ve got it all planned out. We’re going to get out on the lake, and when it gets dark . . . We’ve got so much to catch up on.


We hear DONNA approach. She’s glammed up for a party.


DONNA Fucking hell, has anyone got a dock leaf? I think I just stung my fanny on a nettle. Sorry, front bum. Hiya!


LAURENCE fixes his smile as DONNA approaches.


LAURENCE Who’s this?


DARREN It’s my new bird, Donna. I promised her we were going out on a boat.


CALLUM We are.


CALLUM nods to the pedalo.


DARREN Oh shit.


DONNA approaches them.


DONNA Hello, hello. I’m Donna, pleased to meet you.


LAURENCE Laurence.


CALLUM Callum.


They kiss cheeks. DONNA takes in the view.


DONNA It’s well nice here, isn’t it? My mum’s got a tray like this – wait till I tell her. Has the yacht got an inside bit? ’Cos I’m freezing my tits off already.


Awkward look between DARREN and LAURENCE.


LAURENCE Darren, can you give me a hand?


LAURENCE takes DARREN to shove the pedalo into the water.


LAURENCE (cont’d) (quietly) What are you playing at? The invite was for you only.


DARREN Sorry, I was trying to impress her, wasn’t I? We’ve only been shagging for a couple of weeks.


LAURENCE I wanted it just to be the four of us.


DARREN It is. What’s the matter, Larry?


LAURENCE I just wish you’d told me, that’s all. It makes things very awkward.


DARREN It’s awkward for me as well – I thought it was all plus-ones and wristbands. She’s missing her mate’s hen do for this.


CALLUM and DONNA approach.


DONNA So does this take us to the party boat?


DARREN Yep, just jump on the paedo and we’ll be off!


DONNA You what?


DARREN Just have a quick go on the paedo.


LAURENCE You mean the pedalo?


DARREN Is that what it’s called? I thought they were called paedos. I thought it was a bit weird.


CALLUM smiles.


DARREN (cont’d) Come on then, let’s cast off. Ladies first.


DONNA I’m not sitting in that, the seats are all wet!


CALLUM Actually, the cold water will help with your vaginal irritation.


DONNA Er, excuse me – his name is Darren.


They laugh. CALLUM helps DONNA into the back seat, then climbs into the front.


DARREN gets into the back with DONNA.


DONNA Don’t put us two in the back, you’ll sink us!


DARREN It’s going to be like Ibiza, babe. Whoop whoop!


They laugh and banter some more. LAURENCE sighs, trying to conceal his irritation. He grabs his rucksack and climbs into the front with CALLUM. They start to pedal out on to the lake.


EXT. LAKE. DAY.


CALLUM and LAURENCE pedal slowly as they glide across the lake.


DARREN This is cool, isn’t it?


CALLUM It’s charming.


LAURENCE ‘Three Men in a Boat (to Say Nothing of the Dog)’.


DONNA Er sorry, say that again?


LAURENCE Jerome K. Jerome. It’s the full title.


DONNA He’s known me five minutes and he’s calling me a dog!


DARREN He was probably just admiring your puppies!


DONNA (to DARREN, of LAURENCE) I thought you said he was . . .


DONNA mimes a limp wrist.


CALLUM No, that’s me.


DONNA Oh. You could never tell. Are you the one that knows Judge Rinder off Strictly?


CALLUM Our paths have crossed.


DONNA ’Cos Darren said he’s going to be at the party?


DARREN (to DONNA) I only said he might be! (To CALLUM and LAURENCE) I only said he might be.


CALLUM Stranger things have happened at sea.


DONNA So, you were all at school together?


LAURENCE University. Callum was a medical student, and I was reading Psychology.


DONNA I’ve seen that, where she gets stabbed in the shower. I didn’t know they’d made a book of it, though. (To DARREN) What did you do?


DARREN Oh nothing. I dropped out in the second year – boring.


LAURENCE Darren was studying Sports Science. If that’s not an oxymoron.


DARREN Bloody hell, he’s calling you a dog and me a moron! I thought you were my mate?


LAURENCE He still teaches there you know – Phil Crawford.


DARREN Does he? Creepy Crawford? He was a bit of a pedalo. How do you know?


LAURENCE Didn’t I tell you? I work there.


CALLUM At our uni?


LAURENCE Yes. In the Psychology department.


CALLUM Since when?


LAURENCE About eight years. I put it all in my Christmas round-robin – don’t you read them?


CALLUM I . . . think they must just go into my spam folder. Bloody hell!


DARREN What’s it like there now?


LAURENCE It’s exactly the same. The library, the common room. They even dress up the Newton statue in the courtyard every Freshers’ Week.


DARREN What statue?


LAURENCE The Isaac Newton one. We put a dress on it in our first week, with apples for tits. Don’t you remember?


DARREN Vaguely.


LAURENCE Oh, come on. I remember it like it was yesterday. It was the funniest thing ever!


CALLUM You need to get out more.


LAURENCE seems deflated.


CALLUM (cont’d) Shall we drift for a bit, take in the view?


They stop pedalling and gaze around.


CALLUM (cont’d) So, how about you two – where did you meet?


DONNA Five Guys. He spilt an Oreo milkshake all down my back. I think he was just trying to get my attention.


DARREN Worked though, didn’t it?


They kiss.


CALLUM Sounds very romantic.


DONNA Have you been in Five Guys, Callum?


CALLUM Oh, at least.


DARREN (to LAURENCE) So, are you and Bonnie still living in the same place?


LAURENCE Yes. Rattling round now, because Alex is at uni. I’m an empty-nester. How are your two?


DARREN Oh, they’re smashing. I don’t get to see them as much as I’d like, you know, but I’ve got them for a couple of weeks in the summer. You want to go to Disney, don’t you?


DONNA Yeah. You can have breakfast with the characters. I can’t decide between Goofy’s Kitchen and Ariel’s Grotto.


CALLUM I’m not sure I’d like to eat at a place called Ariel’s Grotto.


DARREN Ooh, I would.


DONNA Don’t ruin it, you pig!


CALLUM Pabby and I are going to take the girls to Cornwall this year. Have a staycation.


LAURENCE Oh, I had no idea – you’ve got girls?


CALLUM Yep. Five and nine.


LAURENCE Good for you. What are their names?


CALLUM Millie and Liza. We’re absolutely run off our feet with them, but you adapt, don’t you? Your life becomes about them.


LAURENCE True. Do you have pictures?


CALLUM Of course. Proud dad.


CALLUM takes out his phone to look for a photo.


CALLUM (cont’d) Actually, I’m a grandad now.


DARREN You what?


CALLUM Yeah, we took Millie to a breeding kennel and she had a litter of five.


CALLUM hands his phone to LAURENCE, and he sees a photo of a dog. LAURENCE’s face falls.


LAURENCE Oh, I see.


LAURENCE shows the photo to DARREN and DONNA.


CALLUM Our beautiful girls.


LAURENCE (under his breath) Not quite the same thing. Anyway! Shall we press on . . . ?


LAURENCE starts to pedal, knocking CALLUM’s ankles.


CALLUM Hang on, hang on, I’m not ready yet.


DONNA Can I have a go at pedalling? It’ll be good for my glutes.


LAURENCE Sorry, no! You don’t know where we’re going – I do.


DARREN Let her have a go, what’s the problem?


LAURENCE I just don’t want to veer off course.


CALLUM Come on Laurence, it’s not Shackleton. She can swap with me.


DONNA Thank you.


DONNA stands up, and the boat wobbles.


DARREN Whoa!


DONNA Help me, then!


CALLUM stands and they attempt to swap seats.


LAURENCE Careful!


LAURENCE pulls his rucksack out of harm’s way.


CALLUM There we go.


CALLUM is in the back with DARREN, DONNA is up front with LAURENCE.


DONNA Right, how do you work it?


LAURENCE (irritated) Just put your feet on the pedals.


LAURENCE starts to pedal, and DONNA goes along with him.


DONNA It’s fun, isn’t it? Right, let’s get to this party. Whoooo!


We see them set off again across the lake. LAURENCE pedals determinedly.


EXT. LAKE. DAY.


The boat is on a different part of the lake. DONNA is glumly pedalling.


DONNA Fucking hell, this is hard work, isn’t it? Like a spin class. How long have I been doing it?


LAURENCE checks his watch.


