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INT. CAR - DAY
The sound of heavy rain.
Fade in on TOM, at the wheel of a near extinet Morris Minor.

The rain pelts on to the windscreen. The rusty wipers do little to stem the
flow. It is amazing Tom can make out the road before him through the
windscreen and his thick, half fogged glasses.

A hole in the roof above Tom drips water steadily on to his bald patch,
down his forehead and along his cheeks. His thinning hair is saturated as
is his thick coat.

Tom spits some water out of his mouth.
EXT. FARM HOUSE - DAY

The dilapidated car rolls to a halt outside an old stone farmhouse. The
Morris “very” Minor may have been stopped or have given its final breath.
It’s difficult to tell.

Tom pushes open the squeaky driver door and makes hig way to the back
door of the car. He yanks it open and pulls out a slender rectangular
object.

He hides it under his coat and beging to tip toe his way through puddles of
mud to the front door of the farmhouse.

His foot lands in a particularly muddy hole. Ag he pulls it out we see he ig
wearing black shoes - and no socks.

He shakes his foot.
EXT. FARM HOUSE : VERANDAH - DAY

Tom reaches the temporary shelter of the verandah, which is no shelter
at all.

As he fumbles through the pockets for his key the rain forces open a hole
in the corrugated iron roof above him and water pours down on to his
bald patch once more.

Tom continues to fumble for the key.



INT. FARM HOUSE : STUDY - DAY

Through the rain we hear the key turning in the lock and Tom forces the
0ld wooden door open.

Ingide it ig drier than it was outside - but only slightly.

Rain pours through several holes in the roof and splatters on to the old
wooden floor, covered by a jumble of now soaking rugs.

Tom splashes through the, what for want of a better word, we shall term
his “study” and disappearss into the kitchen.

The study is cluttered with an odd collection of furniture - wooden chairs
and armchairg, coat stands and hat racks.

To one gide is a, stone fireplace, which looks in working order, once it drieg
out. Rain splashes on to the hearth in front of it.

Tom returns with a collection of pots and pans. He tip toes around the
study placing the pans under the biggest drips.

Thick drops splash into one old black frying pan.

The only things that don’t seem to be getting wet are two huge bookcases,
crammed with books, and an old wooden desk in front of a window.

The reason for this is each bookshelf and the desk has a makeshift cover
of an umbrella hanging from the roof above it. The rain drips off the
umbrella, misses the desks and bookshelfs, and lands on the floorboards
below.

It probably would have been easier just to fix the holes in the roof but ...

Tom goes to the desk and pulls the object out from under his coat. It is a
laptop computer, which he places carefully on the desk.

He removes a, grubby manila folder from under his coat and places that
next to the computer.

Once he has placed down the computer Tom goes to the light switch. He
covers his hand with his coat sleeve. He crosses the finger on his other
hand.

He looks up to a single uncovered light bulb hanging from the roof.



Tom takes a deep breath and flicks the switch. The light hums into life
momentarily but then crackles and pops, plunging Tom ba.ck into the
gloom.

INT. FARM HOUSE : STUDY - NIGHT

In the warm glow of a healthy fire a stern portrait of Ogcar Wilde surveys
the room. Alongside it portraits of Samuel Beckett and William
Shakespeare.

The rain has finally eased and if we didn’t know better we might refer to
the old stone cottage as cosy, except for the occasgional droplet of rain
landing in the now full black frying pan.

Tom’s old shoes dry out on the floor in front of the fire.
His bare toes wriggle underneath the desk.

Above the desk the rest of Tom sits, sipping a cup of tea, staring at the
blank computer screen.

Tom is now dressed in an old jumper, tracksuit pants and thick fluffy pink
beanie. Where he got that from - who knows.

Hig thinning hair is now dry but uncombed and hangs at hig temples. Hig
glasses have also unfogged. Although in his late forties, Tom'’s face still
containg much of its boyish charm.

His body is slender but untoned and a little potbelly protrudes from
underneath the jumper.

Begide him on the table we see a pile of used tea-bags crushed together.
Tom stares at the screen. He blinks.

The cursor in the top corner of the screen blinks back, naggingly.

A warning beging to flagh on the gcreen - “BATTERY LOW™.

