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FADE IN:

INT.  DINING ROOM - DAY

The scene opens on a close-up of a roast chicken surrounded by two vegetables: carrots and potatoes on a plate. The juices run off the breasts, down the curves of the thighs and on to the roast potatoes on the serving plate. As the camera zooms out we see a pair of hands with a carving knife and fork, expertly carve the chicken and place a piece on a plate. The camera swings up to focus on the owner of the plate: STEVE CRASKELL, our active antagonist of the story.





STEVE



Hmm, looks good.

He pours gravy over his vegetables.

MEDIUM SHOT - ANGELA

We see the host of this dinner, ANGELA, as she carves another piece of chicken. She has realised her dream as a chartered accountant, and a symbol of that success is celebrated through this meal.

She places a piece of chicken on another plate. The camera swings up to single out LIZZIE, the passive antagonist of this story. She is a dark beauty with cropped brown hair, secure in her socio-economic status and youth. She sits on the other side of the table opposite STEVE.





LIZZIE




(in a girly way)



Thank you.

Her manner stamps her at once as being a young professional society girl.

She puts carrots and potatoes on her plate, and is handed another plate of sausages to choose from.





LIZZIE



We’re very cosmopolitan in London, aren’t we?



(Beat)



I mean we never go out for an English meal, it’s



always a Chinese, or an Indian, or an Italian.



(Beat)



It’s nice once in a while to have a traditional



English roast with friends.

MEDIUM SHOT – LIZZIE, ANGELA AND STEVE AT TABLE

But there is something peculiar about this meal. We sense a presence, a fourth person in the party whom we have not observed. The camera pulls back to reveal a mysteriously silent guest who is watching the proceedings. Only the back of his conspicuous head and shoulders are visible, and as if in answer to our anxiety the host glances at him and invites him into the story.





ANGELA



Which part of the chicken would you like,

Julius?

The camera swivels round in a 45-degree turn to isolate the identity of the fourth person. His name is JULIUS SOUBISE, the protagonist of this story. He is a handsome young professional Black Englishman who has yet to find a companion to share his life with.





JULIUS



Breast please.

There is a pregnant sexual suggestion in his reply, and his eyes begin to travel over to LIZZIE, revealing what is in his mind.

POV.  LIZZIE 

We see the impressive outline of her pointed round breasts cupped inside her light vest, and travel down to her shapely legs that are crossed towards him.

ON JULIUS

His eyes are intent on her, feasting upon her like an aroused animal. 

ON ANGELA





ANGELA



Anyone for coffee?

ON STEVE





STEVE



Yes, please.

ON ANGELA





ANGELA



Black or white?

ON STEVE





STEVE



White, please.

ON ANGELA





ANGELA



Lizzie?

ON LIZZIE





LIZZIE



Black, please.

ON ANGELA





ANGELA



Julius, are you black?

ON JULIUS

He levels a stare at her, searching for any sign of malice or intent in her face. There is none to be found, but it’s there in the air, intangible and difficult to ignore.





JULIUS



Yes, please.

The camera zooms out to reveal that he is seated as far away from them as politeness will allow.

We get to see the dining room in full. It is the home of a young professional who wants to share her wealth and happiness with friends.

ANGELA brings in the coffee and cups and then takes up her seat. He takes a sip of his coffee and listens to the conversation that he is being excluded from. 

ON STEVE





STEVE



(speaking as though only the three of 



 them are at the table.)



Have you seen that new James Bond film?

ON LIZZIE





LIZZIE



(receiving his question with warmth and 

affection.)



Yeah, I went with some friends to 

Wimbledon to see it.

ON JULIUS

Observing their happiness without any hope of securing his own.

ON STEVE





STEVE



I saw it in Brixton, and all the black people 

cheered when the black guy was beating up the

white guy.

ON JULIUS

He feels vulnerable. He is the only black person in the room and is outnumbered three to one.

ON LIZZIE





LIZZIE



(also maintaining eye-contact)



I had the opposite in Wimbledon.



(To ANGELA)



We should all hook up and go and see that



new Hugh Grant film.