LAURENCE Two minutes.


DONNA I’m sweating cobs. I can’t have Judge Rinder see me like this. Will there be cabins on the boat to freshen up?


Awkward silence. DARREN opens his plastic bag.


DARREN Who wants a bevvy? Larry?


LAURENCE No, thank you.


DARREN Cal?


CALLUM Why not?


DARREN (to DONNA) Babe, do you want them Doritos?


DARREN hands beers to CALLUM and DONNA, then opens one himself. DONNA opens the crisps. LAURENCE sulks. He looks across to the island in the distance and sees the FISHERMAN walk by into the trees.


CALLUM has opened his beer.


CALLUM Cheers! Lovely. This time yesterday, I was draining a pelvic abscess.


DONNA Don’t say that, you’re making me want a wee.


DARREN So, are you still at the Royal Free?


CALLUM Yeah. Head of Obs and Gynae now, which is quite a responsibility.


DARREN Well done, mate. I’m proud of you.


CALLUM Thank you. How about you? You were teaching PE at some God-awful school, weren’t you?


DARREN Supply, yeah, but I jacked it in. Kids can be cruel little fuckers.


DONNA I was. I was a total bitch. I’ve calmed down a lot now.


DONNA eats some crisps.


LAURENCE Are you actually pedalling, or are you just resting your feet?


DONNA No, I’m doing it!


CALLUM (to DARREN) So, what you up to now?


DARREN This and that, you know.


DONNA Tell him. Don’t be embarrassed.


DARREN Well . . . I’m a children’s author.


CALLUM Really? Congratulations. Are you published?


DARREN Not yet, I’m still in the development stage. Mapping out the structure and that.


DONNA Tell them your idea, it’s brilliant.


DARREN No, no . . .


DONNA Go on, have confidence in it!


DARREN Alright, well, basically, it’s a hardback book. You’d have on one page a picture of a ball, and on the opposite page the word ‘ball’. Then, on the next page, there’d be a picture of a boy, and on the opposite page the word . . .


CALLUM ‘Boy’.


DARREN Have I told you about it already?


CALLUM No, carry on . . .


DARREN Then on the next page, there’d be a boy and a ball, and it would say something like ‘boy got ball’ or ‘boy play with ball’ – I haven’t quite worked it all out yet.


CALLUM So it’s like baby’s first words?


DARREN Yeah, but with a story gradually developing out of it.


DONNA I’ve read it twice; it made me cry.


CALLUM But, sorry Darren, this isn’t an authored book, is it? It’s just words and pictures.


DARREN Well, as I say, it’s early days. I think people would buy it.


CALLUM They are buying it; it already exists. It’s hardly going to make you into the next J. K. Rowling, is it?


DARREN Alright Callum, you don’t have to shoot it down in flames! We can’t all be elbow-deep in fannies every day!


LAURENCE Can we not talk like that, please?


DARREN I could have been where you are now, top of my tree, on a good wage. But I never had the chance, did I? If I’d graduated, I could have made something of myself . . .


CALLUM You could have been a contender?


DARREN Yes!


CALLUM In Sports Science? Give me a break.


LAURENCE turns round and stops pedalling, but DONNA carries on.


LAURENCE Leave it, Callum.


CALLUM You can’t possibly compare me doing seven years of medical training to you playing rounders and learning about energy drinks.


DARREN I was good at it!


CALLUM Really?


DARREN Yes!


CALLUM So why did you drop out, then?


DARREN I’ll drop you out in a minute, mate . . .


DARREN starts to scuffle with CALLUM. LAURENCE tries to intervene.


LAURENCE Alright, that’s enough! I didn’t ask you both to come here today just so you could open old wounds. I wanted it to be a celebration of who we used to be.


CALLUM As opposed to who we are? Uni was thirty years ago, Laurence. Move on!


A tense silence. The pedalo has come to a halt. DONNA tries the pedals, but they are stuck.


DONNA Erm, sorry, I think something’s happened. Why’s it not going?


LAURENCE What?


DONNA The pedals are stuck.


LAURENCE tries the pedals. They won’t move forward.


LAURENCE Right, try going backwards . . .


The pedals still won’t turn.


DARREN We’re tangled in the weeds. Look, they’re everywhere.


They see that they have navigated into a patch of weeds.


LAURENCE Oh, for Christ’s sake! (To DONNA) This is all your fault. Why didn’t you look where you were going?


DONNA What do you mean, look where I was going? We’re on an empty lake, mate.


LAURENCE Which makes it even more idiotic.


CALLUM Don’t blame her, Laurence. It was an accident.


DARREN Just keep waggling the pedals.


LAURENCE She wasn’t even meant to be here.


DONNA Er, excuse me, I was invited to this party by Darren.


LAURENCE For God’s sake, there is no party!


DARREN No, no, no, Larry . . .


LAURENCE This was a reunion for three friends from university. I wanted it all to be perfect, and you’ve managed to ruin it.


DONNA Darren? Is that true?


DARREN I cocked it up. I’m sorry. This is it. This is the party.


DONNA So Judge Rinder’s not even coming?


CALLUM Doubtful.


DONNA I’m missing Gemma’s hen night for this! They’ll have a stripper helicoptering all over them in Sugar Hut right now, while we’re playing Swallows and fucking Amazons.


DARREN Sorry, babe. I’ll make it up to you.


DONNA Oh, shove it up your arse!


Silence. They bob on the lake.


CALLUM So, I think that’s everyone fallen out with everyone. Reunion 101. What are we going to do now?


EXT. LAKE. DAY.


A flock of birds fly overhead. The pedalo is still marooned in the weeds. The sky is darkening.


CALLUM Row, row, row your boat, gently down the stream / Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily / Life is but a dream. / Row, row, row your boat, gently to the shore / If you see a lion there, don’t forget to roar – rahhhh!


LAURENCE Please stop.


CALLUM Fine. So what are we going to do, just sit here and wait for someone to find us? Is that your plan?


LAURENCE Yes. I told you, I saw someone earlier, across there. Probably a fisherman.


CALLUM Well, it’s going to be dark in half an hour. That’s all I’m saying.


DARREN Could one of us go under and untangle the pedals?


CALLUM I wouldn’t advise it. The water’s freezing; you’d have hypothermia within twenty minutes.


DONNA Well, I’m sorry, but you’re all going to need to look over there.


DARREN Why, have you seen someone?


DONNA No, because I need to do a wee.


DARREN Aw, no, you serious?


DONNA Yes. I’ve been busting for ages. It’s all the tinkling of the water.


DONNA stands up and starts to take down her trousers.


DONNA (cont’d) Talk among yourselves, I don’t want you listening to it.


The men all face away and DONNA gingerly squats over the side of the pedalo. We stay with their faces rather than her micturition.


CALLUM It’s a good idea, actually. It might kill off some of the weeds.


They hear the beginnings of a splash in the water.


DONNA (V.O.) It’s not acid!


A small fart can be heard popping out.


DONNA (V.O.) Oop, bonus ball.


CALLUM (whispering to DARREN) I like her.


DARREN smiles.


LAURENCE This is the story of my life.


DARREN What, listening to a woman pissing off a pedalo?


LAURENCE No, being stuck. When we graduated, I stayed in the area, married Bonnie, did a PGCE. Next thing I know, I’m back teaching the same course I’d graduated from. You’ve all moved on and had lives. I’m still living in 1989.


DARREN I wouldn’t worry about it, Larry, you haven’t missed much. Well, Game of Thrones was pretty good, but even then they ruined the ending.


LAURENCE Well, I’m not going to do that.


DONNA Right, I’m done. You can turn around now.


CALLUM and DARREN turn back round.


DONNA (cont’d) Do you think that’s why people say ‘relieve yourself’, ’cos you’re relieved you’ve not pissed your pants?


CALLUM Come on, this is ridiculous. I thought you said Bonnie was going to be here?


LAURENCE She is.


CALLUM Well call her, then; tell her to come earlier.


LAURENCE There’s no signal.


CALLUM takes out his phone.


CALLUM Can’t we all just check again?


DARREN I’m sure I had a bar earlier – is she still on the same number?


DONNA What network are you on?


DARREN Give us your phone, Laurence.


LAURENCE No.


CALLUM Give it to him!


LAURENCE There’s no point.


CALLUM Why not?


LAURENCE Because Bonnie’s dead.