Tom takes another sip of tea. Slowly he reaches forward and closes the lap
top.

He stands and makes his way towards the other door leading off the
study, to the bedroom.



EXT. FARM HOUSE : FUSE BOX - DAY

The next morning Tom, still wearing beanie, hig coat pulled over his
pyjamas and slippers, is examining a, dangerous looking antique fuse box.

He pulls out a blackened fuse and replaces it with a new one.

He crosses his fingers and covers his hand once more with his coat sleeve.
He closes hig eyes and flicks the switch.

He openg hig eyes. All ig quiet.
INT. FARM HOUSE : STUDY. DAY.

Tom stands at the light switch. Once more he crosses his fingers and
covers his hand. He flicks the switch.

The light bulb hums into life.

For the first time a, smile crosses Tom’s face. He flicks the switceh on and
off again, happy with his work.

INT. FARM HOUSE : BATHROOM - DAY

Tom trampsg into the bathroom. He sees the bathroom window is half-
open. It's stuck but with some effort he heawves it shut.

Tom goes to the sink and pulls some twigs and leaves from the plughole.

He turns the old iron tap and after a few seconds brown water spatters
from the faucet.

A few more gpatters and cleaner water beging to run amoothly from the
tap.

Tom reaches into a dirty glass and pulls out a shaggy toothbrush. He
looks at it and rubs it on his coat.

He holds it under the water briefly then beging to scrub his teeth, roughly.

He turns away from the sink towards the old iron bath. There he sees
OSCAR, neck-deep in a bubble bath, hisg thick black hair crowning his
head.

OSBCAR raises a soapy hand from the water.



OSCAR
(brightly, half Irish-English)
Morning.

Tom nods and mumbles.

TOM
Morning.

Tom shuffles out of the bathroom.
INT. FARMHOUSE : BEDROOM - DAY

Tom reaches the other gide of the door. Suddenly he stops, realising what
he has just seen.

His face registers his astonishment.
INT. FARMHOUSE : BATHROOM - DAY

Tom re-enters the bathroom and tentatively approaches the bath tub. The
shower curtain ig now drawn in front of it.

Tom looks at the curtain, nervous. He quickly pulls it aside.
The bath tub is empty. Tom looks up and down. Nothing.
Relieved, he turns and heads out of the bathroom.

INT. FARM HOUSE : STUDY - DAY

Tom passes through the study on the way to the kitchen.

He does not notice WILL, dressed in full Elizabethan garb, sitting quietly
in the armchair reading a, thick bound volume.

INT. FARM HOUSE : KITCHEN - DAY

Tom enters the old kitchen and goes to the o0ld iron gas stove. He takes
some matches from the bench beside the stove and lights a burner.

He places a, pot of water on to the flames.
Suddenly he hears a radio being tuned behind him. He freezes.

Petrified, Tom slowly turns around.



At the table sits SAM, who in his seventies with thick white hair, fiddling
with a large radio. He tunes the knob, trying to find a station.

He looks up at Tom.

SAM
(thick Irish accent)
Any idea which gtation the cricket is on ?

Tom’s mouth drops open.
Slowly he backs out of the kitchen, watching Sam as he does.
INT. FARM HOUSE : STUDY - DAY

Tom backs into the study and stumbles over the arm chair, containing
Will. He topples to the ground.

He looks up to see Will, smiling down at him. Will holds up the book.

WILL
(rough English accent)
Imagine { All thirty six plays and the
Sonnets. (LAUGHS) Even the ones thatI
didn’t write.

Tom is terrified now. He jumps to his feet and backs up against the wall.
Ag he does he knocks his head against the portrait of Oscar Wilde.

As he does this Oscar enters from the bedroom, dressed in a velvet
dressing gown.

OSCAR
Tea Bill ?
WILL
I won’t say no.
OSCAR
What about you Tom ¥ Tom stares at
Oscar.
SAM (0/8)
Found it.

We hear the soft murmur of cricket commentary from the kitchen.



Tom’s face is frozen in a mix of terror and awe. He stumbles for the door.
He fumbles with the handle then flings it open.

