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"Maybe the real crime was the friends we made along the 
way" 
- James
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CASE #1: ROCK ON ROCK

FADE IN:

INT. SOUND STAGE - DAY - ARCHIVAL FOOTAGE

'Counting Up...' music video. 

Like old 'Queen' or 'The Smiths' music videos, shot on a 
minimal sound stage with the whole band playing.

JOHN ROCK, early sixties- speaks like either Boy George or 
Michael Caine depending on how he feels, grabs the microphone 
at the center of the stage

JOHN ROCK 
ONE! TWO! ONE! TWO! THREE! FOUR!

Band begins to play 'rockified' version of hot cross buns, 
guitarist allows guitar to hang around neck as he reaches for 
a recorder.

JOHN ROCK (CONT'D)
Five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, 
eleven, twelve-

John takes a brief break from pushing the envelope on rock 
lyricism to dance around the stage, pretending his microphone 
is his penis. 

EXT. HIGH STREET - DAY

Vox pop style interview- archival, New York sidewalk energy.

BOOKISH GIRL 
I like them- they say what they 
mean, it's simple.

PUNK GIRL
John Rock? Yeah... yeah!

PATRICK BATEMAN
I enjoy their deliberate rejection 
of intellectualism, unlike many 
bands of their time-

OLD MAN
Counting... up? 

(exhales)
Now, now that was a rock song.
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INT. STUDIO - DAY

Two chairs, divided by a plant are sitting in front of a 
black backdrop.

The INTERVIEWER, early 20's- smartly dressed, sits opposite 
John who's wearing cargo shorts and a Hawaiian shirt.

(V.O)
(aided with archival 
footage)

Rock and Rock, whose music you've 
just been listening to, set the 
nation on fire in 1973 when they 
released their first single 
"counting... up". A record deal 
ensued, followed by four 
astronomically successful records. 
The bubble burst in 1990 after the 
band's highly messy, but unclear 
break up. With us in the studio 
today for his first TV appearance 
in over a decade- It's John Rock- 
front-man and founder of Rock and 
Rock, discussing, among other 
things: his upcoming Christmas 
album, entitled 'Christmas songs'.

INTERVIEWER
John! Welcome to the program, how 
are you feeling today?

JOHN ROCK
(unsure)

Yeah, good, yeah

INTERVIEWER
Nervous?

JOHN ROCK
(nervous)

Nah.

INTERVIEWER 
So I understand you're here to 
promote your new album 'Christmas 
Songs', and sing a few tracks from 
the record?

JOHN ROCK
(very guarded)

What's it to you? 
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INTERVIEWER
(absently)

Me? Personally? Well I'm a huge fan 
of Rock and Rock, and so it's 
exciting to finally be getting some 
new music after all these years.

JOHN ROCK
Well you're in luck bababooey.

INTERVIEWER
My favourite album was your final 
one, 'sounds and such'. Sonically, 
it really raised the bar.

JOHN ROCK
What's he got to do with it?

The Interviewer simply smiles, not quite understanding John.

There's a brief pause as neither speaks, John breaks the 
silence.

JOHN ROCK (CONT'D)
Fair 'nuf... 

(musing)
B. B. C. Big Big Company. 

(looks to the camera)
Yeah that's right. I have become a 
'Learnered' man during my hiatus- 
What's it to you hah?

(hah, like and exhale 
mixed with huh?)

INTERVIEWER
(with the tone of a care 
home nurse.)

What's your favourite song?

JOHN ROCK
(without hesitating)

My heart will go on- Celine Dion

INTERVIEWER
(apologetically)

Of your own work.

JOHN ROCK
"I think it's going to be a long 
long time Mr. Rocketman." that was 
probably one of the finest songs we 
ever made. I'm proud to have my 
name on it.  
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INTERVIEWER
I see.

JOHN ROCK
(uncomfortable)

Can I play my new songs now?

INTERVIEWER
Well I've got a few more questions. 

JOHN ROCK
(self indulgent)

Ok, sure, yeah, whatever, go on.

INTERVIEWER
Why did the band break up?

John says nothing, and stares off into the distance, reliving 
a painful memory 

INTERVIEWER (CONT'D)
John? John are you with us?

The Interviewer glances offscreen, slightly concerned

INTERVIEWER (CONT'D)
Is he? Is he ok?

VOICE OFF CAMERA
He does this sometimes. He's 
faking.

John snaps back 

JOHN ROCK
(hurt)

I thought I asked not to talk about 
this. I'm here for my new album. 
Not this shit. 

INTERVIEWER 
(coldly)

John, we also asked for you not to 
swear, but we don't always get what 
we want- Do we?. 

(beat)
But I am a benevolent God. Let‘s 
change the subject. 

Tension. John nods slightly.

INTERVIEWER (CONT'D)
In your final televised interview-
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JOHN ROCK 
(accusatory)

What about it?

INTERVIEWER
- in your final interview, you 
famously, or should I say 
infamously-

JOHN ROCK
Go with famously 

INTERVIEWER
-famously stated that you wanted to 
do everything John Lennon did. You 
made your commitment to the pledge 
clear when you ran a TV spot asking 
for a fat man in glasses to shoot 
you with a snub-nose-

JOHN ROCK
A personal low point for me, but I 
stand by it. 

INTERVIEWER
Many of your critics have wondered 
if this mission statement extends 
to your wife? 

JOHN ROCK
You mean, do I hit her? 

INTERVIEWER
Yes.

JOHN ROCK
Oh no, no, nah I wouldn't. Sharice 
is a doll, you wouldn't get any 
complaints from me! Naw.

(beat)
I beat John Lennon's wife.

INTERVIEWER
(In thought)

I see.

JOHN ROCK
Yoko's a great sport about the 
whole thing. Tea and everything 

INTERVIEWER
Right.
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JOHN ROCK
You know, before we get down to 
business I mean. 
 

INTERVIEWER
(abrupt.)

Machiavelli once said 'the 
impotence of the prince'. Do you 
Agree? 

JOHN ROCK
(motioning to crotch)

It still works, if that's what 
you're asking?

INTERVIEWER
It wasn't

JOHN ROCK
(defensive)

I'm in my prime, sexually speaking.

They fall into another silence, The Interviewer is looking 
around the studio.

John is counting on his fingers, but keeps making a mistake 
which means he must restart. 

INTERVIEWER
Picture this. 

JOHN ROCK
(shrewdly)

Okay.

INTERVIEWER
Baby Hitler, you're in the room 

JOHN ROCK
I see...

INTERVIEWER
But-

JOHN ROCK
(leaning in)

Oh yeah?

INTERVIEWER
You're... also a baby. 

John flinches, in the same way a Nazi might if he heard the 
words 'Nuremberg Trials' 
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JOHN ROCK
(standing up)

That's it, I want to play my song!

INTERVIEWER
Why did the band break up? John why 
did it break up?

JOHN ROCK
(sitting back down)

I'm not telling you.

INTERVIEWER
John. Why did the band break up.

JOHN ROCK
(childish, crossing arms)

I'm not telling you.