CALLUM is stunned.


DARREN What?


LAURENCE She died a year ago. It was a short illness; she was very brave. She’s in here.


LAURENCE opens up his rucksack.


DONNA (to DARREN) Sorry, is Bonnie . . . a guinea pig?


LAURENCE She was my wife.


DONNA Oh. I just got confused because of him and his dog daughters.


DARREN I’m really sorry, mate.


CALLUM Why didn’t you tell us?


LAURENCE I wanted to, but I didn’t know how. It’s not the sort of thing you can say in an email or a round-robin.


I wanted to see you face to face, but then a week went by, and then a month, and in the end . . . That’s why I wanted you both here today. One year on. You were there when we met, you were there when we married. I wanted you to be there for the final goodbye. Because even though we don’t really see each other any more . . . you’re still my best friends.


LAURENCE has pulled a waterproof bag from his rucksack.


DARREN So you wanted us to be here to scatter her ashes?


LAURENCE Yeah. Sort of.


LAURENCE suddenly tips back off the pedalo, taking the waterproof bag with him. He disappears under the weeds that surround the boat.


Everyone is shocked.


DARREN What the fuck . . . ?


CALLUM Laurence?!


DONNA Where’s he gone?


They peer out, looking for any sign of LAURENCE in the water. Suddenly, he reappears beyond the weeds and starts swimming off towards the island.


CALLUM Laurence, come back! You’ll freeze to death!


We cut wide to the dark lake and DARREN’s cry echoing across the water.


DARREN (V.O.) Laurence!


EXT. LAKE. NIGHT.


CALLUM, DARREN and DONNA sit glumly on the boat. It has got darker. They look out towards the island and can see the odd flash of a torch.


DONNA Can you still see him?


DARREN I think so.


CALLUM What’s he playing at?


DARREN He always talked about how he proposed to Bonnie on an island. I thought he meant the Caribbean or somewhere, but it must have been that one there.


DONNA I can’t believe she died and he never told you.


CALLUM I suppose that’s what all those LinkedIn requests were. I feel terrible now.


DONNA I bet you do. Poor man. I nearly cried when he said you two were his best friends.


CALLUM We were. We used to be. But life moves on, doesn’t it?


DARREN Not for Bonnie.


CALLUM Maybe I have been too self-absorbed. We’re all dealing with our own shit . . .


DONNA Yours is mostly dog shit by the sound of it. His wife’s died. You can’t just scoop that up in a little blue bag and hang it off a tree.


DARREN I once did one in a paint pot and left it in a cellar. I was moving out, so it didn’t matter.


CALLUM Well, if it’s any consolation, I absolutely hate my job. I’ve spent years trying to get to the top, and now I’m there, I realise it was just the endeavour that kept me going. I got to the end of the rainbow and found the pot of gold. And I’d give anything just to hand it all back and start again. Like you did. I envy you.


DARREN It wasn’t out of choice.


CALLUM What do you mean?


DARREN I didn’t drop out of uni. I got kicked out.


CALLUM Really?


DARREN Yeah. I’d done so well to get my A levels, but uni was just so hard. Even if it was only Sports Science. And then I realised: if life gives you melons – you’re probably dyslexic.


CALLUM What?


DARREN Yeah. I’ve got Surface Dyslexia. I was too embarrassed to say anything at the time. That’s why this book is so important to me. It’s not for babies. It’s for kids and adults. Like me.


A pause for reflection.


DONNA Have I got to think of something bad that’s happened to me now? ’Cos nothing really has. I’ve had a great life: good mates, loving family, nice little job. And by the sound of it, it’s because I never went to fucking university!


CALLUM Look!


CALLUM looks out to the island and sees firelight flickering.


EXT. ISLAND. NIGHT.


A very cold and wet LAURENCE is on the island in the middle of the lake. He has a headtorch on and has made a small memorial with a framed photo of BONNIE and some tealights. His university scarf is draped round it.


LAURENCE shivers. He can barely speak.


LAURENCE Well, this is it. It’s not quite gone according to plan. Darren brought an uninvited guest. Which really irritated me, of course – but if you were here, you would’ve welcomed her with open arms and said, ‘The more the merrier!’ Because that’s the kind of person you were, and why I’ve found it so hard to live without you. Anyway – I didn’t want to just scatter your ashes in the normal way, so I hope you approve.


LAURENCE lights a taper and crosses to the water’s edge.


EXT. LAKE. NIGHT.


CALLUM pulls out some packaging from LAURENCE’s rucksack.


CALLUM Hang on, what’s this? Ashes to Flashes Memorial Fireworks. So she’s . . . ?


Suddenly, the first firework streaks into the air from the island and bursts into light over the lake. Then another and another. It is a magnificent, colourful display, leaving plumes of smoke drifting delicately in the night sky.


DONNA, DARREN and CALLUM stare up from the pedalo, their faces lit by the fireworks above.


DARREN I promised you a party, didn’t I?


DONNA Now I am going to cry.


EXT. ISLAND. NIGHT.


A shivering LAURENCE stares up at the display and smiles.


LAURENCE Burn bright, Bonnie. Burn bright.


He closes his eyes and lies down.


EXT. LAKE. NIGHT.


The firework display comes to an end. DONNA and DARREN cuddle.


DARREN Listen, I think one of us needs to swim across, make sure he’s alright.


DARREN stands. He starts to take off his jacket.


CALLUM Not a good idea, Darren.


DARREN Maybe we can get a signal there.


DONNA The water’s too cold. You’ll freeze your bollocks off.


DARREN Do another wee in it then.


CALLUM stands. The pedalo rocks.


CALLUM Darren, sit down. Don’t be stupid!


DARREN Don’t call me stupid!


DARREN and CALLUM grapple. The pedalo rocks more violently.


DONNA Stop it, you two. Stop it!


FADE TO BLACK.


EXT. LAKE. DAWN.


The sun is not yet up, and the lake is eerily swathed in mist.


LAURENCE is curled up, coming to from a deep sleep. He becomes aware that he’s in a rowing boat, the FISHERMAN slowly pulling at the oars.


LAURENCE slowly gets up and looks around. The FISHERMAN rows on in silence.


LAURENCE spots the pedalo number 9 still stranded in the weeds, but now empty.


LAURENCE Excuse me, do you know what happened to my friends?


The FISHERMAN doesn’t answer.


LAURENCE (cont’d) They were stuck in the weeds. Did they get rescued?


LAURENCE sees DARREN’s hat floating in the water.


LAURENCE (cont’d) Please, we’ve got to do something. There were three of them . . .


FISHERMAN Don’t worry about them. They are fine.


LAURENCE Where are they?


FISHERMAN On the other side.


LAURENCE Thank God. Did they tell you where to find me?


FISHERMAN I knew where to find you. I’ve been watching you for some time.


LAURENCE Was that you I saw earlier?


The FISHERMAN has arrived at the jetty. He ties up his boat and steps out, then helps LAURENCE to get out on to the jetty.


EXT. JETTY. DAY.


LAURENCE and the FISHERMAN are on the jetty.


LAURENCE Thank you.


The FISHERMAN holds out his hand.


LAURENCE (cont’d) I’m very sorry, I don’t have any . . .


LAURENCE feels something in his throat. He opens his mouth and a large silver coin falls into his hand. He gives it to the FISHERMAN, who pockets it, then gets back into the boat and starts to row away.


LAURENCE stands alone on the misty jetty, confused. Suddenly he hears a woman’s voice.


BONNIE Laurence.


LAURENCE turns to see BONNIE standing on the jetty. She holds out a hand for him to join her. He smiles.


THE END
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EXT. PRIMARY SCHOOL. DAY.


A small primary school in a rural Welsh setting, surrounded by fields. Idyllic, but remote.


INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR. DAY.


We see through a door’s glass panel into the classroom. The headmaster, MR EDWARDS, and the teacher, ALAN, can be seen at the head of the class.


A sign by the door with a child’s drawing of a smiling face reads ‘Class 9’.


TITLE: ‘Mr King’.


INT. CLASSROOM. DAY.


The classroom is home to a small group of 8–11-year-olds (no more than ten pupils). The walls are decorated with school art projects and poems, educational posters, etc.


One corner is dedicated to the harvest festival collection. There is a tank with tadpoles and pictures of how they become frogs. It is a traditional old classroom with a few modern adornments, not state-of-the-art, but homely.