He crashes onto the verandah outside, the door swinging shut behind
him.
EXT. FARM HOUSE : SIDE OF BUILDING - DAY

A few moments later a petrified Tom presses himself against the wall,
panting heavily.

Slowly he edges his way along the wall to the kitchen window.

He reaches the window and slowly peers ingide. There he gees gitting at
the table, casually sipping their tea - Ogcar, Will and Sam.

Oscar notices Tom out of the corner of his eye and turns. Sam and Will
follow his gaze and turn also.

They look at Tom peering in at the window, then all three wave.

Tom backs away from the window and begins to scramble through the
mud. He slips and falls face first into a puddle.

Tom’s muddy face appears, glassless. He feels around in the puddle and
retrieves his battered glasses.

He jams the muddy oculars back on his nose and scrambles desperately to
his feet.

INT. CAR - DAY

Ingide the car Tom is frantically turning the key, desperately trying to
start a reluctant ignition.

The car turns over once but dies. Tom tries again. It sputters into life but
once again dies.

Suddenly the passenger door opens, There stands Oscar, red velvet gown
fluttering in the breeze.

OSCAR
Look, I know this musgt all seem well - a
touch odd but if you wouldn’t mind being a
good fellow and popping back inside we'll
hawve it all explained pronto.
(beat)
(MORE)



OSCAR (cont'd)

Though I should point out Will isn’t crazy
about your choice of tea and Sam is a little
more than miffed that my picture ig in the
middle of the wall and not his.

(laughs)
Still, I say stuff the old fart. He’s got to
learn to laugh at himsgelf some day.

Oscar smiles sweetly.
Tom looks at Oscar. His face frozen.

Suddenly Tom’s head drops as he passes out. Tom’s head lolls forward on
to the steering wheel and we hear the shrill toot of an old fashioned horn.

Fade to black.
INT. FARM HOUSE : STUDY - DAY

The sound of the car horn morphs into a soccer crowd cheering. We hear
the soft commentary of a game on the radio.

We fade in on a fire, burning brightly, seen through unfocused eyes.

A hand reaches out, grasping for a pair of glasses on a small table next to
the armchair. Another hand appears and helpfully puts the glasses in the
first hand.

The glasses are fitted on a nose and the fireplace is now seen through a
more focused gaze.

Suddenly Oscar’s face appears, blocking out the fireplace.

OSCAR
Christ, you can’t half sleep lovey.

Surprised, Tom leaps out of the chair.

Will stands nearby, reading another book. Sam is at the desk, poking at
the computer.

WILL
Here he goes again.

SAM
Interminable.

Osgcar moves cautiously towards Tom.



OSCAR
No he’s not, are you Tom ? No more
running away. We've had our little fit of

piquant.

SAM
If you can’t pronounce the language, don’t
useit ?

WILL

Better than me.

OSCAR
Would you both be quiet - I'm trying to
soothe the frightened rabbit.

WILL
The startled hare.

SAM
The flee-er.

Tom’s eyes flick between the trio. Beat.

OSCAR
I know what you're thinking right now.
You're thinking “there are more thing’s on
heaven and earth than are dreamt of in
your philosophy - Tom.” Or words to that
effect.

TOM
(eventually)
Who ... are..you?

OSCAR
Good question - and here’s my angswer.
(raising arms)
But which answer would you like ¥ Which
particular vergion ? Or is that vis-ion ?

Oscar picks up the poker from the fireplace.
Sam continues to tap on the laptop.

Even though he is still dealing with the sudden appearance of these three
strangers Tom is still concerned about S8am’s fiddling with his computer.



10.

TOM
(to Sam)
Would you mind ...

OSCAR
(brandishing poker)
The Will version full of bloodied
battlefields, fatally flawed heroines and
beauteous heroes - who as it turns out may
also be heroines %

Oscar throws the poker back into the fireplace where it lands with a
clang.

A gpark dances out on to the carpet. Oscar hurriedly stamps it out.
Will is near Tom, he whigpers in hig ear.

WILL
(to Tom)
Don’t worry. He gets like this sometimes.

OSCAR
Or the Sam version full of - full of - well
nothing really.

Ogcar gits on the lounge chair.

