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FADE- | N:
I NT. ENGLI SH PUB - EVEN NG

A round table. ROB, MARX, JIM (40's) life-long friends
shooting the breeze over nany beers.

Jimreturns from placing an order the bar.

JIM
On its way.

ROB
| swear, they do it on purpose.

(to Jim

Cheers.

JIM
VWho does?

MARX
They love it.

(to Jim
Cheers! W were just saying, what is
it wth old nen and changi ng roons?

ROB
Naked ol d men and changi ng roons.

JIM
That's what changi ng roons are for?

ROB
Yeah but it's like the older they are,
t he | onger they take.

JIM
They're old. You slow up when -

MARX
No, we're tal king about the ones
st andi ng around doi ng not hi ng, bol | ock

naked.

ROB
Not nothing. Strutting about, having a
chat, literally hanging out. You know

the type, shit-shave-shanpoo, vest-
check, shirt-check, talc-the-balls,
(beat)
SOX.
(beat)
Anyt hi ng but put-pants-on.

JI'M
Ha, you don't have to | ook you know.



ROB
It's in your face JinP | don't think
t hey are capabl e of dropping their
Speedos until they're absolutly sure
t hey' ve got your undivided attention.

JIM
Ur gh.

MARX
| got boxed in once. Three of them
naked as the day they were born, and
still naked after ny workout.

Rob gives a sl ow head shake.

MARX ( CONT' D)
| made the m stake of sitting down,
then before | knew what was going on -

ROB
They fl anked you.

A thin, elderly WAI TRESS approaches carrying a TRAY OF BEERS.

MARX
(noddi ng)
Left, right and centre, everying at
eye-level, horrific..

Mar x cl oses his eyes to better recall the nonment, he doesn't
notice the waitress as she serves the beers, Rob's first.

MARX ( CONT' D)
(pointing left/toward Rob)
..this one's pubic hair is out of
control ..

The waitress pauses, suddenly tuning in, then continues
serving, to Jimnext.

MARX ( CONT' D)
(pointing right/toward Jim
..and him he has the ugliest penis
you' ver ever seen.

The waitress stops and glares fiercely at Marx.

MARX ( CONT' D)
But worst of all there's..

Marx points forwards in the direction of the waitress, Rob
and Jimbrace thensel ves.

MARX ( CONT' D)
..this sack-of-bones in front of ne.



The waitress SLAPS the final drink on the table, Marx's eyes
reopen in tinme to catch the waitress scurrying away, and his
friends w ncing.

MARX ( CONT' D)
What' s her probl enf? Anyway, the one in
the mddle -

JI'M
Sack- of - bones?

Mar x shudders, slides his beer towards himand takes a | ong
SW g.

Rob and Ji m foll ow

MARX
Yeah he decides that since |I'm not
goi ng anywhere, now woul d be the
absolute best tine to trimhis
t oenail s.

Jimlaughs, involuntarily spraying beer over the table.

ROB
Literally do not give a shit, we've
got to do sonet hing.

MARX
Testicals swinging around his knees.

JIM
(controlling |aughter)
What did you do?

MARX
Luckily had ny phone, made it | ook
like I was texting or sonething.

ROB
Shoul d have taken a photo.

Marx and Jimlook at Rob, a little disturbed.

ROB ( CONT' D)
Oh yeah, that's what | woul d' ve done.
Stick it online, name and shane them

JI'M
Bot h of thenf

ROB
|"mserious, it's the only way to stop
them W need a Facebook page.



JI'M
| don't think Facebook needs that

page.

ROB
Your mssing the point Jim | bet
testical -man would think tw ce before
sticking his arse in Marx's face if he
t hought there was a reasonabl e chance
he'd becone fanous for it.

MARX
Not a bad idea, at the very least it
m ght encourage sone manscapi ng?

ROB
It's too late for that but we need
these guys to becone a little nore..
self aware, we need a -

MARX
Website. W need a website.

JIM
(gesturing as if reading a
bi I | boar d)
DI RTY- GRANDAD DOT- COM Wy not ?

MARX
Like it.

JIM
Right, | don't think you can go around
t aki ng photos in -

ROB
Wiy not? They're not exactly shy.
(pauses for thought)
Okay maybe not. So we go covert?

MARX
Now we're talking, I'"'mthinking live
stream ng? W strap a GoPro to Jins
head and send himin, in his Y-fronts.

Marx puts his hand to his nmouth to forma wal ki e-tal ki e.

MARX ( CONT' D)
CRRCHT - Bal d one, approaching
hai rdryer, nove in Jim Wbsite has
(gi ggling)
vi sual s - Over.

By now Rob is killing hinself with |aughter but nanages a
fist-radio too.



ROB
CRRCHT - C oser.. C oser.
JIM
Yeah. |'ve gotta admt, that hair

dryer thing is a bit nuch.

MARX

(still giggling)
Hang on, what if -

ROB
Hol d your position - Over.
MARX
Wait. Houston we've got a problem
(beat)

CRRCHT - School bus, children, in
com ng, in com ng.

ROB
Shit, good point Marx.
(beat)
Abort, abort! Dirty Grandad is
offline, you' re on your own Jim
(beat)
CRRCHT.

JIM
Ch thanks guys. So you | eave a nman
behi nd huh?

ROB
Maybe not such a great idea?

The elderly waitress fromearlier happens to be passing the
table, just in tine to catch -

MARX
You shoul d be ashamed of yourself Jim
Taking a video canera into the
changi ng roons?

ROB
What were you thinking?

The waitrese throws Jima disgusted | ook.
Rob downs the |last of his beer.
Jimand Marx follow.

ROB
It's not on. Need a pee.



JIM
Sane.

MARX
O, I'Il join you.

The three friends stand in unison and nake their way to the
toilets.

FADE QUT.