INTERVIEWER
I'm no longer asking John. I have 
the footage. 

JOHN ROCK
(aggressive)

Of what?

INTERVIEWER
You know what.

The Interviewer reaches under his chair to produce a cassette 
tape titled "2003"

JOHN ROCK
No. 

INTERVIEWER
Work with me here John. Why did the 
band break up.

JOHN ROCK
That interview never aired. How did 
you get the footage?

The Interviewer stands up suddenly. 

JOHN ROCK (CONT'D)
What are you doing? Stop it. Sit 
down.

The Interviewer gestures offstage 



9.

INTERVIEWER
Would our very special MYSTERY 
guest please come on down to the 
studio!

Canned applause as a second figure steps into frame, still 
obscured by darkness.

JOHN ROCK
(weakly)

Who‘s This then? I’ll knock your 
teeth in just give me a reason!

The studio lights go red. 

SHADOWY FIGURE
(in a very deep voice)

Why did the band break up John? The 
people deserve to know. 

INTERVIEWER
(almost like he's only 
just realised.)

We‘re the people! And we deserve to 
know!

The figure steps into the light, revealing a young man, 
around half John‘s age 

JOHN ROCK
John?

OTHER JOHN ROCK
(still moving forward)

Why John, why!

JOHN ROCK
(lost among the chants)

John what are you doing here?

INTERVIEWER 
(motioning to everyone in 
the studio)

Why John why! Why John why! Why 
john why! 

Soon, the whole studio is chanting. John’s mental state is 
shattering, tearing in two at the stark confrontation of his 
past behaviour 

It slowly begins to dawn on him that actions have 
consequences. This revelation is the final straw. 
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JOHN ROCK
(finally)

It was you! Rock and Rock wasn't 
big enough for two John Rock's. 

OTHER JOHN ROCK
(vindictive)

Your ego couldn't handle my 
success, or the weight of your own 
embarrassment. And I was a 
testament to it.

JOHN ROCK
Not true. My brain couldn't handle 
how much of a fucking bitch you 
were. I mean honestly you drove me 
up the fucking wall you with your 
"synths" and "brand endorsements" 
YOU ruined rock and rock. They 
always told me “don’t hire your 
son”. I should have listened.

The Interviewer seems to have missed this important 
revelation, owing to the fact he's trying to listen to the 
cassette tape he's holding, flying in the face of almost 
every principle on how cassette tapes work.

OTHER JOHN ROCK
*I* ruined rock and rock?

(chuckling in disbelief)

INTERVIEWER
(just happy to be 
involved)

*he* ruined rock and rock? 

OTHER JOHN ROCK
You're so far up your own ar-

JOHN ROCK
(defensively)

-You know what, I've had enough of 
your shit.

John stands up, and with the swiftness and precision of a man 
who does zumba, slaps the cassette out of the Interviewer‘s 
hand and crushes it under his foot. 

INTERVIEWER
(genuinely hurt)

John! That wasn’t very becoming of 
you, there was no need for that.
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JOHN ROCK
Fuck off you poncy prick. I made 
sounds and such while taking a 
shit.

The Interviewer slumps into his chair, on the verge of tears, 
his whole life- a lie.

The two stare at each other in stunned silence for a moment.

With each line the two take a respective step forward, ending 
up chest to chest.

JOHN ROCK (CONT'D)
Prick. 

OTHER JOHN ROCK
Bigot.

JOHN ROCK
(proud of self for knowing 
such a complex concept)

That's 'Reverse racism'.

Without missing a beat-

OTHER JOHN ROCK
The idea of reverse racism is 
racist 

JOHN ROCK
(self assured)

Well I’m sure president Nixon would 
beg to differ.

OTHER JOHN ROCK
President Nixon died the same time 
your career did. 

JOHN ROCK
(at a loss)

I never loved your mother. 

The Interviewer, now he's paying attention, reacts with a 
mixture of shock and delight. 

He mouths off camera “your Mother!” And leans forward, 
sparkle in his eye, like a child discovering the ninja 
turtles for the first time
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OTHER JOHN ROCK
(obviously hurt, reaching)

Your music is shit, I wouldn't 
listen to it if my life depended on 
it. 

JOHN ROCK
(resolved)

I'll save you the trouble then

John leaps forward and violently chokes his former bandmate, 
and son. The Interviewer does nothing- paralyzed by shock. 
All the while, John is workshopping the phrase “I’ll save you 
the trouble then”. After exactly 30 seconds, John 
relinquished his grip. Other John falls to the floor. 

JOHN ROCK (CONT'D)
(staring at hands covered 
in blood)

That line didn’t really Make sense.

He points off camera

JOHN ROCK (CONT'D)
(desperately)

Keep rolling, I'm going to play my-

The screen freezes. We pull back. What we just saw had all 
unfolded on a courtroom monitor. A well dressed lawyer is 
holding a remote in his hand

INT. COURTROOM - DAY

LAWYER
I think that speaks for itself 
really. He did it. Any questions?

JUDGE
Does the defendant have any 
comments?

John is sitting at the defendant table, with no lawyer. 
Across from him at the plaintiff table sits Other John Rock, 
wearing a neck brace.

JOHN ROCK
Listen your honour, I made an 
honest mistake. I just wanted to 
know what it would feel like.

JUDGE
So you assaulted him, live on air? 
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JOHN ROCK
There's no laws against that. 

(knowingly)
Free country innit. 

JUDGE
Well I'm afraid Mr Rock, there are 
quite a few laws against that 

JOHN ROCK
(get a load of this guy 
manner)

Yeah sure, whatever you say “your 
honour”

JUDGE 
(uninterested)

Do you have a statement for the 
jury?

JOHN ROCK
Who? Ah right yeah nah gotcha. 
Right. Ladies- 

(sleazy wink)
-of the jury, I implore you-

JUDGE
Shall we cut to the chase?

JOHN ROCK
No, there's one more thing I want 
to do.

John reaches under the desk, to produce a glockenspiel. 

JOHN ROCK  (CONT'D)
I would like to discuss my 
Christmas album. That‘s all I 
wanted to do.

(theatrically)
And through the power of music, I’m 
going to win you all over, show you 
I’m the good guy I know I am! 
Introducing: “Christmas from the 
perspective of a woman”: 

The courtroom lights dim and John plays the tune of “happy 
birthday“ on the ‘spiel.

JOHN ROCK (CONT'D)
Christmas, oh Christmas, I am a 
woman!
My femininity alters my per-spec-
tive on this holiday.

(MORE)
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JOHN ROCK (CONT'D)
The turkey is cooking! Oops, I 
better check the oven! I am not 
watching Back to The Future, as I 
do not find the film interesting to 
my feminine 'sensibilities'.

(clearly improvising)
Christmas! Christmas! Oh how being 
a woman changes my perspective on 
things!