OSCAR
(rocking gently)
Just one old lady - caught in halflight -
rocking slowly on an old rocking chair.
The barely audible creak of the chair
gending us all ... off to sleep.

Sam picks up a pen and pokes the computer with it.

TOM
(to Sam)
Really - pleasge.

WILIL
(to Tom)
That's unfair. We all used chairs.



11.

OSCAR

Or ...

(standing)
Or ... the Oscar version. Full of frightfully
funny young men who say frightfully
funny things to frightfully fabulous young
women.

(throwing up arms)
A handbag.

WILL
(to Tom)
I did enjoy that bit.

Suddenly the computer comes to life with a ping. Sam reels back, dragging
the computer with him and in 8o doing pulling out the plug. The computer
crackles and dies.

OSCAR
(possessed, leaping around the
room)
A handbag ! A handbag. A hand-bag. A
handbasg.

Ogcarlaughs and claps.
The tension is too much for Tom and he bursts out in a loud voice:

TOM
Stop |

Silence. Will, Sam and Ogcar do just that.

TOM
Please -just stop.

The trio slowly turn to Tom. Beat.

TOM
Now - would one of you please explain to
me who you are and what you are doing in
my house ?

WILL
(looking around)
Not really a house is it ? More like a
cottage.



12.

Sam opens the folder.

SAM
Found it.

Will and Oscar go to Sam. They all crowd around the folder.

OSCAR
Not much of a title.

WILL
What are these ¢

SAM
Character descriptions.

WILL
I never bothered with those.

OSCAR
You didn’t have to. You wrote them all in
the bloody dialogue. Windbag, farticus,
spinsterer -

Tom fights his way through the threesome and grabs the folder. He hugs
it cloge to his chest.

TOM
(desperate)
Explain |
(beat)
Now |

OSCAR
Really Tom, you're not much fun. Bor-ring,
bor-ring, bor-ring,

Tom picks up the poker. He brandishes it.

TOM
Now !

The three peer at him. Beat.

WILL
Shall I ?



Oscar steps back and gestures Will forward.

OSCAR
Be my champion.

WILL
Well ...
(beat)
How shall I start 2 “In fair Verona do we
lay our scene” -

SAM
In plain English.

WILL
I always thought I wrote in plain English.

SAM
Modern English.

OSCAR
(to Will)
Five him the Dummies version.

WILL
Okay. Well my name is Will - you can call
me Bill but I do prefer Will. This is Sam.

Sam raises a hand.

WILL
And thig is Oscar.

Ogcar bows with a flourish.

WILL
And we're here to
(beat)
- help.

OSCAR
What with ? Repairing the roof ?

Ogcar laughs at his own joke. Will joing in.



14.

WILL
(laughs)
Well we could try but I don’t think we’'d be
very good at it.

Ogcar and Will continue to laugh. They look at Tom. He is not laughing.

WILL
Sorry.

Pause.

SAM
You were talking about helping.

WILL
Yes. We're here to help -
(beat)
With your work.

TOM
My work ¥

Sam holds up a piece of paper taken from the folder.

SAM
(reading)
Hearts Aflame. Bl 34 ep 2347B.

OSCAR
Very strange title. Is it Spanish ? “Bl 34" ?

TOM
Block 34, Episode 2347B.

WILL
Ah. Is it an epic series ? Like Proust.

TOM
It’s a soapie.

Tom snatches the page from Sam.

TOM
And why hawve you ... three - been sent to
help me write a crummy episode of Hearts
Aflame ?



15.

They are silent, then:

WILL
Well, we've had a bit of experience.

Pause. Tom looks at them.

TOM
I've heard about this.

Tom stands and walks out the door.

SAM
Where's he going now %

EXT. FARM HOUSE - DAY

In the fading afternoon light Tom tramps through the mud outside the
cottage.

Following closely behind are Will, Sam and Oscar. They speak
simultaneously, overlapping as they walk.

TOM
It happens to writers. Hazard of the job.

OSCAR
I know it all must seem a little strange.

TOM
Spend too much time by yourself - then one
day you just slip away -

WILL
But pretty soon you’ll be treating us just
like old friends.

TOM
- into a world of your warped mind’s own
making.