MR EDWARDS addresses the class in Welsh as ALAN stands by, smiling but not understanding.


MR EDWARDS (to ALAN) I was just telling them that you are going to be taking all your lessons in English. (To the class) Which is a very important skill for any adventurers amongst you who might be thinking about leaving the village in the future.


A couple of the pupils shake their heads.


MR EDWARDS (cont’d) Mr Curtis used to teach in a school in London, so I’m sure he’ll have lots of exciting stories to tell us. They pay two pounds for a coffee, don’t they?


ALAN And the rest.


MR EDWARDS Dearie me, imagine that! Now, as you all know, your previous teacher Mr King had to leave us after a wonderful year . . .


The children all sigh and say, ‘Aah’.


MR EDWARDS (cont’d) I know, I know, but he has sent us this postcard from his travels, and I wondered if one of you would like to read it to the class?


The kids all raise their hands and say, ‘Me!’ – all except a young girl, CERI, who looks down shyly.


MR EDWARDS (cont’d) Ceri, would you do the honours?


MR EDWARDS hands the postcard, which has a picture of a kangaroo, to CERI.


CERI ‘Dear Class 9, greetings from down under! I’m having an amazing time, and I’m thinking of you as you start your next chapter. I cherish the memory of our time together, and getting to know all of you so closely. Much love, Mr King.’


The children applaud, led by MR EDWARDS. ALAN smiles.


MR EDWARDS What a man. What a teacher; what a man. Anyway, back down to reality. Mr Curtis, over to you.


MR EDWARDS steps back, and ALAN steps forward.


ALAN Thank you, headmaster. So, here’s a question: what’s the difference between me and Pinocchio? I’m glad to be in Wales!


Nothing from the class. MR EDWARDS steps forward.


MR EDWARDS Ah, that’s because Pinocchio was eaten by a whale – have I got that right, Mr Curtis?


ALAN Yes, it was just a joke.


MR EDWARDS Oh! It was a joke, Class 9. Carry on.


The pupils look unimpressed. ALAN sighs deeply and plants a smile on his face.


INT. CLASSROOM. DAY.


ALAN is writing on the blackboard. The children sit at their desks.


ALAN So as you know, our end-of-term assembly is going to be all about the environment . . .


ALAN writes the word ‘ENVIRONMENT’ on the blackboard.


ALAN (cont’d) So what does that mean?


Nobody offers an answer. ALAN points to a boy, EUAN.


ALAN (cont’d) Euan?


EUAN Our classroom?


ALAN Yes, that’s our immediate surroundings, what else?


OWEN Fields.


ALAN Yes, good. It’s any place where people or plants or animals actually live and grow. So what types of things will affect our environment?


GWEN Human beans, sir.


ALAN What’s that, Gwen?


GWEN Human beans.


ALAN Not human beans, we’re not vegetables – but human beings, yes, we certainly have an impact . . .


ALAN writes ‘humans’ on the board.


ALAN (cont’d) And we can affect our environment in positive ways and negative ways. What are some of the positive things we can do? Ceri?


CERI Recycling.


ALAN writes ‘recycling’ on the board.


ALAN Very good, Ceri. Anyone else? Who here has heard of Greta Thunberg?


Blank faces among the children.


ALAN (cont’d) None of you? That’s OK. But you’ve probably heard about global warming?


Nobody responds.


ALAN (cont’d) How about climate change?


Nothing. ALAN tries to conceal his slight irritation.


ALAN (cont’d) OK, you should have covered some of this last year. Let me ask this, then: what do you think causes hurricanes?


OWEN God farting.


The class laugh.


ALAN No don’t be silly, Owen. This is actually a very serious subject. Now, for your homework, I want you all to go home and learn about global warming and the ozone layer.


CERI Sir, Mr King said we didn’t have to do homework.


ALAN Well, I’m sorry, but he’s not your teacher any more – I am. You may not realise it, but this is the number-one topic that’s going to affect you and your future, so it’s not something you can afford to be ignorant about!


ALAN realises he’s going off on one. He takes a breath and composes himself.


ALAN (cont’d) Sorry. Erm, I’d like you all to do a paragraph and bring it in on Monday. Right, get your books out, and you can do silent reading for twenty minutes.


The pupils take out their books to read. ALAN surreptitiously takes a pill from a tub in his pocket and swallows it with some water in an attempt to calm himself.


INT. CORRIDOR. DAY.


MR EDWARDS is passing.


ALAN Headmaster, can I have a word?


MR EDWARDS Of course! How can I help?


ALAN I was just wondering if you had an email address for Mr King?


MR EDWARDS Email . . . is that the one with the little blue bird?


ALAN No, I think that’s Twitter.


MR EDWARDS That’s right, yes – tash-tag. Email is with the @ sign, isn’t it? Yes, I think I’ve got a piece of paper with that on in my office.


ALAN Thanks, I’d just love to ask him about what he covered last year, and what curriculum he was using.


MR EDWARDS No problem. Let me ask Megan to dig it out, and I’ll get back to you. All good otherwise?


ALAN I think so, yeah.


MR EDWARDS Have you started rehearsing for your assembly yet? Mr King’s were always quite lavish. Like West End theatre productions!


ALAN Well I hope that mine will be Wicked!


MR EDWARDS looks confused.


ALAN (cont’d) It’s a musical.


MR EDWARDS Another one of your jokes! Well, I look forward to it. Always such a joy to see the children take centre stage. We’re a small school, Mr Curtis, as you can see, and we’ve very nearly been closed down a few times, but bringing in teachers like yourself, with all your experience of the world, it really helps the children grow, you know?


ALAN And that’s all I want Headmaster, it really is.


MR EDWARDS Jolly good. I’ll get that b-mail for you, and I’ll get Megan to send it to you as a text. Take that, Ofsted!


ALAN smiles.


ALAN Thanks.


INT. CLASSROOM. DAY.


CERI is at the sink, waiting for the kettle to boil. She pours the hot water into a ‘World’s Best Teacher’ mug.


Elsewhere in the class, the pupils are pegging paintings of trees and plants on to a line of string at the back of the room to dry, and getting ready for outdoor play. It’s noisy and chaotic.


ALAN Make sure the paint isn’t dripping when you hang it up . . . Is that still wet, Owen? OK, leave it on the side there. And when they’re dry, we’ll glue them up here on to the display.


ALAN takes a sip of his tea. He frowns and spits the tea back into the cup, and looks. There are black blobs floating within it. ALAN takes a teaspoon and fishes up a spoonful of dead tadpoles. He turns and looks to CERI, who is putting on her coat to leave.


ALAN (cont’d) Ceri, can you stay behind for a minute, please?


INT. CLASSROOM. DAY.


ALAN and CERI are sitting at a small desk. ALAN looks at her; she looks down at her lap.


ALAN What were you thinking? Hmm?


CERI shrugs.


ALAN (cont’d) Those tadpoles are not going to turn into frogs now, are they?


CERI Why not?


ALAN Because you boiled them in the kettle. Why did you do that, Ceri?


CERI Global warming.


ALAN I asked you to research it, not recreate it!


CERI Mr King once ate a goldfish.


ALAN I don’t care what Mr King did. I’m getting a bit concerned about you, Ceri. Last week, you pushed Simon’s face into his birthday cake, didn’t you? What if his hair had caught fire on the candles – have you seen that Michael Jackson video? Not the one about licking boy’s bottoms, the one where his hair caught fire. It very nearly disfigured him . . . even more.


CERI Who’s Michael Jackson?


ALAN Never mind. Is there anything going on at home that you want to tell me about?


CERI thinks.


CERI We’re having an extension.


ALAN OK. And are Mummy and Daddy getting on alright? No shouting?


CERI shakes her head and looks down.


ALAN (cont’d) Is something upsetting you?


CERI I don’t want the world to end.


ALAN It’s not going to end. Who said it’s going to end?


CERI The stinking rebellion.


ALAN Who?


CERI You asked us to read about it for homework.


ALAN Oh, you mean the climate change protesters?


CERI nods.


CERI It frightened me.


ALAN You shouldn’t be frightened, Ceri. You should feel that emotion and do something positive with it.


CERI sobs. ALAN gently pats her back.


ALAN (cont’d) Hey, it’s OK. Shhh. I’m sorry it upset you. Now, do you want to go and play outside, or stay in here with me?


