PAGE  

BITTER/SWEET
By

D. F. Duncan

Copyrighted © 2006. D. F. Duncan.

FADE IN:

EXT. STREET – NIGHT.

Darkness cloaks the atmosphere. Grey clouds gather. Rain is coming. The lights of the city populate the horizon.

A silver car pulls up outside an apartment block. The soft hint of music escapes from an open window.

In the driver’s seat is a twenty-something black man. His face seems drained and weathered but there is still a sparkle in eyes. He is CARL JOHNSON. 

He stares up at the block and lets out a puff of thick white smoke. Winding his window up, he flicks the cigarette onto the street.

INT. CAR – NIGHT.

In the passenger seat sits Carl’s teenage brother, SIMON. His behaviour seems more agitated. His eyes dart about as if looking for something.

CARL



What you staring at?

SIMON



Just keeping an eye out.

CARL



Ain’t no one around though.

SIMON



Exactly.
CARL



It ain’t that bad ‘round here.

SIMON



That’s not what Bee said.

CARL



If you believe what that guy says, you’ll 

believe anything.

Simon smiles to himself.

SIMON



True.

He leans back in his seat and looks up at the block of flats.

SIMON (cont’d)



A chick takes less time to get ready.

He glances at his watch.

CARL



Just cool man, he’ll be down soon.

SIMON



Should have met him at the club.

CARL



He’s the only one who can get us in.

Simon shakes his head and sighs. 

SIMON

Fucking Bee.

Carl looks at Simon.

CARL



What’s up with you?

Simon frowns at Carl.

SIMON



Nothing. Why?

CARL



Bee’s always late. In all the times we’ve 



gone out, he ain’t never been on time. So 



why you so uptight?

Simon coolly shrugs off Carl.

SIMON



I ain’t uptight. Just wanna get to the 



club man.

But Carl looks harder at Simon.

CARL



Who’s there tonight?

SIMON



Same old, same old. Why?

Carl smiles knowingly.

CARL



You’re meeting someone there, innit?

Simon’s face breaks into a smirk.

SIMON



Yeah so...and what?

CARL



Who is she?

SIMON



Just some chick from up west. 

CARL



Yeah? She exotic then?
SIMON



Sort of, she’s a pakistani or something. 
Said she was born in Delhi.

CARL



Then she ain’t Pakistani she’s Indian. 

Simon nods obliviously.

CARL (cont’d)


So you bagged that yet?

SIMON



Nah but I’m gonna. Thing is though, she 



ain’t really like that. She ain’t the kind 



who just calls you up for sex. You



gotta take her out, wine and dine and all 



that.

Carl smirks.

CARL



That ain’t your style though.

Simon leans back in his seat.

SIMON



When it comes to certain chicks, I’ll adapt. If 



I want her that bad? Then fuck it. I’ll jump 



through hoops.

Carl looks out the window again. The streets are empty. Simon starts to text on his phone.

SIMON (Con’td)


Now I gotta tell her I’m gonna be late.

CARL



Just cool yourself. She won’t mind.

SIMON



When you’re dealing with chicks like her, 



it’s better to be on time. They ain’t used 



to dating black guys like us.

Simon looks down at Carl’s side compartment and sees a video-tape. He pulls it out and looks at Carl.

SIMON



Carl man, you gotta learn how to treat people’s 

things. This is my ‘Snake In The Eagle’s Shadow’ innit?

CARL



Yeah sorry man, I was looking to give that 



back to you. But I ain’t even seen it yet.

Simon shakes his head. 

SIMON

That’s your fault, who told you to steal my video and not watch it? You should...

Suddenly a bullet shoots past, narrowly avoiding him. The back windscreen cracks. The two brothers duck for cover.

Another bullet races by. Glass sprays everywhere. Carl and Simon look at each other in shock. They hear footsteps approaching the car. 

Carl whispers to Simon.

CARL (cont’d)



Stay down.

He reaches under his seat and pulls out a gun. Simon watches him.

SIMON



What you gonna do?

CARL



What do you think?

Carl hides the gun in his waist.

A loud tap on the window startles them both.

Carl turns and sees a MAN in a black mask looking at him.

Time seems to stand still...

Another loud rap against the window...This time Carl sees what it is...a silver handgun.

MAN



Get out the car!

The Man points the gun at him. Carl begins to move. He whispers to Simon.

CARL



Just move slow yeah.

SIMON



Why? Just show him your’e strapped.

CARL



Trust me.

Simon curses under his breath and begins to reach for the door handle.

EXT. LONDON STREET – NIGHT.

The Man grabs open Simon’s door and waves the gun at him.

MAN



Hurry the fuck up man!

He drags Simon from the car. Carl slowly exits, still concealing his gun. 

CARL



Oi, don’t drag him up.

The Man points the gun at Carl.

MAN



Shut up! Both of you give me everything, 



now!

Simon shakes his head.

SIMON



You ain’t gonna get away with this.

The Man pushes the gun against his head.

MAN



A, listen. Don’t think I don’t know who you two 

are. 

Carl seizes the opportunity. His gun rushes up. The Man turns in surprise.

CARL



Then drop your piece.

Carl cocks back the hammer. Adrenalin rushes through him. He starts to quiver. A tense silence creeps in. The Man looks at Carl. No-one moves.

MAN



Pull the trigger and he’s dead.

CARL



Pull the trigger and you’re dead...now drop the 



fucking gun. 

Suddenly Simon rushes toward the Man and grabs his gun. The two wrestle for control. 

Carl can’t get a clean shot. He jumps into the fray. 

All three of them crash on to the pavement...

...Everything FADES TO BLACK...

Three gunshots ring out.

Silence.

We fade up to see a closed eye. 

A light flashes against the eyelid. From beneath the skin, the eye moves. Awakened by the light. 

Then, the eye springs open.

INT. BEDROOM – DAY.

Carl lifts his head up from the bed and looks around. The morning light floods the room. He yawns and stretches.

His face has aged. Unkempt hair bristles from his skin. He’s definitely in his 30’s.

Beside him, the flashing light of his cell phone buzzes away. He grabs it and looks at the caller ID. He sags and falls back onto the bed with a sigh.

INT. BATHROOM. – DAY.

Carl brushes his teeth. From the bedroom, his phone starts to ring again. 

He stops brushing and ponders for a moment. The phone rings away. He continues brushing.

INT. KITCHEN – DAY.

Carl makes himself breakfast. His kitchen is small and cramped. Dishes spill out from the sink.
His phone rings again. 

Carl tries to ignore it. 

But the repetitive melody breaks him and he finally answers.

CARL



Hello?

An angry but sultry woman’s voice echoes down Carl’s ear.

VOICE (o.s.)



Trying to not answer my calls now?

Carl rubs his eyes.

CARL



Alright Saha. What you been up to?

SAHA (o.s.)



You being funny? I’ve been trying to get hold 



of you all morning.

CARL



Popular guy am I?

SAHA (o.s.)



Yeah, you wish. So are you at home?

CARL



Yeah but...

SAHA (o.s.)



See you in 5 minutes.

She hangs up before Carl can protest.

He leans against a wall and scratches his head.

INT. HALLWAY – DAY.

Someone knocks the door. Carl looks through the peephole, but before he can see who it is, a finger blocks his view. 

The sound of giggling can be heard outside. Carl sighs and shakes his head.

He opens the door...

In front of him stands a petit but sexy Indian girl. Her skin is a tanned brown. The morning light bounces of its smooth surface. Her hazel eyes smoulder with intent as she gazes at Carl. She moves a strand of black silky hair from her face and smiles.

CARL



Saha.

She walks inside.

SAHA



Like you didn’t know.

She lightly kisses Carl’s cheek as she goes. He quickly looks for any witnesses and shuts the door.

SAHA (cont’d)



You’re too paranoid. I told you to stop 



smoking weed.

CARL



Can never be too careful.

SAHA



You’re not in jail anymore Carl.

CARL



People love to be nosy.

SAHA



You stop dealing ages ago. You haven’t 



got anything to hide. 

CARL



I’ve gotta hide you don’t I?

Saha slowly moves toward Carl. She wraps herself around him and begins to kiss his neck. Carl tries not to respond.

SAHA (cont’d)



I’ve got be back for 12.30. 

Carl looks at his watch as Saha nibbles him.

CARL



That’s soon.

Saha looks up at Carl.

SAHA



Yeah well, if you had picked up earlier...

She continues to caress his neck.

Carl seems reluctant. But Saha is not deterred. She pushes him into the bedroom.

INT. BEDROOM – DAY.

Saha begins to peel off her clothes. All the while her eyes are fixed on Carl.

She stops at her underwear and walks over to him. He tries to talk but Saha kisses him. She breaks away.

SAHA



I hope this isn’t another ‘We Gotta Stop 



This’ speech. Coz you know they don’t 



mean anything.

Carl looks blankly at Saha. She kisses his neck again.

SAHA (cont’d)



If they did we would have stop the first 



time you said it.

She begins to pull off Carl’s top and bottoms.

The rest of her clothes follow. 

They both stand there. Naked. Saha begins to run her fingers over her body. She leans toward Carl’s ear and whispers.

SAHA (cont’d)



Now fuck me...and stop worrying about it.

In an instant Carl snatches Saha and flings her on the bed. 

He crashes down on her and begins to suck and grab at her body. 

She moans in response.

INT. OFFICE – DAY.

Simon sits at a desk typing away. He’s a world away from the excitable teenager we saw earlier. Maturity has taken hold. He’s dressed in shirt and tie. 

On his head sits a Muslim skull cap.

A fat Chinese man bounds over to Simon’s desk. Simon looks up and sees the man approaching him.

SIMON



What’s wrong John?

John stops and points at Simon.

JOHN



You. My office. Now.

He walks off. Simon looks around confused. Other office workers scurry back to their activities.

INT. JOHN CHOO’S OFFICE – DAY.

John sits with his feet on the desk. Simon enters and sits down. John’s eyes stare angrily at him.

SIMON



John? What’s wrong? 

John’s feet leap off the table.

JOHN



Saeed you’ve been at it again.

SIMON



What are you talking about?

JOHN



The canteen. You’ve been preaching again. 



How many times do I have to say it? The 



food bar is not a pulpit.

SIMON



Pulpits are used in churches...

JOHN



Don’t be smart Saeed. It doesn’t suit you.

Simon begins to retaliate but John interrupts him.

JOHN (cont’d)



Because if you were smart you 



would realise that muslims aren’t exactly 



in everyone’s good books right now.

SIMON



I’m not gonna bend to people’s ignorance. 

JOHN



I don’t want to discuss the ins and outs 



of what’s right and wrong. We live in the 



real world Saeed. And in it there are 



people who don’t like you simply because 



of what you believe in. There’s no 



point complaining about it.

SIMON



We’ve been over this. I’ve got rights. 



You can’t stop me.

JOHN



Watch me.

John reaches into his draw and triumphantly pulls out a piece of paper.

JOHN (cont’d)



As of tomorrow, you’re in the Eastern 



branch.

Simon shakes his head.

SIMON



You know how far that is for me?

John nods.

SIMON (cont’d)



You can’t just transfer me without 
informing me!

John smiles.

JOHN



I just did.

Simon gets up sharply. John falters in his seat.

JOHN (cont’d)



Now Saeed. Calm down.

Simon’s face is twisted with anger.

SIMON



No-one else here complains except you. 



What have you got against me?

John looks up at Saeed wearily.

JOHN



Nothing. It just better you move elsewhere.

SIMON



Look at you...Coward. Can’t even tell me 



the truth.

John frowns at Simon. He stands up and faces him.

JOHN



Alright Saeed. I’m not afraid of you. I’ll 



tell you the truth...

INT. OFFICE – DAY.

John comes flying out of his office and lands on an elderly secretary. She screams and pushes him onto the floor. He holds a bloody nose.

Simon comes storming out. He peers down at John.

SIMON



You should have kept it to yourself.

He walks off down the corridor. John struggles to get up. People rush to help but he brushes them off.

JOHN 



I’m alright, I’m okay.

He looks as Simon disappears. He turns. Everyone stares at John.

JOHN (cont’d)



What the fuck are you all looking at? Why 



doesn’t someone call security! He broke my 


nose!

Someone rushes to a phone. John looks around for Simon. But sees nothing.

JOHN (cont’d)



Fucking terrorist bastard.

EXT. STREET – DAY.

Simon walks, incensed, down the street. He barges people as they go. He gets out his phone. Searching for Saha, he goes to ring her number. Pausing for a second, he decides not to. He carries on.

Simon stops outside a liquor store. He gazes at the vast array of bottled spirits decorating the walls.

INT. BEDROOM – DAY.

Carl and Saha lie exhausted. Their sweat glistens in the morning light. 

Carl stares at the ceiling. Saha rolls over and hugs him. Her hair falls across his chest. He looks down and begins to play with it.

CARL



Man...I don’t know what I’m gonna do.

SAHA



Still worrying? Carl...what’s done is 

done. What more do you want?

Carl rubs his eyes. He thinks for a moment.

CARL



I don’t know. But I’m tired Saha...I’m 

tired of this shit.

Saha’s eyes drift into the distance.

CARL (cont’d)

It’s time I did things properly.

She turns and looks at him.

SAHA



Since when?

CARL



Since always. Before prison. Guess I was too 

busy trying to make money.

SAHA



Everyone’s trying to make money Carl. You’re 



no different.

CARL



Yeah but normal people don’t do what I do...and 



they don’t do what we do.

SAHA



Nobody’s perfect.

