


1 INT. TOWN HALL - EVENING 

SLOW-MOTION: a HAND falling gracefully. It SLAPS down on the bare chest of PRETTY PAUL CORBLEY (23), short dark hair, chubby, average looking. His skin ripples and sweat shoots off. He lets out an almighty ROAR, his face full of anguish.

Paul is lying down in the middle of a ring. The canvas is old, a dirty yellow colour, blood and sweat stained. The ring posts are rusty. The ropes look worn and stretched.

The hand belongs to RON “THE GENERAL” CHAPMAN (57), short balding grey hair, stocky and muscular but sagging due to age. He wears an army green spandex vest and army camouflage trousers. He picks Paul up by the hair and BODY SLAMS him back down to the mat to ecstatic CHEERS from...

…the SPECTATORS, working class men and women of all ages. Completely engrossed and passionate, they jump up and down excitedly as Ron exhorts them. The most vocal and delirious are the serious-looking OLD WOMEN (60s and 70s) on the front row.

It is now clear to see this contest is taking place in a town hall. It is dark, dingy and filled with cigarette smoke, making only the first three rows visible. The noise levels suggest several hundred are in attendance.

A huge banner with the words M.P.W.O. MANCHESTER PRO-WRESTLING ORGANISATION hangs on the far wall.

2 LATER 

SLOW MOTION: Both men are exhausted as they exchange punches and forearms. Each CONNECTION can be felt. They’re reminiscent of two Roman warriors in the midst of an epic battle-to-the-death. They loathe each other.

Paul gets Ron in a headlock. Ron rolls out of the painful hold and reverses it with a headlock of his own. Both grapplers then proceed to perform a beautiful and intricate succession of mat-based wrestling holds, escapes, rolls and reversals. The crowd APPLAUDS in appreciation.

Ron flings Paul towards the ropes. Paul bounces off them and flies through the air, catching Ron in a high cross-body press. The two wrestlers come crashing towards the canvas. They land with a THUD, Paul on top.

With Ron’s shoulders flat on the mat, the REFEREE (40s), white shirt and black bow tie, dives to the canvas and SLAPS it one... two... three. 

Paul’s eyes widen in a combination of shock, joy and victory as he gets to his feet. He raises his arms as the crowd rise from their seats just as everything speeds up to...

REGULAR-MOTION: The spectators are rabid and livid. They HURL ABUSE and throw things - popcorn, various packaging, cans - into the ring.

SUPER:

"1984"

Fearing his safety, Paul scurries out of the ring and heads up the entrance/exit aisle. The spectators charge towards the steel rails either side of the aisle, crushing each other to VOICE their utter hatred at him.

A couple of SECURITY GUARDS quickly enter through the entrance curtains to help escort Paul out of harm’s way. One of the old women starts attacking Paul with her handbag.

Paul composes himself before acting cocky. He starts dancing/strutting and blows kisses to the crowd, which incenses them more. A MALE SPECTATOR tries punching Paul, who ducks it and continues his flaunting.

The spectators continue to climb over each other. It feels as though a riot could break out at any moment. Half a dozen POLICE OFFICERS appear and attempt to restore order.

ANOTHER MALE SPECTATOR, wearing an 80s Manchester United shirt, lunges at Paul with a penknife. Fortunately, two of the officers pounce on him before any harm can be committed.

Finally, Paul reaches the curtain entrance. He turns back to the crowd and absorbs the BOOS and contempt as though they were cheers. Fearing his well-being, one of the security guards pushes Paul through the curtains, into...

3 INT. BACKSTAGE AREA/CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS 

Dingy, dank yet light. Paul walks onto the corridor - the CROWD NOISE becoming distant - where several LARGE MEN, wearing swimming trunks and boots, are CONVERSING. They see Paul approaching and start to APPLAUD. Humble, Paul smiles.

As Paul passes, they shake his hand, pat his back and/or VOICE their praises - "Great match, lad", "Well done, kid" etc. Paul nods appreciatively, still out of breath.

4 INT. HEELS DRESSING ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

Paul enters. Overwhelmed, he sits down and reflects.

PAUL

You’re a star, Paul.

5 INT. TOWN HALL - CONTINUOUS 

Ron, breathless, slowly gets to his feet as the spectators return to their seats, their anger waning. They start to APPLAUD Ron. The referee hands him a microphone.

RON

Thank you, Manchester.

(applause dies down)

Tonight I got counted out for the last time. Forty years fighting in the ring.

(applause)

And before that, two years fighting in the trenches.

(louder applause and cheers)

I can’t think of a better place to end my career than in my home town. Thank you for the support and thank you for the memories.

(faint smile)

So, one last time. I‘m The General Ron Chapman, over and out...

In quick succession, he flexes his right bicep and goes into an army salute, holding the pose. Many fans also do Ron’s trademark bicep flex/salute. The fans APPLAUD again. Some are crying. Ron is still holding the pose as his lips start to tremble and his eyes well up.

Finally, he exits the ring and trudges back to the backstage area, looking to the ground.

6 INT. BACKSTAGE AREA - MOMENTS LATER 

The wrestlers APPLAUD/CONGRATULATE/hug Ron. Everyone is emotional. Paul, earnest, then appears at the far end. Everyone quietens down in anticipation. Paul walks over to Ron. They both smile and hug tightly. The wrestlers CHEER and CHUCKLE as they slowly disperse.

PAUL

It was an honour to be your last opponent, Mr. Chapman. Thank you.

RON

Wish I’d chosen someone not as stiff as you now, lad. I’ll be feeling them right jabs for days!

They LAUGH. Ron pats Paul on the back.

PAUL

They’ve gotta look real, right?

RON

I taught you well.

Ron puts his arm around Paul as they walk abreast.

RON

You’ve been passed the torch now, Paul. This company’s depending on you.

PAUL

(nods determinedly)

I won’t let you down, Ron.

Ron smiles. He then turns back to all the wrestlers.

RON

Right, last chance to see me stark bollock naked, lads. Better get in the dressing room pronto!

Everyone LAUGHS.

7 EXT. STREET - DAY 

BEN PEARSON (17), brown hair, pierced eyebrow, stocky, walks along, looking shifty. He stops by a car, glances around, pulls a hammer from his trousers and SMASHES the window.

8 INT. CAR - MOMENTS LATER

Ben rips the car stereo out and bolts down the street.

9 EXT. SHOPPING CENTRE - DAY

TWO POLICE OFFICERS throw a handcuffed Ben into the back of a police van.

10 INT. POLICE STATION - CELL - NIGHT 

Disgruntled, Ben sits on the bed.

11 EXT. FOSTER HOME - DAY 

Ben and a SOCIAL WORKER approach. The social worker KNOCKS on the door.

MONTAGE: Ben stuck in a vicious cycle...

1) Ben committing various petty crimes - theft, vandalism, assault, drunk and disorderly, drug dealing - in various locations.

2) Ben being arrested in numerous locations by the police.

3) Ben in various police stations and detention centres.

4) Ben moving to different foster homes.

A loop of committing a crime, being arrested, jail time and being relocated to a new foster home. Crime, arrested, jail, foster home, crime, arrested, jail, foster home and so on...

Ben is deeply frustrated, angry and depressed throughout this sequence, feeling trapped as the cycle goes faster and faster until the scenes are playing at a dizzying speed.

SMASH CUT TO:

12 INT. FOSTER HOME - KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Ben is sat at the table. His latest FOSTER MUM (40s) is washing dishes at the sink, her back to him. Ben eyes her car keys on the work surface by the door. He contemplates, his eyes darting back and forth between the keys and her. He is torn. He then spots something on the table before him...

A newspaper. Specifically an advertisement - M.P.W.O. MANCHESTER PRO-WRESTLING ORGANISATION 3 MONTH TRAINING COURSE STARTS WEDNESDAY 7-9PM. Underneath the text is an image of two muscular grapplers, one has the other in a headlock. Other information is below the image.

Ben seems interested.

13 INT. OFFICE - DAY

TIMMY CHAPMAN (17) is sat at his desk, overwhelmed by a pile of paperwork sitting before him. Fed up, he looks up at the clock on the wall - 15:16PM. He EXHALES in disappointment.

14 EXT. CHAPMAN HOUSE - DAY 

Timmy pulls up outside the large, country house located somewhere in the suburbs, in his old, worn out Ford Fiesta.

15 INT. CHAPMAN KITCHEN - EVENING 

Timmy’s mother BARBARA (52), chubby, glasses, has just finished cooking a meal. Timmy fills his plate, which sits on a trey. Melancholy, he heads for the door, passing his sister LOUISE (11), school uniform, braces, pretty, who is sat at the table reading a magazine.

16 INT. CHAPMAN LIVING ROOM - EVENING 

Timmy is watching television, eating his meal. He is watching a holiday programme, his face full of fantasy.

17 INT. TIMMY’S BEDROOM - MORNING

Timmy is asleep. His alarm clock BUZZES - 7AM. Timmy wakes up and switches it off. Unenthused, he climbs out of bed.

18 INT. OFFICE - DAY 

Sat at his desk, now with two huge piles of paperwork.

MONTAGE: Timmy’s humdrum, repetitive life cycle...

1) Sat at his desk, eager for the day to end.

2) Gets his meal and exits the kitchen.

3) Watching television programmes - reality, documentaries, soap operas - and being mesmerised by the extraordinary and exciting lives that the various characters live.

4) Being woken up by his alarm clock, dragging himself out of bed and doing it all over again.

Like Ben’s cycle, the scenes progressively speed up until they’re almost unwatchable. Timmy’s boredom grows throughout to the point where he feels like a zombie.

SMASH CUT TO:

19 INT. CHAPMAN KITCHEN - EVENING

Timmy, Barbara and Louise are sat at the table, eating a meal and LAUGHING. Ron, grumpy, enters and the mood turns silent, filled with tension.

BARBARA/LOUISE

Hiya./Hiya, dad.

Ron ignores them as he sits down at the table. Not looking impressed with the food, he fills his plate.

RON

(quietly but for attention)

Oh, me aching body.

Barbara rolls her eyes in annoyance. Awkward silence.

BARBARA

(pleasantly)

The new ropes arrive for the ring?

RON

(begrudgingly)

No.

BARBARA

You should get them sometime this week though, shouldn’t you?

Irritated, Ron SIGHS.

RON

Probably.

BARBARA

Did you--

RON

--I’m not answering a load of questions.

Barbara subtly shakes her head as she picks up her knife and fork. Mr. Chapman is about to take his first bite when...

TIMMY

(hesitantly; seeking fatherly praise)

Dad, I might be getting a promotion at work.

This is the last straw for Ron. He DROPS his fork down on the plate and leaves the room. Barbara and Louise are shocked speechless. Timmy looks down to his plate, hurt.

20 INT. GAMES ROOM - EVENING 

Large room with a bar, pool table, small cinema screen and seating area. Paintings of cockerels and hens strewn the walls. 

Timmy BURSTS in through the door and SLAMS it shut behind him. His hurt has been replaced by anger. He paces around.

On the pool table is Ron’s briefcase with work papers sprawled across. One of the papers catches Timmy’s eye.