The judge bangs his gavel-

SUPER: CRIME! The Set-Up, Part-one

JUDGE
(bored)

Guilty. Next!
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CASE #2: THE SHOPPER

BLACK SCREEN - VOICE OVER

TOMMY (V.O) 
(grizzled American accent 
)

Who am I? Come on, give me a break. 
Whadd'ya gonna ask next? The 
meaning of life. Naw. 
Fuggedaboutit. Who am I? Maybe I'm 
a good person... "good" person. 
It's all relative. "Good", "Bad" a 
neat categorization for kids or 
adults who haven't experienced the 
world yet. Morality, Father 
Christmas, The Tooth Fairy- the 
common theme? I used to believe in 
'em. They say a man is defined by 
his actions, but a man's actions 
are defined by him. So who's to 
blame? 

JUDGE (V.O)
Could you cut to the chase?

TOMMY, late thirties, clutches the witness stand for dear 
life, each pore on his face weathered with bad luck and 
disappointment. Despite the situation, he's enjoying his 
time. 

This case’s flashbacks are shot like a Noire detective movie, 
in black and white, with all characters wearing fedoras and 
puffing on cigars constantly.

INT. OFFICE - DAY [FLASHBACK]

TOMMY is dressed in a long beige trench coat with sunglasses 
and a fedora, with a playing card in the brim. He's sitting 
behind a large wooden desk, reading the Beano.

TOMMY (V.O)
It was a Tuesday. Overcast. Humid. 
Bad omens hung around, festering in 
the air.

INT. COURTROOM - DAY [BREAK FLASHBACK]

TOMMY is being cross examined in the witness stand. We focus 
on him exclusively.
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LAWYER
Stick to the essentials please Mr 
Gabaretti

TOMMY 
Sure, sure. It was like any other 
morning- I woke up, got dressed, 
spent fifteen minutes staring at 
myself in the mirror grappling with 
the weight of my own failure and 
inadequacy,

INT. 1950'S STYLED BATHROOM - DAY [FLASHBACK]

TOMMY (V.O)
brushed my teeth- In my line of 
work, a good smile could save your 
life. 

LAWYER (V.O)
And what is your line of work?

TOMMY (V.O)
-Unimportant. But like I said, it 
was a usual Tuesday. Until-

He lets the "until" hang for a moment, enjoying his moment in 
the spotlight.

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
-Two o'clock. What do I see come in 
the door? Nothin' other than a 
dolled up broad. Walks right in- no 
knocking nothing. What she had to 
say had to be important. But what 
she had to show...

INT. COURTROOM - CONTINUOUS [BREAK FLASHBACK]

Groans from the others in the courtroom, breaking the 
flashback

TOMMY
I'm telling you, she had it all! 
Eyes, ears... mouth. A real city 
gal, doesn't mince her words, oh 
no. Like a cat in a mousetrap, I 
was caught. 
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INT. OFFICE - LATER [FLASHBACK]

TOMMY (V.O)
She tells me about this new joint 
they just opened up in the city. 
Called "Sainsbury's" or something 
like that. She tells me I should 
come by some time, come see her. 
This chick was crazy for me, I 
could sense it. So what do I do? I 
play it cool, something about-

TOMMY (CONT'D)
-My diary-

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
- seeing if I could make it and 
whatever, you know- the usual. She 
passed me her card, and as suddenly 
as she arrived, she disappeared.

TOMMY gazes longingly through the frosted glass window of his 
office door.

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
Anyway, a coupl-a minutes later the 
chump whose office I was sitting in 
comes and kicks me out... His loss 
in my opinion. 

INT. COURTROOM - CONTINUOUS [BREAK FLASHBACK]

LAWYER
You have kids right? Two?

TOMMY
Yeah that's right. 

LAWYER
And do they know you're homeless? 

TOMMY
(smiling, confused, the 
accent briefly slips)

What are ya talkin' about?

LAWYER

Nevermind, proceed.

The lawyer takes a note, which he then hands to the judge. 
The judge nods.
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TOMMY
So I'm out on the street, thinking 
to myself "hey Tommy! Whadd'ya 
gonna do now?" 

EXT. STREET - DAY [FLASHBACK]

TOMMY is standing in the street, wearing the same clothes as 
before, but shabbier. He constantly turns left and right, 
having a conversation with himself in his head.

Left.

TOMMY (V.O)
well I don't know TOMMY, What am I 
gonna do now! 

(forced laugh)
You know! I can't go back in there!

He points to the Starbucks he has just been thrown out of.

Right.

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
You're a survivor Tommy, You'll 
figure this one out. You always do. 
Super Tommy! Private eye.

Left.

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
Let's go to that broad's place, you 
know you're good for it. 

Right.

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
You're right.

Left.

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
(persuasively)

They might have central heating 
there!

Right, but he's struggling to keep up.

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
Exactly! And we deserve a break

Left.
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TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
We do! Crime may never sleep, but 
we do. 

Right.

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
We do!

A man walks past him, and TOMMY steps forward. The two 
collide.

They both apologise, and the man walks away. Tommy opens up 
the wallet he had just snatched.

INT. COURTROOM - CONTINUOUS [BREAK FLASHBACK]

The congregation looks concerned as TOMMY looks left and 
right on the witness stand. Not saying anything. Finally he 
speaks. 

TOMMY
So I went to Sainsbury's.

(beat)
I had about 30 dollars that I had 
taken as evidence from that guy's 
wallet and I was hungry. Hungry for 
answers. 

The lawyer holds up a ziploc bag with a wallet inside it, the 
bag is labelled "exhibit A".

INT. SUPERMARKET - DAY [FLASHBACK]

Our protagonist stands in front of three shopping lanes, 
separate from those around him. He's holding a basket in his 
right hand, his clothes in better condition than last time. 

TOMMY (V.O)
I had a choice to make. How to pay. 
I'd be hung before I got in line 
with those cosmopolitan schmucks at 
the self service checkout, 
replacing humans with machines. 
Firing me. 

(halfheartedly)
It was all connected.

(renewed vigour)
But first, purchase!

(MORE)
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TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
The regular tills looked like an 
orthodox funeral, and I couldn't 
see my gal anywhere, she must have 
already left. Maybe travelling the 
world, or seducing an African 
warlord or somethin'.

Our focus shifts to each aisle in turn, as described.

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
That left the 'twelve items or 
less' aisle. Abandoned, there was a 
hunched, shadowy figure manning the 
sole counter. I knew there was 
something fishy with it from the 
moment I saw it. But still, 
something about it called out to 
me, longingly, like an illicit 
European lover.

TOMMY walks slowly, deliberately towards the counter.

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
Sure, I knew it was wrong- my 
thirteen items weighed heavy on 
both my arm, and my soul- but what 
choice did I have? I'll tell you. 
None. None at all, I was down on my 
luck, with nowhere to turn. What 
choice did I have?

TOMMY places the basket on the counter

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
Full of criminal hope, I greeted 
the cashier, 'cos I'm nice like 
that, and it was in that moment, my 
world shattered. 

The shadowy figure steps forward into the light in an overtly 
dramatic way, wearing a full Nazi uniform- cap and armband to 
boot. He looks identical to the plaintiff, but behaves in a 
cartoonish manner.

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
It turns out, this guy right here? 
He's a bona fide NAZI. 