CARL



You always say that.

SAHA



Because it’s true.

Saha reaches over and picks up her handbag. She pulls out a bottle of pills and swallows two. Carl looks on curiously.

CARL (cont’d)



You still take them?

SAHA



Only now and again.

INT. HALLWAY – DAY.

Saha puts on her coat as Carl watches. She smiles at him. He tries to smile back.

SAHA



What?

CARL 



I mean it this time Saha...We gotta stop.

Saha rolls her eyes.

SAHA



C’mon Carl.

CARL



No. I’m serious. Now. Right now, it’s 



gotta stop.

Saha looks at him.

SAHA



What’s wrong?...Guilt too hard to bear 



again?

Carl scowls at Saha.

CARL



What?

SAHA



Listen Carl. You think you got it bad? I’ve 



got to lie almost everyday of my life. 



Now despite what you might think...it 



isn’t easy. I mean why do you think I’m 

taking those pills? For fun? 

CARL



Then why? Why still do it?

SAHA



What?

CARL



If it’s so hard. Why keep this going?

SAHA



Well, why do you think?

CARL



You tell me.

Saha stares at Carl with disbelief. She shakes her head.

SAHA



After all this time...You still...

Carl looks at Saha. 

CARL



What...Saha?

She rests her head in her hands.

SAHA



I’m such an idiot.

CARL



Saha?

She looks up at him.

SAHA



You’re a smart guy work it out.

CARL



Stop talking in riddles.

SAHA


What is this to you Carl? 



Eh? All this time...Just a fuck?!

CARL



No, no that’s not what...

SAHA



Then what?
CARL



It ain’t like I don’t feel nothing...

SAHA



Do you love me?
Carl is stunned by her abrupt question. It silences him.

SAHA (cont’d)



You can’t even say it...can you?

Saha storms to the door. Carl tries to stop her.

CARL



Hold on, wait Saha.

SAHA



For what?...For you to change your mind?

Carl holds her shoulder.

CARL



I didn’t know.
SAHA



I thought you did.

Saha releases herself. She opens the door.

SAHA  (cont’d)



Seems like you must have meant it this time...



It really is over. 

Saha walks out and disappears into the daylight.

Carl shuts the door. He leans against it and sighs.

He walks into the messy living room and opens a draw. He pulls out a little tobacco tin. Sitting down he begins to roll a spliff. 

Something catches his attention. On the wall in front is a picture of Saha in a stunning white bridal gown. 

Carl looks away. But his eyes find the picture again. He looks next to Saha. 

Standing there is Simon. Dressed as the groom. They both seem to have happy smiles.

Carl lights his spliff. He takes a deep pull. He lets out a cloud of smoke.

In front of him is an application form. He starts to fill it out.

EXT. POST OFFICE – DAY.

Carl pulls a letter from his pocket. After a pause he posts it. 

INT. BARBERSHOP – DAY.

Carl walks inside a lively barbershop. Inside young black men wax lyrical about the music being played on the radio. 

There’s not much work being done and the two barbers spend more time trying to get a word in, than on cutting the hair of their customers.

The radio plays ‘She Wants To Move’ by N.E.R.D.

Carl sits down and listens in on the conversation.

BARBER 1



What?! No way. I don’t care who done this 



beat. It’s coming off.

BARBER 2



A, man leave it. The tune’s tough.

BARBER 1



Rock ‘n’ Roll? Are you crazy? No way.

BARBER 2



Broaden your mind man.

BARBER 1



You know what? I’m down for all that. 



The other day I bought that Jill 



Scott CD...but Rock? Fuck that. That 



ain’t broadening no minds. 

The CUSTOMER of Barber 1 fidgets in his seat. No cutting of hair is happening.

BARBER 2



Yeah but it’s the Neptunes.

BARBER 1



Yeah but...it’s Rock ‘n’ Roll.

BARBER 2



Rock is originally black music you know.

BARBER 1



So is jazz and I hate that shit.

BARBER 2



Neptunes still did it.

BARBER 1



They did it for the dough man. I bet you.

The Customer huffs and turns round. He is a well-to-do middleclass black man. He peers over his glasses.

CUSTOMER



Guys I don’t mean to rush you but c’mon now. 



I got a brunch appointment in 15 minutes. 



Could we speed up a little?

The two Barbers look at each other and laugh. The Customer gets agitated.

CUSTOMER (Cont’d)



I’ve a good mind to leave.

BARBER 1



Be my guest.

The Customer looks at his head in the mirror. It’s half done.

At that point another man walks in. He’s tall light-skinned and heavily built. He’s obviously in his early forties but a youthful baseball cap leans off of his head.

He is RAYMOND PEPPARD, a.k.a. PEPPER.

He strolls in and nudges fists with the Barbers. He sees Carl.

PEPPER



Oh shit Brigante!

He nudges Carl and grabs him into a hug.

CARL

Ain’t heard that name in a while. 

PEPPER



Nothing much cuz. Just hustling, you know me.



Ain’t seen you for a couple of weeks.

CARL



Just keeping a low profile.

PEPPER



Where I’m from, that means woman trouble.

Carl laughs.

PEPPER (cont’d)



Knew it. So you got my message?

CARL



Yeah. So what’s the deal?

Pepper beckons to the back of the shop.

PEPPER



Come...Step into my office.

INT. BACK OFFICE –DAY.

Carl and Pepper really do walk into a small makeshift office.

CARL



Not bad. I thought you were gonna take me 



into a storage room or something.

PEPPER



Stupid niggas do that. I ain’t fucking around. 



I got an office now man. Leroy put me 



in charge of this place. 

Carl looks around impressed.

CARL



So you’re a businessman now?

PEPPER



Not quite. Not yet. See I only run this 



place. I don’t own it. But that’s why I 



called you.

CARL



Go on.

PEPPER



Leroy said I can have this place for 85 



grand. Now you know that’s a fucking give 



away. 

Carl nods.

PEPPER (cont’d)



Only thing is. I ain’t got 85 grand... 



Obvious but true. 

CARL



So?

PEPPER



So I gotta job. I needed a driver and I 



thought of you. You were pretty good last 



year. 

Carl sighs. He squirms where he stands.

CARL



Yeah but Pepper...you know I ain’t in it 



no more. I just sent off an application form.

Pepper shakes his head at Carl. 

PEPPER



I got three words: Fuck. That. 



Shit. What’s with the sudden change of heart?

CARL



I gotta stop fucking about Pepper. I ain’t a 



kid no more. I’m 33 and I ain’t got 



shit to my name. 

PEPPER



So what? You’re gonna try and be 



respectable? Get a job? It might have 



worked for Simon. But that ain’t you 



and you know it...You’ll be planning a 



way to scam the place by the end of your 



first week!

Carl laughs.

CARL



I’m cool now. Trust me. 

PEPPER



Since when?

CARL



It’s something I should have done a long 

time ago.

PEPPER



When we got out. The first thing you 

did was start hustling.

CARL



Coz I didn’t have any money.

PEPPER



You still ain’t got any money.

Carl cracks a false smile and leans back.

PEPPER (cont’d)



Blud, you know what they say about leopards and 



their spots.

CARL



Let me think about it...

PEPPER



Job’s on Friday. You got till Thursday.

Carl nods and leaves.

INT. BARBERSHOP – DAY.

As Carl walks through the shop, the two barbers still argue. The complaining Customer just sits there helpless.

BARBER 1



No but Aguillera always did R’n’B!

BARBER 2



No, she’s a popstar. Pop all the way.

Carl reaches the entrance and looks back. Pepper nods goodbye from his office door. Carl turns and leaves.

The two Barbers momentarily stop there conversation. They both stare at Carl walking across the road.

BARBER 1



Remember him?

BARBER 2



Yeah he was one of them Johnson brothers 



innit?

BARBER 1



I heard he killed someone.

Barber 2 slowly nods and continues to cut the frustrated Customer’s hair.

EXT. STREET – EVEVING.

On the street, Carl looks around. Thoughts consume him.

CUT TO:

EXT. STREET – DAY.

Rain pours onto the grey pavement. It drenches the brick of a tall building with high walls. 

A sign on one of the walls reads: Pellingham Penitentiary.

A younger looking Carl walks out from a small black door with a huge duffel bag around his shoulders. He nods to the guard who opened the door and quickly exits, not once looking back.

INT. CAB – DAY.

Carl stares out of the window. Rain drops obscure the view. He winds the window down. The wind blows water onto his face. 

But Carl doesn’t notice. He stares at the shops, the people, the cars. The activity around him. 

As the water washes against his skin, he smiles and lets out a cry of laughter. 

The cab driver turns and looks at Carl with a confused face. But Carl doesn’t see him. Instead he looks up at the sky. Dull clouds race by.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET – DAY.

Rain soaks Carl as he stands on a street corner. The cab drives off. But Carl just stands there staring at a mundane semi-detached house. He walks toward the door.

EXT. FRONT DOOR – DAY.

Carl knocks gently, looking at a piece of paper in his hand. After a pause, a younger looking Simon opens the door. 

Immediately he recognises Carl and the two grab each other falling to the floor laughing.

INT. LIVING ROOM – EARLY EVENING.

Carl and Simon sit around talking at a furious pace. In the background, the stereo softly plays ‘I Care For You’ by Aaliyah.

SIMON

I had to give it up. I know you lost 

a lot but I had to.
CARL



I’ll get it back...Don’t know how but...I 

will. 

SIMON



Still want to make that fortune?

Carl nods defiantly.

CARL

So you really are out of it?

SIMON



Yeah. 

CARL



The Johnson brothers are out of 



business...End of an era.

SIMON



You regret it?

CARL



I regret you not saving any money. We made 



shit loads

SIMON



It’s just money.

CARL



Yeah but it makes the world go round.

Simon smiles.

CARL (cont’d)



Still can’t believe it. You changed so 



much man.

Simon nods.

SIMON



They call me Saeed at work.

CARL



So that’s your muslim name?

Simon nods.

CARL (cont’d)



I’m still calling you Simon though.

SIMON



Only people that don’t know me call me 



Saeed.

Carl looks at Simon.

CARL



Muslim...Never would have thought.

SIMON



It’s weird innit.

Carl looks over at a photo on the table. He leans over and picks it up.

CARL



I know. The man who hated marriage is now 

in holy matrimony. You got a crib, a job...

You went all out.

He gazes at the photo. It is the same wedding picture we saw earlier.

SIMON



It’s what Allah wanted. I guess what happened 

that night...Well, it changed me...It would of 

changed anyone.

Carl nods. He returns his gaze to the photo. Saha looks back at him.

SIMON (cont’d)



Should have told me when you were getting 



out man. I would of came and picked you up.

CARL



Nah man. I told you. No-one fucking sees me 



in there. No-one. Not even you.

SIMON



You’re in one piece though.

CARL



Yeah. Thank fuck for that.

SIMON



Thank Allah.

Carl smiles and shrugs.

CARL



We both got our own way.

SIMON



I heard you hooked up with Pepper.

Carl looses his smile and nods.

SIMON (cont’d)



What was he in for?

CARL



Kidnapping.

Simon remembers.

SIMON



Oh yeah, those Nigerian guys...Bet 



no-one troubled you.

CARL



Yeah...I guess he looked out for me.

SIMON



I saw Denton the other day. He asked 
me about you.

CARL



Yeah? What did you say?

SIMON



That you were inside.

CARL



He’s still pissed about Tasha.

SIMON



But that was years ago and they weren’t 
even going out.

CARL



Sometimes it’s hard to swallow your pride.

Simon nods in agreement. He ponders for a moment. 

Suddenly someone starts to open the front door.

SIMON



That’s Saha. 

Simon gets up and brings Saha into the living room. She’s dressed all in black. Her hair is shorter than before. 

Her hazel eyes search the room and find Carl. He looks at her for a few seconds then smiles. 

Saha stares back.

He extends a hand.

She smiles.

CARL



We finally meet.

She shakes his hand. Carl politely kisses her cheek.

INT. DINING ROOM – NIGHT.

Half eaten plates of food scatter across the table. Carl sits back and rubs his stomach. 

SAHA



So you guys enjoyed it?

CARL



Yeah thanks Saha.

SIMON



It was nice.

SAHA



Good. So you lot won’t mind returning 



the favour by washing up?

Carl and Simon look at each other.

SIMON



Don’t worry I’ll do it.

CARL



Cool.

Saha looks at Carl.

SAHA



Still not domesticated?

CARL



Nah, not yet.

SIMON



Carl’s the messiest guy, trust me.

SAHA



Not a lot of women like that Carl. You 



won’t have much luck.

Carl shrugs and smiles.

CARL



I guess. But not a lot of women like 



ex-convicts either...I ain’t got much luck 



at all.

SIMON



You’ll find someone. Anyway, women 



aren’t important now. 

CARL



I just come out of prison Simon. Women are 



very important right now.

Saha laughs. Carl looks at her and bursts out laughing too. Simon smiles and nods.

SIMON



I see what you mean.

CARL



It ain’t easy bro. Trust me.

Saha looks at him. Carl notices.

Simon collects the plates and heads to the kitchen.

Carl and Saha are left at the table. He looks down at his feet. His trainers are old and battered.

Silence.

SAHA



What you doing tonight? Partying?

CARL



No. I’m tired. ‘Die Hard’ is on later.

SAHA



What one?

CARL



Two.

SAHA



Not as good as the first one.

Carl nods.

Saha smiles. Then she pauses.

SAHA (cont’d)


We don’t really watch a lot of movies 



these days though.