It is a design of the wrestling training newspaper advertisement. Timmy picks up the design and a serious determination floods his face.

21 EXT. MANCHESTER CITY CENTRE - DAY

An OLD WOMAN is sitting on a bench, reading.

DAMIEN ASHTON (19), tall, athletic build, long greasy hair, goatee, glasses, handsome, approaches smiling. He sits down on the bench. He soon becomes serious and intense as he starts to MUMBLE.

The old woman looks over, confused. Damien’s head starts shaking, mumbles louder...

DAMIEN

(amongst the mumbling)

...your soul...crush your spirit...

22 EXT. MANCHESTER CITY CENTRE - LATER 

Damien bounces along the busy streets like a man on a mission, his MUMBLING loud and becoming clearer...

DAMIEN

... this very night...devour your soul...I’ll break your spirit, feel it evaporate...

NEARBY PEOPLE, whom he passes, look at him, baffled.

23 INT. LOCKER ROOM - DAY 

From behind, Damien gets undressed. Alone, he talks very clear and intensely.

DAMIEN

My presence will be felt. Souls will be violated, spirits crushed.

He turns to reveal his face painted pale white with black make-up around his eyes and pouring down like tears.

DAMIEN (CONT’D)

And I will stand over the ashes and watch them evaporate. Because this very night...

24 INT. SPORTS HALL - DAY 

Looking straight ahead, Damien stands, talking intensely and theatrically. He is topless, wearing only black spandex tights and boots. Still in make-up.

DAMIEN (CONT’D)

…people of Wigan, prepare to have your souls crushed. Expect them to feel violated. And to all the superstars of…
Ron and Paul, both in sports attire, watch him. They wear bemused/fearful expressions and shoot each other a smirk, stifling laughter.

DAMIEN (CONT’D)

…the Manchester Pro-Wrestling Organisation, my presence will be felt tonight. Spirits will be devoured and I will stand on their ashes and watch them evaporate into the cold, grey scarred skies of the North. I… am… Doom Killer!

Wide eyed, Damien stares intensely at his audience of two before EXHALING deeply from his nostrils, GIGGLING creepily. He then relaxes, but an air of intensity remains.

DAMIEN (CONT’D)

So, what do you think?

RON

Urm... Paul, what do you reckon?

PAUL

A little O.T.T. for me, Damien.

Damien smiles and CHUCKLES through his teeth, obviously disappointed. Mr. Chapman CRACKS open a can on Pepsi.

RON

It’s very theatrical, like what the Yanks do. It’s not what we’re about. In this country we wrestle.

PAUL

And the name Doom Killer...

DAMIEN

(wide eyed; intense)

Its good, innit?

PAUL

Not really. The character’s supposed to be gloomy, evil and spiritual, right?

DAMIEN

Yeah.

PAUL

Well, Doom Killer’d mean everything’s gonna be happy and cheerful because you’re killing the doom, doesn’t it?

Again, Damien, looking to the ground, forces a smile. Mr. Chapman and Paul share another subtle smirk.

MR. CHAPMAN

Look, you’re a good looking lad, Damien. I want you as a baby face rather than a weird heel. The women will love you.

PAUL

Yeah, you’ll get a lot of sympathy from them when you’re getting a good hiding from someone like me.

Dejected, Damien gives in and nods, still smiling wryly. They make their way over to the...

25 CENTRE OF THE SPORTS HALL 

... where several mats and a dismantled wrestling ring lie.

DAMIEN

I’m just not sure a fan-favourite baby face is me.

PAUL

Hey, if you’re a good wrestler, you’ll make it work. Like me - I’m not a cocky ladies man but I went with it...

(determined; more to himself)

...and now I’m on top.

DAMIEN

I grew a beard and everything.

RON

Oh, I though you grew that to look more like your mother?

They all CHUCKLE as the new STUDENTS (mid-teens to late 20s), wearing training gear, some CHATTING, enter. They are nervous, excited and eager. About twenty in all. Ron, Paul and Damien quickly throttle their giggles.

PAUL

Right, we’ll see you later.

To avoid detection, Paul pulls his hood up as he and Damien - covering his make-up with his hand - quickly exit. Ron folds his arms, looks on sternly. Becomes surprised when... Timmy, determined, enters. Ron motions for him to come over.

RON

(quietly)

I didn’t know you fancied this, son.

TIMMY

I’ve always fancied it.

This pleases Ron. Timmy almost breaks out in a smile but successfully maintains his purposeful disposition.

RON

I won’t be playing favourites though.

TIMMY

Good. And please don’t let it be known I’m your... that we’re related.

Ron is slightly confused and hurt by this but nods. Timmy joins the rest of the students. Ben is stood at the rear of the group, slightly withdrawn. He has a stand-offish demeanour. His Oldham Athletic football shirt catches Timmy’s eye. Timmy stands next him.

TIMMY (CONT’D)

(to Ben)

Meat Pie...

BEN

Sausage Roll.

TIMMY

Come on, Oldham.

TIMMY & BEN

Give us a goal!

They both CACKLE.

TIMMY

What part of Oldham are you from?

BEN

All over but mainly Holts estate. Live in Manchester now. You?

TIMMY

Saddleworth.

BEN

Oh, posh boy, eh?

TIMMY

(smiles; concedes)

Urm... suppose so, yeah. I’m Timmy.

BEN

Ben.

RON

Alright, listen up, Pip-squeaks!

Everyone quietens down. They are in awe of the legend that stands before them.

RON (CONT’D)

I’m The General Ron Chapman. I’ve been in the ring with some of the greats like Kendo Nagasaki, Les Kellett and Mick McManus. So... You wanna be wrestlers? Well, you can’t wrestle without a ring...

26 LATER 

The students are assembling the ring. Some are miffed and befuddled, they weren’t expecting the training to entail this. Others work hard, eager to please and get-going.

Ron oversees from outside, leaning against the ring apron. The last turnbuckle is tightly screwed. The students turn to Ron with zealous, expectant looks.

RON

Right... ten laps around the hall.

Some students climb out of the ring but most GROAN.

STUDENT #1

This is ridiculous. We just spent half an hour setting the ring up.

STUDENT #2

Yeah, when y’ gonna teach us how to do the moves without it hurting?

Ron smiles wryly, rocking his head back and forth.

RON

Without it hurting, eh?

STUDENT #1

Yeah. Wrestling’s fake, innit?

Ron becomes furious. Stares at Student #1. Timmy turns to Ben and winces: "This isn’t gonna be pretty". Ron suddenly turns cheerful.

RON

Alright, I’ll show you a few moves. Everyone out of the ring, except...

(to Student #1)

What’s y’ name again, mate?

STUDENT #1

Dave.

RON

Everyone out except Dave.

Everyone obliges.

Ron gets in the ring. Approaches Student #1 with a cordial smile before aggressively grabbing him in a headlock. Ron then proceeds to legitimately beat the unsuspecting student - a SEQUENCE of clotheslines, chops to the chest, body slams, being stretched in various holds etc.

The student SCREAMS and writhes in pain. His nose is bloodied and his chest red raw.

Finally, Ron lets him go. The student crawls out of the ring, WHIMPERING. He struggles to get to his feet before simply leaving with a hobble.

The rest of the students, except Timmy, are gob smacked. They look at Ron with new found intimidation.

RON (CONT’D)

I don’t ever wanna hear any of you use the F word again. ’Cause trust me, you’ll be hearing it a lot if you end up in this business. And you won’t appreciate it ’cause you’ll soon learn we’re anything but... that word.

Everyone takes this on board including Timmy.

RON (CONT’D)

Now, ten laps.

27 EVEN LATER 

MONTAGE: Ron training the students - an assortment of exercises throughout the course of the evening...

1) Jogging around the sports hall.

2) Press-ups, sit-ups, squats and other mat-exercises.

3) In pairs, jogging up and down the sports hall whilst

giving their partner a piggyback, then swapping around.

Ron pushes them to their limits throughout. Some students struggle more than others but by the end everyone is fatigued as they gather before Ron.

RON

(turning to the ring)

Right... Dismantle the ring and that’s it for today.

Ron starts for the exit. The students shoot each other astounded looks.

RON (CONT’D)

Same time tomorrow, Pip-squeaks!

He leaves. The students trudge over to the ring and start taking it down. Ben is particularly shattered as he unscrews one of the turnbuckles. He suddenly snaps...

BEN

Y’ know what? Fuck this!

He throws the screwdriver across the hall and storms out.

28 INT. LOCKER ROOM - MOMENTS LATER 

Ben bursts in and aggressively opens his rucksack. He buries his head in his hands. He’s emotional - a result of the brutal training. Timmy enters. Ben quickly moves his hands away and starts getting his normal clothes out of his bag.

BEN

Fuck turning up tomorrow. I’m getting my five-hundred quid back. It’s a rip-off.

TIMMY

Up to you, mate. He won’t be bothered.

BEN

I don’t give a fuck if he is!

TIMMY

The only reaction you’ll get from him is if you do turn up tomorrow. And the next day and the next, until the end.

This puzzles Ben. Timmy leaves. Intrigued, Ben debates.

29 EXT. CIVIC CENTRE - NIGHT 

Establishing. M.P.W.O. WRESTLING TONIGHT signpost beside the main entrance. PUNTERS filing in.

30 INT. CIVIC CENTRE - RING - CONTINUOUS 

Ron, in expensive suit, poses for a picture with TWO FAWKLANDS WAR VETERANS (late 20s). Ron has his arm around one of the veterans and strikes a tough man pose, holding his fist up. The other veteran is in a wheelchair, smiling but appears absent.

The picture is taken by a NEWSPAPER PHOTOGRAPHER (40s). The NEWSPAPER REPORTER (20s) stands adjacent, waiting for an interview. The photographer finishes and the EMCEE (50S), suit, climbs in and joins everyone.

EMCEE

(on microphone)

Ladies and gentleman, again please show your appreciation for our special guests, Fawklands war veterans and local Wiganers Peter Baker and Mark Wrigley!

The crowd give a huge, standing OVATION. The veterans acknowledge with smiles and waves before leaving the ring. Ron is about to follow when the reporter scampers over.

REPORTER

Mr. Chapman, a couple of questions.

Ron smiles and nods. The reporter holds up a dictophone.

REPORTER (CONT’D)

As a war veteran yourself, you must be very proud.

RON

Of course. These men fought for the British people who inhabit those islands. Their bravery should be rewarded. Inviting them to the show tonight is the least we can do.

REPORTER

Now, you recently became the sole owner of M.P.W.O. You’ve been a legendary, larger-than-life figure in the spotlight for forty years. Are you looking forward to the new challenge of trying to succeed behind the scenes as a promoter?

RON

I am yes. But it’s mainly about those two gentlemen tonight, who have been through a lot since the war ended two years ago.

(becomes a tad emotional)

I, myself, have witnessed horrific things in combat and so have those men. My main goal tonight is to give them one excellent show.

Ron nods a thank you and leaves the ring.

REPORTER

Thank you, Mr. Chapman.

31 INT. BACKSTAGE - OUTSIDE DRESSING ROOMS - NIGHT 

One signposted BABY FACES, the other HEELS.