INT. COURTROOM - CONTINUOUS [BREAK FLASHBACK]

The plaintiff is sitting opposite the witness stand, and 
throws up his hands in frustration
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PLAINTIFF 
(incredulous)

What!?

The lawyer motions to him to stand down, and nods to TOMMY to 
continue.

TOMMY
But it doesn't end there, oh no. 
God is real, and he hates me. 
Because the man standing in front 
of me had not ten, not eleven, but 
twelve fingers. And for those not 
in the arithmetic business, these 
two bonus feelers brought the 
Nazi's capacity for-

PLAINTIFF
(regular English accent)

- It's a medical condition!

Again, the plaintiff is silenced, TOMMY continues

INT. SUPERMARKET - CONTINUOUS [FLASHBACK]

We cut constantly between TOMMY behind the witness stand in 
the courtroom during his retelling, and the flashback of the 
events.

As the retelling progresses, the American accent gets weaker 
and weaker, shifting to a more 'Sherlock Holmes' accent and 
style.

TOMMY (V.O)
- The extra mandibles brought his 
capacity for sequential counting up 
to twelve, a priceless skill in the 
'twelve items or less' trade. There 
was no way my deceit would go 
unnoticed, but I could hardly back 
down now. 

The items are scanned, and bagged

TOMMY  (CONT'D)
(natural English accent)

So uh, you come here often?

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
I attempted to make small talk with 
the fascist-
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PLAINTIFF (V.O)
Objec-

He falls silent, mid sentence

TOMMY (V.O)
I attempted to make small talk with 
the fascist in the hopes of 
throwing him off his mental 
arithmetic. He was well used to 
moral deviants like myself however, 
as nothing could deter him from his 
task- recording each and every item 
on his twelve fingers. Cheese and 
Onion crisps, a controversial 
choice for number eleven, but I was 
never one for the mainstream. His 
suspicion was aroused when basic 
spatial intuition told him that the 
two remaining items were unlikely 
to make a sum total of twelve. He 
scanned the instant ramen and put 
up his final, mutated, super-
finger. Just to be sure. 

NAZI
(in a caricatured German 
accent)

That's...
(referring to his fingers)

Twelve.

TOMMY (V.O)
All of his fingers raised wasn't 
enough. He then ups the ante and 
raises both his arms to the 
heavens. I'll be honest with you 
your honour, I'll be upfront. I 
cowered. I'm not ashamed to say it. 
The sudden fear he would invoke 
some arcane supremacist deity to 
strike me down where I stood, took 
hold of me. After a moment, I 
realised the Nazi was pointing at 
the sign above his head.

The sign reads: Twelve Items or Less

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
No longer paralysed by my fear, I 
reflected on the diminutive man in 
front of me, feeling pity, 
I tried to reason with him. Cos I'm 
that kinda guy.
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TOMMY (CONT'D)
It's just one more item, couldn't 
you just, you know...

INT. COURTROOM - CONTINUOUS [BREAK FLASHBACK]

TOMMY (V.O)
(gravely)

As far as words go, these were the 
wrong ones. Enraged, the Nazi 
reached under the desk and pulls 
out a Luger from the till, pointing 
it right between my eyes. 

Beat, TOMMY enjoys the moment of suspense. The others in the 
room are not amused.

INT. SUPERMARKET - CONTINUOUS [FLASHBACK]

NAZI
(screaming)

GET OUT! ICH BIN SPRACH DIE 
FATERLAND LEBENSRAUM 

TOMMY
(also shouting)

THAT'S NOT REAL GERMAN! THOSE WORDS 
DON'T MAKE SENSE! YOU! YOU... FREAK 
OF NATURE!

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
I'll be the first to admit it, 
things got heated. But I'm no 
pushover. The best defence was 
offence, I doubled down-

TOMMY (CONT'D)
You're  a very small, little man! 
When's your bedtime little baby-
man?

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
-Impressing even myself with my 
skills of verbal combat. 

INT. COURTROOM - CONTINUOUS [BREAK FLASHBACK]

TOMMY
(somewhat unhinged)

My acquaintances and fellow 
witnesses will attest-
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The congregation looks on TOMMY with pity, he has no 
acquaintances or fellow witnesses

TOMMY (CONT'D)
-I'm a relaxed guy, one you might 
associate with the phrase "keeping 
it mellow". But I had tasted power, 
and was too far gone for "keeping 
it mellow".

INT. SUPERMARKET - CONTINUOUS [FLASHBACK]

TOMMY (V.O)
I had tasted freedom, and now no 
moral code could restrain me. Freed 
from the shackles of society, I now 
finally had the courage to utter 
the words:

TOMMY (CONT'D)
I Tommy Garbaretti, would like to 
speak... to your manager!

TOMMY (V.O) (CONT'D)
He grew visibly pale and the Luger 
slipped from his hand. In 
accordance with the supermarket 
covenant, having heard my 
declaration of intent, THE MANAGER 
now made his way towards me. THE 
MANAGER was a very large man, 
although at first he looked very 
small. I would later find out this 
was because he was far away. 

As THE MANAGER walks, a timpani plays in time with his gait

The manager speaks like the leader of an Italian-American 
crime family

As he makes his way over to the pair, he bumps into passers 
by:

THE MANAGER 
Hey! I'm walkin‘ here!

He makes it to the counter.

Tommy is mixing metaphors. He drops the Sherlock impression 
and resumes private eye
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THE MANAGER (CONT'D)
(literally shouting)

Ay! What seems to be the issue over 
here? 

TOMMY takes a step back, the manager takes a step forwards 

TOMMY
(also shouting)

Hey Listen pal, this cashier here 
seems to be a Nazi!

THE MANAGER
(now doing a bad Brando)

You come into my house? You eat my 
food? And you want to tell me that 
my cashier is a Nazi? This man 
right here? This good man?

TOMMY (V.O)
This city was full of crooks, I’d 
bet my final cent the Nazi was 
paying off this bent supervisor. 

The Nazi, in full uniform, once again holding the Luger, 
nods, furious, and loads a clip into the sidearm.

THE MANAGER
(now doing a De Niro)

And what about free speech huh! You 
talkin' about state control? Huh! 
It would be just as bad for you or 
I to become the 'thought police' 
and tell him what he is and isn't 
allowed to believe. 

(vaugely New York-ian)
arrrgaaahbaahba!

The Nazi raises the weapon once again and mumbles something 
in German. The sequence plays out in slow motion, with the 
manager babbling incoherent and improvised De Niro-isms, the 
Nazi shouting in German, and TOMMY looking phenomenally calm, 
observing.

TOMMY
It was at that point, the Nazi shot 
me. 

(beat- it's a painful 
memory)

He falls to the floor, still talking 
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TOMMY (CONT'D)
I felt the light fading, I 
reflected on my hubris. It served 
me right really, the twelve items 
or less aisle is an immutable, 
primal law of nature.

A pool of blood forms around him

TOMMY (CONT'D)
I knew the risks, and when you 
tamper with the primal laws of 
nature- it would be foolish to 
expect anything other than 
retribution.