CERI Stay with you.


ALAN Good girl.


We see that one of the children’s pegged-up paintings, featuring the planet Earth, is slowly dripping on to the floor below.


INT. CLASSROOM. DAY.


ALAN is wiping the blackboard. We hear the sound of children departing.


ALAN sees the harvest festival display on a nearby table and spies a carrot. He goes over and cuts a slice of carrot with his penknife, then puts his hand into the fish tank, waggles it around a bit, pulls out the carrot and swallows it whole.


From the doorway, he hears a voice.


MR EDWARDS Little bit peckish, are we?


ALAN Sorry, headmaster. I was just practising a trick for the children.


MR EDWARDS That’s one way of teaching the food chain. Now, I just wanted to have a word with you, if you don’t mind?


ALAN Of course.


The headmaster closes the door and comes into the room.


MR EDWARDS When you came in for your interview. you said you were keen to move to a smaller school like ours, away from the cut and thrust, shall we say, of inner-city education, and embrace a quieter pace of life.


ALAN Yes. It’s literally what the doctor ordered.


MR EDWARDS I know it’s important that we talk sensitively about mental health, and I just wanted to clarify – you went a bit doolally, didn’t you?


ALAN Er, not really – it was just the workload. I was exhausted, physically and mentally, and I did lose myself for a little bit, but coming here has done me the world of good. Why do you ask?


MR EDWARDS Well, the thing is, an allegation has been made against you, and it’s my duty to investigate it.


ALAN What allegation?


MR EDWARDS I’m not able to divulge that at the moment.


ALAN Who made it?


MR EDWARDS She doesn’t want to say.


ALAN So it’s a girl?


MR EDWARDS She may or may not be. The point is, I promised Ceri’s parents that she – or he – would have absolute anonymity.


ALAN So it’s Ceri?


MR EDWARDS Yes.


ALAN Right.


MR EDWARDS So, now you’ve wormed that out of me . . .


MR EDWARDS sits and invites ALAN to join him.


MR EDWARDS (cont’d) Can you tell me in your own words what happened on Tuesday morning break time?


ALAN What do you mean? Nothing happened! She’s been behaving strangely for a while. She killed all the tadpoles, and I kept her behind to talk to her about it.


MR EDWARDS And at no point did you ask her if she wanted to play the hairy meat whistle?


ALAN What? No!


MR EDWARDS And you didn’t say, ‘Do you want to see how sir can make his own tadpoles?’


ALAN Definitely not, that’s horrible.


MR EDWARDS Are you sure?


ALAN Yes, I think I’d remember saying that!


MR EDWARDS Well, where do you suppose she’s got this from then? Because I don’t recall that being in the Biff and Chip books.


ALAN I’ve no idea! Maybe she’s seen something inappropriate online – it happens all the time.


MR EDWARDS Not with our Wi-Fi connection, it doesn’t. It takes me all weekend to download one Countryfile. Did you talk to her about Michael Jackson doing things with boy’s anuses?


ALAN Yes, but I never said anuses.


MR EDWARDS Well, that’s something. I’ve talked the parents down from filing an official complaint, but I don’t want to drag the police into it if I can help it. We’re an independent school, and we like to deal with these types of things within the community.


ALAN So it’s happened before?


MR EDWARDS looks shifty.


MR EDWARDS You’ve not been here long, and I’m not being funny, but I don’t know you from Alan.


ALAN Adam.


MR EDWARDS Sorry, I thought it was Alan. I’m sure you understand, Adam, that as head of this school, I need to establish the facts of the matter before I can allow Ceri back into your clutches, so to speak.


ALAN Of course. Do you want me to give you a statement?


MR EDWARDS No, I want you to show me your penis.


ALAN What?


MR EDWARDS The girl has given quite a vivid description – and, I believe, a plasticine model – but I didn’t want to touch it. I need to see if it tallies with the real thing.


ALAN So you want to do an identity parade? What if it’s not mine? Will you go around the kingdom like in Cinderella?


MR EDWARDS Don’t be facetious, Adam. I’m trying to clear this matter up, one way or the other. Either you’re lying, or the girl’s lying.


ALAN I can’t believe this.


MR EDWARDS I could always contact your union representative?


ALAN No, I . . . Just make it quick.


ALAN stands up and undoes his belt, then drops his trousers and underwear. MR EDWARDS puts on his glasses.


MR EDWARDS All very neat and tidy, that’s what I like to see.


MR EDWARDS takes a folded piece of paper from his jacket and starts to compare the description to the real thing. He hums and haws as he makes his examination.


ALAN What are you looking for, exactly?


MR EDWARDS Ah, now, that would be telling. They say they’re like snowflakes – no two are alike.


ALAN This is ridiculous.


The door opens and the aged cleaner WINNIE comes in with a mop and bucket. She wears thick glasses.


ALAN (cont’d) Oh, we’re busy Winnie, sorry!


WINNIE Oh hello, Mr Curtis, you’re here late. Is it alright for me to clean now?


ALAN Not just at the moment.


MR EDWARDS Oh don’t worry about Winnie, she’s blind as a bat. It’s fine, Winnie, you go right ahead!


WINNIE Oh is that you, Mr Edwards? I didn’t see you down there. You keeping busy?


MR EDWARDS Yes. I’ve got my hands full, as always.


WINNIE starts to mop the floor. MR EDWARDS takes out a Polaroid camera and starts to photograph ALAN’s member from different angles.


WINNIE Don’t worry, I can clean around you. I have to save some time to tackle the boys’ toilets. The size of some of those stools. I don’t know what their mothers feed them. Like airport Toblerones, some of them.


ALAN Are we all done?


MR EDWARDS I believe so. I’ll be in touch once I’ve got my head around this. Thank you, Adam.


MR EDWARDS leaves and ALAN tucks himself in.


ALAN We were just . . . discussing a possible new art project.


WINNIE Oh, I thought he was taking photographs of your cock.


WINNIE mops the floor.


INT. CLASSROOM. DAY.


The children are sitting at their desks. ALAN is handing out worksheets.


ALAN Alright, Class 9, I’m handing out these worksheets on fractions, so you’ve got fifteen minutes to do as many questions as you can. Remember to put your names on the top, please.


CERI’s desk is empty. He pauses briefly, then moves on.


OWEN Sir, what happened to Ceri?


ALAN What do you mean?


OWEN Where is she?


ALAN I don’t know. Now, tight lips, please. We listen with these . . .


He points to his ears.


ALAN (cont’d) . . . Not these.


He points to his lips.


The pupils start to do their worksheets. ALAN crosses over to the display and sticks up the children’s paintings on the sugar-paper.


He hears whispering behind him in Welsh.


ALAN Quiet!


More whispering, followed by a giggle.


ALAN (cont’d) Quiet, I said!


ALAN turns to the class. They seem to be passing an item between them.


ALAN (cont’d) What have you got there? Owen, what is that?


OWEN holds up his empty hands.


OWEN Nothing, sir!


ALAN Alright, I’m not an idiot. Show me.


ALAN moves among the children as they pass the item under their desks.


ALAN (cont’d) Who’s got it? Give it to me. Give it to me! Now!


ALAN grabs the item from one of the pupils. It is a large carrot that has a growth coming from it that looks rude.


ALAN (cont’d) What is this? Alice? Gwen?


GWEN Carrot, sir.


ALAN A carrot. So why are you laughing, then? Is it because this bit looks like a penis? A big, floppy penis?


The door opens and MR EDWARDS appears with CERI.


MR EDWARDS Everything alright, Mr Curtis?


ALAN Yes, we were just doing fractions and . . . biology.


MR EDWARDS Oh, interesting combination. I have young Ceri Morgan for you. Ceri, take your seat. Good girl.


CERI goes to sit down. She looks shamefaced.


ALAN Is everything sorted out now, headmaster?


MR EDWARDS Yes, all cleared up. No further action required. (quietly, to ALAN) Suffice to say there was quite a big discrepancy between the two images. In your favour, I have to say. So, you know . . . every cloud.


ALAN Good, thank you.


MR EDWARDS As you were.


MR EDWARDS leaves. ALAN looks to CERI, but she doesn’t look up.


ALAN Nice to have you back, Ceri.


CERI doesn’t respond. She stares at the rude carrot. ALAN is flustered and puts it in his pocket.