32 INT. BABY FACE DRESSING ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

About a dozen WRESTLERS are either preparing for their match - stretching, changing into attire, mentally preparing - or have already wrestled and are getting ready to go home. They exchange BANTER, rib and CHAT amongst themselves.

The majority are over forty-years-old and look like grizzly convicts with beer bellies. They are mountainous men.

Two grapplers are reading a wrestling magazine. The front cover has a picture of Hulk Hogan with the headline: THE FUTURE OF AMERICAN WRESTLING!

One wrestler quickly takes his spandex trunks off - drenched in sweat - and slams them on a red-haired wrestler’s head.

RED-HAIRED WRESTLER

(seeing the funny side)

Dirty bastard!

33 IN THE CORNER 

Damien, in casual clothes - dark, 80s gothic look - is seated on the bench. He’s smiling creepily and wide-eyed.

DAMIEN

Every living soul on the planet has evil inside them. Take them evil spirits out of everyone, put it all together... and that’s the devil.

Listening are wrestlers #1 and #2. They are spooked. Wrestler #1 politely nods. He shoots Wrestler #2 a look: "Let’s get out of here".

WRESTLER #1

Urm... think we’re on next.

Both abscond. Not noticing, Damien stares intensely into space, ostensibly affected by what he just said. Ron enters with a black bin liner. Excited, he approaches.

RON

Damien, got y’ costume, sweet.

34 MOMENTS LATER

Damien looks at his new attire hanging before him - white leg-length spandex tights with DAMIEN DYNAMO printed on the thighs and blue lightning strikes in-between. Damien grimaces as he begrudgingly takes them off the hanger.

35 INT. HEELS DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT 

Again, WRESTLERS either getting ready to compete or go home. A man struggles to pull his black leather hot pants up over his chubby bottom. Eventually, he succeeds. They have the words THE PRETTY ONE printed on in red glitter, with lipstick kisses either side. The man turns around. It’s Paul.

He walks over to the mirror on the wall to check out his skimpy attire. He likes what he sees as Ron enters with ROBBIE BROOKSIDE (18), long blonde hair, spandex tights.

RON

(re: hot pants)

Happy, Paul?

PAUL

Brilliant, Ron. The crowd are gonna go insane when I reveal them!

RON

Y’ know Robbie, don’t y’?

PAUL

(shaking Robbie’s hand)

Yeah, alright, Robbie. Saw you on World Of Sport last week. Good match, mate.

ROBBIE

Cheers, Paul. Looking forward to working with you tonight.

Ron leaves them and approaches GRIZZLY GRAHAM ARMSTRONG (40s), bald head, bushy beard, hairy body, mean-looking.

RON

Graham, you’re up next with the new lad Damien.

GRAHAM

Right, chief. What round am I winning in?

RON

No, no, he’s going over.

Graham and some nearby wrestlers (50s), who overhear, look at Ron, shocked.

GRAHAM

You pulling me leg, Ron?

RON

I’ve got a feeling about the lad. A win against you in his debut match would really make the fans keen to see more.

NEARBY WRESTLER #1

Ron, it’s the boy’s first ever match. He hasn’t earned it yet.

GRAHAM

He’ll be as green as grass. Gordon would never have done this.

Not happy with their attitudes, Paul shakes his head.

RON

Gordon isn’t the booker anymore.

GRAHAM

Well, he still should be if this is how you’re gonna be running things.

RON

He’s in Florida, enjoying his retirement. I’m the boss now and you’ll do as I say, okay?

GRAHAM

(pause)

Whatever you want, chief.

Satisfied his authority has been stamped, Ron exits. Graham is fuming. He GRUMBLES as he gets ready.

36 INT. BACKSTAGE - CURTAIN AREA - NIGHT 

A nervous Damien, in his new wrestling attire, waits to enter the civic centre. Faint BOOS from the audience and the emcee’s muffled VOICE can be heard. Ron jogs over to Damien.

RON

This is it, lad. Let Graham call the match. He knows what to do. OK?

DAMIEN

Hope I can pull this gimmick off.

RON

With your pretty face? Course you can, y’ beauty! Remember to smile so the crowd know you’re a baby face, okay?

Damien nods, INHALES and walks through the curtains. Paul approaches the curtains to watch the match.

37 INT. CIVIC CENTRE - RING - NIGHT

Damien CRASHES down on the canvas, squirming in pain. A sneering Graham is about to drag him back up when the referee orders him back to his corner. Graham holds his arms up submissively and obliges. The referee counts Damien...

REFEREE

One! Two! Three! Four--

Graham suddenly runs over to Damien and STAMPS on his chest.

The crowd are incensed and come unglued. Again, the front row is occupied by earnest old women, who vent the loudest. The referee admonishes Graham before going over to the emcee, who is stood at ringside, and whispers something to him.

EMCEE

(on microphone)

Ladies and gentlemen, the referee has given Grizzly Graham Armstrong his first public warning!

An enraptured CHEER from the punters. Graham is beside himself. Damien gets to his feet. The two mat men lock up.

GRAHAM

(to Damien; quietly)

Lets see what you’re made of, boy.

Graham then starts to legitimately rough up Damien with a succession of FOREARMS to the face. Damien is reeling and dazed as Graham clotheslines him hard to the canvas. His head SLAMS against the mat.

38 CURTAIN AREA 

Paul and Ron look on, unimpressed with Graham.

39 RING 

Damien manages to get up on his knees, swaying from side to side. The women’s hearts bleed for him. Graham stands over his young, semi-conscious opponent before smirking to the spectators, who erupt, BOOING. Graham grabs Damien’s face.

GRAHAM

(quietly; with contempt)

You’re nothing in this game, boy. Never will be.

(small pause)

Now roll me into a pin.

With his last ounce of strength, Damien does as he’s told. The crowd GASP in excitement. The referee SLAPS the mat one... two... three. The crowd spring up, ROARING and CHEERING as the referee holds Damien’s arm up in victory.

EMCEE

The winner in round five, by two falls to nil... Damien Dynamo!

Damien smiles coyly. A star is born. He makes his way to the curtain entrance/exit. He doesn’t look out to the crowd or raise his arms. He almost looks embarrassed.

40 BACKSTAGE - CONTINUOUS

Ron, Paul and others CONGRATULATE Damien, who is delighted, enervated and in pain. He holds his shoulder. Other wrestlers look on with concern and envy, feeling threatened. Graham emerges through the curtains and heads for a chair against the far wall. Paul storms over with Ron in tow.

PAUL

That was bang out of order, Graham!

GRAHAM

(sits; not in the mood)

What?

PAUL

You took that too far!

RON

You were too rough with the lad. Didn’t give him any offence either.

GRAHAM

When he’s paid his dues, then he can start getting some offence in.

PAUL

You’re a heel! It’s our job to make the baby faces look good, y’ dick!

Graham snaps. He stands, picking up his chair.

GRAHAM

(throwing it at Paul)

Get out of here, Corbley!

(Paul blocks it)

I’ve had enough of your lip, boy!

PAUL

You old cunt!

Ron and the wrestlers get between them.

PAUL (CONT’D)

It’s people like you who’ve been holding us young ones back for years! You can’t be on top forever!

GRAHAM

I’ll bleeding leather y’! Let me at him!

RON

Right! Calm down!

Everyone settles down. Damien is furious with Graham. Builds himself up for a confrontation...

DAMIEN

Graham.

Everyone turns to see Damien walk over to Graham. Eventually, Damien bottles it and offers his hand.

DAMIEN (CONT’D)

Thanks for the match.

Graham is taken aback. He masks this by just MUMBLING a thank you and dismissively shakes his hand. He and the wrestlers disperse. Graham heads for the dressing room, glaring at Paul all the way.

RON

Well done, Damien. I was right about you.

PAUL

The crowd took to him straight away. Further proof it’s time the deadwood was cleared, Ron.

Paul and Damien head for the dressing room. Ron thinks on.

41 INT. CIVIC CENTRE - RING - NIGHT 

Damien and Robbie wrestle an excellent, scientific match. Paul generates a lot of heat from the crowd with his strutting and lip pouting - some humoured, most despise him.

42 CURTAIN AREA 

Damien watches on, studying Paul. In awe.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)

(to Damien)

See how he controls the crowd? Every boo, every cheer.

Damien sees Paul posing to the spectators, getting a contemptuous response from them.

DAMIEN

Yeah.

Damien watches Paul lock up with Robbie and whisper in his ear. Robbie then suplexes Paul to the mat. The crowd instantly go from contemptuous to euphoric.

DAMIEN (CONT’D)

They’re doing exactly what he wants them to do and they don’t even know it.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)

Crowd manipulation. And when you master that, there’s no better feeling. It’s like a drug.

DAMIEN

(turning around; fascinated)

Yeah?

No one appears to be there. He then looks down to see BERNARD MCGRATH (40s), a little person, multi-coloured spandex jumpsuit and cape. Damien quells his surprise.

BERNARD

To make them laugh, to make them cry, boo, cheer. But most importantly, to make them care.

Damien nods, taking the advice on board.

43 INT. RING - NIGHT 

The referee raises Paul’s arm in victory.

EMCEE

The winner by two falls to one... Pretty Paul Corbley.

BOOS. Paul heads for the curtains, strutting and posing.

PAUL

(to the hating fans)

That’s right! I’m number one! Pretty Paul Corbley! Mr. Body Beautiful!

MALE FAN #1

Fat bastard!

PAUL

More of me for your sister to love!

44 INT. BACKSTAGE AREA - MOMENTS LATER 

Paul and Robbie head for the dressing rooms. Both on a post-match high.

ROBBIE

Mate, you are awesome! I love your gimmick, how you’re under the illusion that you’re God’s gift to women! Like you’re Mickey Rourke!

PAUL

(befuddled)

I am God’s gift!

Paul then CHUCKLES to show he’s joking. Robbie LAUGHS.

ROBBIE

I’m gonna have a word with Max Crabtree. You should be on TV.

Paul freezes in shock and excitement.

PAUL

World Of Sport?

ROBBIE

World Of Sport!

Robbie enters the dressing room. Paul stays rooted.

45 EXT. CIVIC CENTRE - REAR ENTRANCE - NIGHT 

Ron watches the wheelchair bound veteran being helped into a car by two RELATIVES (40s). He still looks distant and depressed. Wearing a knowing look, this saddens Ron.

46 INT. CHAPMAN HOUSE - HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER 

Barbara is sorting out dirty clothes into piles. Ron enters, having just returned from the show. He goes upstairs, ignoring her completely. 

RON

(quietly; re: Barbara)

Fuckin’ fat cow.

Cleary, Ron intended for her to hear this and she did. It upsets her but she is not surprised.

47 INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Ron opens his wardrobe. He pulls a box down from the top shelf and takes the lid off to reveal photographs.

He flicks through them until he finds the one he is looking for - an old, black and white photo of TWO IDENTICAL TWIN BROTHERS (late teens), in army uniform, arms around each other and smiling as they pose beside a tank.