INT. COURTROOM - CONTINUOUS [BREAK FLASHBACK]

TOMMY
Do I have any regrets? Only one. 

TOMMY moves out of the witness stand, completely fine, and 
strolls towards the jury box.

TOMMY (CONT'D)
My only regret, is that this man is 
still free to terrorise all who 
dare venture into  a supermarket or  
franchised department store. 
Allowing this criminal to walk free 
would be setting a very dangerous 
precedent for deviant cashiers 
worldwide. I paid my price,

(he references some 
imaginary injury)

but justice still remains unserved. 
I urge you, members of the jury, 
don't make the same mistake I did. 
Do the right thing. Thank you.

He rests his head against the stand, you know- like in the 
movies. 

PLAINTIFF
(can no longer stay quiet)

You were screaming at me about a 
conspiracy. There was no manager. 
You were tased and arrested.

TOMMY pretends not to hear this, or perhaps he really 
doesn't.
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JUDGE
(looks at the jury)

How are we feeling? Can we wrap 
this one up?

All in the jury nod.

JUDGE  (CONT'D)
(pitying)

Mr Garbaretti, you are hereby 
charged with petty theft and 
disturbing the peace. However, 
having seen your testimony, rather 
than community service, I am 
recommending a total psychological 
evaluation, with punishment 
pending.

TOMMY remains silent, but the illusion has shattered. His 
silence is no longer a stoic one, but that of a man lost for 
words, not knowing what to believe.

The judge bangs the gavel.

JUDGE (CONT'D)
Dismissed.

CUT TO:
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CASE #3: HIT AND RUN

INT. KITCHEN - SUNSET

SIMON [Early 20's, entitled - knows it - doesn't care. 
Projects a facade of easy going but in reality very severe.] 
and JACOB [also early 20's - a poor man's lebowski.] are 
sitting around a long white table inside a modern kitchen. 
It's a quiet night in. They're thumbing through old photos 
and letters. The same man is present in all of them.

JACOB
He will be missed. 

SIMON
Not by me.

JACOB is throwing prawns in the air and trying to catch them 
with his mouth

JACOB
Really?

SIMON
Really. In fact, I'm glad he's 
dead.

Jacob laughs 

JACOB
Ha, yeah, man he really died didn't 
he. 

SIMON
Yeah... what?

JACOB
Like... he's dead. 

SIMON
Yeah, I know?

Jacob has stopped popping prawns, and is sitting very still, 
nervous.

JACOB
Yeah, well I was just saying-

SIMON
You've gone red.
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JACOB
(red)

No I haven't

SIMON
(with an edge)

Yes you have. 
(faux-jokingly)

What are you hiding.

JACOB
(Formal)

I have no idea what you're talking 
about.

SIMON
(playful)

What do you know?

JACOB
Nothing!

SIMON
(as if quoting 'A Few Good 
Men'.)

What are you hiding!

JACOB
(sweating)

Nothing! I swear!

Simon's phone rings. The caller is titled "Do not pay me, do 
not answer my calls". Simon lets the phone ring off and Jacob 
attempts to regain his composure. 

SIMON
Remember Chloe? She hated me at the 
end of it

He chuckles to himself - proud of the turn.

JACOB
(can't keep it in)

He's living in Oregon! 

SIMON
(absently)

It's pronounced "Or-Gon", you don't 
do the 'e'. 

JACOB
Oh I apologise, he's living in "Or-
Gon"
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Simon cottons to what Jacob is referencing.

SIMON
(incredulous)

Wait, who's living in Oregon?

JACOB
(apologetically)

Your uncle.

SIMON
(serious)

My uncle's dead.

JACOB
He's not dead he's living in 
Oregon.

Jacob flinches again, knowing he's let something sensitive 
slip. 

SIMON 
(slowly)

So he isn't dead?

JACOB
No, he's alive, and he's living in 
Oregon.

SIMON
(picking up speed)

And he's living in Oregon?

JACOB
Yeah.

Simon stands up, agitated, pacing.

SIMON
Why did we have a funeral then?

JACOB
The funeral wasn't real, it was for 
tax purposes.

SIMON
Tax purposes? I gave his eulogy for 
Christ's sake. And I hated him. I 
hated him and yet had the decency 
to give him the nicest damn Eulogy 
Wonersh has ever seen. 

Simon is getting more and more worked up
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JACOB
(conspiratorially)

I know, I could hardly believe it.

SIMON
My God Jacob, it was open casket. 

JACOB
(shrugs)

It needed to seem authentic.

SIMON
Jacob it was Open Casket! Who's 
body was that!

Jacob, sensing the rising animosity, also stands up and 
starts backing away- towards the kitchen counter.

JACOB
Listen Simon I see now, in 
retrospect, I should not have told 
you this. That's on me. 

SIMON
Jacob. 

JACOB
It was from another funeral! we 
just reused the corpse. With the 
right floral display anything is 
possible. Okay?

SIMON
You were in on this?

JACOB
It's not like that Simon, it was-

SIMON
(raising his voice)

-You were in on this?

Jacob, being a man of almost no spine, is easily panicked. 

JACOB
(apologetically)

It needed to be authentic?

Simon, in a menacing manner, approaches Jacob 

JACOB (CONT'D)
(panicked)

Simon, listen we can talk about 
this --



32.

SIMON
I called him a loving father! I 
couldn't look Julie in the eyes 
that whole day!

Simon does his best frankenstien('s monster) - arms 
outstreched and moving towards Jacob.

Jacob cannot take the accountability any longer. He grabs a 
knife from the block and slashes at Simon's throat.

He then ducks under Simon's outstretched arms and leaps out 
of the open window.

JACOB
(shouting through the 
window)

Sorry! Simon but it was self 
defence!

Simon clutches his weeping neck. 

SIMON
(gargling)

What the fuck!

EXT - STREET - CONTINUOUS

Jacob is sprinting down the street, away from the crime 
scene, panting heavily.

JACOB 
(to self)

Oh God, oh God. What have I done. 
Oh God! 

He doubles over, already exhausted.

JACOB (CONT'D)
No Jacob, you had to do it. He was 
going to kill you, you saw that 
look in his eyes. He's a psycho, 
you knew that and you especially 
don't get in the way of family. 
These people are batshit about that 
kinda- 

LAWYER (V.O)
Jacob could hear the roar of a 
Toyota behind him, Simon had 
entered hot pursuit. With one hand 
on the wheel, and the other on his 
still bleeding throat.

(MORE)
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LAWYER (V.O) (CONT'D)
Simon pulled up next to Jacob, who 
has started running again, 
desperately.

SIMON
WHERE IN OREGON!

JACOB
WHAT?

SIMON
WHERE IN OREGON!

JACOB
I DON'T KNOW! He changed his name 
to- *panting* - Ernest... uh 
Lipschtok. Maybe that... Maybe that 
helps?

SIMON
YOU'RE LYING!

LAWYER (V.O.)
The human sprint, even at the best 
of times, is simply no match for 
the strength and speed of a Toyota 
Corolla.

