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| NT. PUB - NI GHT

The aftermath of a brutal bar fight.

DOGFACE, 30, an English bulldog, thick set and tattooed
and

TRI PPY, 28, a violent Irish clown, try unsuccesfully to fix a
br oken t abl e.

DEBS t he | andl ady, 50, is nopping up broken glass, blood and
| ager.

The big screen TV flickers silent news of the Irag War.
LEE 17, enters.
Ji m marches over, eyes blazing, |icking his bleeding hand.

JIM
Al right, son?

LEE
Alright Jim Wat happened here?

JIM
Never fuckin’ mnd what happened here.
|’ma man down for tonight. Are you

in?
LEE
Wo ne?
JIM
No, Bill ‘n’ Ben the fuckin fl owerpot

men, of course fuckin’ you
Jimleans his face into Brizzer's ear.

JI'M (CONT’ D)
Gotta serve soneone up.

Jimoffers his bl oody hand.



They shake.

JI'M (CONT’ D)
El even toni ght. Qutside.

Lee sm |l es, beam ng.

LEE
W cked.
JIM
Fuck me about, 1’1 fuckin' kill you.

Jimflashes a dazzling smle, swirls his |long black coat and
| eaves.

Lee sees Jinis blood on his hand.

DEBS
Made a pact with the devil, have you?
He wipes it in his jeans, looking up at the TV on the wall: an

i mge of Saddam Hussei n.
The subtitle reads:
"Execution of a Lawl ess Tyrant.'
BACK OF PUB
Dogf ace breaks the table |eg.

DOGFACE
Oh. .. fuck this!

DEBS

Q!
TRI PPY

Sorry about the furniture, I|ike.
DEBS

Go on you two, fuck off. Filth'll be
here in a m nute.



TRI PPY
O, Lee, fancy a burger?

LEE
Un |--

Trippy puts his armaround him forces himto | eave --

TRl PPY
Come on.

Tri ppy W nks at Dogface.
Dogf ace hides a broken table leg inside his jacket.
EXT. STREET - N GHT

As they skul k al ong, Dogface keeps his hands in his jacket
pockets, and his weapon conceal ed.

TRI PPY
Did you see the state of the cunt,
like?

DOGFACE

Prick deserved it.

Suddenly Dogface whips out the table |leg, grabs Lee under the
chin and thrusts himagainst a wall, about to smash himin the
face.

DOGFACE
What’'d Jimsay to you?

LEE
VWhat ?
DOGFACE
You deaf, | said what'd Ji m fuckin

say to you you little cunt.

LEE
He asked nme if | wanted to work.



DOGFACE
VWhen?

LEE
Toni ght .

DOGFACE
And you sai d?

LEE
Yeah.

Dogf ace shakes his head, chucks his weapon, snorts phl egm and

phl obs it on the ground.

DOGFACE
Fuck this. I'"mgoin" round ny birds
for a bit.

He goes.
EXT. STREET - N GHT
Trippy and Lee finish their burgers, and then..

LEE
Jimsaid we've got to serve sonmeone
up. What's he nean?

TRI PPY
Good question. HMm let’s see. Serve
sonmeone up...deliver him..to God, |
suppose, on a platter, |ike John the
Bapti st’ s head.

Lee stops.
TRI PPY ( CONT’ D)
Well what do you think he neant? W’'re
all popping round to serve himdinner?

Do | look like Jam e fucking Aiver?

Suddenly, Trippy grabs Lee and pulls himinto an alley.



LEE
Q!

EXT. ALLEYWAY - NI GHT
A few paces in, Trippy stops, releases his grip.

LEE
VWhat the...Trippy, what the fuck!?

Trippy bites his nails nervously.

TRI PPY
Look, don’t fucking cone tonight.

LEE
Why ?

TRI PPY
Because violence is |ike drugs and
sex. It’s not for kids.

LEE
| " mnot a kid.

TRI PPY
How ol d are you?

LEE
18 !

TRI PPY
Bol | ocks you are! Look. It’s
dangerous. You coul d get banged up for
l[ife...we all could...and for what?
W're famly. A clan. W' ve been
together for years. |I've known Jim
since | was fucking your age. Dogface
is like his surrogate son... adopted
himin prison...were both doing a ten
stretch for arnmed fucking robbery.

