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FADE | N:

EXT. PARK - DAY
The sun shines in the clear blue sky above the crowded park.

SANDRA (18) and TREVOR (20) sit by a picnic blanket full of
food - fruit, nuts, beans and the |ike.

Sandra scoops up sone odd-| ooki ng beans.

SANDRA
What are these agai n?

Trevor smles and takes one from Sandra’s palm Pops it in
hi s nout h.

TREVOR
Pul ses. Try them they’'re packed
Wth protein. Taste pretty good
t 00.

Sandra puts a couple in her nouth. Chews. Sm | es.

SANDRA
Not bad.

Trevor pulls her to the ground, |aughing. She joins in as
she lies in his arns | ooking up at the sky.

TREVOR
So... you deci ded yet?

Sandra’s snm | e fades.

TREVOR
Cone on, he’s gonna find out sooner
or |ater.

Sandra gl ances at Trevor’s wi st-watch.

SANDRA
Shit! I'’m| ate.

She junps to her feet. Trevor stands, his sm | e gone.
SANDRA
11 tell him 1’ve just got to
find the right tinme... okay?

Trevor | ooks far from convi nced.



TREVCOR
Ckay... | love you.

They ki ss. She grins.

SANDRA
Love you too.

She runs off, |eaving Trevor standing above the half-eaten
picnic. He | ooks down at it, shaking his head.

I NT. BUTCHER S - DAY

A fat, juicy slab of neat. A cleaver cuts it in half with a
| oud CHOP

BERNARD (| ate 40s) stands behind the counter, cleaver in
hand. Barrel -chested would be a nice way to describe him
fat as fuck woul d be anot her.

MRS. WOODCOCK (70s) stands across the counter.

Bernard wei ghs the neat, bags it then hands it across to her
with a smle.

BERNARD
Just as you like it, Ms. Wodcock.
Ni ce and juicy.

MRS. WOODCOCK
(taking the bag)
Thanks Bernard, see you next week.

She wal ks off. Bernard | ooks to the wall behind him- a
clock reads '12:25’, beside it a portrait photo of a chubby
but friendly | ooking wonman.

Sandra runs through the door, flushed.

SANDRA
Sorry, sorry, sorry..

Bernard grins, shaking his head in nock di sapproval.
BERNARD
"1l be docking your wages soon,
honey.

Sandra puts her apron on.



SANDRA
|’mreally sorry, dad. | just |ost
track of tine.
Bernard taps her on the shoul der.

BERNARD
There's a steak sandw ch out the
back. | thought we’d eat together
but. ..

He sl aps his hefty belly with a guilty smle.
SANDRA
Nah, you're alright dad, |I’ve
eat en.
Bernard | ooks her up and down.
BERNARD
Conme on girl, you' re wasting away.
Get it down yal
SANDRA
Honest, | couldn’t... I'Il have it
| at er.
Bernard nods and wal ks through to the backroom

Sandra | ooks down at the neat on display wth disgust.

| NT. TREVOR S BEDROOM - NI GHT
Sandra lies in Trevor’s arns in his bed.
Posters of equal rights and 'neat is nurder’-1like sl ogans.

SANDRA
We coul d run away?

Trevor chuckl es.

SANDRA
| " m serious, we could.

TREVOR
You' | | never | eave your dad and you
know it. | wouldn’t want you to

anyway.

A long silence..



TREVOR
Do you want nme to tell himabout
us?

Sandra sits up and turns around to face him

SANDRA
He’s not going to accept us,
Trevor. You don't know him he’'s so
old school it's like --

TREVOR
-- trust ne, 1’ve net enough people
like that. Listen, why don’t you
invite me for dinner tonorrow? |’1|
bring the food.

Sandra gives a |look - "Are you for real?

TREVOR
Just tell him

Sandra bites her lip, the picture of uncertainty.

| NT. BERNARD AND SANDRA' S HOUSE - KI TCHEN - NI GHT

Bernard sits at the table sipping froma steam ng cup while
Sandra paces back and forward.