Jacob was running out of options. 

SIMON
HOW MUCH DID HE PAY YOU?

Simon is still screaming, and swerving wildly all over the 
road.

JACOB
Like... thirty pounds. Please --

SIMON
(taken aback)

A month?

JACOB
No?

SIMON
What were you thinking?

JACOB
He told me it was tax free!
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SIMON
Thirty pounds is always tax free, 
idiot!

There is a pause, Jacob is running out of steam.

JACOB
(desperately)

Have I mentioned how nice your car 
is? I imagine you have a lot of 
trunk space in that.

Simon is annoyed due to his throat being open but cannot deny 
the prowess of the 2004 Corolla.

SIMON
(amicably)

It's even bigger than what you 
would expect, and the miles to 
gallon ratio is very respectable. 
Don't get me started on the dual 
zone automatic air conditioning...

LAWYER (V.O.)
Jacob noticed a side street, and 
thinking Simon distracted by the 
precision engineering of the 
Japanese Automobile, formulated a 
plan to cross in front of the car 
to reach the alleyway.

SIMON
... Four point two inch colour 
display ...

As the lawyer narrates, we see the events he describes 
depicted.

LAWYER (V.O.)
However, unfortunately for both the 
defendant and the prosecution, 
Jacob was by all accounts, thick in 
the head and tried to cross in 
front of the car. 

(beat)
What little spine Jacob had, hit 
the front fender of the Corolla.

Simon almost reluctantly hits the breaks, Jacob's body slides 
to the floor. 

Simon got out of the car as gracefully as one would with a 
flesh wound on the side of one's throat.
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Both parties, now covered in blood, stared at each other for 
an extended moment. 

Then, Jacob tries to climb to his feet - unsuccessfully.

JACOB
(weakly)

I'll tell everyone you tried to 
kill me.

SIMON
You stabbed me!

JACOB
It was self defence you monster!

LAWYER (V.O)
Simon had a decision to make. There 
was a dumpster in the alleyway - 
the lease on the Corola was only 
monthly - and to seal the deal, a 
final, dark thought.

SIMON
(Loud)

No face, no case.

Jacob laughs out of a mix of desperation and confusion 

JACOB
Wh- what? Simon, come on, it's me.

LAWYER (V.O.)
Jacob struggles to get to his feet, 
but is unsuccessful.

JACOB
Ah come off it Simon, you know I 
didn't mean that -

The bleeding on Simon's neck has slowed

LAWYER (V.O.)
The defendent bent over, and began 
to drag Jacob's body towards the 
car.

JACOB
(very rapidly)

- You're taking me to the hospital? 
You're a good friend Simon, you 
always have been. Sure, a little- 

(in pain)
(MORE)
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JACOB (CONT'D)
Ah - stuck up, a little concerned 
about reputation or whatever. - ow! 
- that uncle stuff really got to 
you didn't it, you couldn't stand 
being made a fool of ...

LAWYER (V.O)
Simon propped Jacob's head inside 
the doorwell on the driver's side, 
as you can see from this diagram... 
here.

Simon takes a moment to apply pressure to his flesh wound, as 
well as to emotionally reflect. 

JACOB
Man, you took that pretty hard... 
hey so uh, we going or what

Simon ignores him, struggling to emotionally connect to the 
scene. 

LAWYER (V.O)
What follows, is taken almost 
directly from Simon's written 
confession of the events. He has 
his best friend's head in the door 
of his car- helpless. He takes a 
deep breath, and slams the car door 
onto the Victim's face. Again. And 
again. And again. He screams as he 
does it. 

(mockingly)
Sweet release. He slams the door 
over and over. Then a scream of 
terror- He looks up.

(beat)
A children's birthday party had 
been taking place across the 
street, about 30 witnesses, all 
corroborating our story. Hearing 
the commotion they all rushed out 
front to see what was going on. 

An ice cream falls out of the hand of a boy wearing a "nine 
today" hat.

An exhausted father looks at the carnage across the street, 
at a loss for words.

A distraught mother is emoting wildly over the phone.



37.

SIMON
(apologetically)

I don't normally do this.

It starts to rain.

INT. COURTROOM - DAY

The judge looks deeply disturbed. 

LAWYER
Your honour- the evidence is 
indisputable.

JUDGE.
Does the defendant have anything 
else to add?

Simon, In an orange jumpsuit behind the witness table, shakes 
his head and says nothing. 

The gavel bangs.

Simon's face is emotionless - a blank canvas.

JUDGE (O.C)
Guilty.

The rest of the court scene is allowed to play out - Simon 
being taken away, the jury and miscellaneous attendants 
leaving, discussing the case as if it were the most mundane 
thing in existence

SUPER: CRIME! The Set-Up, Part One.

FADE OUT.

END OF PART ONE.
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THE SET-UP, PART TWO.

FADE IN:

INT. APARTMENT - MORNING

JACK, 19, in one movement hits the start button on an ageing 
PC tower and lights a cigarette. 

The Windows 98 logo illuminates Jack's face and he takes a 
drag. 

The home screen loads and Jack's starts violently coughing, 
looking at the cigarette in disgust and throwing it away.

The computer background is a picture of James Carville with 
the quote "but I'd rather not predict, I'd rather affect" 
superimposed over him. The mouse lingers on his face as Jack 
waits for his email to load.

On the wall behind the computer is a whiteboard with the 
following written on it:

TO DO:
- Break up with girlfriend
- Attend funeral

Jack opens a new email and sends the file 'eulogyFINAL2.pdf' 
to 'SimonNuman@googlemail.com'. 

While he waits for the email to send, he looks over at his 
desk and lovingly picks up a framed photograph of Oprah 
Winfrey gazing at it for a moment, then setting it down next 
to another framed photo of Judd Apatow. 

The email sends and Jack goes over to the fridge, inside of 
which is a framed photo of Michelle Obama.

JACK
(respectfully)

Ms. Obama.

He takes out a carton of milk and sniffs it- it's off. 

He walks back over to the whiteboard and adds: 'Get Milk' to 
his to do list. Reminded, he taps 'break up with girlfriend' 
pensively.  

INT. ALLY'S HOUSE - DAY

Jack is leaning on the dresser, deep in thought. Behind him 
sits ALLY, 19, as in Alison, on the bed- in a similar state.
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There is a distance between the two characters in the room, 
roughly the size of an elephant. 

JACK 
I'm gay.

ALLY
(compassionate)

No you're not 

JACK
(mock offended)

You don't know that...

Both pause, Jack still has his back to her.

ALLY
I just wish you would have loved me 
as much as you loved yourself.

JACK
(flippant)

I just wish you would have loved 
me. 

ALLY
You never let me love you - you 
were so afraid of getting hurt or 
whatever, that you never let me in. 

JACK
(deadpan)

Hi, have we met? My name's Jack and 
I'm a cliché.

ALLY
(not rising to it)

You're so in love with yourself 
it's actually embarrassing. You 
aren't even capable of not being 
ironic, or sarcastic or whatever 
this is when you're breaking up 
with me. Can't you at least do me 
that courtesy?