Ron starts to BREATHE heavier. Tears threaten so he quickly puts the photos back in the box and back in the wardrobe. He is about to close the wardrobe when he sees his wrestling attire hanging before him. He stares, frustration burgeoning. He shuts the doors and starts BANGING his head, repeatedly and fairly gently, against them.

Barbara walks in unsuspectingly and is stopped in her tracks by her husband’s bizarre behaviour. He doesn’t realise she is there. Shocked and unsure what to do, she quickly leaves.

48 INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Barbara heads for the stairs, stunned and concerned.

49 EXT. SADDLEWORTH MOORS - DAY

The wrestling students are jogging along the AG35 - the road that runs through the murky green moor lands. Only eight of the original twenty-odd students now remain on the course.

Lagging behind and struggling is Timmy. His face contorting in pain and exhaustion, he lets out whimpering MOANS and GASPS. Eventually, he stops, bends down and VOMITS.

Having heard this, the other students turn their heads but carry on jogging except Ben, who scuttles over to him. Timmy, still ached over, puts his hands on his thighs, trying to gain his breathe.

BEN

Timmy, you alright, mate?

TIMMY

I can’t go on. I’m done in.

BEN

Yes, you can, man. Come on, before Mr. Chapman sees us. We’ll have to do a hundred press-ups.

TIMMY

I-I can’t. My legs have gone.

BEN

You helped me stay on the course and I’m gonna help you.

Ben puts Timmy’s arm around him. They set off as a big black, expensive 4x4 appears in the distance. Ben looks back.

BEN (CONT’D)

Here he is now. Come on, Timmy.

Timmy gallantly picks up the pace. The 4x4 draws nearer.

BEN

You ready, Tim?

Timmy nods, lets go of Ben and jogs faster.

RON

(out of car window)

Pick it up, boys. Y’ lagging.

They catch up with the others as Ron whizzes away.

50 EXT. CHAPMAN LEISURE CENTRE - LATER

Ron leads the way towards the main entrance, the students in tow. Timmy and Ben are the last two to enter when Timmy turns Ben around to face him. Timmy hugs him.

TIMMY

Thanks, Ben. Just... thanks.

Surprised, Ben awkwardly hugs him back. This is new to him. He then tightens his grip and closes his eyes.

51 INT. SPORTS HALL - DAY 

The students finish setting up the ring, climb out and await.

STUDENT #3

(quietly)

What will he have us doing now? Two hundred press-ups? Three hundred?

STUDENT #4

I know, the slave driver.

BEN

He’ll have us doing them until his bald spot grows back probably.

The students GIGGLE but quickly stifle them when Ron enters.

RON

Alright, y’ beauties. Line up.

They do as they’re told. Ron eyeballs them, unimpressed.

RON (CONT’D)

You’ve shown y’ true colours today.

The students look ashamed. Ron then smiles.

RON (CONT’D)

You’ve shown me that you really want this.

(off their smiles)

No pip-squeaks in this room. Get in the ring... ’cause you’ve earned it.

Delighted, the students quickly oblige, barely containing their excitement. Ron follows them in.

RON (CONT’D)

Right, the hard part begins now.

The students shoot each other bemused looks.

52 LATER

MONTAGE: Ron teaching and demonstrating wrestling holds, moves, how to land correctly etc. Again, he is aggressive with them. The students wince and write in pain as they are stretched and slammed. It’s all very draining.

53 EXT. BAR - NIGHT 

Trendy. 80s chart music is PLAYING.

The aching students are stood at the bar. Celebrating, they each do a shot and SLAM the glass down on the bar. They CHEER and/or GROAN in distaste. Very inebriated, Ben does two more shots to ROARS of amusement from the others.

54 DANCE FLOOR - LATER 

Fairly busy with teen and twenty-something REVELLERS. All the students, minus Timmy, are also having a dance. Still drunk, Ben dances comically for TWO IRISH GIRLS, who are amused yet fearful.

BEN

Y’ see girls, this dance has taken England by storm!

IRISH GIRL #1

Yeah, it’s great. Really.

BEN

I devised it. When you go back to Dublin, show them how it’s done!

The two girls have had enough. They extricate themselves. Ben, with glazed eyes, waves them away dismissively before staggering over to the...

55 BAR

A tipsy Timmy sips a bottle of beer. They hug each other. Ben motions "Want a drink?" with his hand. Timmy shakes his head, holding his near-full beverage up.

BEN

(to Bartender)

One of those five quid pitchers please, my friend!

(to Timmy)

We bonded today, Timmy lad!

TIMMY

We did, Ben.

BEN

(locking hands together)

We’re like that now, you and me.

TIMMY

Brothers.

Ben becomes emotional, probably due to the alcohol.

BEN

Brothers, yeah.

TIMMY

(amused)

Shall I get us a table, mate?

Ben nods. Timmy sets off. The BARTENDER (20s), male, sets the pitcher of larger on the bar. Ben hands him a £5 note.

BARTENDER

Do y’ want one glass with that or two?

With a huge grin, Ben picks the pitcher up.

BEN

No, that’s fine as it is.

Ben takes a big swig of it as he sets off to join Timmy. The bartender is speechless.

56 EXT. BAR - FRONT BEER GARDEN - NIGHT

The bar is located somewhere in Manchester City Centre. The beer garden is pretty full. Ben and Timmy are seated at a table. Ben is telling a story, Timmy is completely engaged...

BEN

(slurring)

…so, I’ve got two drug dealers after me, I missed me court hearing, I owe some psychopath three hundred quid... I was rushing around like a mad man.

TIMMY

Whoa.

BEN

I missed the court hearing ’cause I bought an eighth of weed off this dealer, yeah? Just as we’re doing business, the guy’s front door is kicked in. It’s the police!

Wide eyed, Timmy nods.

BEN (CONT’D)

Got a warrant to search his house. Luckily, the only drugs in the house were the ones he just handed me! So...

(motions he swallowed them)

Eventually, the police leave just as the weed kicks in. Was high as a kite!

(off Timmy’s chuckle)

Passed out on the bed for forty…five…hours!

(off Timmy’s shock)

Not minutes, hours! Woke up and I’m like, "Daylight? Was I out all night?". Me mate goes, "Yeah...and the night after that too"!

TIMMY

What did you tell the judge at the later hearing then?

BEN

"Sorry I missed the original date, you’re honour, but I was on a bender"!

Timmy and Ben LAUGH. Blown away, Timmy is almost envious.

TIMMY

All that at fifteen. Playing Knock-A-Door-Run was about all the excitement I got at that age! Bet y’ parents were fuming when you didn’t come home for two nights.

BEN

(shrugs)

Turning in their graves more like.

Timmy’s face drops.

TIMMY

Oh fuck, sorry, mate.

Ben smiles and waves Timmy’s concern away.

BEN

Don’t worry about it, Tim. They died when I was two, in a car crash. I was the only survivor. I’ve got no one but that’s fine. It’s all I know.

Ben seems reflective. Timmy studies him, utterly fascinated.

BEN (CONT’D)

(snapping out of it)

So, tell me something interesting about you.

TIMMY

(almost ashamedly)

Th-There is nothing.

BEN

Must be something. Everyone’s got a story to tell, Timmy.

Timmy does think of something. Hesitates briefly.

TIMMY

The General Ron Chapman is my farther.

BEN

(surprised)

Yeah? Why didn’t you say?

TIMMY

I don’t know. If I excel, I don’t want everyone to think, "Oh, his dad’s playing favourites", "He’s just a rich kid", "Probably didn’t even pay for the training". I did pay for it. Myself. I want people to see me as me. Not just "Ron Chapman’s lad".

Ben nods understandingly.

TIMMY (CONT’D)

Can you keep it secret, Ben?

BEN

Of course. We’re brothers!

With both hands, Ben struggles to hold his pitcher up. It slips through his hands and spills all over him. The pitcher SHATTERS on the floor. Nearby punters turn to the him sharply. Embarrassed yet humoured, Timmy covers his face with his hand, shaking his head.

57 INT. HYDE TOWN HALL - EVENING

Bernard is wrestling another MIDGET WRESTLER (30s), masked, who is being reprimanded by the referee. The midget doesn’t want to hear it, so keeps running through the official’s legs and slapping him on his behind.

The AUDIENCE are enjoying the slapstick comedy routine. Bernard observes the crowd members, realises they are LAUGHING at his and his opponent’s expense. He becomes purposeful and grabs his adversary in a full nelson hold.

BERNARD

(quietly to opponent)

Let’s show them what we can do, Howard.

They proceed to perform brilliantly executed wrestling sequences.

Surprised "WOOOOOS" can be heard emanating from the crowd, but again it’s mainly derisive LAUGHTER. They don’t see two skilled athletes, just two comical midgets.

Bernard is disappointed. His opponent has him in a reverse bear hug. Bernard escapes the bear hug and dropkicks his foe, who gets up, scuttles over to the referee and jumps in his arms, cowering.

The crowd CACKLE again.

Defeated, Bernard smiles and decides to give them what they want. He runs and slides under the referee’s legs and pushes the referee to the canvas, squashing Bernard’s rival in the process. Uproarious LAUGHTER from the crowd.

Bernard decides to enjoy the response. He does star jumps and flexes his none-existent muscles to their humour.

58 INT. CURTAIN AREA - EVENING

Bernard watches Damien’s match. Bashful, Damien still doesn’t interact with the crowd.

Bernard then focuses on the spectator’s various RESPONSES - boos, cheers, applause etc. They are absorbed. Bernard continues to observe them, longingly.

59 INT. BABY FACE DRESSING ROOM - EVENING 

Bernard, now in normal attire, is sat by his bag. Ron passes, handing him his wage envelope.

RON

Here y’ go, Bernard. A little less than last night. Sorry, mate.

Bernard opens it - fifteen measly pounds. He’s disappointed but maintains a pleasant manner.

RON (CONT’D)

(guilty)

Had Giant Haystacks on, so gotta pay him full whack. Y’ know how it is.

BERNARD

Gotta pay the TV stars who sell the tickets first. It’s alright, Ron.

RON

Wanna help with the training tomorrow? Can throw a few bob your way.

BERNARD

I’ll be there, Ron. Thanks.

Ron feels a little better. He exits. Bernard spots Damien getting dressed in the far corner. Purposeful, Bernard stands up and marches over to Damien.

BERNARD (CONT’D)

Damien, I saw y’ match before. Got a few pointers for you if you’re interested?

DAMIEN

Yeah! Absolutely.

BERNARD

Great. You need a lift home? Could run through them with you now.

DAMIEN

Yeah, cheers.

60 INT. BERNARD’S CAR - TRAVELLING - EVENING 

Specially adapted peddles, seat and hand controls. A cassette is PLAYING - 60s and 70s Northern Soul songs.

BERNARD

You’re a pretty, young lass stood at a bar, right?

DAMIEN

Yeah?

BERNARD

And I’m a young lad, yeah? I walk over to you and try it on but you ignore me, not interested. So I walk away.

Damien is unsure where Bernard is going with this.

BERNARD (CONT’D)

A week later, you’re there again. I have another crack but still no joy. The same thing happens for the next few weeks with me becoming more discouraged each time. Eventually, I lose interest and go and hassle some other bird. 