ON JULIUS

He knows that we doesn’t mean him, and so he watches a world that he cannot enter.

ON STEVE





STEVE



Yeah, I hear it’s very English.

ON LIZZIE





LIZZIE




(To ANGELA)



How about next this Friday? Just the three



of us!

ON JULIUS

Their conversation is subjective, because it is stripped of any opportunity for him to participate in it.

ON ANGELA





ANGELA



I haven’t got my diary with me, but I’m



sure that’ll be fine.

ON LIZZIE





LIZZIE



Good. That’s settled.

ON ANGELA

She becomes aware that he is being left out, and invites him into the conversation to prevent further discomfort.





ANGELA



What’s d’you reckon, Julius? D’you think



English meals have gone out the window?

ON JULIUS





JULIUS



Oh, I don’t think the hot breakfast has



been eclipsed by anything.

ON STEVE





STEVE



I’m sure you’d prefer a West Indian with



Jerk Chicken.

ON JULIUS

His head swivels slightly towards STEVE to look at him. We can see in his face a heightened degree of self-control.

ON LIZZIE





LIZZIE



One of my colleagues at work is Jamaican



and keeps on talking about his Jerk Chicken.

ON JULIUS

Sees an opening to strike up a conversation with her.





JULIUS



Where d’you work?

ON LIZZIE

She does not receive the question and therefore darts him an empty look - a nothing look.





LIZZIE




(in aloof detachment)



Merrill Lynch.

ON JULIUS

Her cold response hurts him like hell. The possibility of an ongoing relationship with her is over.

ON STEVE





STEVE



Where are you from originally, Julius?

ON JULIUS

He locks eyes with STEVE in a silent duel, but conceals his aversion to the question.





JULIUS



I’m a local lad.

ON STEVE





STEVE



Yes, but where are your parents from?

ON JULIUS





JULIUS



Where are your parents from?

ON STEVE





STEVE



I’m an Anglo-Saxon.

ON JULIUS





JULIUS



Yes, but the Saxons lost the Battle of



Hastings and were ethnically cleansed by



the Normans. Surely you mean you’re an



Anglo-Norman?

ON STEVE

He is thrown off-balance by the question, sending him into a rhetorical no-man’s land.

When he collects his thoughts he resumes his offence.





STEVE



You’re just avoiding the question.

ON JULIUS

He eyes STEVE steadily, feeling the need to deal with him in a way that will not upset his posture. 

ON STEVE





STEVE



Anyway, I’m sure you’re Afro-Caribbean.

ON JULIUS

The remark registers, and he fights to repress his instinctive response.





JULIUS



What do you understand by the term,

Afro-Caribbean?

ON STEVE





STEVE



Well…(lost for words).



It means someone of African origin.

ON JULIUS





JULIUS



So you’re saying that I’m of African

origin.

ON STEVE





STEVE



Well, of course.

ON JULIUS

We can see that he is containing himself, preparing for his own attack.





JULIUS



Explain that to me!

ON STEVE





STEVE



Explain what?

ON JULIUS

We sense an inner machine at work like a time-bomb quietly ticking away.





JULIUS



Explain what being of African origin 



means?

ON STEVE





STEVE



Well (hesitatingly).



It means that your parents are most likely



from the Caribbean and that your ancestors



were originally from Africa.

ON JULIUS

Although he doesn’t want to make a scene in front of LIZZIE, he cannot resist a rhetorical duel with his narrow-minded antagonist.





JULIUS



So how would my ancestors get from Africa



to the Caribbean?

ON STEVE





STEVE



Well, obviously they were slaves.

ON JULIUS

He now releases his pent-up anger.





JULIUS



Oh, so you’re calling me a slave now, are you?

ON STEVE





STEVE



No, I’m saying that your ancestors were slaves.

ON JULIUS





JULIUS



And who made them slaves?

ON STEVE





STEVE



Well (becoming unstuck).



I guess the British did.

ON JULIUS





JULIUS



Oh, so your ancestors enslaved my 

ancestors!

ON STEVE

There is no reply.