JACK
Oh? You want me to stop deflecting 
and deal with this rationally? Nice 
try witch lady but it's not going 
to happen.

ALLY
You can't help yourself! What are 
you even parodying? You are you!

(MORE)
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ALLY (CONT'D)
If all you are is a parody of 
someone else, you are just that 
parody, it doesn't make any sense - 
you're nothing except this 
abstraction and it's so fucking 
annoying. 

JACK
That's really great, that's really 
insightful. But you're wrong. I can 
be serious, I'm perfectly capable 
of processing my emotions 
rationally, I just don't care 
enough about you to bother. 

This hurts.

ALLY
Then what do you care about?

JACK
(without missing a beat)

That's for me to know, and for you 
to not know. 

ALLY
Kill yourself. I mean it.

JACK
I bet you do. 

(beat)
You want me to love you more than 
you love me? Try being funnier. Try 
being smarter. Try being more 
interesting. Try being better. 

(almost sheepish)
It's played out I admit it, but I'm 
above you.

ALLY
Have you ever heard of protagonist 
syndrome?

JACK
I mean it. The me generation may 
have falsely appropriated the 
phrase but I mean it, sincerely. 
I'm the real deal. I'm special.

(shrugging)
I'm better than you.

ALLY
(bitter)

I'm sure you are. 
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JACK
You're saying that because you've 
got nothing better to say because 
you know I'm right. Admit it! I'm 
right. 

ALLY
(mocking)

You're so right Jack, I cower in 
awe at the size of your intellect.

JACK
You're trying to rob me of it, but 
I'll take it. This is it, I win. 

ALLY
Please get over yourself. 

JACK
I'm not being arrogant or cocky, I 
just believe in myself. In a 
generation of children whose 
defence mechanism is self 
deprecation and loathing who don't 
dare be good at anything in case 
their peers feel threatened, I'm a 
god among men. I don't hate myself, 
I'm not insecure or codependent- I 
love myself and it scares you.

ALLY
It doesn't scare me, it irritates 
me. 

JACK
Do you know why? You think you're 
better than me. Everyone thinks 
their better than everyone else, 
subconsciously, we all suffer from 
protagonist syndrome. The only 
difference? I am actually the 
protagonist. You're just a 
distraction.

ALLY
(calm)

Goodbye Jack. 

JACK
And you're a walking red flag and 
you're ugly and I hate you.

ALLY
Good luck with that.
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Jack finally turns to face her.

JACK
You should have just let me be gay.

ALLY
I wish.

JACK
your fate was no-one's but your 
own. This is on you.

Ally's Mother- EILEEN walks into the room.

EILEEN
Now I know it's a little bit early 
in the day but I'm making spaghetti 
carbonara with goats milk.

The two look at her, expecting more. Eileen shifts her gaze 
between the two, with a steely intensity uncommon post 
carbonara announcements. 

Finally, Jack takes initiative.

JACK
(gravely)

Thank you Ms O'Cleary but I'm 
afraid I've just broken up with 
your daughter. 

EILEEN
(hopefully)

Was it amicable?

JACK
No Ms. O'Cleary, it was not. 

He walks past her and pats her shoulder

JACK (CONT'D)
Also, I'm lactose intolerant. Not 
sure where goat's milk falls on 
that spectrum but better safe than 
sorry.

Eileen looks at him meekly, then past him to Ally who has 
hardened. 

EXT. ALLY'S HOUSE - 

Jack is putting on his bike helmet and getting ready to go. 
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JACK 
(to himself)

OK, that went well, but I have some 
notes.

MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. GRAVEYARD - DAY

Jack is standing at the back of the crowd, still wearing the 
bike helmet. The eulogies are commencing. A large floral 
display masks the body in the coffin, despite it being open. 
Sobbing twins take the stage and begin to do a bad acapella 
version of 'Love will tear us apart' (o/e)

JACK
Oh man, I didn't expect this to be 
so depressing

A man in front of him turns around 

FUNERAL ATTENDEE
It's a funeral.

JACK
You make a good point.

There’s a pause

FUNERAL ATTENDEE
Who are you?

JACK
Who are you?

Jack quickly moves away before he can be questioned further. 
The twins finish their song.

Jack pushes to the front just in time for Simon to get up and 
deliver his eulogy.

SIMON
Gerald was, and always will be a 
great man. Unfortunately, he is 
dead. That's a fact we all have to 
come to terms with, some of us, 
sooner than others. 

Jack is very proud of his prose.
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SIMON (CONT'D)
A loving father to many- my uncle. 
He will be sorely missed and we 
will be sure to keep him in our 
hearts from this life, to the next.

JACK 
(under breath)

Short and sweet baby.

FUNERAL ATTENDEE 2
What?

JACK
(pointing, but dry)

Oh my god he's reanimating. 

The funeral attendee looks away, hoping to see a zombie. 
Unfortunately it was a bare faced lie. She looks back but 
Jack is gone. 

CUT TO:

EXT. GARDEN - LATER

Jack is walking around the garden party, drink in hand, 
searching for Simon. Instead he sees Ally. Who disappears 
into the crowd.

Jack tries to chase after her, but is accosted by an ELDERLY 
MOURNER.

ELDERLY MOURNER
You ever seen a dog rip a man‘s 
face off?

Jack is caught completely off guard by this.

JACK
(stopping suddenly)

Sorry what?

ELDERLY MOURNER
Then eat it? 

JACK
Go on.

ELDERLY MOURNER
Because I have. 

JACK
Who‘s face was it?
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ELDERLY MOURNER
(raising finger)

His. 

Jack turns around to see a man whose face is wrapped in 
reddened bandages 

JACK
Whoa.

ELDERLY MOURNER
(at Jack’s shoulder)

It happened this morning.

JACK
Whose dog was it?

ELDERLY MOURNER
(making intense eye 
contact)

Mine.

It's at this moment that Jack sees Simon, who is walking 
towards an apple tree at the side of the garden- He runs over 
to him.

JACK
Simon! Hi, Jack-

He extends his hand but Simon does not take it

JACK (CONT'D)
I ghostwrote the eulogy for you?

SIMON
(evasively)

Oh yeah, yeah that was great. 

JACK
Um well, this is kind of awkward, 
but you never actually paid me. 

SIMON
Listen, James-

Jack doesn't correct him

SIMON (CONT'D)
My uncle just died- you understand. 
I need some time to process-

JACK
Two to three business days?
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SIMON
What?

JACK
No ignore me.

SIMON
I'll call you okay? Do not call me. 

JACK
I really need the money--

SIMON
Then get a real job. 

At that moment, ALLY comes back with a large man dressed in a 
black suit. 

ALLY
Him!

JACK
Why are you here?!

ALLY
He was my uncle idiot. Why are you 
here.

JACK
(pointing behind him)

Wait, You know him?

ALLY
What?

Simon is gone 

ALLY (CONT'D)
Why are you here?

JACK
Someone here owes me money. 

ALLY
You owe me money!