DAMIEN

Right?

BERNARD

This is the situation you’re in with the your fans right now. They’re cheering their hearts out for you but you’re not giving them anything in return. There needs to be interaction or they’ll lose interest and move on to someone else.

DAMIEN

(understanding)

I’m with you.

BERNARD

Crowd Interaction. That’s one of what I like to call the "Four Wrestling Requirements". The other three are--

61 INT. SPORTS HALL - DAY 

Bernard stands adjacent to Ron and before the students. Damien is stood against the far wall.

BERNARD

--Charisma, Ability and Professionalism. If you have all four, you’ll be a star. Three - you’ll be good. Two - you’ll be average. One or none - see y‘ later.

(few giggles)

We’re gonna work on Ability today. Specifically, ring psychology.

(pointing to Timmy and a heavyset student)

So, you and you in the ring please.

The two pupils oblige. Bernard follows, struggles to climb up onto the ring apron. A few students stifle giggles. Bernard eventually succeeds and climbs through the ropes.

BERNARD(CONT’D)

If I could a have a quid for every time that has happened. Not to worry, my mum said I’ll grow soon.

Ron and the students LAUGH. Soon dies down.

BERNARD

Ring psychology is telling a story. A classic good versus evil story. For this demonstration...

(to Timmy)

…you’re the good guy or baby face…
(to heavyset student)

…you’re the bad guy also know as a heel.

(to everyone)

You want to engross the crowd. The best way is to make the contest as believable and real as possible.

(re: two chosen students)

Take these two. They have to ask themselves, "If this was a real fight, what would I do to win?".

(to Timmy)

You’re the smaller of the two...

(to heavyset student)

... and, how do I put this as to not offend, you’re...big boned.

The students CHUCKLE. Seeing the funny side, the heavyset student nods a "Yeah, I suppose so".

HEAVYSET STUDENT

That or fat bastard. Either’s fine.

LAUGHS all round.

BERNARD

(to Timmy)

If you were gonna fight him for real, how would you go about it?

(off Timmy’s unsure look)

You’d use your speed advantage.

62 INT. SPORTS HALL - RING - FLASH FORWARD

Timmy wrestling the heavyset student. Using his speed, Timmy performs a quick succession of moves. The heavyset student is dazed and teetering. Bernard is in the ring, overseeing.

BERNARD (V.O.) (CONT’D)

As the baby face, you get all the early offence to send the crowd into a frenzy.

63 INT. SPORTS HALL - RING - PRESENT 

Bernard turns to the heavyset student.

BERNARD

But as the big, evil heel, who’ll do whatever it takes to win...

SMASH CUT TO:

64 INT. SPORTS HALL - RING - FLASH FORWARD

Out of nowhere, the precarious heavyset student kicks Timmy in the testicles. Timmy instantly falls to the mat.

BERNARD (V.O.) (CONT’D)

You hit him with a big impact move that instantly turns the tide. Preferably by cheating to really get heat from the fans.

Playing the part of the spectators, the other students good-naturedly BOO the heavyset student.

BERNARD (V.O.) (CONT’D)

You proceed to give the baby face a good leathering.

The heavyset student slowly and methodically beats Timmy.

65 PRESENT TIME 

BERNARD

(really passionate now)

Now, this is where you’ll learn one of the most important parts of ring psychology - feeling the crowd.

66 RING - FLASH FORWARD 

Timmy still getting roughed up.

BERNARD (V.O.) (CONT’D)

Feel their hope that the baby face will make an heroic comeback.

67 INT. CIVIC HALL - EVENING 

Reactions of an AUDIENCE - encouragement, hope, concern.

BERNARD (V.O.) (CONT’D)

You’ll hear it. You’ll see it. You’ll feel it.

Timmy and the heavyset student are jostling in the ring at the show. Strangely, they are still wearing their plain training clothing.

BERNARD (V.O.) (CONT’D)

This is when the comeback begins.

The almost defeated Timmy musters his last ounce of strength and forearms the heavyset student.

SLOW MOTION: The fans rise to their feet and CHEER ecstatically.

SLOW MOTION: Timmy clotheslines the heavyset student, who starts to fall to the canvas:

DISSOLVE TO:

68 INT. SPORTS HALL - RING - FLASH FORWARD

SLOW-MOTION: The heavyset student descending towards the canvas. Speed up to REGULAR-MOTION as he HITS the mat.

BERNARD (V.O.) (CONT’D)

This is the beginning of the end.

Timmy again frantically executing speedy moves on his foe.

BERNARD (V.O.) (CONT’D)

The baby face gets the crowd riled up again, but the heel isn’t done.

The heavy set student and Timmy exchange forearms.

BERNARD (V.O.) (CONT’D)

The match goes back and forth to until we haven’t got a clue who’s gonna come out victorious.

69 RING - PRESENT 

BERNARD (CONT’D)

And that’s when you do the finish. Whoever the booker decides he wants to win.

The students are fascinated, Damien too.

BERNARD (CONT’D)

You might change it around a bit, but that’s the basic formula. Like I said, we’re storytellers. Characters. But most people turn their nose up at what we do. Robert De Niro plays Jake La Motto and gets nothing but praise. We just get called the F Word, hey Ron?

RON

(smiling)

Oh, don’t get me bleeding started.

The students CHUCKLE.

70 EXT. DAMIEN’S COUNCIL HOUSE - DAY 

Small. Bernard’s car pulls up. Damien gets out.

DAMIEN

Thanks a lot, Bernard.

BERNARD

My pleasure. And remember, pretty lass, talk to that boy at the bar.

Damien CHUCKLES, gives Bernard the thumbs up and enters his house as Bernard drives away.

71 INT. DAMIEN’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Cosy. Flowery wallpaper. Lots of ornaments.

DAMIEN’S DAD (50s), grey hair and moustache, topless, is sat on the sofa watching television.

Damien enters. DAMIEN’S MOTHER (50s), glasses, short brown hair, cigarette in mouth, comes BURSTING in from the kitchen. She’s angry and grave, arms flailing.

DAMIEN’S MOTHER

You’re an hour late! Why didn’t you call?

DAMIEN

We just ran over a bit, that’s all.

DAMIEN’S MOTHER

You had me worried half to death! I thought something might’ve happened to you at the bus stop!

DAMIEN

(controlling his irritation)

In the city centre? Give over, mum.

DAMIEN’S MOTHER

You’d better call next time, right?

Although listening, Damien’s dad remains glued to the TV. Smiling, he shakes his head. Damien puts his bag down.

DAMIEN’S MOTHER (CONT’D)

Do you hear me?

DAMIEN

Right! I’ll call.

DAMIEN’S MOTHER

You live in this house, you play by our rules.

(to father)

Tell him.

DAMIEN’S FATHER

(chuckling)

He’s nineteen, Val!

DAMIEN’S MOTHER

I don’t care!

DAMIEN’S FATHER

(turns to Damien)

You play by our rules, Damien.

Damien’s father winks at his son as they trade a smirk.

DAMIEN’S MOTHER

(walking into kitchen)

I’ve heard all kinds of horror stories about them bus stops.

DAMIEN

I got a lift back from Bernard, the guy who’s been helping me out.

Damien’s mother comes storming back into the room.

DAMIEN’S MOTHER

He better have dropped you off right at the door!

Damien’s dad has had enough. He bursts into LAUGHTER and grabs his wife, pulling her onto the sofa with him.

DAMIEN’S FATHER

Enough. He’s alright. Gimme a kiss.

DAMIEN’S MOTHER

(not amused)

No.

He tries to peck her on the cheek. She tries to break free. Eventually, she lets him but remains earnest. Damien smiles and exits.

72 INT. DAMIEN’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER 

Tiny. Dark, gothic vibe. Posters on the wall of 80s bands like Joy Division, Bauhaus, The Cure etc. Mountains of vinyl by his record player. Piles of magazines and VHS tapes.

Damien enters. He PLAYS a record - Bauhaus’s "She’s In Parties". He sits on his bed and closes his eyes, getting into the atmospheric song. He lies, melting into his bed.

MONTAGE: Damien in his bedroom, becoming lost in his own little world. The Bauhaus song plays throughout.

1) Sat at his desk, frantically writing poetry like his life depended on it. They contain words like "Death", "Satan", "Spirits", "Soul", "Blood" etc.

2) Dancing around his room to the up-tempo part of the song. There is frustration in his eyes.

3) Flipping through various pornographic magazines. They feature mature ladies.

4) Watching one of his pornographic movies. He puts his hand down his trousers.

5) Back at his desk, drawing vampires, ghosts etc. They are excellent, detailed yet extremely graphic. One features him stood at the fiery gates of hell as the creepy, make-up wearing wrestler he was dressed as earlier. The words DAMIEN DEMONIC are written above the satanic image in red ink.

73 LATER 

The Bauhaus song ends. Damien is just frozen on the spot, staring into space. Eventually, he shakes the cobwebs and slowly walks over to the bedroom window.

He peers down to the beer garden of the pub next door. It is full of PUNTERS (late teens and 20s) enjoying a drink and each others company. Damien gazes with hatred and envy followed by wistfulness.

74 INT. DAMINEN’S LIVING ROOM - DAY 

According to the clock on the wall, it is just before 4pm. Damien enters and joins his mum and dad on the sofa to watch TV. His father switches the channel. Before it can be seen to which programme...

SMASH CUT TO:

75 INT. BEN’S FLAT - DAY 

Dank, depressing and bare. Someone KNOCKS on the front door.

Ben appears from his bedroom. He is about to open the door before patting the bottom of his back as though he is checking something. Satisfied, he opens the door a crack, leaving the chain on. Two hard-faced, suspicious-looking YOUTHS (late teens) stand before him.

BEN

You Gavin’s mates?

YOUTH #1

Yeah.

BEN

What you after?

YOUTH #2

An eighth? You got that much?

BEN

You got the cash?

Youth #1 procures £50. Ben smiles.

BEN (CONT’D)

Then I’ve got the hash. Hang on.

Ben shuts the door. He hurries over to his coffee table and grabs the drugs. Returns to the door and opens it. Holds the cannabis up. Suspicious of each other, they awkwardly swap drugs for cash. They nod good-bye and Ben closes the door.

He heads back to his sofa and sits down. He looks uncomfortable. He sits up and pulls out a large knife from the back of his jeans and places it on the table.

He leans back into the sofa. An old movie is playing on the television. Counts the money he has just made.

His flat has a lonely feel to it but Ben seems quite content. He looks up at the clock on the wall. It is almost 4pm. He picks up his remote and flips to another channel...

SMASH CUT TO:

76 EXT. CHAPMAN HOUSE - DAY 

A chipper Ron and Timmy get out of Ron’s 4x4 and start for the front garden. They pass their NEIGHBOUR (50s), male, who is loading his golf clubs into his boot.

RON

Going hitting a few, Bryan?

NEIGHBOUR

Aye, gotta take every chance you can with winter approaching.

RON

Oh, don’t remind me ’cause my knees will when it starts getting bitter. Hey, you should always take two pairs of trousers with you.

NEIGHBOUR

(confused)

Why?