BERNARD
| don’t know why you didn’t just
tell me straight away? Way woul d |
m nd that you have a boyfriend?

Sandra faces her father, closes her eyes and breathes
slow y. She gives her best ’angelic daughter’ | ook.

SANDRA
| don’t know. | just kinda thought
you’ d be nad.

Bernard chuckl es and drains his cup. Stands.
BERNARD
Don't be silly. 1'd be happy to
have hi m here for dinner and what a
good | ad cooking for us too, eh?

Bernard wal ks towards t he door.



SANDRA
Erm.. dad?

Bernard stops and | ooks over his shoul der.

BERNARD
Yes, sweet heart?

SANDRA
not hi ng. Thanks.

He wi nks and wal ks through the door.

Sandra’s head droops, defeated.

| NT. BERNARD AND SANDRA' S HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Bernard sits in his favorite, confortabl e | ooking arnchair
wat chi ng the tel evision.

BUZZ... the doorbell.

He rolls his eyes and noves to stand but --
Sandra bounds down the stairs towards the door.
SANDRA

111 get it.
EXT. BERNARD AND SANDRA' S HOUSE - NI GHT

Trevor stands with a covered pot in his hands. Sandra opens
the door and steps outside, pulling it closed behind her.

SANDRA
|"mreally sorry...

Trevor gazes at her.

TREVOR
You haven’t told hinf

Sandra screws up her face.

SANDRA
Sorry.

BERNARD (O. S.)
Is that | over boy?

Sandra | ooks over her shoul der then whispers to Trevor.



SANDRA
We'll tell himtogether, okay?

She pushes open the door and steps back to reveal the
i nposing figure of Bernard behind her.

Trevor gul ps...
Bernard flashes a broad grin and extends his hand.

BERNARD
Pl easure to neet you, son. Sandra’s
told ne all about you.

Trevor shakes Bernard's out-stretched hand, glancing to
Sandra, who smles innocently.

| NT. BERNARD AND SANDRA' S HOUSE - KI TCHEN - NI GHT

Trevor and Sandra stand over the pot of vegetable curry on
t he tabl e.

TREVOR
So what do | say? "Sorry there’'s no
meat in it, Bernard, but I’'m
vegan... and guess what? Your
daughter is too."

SANDRA
It’ 1l be okay, we’'ll go and tel
hi m now.
Trevor nods and wal ks to the door... stops, turns back to
face her.
TREVOR

How do you think he’'ll take it?
Sandra shrugs and wal ks towards him Takes his hand as they
wal k out .
DI NIl NG ROOM

Bernard sits at the head of the table. He turns to face
Trevor and Sandra as they walk in.

BERNARD
G ubs up? I’ m starving.

Sandra takes a seat. Trevor isn’'t noving.



SANDRA
Li sten dad, you m ght not be
expecting what Trevor’s nade.
Bernard | ooks up at Trevor with anger in his eyes.

BERNARD
It’s not pigeon is it?

Sandra smles. Trevor can't hide his | ook of fear.

SANDRA
No dad... it’s vegetarian. Trevor’s
a ... W're vegan.

Bernard | owers his gaze, his brow furrowed in confusion..
Sandra and Trevor share a | ook.

TREVOR
It neans we don't eat neat. W
don’t eat anything that --

BERNARD
You don’t eat neat!!?

Bernard staggers to his feet.

TREVOR
Erm.. no. W -- | nean, | believe
that animals have the right to not
be eaten. | don’'t drink mlk, eat
cheese... anything that cones from
ani mal s.

Bernard stares at Trevor in disbelief.
Sandra noves closer to Trevor and w aps her hand around his.

SANDRA
We believe in animal rights.

Bernard noves his furious gaze between the two of them.
BERNARD
No wonder you're so thin, girl.
You' re one of those bl oody
anorexics aren’t you?

Trevor noves in front of Sandra.