JACK
(backing away)

Ok but who’s counting, honestly 

BOUNCER
(to Ally)

You don’t need to talk to this guy-
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Jack bends over and throws some dirt at the bouncer, as if it 
would achieve something, and in the confusion bolts towards 
the exit 

The bouncer isn’t confused, because it was dirt, and 
immediately chases after him.

Jack reaches the driveway at the front of the house, just in 
time to see Simon drive away in his 2004 Toyota Corolla. He 
mounts his bike, but Simon is long gone 

JACK
Fuck!

He bangs on the handlebars in frustration, as he does so, the 
bouncer comes through the front of the house with a baseball 
bat. Jack scoops up a pathetic amount of gravel to the drive 
and throws it at the bouncer, who blocks it with the bat as 
if he were some sort of Jedi knight. Jack races away, nearly 
hitting some funeral goers exiting the party. The bouncer 
doesn‘t care enough to chase him and heads back inside.

CUT TO:

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - MOMENTS LATER

Jack is cycling as fast as he can, intensely frustrated at 
how events unfolded. 

He calls Simon, but he doesn't answer. He checks behind him 
to see if he was followed. He was not.

He pulls over to the side of the road and uses his battered 
iPhone four and opens a PDF of a phone book. 

A police car drives past with sirens on, but it does not stop

CUT TO:

EXT. STREET - DAY

Simon is still stood by the passenger side door of the 
Corolla, rooted in place. 

He looks down at his bloodied hands, then to the mutilated 
torso of Jacob. 

The participants of the birthday party across the street run 
indoors to shelter from the rain, children still screaming.

Siren's sound in the distance, getting closer and closer and 
rising in volume. 
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Simon is totally removed from the situation, as if observing 
himself with intellectual curiosity

From across the street a FATHER calls out to him

FATHER
You're a monster!

Simon doesn’t care.

The first police car arrives, an OFFICER with his gun drawn 
edges towards Simon, shouting commands that are 
unintelligible to him. 

Paramedics run to bandage his neck, which has more or less 
stopped spewing blood.

Simon does not resist the handcuffs being placed on his 
wrists, he gets into the back of the cruiser without any 
complaints, never taking his eyes of Jacob. 

His phone rings again-

CUT TO:

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

Jack is still trying to find Simon in the phone book. 

Another police car and and ambulance pass him, sirens 
blaring.

CUT TO:

INT. ALLY'S HOUSE, KITCHEN - DAY

Ally and her mother are sitting at opposite ends of a long 
wooden kitchen table.

EILEEN
- You know O'cleary events get 
heated, that's why we had that 
bouncer in the first place.

Ally is hiding behind a cereal box, avoiding all eye contact.

ALLY
I just don't understand what gives 
him the right to stroll into a 
funeral wake for God's sake. Acting 
like he owns the place, like he...

(MORE)



49.

ALLY (CONT'D)
like he has some sort of authority 
over me, like he's better than me--

EILEEN
(softly)

--Let it all out--

ALLY
(abrupt)

Someone... ought to teach him a 
lesson

Eileen reaches out to her daughter at the other end of the 
table in a comically futile gesture, but endearing none the 
less.

Ally suddenly jumps up out of her seat and sprints out of the 
room.

CUT TO:

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

JACK
(under breath)

Gotcha. 

He's found Simon's address, finally. He closes safari and 
opens up phone, ringing Simon again. He doesn't answer but 
Jack lets it go to voicemail.

JACK (CONT'D)
Hello, Simon? It's Jack here. I'm 
coming to your house to get my 
money. If you aren't there I'm 
breaking in and stealing it. Except 
it isn't stealing because you owe 
me the money in the first place. 

(automatically)
Okay, talk to you soon, bye!

He hangs up and opens maps, Simon's house is 3 minutes away. 

Jack mounts the bike and starts cycling.

CUT TO:

INT. POLICE CRUISER - DAY

Simon is sitting in the back of the BMW Three series like 
it's nothing. 
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POLICEMAN
Nice car you had back there--

SIMON
(polite, but not friendly)

Thanks

POLICEMAN
Corolla?

SIMON
Something like that...

Simon's phone starts ringing- he ignores it.

POLICEMAN
Boy, someone really wants to get a 
hold of you.

POLICEWOMAN
Aren't you going to answer it?

Simon holds up his handcuffed wrists in reply. The ringing 
stops, and the line clicks.

SIMON
It sounds like it's going to 
voicemail. 

POLICEWOMAN
(expositionarily)

Do you have that model that plays 
the voicemail out loud like some 
older landlines do?

SIMON
I do actually. 

Jacks voicemail plays.

POLICEMAN
I don't know about you guys, but 
that sounds like intent to commit a 
crime.

POLICEWOMAN
(leaning behind)

Simon, where's your house?

CUT TO:
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INT. ALLY'S HOUSE, BEDROOM - DAY

Ally, breathless,  is rifling through her drawers, throwing 
socks and shirts off to the side and onto the floor.

ALLY
(to herself)

And that someone... 

She finds what she was looking for.

ALLY  (CONT'D)
Is me.

She holds up her snub-nose .38 - the same model they killed 
Lenon with.

CUT TO:

EXT. SIMON'S HOUSE - DAY

Jack rings the doorbell once, and barely waits for a reply 
before checking the perimeter for unlocked windows or doors. 

In the distance? Sirens. 

What volume? Getting louder. 

Jack finds a window that hasn't been locked, and jimmies it 
open with his bare hands. 

He flops onto the sofa underneath the window, having 
successfully leaped through. 

JACK 
(to himself, in amazement)

There is literally nothing I can't 
do.

Jack meanders over to the fireplace, where pots full of 
miscellaneous keys and spare change sit on the mantle. It's a 
new build, so the walls looks clean, the fireplace is sheek 
and there isn't a smell of old people. 

As Jack rifles through the pots for pound coins and various 
other knick knacks that catch his eye, a car pulls up 
outside. Three sets of footsteps. Then they stop. Keys jangle 
and then turn in the door. 

Simon wipes his shoes, which are still spattered with blood, 
on the mat and enters the house.
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Jack peeks his head out of the door frame of the living room 
into the hall and sees Simon. The policemen are further back 
and he doesn't notice them.

JACK (CONT'D)
(taking a victory lap)

Very nice house Simon. It's a shame 
I had to commit a crime to get in! 
Now, will you pay me my-

(noticing the bandage)
Nice turtleneck.

Jack goes to shake Simon's hands and sees the handcuffs. Then 
looks to the door and sees the two police officers. 

JACK (CONT'D)
(cavalier)

Right.

INT. COURTROOM - DAY

LAWYER
Your honour- the evidence is 
indisputable.

JUDGE.
Does the defendant have anything 
else to add?

The gavel bangs.

JUDGE (O.C)
Guilty.

Simon exits the courtroom and enters a hall, where Jack - 
also in cuffs and a jumpsuit - is waiting. 

JACK
Should have taken a plea deal

SIMON
(uncharacteristically, 
impatiently)

Fuck you. 

SUPER: CRIME! 

END OF EPISODE