Tom turns and faces the trio. Pause. He walks through them back the way
they came. They fall in after him.

TOM
And you can’t tell anymore what’s real and
what's imaginary.



16.

OSCAR
You'll see we're just like you.

TOM
What's fact and what's fiction.

SAM
Well - not exactly like you.

TOM
You've glipped over to the other side. The
great realm of the mind - never to trouble
the sane world ever again.

WILL
And we'll be just like one big happy family.

TOM
Your waking life i3 over and your dream
life can begin.

Tom stops and turns once more. He faces the trio.

TOM

My mother always warned me.
WILL

Did she %
TOM

She said “Tom what ever you do - don’t
become a, writer.

OSCAR
What a strange thing to say.

SAM
(stepping forward)
Oscar. Will.

Sam steps in and plucks the folder from Tom’s hand. Will grabs his
glasged. Oscar steps back.

WILL
Now this is going to hurt a, little -

Ogcar winds up. Sam turns hig back. Will covers hig eyes.



17.

OSCAR
But in the end you'll see it’s all for the best.

And we see what Tom sees as Oscar’s fist comes towards him. Once more
we're plunged into black.

INT. FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

SAM (0O/8)
I told you, you hit him too hard.

OSCAR (0/8)
I did not hit him too hard.

A blurry vision of three figures seen from low down, side on fades in.

WILL
Quiet you two.

SAM
He won'’t have any brains left.

OSCAR
Well that’ll make two of you.

A blurry face blocks the view.

WILL
He’s waking up.

Tom gits up on the lounge chair. He shakes his head. Will is seated on a
chair pulled up next to him.

WILL
How are you feeling ?

Will holds out Tom’s glasses. Tom shakes his head again.

SAM
You did hit him too hard.

OSCAR
Well some of us in Ireland know how to
punch.

Tom puts on his glagses. He rubs hig jaw.



18.

WILL
Now look, Tom, I like you. So before we
have any more - tussles in the mud - let me
Jjust lay our cards on the table.

Tom looks at Oscar.

TOM
You hit me.

OSCAR
But definitely not too hard.

Ogcar shoots a glare at Sam.

TOM
But you're not real.

WILL
And thatis what I'm trying to tell you. As
of this moment we are real and we're
gitting in your living room underneath
your leaky roof. Or would you like Oscar to
punch you again %

Tom shakes his head.

SAM
Ithink you've got his attention.

OSCAR
No thanks to you.

Will stands.

WILL
You see, occagionally, and only
occadgionally - someone hits on something
of such importance -

OSCAR
Magnitude

SAM
Truth



19.

WILL
That it's decided it's too important to work
on all on their own - 80 some help is
dispatched.

OSCAR
To keep the creative juices flowing.

WILL
And it would seem that — what ig it called 2

Sam looks at the folder.

SAM
Hearts Aflame. Bl 34 ep 2347B.

WILL
Is such a work. Are we getting through %

Pause.

TOM
But it’s crap.

WILL
It most definitely is not crap. Oscar.

Oscar steps forward, fist raised.

TOM
No I mean Heart's Aflame. It's crap.

WILL
Well somebody up there obviously
disagrees with you.

SAM
It happens sometimeg. Writers can’t
appreciate their own -

OSCAR
Genius.

Sam shoots Oscar a look. Oscar smiles.



Tom goes to

TOM
Do you think I came up with that crap ¢
I'm just a staff writer.

the folder.

TOM
See this ¥ It's the scene break down.

WILL
8ign of a thorough writer. Well prepared.

TOM
I didn’t do this. Someone’s PA typed it up
after the story conference. Do you think
even I could come up with this garbage ¥

WILL
Story conference ?

SAM
Group. People. Room. They decide what's
going to happen.

OSCAR
You mean you're writing this with other
writers ¢

TOM
No, I'm writing this particular bit - episode
- but they’re respongible for the whole
thing.

OSCAR
So then no mistake - you are the author.

TOM
I'd hardly call myself an author.

WILL
Stop being so humble. You remind me of
that nice American chap we helped. Kept
getting sloshed all the time. Lovely play
but he wanted to call it “The long night
before the morning after”. Ogcar came up
with a much better title.

20.






























































































































































































































































































