RON

’Cause you might end up getting a hole in one.

Ron GIGGLES. The neighbour smiles, shaking his head at the terrible joke. Timmy also grins. He likes his father in this mood. Ron and Timmy enter the garden.

NEIGHBOUR

How’s the wrestling going?

RON

Could be better. I’ve still got me gym and nightclub so it’s never the end of the world, is it?

NEIGHBOUR

It isn’t.

RON

By, it’s a good life!

The neighbour gets in his car, inspired by Ron’s enthusiasm.

Ron opens the front door and enters with Timmy in tow. Now inside, Ron’s smile dissipates instantly and is replaced with sullenness. He wipes his finger across a windowsill. Looks at it, displeased to see a faint layer of dust.

Timmy sees this and becomes disheartened. Angry, he just goes upstairs. Ron watches him, looking like he wants to soften but can’t seem to. Still holding his finger up, he marches into the kitchen to admonish his wife.

77 INT. UPSTAIRS LIVING ROOM - DAY 

Timmy and Louise are watching television. Their parent’s muffled ARGUING can be heard below. This upsets the siblings but it’s nothing new.

TIMMY

It’s nearly four, Louise.

Louise switches the channel...

SMASH CUT TO:

78 INT. GAMES ROOM - DAY 

Ron sits down in front of the large TV screen. He CRACKS open a Pepsi and turns the TV on with a remote...

The World Of Sport wrestling programme begins.

79 TV SCREEN 

The intro consists of a montage of wrestlers like Big Daddy, Giant Haystacks and Kendo Nagasaki performing moves and posing to the fans. A sporty theme song PLAYS throughout. The words PROFESSIONAL WRESTLING appear at the end.

80 INT. VARIOUS LOCATIONS - CONTINUOUS

MONTAGE: Numerous people - families, friends, couples, individuals - of all ages and classes, sitting in front of their TVs watching World Of Sport. They laugh, shout, cheer etc. The show’s COMMENTARY is done by Kent Walton, who starts with "Greetings, grapple fans".

A shot of 10 Downing Street followed by Buckingham Palace with the AUDIO of the show playing throughout.

81 EXT. EARL’S COURT, LONDON - DAY 

Establishing.

82 INT. EARL’S COURT - CURTAIN AREA - CONTINUOUS 

A nervous, excited Paul looks out into the packed arena. A match is currently in progress. Paul observes the TELEVISION CREW, operating cameras, sorting out cable wires etc. He also sees KENT WALTON and other CREW MEMBERS sat at ringside doing their jobs. Paul is itching to get out there.

83 INT. SOMEONES’S TELEVISION SCREEN - DAY 

The RING ANNOUNCER (50s), suit, is stood in the ring.

RING ANNOUNCER

It’s time, ladies and gentlemen, for our featured tag team match!

Paul, in a flamboyant robe, and KENDO NAGASAKI, masked, wearing a cape, mysterious, enter to a chorus of BOOS from the AUDIENCE. Paul does his usual antics, which gets them riled up. The two grapplers enter the ring. As

usual, the front rows are occupied by old women, who give them an EAR FULL.

PAUL

Shut up, you old biddys!

(to Nagasaki; quietly)

Bloody handbag brigade in as usual, hey, Kendo?

Nagasaki stays true to his mysterious gimmick and doesn’t reply. However, Paul nods his head as though he does.

PAUL (CONT’D)

Exactly.

Paul then removes his robe to reveal his leather hot pants, which now have two red suspenders attached, going over his shoulders. This gets a lot of LAUGHS and WHISTLES but also BOOS and homophobic JIBES.

The song "We Shall Not Be Moved" begins and the crowd go insane as BIG DADDY (50s), Union Flag jacket, top hat, and Robbie Brookside enter. Everyone flocks to Big Daddy, wanting autographs, kisses or to just touch their hero.

84 INT. VARIOUS LOCATIONS - DAY 

Ron and the wrestlers watching Paul with intrigue.

85 INT. EARL’S COURT - CONTINUOUS 

Paul is generating a lot of hatred from the fans. He has the edge on Brookside, who is on the canvas. As Paul does his arrogant strut, an OLD WOMAN (60s), missing her front teeth, charges up to the ring apron and slaps Paul on his calves before giving him the V’s hand sign.

Paul tags his partner Nagasaki into the ring. Nagasaki distracts the REFEREE (40s) while Paul strangles Brookside. As the referee turns around, Paul quickly removes his hands from Brookside’s throat and plays innocent. Nagasaki proceeds to beat Brookside.

86 FRONT ROW 

A small group of cheeky PREPUBESCENT CHILDREN are irate at Paul, who stands on the apron in front of them.

CHILD #1

Oi, Paul! Big Daddy’s gonna kick your head in!

CHILD #2

Yeah, fatty!

Paul turns to them.

PAUL

Shut y’ traps or I’ll shut ’em for y’.

CHILD #1

An Ethiopian could have some of your fat!

The children and nearby spectators LAUGH. Paul, still in character, holds his fist up warningly. The children, loving the confrontation, stand up, holding their arms out...

CHILD #1/CHILD #2

Come on then!/Do you wanna fight?

PAUL

Maybe when y’ balls have dropped. Come and find me in three years.

87 INT. VARIOUS LOCATIONS - DAY 

People watching the show. They see Paul in the verbal confrontation with the children but their voices are drowned out by the crowd NOISE.

KENT WALTON

(on commentary)

Pretty Paul Corbley is getting some stick from the crowd. He’s really got them riled up here, grapple fans. An impressive young talent. Don’t think this will be the last we see of him here on World Of Sport.

CHEEKY CHILDREN

(exhorting rest of crowd; chanting)

Who ate all the pies? Who ate all the pies?

(nearby crowd joining in; to Paul)

You fat bastard! You fat bastard! You ate all the pies!

The crowd CHORTLE. Not amused, Paul moves his lips hesitantly, desperately trying to think of a retort.

PAUL

(eventually; feebly)

Sh-shut up.

KENT WALTON

Apologies for the coarse language, ladies and gentlemen.

Paul turns back to the match. He seems genuinely upset but gets back into character. Nagasaki tags him in just as Brookside tags Big Daddy in to rapturous CHEERS. Big Daddy proceeds to dish out the punishment on both Paul and Nagasaki - simplistic moves like body slams, belly bumps. He’s very slow and tires easily.

BIG DADDY

(chanting to crowd)

Easy! Easy! Easy!

The crowd join in with the CHANT. Big Daddy body splashes Paul and the referee SLAPS the mat one... two... three. The crowd go wild.

88 INT. VARIOUS LIVING ROOMS - DAY 

People CHEERING as the ring announcer DECLARES Big Daddy and Robbie Brookside the victors. The M.P.W.O. wrestlers look on, impressed with Paul.

89 INT. EARL’S COURT - BACKSTAGE - DAY 

WRESTLERS, including Big Daddy and Robbie Brookside, CONGRATULATE Paul. Paul is delighted, accepting their praise with humbleness.

90 INT. DRESSING ROOM - LATER 

Paul has just showered. Still on a post-match high, he stands at the sink, dabbing shaving foam on his face. He looks at himself in the mirror.

PAUL

(to himself; determined)

From now on, you are Pretty Paul Corbley.

91 EXT. CAMDEN - NIGHT 

The night life is buzzing. Buoyant REVELLERS bar hop.

92 EXT. NIGHT CLUB - CONTINUOUS 

Paul, dressed smart-casual, pays into the club. The BOUNCER stares at him intently, his eyebrows furrowed...

BOUNCER

(remembering)

Whoa! Pretty Paul... something. I saw you on the tele today!

Paul looks back to the queue of PEOPLE waiting to get in. He deliberates before switching to his Pretty Paul persona.

PAUL

(loud; grabbing everyone’s attention)

That’s right! Pretty Paul Corbley! Manchester’s finest wrestler! Mr. Body Beautiful is gonna paint London town red tonight! Any doubt? No Doubt!

LAUGHS from the queue as Paul struts into the club.

93 INT. CLUB - LATER 

Huge. Busy. 80s new wave and electro music PLAYING. Paul is at the bar, pouring glasses of champagne for a group of PRETTY GIRLS (early 20s). He then fills his glass.

PAUL

Bid Daddy got lucky today. I will get my revenge. I’m sure of that. Just as sure as I am that all you ladies are undressing me with your eyes right now, pining for a piece of the pretty one!

A couple of girls GIGGLE, the others aren’t amused. One of the girls, a brunette, is particularly impressed...

BRUNETTE

So, are you on TV every week?

PAUL

When the money’s right. If not, I’m wrestling all over the North-West to sell-out crowds. Some people are destined for greatness and you’re in presence of one of those people right now, baby.

The brunette smiles as they look at each other.

94 INT. HOTEL - NIGHT 

Paul and the brunette are having sex in bed.

PAUL

Oh yes! Who’s the real Big Daddy?

Bemused, the brunette stops, trying not to laugh.

BRUNETTE

Urm...y-you are.

A little sheepish, Paul nods before the coition resumes.

95 INT. HOTEL - LATER 

The brunette is sleeping. Paul, fully clothed and grinning like a Cheshire cat, picks up his rucksack and tip toes out.

96 INT. PAUL’S CAR - TRAVELLING - SUNRISE 

Paul still happy. He pulls up outside his...

97 EXT. PAUL’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 

Modest-sized, semi-detached. Well kept garden.

He gets out and walks to his front door. He unlocks it and is about to enter when he remembers something. He pulls his wedding ring out of his pocket and slowly places it on his finger, guilt creeping onto his face.

98 INT. FRONT HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Tired, Paul puts his bag on the floor. He is then startled by the living room light being switched on. He gingerly approaches the living room door in dread.

99 INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

The door slowly opens and Paul steps in. His wife MICHELLE (20s), plain looking, business suit, is getting her suitcase in order, unaware Paul is watching. Paul seems relieved.

PAUL

Hiya, Chelle.

MICHELLE

(jolts; smiles)

Hi, babe. Didn’t hear y’ come in.

PAUL

You’re working on a Sunday?

MICHELLE

This big case is coming up. They need all the help they can get. Even from useless trainees like me.

PAUL

Don’t say that, love. You’re gonna be a cracking lawyer.

MICHELLE

(shakes head)

The bosses don’t see much in me.

(closes suitcase; walking to Paul)

I thought you’d have been staying in London overnight.

Paul puts his arms around her.

PAUL

No. I would have told you if I was. Aw, I was looking forward to our little Sunday cuddle in bed.

MICHELLE

(smiles; embraces him)

Aw, sorry, darling. I’ve got to go. Turning up late would probably be the final straw for my...

(sarcastically)

...glittering career.

100 FRONT HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS 

Michelle heads for the front door. Paul leans against the living room door frame and shakes his head at her pessimism.

MICHELLE

You were brilliant on TV last night, Paul. I bet they want you on again, don’t they?

PAUL

Of course. This pretty boy gimmick is really working, Chelle. He’s the person I wish I’d always been.

MICHELLE

I’m really proud of you.

She opens the door, waves good-bye and exits. Paul looks out of the window and watches her get in her car and drive away. He exhales in relief as he looks at his wedding ring. He becomes slightly guilty again.