CARL



Why?

SAHA



When Simon converted, he threw most of 



the videos away.

CARL



How come?

SAHA



Too much swearing, violence. All that 



kinda stuff.

CARL



I guess it’s you two’s religion.

Saha leans back in her seat.

SAHA



Yeah. I guess.

Carl looks at her. Saha notices.

CARL



He’s changed. Islam really changed him.

Saha nods. She thinks for a moment.

SAHA



But I think it was you who changed him 



the most.

CARL



Why?

Saha looks at Carl intently.

SAHA



He’s never really told me what happened 



that night. All I know is that...he was 



never the same since.

Carl avoids Saha’s eyes.

CARL



It changed us both.

SAHA



Simon found Islam. How did it change you?

Carl looks back at Saha.

An awkward silence creeps in.

INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT.

Carl lies on a makeshift bed on the sofa. Simon comes in.

SIMON



You comfortable?

CARL



Yeah.

SIMON



Alright man. I’m off to bed.

CARL



Later.

Simon leaves.

Carl stares up at the ceiling.

INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT.

Saha lies in bed watching TV. Simon comes in and switches it off.

SAHA



Hey Simon. I was watching that.

SIMON



It’s late Saha. Come, let’s just go bed.

He jumps in the bed and tries to cuddle up to her.

SIMON (cont’d)



You prayed yet?

SAHA



No, I forgot.

Simon looks up at her.

SIMON



Why don’t you do it now?

SAHA



Too tired darling.

Simon frowns.

SIMON



Too tired?

Saha sighs.

SAHA



Oh c’mon Simon. I don’t wanna argue again.

Simon rolls away from Saha. He turns to her.

SIMON



Do you take this all seriously?

Saha rolls her eyes.

SAHA



Simon. Please. Not tonight.

Simon gets off the bed and walks around the room. Saha watches him.

SIMON



You ever stopped and wondered why it 



ain’t working?

SAHA



What? Us?

SIMON



No.

SAHA



Then what?

SIMON



The baby. Trying for a kid. It ain’t 



working. You know it and I know it. Why 



do you think that is?

Saha shakes her head.

SAHA



It’s got nothing to do with me being too 



tired to pray Simon.

SIMON



Don’t patronise me Saha!

Saha gets up from the bed.

SAHA



Simon. You’re getting too much these days!

SIMON



Don’t you think if we do have problems 



having kids, its better to have faith? 



To be praying?

SAHA



No. I think it’s better to go to a doctor.

SIMON



God created the doctor.

Saha loses her temper.

SAHA



Look Simon enough!...I don’t even know 
if I want kids anymore.

Simon’s face drops.

SIMON



What?!

Saha is shocked by his reaction.

SAHA



Sorry Simon. I was trying to tell you 



yesterday but you wouldn’t let me speak.

Simon sits on the bed.

SAHA (cont’d)



I don’t know if I’m ready...I...

SIMON



You should have said.

Simon looks up at her. Saha goes to talk.

SIMON (cont’d)



You should have said.

Saha tries to comfort Simon but he pushes her off.

SIMON (cont’d)



You should have said!!

He smashes a picture onto the floor. Saha screams. Simon begins to calm down.

SIMON (cont’d)



You should have said.

Saha slowly moves over to him. Her arms wrap around him. Simon falls into them.

She holds him tighter.

INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT.

Carl watches ‘Die Hard 2’. His eyes start to droop.

INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT.

Simon and Saha are making love. Its in stark contrast to way we have seen she and Carl have sex earlier. 

The stereo whispers out ‘By Your Side’ by Sade.

As Simon moves slowly in and out of her he breathes heavily. Sweat drips from all over his body onto Saha’s.

She has her head to one side and Simon’s to the other. Her face gives away the fact that she is not enjoying it as much as he is. 

As Simon picks up the pace and breathes faster, Saha half-heartedly goads him on. She closes her eyes as if imagining she is miles away. 

As he climaxes Saha snaps out of her thoughts.

SAHA



That was nice baby.

Feeling pleased with himself Simon rolls off her and heads to the toilet. 

When she hears the door shut, Saha reaches under the bed and pulls out a bottle of prescription pills. The label reads: Vallium. She swallows two and lies back in the bed.

CUT TO:

INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT.

Saha sits watching TV. Her long black silky hair has returned. She hears the front door open and close. Stumbling footsteps echo up the stairs. Saha looks as Simon staggers into the bedroom. His eyes are bloodshot. He stares at Saha.

SAHA



You’re drunk.

Simon shakes his head. He sways across the room and sits on the bed.

SIMON



I ain’t drunk.

SAHA



And I’m not sober. What happened?

SIMON



Lost my job.

Saha frowns.

SAHA



Why?

A pause.

SIMON



Couldn’t control my temper.

Saha thinks for a moment. Simon crashes back onto the bed. His eyes shut.

SAHA



You had a fight?

Simon nods.

SAHA (cont’d)



So you had a fight. Lost your job and 



got drunk?

Simon nods.

SAHA (cont’d)



Sounds like the old Simon is coming back.

SIMON



I’m not proud.

Saha smiles to herself.

SAHA



I am.

SIMON



What?

SAHA



Nothing.

SIMON



What did you do today?

Saha smiles and kisses his cheek.

SAHA



Another boring day at work, that’s what.

SIMON



What we gonna do for money?

SAHA



Don’t worry just get some sleep.

Saha sits on the end of the bed. Simon rests next to her. She sighs.

INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT.

Carl is half asleep. A spliff lies in his hand. Late night baseball is on TV. The volume is as low as a whisper.

CUT TO:

EXT. SILVER CAR – NIGHT.

It’s the fateful night of the shooting. Carl looks down on the body of the Man who tried to rob him. His lifeless eyes stare into space. The silver gun slowly falls to the floor clattering against the concrete.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT.

Carl jumps up as if the clatter of the gun woke him. He hears his phone ringing. Finally he finds it and looks at the caller ID. He quickly answers.

CARL



What up man. You cool?

Simon’s voice echoes back.

SIMON (o.s.)



Yeah.

CARL



What’s wrong?

SIMON (o.s.)



Lost my job.

Carl looks surprised.

CARL



Shit man. Sorry to hear that.

INT. SIMON’S LIVING ROOM – NIGHT.

Simon sits on the sofa. He plays with a small bottle of whisky.

SIMON



That...fucking John Choo. Asshole...

Carl is quiet.

CARL (o.s.)



Simon? Are you drunk?

Simon tries to fix himself up.

SIMON



Nah, nah, I’m...

He stops fixing his clothes.

SIMON (cont’d)



Yeah. I’m drunk.

INT. KITCHEN – DAY.

Saha stands talking to her older sister, JAMILA. She dresses more gaudy than Saha. Plenty of cleavage is on view. Her make-up paints a pretty face. Bags of shopping surround them. 

SAHA



Simon’s gonna kill me. It’s not like we 



can afford all this.

Jamelia brushes off Saha.

JAMILA



Oh let him do some over-time.

SAHA



He can’t. He lost his job.

Jamelia looks surprised.

JAMILA



That’s not like Simon.

Saha nods.

SAHA



I know.

JAMILA



Still. At least you got your new winter 



wardrobe now!

SAHA



A lady’s got to prioritise I guess.

They laugh.

JAMILA



So are we still going out tonight?

SAHA



Yeah sure. Can’t let those new shoes 



go to waste.

Jamila smiles and starts to go through the shopping bags.

JAMILA



I tell you...It’s all about retail 



therapy. Someone should open a clinic.

Saha laughs. But it’s obvious her mind is elsewhere.

INT. JAMILA’S BATHROOM – DAY.

Saha washes her face in the sink. She looks up into the mirror. 

Wiping the condensation away she studies her face. Then, something catches her eye in the mirror. 

A calendar on the back of the door. 

She moves to it. 

Flicking through the dates, Saha ponders something. After a while she takes out her bottle of pills. Before she swallows one, a thought stops her.

INT. BAR – DAY.

Carl sits in a low lit bar smoking a cigarette. The place is almost empty. He sips at a small tumbler of rum. 

Suddenly his phone rings. It’s Saha. Carl hesitates. He ignores her call. The phone goes quiet.

The it rings again. Carl sees that it’s Pepper. He reluctantly answers it.

CARL



What’s up Pepper? You cool?

PEPPER (o.s.)



Carlito Brigante. Where you been?

CARL



Things are kinda hectic at the moment. I’m 



just tying up a few loose ends.

PEPPER (o.s.)



Loose ends?

CARL



Yeah.

PEPPER (o.s.)



Mmm. You mean woman trouble.

Carl laughs quietly.

PEPPER (o.s.)

 

So what you saying? 

CARL



What d’you mean?

PEPPER (o.s.)



About the job?

Carl rubs his eyes with fatigue.

CARL



Still thinking...What’s my cut?

PEPPER (o.s.)



It’s 10 grand. Still wanna think about it?

Carl pauses for a second.

CARL



Yeah.

PEPPER (o.s.)



Don’t take your time with this Carl. 

CARL



I won’t.

Pepper hangs up. Carl turns his phone off.

INT. DOCTOR’S SURGERY – DAY.

Simon sits in the waiting area. He flicks through 3 year old fashion magazines without reading them. He moves about in his seat looking around. He’s clearly on edge.

A voice startles him. He looks up and sees a strikingly beautiful young BLACK LADY peering down at him.

BLACK LADY



Sorry. Is this seat taken?

Simon notices she has a hijab on.

SIMON



No. Please sit, it’s free.

The Black lady sits and smiles at Simon. He smiles back. She sees his skullcap.

BLACK LADY



My name is Joyce.

She extends her hand.

SIMON



Simon. I mean Saeed. 

They shake hands. A pause.

JOYCE



So where do you pray?

SIMON



Baxdale Mosque.

Joyce seems surprised.

JOYCE



Very infamous that place.

SIMON



I know but don’t believe everything you read.



So are you from round here? Sorry that sounds 



like a chat up line. I just meant...

Joyce stops him.

JOYCE



It’s alright. Yeah, I just moved here.

SIMON



Where do you pray?

JOYCE



Westbourne Park.

SIMON



Never been there. 

JOYCE



It’s nice.

SIMON



Maybe I’ll visit.

Joyce looks at him.

JOYCE



On the account of me? I’m flattered.

Simon gets flustered.

SIMON



No, no I wouldn’t do that. I mean...

Joyce laughs.

JOYCE



I’m only joking.

Simon smiles.

SIMON



Oh...

JOYCE



You seem a little...jittery.

SIMON



Yeah. Sorry.

Joyce examines his face.

JOYCE



What’s wrong?

Simon avoids her look. He pauses.

SIMON



Nothing.

Joyce sits back.

JOYCE



I guess it’s being here? No-one likes 



sitting around having to hear bad news.

SIMON



True.

She smiles at Simon.

EXT. JAMILA’S BALCONEY – DAY.

Saha looks out onto the cityscape. Jamila’s posh apartment overlooks a river. Saha fiddles with her phone.

SAHA



Pick up Carl...

INT. BAR – DAY.

Carl sits blowing smoke rings. His phone is off.

EXT. JAMILA’S BALCONEY – DAY.

Jamila joins Saha on the balconey. She quickly puts away her phone.

JAMILA



Who you calling dear?

SAHA



Just a friend.

Jamila studies her. Saha feigns confusion.

SAHA



What?

JAMILA



You’re still at it...aren’t you?

SAHA



Still at what?

Jamila rolls her eyes.

JAMILA



Look Saha. Don’t play games.

Saha leans against the balconey ledge and sighs.

SAHA



Yeah...We’re still at it...Sort of.

Jamila shakes her head.

JAMILA



Sort of? C’mon sis. You can’t keep it 



up anymore. Do you know how wrong it is?

SAHA



Oh spare me the lecture please. Of course 



I know. I don’t enjoy that part of it.

JAMILA



It being wrong isn’t a part of it. It’s all 



of it.

Saha looks at her phone. She switches it off.

EXT. BAR – DAY.

Carl walks to his car. His voicemail tone rings. Listening in, he hears the soft but frustrated of Saha on the other end.

SAHA (o.s.)



We really need to talk. It’s important. 



Call me when you get this.

Carl hangs up. He gets inside his car.

EXT. STREET – DAY.

Carl drives past a big green park. In the centre is a playground with swings and slides. He slows down to look. No-one is there. But Carl still stares.

CUT TO:

EXT. PARK – NIGHT.

Saha sits on a swing, swaying from side to side. In her hand is a cigarette. She’s alone. Stars light up the sky. She looks up and blows smoke into the darkness.

She ruffles a hand through her short black hair and yawns. But something behind makes her jump.

She turns to see a younger looking Carl walking up to her.

CARL



I thought it was you. What you doing out 



here?

Saha sneakily reveals the cigarette in her hand.

SAHA



Don’t say anything.

Carl smiles.

CARL



You’re secret’s safe with me.

SAHA



Simon doesn’t like me smoking these days. 



Says I’m polluting my body. The body’s 



God’s temple, so...

Carl sits on a swing next to her.

CARL



No more smoking.

Saha nods and lets out a puff of smoke. She sees Carl also smoking something.

SAHA



What’s that?

CARL



A joint.

SAHA



Can’t remember the last time I had one of 



those. Me and Simon used to smoke a lot back 



in the day. 

Saha looks enviously at Carl.

SAHA (cont’d)



Let me have some.

Carl shakes his head.

CARL



No way. Simon would kill me.

SAHA



You think I’ll say anything?