INT. CLASSROOM. Day.


ALAN is at his desk. The pupils are quietly writing. ALAN stares at CERI intently. She is working. She looks up, and ALAN looks away. After a beat, ALAN stands.


ALAN Just to say, if any of you are struggling to find the right answer, don’t just make something up, alright? Because that has consequences. Just put your hand up and talk to me. I can’t help you if I don’t know what’s going on. So don’t go behind my back, OK? Good.


GWEN puts up her hand and ALAN approaches her, casting sideways glances at CERI.


GWEN Sir, is this right?


ALAN Let’s have a look . . .


INT. CLASSROOM. DAY.


ALAN is collecting exercise books from the tables. As he carries them to his desk, a small piece of paper falls to the floor. ALAN picks it up and sees a crude doodle of a smiling man wearing a crown, his limbs akimbo, and beside him a small stick figure of a girl holding his hand.


ALAN looks at the image for a moment, focusing on the crown. Then he gets his mobile phone from his desk and dials a number. He gets through to a voicemail.


ALAN Hi Megan, it’s Alan Curtis here from class 9. Mr Edwards said he was going to dig out an email address for Mr King, who taught the kids last year, but I haven’t had it yet. Is there any chance of chasing it up? Thanks, bye.


ALAN remembers the postcard, which he finds in a desk drawer. The front reads ‘Greetings from Australia’, with a picture of a kangaroo. He turns it over and scans the text, but his eye is drawn to the postmark, which clearly reads ‘Cardiff, Wales’.


The door opens, and WINNIE comes in with a box of vegetables.


ALAN Hi Winnie.


WINNIE Who’s that?


ALAN It’s Mr Curtis.


WINNIE Oh, hello dear. I just wondered if you wanted to take a leek?


ALAN Sorry?


WINNIE For the harvest festival. I’ve had a good crop this year. Nice big potatoes, radishes – my turnips have won prizes, you know!


ALAN Congratulations.


WINNIE goes to deposit the vegetables in the harvest festival corner.


ALAN (cont’d) Winnie, what was Mr King like with the children?


WINNIE Oh, well, I’m not in the lessons, like, but they all seemed to love him. He was a real star, and quite a dish too.


ALAN He sounds too good to be true.


WINNIE Oh no, he was very down to earth, very conscientious. This school didn’t have a girls’ soccer team until he same along.


ALAN I see.


ALAN goes over to look at the vegetable display.


ALAN (cont’d) Your neeps are very impressive, Winnie.


WINNIE Thank you. This is a brand new Playtex, lift and separate.


ALAN I meant the vegetables.


WINNIE Well, that’s Mother Nature working her magic.


ALAN Listen, I promised the head I’d get these reports to him by the end of the day, and it completely slipped my mind. You don’t happen to have a key for his office, do you?


WINNIE I do, but I’m not supposed to let anyone have it . . . Oh, go on then, as long as you’re quick.


WINNIE takes the key from her keyring.


ALAN I’ll be two minutes, thanks.


ALAN takes the key and heads out of the classroom. WINNIE puts her vegetables on the display.


INT. CORRIDOR. DAY.


ALAN arrives at the headmaster’s office and uses the key to let himself in.


INT. HEADMASTER’S OFFICE. DAY.


ALAN quietly searches the filing cabinet. He finds a folder reading ‘Staff lists 2020–21’. He opens it and finds a list of staff, but among the six or so names, there is no Mr King – it goes from ‘Mr Hardy’ to ‘Ms Miller’.


He then finds a photo of Class 9 from 2021 with all the same pupils, but the teacher is credited as ‘Mr Hardy’.


ALAN opens another drawer and finds a folder marked ‘King’. He pulls out the folder and opens it on the desk.


ALAN is shocked to find a collection of Polaroid photographs of penises, starting with his own. There are all different shapes and sizes, but some have red crosses through them, and some are marked with gold stars.


ALAN returns the photos to the file. He’s more confused than ever.


EXT. SCHOOL. DAY.


We see the school, set in the countryside. A local farmer is ploughing his field.


INT. CORRIDOR. DAY.


ALAN is approaching his classroom. He’s on his mobile phone, making a call. MR EDWARDS answers.


MR EDWARDS (V.O.) Hello?


ALAN Headmaster, it’s Alan Curtis.


MR EDWARDS (V.O.) Hello Adam, what can I do for you?


ALAN I need to talk to you urgently about several things, firstly about Mr King. This school has no record of him ever having worked here.


MR EDWARDS (V.O.) What’s that? Sorry, it’s a very bad line. Something about Mr King?


ALAN The class teacher last year was Mr Hardy, a completely different person. So I don’t know what this King has been doing here, being given access to children, but I think there’s been abuse going on, it’s been covered up. And I think you are part of it.


MR EDWARDS (V.O.) Yeah, I’m losing you, Adam. It’s a terrible connection. I’m just in the field, I’ll come and see you shortly, OK?


ALAN You won’t get away with this, do you hear?


The line goes dead.


INT. CLASSROOM. DAY.


ALAN enters the classroom to find that the pupils have pushed the tables and chairs aside to create a performance space at the front of the room. ALAN’s chair is facing the front so he can watch.


ALAN Oh, Class 9 what’s this?


EUAN We wanted to show you what we’ve been practising for our assembly.


Two of the children lead him to his chair and sit him down in it.


ALAN Oh, well, I was just going to do quiet reading today. Maybe we can do this tomorrow . . . ?


CERI Oh please, sir, we’ve been working really hard on what you taught us.


ALAN OK, go ahead.


The children line up and join hands. OWEN is at the end of the line, and mimes his free hand being glued to a wall.


OWEN Welcome to our assembly. We have glued ourselves to the prime minister’s house to protest against climate change.


ALAN Ha, very good.


GWEN Global warming is the biggest threat to our planet, planet Earth.


CHILD 1 comes to the front with a large planet Earth hanging round his neck. The Earth is crying.


GWEN (cont’d) What can we do to stop it?


CHILD 2 walks by, drinking from a plastic cup and straw. He throws it down on the floor.


CHILD 1 (EARTH) Hey, you, what are you doing?


CHILD 2 Me? Nothing. It’s only plastic.


CHILD 1 (EARTH) Plastic is slowly choking me, filling my oceans and killing wildlife.


CHILD 1 (EARTH) mimes choking.


CHILD 2 (shrugging) What can I do?


ALL CHILDREN Recycling!


EUAN Take that!


EUAN steps forward with a tinfoil sword and pretends to stab the littering CHILD 2, who falls to the ground.


EUAN (cont’d) We’ll recycle him later.


ALAN is disturbed by this.


ALAN Now Class 9, I don’t think that’s appropriate.


ALAN tries to stand up, but realises his back, bottom and arms are stuck to the chair.


ALAN (cont’d) What have you done to this chair?


CERI Superglue. You’re part of the protest too, sir.


ALAN That’s not funny, Ceri. Alright, let’s stop this now.


CHILD 3 Saving the planet started thousands of years ago.


GWEN stands on a chair as the Earth Goddess. She wears a long green flowing robe. CHILD 1 and CHILD 2 pull the robe open to reveal leaves and vines stitched on.


GWEN In the beginning, the Earth Goddess was the one who expressed Herself through the many.


EUAN She was the great void, the beginning of all things.


CERI All souls were born from Her sacred Womb, lived for a span upon Her Body the Earth, then returned to Her Tomb-Womb at death.


ALAN Tomb-womb? I’m sorry, that’s not in Key Stage 2.


CERI But Mr King said . . .


ALAN Look, I don’t know who this Mr King was, or what he was teaching you, but it’s not normal, alright? I’m going to make an official complaint. Now, please get me out of this chair . . .


ALAN struggles in the chair. CHILD 4 steps forward, holding up a picture of child sacrifice.


CHILD 4 In 15th-century Peru, children were sacrificed to the gods to try and end natural disasters.


EUAN steps forward, holding a picture of Greta Thunberg.


EUAN But in modern times, we the children are demanding sacrifices of our own.


Two of the older boys approach ALAN in his chair.


ALAN What are you talking about? Wait, is this why you killed the tadpoles? To try and stop climate change?


CERI No talking, Mr King, we listen with these . . .


She points to her ears.


CERI (cont’d) . . . Not these.


She points to her lips.


ALAN I’m not Mr King!