101 INT. CHAPMAN’S LEISURE CENTRE - SPORTS HALL - DAY

Ron and four of the students watch Timmy and Ben wrestle the remaining two students in a tag team match. Timmy and Ben perform exciting tag team moves - double dropkicks etc. - showing great teamwork. Ben is sometimes off the pace and forgetful. The students watching VOICE praises.

RON

Alright.

They get out of the ring and join the rest. Timmy and Ben are pleased with themselves, give each other a high five. Timmy then playfully gets Ben in a headlock. Lets him go.

RON (CONT’D)

Good job, everyone. It’s been a joy training you. You’ve got the fundamentals, now it’s up to you.

The students and Ron CLAP and shake hands, WISHING EACH OTHER WELL etc. They head for the exit.

RON (CONT’D)

Whoa, whoa, whoa. Not so fast, y’ beauties. One last thing...

He turns to the ring. Amused, the students sigh-GROAN.

RON (CONT’D)

Bet y’ thought I’d let you off today, didn’t y’?

Ron CHORTLES. The students start to disassemble the ring.

102 INT. RON’S 4X4 - TRAVELLING - DAY

Ron is driving, Timmy in passenger seat, Ben in the back.

RON

Wanna come to our’s for y’ tea, Ben?

BEN

(taken aback)

Urm... yeah, OK. Thanks.

RON

Got a proposition for y’ both.

Timmy and Ben are excited and intrigued.

103 EXT. CHAPMAN HOUSE - DAY 

Ron’s 4x4 pulls up. Ron, Timmy and Ben get out. TRACEY RHODES (16), beautiful, rides past on her HORSE.

TRACEY

Hiya, Timmy.

TIMMY

Hi, Tracey.

Tracey smiles, clearly attracted to him. The three men watch her pass, in awe.

RON

Not bad, hey Ben?

BEN

(blown away)

She is the answer! The girl’s alright too.

They all GIGGLE and head for the front door.

RON

Why don’t you get in there with her, son? She’s the kind of girl every young lad wished lived on their street.

TIMMY

She’s fifteen, dad.

RON

You’re only two years older! Besides, she’s got the body of a twenty year-old.

BEN

Steady on, Mr. Chapman. Next you’ll be saying she’s got the body of a forty year-old so you can have a crack!

GUFFAWS.

104 INT. CHAPMAN KITCHEN - EVENING 

The Chapman family and Ben are sat around the table, eating a Sunday roast. Everyone is in a jovial mood. Even Ron...

RON

…What’s the blonde lad called again, son?

TIMMY

Pete.

RON

Pete, yeah. He struggled the most in the first week, didn’t he?

BEN

Yeah, he could barely walk the second day. Them squats are brutal.

Louise looks at Ben. She has a crush on him.

RON

Yeah, but he did go to that Wham! gig the night before. Maybe he had a backstage pass to George Michael’s dressing room. Would explain the limp.

LAUGHS. Amused, Barbara shakes her head. Louise looks blank.

LOUISE

I don’t get it.

BARBARA

He’s being rude, Louise.

Timmy looks on at his chuckling dad, smiling. Barbara watches Ron, unimpressed with his cheery facade.

BEN

It took me a few days to understand what you said to me after the first day of training, Tim.

(to Ron)

You’re only impressed if we show the heart and the willingness.

RON

I like to separate the boys from the men. It’s a long, painful life. I’ve had countless operations. The doctor told me when I was twenty-five that I had the bones of a fifty year-old.

BEN

Really?

RON

I’m nearly sixty. Dread to think how old they are now. Mind you, I’ll be dead in ten years, so I suppose it don’t matter.

Louise TUTS.

LOUISE

Shut up, dad. You’ll probably be one of them loony ninety-five years olds in a nursing home, clapping and screaming your head off.

(mimics old man voice; clapping; squeals between words)

Eeh, y’ beauties! Eeh! Pip-squeaks! Eeh!

Everyone LAUGHS.

RON

(affectionately; smiling)

You’ll come and visit your old daddy if I am, won’t you, my sweet?

Louise smiles and nods. Ron lovingly rubs his daughter’s hand. Ben focuses on this. He then watches Barbara hand Timmy the bowl of peas with an adoring smile. Ben smiles. Timmy then hands the bowl to Ben, who fills his plate,

feeling like a part of the family.

BEN

So, what’s this proposition you’ve got for us, Ron?

RON

(smiling but seriously)

Ron? Mr. Chapman to you, boy. The day you start selling out town halls and civic centres is the day you call me Ron, alright?

Ben smiles and nods, holding his hands up submissively.

RON (CONT’D)

I think you two could sell places out in the future. You’ve both got a lot of potential. I want to put you together as a young, energetic tag team and call you The Blaze Boys or The Blaze Brothers.

Delighted, Timmy and Ben smile at each other.

TIMMY/BEN

Yeah!/Definitely!

RON

I prefer The Blaze Boys.

TIMMY

Yeah, more of a ring to it.

Ben pans his head around the table again.

BEN

No. Brothers.

TIMMY

I’m not--

BEN

(almost pleading)

--Please, Timmy. Brothers. Please.

Timmy is a little surprised by Ben’s desperation.

TIMMY

Alright, The Blaze Brothers it is.

RON

(holds his Pepsi up)

To The Blaze Brothers.

CHAPMAN FAMILY AND BEN

(holding their drinks up)

The Blaze Brothers.

They CLINK glasses. Louise and Barbara CONGRATULATE the boys, who THANK them. Smiles all round.

This is a happy moment for Ron, who watches them all. The joy then starts to become too much for him. His smile fades and he stares distantly, distractedly, guiltily. Now grumpy, he gets up and leaves.

Only Barbara suspects something.

105 INT. RON’S BEDROOM - EVENING 

Ron is down on his knees, crying over the old picture of the twins by the tank.

RON

(to picture; sobbing quietly)

I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry.

Ron puts the picture back in the wardrobe. He sees his wrestling attire and looks at it with contempt. Barbara enters. Ron quickly shuts the wardrobe and wipes his face with his hand but his face is too red to disguise.

BARBARA

(wanting to help)

We need to talk, Ron.

RON

(grumpiness returns; snapping)

For fuck sake, can’t I just have a minute to myself?

Barbara has had enough. She turns to the bedroom windowsill, picks up one of the vases and throws it against the wall. It SMASHES. She picks up another and does the same - SMASH. Shocked, Ron goes as white as a ghost.

RON (CONT’D)

You stupid woman.

Barbara stares at Ron, controlling her anger. She wants answers. Ron can see this. He becomes upset.

BARBARA

We need to talk, Ron. We can’t keep going on like this. I can’t take the grumpiness and insults anymore.

RON

It’s not grumpiness. It’s guilt.

(bursts into tears)

I left him, Barbara.

Barbara walks over and puts her arm around him.

BARBARA

Yeah, to get help. It wasn’t your fault. You’ve been dwelling on this for forty years, Ron. Your brother wouldn’t have wanted that. He’d want you to get on with your life.

RON

It’s hard not to dwell. Being reminded of war and the army daily.

He gets his army wrestling attire out of the wardrobe to prove his point. Barbara realises. Looks on with sympathy.

BARBARA

Oh, Ron, I didn’t know.

RON

It’s my fault. I chose this gimmick. No one else. I’m sorry for all the horrible years. You and the children didn’t deserve it.

106 INT. UPSTAIRS LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER 

Ron and Barbara watch his wrestling attire burning away on the fire. Ron stares, hypnotised by the flames.

FADE TO BLACK.

SUPER:

"1988"

107 INT. ANOTHER TOWN HALL - EVENING 

Various shots of SCREAMING GIRLS (teens), who now make up a large part of the audience.

108 IN THE RING 

Damien and Paul grappling. Paul’s appearance is now more elaborate - his hair has blonde highlights and his skin is glittered. Paul currently has the upper hand. Damien turns the tide to hysterical, Beatlemania SCREAMS.

109 LATER 

Damien is on his knees, blood running down his face from a nasty gash on his forehead. Paul PUNCHES him repeatedly. The teenage girls’ hearts bleed for Damien. They look on helplessly, pining for him to be okay.

With a gleeful smirk, Paul provokes the crowd with his usual antics. The fans are incensed. A riot seems imminent.

110 EXT. TOWN HALL - CONTINUOUS

A signpost reads M.P.W.O. WRESTLING TONIGHT 7PM FEATURING TV’S PRETTY PAUL CORBLEY!

111 INT. BABY FACE DRESSING ROOM - FLASHBACK 

Pre-match. Bernard is giving Damien some pointers. He is on his knees pretending to valiantly fight back, punching the air in front of him.

112 INT. RING - PRESENT 

Damien bravely fighting back against Paul just how Bernard showed him earlier. The crowd EMBOLDEN him.

113 INT. BABY FACE DRESSING ROOM - FLASHBACK

Bernard suggests a celebratory gimmick. He spins around 360 degrees and then raises his arm in the air, sticking his index finger up vertically.

114 INT. RING - PRESENT

Damien drop kicks Paul to the canvas before doing the celebratory gimmick to the fans, who ROAR him on. Damien exhorts them, really interacting - gives them the thumbs up.

115 CURTAIN AREA - CONTINUOUS 

Bernard watches on proudly. He soaks up the fans reactions as though they were for him. He then looks at Damien and grins, living vicariously through him.

116 INT. RING - LATER

Timmy climbs onto one of the top turnbuckles. Ben scales the opposite one. They both wear purple leg-length tights with white frilly bits around the waist and boots. At the same time, they leap off, soaring through the air.

The crowd rise to their feet. Wide eyed, they watch in anticipation.

Ben and Timmy come crashing down on their OPPONENT with an elbow drop, CONNECTING precisely at the same time. The crowd CHEER wildly. Ben returns to his corner.

Timmy has the upper hand on his opponent. The fans clearly love him. He tags Ben in. Ben wrestles awkwardly in places, mistiming a couple of moves. The fans deflate. Ben then tags Timmy back in and they inflate. Clearly, Timmy is the star.

117 EXT. TRAVEL LODGE - NIGHT 

Establishing.

118 INT. TRAVEL LODGE - ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

Ron and the wrestlers; normal clothes, each hold a plastic cup. Paul POPS a bottle of champagne to ROARS. He starts to fill everyone’s cup. Ron holds his can of Pepsi up.

RON

To tonight’s show! Another sell-out! Well done, boys!

PAUL

And here’s to our first tour outside of the North-West! May it be a successful one!

CHEERS all round as they CLINK cups. Exciting times.

119 INT. NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

Busy. The grapplers, minus Damien, are having a good time drinking, dancing, chatting up LADIES etc.

120 INT. LADIES TOILETS - CUBICAL - NIGHT 

Paul is receiving oral sex from a YOUNG WOMAN. There is no trace of guilt as he enjoys it.

121 EXT. TOWN CENTRE - NIGHT 

Ben is passed out on a bench. Timmy watches on as Paul scribbles a Hitler moustache on Ben’s face followed by a swastika on his forehead. Paul then motions for them to run away. They do so, GIGGLING.

