TITLE:  The Intervention


FADE IN

EXT. CITY LANEWAY – EARLY MORNING.

SERIES OF SHOTS (SEPARATED BY DISSOLVES)

A dim laneway entrance.  A street light.  Graffiti. Shadowy doorways.  Garbage bins.  Graffiti.  The street light.

Several large shiny plastic garbage bags. The street light.  The laneway entrance.

LANEWAY – MIDWAY.

A muffled expletive is heard, a black shadow moves, then all is still.

LANEWAY ENTRANCE.

A large shape appears at the laneway entrance, back-lit from the main street lighting.  The shape hesitates, then moves, separating into three distinct figures.  Young men, laughing, a little drunk; they briefly block the narrow lane entrance as they push and jostle each other to enter last.

The three young men enter the narrow laneway.






HARRY





(Whining)




Why do we have to go this way?  I 




can’t see a bloody thing.






ANTONY




Because our fearless leader says so.






CRIS




Stop complaining, pissants!  For your




edification – it’s a short cut.






ANTONY





(Sarcastically)




Ohhhh! ‘Edification’ is it.






CHRIS





(Suddenly irritable)




Oh, just shut up!

CHRIS leads the way while HARRY and ANTONY try to walk quietly, they bump into each other and laugh.  Cris turns and glares at them and they attempt to stifle their laughter as they pick their way cautiously and clumsily between the shiny bags of rubbish.

LANEWAY – MIDWAY.






HARRY



Shhh!  What was that?





(Looks around nervously)




Something moved, something definitely 




moved.






CRIS





(Unperturbed)




Very likely.






HARRY




What do you mean, ‘very likely’?




Christ, we could be in danger




following you lead.






CRIS




Nuh!  They are more frightened of us,




or they should be.






ANTONY




‘They’?  What ‘they’?  And why should 




‘they’ be frightened of us?






CRIS





(Contemptuously)




No-one (Pause) nothing – stop obsessing!

One of the rubbish bags moves, revealing a HOMELESS MAN a distance into the laneway.  The homeless man struggles to his feet and shuffles towards them.  He holds an empty bottle in one hand and gestures, indicating the empty bottle, he mumbles something unintelligible.






CRIS





(Condescendingly)




What was that my good man?






HOMELESS MAN





(Slurring speech)




Spare a quid, would ya?






CRIS




A quid?  You have been out of 




circulation for a while!

Cris pauses, while he reflects.  The other young men look at each other, then back at Cris. They are uneasy.





CRIS (Continues)




Perhaps you would be prepared to earn it?

A large rubbish bag to the far right of the HOMELESS MAN

moves.  Camera moves to Harry’s face as his attention is drawn to the rubbish bag.  Harry does not take his eyes off the bag as he appeals to Cris.






HARRY




For God’s sake, just let’s go.  I’ve




got a bad feeling about this.






ANTONY




Yeah, leave the old bugger alone!  Let’s




get out of here.






CRIS





(Enjoying their discomfort)




But the floor show’s about to start,




lads.  I envisage a night to remember.

The Homeless Man looks puzzled, he sways slightly as his gaze takes in each of the young men.  He puts the bottle to his lips, re-discovers it’s empty and addresses Cris again.






HOMELESS MAN





(Wheedling tone)




Spare a quid, for an old digger?

Cris produces a cigarette lighter from his pocket.  Holds the lighter so that the Homeless Man can see it.






CRIS





(Nastily – emphasizing the word





 ‘light’)




How about a ‘light’ instead?

Cris moves towards the Homeless Man flicking the lighter on and off, on and off.  The Homeless Man watches the flame, he appears to be mesmerized.  Harry and Antony’s faces show shock and fear.  Antony recovers first.






ANTONY




Cris, have you gone completely nuts?




What the hell are you playing at?






HARRY




Enough!  Let’s go!  Now!

Harry’s attention is attracted by another movement.  A shadow from a dark doorway moves, it walks slowly towards the young men.






CRIS





(Amused, smiles evilly)




Hello!  What have we here?  The
second act, methinks!






HARRY





(Clearly horrified)



What is the matter with you – this -
is – not - funny.

The shadow pauses under the street light, the figure wears a long dark coat with a scarf covering her head. Her face is grimy.  She pauses in the next doorway and pulls out a shopping cart which she pushes in front of her.






CRIS





(Condescendingly)




Welcome madam, we were about to start



the floor show.  Naturally, I insist you



participate.

Antony and Harry stand speechless.  Their faces indicate

that they are horrified at what the ‘floor show’ might be.






BAG LADY





(Croaking voice but clear)




Crispin, I didn’t expect you so soon!






ANTONY




Crispin?  How does she know your name?

The camera focuses on Cris’s face, he appears shocked and a little put out, but he recovers quickly.






CRIS





(Patronisingly)




I don’t think I’ve had the pleasure,




Madam?


Antony and Harry take off hurriedly in the direction of the laneway entrance.






CRIS





(Shouts threateningly)




That’s right, take off at the




first slight hiccup!

Neither young men look back as they run towards the lighted

main street.  Stumbling at the street entrance, they leg it

into the light filled main street, disappearing from camera view.

The homeless man wanders off towards the shadows further up

the laneway, leaving Cris and the Bag Lady in a stand off.

A close shot of the Bag Lady as she removes her grubby heavy coat and places it in the shopping cart.  She is expensively dressed.  She removes her head scarf and wipes the grime carefully from her face.





BAG LADY





(Her voice is cultured,





authoritative and mocking.)




So, which one was to be the sacrificial




lamb this time?

Cris doesn’t reply, but looks at the Bag Lady thoughtfully.






BAG LADY





(Conservationally)

You’re clever, I give you that, but predictable. Disastrous genes, I suspect.






CRIS




It doesn’t have to be like this.






BAG LADY





(Sighing)




I know, but unfortunately you’ve




become a risk I no longer care to




tolerate.






CRIS





(Frightened)




But we can negotiate – surely we




can negotiate? 




(Pause)




Mother, please?

A SERIES OF SHOTS (SEPARATED BY DISSOLVES)

The laneway entrance.  Moving back from the laneway to a 

view of the main street.  Mechanical street sweepers. 

Light traffic noise as cars pass by.  Music from the Night Clubs along King Street and intermittent laughter from the Club’s Bouncers is heard.

Two muffled gun shots echo from the direction of the

laneway.

A short time later a stylishly dressed middle-aged woman emerges from the laneway and walks unhurriedly and determinedly away.

CUT TO BLACK.






THE END.
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