OWEN holds ALAN’s head, while EUAN stands in front of him. We hear ALAN struggle. He is powerless to stop them.


OWEN Tight lips, sir!


ALAN No! No, don’t. (mumbling) Hmm-bmm-hmm.


We see that the boys have glued ALAN’s lips together. The children continue the assembly.


CHILD 1 We have learned about reusable energy.


CHILD 2 We have learned about recycling and rebirth.


CHILD 3 John Barleycorn was the first man to recycle himself to replenish the Earth’s bounty. This is his story.


The children put on crude paper-plate masks made from natural items, such as crops, acorns, conkers, etc.


GWEN presses play on a large tape recorder and a piano accompaniment begins playing. Some children play claves and woodblocks. ALAN is terrified. The children sing.


ALL CHILDREN There were three men come out of the west, their fortunes for to try / And these three men made a solemn vow: John Barleycorn should die.


Suddenly, the door opens and MR EDWARDS comes in. He stops the music.


MR EDWARDS Now, Mr Curtis . . . What on earth is going on here? What do you think you’re doing?


The children stop playing and look guilty. ALAN looks at MR EDWARDS pleadingly.


GWEN We’re doing our assembly, sir.


MR EDWARDS Assembly? That’s not until next week. Are you alright, Mr Curtis? What have they done to your mouth?


MR EDWARDS approaches ALAN to look at him more closely. CERI is behind the headmaster with a small hand-scythe.


CERI We were about to tell the story of John Barleycorn.


MR EDWARDS turns to see CERI with the scythe. He breaks into a smile.


MR EDWARDS Ah, my favourite part. Carry on.


MR EDWARDS takes a chair and sits beside ALAN, watching the assembly.


ALAN watches in horror as the children in their masks sway from side to side.


CHILD 3 John Barleycorn represents the life-cycle of the field.


CHILD 1 He is crowned once a year at the start of the harvest festival, and revered as the Corn King.


MR EDWARDS leans over to speak to the terrified ALAN.


MR EDWARDS Last year, as you discovered, Mr Hardy was given the honour. This year, the crown is yours.


CERI We discovered you are as nature intended.


MR EDWARDS Uncut and still sheathed.


CERI A perfect candidate for our new Corn King.


MR EDWARDS Thank you, Ceri. You did it beautifully. When his reign is ended, the King is returned to the land and honoured with a Triple Death; drowned, strangled and dismembered, his broken body buried in the field to ensure a fertile harvest.


GWEN Like human beans!


MR EDWARDS Exactly Gwen. Like human beans.


The children circle around ALAN in their masks. One of the children presses ‘play’ on the tape recorder again and the music plays.


MR EDWARDS (cont’d) You and your fancy friends in London may pat yourselves on the back that you’ve finally woken up to environmental issues, but we’ve been doing our bit for the planet for centuries now. Come, children! The King is dead; long live the King.


The children start to play their percussion instruments in a menacing beat. Some of them bring forth a large straw mask depicting John Barleycorn, with a crown made of corn husks.


The children place the mask over ALAN’s head as he mumbles and protests, and the other children sing.


ALL CHILDREN They wheeled him all around the field / A prisoner to endure / And in the barn, poor Barleycorn / They laid him upon the floor.


MR EDWARDS Winnie, we’re ready for you.


WINNIE enters, dressed in a costume made of straw and vegetables, a grotesque sight. She approaches ALAN and starts to wheel his chair out of the classroom in his primitive mask.


WINNIE You’re going to do my leeks the world of good.


The children proceed behind and sing. CERI carries the scythe.


ALL CHILDREN They hired men with the crab-tree sticks / To cut him skin from bone / And the miller, he served him worse than that / For he ground him between two stones.


MR EDWARDS takes a spade from the harvest festival display. He smiles, exits the classroom and closes the door.


We settle on the children’s paintings on the display wall. They look at first like trees and crops growing in the field, but upon closer inspection, we see that they are dismembered human limbs, buried and sprouting leaves.


THE END





Episode 3


NINE LIVES KAT





CAST LIST


KATRINA – Sophie Okonedo


GIRL – Coco-Lili Hoder


EZRA – Steve Pemberton


BARNABUS – Reece Shearsmith


PHILIPPA – Robin Weaver


MATILDA – Siobhan Redmond





INT. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT.


A desk with a lamp, laptop, pen holder, etc. A silhouetted hand opens the drawer of a small metal filing cabinet and pulls out a file full of scribbled handwritten notes about a police investigation. There is a photo of a small boy (ASHLEY). We push in on one of the pages of notes, which has number 9 written in tally marks.


TITLE: ‘Nine Lives Kat’.


INT. BEDROOM. NIGHT.


From the blackness, a woman wakes suddenly and sits bolt upright, wide-eyed, confused. This is KATRINA, middle-aged, looks like she’s had a rough night. She holds her hand to her head and groans.


KATRINA Oh God. Never again.


INT. UPSTAIRS LANDING/CHILD’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.


KATRINA, now in a dressing gown and slippers, shuffles out of her room to a child’s bedroom. She opens the door and sees her DAUGHTER sleeping in the single bed. A half-smile, then KATRINA quietly closes the door.


INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.


KATRINA enters the sparse-looking kitchen. A black cat slinks towards her.


KATRINA What time is it, Kitney? Are we on breakfast, dinner or tea? Start with breakfast, shall we?


KATRINA takes some Coco Pops from a cupboard and empties some into the cat’s bowl, then some into her own bowl. She goes to the fridge and pulls out a half-drunk bottle of vodka.


She pours some of the vodka into her cereal bowl.


We see that a man, EZRA, is watching her from the doorway.


EZRA Vodka and Coco Pops? Are you serious?


KATRINA There’s no milk. Do you want me to eat them dry?


EZRA You’ve only just got out of bed.


KATRINA I know, I’m a walking cliché – what can I tell you? Fetch me a spoon.


EZRA gets a spoon from the cutlery drawer, and KATRINA starts to eat her breakfast.


EZRA So is this why they took you off the case?


KATRINA The drinking? No. I can go round for round with any of those plods and still not lose my lunch at an autopsy.


EZRA You bounce back.


KATRINA Exactly.


EZRA That’s why they call you Nine Lives Kat.


KATRINA (secretly pleased) Do they?


EZRA Yeah. Short for Katrina.


KATRINA Oh. (To the cat) What about that, Kitney? I’ve got a nickname, just like you! (To EZRA) Kitney Spears.


EZRA Funny.


KATRINA I used to have two, but David Meowie got run over.


KATRINA drains the chocolatey vodka from her bowl.


KATRINA (wincing) Oh God, that’s good.


EZRA So go on, then – why did they take you off the case?


KATRINA They’re dinosaurs. They couldn’t handle being told the truth by a woman, simple as that. My ex-husband was exactly the same.


EZRA Ex-husbands. There’s been more than one.


KATRINA Who’s counting? But you know what? I’ll show them. I’ll show them you don’t need a cock and balls to crack a case, or to stack a dishwasher in the most ‘ergonomic’ way possible.


KATRINA throws her bowl into the dishwasher.


KATRINA (cont’d) You just need a brain, and a heart and guts. And that’s what I’ve got. So are you going to help me or not?


EZRA Of course I am, Nine Lives Kat.


EZRA smiles and takes his notebook from his pocket as he follows KATRINA into the living room.


INT. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT.


KATRINA and EZRA enter the living room, which is sparsely furnished and decorated. On one wall is the photograph of ASHLEY, pinned to a map, with red string branching out to Post-it notes, car registrations, an identikit suspect picture, crime scene photos, etc.


KATRINA stares at the wall display as EZRA reads from his notebook.


KATRINA OK, bring me up to speed.


EZRA So, we’ve got five suspects who were all picked up on CCTV in and around the area at the time of the abduction. I’m in the process of fleshing out their stories, but it seems two of them have links to the family that could throw up some interesting leads . . .


KATRINA Let’s not talk about throwing up, not until these Coco Pops have settled. What about the stepfather? Surely he’s our prime suspect?


EZRA I’d rather say he’s ‘helping us with our enquiries’.


KATRINA Well, let’s arrange a press conference for this afternoon. If he breaks down in tears and says, ‘We just want our angel back,’ then we’ll know it’s definitely him.


EZRA I thought you were off the case?