CARL



You won’t have to. This stuff’s strong. 



You’re eyes will do all the talking.

Saha grabs at the spliff.

SAHA



I’m a big girl. I can take care of myself.

She takes a pull and lets out the smoke. Suddenly she starts coughing. Carl laughs.

SAHA (cont’d)



Shit! That is strong.

CARL



Still want more?

SAHA



Oh yeah.

Carl laughs as Saha continues to puff away.

SAHA (con’td)



So is this still for pleasure? Or is it 

a habit now?

Carl smiles.

CARL

Let’s just say it gets me stress free.
Saha laughs and lights up another cigarette.

SAHA



I’m guilty of the same thing.

Carl finishes the spliff.

CARL



Really? What’s your poison?

Saha looks at Carl. She pulls out her bottle of Vallium. He seems shocked. 

CARL (cont’d)



You’re full of surprises.

SAHA



Don’t say anything please. They just make 

the days go quicker that’s all. 

CARL



Are things really that bad?

SAHA



No, no it’s not like that. I only take them 

now and again.

Carl studies her face.

CARL



Alright, but I better get you home. 

Simon’s gonna be worried.

SAHA



How about one more for the road?

Carl looks at the bag of weed in his hand.

CARL



Alright. Just one. But I’ll deny all 



knowledge if he finds out.

Saha smiles.

SAHA



He won’t.

Carl starts to roll another spliff. Saha sways back and forth watching him.

CUT TO:

EXT. STREET – EVENING.

Simon walks down a busy high street. He looks at something in his hand. 

It’s an information leaflet on infertility. 

He approaches a bin. 

After a pause he throws it away. His face is twisted with anger.

INT. DINING ROOM – NIGHT.

Simon and Saha sit eating. It’s a formal affair. No music plays. Just the clattering of knives and forks.

Simon keeps stealing glances at Saha. She pretends not to notice.

He drops his knife and fork. The clang makes Saha look at him confused.

SIMON



It’s official...I know.

Saha suddenly stops eating. Her voice waivers as she replies.

SAHA



Know what?

SIMON



Who’s fault it is.

Saha reaches for her drink. She studies Simon’s determined face.

SAHA



What are you talking about Simon?

She quickly takes a sip of her drink. All the while she watches him.

SIMON



It’s my fault...My fault that we can’t 



have kids. 

Saha’s rigid body relaxes slightly.

SIMON (cont’d)



I went to the doctors...They talked 



about low sperm count. All that shit.

Saha is speechless.

SIMON (cont’d)



So now it’s official. I’m shooting blanks. We 



got a 10% chance of ever having kids.

Saha touches Simon’s hand.

SIMON (cont’d)



Don’t Saha...I know deep down you’re 



happy.

She looks guiltily at him.

SAHA



No Simon. I’m not happy.

Simon looks at her.

SIMON



I wish I believed you.

Saha looks away. Simon continues to study her.

SIMON (cont’d)



What is it Saha? I mean I know a couple 



of years ago you said you weren’t ready. 



Fair enough. But time has ticked away...



You still can’t be unsure...What...else is 



it?

Saha can’t look him in the eye.

SAHA



Nothing darling.

She suddenly embraces him.

SAHA (cont’d)



Nothing...I’m just scared that’s all...



Really scared.

Simon holds her tight.

SIMON



Don’t be...don’t be.

A single tear slowly falls from here eye. Simon doesn’t notice.

INT. BATHROOM – NIGHT.

Saha soaks herself under a shower. The warm water seems to relax her.

She gets out and dries herself. She strokes her skin and holds her belly affectionately.

A knock at the door soon brings her back to reality. It’s Simon. She shouts to him.

SAHA



I’m coming!

Next to her is her mobile phone. She dials Carl’s number but the line is dead. She sighs with frustration.

INT. HALLWAY – DAY.

Carl sifts through a bunch of letters. Bill after bill keeps coming through. He finds the one he wants. Opening it, he quickly reads its contents.

CARL



Dear Mr Johnson, blah, blah, blah. We regret 



to inform you...Can’t take you on. Blah, 



blah, blah...Fucking knew it.

He drops the letter on the floor.

Just then, the door knocks.

Carl looks through the peephole.

It’s Saha.

Carl tries to stay quiet. Saha shouts from behind the door.

SAHA (o.s.)



Open up Carl. I know you’re there. 



Your car’s right outside.

Carl sighs. He opens the door.

CARL



Saha.

She walks inside. 

INT. LIVING ROOM – DAY.

Saha sits down on the sofa. She pulls out a cigarette and lights it. Carl’s radio is on in the background. ‘Past Time Paradise’ by Stevie Wonder echoes round the flat.

SAHA



I needed that.

CARL



Still smoking?

SAHA



Yep. I guess we’ve all got disgusting habits.

She stares at Carl with anger. He sits down.

CARL



I know. We’ve got to end this properly. Talk 



it through instead of arguing.

Saha laughs to herself.

SAHA



Priceless.

CARL



What?

SAHA



Don’t worry.

CARL



If you don’t wanna do that. Why did you 



come round?

Saha stares at Carl. He shifts about under her gaze. She continues to smoke the cigarette. He gets restless. She notices and lets out a cloud of smoke. 

SAHA



It looks like I’m going to have a baby 



after all.

Carl’s eyes widen with surprise.

CARL



What?!...what?!

SAHA



You heard me...a baby.

Carl stutters for words.

CARL



Is it?...

SAHA



Simon can’t have kids...You know that.

Carl rubs his eyes. He gets up not knowing where to go.

CARL



Are you sure?

SAHA



Sure? That it’s yours? No. Maybe I should 



ask the other men I’ve been sleeping 



with. Maybe it’s there’s.

Carl holds his head in his hands.

CARL



Sarcasm don’t help.

SAHA



Stupid questions won’t either.

They both stare at each other. A puff of smoke escapes Saha’s lips.

CARL



Should you still be doing that then?

Saha looks at the cigarette in her hand. She quickly stubs it out.

CARL (cont’d)



What about them pills?

SAHA



Don’t worry.

CARL



Does Simon know you’re...y’know?

SAHA



Another stupid question. Of course not.

Carl gets angry.

CARL



Why you going on like that? It’s not all 



my fault you know.

SAHA



No it’s not. But he is your brother. And I 



am his wife. I think I’m entitled to 



be a little stressed.

Carl ponders for a second.

CARL



You can’t keep it...I’ll help you.

Saha looks at Carl with disgust. 

SAHA



Just like that?...We go and get rid 



of it...Just like that?

CARL



Saha. What else is there to do?

She stays silent and fights back the tears.

CARL (cont’d)



You can’t keep it...Saha, you know that right?

Silence. Carl looks at her. Then he realises something.

CARL (cont’d)



Oh fuck...no. No Saha.

Saha gains some composure. She defiantly looks at Carl.

SAHA



Why can’t I keep it?

CARL



Now who’s asking the stupid questions?

She touches his face.

SAHA


I want this child. I’m not getting rid 



of it...You know why?

Carl looks at her.

SAHA (cont’d)



It’s our last chance Carl. Our last chance 



to really do this properly. No sneaking 



around. No lies. Be ordinary. 

She runs her hands across his neck and chest.

Carl shakes his head.

CARL



No.

Saha looks taken back.

CARL (cont’d)



I can’t do that to my brother. What we’ve 



done is bad enough. I can’t steal his wife.

SAHA



You already have.

Carl gets up and brushes off Saha.

CARL



You can’t seriously expect us to run away 



and live happily ever after.

SAHA



It’s worth a try. Isn’t it?

Carl looks blankly at Saha.

CARL



No I’m sorry Saha. It ain’t.

She stares at him. Carl avoids her eyes. A silent fury seems to well up inside her.

SAHA



I’m having this baby. You can decide 



whether you want to be a part of that 



or not. On Friday I’m leaving Simon. 



Jamila’s got a place in the east. I’m 



heading there. 

She gets up and gathers herself together.

CARL



Whoa hold on Saha. Leaving him? You can’t.

SAHA



I can and I will. I’ve chosen who I want.

Carl is puzzled. Saha heads to the front door. He rushes after her.

CARL



You’re not making sense.

SAHA



Yes I am. I’ll send you the address. 

CARL



Saha we can’t do that. C’mon man.

SAHA



It’s make your mind up time Carl. I done 



it. Now it’s your turn.

Saha leaves and slams the door behind her.

Carl falls back against a wall. He cradles his head.

CARL



Fuck.

INT. BARBERSHOP – NIGHT.

The shop is empty except for Carl and Pepper.

Pepper sits in a barber chair. He swivels from side to side.

Carl tries to act relaxed.

PEPPER



This job’s pretty big. I wanna know if 

you’re in. 

CARL



I thought I had till Thursday.

PEPPER



Yeah. Dunno why we agreed to that. I guess 



I’m getting soft in my old age...I don’t 



wanna have to keep asking Carl. Its getting 



boring.

Carl frowns.

CARL



But you know it’s all about the straight 



and narrow for me.

PEPPER



No, it was all about the straight and narrow.



Now it’s all about the crooked and wide.

Carl shakes his head.

PEPPER (cont’d)



Look. To be honest I ain’t gonna take 



no for an answer. Way I see it? You owe

 

me this...That fucking 10 grand should go into

my pocket. You remember all them things I done for you?...There’s no such thing as something for nothing.

CARL



You know I’m grateful for all of that 



You looked after me inside but...

PEPPER



But nothing Carl. I fucking fathered you 



inside there...You never had to experience 



the pain of getting your arse fucked. 



Getting robbed, beaten up...You have me 



to thank for that. So do the decent thing. 



Help me pull this job off. Afterwards...



I’ll leave you alone. 

Carl sighs and looks up at the ceiling.

PEPPER (cont’d)



You owe me man. 

Carl reluctantly nods.

CARL



Alright...I’ll do it.

PEPPER

It’s 10 grand bro. Now I know you wanna 

turn over a new leaf, be good, be 

respectable and all that. So I’m helping 

you out. This is that fortune you always talked 

about making. It ain’t a lot. But it’s enough for you to do something.

CARL



I guess.

PEPPER



Denton Norris is in on this. You know him 
don’t you?

Carl sighs when he hears the name.

CARL



Yeah.

PEPPER



Yeah he said he knew you too. On Thursday 



we’re meeting him.

Carl is silent.

EXT. STREET – NIGHT.

Carl walks down an almost empty street. The occasional car races by. He smokes a spliff. Each pull gets deeper and deeper.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT.

Simon rushes around the room looking for something. Saha sits on the sofa watching TV. Boredom smothers her face. 

SAHA



You don’t have to go tonight.

SIMON



No, I do. I promised.

SAHA



But you’re at that place nearly every day of 



the week.

SIMON



What’s wrong with visiting my mosque?

Saha sighs.

SAHA



Nothing...I suppose.

As Simon’s back is turned, she lifts up a cushion and pulls out a pair of keys. She jangles them. Simon quickly turns round.

SIMON



Oh...where were they?

SAHA



Fallen down the sofa.

Simon smiles and takes the keys. But Saha still holds on to them. She playfully smiles at him.

SAHA (cont’d)



Are you sure I can’t persuade you?

She begins to unbuckle Simon’s belt. He immediately stops her.

SIMON



Saha? C’mon don’t, Carl could come in 



any minute.

Saha smiles and winks at Simon.

SAHA



So could you.

But he shakes his head and takes the keys.

SIMON



I don’t like it when you talk like that. 



You’re not a whore.

Saha sits back in a huff. Her gaze finds the TV again.

SAHA



Well, you used to like it.

SIMON



Things change.

SAHA



Yeah...I know.

Simon goes to speak but can’t find the words. Suddenly Carl walks in. 

CARL



So, you off then?

SIMON



Yeah man. Running a little late actually. 



Look after her yeah?

Carl nods. Simon looks back at Saha but she’s busy watching TV. He gives Carl a weak smile and quickly exits.

INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT.

Carl and Saha sit watching ‘Face/Off’. The film is nearing its end. 

Saha thinks to herself for a moment. Her eyes find Carl. He looks back curiously.

SAHA



So...Simon said you have to look after me?

CARL



Yeah...why?

She smiles again. He shifts about in his seat.

SAHA



That obviously means I must be entertained, 


right?

Carl looks confused.

CARL



Right. So?

SAHA



Let’s get the hell out of here. Out of 



this house.

CARL



And do what?

SAHA



Anything.

Carl sighs.

CARL



He ain’t gonna be happy about it.

SAHA



But I am. Right now, that’s all that matters.

They both stare at each other. Carl breaks the gaze and rubs his head.

CARL



Where do you wanna go?

INT. BAR – NIGHT.

Saha sits by the bar and swallows a glass of brandy in one gulp. Carl stands next to her smoking a cigarette. He looks uneasy. ‘Seed 2.0’ by The Roots hums out of the speakers around them. Saha turns to Carl and smiles.

SAHA



Having a good time?

CARL



Yeah not too bad.

SAHA



Seen anyone who’s caught your eye?

Carl smiles sheepishly.

CARL



No, not yet.

She slowly nods her head. All while her eyes never leave Carl’s

SAHA



I’m sure you will.

CARL



I hope I will.

She smiles and turns back to the bar.

SAHA



I think I might try a vodka next.

CARL



Hey Saha man, take it easy. The drinks 



aren’t going anywhere.

SAHA



Carl I’m just doing what people do in bars. 

I’m drinking. You know what they say, ‘When in Rome’.

CARL



But you just finished one a couple of seconds 

ago. What you doing? Chain-drinking?