Lee | ooks | ost.



TRI PPY
Look, I know you wanna prove yourself
to the big boss...You think you're the
first lost sheep that's wandered off
the streets | ooking for a shepherd?
London's fucking crawling with you.

LEE
What ?

TRI PPY
|’ ve seen the way you creep up to him
| ooki ng for a fucking father figure.
We all have. That's why Dogface hates
you...sibling fucking rivalry.

LEE

TRI PPY
Fact is, the boss has taken a shining
to you, |like you're the prodiga

fucking son or sonething, but, if you
ask me, he's making a big mstake...to
tell you the truth, |1've got a bad
fucking feeling about tonight. | don't
know why, but...

A | oud meeow

Both turn to see a bl ack cat sneaking al ong the fence,
hi gh, eyes gl aring.

It flicks its tail and di sappears.

TRI PPY ( CONT' D)
You see, a fucking onen!

Hi s voice intensifies, heavier, nore dangerous.

TRI PPY ( CONT’ D)
Li sten, take ny advice, fuck off now
and don't cone back. I'll have a word
with the boss, tell himyou had to go
home, see your folks, like..

back



LEE
No!

TRI PPY
What d’ you nean, no?

LEE
No. | shook onit. I'"min.

Trippy shakes his head in disbelief.
TRI PPY
Suit yourself. Don't say | didn't
fucki ng warn you.
Trippy wal ks away.
TRI PPY ( CONT' D)
(under his breath)
Cunt .
EXT. PUB - N GHT

Jimleans out of the driver’'s w ndow.

JIM
Al right son. Get in.

The door slides open.

Trippy' s and Dogface's unwel conming faces peer out.
Lee clinbs in.

I NT. VAN - NI GHT

They pull away. It’s dark. A flash of streetlight illum nates
t he snake tattooed on Dogface’s neck.

Its red eyes stare.
DOGFACE

| can’t believe we're bringing this
cunt .



JIM
Who? Trippy? | know, he’'s a fuckin’
liability.

DOGFACE
No, not Trip, this cunt.

JIM
Who? Lee? He's ny boy.

TRI PPY
To be honest, Jim | have to say,
li ke, on this occasion, for a change,
| do agree with Dog, like...we
shoul d’ ve had a vote.

The van screeches to a stop.

The three bash into each other, spitting swear words.

No one noves,

JIM
Right. Now listen. I’mthe chairman of
this fuckin’ commttee. And what |
say, goes. |If anyone’s got a problem
with that, you can fuck off now

or breat hes.
JI' M ( CONT' D)

Right. That’s fuckin® that, then. Now
let's go to fuckin' work.

Jimdrives on.

EXT. RESI DENTI AL STREET - NI GHT

The van stops. Engine off.

JIM
Here we are, boys. The land of Oz. Now
let’s go and see the fuckin w zard.

LEE
VWhat'd he do, Jinf



JIM

Never fuckin mnd what he did. Wat
matters is what you fuckin' do, and
what you do is what you're fuckin

tol d. Understand?
Lee nods, terrified.
EXT. RESI DENTI AL STREET - N GHT

Dogf ace cl unks the tool box down,
chi sel .

JIM
[’11l have that.

Trippy grabs a mallet.

TR PPY
"1l take that.

Dogf ace takes a nonkey w ench

DOG-ACE
And I’I1 have this.

opens it, and takes out a

Jimgrabs a hammer and gives it to Lee.

LEE
VWhat's this?

JI'M

VWat's it fuckin' |ook |ike?

LEE

No but | nean, why have |I got it?

JI'M

Vell, while we're there | thought you

could put a fuckin'’

Dogf ace and Tri ppy snigger.

shel f up.



TRI PPY
Don't worry it's just your average,
househol d, DI'Y nmurder weapon.

JIM
You're the virgin, son. Gotta break
you in. There will be bl ood, but
hopefully it won’t be yours.

Dogf ace sm rks.

JI'M (CONT' D)
Now | isten, boy...

Jimtakes the hammer off him holds it high above his head.

JIM
Gab him

Dogface and Trippy grab Lee's arnms, and hold him
JI'M (CONT' D)
...when you do him hit himhard......

crack...right on the crown!

Lee's trenbling with terror as Jimbrings the hammer down,
fast, towards his head, stopping just in tine.