KATRINA There’s a little boy out there tonight who’s frightened. He’s trapped, he can’t breathe. I’m going to find him and bring him out into the light. And I don’t care whose toes I have to tread on to do it.


EZRA smiles and makes a note in his book.


INT. CHILD’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.


KATRINA quietly opens the door so as not to wake the sleeping child. A night light illuminates the room, giving it an eerie glow. The tune it plays is ‘Five Little Ducks’. KATRINA sits on her DAUGHTER’s bed and strokes her hair.


KATRINA When you were little and your milk teeth fell out, I used to take them from under your pillow, leave 50p, and I’d keep them in a TicTac box in the bathroom cabinet. And whenever the job got too much for me, or your dad was being difficult, I’d empty them into my hand and squeeze as hard as I could. Your teeth in my fist. Until I felt blood. Until I felt alive.


A creak from the wardrobe. KATRINA gets up and approaches it slowly. She takes the handles and pulls them open.


INT. BEDROOM. NIGHT.


KATRINA suddenly wakes, same as before. Was that a dream? She throws back the duvet with purpose.


INT. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT


EZRA stands with his notebook in front of the case notes on the wall. KATRINA, now dressed, paces back and forth. As she paces, she walks back into shot in different outfits to suggest the passage of time; smoking, thinking, pacing.


KATRINA Take me through it again.


EZRA Eleven-fifteen a.m., Ashley finishes his karate lesson and is collected from the Methodist church by his mum. Eleven-thirty, they pull into the retail park, where Mum goes into McDonald’s to buy a Happy Meal, telling Ashley to stay in the car. Five minutes prior to that, we have a green Vauxhall Corsa parking up outside Hollywood Bowl, driven by Sunglasses Man – whom we’ve yet to identify – and the cameras show the same car leaving at speed at eleven-thirty-eight.


As EZRA continues, KATRINA zones out his voice and focuses on the different elements on the wall: the green car, the identikit man, the CCTV images, the witnesses; the little boy. KATRINA’s in a daze when she hears:


KATRINA’S DAUGHTER Mummy.


KATRINA spins to see her DAUGHTER behind her, but we quickly cut away.


INT. BEDROOM


KATRINA opens her eyes, suddenly wide awake. She looks round to see a man’s body in the bed next to her (BARNABUS, alive but sleeping). She groans quietly; another rough night.


An open bottle of pills is on her bedside table. She shakes out a couple and pops them into her mouth, then pulls out a cigarette and clamps it between her lips.


INT. KITCHEN. DAY.


KATRINA wanders into the kitchen in her pyjamas and bends down to drink water from the tap to swallow her pills. When she comes back up, EZRA is there. He seems older somehow, his hair a shade greyer than before.


KATRINA Trust you to be here.


EZRA Charming.


KATRINA lights her cigarette from the gas hob.


KATRINA Have you seen Kitney Spears?


EZRA No, she’s gone.


KATRINA Dirty stop-out. Mind you, I can talk. So, what have you got for me?


EZRA How do you mean?


KATRINA The missing boy. Did we check out the alibis of the five suspects?


EZRA That was a long time ago.


KATRINA What do you mean?


EZRA Kat, I haven’t seen you in . . . several months.


KATRINA What are you talking about? I saw you two days ago.


EZRA Just give me some time to catch up . . .


EZRA takes out his notebook. KATRINA is confused. She pushes through to the living room.


INT. LIVING ROOM.


The map and crime scene photos have gone. A bland watercolour hangs in their place.


KATRINA Where’s it gone?


EZRA What?


KATRINA The whole investigation . . .


EZRA I still have all the notes, but I didn’t think it was good to put it all up there on the wall.


KATRINA You have no right to tell me how to run this case, do you hear me? No right! I was this close to making a breakthrough . . .


The man from upstairs, BARNABUS, appears in the doorway. He coughs. He’s handsome, but socially awkward.


KATRINA (cont’d) Oh. You’re up.


BARNABUS Katrina.


EZRA She prefers to be called Kat.


BARNABUS I’m not sure what happened last night. You seemed very agitated, and we both had a lot to drink. If it’s any consolation, I don’t think we actually . . .


KATRINA Actually what?


BARNABUS Elvis did not enter the building. Not that I’m comparing my penis to a cultural icon and your vagina to a four thousand-seat arena, but . . .


KATRINA Is this guy for real?


BARNABUS I didn’t mean . . . Can we start again?


KATRINA I think you should.


EZRA Sorry, you are . . . ?


BARNABUS DI Bull. Barnabus Bull. I’m a colleague of Katrina’s, but we have a sort of love-hate relationship. I sense we’re in a hate phase at the moment.


KATRINA Shut up, Barney. I’m trying to think.


BARNABUS Sure. Though, strictly speaking, all thinking is subconscious, because consciousness is an awareness of thought, not thinking itself, so you can’t ‘try to think’ . . .


EZRA Why don’t you go and put the kettle on?


BARNABUS Because . . . I don’t think it would fit.


EZRA No, switch the kettle on. I think we could all do with a drink.


BARNABUS Sure, sure.


BARNABUS disappears into the kitchen. EZRA removes his coat.


EZRA He’s quite a character. A bit . . . spectrum-y, perhaps?


KATRINA I’m not shagging him.


EZRA I know, I didn’t think you were. It’s just . . . an interesting development.


KATRINA Look, I know you think I’m taking this case too personally, but that’s because I’m a woman. I empathise. But I know how to fight, and I know how to dig my heels in – and let me tell you, size-six stilettos dig in deep. Now, what have you done with my case notes?


BARNABUS calls from the kitchen.


BARNABUS (O.S.) Do you have any loose-leaf tea? I can’t bear the bags; they never steep in quite the right way.


EZRA One sec.


EZRA smiles and exits, leaving KATRINA alone. She quietly pushes the door to, and then goes over to EZRA’s coat on the sofa. She fishes his wallet from inside and pulls out his credit card: Mr Ezra Jones.


Removing the credit card has revealed a photo in the wallet that shows EZRA with a little boy. She pulls the photo out and is stunned to see that it is the missing boy (ASHLEY) from the case – it’s the same face she’s had pinned up on her wall.


INT. BEDROOM. NIGHT.


KATRINA opens her eyes, suddenly wide awake again.


INT. UPSTAIRS LANDING/CHILD’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.


It’s dark. KATRINA’s door opens, and she creeps out of her room. She is aware of the sound of movement downstairs. She tiptoes to her DAUGHTER’s room and opens the door to see her asleep in bed.


KATRINA closes the door and makes her way downstairs.


INT. KITCHEN


KATRINA enters the kitchen. She tries the light switch, but it doesn’t work. She goes to open the fridge door, which lights up the room. There is a single half-full bottle of vodka in the fridge and nothing else. She opens the cupboards and sees only the Coco Pops.


KATRINA opens a drawer and sees a single spoon inside. She slowly goes to one of the other cupboards and opens it . . . and a black cat jumps out at her, making her scream. It runs out of the kitchen, past EZRA, who is in the doorway.


EZRA Is that really the best we can do? Jump scares with a cat?


KATRINA Why are you always here? I don’t remember giving you a key. And what happened to the boy, Ashley? What are you not telling me?


EZRA regards KATRINA sadly.


EZRA I tried with you, Katrina. I really, really did. But I just don’t think it’s working.


KATRINA doesn’t understand.


EZRA heads to the living room. KATRINA follows.


INT. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT.


EZRA opens the door and enters, followed by KATRINA.


BARNABUS stands in the middle of the room, surrounded by papers.


BARNABUS Please don’t come in here! I’ve got a system. I know exactly where everything is.


EZRA It’s alright, Barnabus. We can pick it up later.


KATRINA What the hell’s he doing here? Get out of my house!


EZRA It’s not your house, Kat. It never was.


The cat enters the room and runs straight to BARNABUS.


BARNABUS Come on Katy, good girl.


EZRA (to KATRINA) Katy Purry. Bit more contemporary.


EZRA crosses to the bookshelf and takes a book from it to show to KATRINA. It’s called Little Black Lies by Ezra Jones, an author photo on the back.


EZRA (cont’d) I’d written a couple of collections of short stories, won a Golden Dagger, pretty healthy sales. And my publisher thought it’d be a good idea to do a series of detective novels. I wasn’t that keen, but I started to make some notes, had a brainstorm, and out of nowhere I wrote down: Nine Lives Kat.
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