SAHA



No. I’m making up for lost time.

CARL



I thought drinking was forbidden. Haram 



or something like that innit?

Saha stops smiling.

SAHA



You’re beginning to sound like my husband.

Carl is taken back by her comment. Saha grabs another drink and wanders off to the dance floor.

CARL



Shit!

Carl quickly follows her. As he gets through the crowds of people he sees Saha being chatted up. A tall SOMALIAN MAN towers over her with his phone out. Carl bounds toward them.

CARL



Hey, she’s with me man.

The Somalian Man looks down at Carl.

SOMALIAN MAN



She was talking to me though.

Carl looks over to Saha.

SAHA



He said hello. I said ‘hi’ back.

CARL



Look man. She’s had a bit too much to 



drink. She’ll talk to anyone right now.

He begins to usher Saha back to the bar.

CARL (cont’d)



Come, I think it’s time you sat down.

SAHA



I won’t argue there.

But the Somalian Man stops him.

SOMALIAN MAN



Hey. What you doing?

CARL



What you doing? She’s with me.

SOMALIAN MAN



She your girl?

CARL



Nah man.

Carl goes to leave but the Man stops him again.

SOMALIAN MAN



Then what? Cousin, sister? What?

CARL



She’s my brother’s girl.

Carl attempts another exit but the Somalian Man’s grip won’t let him go. Carl looks up at him with burning eyes.

SOMALIAN MAN



Then what’s the problem? She ain’t your 



girl. She ain’t your family. Just let me 



get the digits. 

Carl scowls at him and yanks his arm from his grip.

CARL



Are you crazy?

SOMALIAN MAN



Ain’t my fault she’s gotta man. And it ain’t 



my fault he’s your brother. Bottom line? 



She’s interested.

SAHA



Oh fuck off you pervert!

SOMALIAN MAN



What?!

Carl sits the drunken Saha on a nearby chair. He turns back to the Somalian Man.

CARL



You know what? You need to learn 



some manners. Who the fuck do you think 



you are?

The Somalian Man squares up to Carl. Two of his friends join him. They’re just as tall as he is. But Carl doesn’t flinch.

SOMALIAN MAN



I ain’t the type to fight over a girl...



but if that’s the only excuse I got to fuck 



you up then so...

...Carl smashes a bottle over his head before he can finish his sentence.

One of the friends lunge for him but Carl lands a punch, snapping his nose. The second friend pulls out a knife and tries to stab Carl... 

...But he stumbles over the Somalian Man rolling around on the floor. Carl kicks the knife from his hand and boots him in the face. 

The whole bar looks on in shock. Carl lets out a breath and looks down at his battered knuckles. He sees Saha looking at him. She appears almost sober now. Her face is amazed.

Carl grabs her and they both leave.

INT. CAR – NIGHT.

Carl drives slowly through the quiet streets. Saha looks out the window at the passing lights. Silence is everywhere. Carl looks over to her.

CARL



You okay?

Saha turns to him.

SAHA



Yeah sure. What about you?

CARL



I’m cool.

SAHA



Sorry Carl.

CARL



It’s not your fault.

Silence returns.

SAHA



That was a pretty nasty fight.

Carl nods. 

SAHA (cont’d)



We’ve both got blood on us.

Saha looks at the bruises on his hands.

SAHA (cont’d)



I remember when Simon used to get into 



fights like that. My heart used to race 



so much, I thought it would explode.

Carl looks at her.

CARL



At least it don’t happen anymore.

Saha gives him a false smile and looks back out at the passing lights.

INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT.

Carl walks into the kitchen. Saha and Simon are in the midst of a blazing row. 

SIMON



But why a bar?! Of all the places you could go, 



why a bar?!

SAHA



Why else?! To get drunk! I wanted to get drunk!

SIMON



What d’you wanna do that for?

SAHA



Because I’m not perfect! Sometimes I want to 

drown my sorrows. 

SIMON



But it ain’t allowed!

Saha picks up a plate and smashes it against a wall.

SAHA



I don’t care!!!

SIMON



Don’t fucking throw the plates!

SAHA



Cursing isn’t allowed either Simon. You just


fucked up!

Simon begins to shout but Carl jumps in and tries to stop the argument.

CARL



Hey guys c’mon man. This ain’t helping 



either of you.

Simon looks at Carl. His eyes are red with rage.

SIMON



Stay out of this Carl.

CARL



I ain’t trying to get involved, but...

SIMON



I said stay out of it.

Simon’s tone of voice becomes sterner. Carl notices. He looks at him.

CARL



I’m just trying to help.

SIMON



Yeah? well you messed up there already.

Carl is surprised with Simon’s flippancy.

CARL



What?

SIMON



Do me a favour Carl. Next time you want 



to help. Don’t take my wife to a bar and 



get her drunk. In case you forgot, she 



is a muslim.

Carl is taken back. Before he can respond, Saha turns to Simon.

SAHA



I asked him to do it Simon.

Carl looks at him.

CARL



It’s what she wanted man.

Simon stares into Carl’s eyes.

SIMON



You like leading people astray or something?

CARL



What the fuck you talking about?

SIMON



First me, now Saha. What’s your problem?

CARL



What? What the fuck? I lead you astray?

SIMON



Last time I checked older brothers are meant 



to look after their little brothers. Not 



teach them how to steal.

Saha looks at Carl in surprise.

CARL



Are you serious? Are you being serious?

SIMON



Think about it Carl. Why didn’t you send 



me back to school? Why send me to do your 
dirty work instead? 

Carl just stands and stares at Simon. Saha looks at them both. She’s speechless.

CARL

I was 16 when Mum died. 16. We never 

had no family apart from her. So how 
were we gonna eat? How were you gonna 

watch TV? Play videogames? How was you 
gonna get those designer clothes on your 
back?...I did what was necessary and I did 
what was easiest to me. I never heard 
you complain about having the latest 
nike’s, the latest phones. I got 
you that shit. You wanna judge 
me for that?...Wanna be all fucking 

self righteous about it? Go ahead, 
ain’t no skin off my nose.

SIMON



Back then I didn’t know any better.

CARL

Well now you do. So remember why you’re still 

alive to this day. Remember why you ain’t rotting in some grave with three bullets in your head.

Carl turns round and leaves the house. Simon stands there. He hears the door slam shut. He stays motionless. Saha looks at him. She reaches out and touches his hand. But he yanks it away and storms out the kitchen. 

She lets out a defeated sigh.

INT. HALLWAY – NIGHT.

Simon storms through the hallway. He flings on his black coat and walks out.

CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE SIMON’S HOUSE – DAY.

Rain pours down washing across the cold pavement. Simon shuts the door behind him and looks around. Age is beginning to show in his face. His fastens up his grey coat and runs into his car.

EXT. WESTBOURNE PARK MOSQUE – DAY.

Simon stands with an umbrella watching different people head into the mosque. He scans their faces looking for someone. Then he sees them. It’s Joyce.

Simon runs over to her.

SIMON



Hi Joyce.

Joyce turns round and smiles when she sees him.

JOYCE



Hi Simon. What you doing here?

SIMON



Told you I might visit.

JOYCE



You on your own?

SIMON



Yeah. Just thought I’d pass by.

Joyce nods her head slowly.

JOYCE



Right, Okay. Well maybe I’ll see you 



afterwards? We can get a coffee or 



something.

Simon smiles.

SIMON



Sure.

They part company and head inside the mosque.

INT. PEPPER’S OFFICE – NIGHT.

Carl, Pepper and a THIRD MAN sit around a table. Maps and diagrams cover the surface. The Man is black, stocky and carries a bald head. His name is DENTON NORRIS. He throws Carl a dirty look. Carl stares back.

PEPPER



It’s just like back in the day. We get 



inside, empty the safe, drive to the drop 



off and split up. It ain’t complicated stuff.

CARL



Who’s safe is it?

PEPPER



This dude Abdul, I know him from Parkhurst. 


Thinks he’s some kinda pimp. He owns a 



cleaning business, but some of the chicks. 



Well most of the chicks, don’t just clean 



houses...They fuck for dough. He’s made 

mad money, or so he keeps telling me. Thing is, 

that’s where he fucked up. He told me, 

of all people, where his safe is. You know 

Willard Street? 

Carl nods.

PEPPER (cont’d)



That’s where it is. In his office. 

Carl thinks for a moment.

CARL



How much is inside the safe?

Pepper looks at Carl.

PEPPER



Enough for you two to get 10 grand each.

CARL



Will the office be empty?

PEPPER



It’s meant to be. 

Carl leans back in his chair and sighs.

PEPPER



It’s just the way it goes man.

Denton stares at Carl. He slowly shakes his head.

CARL



What the fuck is your problem Denton?

Denton smiles.

DENTON



Why you so scared? You keep asking 



questions every 5 minutes.

CARL



Fuck you, I ain’t scared.

DENTON



Could have fooled me.

CARL



Watch it Denton.

Pepper loses his temper.

PEPPER



Shut up you two and be civilised.

DENTON

A, Pepper no offence yeah but, I don’t like him.

PEPPER



Denton, you think I care? You’re here for 



one reason; You know how to use 



a blowtorch. I didn’t know anyone else. 



(He points to Carl) He’s a fucking good 



driver. Ain’t been caught with him yet. 



So... If you two got some past beef. Fuck 



it. It don’t matter now. Understand? This 



is business.

Denton nods.

DENTON



Cool man. Ain’t worth the hassle, I know.

Denton shoots a glance back to Carl.

DENTON (cont’d)



He fell off long time. And besides, there 



ain’t no past beef.

CARL



Nah. I just fucked his baby’s mum that’s all.

Denton rushes to his feet. Carl just smiles and looks up at him. Pepper turns to Denton.

PEPPER



A, man civilised! Civilised! Sit down.

Pepper looks at Carl.

PEPPER (cont’d)



What the fuck Carl? Why you letting off 



steam today?

Carl’s phone rings. He looks. It’s Saha. His face reacts. Pepper notices.

PEPPER (cont’d)



That’s why ain’t it? Sort it out and let’s get 

back to this.

Carl nods and answers the phone. Denton’s eyes follow him as he walks out the office. Pepper turns to him.

PEPPER



Yo Denton. Calm down man, he’s just 



winding you up. So what if he fucked 



her.

DENTON



He’s too smug man.

PEPPER



But who gives a fuck? You know how many 



guys have fucked my babymother? As long 



as my kids’s cool, I’m cool. Understand?

Denton nods reluctantly.

PEPPER



Anyway...how many babymothers you fucked?

Denton half-heartedly laughs and leans back.

EXT. STREET – NIGHT.

Carl walks outside the back and talks to Saha.

CARL



You cool?

SAHA (o.s.)



Yeah I’m okay.

CARL



I didn’t get a chance to speak properly before.

SAHA (o.s.)



I know.

CARL



Were you serious about everything?

SAHA (o.s.)



Of course.

CARL



Saha, you gotta realise...Simon’s the only 


family I’ve got. Don’t ask me to give that up.

SAHA (o.s.)



But he’s not your only family...What about 



the baby?
CARL



This is crazy Saha. You’re asking for too 



much.

SAHA(o.s.)



You’d rather see me get rid of it?

Pepper pokes his head out of the back door.

SAHA (o.s.)



Carl?

Carl sees Pepper’s eyes find him.

PEPPER



Yo. Hang up. We got business to 



finish.

Carl nods to him and Pepper disappears.

SAHA (o.s.)



Carl...don’t ignore me...If that’s what 



you want...I need to know now. Don’t 



keep me waiting...

CARL



Saha don’t do this to me...
SAHA (o.s.)



Do you love me Carl?...

Carl stutters for words.

SAHA (cont’d)



Do you love me?

Pepper’s head returns. He looks at Carl.

PEPPER



Hang up.

He nods at Pepper again. But his face is taut with pressure. 

SAHA (o.s.)



Carl. Do you love me?

Carl looks at the phone. Pepper stares at him. Saha’s voice echoes back at him. It wavers under the emotions.

SAHA (o.s.)



Carl?

Carl looks up at Pepper. He slowly talks into his phone.

CARL



I gotta go. Call you later.

He hangs up and walks back inside.

EXT. JAMILA’S BALCONEY – NIGHT.

Saha is crouched in a corner of the balconey. The phone is still at her ear. In her other hand is a bottle of Vallium. She looks blankly into the distance.

INT. BACK OF BARBERSHOP – NIGHT.

Carl and Pepper close the door behind them.

PEPPER



Turn that shit off. Before she calls back.

Carl turns off the phone.

CARL



We need to make this money. Now.

Pepper nods.

PEPPER



That’s what I’m talking about.

He pats Carl’s back and they head into the office.

CUT TO:
INT. HALLWAY – NIGHT.

Carl walks inside and hangs up his jacket. Simon emerges from the living room. He looks at Carl.

SIMON



Hey bro. I’m sorry. Sorry about the 



other night.

Carl looks at Simon.

SIMON (cont’d)



I was out of order. I’m sorry.

Carl breaks his gaze and sighs.

CARL



Don’t worry about it...it’s cool.

Simon extends his hand. Carl takes it.

SIMON



How did the interview go?

CARL



They told me they don’t employ convicted 


murderers. Can’t say I blame them.

Simon pats him on the back.

SIMON



Just keep trying man. Someone will give you 



a chance.

Carl stays silent.

INT. BATHROOM – NIGHT.

Carl stands under a steaming shower. The water rushes over his head as he closes his eyes.

CUT TO:

EXT. SILVER CAR – NIGHT.