Jim Dogface and Tri ppy | augh.
Jimgives Lee the hammer.
Lee's relieved.

Suddenly there’s a piercing screech as sonething dives | ow
over their heads.

DOG-ACE
VWhat the fuck

TRI PPY
A bat. You see, you cunt, another
fucki ng onen!



JIM
Trippy, shut the fuck up! Right,
foll ow ne.
RESI DENTI AL STREET - N GHT
Jim marches across the road, followed by the others.

Lee' s | aggi ng behi nd.

JIM
Come on!

Lee qui ckens.

EXT. HOUSE - N GHT
Jimrings the bell.

A light goes on inside.

WOVAN' S VO CE (O S.)
Who is it?

JIM
Jim Gary in?

WOMAN' S VO CE
Nah, Jim he went away for a few days.
See his Mum
Jimthrusts his chisel in the door and rips it open.
The WOVAN screans as Jim barges in.
Next door, a curtain twtches.
| NT. HOUSE - NI GHT

Lee foll ows.

JIM
Come on! Upstairs!

Lee | ooks back and sees Dogface headbutt the Wman.



She falls.

Jimruns upstairs.

Lee fol | ows.

| NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

Jimhits the lights.

A doubl e room | uxurious.

A man, GARY, 40, in boxers, cowers in the corner.

GARY

| told you Jim 1'Ill have the dough,
next week.

Jimgrabs him

JI'M
Too late for that, ol

son.

JIM
Pl ease, please Jim..

Jimlocks his arnms behind his back.
Gary thrashes out, kicking, wailing.
JIM
(to Lee)
Now! Do the cunt!

Fear in his eyes, Lee lifts the hamer behind his head.

JI'M (CONT’ D)
Now Do him son! Just like I taught
you.
Lee hesitates.
JIM

VWhat are you waiting for? Do himnow



GARY
Jim don’t, please, | told you..

JIM
(to Lee)
Do him Now Do himyou little fuckin

cunt!
| NT. HOUSE - DAY ( MEMORY HIT)
Lee, cowered in the corner, his drunken DAD kicks him

DAD
Little cunt.

He Kicks himagain. Puts his boot on Lee's face. Presses his
face into the ground, under his foot, crushing him

DAD
Come on you little fucking faggot.
Stand up for yourself, you fucking
poof .

Lee sobs, cries under his dad' s crushing boot.

DAD
You're no son of mne. You pathetic
little prick. You cunt. Come on, stand
up and fight! What are you, a fuckin’
man or a nouse?!!

BACK TO SCENE
Jimpulls a gun, points it at Lee, clicks the safety.

JIM
Do himyou little fuckin' prick! You
cunt! Do himnow before | fuckin' do
you! What are you fuckin' man or
nmouse?!

The past blurs with the present as the two voices ECHO in
Lee's mind in harnony - angry faces blurring into one -



DAD / JIM
Man or Mouse / Man or Muse / Man or
Mouse -
Lee swings the hammer forward with FULL FORCE
CRACK! !'!
Bl ood SPLATS his face.
A massive THUWP as a body hits the floor.

Lee stares, w de-eyed at what he’s done.

He drops the hammer and runs, down the -

STAI RS
- three at atine, to the --
HALLWAY

-- where Dogface guards the woman, who lies on the ground,
groani ng, nobile in hand.

In the distance a siren sounds, getting |ouder, getting
cl oser.

Dogf ace stares at Lee, spattered red, the bl oody hamrer in his
hand.

DOGFACE
VWhere’'s Ji nf?

LEE
(calm cold)
Upstairs. Jims still...upstairs.
Sirens get | ouder.
DOGFACE
(calling up)

Jim? Od bill! It's on top. Let’s go!



Trippy cones in.

TRI PPY
The fuckin' filth! Cone on! Let’s go!

Lee runs past them sprints out the door.
DOGFACE / TRI PPY
(caling upstairs)
Jim
EXT. STREET - N GHT
Lee runs out of the house.

Blue lights flash. Sirens scream

Lee stands still in the noonlight, frozen, staring at the
bl ood on hi s hands.

| NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT
Dogf ace and Tri ppy charge in.

And stop. Wde eyed. Shocked. Looking at -

—- JIM --

Dead.

Bl ood oozing fromhis smashed head.

BLACKQUT.