ON JULIUS





JULIUS



Did your ancestors apologise?

ON STEVE





STEVE



What?

ON JULIUS





JULIUS



Did your ancestors apologise for



enslaving my ancestors?

ON STEVE





STEVE



Well, no, not as far as I’m aware.

ON JULIUS





JULIUS



And you have the cheek to label me



of African origin as though I’ve somehow

immigrated from Africa via the West Indies

(Beat)

Well let me ask you a question. Where

are you from originally?

ON STEVE

This takes him by surprise. He is not expecting to be put on the spot.





STEVE



What? I’m an Englishman.

He feels that this retort is sufficient enough to put an end to this exchange, but JULIUS is not ready yet to retire.

ON JULIUS





JULIUS



So am I. A Black Englishman.

ON STEVE

He darts him a look. 





STEVE



Yes, but, my family goes back for generations.

ON JULIUS





JULIUS



How many generations?

ON STEVE





STEVE



Well, I don’t know.

ON JULIUS





JULIUS



Okay then, which side of the Battle of Hastings



were your ancestors on?

ON STEVE





STEVE



That was a long time ago.

ON JULIUS





JULIUS




(leaning forward)



Then let me enlighten you.



(Beat)



If…

ON STEVE

His mobile phone goes off, and he scurries to answer it.

ON JULIUS

The point is lost, and the battle is left suspended.

ON STEVE





STEVE



(answering his mobile)



Hello.

He gets up from the table to go outside.

ON JULIUS

As STEVE passes by him and goes outside in the passageway.

He looks over at ANGELA

ON ANGELA

She gets up and carries her plate into the kitchen.

MEDIUM SHOT – JULIUS and LIZZIE

Only JULIUS and LIZZIE are left at the table, but no words are exchanged. Their silence creates distance between them. This is a painful sequence revealing two adults leading parallel lives. Despite their close proximity, they are avoiding each other, finishing their dinner so that they can get away from each other’s company. It is a pity that these two individuals just cannot connect with each other because then this would be a love story, for they are two lonely people who are searching for love.

LIZZIE finishes her meal first and takes her plate into the kitchen, leaving JULIUS alone in the dining room. VERY ALONE.

We have fully entered into his world, and at present it is a world full of pregnant silence in the midst of people.

ANGELA comes back into the dining room and then sits down.

We have now entered his world.

ON JULIUS

Talking is a difficult necessity for him now in order to extricate himself from the group.





JULIUS




(getting up from his seat)



I’m gonna have to leave early.

ON ANGELA

There is a look of concern across her face. Perhaps regret - a little regret for the way that he has been treated.

ON JULIUS





JULIUS



There’s some things I have to prepare



for work tomorrow.

ON ANGELA

Whatever the reason why he wants to leave the group early she does not want to delve into. She prefers to leave it undefined.





ANGELA



Oh, well thanks for coming, Julius.

ON JULIUS

He attempts a smile, but his face is not convinced.

He turns round to walk out, and as he does so STEVE walks in and steps past him like someone avoiding stepping into dog mess.

He half-turns to look at STEVE as he sits back down. He is leaving the group the same way he found it: segregated. He turns to face the door and exits the room.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

The camera is now married to JULIUS as he makes his way down the stairs. It retreats backwards with him as he advances forward, framing his face, emphasizing his inner thoughts. He has decided in his mind that he is not going to return to this home group again. Indeed, he is not even going to frequent Sunday services in church. His future rests ahead in being a young professional, and this chapter in his life can be shelved as just a transitory moment in his life.

He reaches the front door.

EXT.  OUTSIDE THE FLAT - DAY

He opens the door, steps outside and closes the door behind him. He walks up to the front gate, taking in the scene for the last time. He feels emotionally emancipated, finally deciding to turn his back on frequenting a home group. A smile plays across his lips as he joins the young professional world around him that he is a part of. The camera pulls back slowly to take in the front exterior of the house. This was his home group up until this moment in time, but now it is just part of his history. 

A beat later, and we:

SLOW FADE TO BLACK.