It’s the night of the shooting. Carl looks at his blood covered hands. He bends down and closes the dead mugger’s eyes.

CUT TO:

INT. DINING ROOM – NIGHT.

Carl, Simon and Saha sit eating dinner. The room is silent. Only the murmuring of the TV in the living room can be heard. No one looks at each other.

INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT.

Carl sits watching ‘The Matrix’. He presses pause on the remote and walks to the toilet.

INT. HALLWAY – NIGHT.

As Carl walks through the hallway, he hears someone in the kitchen. He opens the door and sees Saha on her phone. 

INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT.

Her back is turned. He notices that she wears a vest top. He gazes at her bronze shoulders. Then he hears her conversation.

SAHA



Yeah Ezekiel’s. That’s where I want to 



go why?...What do you mean too many 



black people? Jamila!

Carl smiles.

CARL



Going out?

Saha is startled by Carl’s voice, she quickly turns round.

SAHA



Oh Carl...Hi!

Saha turns back to her phone.

SAHA (cont’d)



Got to go Jamila, I’ll call you back...Yes 



it’s him, I’ll call you back!

Saha hangs up and smiles at Carl.

SAHA



Please don’t tell Simon.

CARL



You two still ain’t sorted this?

SAHA



He’s being stupid about it. I’m a young 



woman, Carl. Young women go out. Young 



women want to go out. Whether their 



muslim, jew, black, white. He can’t 



keep me locked up inside this house.

CARL



No he can’t. So...Ezekiel’s is it?

SAHA



Yeah, I haven’t been there since...god 



knows when.

CARL



I know a couple of people that work there. 



Be careful. It can get rough.

SAHA



I’m always careful.

Carl smiles. Saha grins back.

CARL



Yeah right.

INT. HALLWAY – NIGHT.

Simon sees off Saha and Jamila.

SIMON



Tell your dad I said hello.

SAHA



Yeah but you know he won’t return the 



gesture.

She kisses Simon on the cheek.

SIMON



Still...Tell him anyway.

Jamila waves to Carl in the living room.

JAMILA



See you later Carl. Nice meeting you.

Carl waves back. He catches Saha’s eye as they both leave. Just before the door shuts, she winks at Carl and smiles.

INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT.

Simon sits on the sofa and stretches. Carl looks at him.

SIMON



Don’t know why they’re going there so late.

CARL



Duty calls I guess.

Simon nods in agreement. Carl looks up at a clock on the wall. It reads: 9.30pm. He looks out into the hallway at the front door.

INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT.

Simon watches the TV. Carl fidgets in his seat. He looks back at the clock. It reads: 9.50pm. He looks back at the front door. He thinks for a moment.

He turns to Simon.

CARL



You know what? I think I’ll go see 



Pepper before it gets too late.

Simon still watches the TV.

SIMON



Cool man. Don’t smoke too much weed.

Carl smiles.

CARL



Later.

He quickly grabs his jacket and runs out.

EXT. EZEKIEL’S NIGHT CLUB – NIGHT.

Carl parks up outside the club. He looks at the long cue. His eyes find one of the huge bouncers standing at the door. He smiles and gets out his car.

He approaches the HUGE BOUNCER. 

CARL



Hey!
The Huge Bouncer turns round ready to pounce. But he smiles when he sees Carl walking toward him.

CARL (cont’d)



What’s up Bee?

Bee laughs and nudges fists with Carl.

BEE


My weight man, that’s what. And it 

ain’t stopping!
They both laugh.

BEE(cont’d)



When did you get out?

CARL



About a year ago now.

BEE


I’m sorry about what happened. But 



I always told you man. My area’s fucked up. 



You shoulda waited here for me that night.

CARL



Yeah, yeah I know. Simon always beefs me 



about that. You live and learn man. You 



live and learn.

Bee nods.

BEE


So what, you back on the grind? 

Carl smiles and shakes his head.

CARL



Nah not quite.

BEE


I hear your brother went religious. 



Muslim and all that. Lost you a whole 



lot of paper.

CARL



Times are moving on. So are we.

BEE


I suppose...so what? You coming in tonight?

CARL



That cool?

BEE


Get your ass in there boy. Find some 

pussy. Don’t let me hear how jail 
changed you.

Bee laughs and opens the club doors. The thunderous bass of music ricochets out into the streets. Carl nods to Bee and steps inside.

INT. EZEKIEL’S NIGHT CLUB – NIGHT.

Carl weaves his way through a sea of sweaty bodies. People mill about everywhere. The atmosphere is buzzing with excitement.

Carl finds the bar and orders a drink. When it arrives he sips gently on it. He looks around the club.

Suddenly someone taps his shoulder...

It’s Saha.

SAHA



Are you following me?

CARL



You wish. Just keeping an eye on you. Men 



seem to get into sfights when you’re around.

SAHA



It’s the effect I have. Can’t help it.

CARL



Can’t help but enjoy it you mean.

Saha raises her eyebrow and smiles.

SAHA



Same thing.

A brief pause kicks in. Carl breaks the silence.

CARL



Seriously though. I did wanna make sure 



you were cool. Simon don’t know I’m here. 



I did it off my own back.

SAHA



Thanks for being concerned but I can look 



after myself.

Carl nods knowingly.

CARL



You seem more sober tonight.

SAHA



That’s because I am. And I don’t just mean 



no alcohol. 

Carl gazes at her. At her legs, her skin, her hair.

Saha turns round and looks at the dance floor. 

SAHA (cont’d)


So Carl...How good are you at shaking a leg?

Carl vigorously shakes his head.

CARL



There’s no way, your getting me onto that 



dance floor! I ain’t officially danced 

since New Years Eve ‘96. I ain’t starting 
again now.

Saha smiles.

SAHA



You sure?

She slowly gets up. As she turns Carl sees the top of her thongs stick out from her jeans. The curved edge of her bottom peeps through. Carl swallows hard. She turns round and faces him.

SAHA



It’s make your mind up time Carl.

Carl shrugs.

CARL



Well, maybe I’ll make an exception.

They both walk to the dance floor.

INT. DANCE FLOOR – NIGHT.

Carl slowly approaches Saha. 

The speakers blurt out ‘Take Our Time’ By TLC. 

She looks up at him as he gets nearer. His hand reaches round and touches the bare skin of her back. 

He draws her closer into him. She lays her head on his chest and closes her eyes. 

Their hips stir in a slow circular motion, in time with the music.

Saha’s quickened breath whispers onto Carl’s neck. He closes his eyes.

From across the club, Jamila looks at them dancing.

EXT. EZEKIEL’S NIGHT CLUB – NIGHT.

Saha, Jamila and Carl walk out of the club and prepare to part ways.

JAMILA



So...Thanks for keeping an eye on us Carl. 



I’m sure I’ll see you soon.

Carl smiles. But Saha interrupts their departure.

SAHA



Actually Jamila. I was going to go with 



Carl since we’re living at the same house. 



Save you a journey.

Jamila seems surprised. Carl stays silent.

JAMILA



Well, it’s no trouble trust me.

Saha insists.

SAHA



No, no you get an early night.

JAMILA



It’s 3 in the morning.

SAHA



You know what I mean.

Jamila nods her head. She looks at Carl and Saha.

JAMILA



Yeah I guess...Bye darling.

She kisses Saha and heads to her car.

Saha turns to Carl. He looks at her.

CARL



Shall we go?

SAHA



Yeah let’s go.

INT. CAR – NIGHT.

Carl and Saha sit in silence. The city rushes by. The streets are packed with drunk revellers. 

Saha looks at Carl.

SAHA



How come you never talk about prison?

Carl is taken back by her. He fumbles for words.

CARL



Dunno...I guess...It ain’t really...



There’s nothing to say about it, you know 



what I mean? It’s over now.

Saha nods.

SAHA



Looks like I touched a nerve.

Carl smiles.

CARL



Why do you wanna know about it?

Saha shrugs.

SAHA



I’m interested I suppose. The fact you 



never say anything about it...I don’t know. 



It makes you kind of a mystery to me.

CARL



A mystery? Why?

SAHA



The way Simon used to carry on 



was stupid. He was heading for prison or 



the grave. But you seem smarter than that...



How did you end up inside and not him? 

Carl keeps his eyes on the road.

CARL



Bad luck. Plain old bad luck.

Saha studies his face.

SAHA



What did you do in there?

CARL



Bided my time. Kept myself busy. 

SAHA



Doesn’t sound like the life-changing experience 

everyone says it is.

Carl finally looks at her.

CARL



That’s because it wasn’t.

SAHA



Didn’t you learn anything? Read any books?

CARL



Yeah I read...But for me, prison only taught 

me one thing...One good turn deserves another. And so does a bad one...But prison never changed who I am.

SAHA



So you’re the same now as you were before?

CARL



Something like that.

Saha shakes her head.

SAHA



It changed you...I didn’t know you 



before but...I can tell. It changed you.

Carl parks up outside Simon and Saha’s house. He turns and stares into her eyes.

CARL



If it did...it wasn’t for the better.

Saha looks out of the window at the house.

SAHA



I had a good time tonight.

CARL



Me too.

Saha looks at him. Carl stares back.

CARL (cont’d)



You know Saha...

Saha’s eyes are fixed on Carl.

CARL (cont’d)



I like talking to you...Spending time. 



Chilling out...Sometimes...I forget who 



you are.

He scrabbles for more words.

CARL (cont’d)



Sometimes...I want to forget who you 



are.

Saha stops him. She puts a finger to his lips.

SAHA



Don’t. Don’t say anymore.

Carl slowly moves her hand away.

CARL



Why?

SAHA



You know why.

He sighs.

SAHA (cont’d)



If you say it...You can’t take it back.

CARL



What if I think it? What then?

Saha looks down at her hands.

SAHA



I don’t know.

Carl looks out at the dimly lit street.

CARL



When was the last time you were happy?

Saha is silent.

CARL (cont’d)



I know it sounds stupid but...when was it?

Saha is still silent. Carl turns to her. She looks at him.

SAHA



I can’t remember.

He nods his head.

CARL 



Neither can I.

SAHA



I guess...I guess that’s why I take the 

pills from time to time. They remind 

me of what it’s like to feel happy.

Saha averts her gaze from him. But Carl still looks at her.

CARL (cont’d)



You know...I spend half the day...



just thinking about the next 



time I’ll get to speak to you.

Saha fidgets in her seat. Her breathing quickens.

She can’t look at him. Silence creeps in. Carl stares at her.

Finally she looks back up at him.

SAHA



Carl this is so wrong...

He interrupts her by touching her hand.

CARL



But what do you want? 

Saha looks back at her and Simon’s house. Then at Carl.

SAHA



To be happy.

CARL



Then let’s get out of here.

Saha slowly nods. Carl starts the car.

EXT. DARK ALLEY – NIGHT.

Carl’s car waits inside a dark alleyway. The night hides it from the surrounding streets.

INT. CARL’S CAR – NIGHT.

Saha is rigid with anxiety. She shuffles in her seat. Carl watches her. The atmosphere is intense. They snatch quick glances at each other.

Carl’s hand slowly reaches across to Saha.

She looks at him. Her eyes wild with anticipation.

His hand touches her face. Each finger lightly caresses her soft skin.

He leans forward and kisses her cheek.

She shudders.

His lips travel across her trembling face and reach her mouth.

They kiss.

Soon their tender kissing turns into two hungry mouths eager for each other.

Carl rips at her clothes. Saha tears back.

CUT TO:

INT. BEDROOM – DAY.

Saha slowly gets dressed. Her long black hair falls across her shoulders. Simon lies in bed looking at her.

She gives him an awkward smile.

SIMON



I’m not going to get the infertility treated. 

Saha stops dressing and looks at him.

SAHA



Why?

SIMON



What’s the point?

SAHA



Well, Simon...

SIMON



Well Simon what? You changed your mind?

Saha is silent.

SIMON (cont’d)



Thought so.

Saha finishes getting dressed. She looks at Simon with determination.

SAHA



We need to talk. This evening when I get 



back. 

Simon is confused.

SIMON



About what?

SAHA



What do you think?

SIMON



It’s Friday today...Where are you going?

SAHA



Out.

Saha leaves the room.

INT. CARL’S CAR – DAY.

Carl sits behind the wheel smoking a cigarette. The clouds of smoke make the air foggy. Through the mist he sees Pepper and Denton walking towards him.

They get inside the car and slam the doors shut. Pepper turns to Carl.

PEPPER



Alright man, it’s time. You know where 



you’re going right?

Carl nods silently and starts up the car.

Denton peers at him from the rear view mirror. Carl ignores him and drives off down the road.

INT. CLINIC WAITING AREA – DAY.

Saha fidgets about on a plastic chair. She looks around the waiting room. Desperate eyes stare back at her.

She picks up a leaflet. It reads: Marie Stopes Family Planning Clinic.

INT. DOCTOR’S OFFICE – DAY.

Saha walks inside the room and smiles at the doctor. He is a short, balding white man with thick glasses. A name plaque reads DR. WEST. Saha sits down and struggles to talk to him.

SAHA



I’ve never done this before.

DR WEST



Don’t worry. You’re in good hands.

SAHA



I really need to know about long term damage.

DR WEST



Statistics show that most women have no 



adverse long term side effects.

SAHA



Then I hope I’m like most women.

DR WEST



So how many weeks are you?

SAHA



I’m still not quite sure.

DR WEST



Don’t worry we can work it out. But 



bare in mind that we can’t terminate 



after certain amount of time. Okay?

Saha looks at the floor.