TREVOR
No, she’s not anorexic, Bernard.
She just doesn’'t want to kill
aninmals so that we can have a nice
neal, that’'s all

BERNARD
Get out of ny house, |ad. Before |
t hrow you out.
Trevor stands his ground.
BERNARD
| m warni ng you, son. Get out and
stay away from ny daughter or
can’t be hel d responsi bl e.
Sandra pulls Trevor back. Steps in front of her father.
SANDRA
|’ mold enough to nake up ny own
m nd, dad. It’s what | believe in.
Bernard' s gaze doesn’t | eave Trevor
TREVOR
You don’t want her to go the sane
way as her nother, do you?

Bernard’'s eyes go wild. He pushes past Sandra and takes a
swing at Trevor.

Trevor dodges the wild punch.
Bernard - face flushed - sw ngs again.
Trevor ducks.

SANDRA
Dad! Stop it!

Trevor hol ds his hands up defensively.

TREVOR
Pl ease, M. Henderson --

Bernard swings again. Hs fist connects with Trevor’s chin.
Trevor hits the ground. Hard.
Bernard, panting, face bright red, stands proudly over him

Sandra runs over and squats down by Trevor.



SANDRA
What have you done, dad?

Bernard rests a hand on the table-top, trying to get his
breat h back. Weezes.

Hi s face turns into a grinace as he noves his right arm
across his chest.

He crunmbles to the fl oor.

Sandra, in the mddle of the two fallen nen, doesn’'t know
which one to attend to first.

| NT. HOSPI TAL - WARD - NI GHT

Bernard lies on a bed. A DOCTOR, Sandra and Trevor stand
around it.

DOCTOR
You' re a lucky nman, M. Henderson.
A | ot of people don’t get these
sort of warnings.

Bernard sul ks, not |ooking at any of them

DOCTOR
After speaking to your daughter, it
seens that the main reason behind
this is your diet. Too nuch red
meat. Too nuch fat.

BERNARD
Just | eave ne alone, will you?

The Doctor raises his eye-brows.

DOCTOR
M . Henderson, you could have quite
easily died this evening. | amjust

trying to hel p you get healthy.
Bernard rolls over onto his side, facing away fromthem

BERNARD
Just | eave ne al one.

The Doctor shrugs, then wal ks of f.

SANDRA
Dad?

No response.



10.

Trevor pulls at her arm She shakes it off.

SANDRA
Dad... | love you

Not hi ng.

She fights back the tears in her eyes as Trevor takes her
hand in his. They wal k away.

Bernard | ooks around the ward. The famlies visiting their
not hers or fathers. The wives visiting their husbands..

He sits up, catches his reflection in the television screen
hung to the wall -- he’s all al one.

I NT. TAXI - MWING - DAY

Sandra sits blindfol ded.

SUPER: TWO WEEKS LATER

Trevor sits beside her in the back of the cab.

SANDRA
Cone on, where are we goi ng?

Trevor grins.
TREVOR
You'll find out in a mnute. Wre
nearly there.

The cab turns a corner.

EXT. BUTCHER S - DAY

Bernard watches as the "Butcher’s’ sign is taken down by
WORKMEN. He turns at the sound of --

-- the taxi cab approaches. Bernard wal ks towards it.

Trevor gets out, smles at Bernard then opens the other door
for Sandra.

He hel ps her out then takes the blindfold off.

Sandra sees - the sign ' GREENGROCERS above her father’s
shop. Bernard grins.



11.

BERNARD
It’s yours, sweetheart. If you’l
forgive nme?

Sandra squeals in delight, kisses her father then runs
i nside the shop.

Bernard holds out his hand to Trevor.

BERNARD
No hard feelings, son?

Trevor |aughs and shakes his hand.
TREVOR
As |l ong as you don’t have any when
| tell you your diet?
Bernard | aughs and sl aps his shoul der.

BERNARD
Deal .

They wal k towards the shop.
FADE QOUT.