SAHA



Okay.

DR WEST



All being well, we can perform the procedure 

today.

Saha gives Dr West a half hearted smile.

EXT. COFFEE SHOP – DAY.

Simon waits outside a coffee shop. He walks about anxiously and keeps looking at his mobile phone. 

Suddenly he sees Joyce across the road. She smiles and waves to him. Simon waves back discreetly.

She joins him outside the shop.

JOYCE



What you doing round here?

SIMON



Just job hunting. Thought I’d get a coffee 



in the meantime.

JOYCE



I was getting one too. Want to join me?

Simon thinks for moment.

SIMON



Sure. Why not?

They go inside.

INT. CARL’S CAR – DAY.

Carl pulls up outside a small industrial estate. Pepper turns to Denton and nods.

Carl looks at Denton through the rear view mirror.

DENTON



Don’t lose your nerve.

Carl shakes his head.

CARL



Fuck you Denton.

Denton kisses his teeth.

DENTON



Shut the fuck up Carl. You ain’t running 



this thing.

PEPPER



A, no fucking bickering. We’re about to do 



this thing and you two wanna start kicking off?

Carl and Denton remain silent.

PEPPER (cont’d)



What a fucking joke. Just keep your minds 



on getting out of here. You (he points 



to Denton) Let’s go.

They exit the car. Pepper looks back at Carl.

PEPPER (cont’d)



You know what’s what, right?

Carl nods.

Pepper and Denton disappear into the industrial estate.

INT. CLINIC WAITING AREA – DAY.

Saha sits and pretends to read a magazine. Her anxiety makes her body restless. She begins to play with her phone.

A nurse emerges from a blue door. She calls for Saha.

Slowly she gets up and walks to the nurse.

They both vanish behind the door.

INT. COFFEE SHOP – DAY.

Simon and Joyce sit in a corner of the shop. Simon plays with his cup of coffee. Joyce studies his behaviour. Her face is curious.

JOYCE



What’s on your mind?

SIMON



Nothing.

JOYCE



What is it Simon. Are you okay?

SIMON



Yeah, I guess...I guess I’m just a 



little tired.

JOYCE



Things getting to you?
SIMON



Yeah. It’s hard y’know? Hard to live a 



good life.

JOYCE



True. But don’t let it get you down.

SIMON



But I’m finding it difficult to keep believing.

JOYCE



Everyone has doubts. You’re only human.

SIMON



How do you deal with it?

JOYCE



Sometimes I just look at the world around me. 



I look at how big it is. How beautiful it is. 



I mean just look at the sky...it sounds 



crazy but one day just look up at it. 



Maybe you’ll see what I see.

SIMON



What that?

JOYCE



The world...and what it really is.

SIMON



And what is it?

JOYCE



A beautiful place.

Simon nods. Joyce smiles at him.

INT. CARL’S CAR – DAY.

Carl scans the area. There’s no-one about. He winds down the window. An echo of a scream floats into the car. 

Carl begins to get agitated. He readies himself for action. All the while he keeps looking out.

INT. CLINIC – DAY.

Anita gets undressed behind a screen whilst the nurse waits. As she takes off her top, Saha looks down at her stomach. 

She strokes it. 

A tear begins to fall.

Then, without hesitation. She begins to put her clothes back on. The nurse hears the ruffling and seems confused.

Saha runs out from behind the screen almost knocking the nurse over.

EXT. CLINIC – DAY.

Saha bursts through the doors of the clinic and onto the street.

EXT. COFFEE SHOP – DAY.

Simon and Joyce walk out of the coffee shop.

SIMON



Thanks for the company.

JOYCE



Anytime.

SIMON



I think I’m just feeling a little sorry 



for myself.

JOYCE



And who doesn’t from time to time.

Simon smiles.

SIMON



I want to see you again but...

JOYCE



But what?

Simon’s face reveals an internal struggle.

SIMON



I’m really busy.

Joyce seems puzzled.

JOYCE



I thought you lost your job?

Simon quickly responds.

SIMON



Yeah I mean busy job hunting.

Joyce is not convinced.

JOYCE



Oh...Is there something else Simon?

Simon thinks for a moment then looks up and smiles.

SIMON



No. 

INT. CARL’S CAR – DAY.

Small beads of sweat begin to trickle down Carl’s face. His eyes dart about the place as he starts up the engine. 

Suddenly he sees Pepper and Denton sprinting toward the car. In Pepper’s hand is a duffel bag.

CARL



Hurry up man! C’mon! Get in!

They clamber inside, out of breath and wide eyed.

Carl speeds off and disappears round a corner.

EXT. STREET – DAY.

Saha runs down a street. She pushes people out of the way. Her face is wet with tears.

EXT. SUBURBAN ROAD – DAY.

Simon and Joyce walk up to a house. She smiles at him. An uncomfortable silence occurs.

JOYCE



Thanks for walking me home. Very gentlemanly 



of you.

SIMON



You live alone?

JOYCE



No I have roommates. Very messy ones.

Simon smiles.

JOYCE (cont’d)



Do you want to come inside? Relax for a while?

Simon looks at Joyce. Their eyes are locked on each other.

EXT. BRIDGE – DAY.

Carl parks up sharply onto a curb. Pepper and Denton jump out and split up. Carl lights a piece of cloth attached to a bottle of spirits. He throws the flaming bottle into the car and runs away. A ball of fire erupts as the car burns.

INT. SIMON’S HOUSE – DAY. 

Saha stumbles into the house on her hands and knees. She quickly gets up and runs to the phone. 

SAHA



Please pick up Carl...please.

There’s no answer.

She throws the phone across the hallway.

INT. WAREHOUSE – DAY.

Carl, Pepper and Denton walk into a derelict room. A rat runs by Carl’s feet. Water leaks down the walls. Pepper throws the duffel bag onto a nearby table. Bundles of notes peer out. All three men stare at the money.

CARL



Who was that screaming?

PEPPER



The cleaner.

CARL



What did you do to her?

Pepper gestures to Denton. Carl turns his attention to him.

CARL (cont’d)



What happened?

DENTON



She won’t be cleaning any offices for a while.

Denton smiles. Pepper looks over to Carl.

PEPPER



Don’t worry she’s alive.

Carl shakes his head. Pepper walks toward the table.

PEPPER (cont’d)

It’s over now. She was in the 

wrong place at the wrong time.

He begins to take the money out the bag. Denton watches.

PEPPER (cont’d)




Let’s see what we got.

Carl notices Denton.

PEPPER (cont’d)



That fuck Abdul. He really has made some money.

Denton begins to slowly pace up and down.

DENTON



Is there more than you thought?

PEPPER



I think so.

DENTON



Even better.

Carl keeps looking at Denton.

PEPPER



Maybe you boys can get a little more.

Carl notices Denton puts an arm behind his back.

DENTON



Maybe...

As quick as a flash Denton pulls out a gun and points it at Pepper and Carl. They both look at each other in shock.

PEPPER



What the fuck you doing Denton?!

DENTON



Put the money back in the bag...now.

PEPPER



You fuck...

DENTON



Careful what you say Pepper. I never did 

like you.

Pepper tries to slowly reach for something.

PEPPER



Don’t think you’ll get away with this. You’ll 



be dead before you can spend any of it.

Denton smiles at Pepper. He fires the gun. The bullet rips open Pepper’s shoulder. He flies back in agony.

DENTON



Shut the fuck up Pepper. Don’t think 

this is Parkhurst. I’m gonna take this 

money and that’s the end of it.

Carl rushes to Pepper’s aid. He tries to stop the bleeding. He notices something in Pepper’s belt...a silver gun. 

DENTON (cont’d)

 Carl!

Carl looks at him. Denton points at the table.

DENTON



Do the honours.

Denton and Carl’s eyes meet.

CARL



You’re even more stupid than I thought.

DENTON



I’m just doing what you’re too scared to do.

CARL



You’ll die doing it.

DENTON



I don’t think so.

Suddenly Carl grabs the gun from Pepper’s belt. He fires wildly at Denton but misses.

Denton jumps out the way. He lands and sees Carl scrambling behind the table. He points and shoots.

Pieces of wood spray onto Carl as he tries to duck for cover. He pushes over the table sending the money flying into the air.

Carl grips the gun tighter. He tries to see where Denton is. Through the smoke, he sees him clambering to his feet. He clutches at the floating notes. Carl aims and fires. 

Denton’s chest explodes. He falls back. Blood leaks from his body. He struggles for breath. Slowly he stops moving. He’s dead body slumps to the floor.

CUT TO:

EXT. SILVER CAR – NIGHT.

It’s the night of the shooting. Carl and Simon look down on the body of the Man who tried to rob them. A pool of blood gathers around him.
CUT TO:

INT. WAREHOUSE – DAY.

Carl walks toward Denton, pointing the gun. He peers down. Denton’s eyes are still open. He bends down and closes them.

Carl looks over to Pepper. He’s still alive.

PEPPER



This is a joke.

CARL



Better get you to the hospital. You’ve 

lost a lot of blood.

PEPPER



No fuck that. Take me to my girl’s house. 

She can fix this.

Carl tries to pick him up. Pepper seems delirious. 

PEPPER

Aah, careful...That fucking Denton. I 

can’t believe the asshole shot me.

He stumbles about.

CARL



We gotta move Pepper. This place is 

gonna be swarming soon. We need to go.

Carl helps Pepper out of the room. Blood covers them both. The sound of police sirens echoes through the warehouse.

CUT TO:

EXT. SILVER CAR – NIGHT.

The silver gun falls from Simon’s hand. He staggers back in shock. He’s just killed someone. Carl grabs him and they run to the car.

INT. CARL’S CAR – NIGHT.

Carl and Simon race through dark empty roads. 

Blood is splattered across both of them. 

The police are in close pursuit. 

Carl swerves in and out of traffic islands trying to shake them off. 

He looks at Simon. He’s eyes are glazed, he’s in a total state of shock and panic.

SIMON



I’m sorry Carl man! I’m sorry. I didn’t...

Simon begins to hyperventilate.

CARL



Calm down man! Just relax. It’s okay.

Simon looks at the red liquid dripping from his top.

SIMON



It’s his blood.

CARL



Calm down man. We’re gonna get out of this!

Carl quickly takes a corner. He zooms down a narrow road. Soon the flashing blue lights of the police come raging round the same corner. Carl slams his fist on the steering wheel.

CARL



Fuck! Fuck!

SIMON



Sorry I didn’t mean to shoot him. 
I didn’t think it was loaded. I didn’t 
wanna kill him.

Carl reaches over and tries to comfort Simon.

CARL



C’mon chill out. Relax, you’re gonna pass 



out if you keep stressing!

But as he tries to calm Simon down, Carl loses control of the wheel. 

The car swerves off the road and onto the pavement. 

With an almighty crunch the car slams into a lamp post.

Carl and Simon begin to come to. Smoke and glass is everywhere. Carl stares into his wing mirrors. Police officers with guns slowly approach the car. He turns to Simon.

CARL



Remember one thing Simon.

Simon looks up. His face is a picture of fear.

CARL (cont’d)



It wasn’t you...It was me.

Simon is confused.

SIMON



But I killed him.

CARL



No you didn’t...I did...When they ask you 



what happened that’s what you say.

SIMON



I’m sorry.

CARL



I know. Now shhh, here they come.

A police officer slowly walks up beside the car and points his gun at Carl.

CUT TO:

INT. SIMON’S HOUSE – NIGHT.

Simon arrives at home to find Saha sitting on the stairs. She’s been waiting for him. She’s surrounded by suitcases packed full of her things. Simon stares at them and then back at Saha.

SIMON



Where are you going?

She stares at him. Her eyes move around nervously.

SIMON (cont’d)


What’s with the suitcases?

Silence.

Simon walks toward her but stops. He leans against the wall looking at the suitcases again.

SIMON



Saha?

Her eyes meet with his.

SAHA



I...I can’t do it anymore.

Simon can’t look at her. He closes his eyes.

SIMON



Why? 

Saha tries to speak but nothing comes out. Simon stares at her.

SIMON (cont’d)



What did I do?

She looks away.

SIMON (cont’d)



Why are you leaving?

She doesn’t answer. The silence grows. Slowly she looks back at Simon.

SAHA



I don’t love you...I’m sorry Simon, so 



sorry. Believe me. 

He steps back slightly. His face is confused. Saha begins to weep.

SIMON



But...why?...I don’t understand.

Saha gathers herself. Simon stares at her for answers.

SAHA



You have to know the truth...

He steps closer to her.

SIMON



About what?

Saha wipes her tears away.

SAHA



I can’t leave without you knowing...

Simon looses his cool. He grabs her by the arm.

SIMON



Tell me what’s happened Saha!

She looks up at him. Fear fills her eyes.

SAHA



I’ve been having an affair...

Simon quickly releases her arm. The shock silences him. Saha quivers as she tries to continue. He stares at her again.

SIMON



With who?

Saha closes her eyes. Her body shakes.

SIMON (cont’d)



With who?!

Simon voices echoes round the hallway. Saha opens her eyes.

SAHA



Carl.

Simon doesn’t move. He stands in front of Saha like a statue. His eyes begin to well up as his face shakes with anger.

SIMON



My brother?...my brother?

SAHA



I’m so sorry...I didn’t want to hurt you.

SIMON



How long?

SAHA



I don’t know...
Simon’s eyes stare piercingly into Saha. Suddenly he grabs her by the throat. She screams.

SIMON



You don’t know?!
SAHA (cont’d)



Simon! No!

She struggles to break free but Simon holds her down.

SIMON



You bitch! You bitch!

Saha fights to breathe as he squeezes harder.

SAHA



No!...Simon!...I’m pregnant!

All of a sudden Simon stops and falls back onto the floor. His face is twisted with disbelief. Saha gasps for air and coughs.

SIMON



What?

She looks over at him.

SAHA



I’m pregnant.

Simon’s eyes search her face. Then a thought freezes him.

SIMON



It’s not mine...is it?

Saha massages her neck. She slowly shakes her head. Simon laughs. She seems baffled.

SIMON (cont’d)



I can’t believe it...

SAHA



It was all a mistake...I never...

SIMON



Don’t...

Another wave of silence fills the house. Simon stares at the floor. Saha sits nervously on the stairs.

SIMON (cont’d)



You know...It could be mine
Saha looks at him.

SAHA



But Simon...

SIMON



Are you keeping it?

She looks away and nods.

SAHA



I wish things were different...

SIMON



So do I...

Saha is lost for words. Simon paces up and down the hallway. Suddenly he stops.

SIMON (cont’d)



You better be on your way.

SAHA



What?

Simon seizes one of the suitcases and hurls it out of the nearby window. It smashes onto the lawn.

SIMON



Get out!

He reaches forward and grabs her. She wrestles with him but becomes unstuck. Simon opens the front door and pushes her out.

EXT. HOUSE – NIGHT.

Saha stumbles onto the lawn. She turns to see Simon throwing the rest of her luggage out of the house.

From behind she hears a car pull up. Jamila jumps out and runs toward her.

JAMILA



What’s going on?!

SAHA



I told him.

Jamila nods and hugs her. She looks up and sees Simon in the house doorway. He shouts to her.

SIMON



Get her out of here!

Jamila and Saha start to put the suitcases into the car. Simon looks on. His heavy breathing gathers steam in the cold night air.

As Jamila drives off into the darkness, Saha looks back. She sees the silhouette of Simon turn inside the house.

EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK – NIGHT.

Carl walks through the murky back roads of his block. The orange street lights cast shadows everywhere. He looks about. Each step is taken with caution.

He nears his front door. Suddenly his phone rings. He quickly answers. It’s Pepper.

CARL



Yeah I made it...Yeah cool.

He hangs up as a figure slowly creeps behind him. 

A baseball bat comes crashing down onto his back. He falls to the ground in pain. 

Simon slowly stands over him.

CARL (cont’d)



Hey man...what the fuck you doing?

Simon brings the bat above his head. Carl quickly rolls to his feet. Simon narrowly misses him.

CARL (cont’d)



Simon!

Carl puts up his hands. Simon’s eyes burn into him. At first his voice is almost a whisper.

SIMON



Why did you do it Carl?...Why do it?

Simon inches toward him.

SIMON (cont’d)

Your own fucking brother.

His whispering voice disappears.

SIMON (cont’d)

Why?!!

Carl realises what is happening. He starts to back away.

CARL



Simon, you gotta listen...I’m sorry, I 



never planned this...it just...

Simon swings at him.

SIMON



Just what?! Eh?! What!!

Carl tries his best to avoid him.

SIMON (cont’d)



You fucking...

The bat connects with Carl’s shoulder. He goes down.

Simon unleashes a torrent of blows. Carl absorbs the attack but the pain makes him fight back. The two brothers struggle viciously. Carl falls to the ground. 

Simon suddenly stops. He looks down at Carl. Blood pours from his head.

CARL



Simon man, you gotta put that down.

Carl struggles to his feet. Blood drips from his split lip. He cautiously watches Simon.

SIMON



Why Carl?

Carl struggles for words.

CARL



I...I don’t know, I... It wasn’t like 

it was planned...I don’t...



SIMON



Are you serious? You don’t know? That’s 

the best you can come up with?

Simon shakes his head.

SIMON (cont’d)



Look at you.

Carl avoids Simon’s eyes.

SIMON (cont’d)



No-one does what you did without knowing why.

Carl can’t answer. Simon steps closer to him.

SIMON (cont’d)



Do I owe you?

CARL



It’s not like that.

Simon’s eyes examine him.

SIMON

You went to prison. Came out with 

nothing. For me. For my mistake. You must 

have been pissed. It got to you.
Carl looks back at Simon.

SIMON (cont’d)



Didn’t it?
CUT TO:

EXT. SILVER CAR – NIGHT.

The night of the shooting. Carl looks at Simon. He’s drenched in blood. In his hand is a gun. The body of the Man lies on the floor. Simon is frozen in shock.

CUT TO:

EXT. COUNCIL ESTATE – NIGHT.

Carl’s eyes lock with Simon’s

CARL



Yes...

Simon still stares at him. Carl hangs his head. 

Carl looks up at him.

SIMON


Do you know about her being pregnant?

CARL



Yeah.

SIMON



Then you must know she’s keeping it.

CARL



Yeah, I know.

SIMON



She says it’s yours...but I say otherwise.

Carl face becomes confused.

CARL



But Simon...

SIMON



But what? I can’t have kids? I don’t 

believe in that shit. 

Carl is silent.

SIMON (cont’d)



That child could be mine. Until I 

find out...You don’t go near 

my wife...understand?

CARL



Simon, you and me...

SIMON



There is no ‘you and me’...not anymore.

Carl slowly nods. 

Simon turns and begins to walk away. He stops and looks back.

SIMON (cont’d)



But...this ain’t over yet.

He continues on and disappears into the night. 

Carl stands clutching his arm. The pain causes him to stagger. He watches as Simon vanishes.

Suddenly his phone rings. He looks. It’s Saha. He switches it off.

INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT.

Saha anxiously holds her phone. The ringing tone goes dead. The receiver drops onto the floor. She closes her eyes.

INT. SIMON’S HOUSE – NIGHT.

Simon stands and gazes at the pictures and photographs that adorn his living room wall. Saha smiles back from one of the photos. 

INT. BARBERSHOP – DAY.

Pepper sits behind stacks of £50 and £20 notes piled high. His shoulder is bandaged. He furiously counts a bundle of blood soaked notes. Sitting nearby is Carl. His face is bruised. Pepper glances up at him and stops his frantic counting.

PEPPER



You cool?

CARL



Yeah man. Don’t worry, like I said we’re 

always arguing. Just got out of hand this time.

Pepper nods obliviously.

PEPPER



At least we made it. Got what we wanted and 

got away with it. Despite Denton.

Carl nods. Pepper watches him for a moment. 

PEPPER



How do you feel?

Carl looks confused.

PEPPER (cont’d)


You killed someone...for real this time...

How do you feel?

Carl thinks to himself.

CARL



Like shit.

Pepper smiles and pushes over a stack of notes to him.

PEPPER



Maybe this will help...It’s 50, not 

10...

Carl looks surprised.

PEPPER (cont’d)

What did I say about leopards and their spots?

Carl manages a slight smile. He scoops up the notes and puts them in a rucksack.

PEPPER (cont’d)



Spend it wisely.

Carl zips up the rucksack and slings it over his shoulder.

CARL



Pepper...we’re cool now right?

Pepper looks at Carl for a few seconds. He slowly nods his head.

CARL (cont’d)



Later.

PEPPER



Later.

Carl quickly exits the shop.

EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK – DAY.

From a distance, a figure sits by a window. Rain beats against the glass obscuring their face.

INT. APARTMENT – DAY.

Saha sits in a murky room looking out the window. Her face appears to have aged slightly. Dark rings lay under her eyes. She seems exhausted. She’s wrapped in a grubby looking dressing gown. 

We hear the excited hum of people talking in the next room. Saha turns and looks at the piles of baby clothes and toiletries laid neatly on shelves. She pulls out a bottle of Vallium from her dressing gown and swallows three.  

Suddenly Jamila enters causing the dimness of the room to disappear in the hallway light. Saha quickly puts the pills away.

Saha looks at her sister. Jamila notices her sad eyes.

JAMILA



Why are you in here on your own?

Saha smiles to herself.

SAHA



Just wanted to grab a moment.
Jamila nods knowingly.

JAMILA



He’s here.

Saha’s smile vanishes.

INT. HALLWAY – DAY.

Saha slowly walks through the hall toward the living room. Jamila puts a protective arm around her.

INT. LIVING ROOM – DAY.

The bright light of the living room causes Saha to squint. The room is filled with Saha’s relatives talking amongst themselves. Amid the crowd stands the familiar figure of Simon. Next to him is a moses basket.

Inside lies a newborn baby. Saha’s newborn baby. She is wrapped up in white covers. Her caramel skin is reminiscent of her mother’s. 

SIMON


What’s her name?

SAHA



Safia.

Simon nods.

SIMON



Nice name.

The other relatives in the room flash glances at Simon and Saha.

SAHA



Any word yet from the hospital about 

the results?

SIMON



Not yet.

An awkward silence enters the room.

SIMON (cont’d)



Can I hold her?

Saha looks lost for words.

SAHA



Sure.
She tries to lift Safia from the basket but she begins to cry. Saha panics. 

Jamila jumps in and calms Safia down. She hands her to Simon. 

Saha looks on as he kisses Safia’s forehead.

Jamila notices Saha’s discomfort. She gives her a reassuring smile.

INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT.

Saha lies awake in bed. Next to her is Safia’s cot. 

She stares at the ceiling. The lights of cars driving by create moving shadows. 

A tear escapes down her face. She slowly wipes it away. Suddenly, Safia begins to cry.

Saha tries to comfort her but it’s not working. She becomes anxious as Safia’s screams get louder. Slowly she backs herself into a corner and covers her ears. Under her breath she whispers.

SAHA



Shut up, please shut up. Please...

On the chest of drawers next to her, Saha sees something. Her bottle of Vallium.

INT. HALL – DAY.

Amid a vast hall, people gather round a coffin. 

Inside lays the body of Saha. 

Many weep and hold onto the casket. Jamila stands by and tries to help some of the bereaved. 

Amongst the crowd is Simon. 

He looks at Jamila. She catches his eye. He mouths the words: ‘I’m sorry.’ She smiles and replies: ‘Me too.’ 

Simon nods and walks toward the coffin. He looks down at Saha. Tears begin to fall. He touches her hand.

SIMON



Why did you do it?
Jamila comes up and places a hand on his shoulder.

EXT. HALL – DAY.

Simon and Jamila stand outside smoking cigarettes. They avoid eye contact.

JAMILA



No-one saw it coming. Not even me...I 

mean I knew she was suffering with a 

little depression but...it must have 

been so much more than we realised.

Simon stubs out his cigarette.

SIMON



I can’t believe she’s gone...it hasn’t 

sunk in yet.

Jamila looks at Simon.

JAMILA



I know what you mean.

SIMON



Have you spoken to Carl?

JAMILA



He wanted to come today.

Simon sighs.

SIMON



I know, but I couldn’t let him.

JAMILA



I don’t blame you for reacting the way 

you have. But...stopping him from coming 

here is punishment enough Simon.

Simon looks at her.

SIMON



I can’t just forget what happened.

JAMILA



You don’t have to...But can you forgive?

Simon doesn’t answer.

JAMILA (cont’d)

You of all people should know 

about that...Think about it.

Simon nods. A silence creeps in.

SIMON



I was wondering...can I look after Safia 

for a bit?

Jamila thinks for a moment. She looks at him and nods.

INT. SIMON’S HOUSE – NIGHT.

Simon stares down at Safia sleeping. Her body is still. Her face is calm. On his dressing table is an unopened letter. Simon stares at it. Soon he picks it up and tears it open. His face drops.

EXT. PARK – DAY.

Simon stands next to Carl. Far off in the distance, they see a group of youngsters playing football. Carl looks over anxiously at Simon. But Simon doesn’t look back. Instead he gazes into the horizon. 

CARL



I finally got a job. It don’t pay much 

but it’s something.

Simon nods. Carl fidgets. A silence unfolds. 

SIMON


Finally going to try the straight and narrow?
CARL


Yeah.

SIMON


Saha always said you’d never make it.
Carl quietly smiles to himself. 
Silence.

SIMON (cont’d)


Things change, I guess.
Carl nods.

SIMON (cont’d)



You never know what’s going to happen.
Simon hands Carl a piece of paper.

CARL



What’s this?

SIMON



See for yourself.

Carl slowly reads it. His face changes as he sees the words: ‘SIMON JOHNSON – 99.99% chance BIOLOGICAL FATHER. CARL JOHNSON – 32.5% chance BIOLOGICAL FATHER.’

SIMON (cont’d)



It came through yesterday...God works 

in mysterious ways.

Carl looks up at him. Simon turns back and gazes at the horizon.

CARL



I don’t know what to say.

Simon looks at him.

SIMON



Did you always think she was yours?

Carl turns away. He slowly nods his head.

SIMON (cont’d)



Sorry.

CARL



This wasn’t your fault.

SIMON



I still felt like I should say it.

Carl nods. A small silence enters.

SIMON (cont’d)



I have no wife but I have a child...who 

would have thought?

Carl thinks for a moment. He looks at Simon.

CARL



Look after her.

Simon nods. He studies Carl’s face. For a moment they look at each other.

SIMON



Call me tomorrow...we’ll talk.

Carl is visibly surprised.

CARL



Sure.

Simon nods and walks away. Carl sees him get into his car. In the passenger seat, sits Joyce. She looks at Carl and waves. He waves back.

Carl turns and looks out into the city.

The streets are beginning to become quiet.

Sunlight starts to disappear as the day ends.
FADE OUT.
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