122 EXT. TRAVEL LODGE - MORNING

Ron and the wrestlers are getting into various cars. Ron checks his watch eagerly.

RON

Where is Ben?

123 EXT. STREET - SOMEONE’S POV - MORNING 

Walking along. Passing PEOPLE look or stare with disgust and/or shock.

They are looking at a hung over Ben, who staggers along with the drawings still on his face. Unaware, he smiles pleasantly to the folks he passes. He spots an OLD LADY struggling to board a bus. He jogs over to her.

BEN

Let me help you, love.

Ben kindly helps the stupefied woman onto the bus.

OLD LADY

Th-thank you.

BEN

No problem.

Ben turns around to continue his journey when he catches his reflection in the side mirror of the bus. His face drops.

BEN (CONT’D)

(to himself)

I’m gonna kill you all!

Just as he says this, he turns and bumps into a small GROUP OF BLACK YOUTHS. Having heard what he said and seeing the drawings, they put two and two together and give Ben piercingly intimidating looks. Ben is terrified.

124 INT. RON’S 4X4 - TRAVELLING - MORNING

Ron, Timmy and Grizzly Graham are BABBLING as Ben wipes the drawings from his face. He is amused but shakes his head.

BEN

They could’ve twated me, y’ bastards! This isn’t over.

Timmy is brimming with excitement.

TIMMY

(to Ben)

This tour’s gonna be something to remember forever.

RON

We’re only going to the likes of Grimsby and Skegness, lad!

TIMMY

(looking out of window)

Look at all them sheep! Whoa!

RON

I’ve got some Velcro gloves in the back if you want.

125 INT. CAR’S POV - VARIOUS TIMES

Travelling on roads, country lanes, dual carriageways and motorways to different venues.

MONTAGE: Life on the road...

1) The wrestlers travelling - tired and irked, enjoying banter and ribbing, aching in pain, feeling lonely etc...

2) Checking in and out of hotels, B & Bs, travel lodges and hostels. Ranging from clean and basic to filthy and almost uninhabitable. One time, they have to sleep in their cars.

3) Wrestling at various venues. Everywhere is a sell-out. Paul and Damien are the headline attraction at each show.

4) Backstage at different locations. Tired and aching wrestlers wash painkillers down with water. They hold ice packs on their shoulders and knees, clean up gashes etc.

5) Ben, Paul and Timmy pull pranks on each other:

- Paul goes to pick up his bag to find it has been glued to the bench. Timmy and Ben laugh in the background.

- Ben chuckles as Paul urinates in Timmy’s shoes. CUT TO: Later, Timmy puts a shoe on, furrows his eyebrows, smells the other shoe and is livid. CUT TO: Later, at a bar, Timmy drinking in normal attire except he is wearing his frilly, purple wrestling boots.

- Timmy quickly puts Paul’s wrestling attire back in his rucksack and scampers away carrying a pair of scissors. CUT TO: Later, Paul approaches the entrance curtains for his match, unaware his arse crack is visible thanks to the hole cut out earlier.

- Paul takes a GIRL back to his hotel room. He flicks the light on and is gob smacked to see the wall covered with magazine posters of muscular, homosexual men and a terrified Ben tied to the bed wearing nothing but a thong.

BEN

Please, Paul, no more punishment!

CUT TO: Paul chasing Ben, LAUGHING hysterically, down the hotel corridor. Ben runs into his room, the door being held open by Timmy, also SNICKERING. Timmy shuts the door before Paul gets there. Paul turns around to see the petrified girl making a hasty getaway. Paul runs after her pleadingly.

6) All the wrestlers having the time of their lives, especially at night when socialising. Laughing, dancing, drinking, snorting cocaine, cavorting with WOMEN etc.

7)Fans expressing their adoration or aversion to the grapplers in night clubs, restaurants, on the street etc. A GROUP OF DRUNKEN MALE TEENS hug Ben and Timmy in a pub.

TEEN #1

(hugging Ben)

Blaze Brothers are immense! I love you, man!

Overwhelmed, Ben nods appreciatively. The teens leave the pub. Ben turns to Timmy.

BEN

He said he loved me.

Timmy nods dismissively, too interested in throwing beer mats at other wrestlers. Ben stares into space, still moved.

8) Fighting with AGGRESSIVE REVELLERS. On one occasion, in a pub car park, four YOBS taunt Paul and Grizzly Graham.

AGGRESSIVE REVELLER #1

Come on then, dickheads!

AGGRESSIVE REVELLER #2

Y’ supposed to be hard you wrestlers. Prove it!

PAUL

Fuck off.

AGGRESSIVE REVELLER #1

You’re a cockhead!

PAUL

No, I’m cocksure... that I can kick the fuck out of you.

AGGRESSIVE REVELLER #2

Fuck off. Like you’re hard. Y’ just a couple of phoney wrestlers!

That sets Paul and Graham off. They scrap with the louts, soon flooring all three of them.

9) Timmy phoning Tracey - the girl riding the horse earlier. It is clear to see that they are in a relationship as they gush and beam when in conversation.

Timmy generally having the time of his life - pushing Ben around in a trolley in a supermarket car park. Another time, the two stagger back to their hotel room, drunk.

BEN

(giggling)

I need some sleep! Been awake three days straight. Everything doesn’t seem… real.

TIMMY

Yeah, but it’s another road story to tell! This is living, my friend! We’re not just existing anymore!

10) Paul continuing to philander. Various shots of him confidently chatting up and engaging in intercourse and other sexual acts with different WOMEN.

Paul wrestling on World Of Sport, still a huge star. Paul opening a supermarket in a town centre. He cuts the ribbon at the entrance to good-natured BOOS from ONLOOKERS.

11) Damien adored by TEENAGE GIRLS. Various SHOTS of him wrestling, being praised backstage, signing autographs on the street. He seems fairly happy but there is an unsatisfied air about him. CUT TO: Damien in a hotel room,

looking at the Damien Demonic drawing he yearns to be.

To his disappointment, he is never invited out by the other wrestlers. Instead, he bonds with Bernard. They travel together, share hotel rooms, enjoy each others company etc.

12) Ben feeling like part of the Chapman family - bonding with Timmy, getting a pat on the head from Ron. Also enjoying the family dynamic with the wrestlers.

13) Ron trying to keep up with the paperwork. Constantly on the phone with the GYM MANAGER of his leisure centre. Struggling to maintain peace with squabbling wrestlers etc.

All these montage points INTERCUT frantically with each other to demonstrate how hectic and draining the tour is.

14) The end of the tour. Everyone returning home, frazzled. They drop their bags, greet their loved ones and pass out on their beds or sofas. Ben sits in his flat, wallowing in loneliness. He looks at a strip of passport photos of him and Timmy pulling stupid faces.

126 INT. A CIVIC CENTRE - NIGHT 

Timmy and Ben have are making their way to the curtain exit. The FANS congratulate Timmy, patting him on the back as he hand slaps them. Ben follows but the fans aren’t as interested in him, just a few polite hand slaps.

127 INT. BACKSTAGE - CONTINUOUS

Timmy and Ben enter through the curtains. They pass Paul and Damien, who are next on. Damien listens to music on his walkman, dancing with a creepy expression, lost in his own world. Ben high fives Paul as he and Timmy pass.

PAUL

Good crowd?

TIMMY

Yeah, you should both get ’em going right away.

PAUL

(cockily)

Should? Will! I’m Pretty Paul Corbley.

Timmy and Ben smile. They pass Bernard, Grizzly Graham and two other older wrestlers, THE COSMIC KID and TOUGH TONY.

BERNARD

Good match, lads.

BEN

Cheers.

Grizzly Graham looks at them with envy and bitterness.

TOUGH TONY

Tim, you’ve really improved. Proper wrestler you are, now.

Bernard and The Cosmic Kid nod in agreement. Pleasantly surprised, Timmy nods appreciatively.

BERNARD

(to Cosmic and Tony)

You know who he is, don’t you?

(off shaking heads)

Ron’s lad.

The Cosmic Kid and Tough Tony are surprised. Timmy’s demeanour changes instantly. He averts his eyes to the ground, irritated and anticipating an unwanted reaction, which he gets...

COSMIC KID

Oh, Ron’s son, eh! No wonder then!

TOUGH TONY

Great man your dad. Some tough boots to fill, lad.

Timmy forces a smile before he and Ben enter the baby face dressing room.

Paul approaches Bernard and company with an air of arrogance. He is holding a small slice of a razorblade, no bigger than a tic tac mint.

PAUL

Anyone got some tape for my blade? The star is gonna bleed tonight.

Bernard hands some tape to Paul. Paul just walks back to the curtain area, taping the blade to his wristband, without so much as a thankful nod of the head.

COSMIC KID

No thank you?

TOUGH TONY

I took him under my wing ten years ago and not even a handshake?

Fuming, Grizzly has had enough. He storms over to Paul.

GRIZZLY GRAHAM

Fuckin’ kill y’ to say thanks or shake a few hands? Who do y’ think you are?

PAUL

(calm; superciliously)

I’m everyone’s meal ticket. It’s my name on the signpost outside. It’s me who gets cheeks in the chairs. You should all be thanking me.

Grizzly Graham grips Paul by his robe.

GRIZZLY GRAHAM

If it wasn’t for the wrestlers who came before you and made this business what it is today, you’d be nothing, boy.

A few wrestlers get in-between them.

PAUL

Fuck off, Graham. You’ve never drawn a penny. You couldn’t sell-out a photo booth.

Ron enters and scampers over.

RON

Enough! Paul, you’re on. Go, now.

PAUL

Time for the people to see who they paid to see.

Paul smirks gleefully and struts towards the curtains - even though he’s still backstage - and enters the...

128 INT. CIVIC CENTRE - CONTINUOUS 

... to BOOS. His arrogance doesn’t alter as he flaunts to the ring. It doesn’t have to. He is Pretty Paul Corbley.

129 INT. RING - LATER 

Paul and Damien wrestling. The fans have been whipped into a FRENZY. The match seems to be nearing it’s end. Paul is a bloodied mess, his fringe stained. He takes charge - ascends the ropes, leaps off and nails Damien with a body splash.

Damien SCREAMS in agony. Paul gets up and sees his rival squirming in pain. Damien stares at his right arm, the ROARING continuing. Paul is concerned. The worried referee attends to Damien.

DAMIEN

My arm! Arrgh!

The referee signals to the emcee that the match is over. The fans share everyone’s unease. The teenage girls cry.

Ron and two wrestlers, carrying a stretcher, rush to the ring. Soon thereafter, they put Damien on the stretcher and carry him backstage to APPLAUSE.

Paul, ashen, saunters around the ring, looking out to the crowd. A smile then curls on his face and he starts strutting boastfully. Rabid, the fans HURL ABUSE at him.

130 EXT. CIVIC CENTRE CAR PARK - NIGHT

Ron and Bernard help Damien to Bernard’s car. Bernard and Damien get in. Ron pans around, the coast is clear.

RON

Right, we’re safe.

Damien then uses his right arm to put his seatbelt on. There is nothing wrong with him!

RON (CONT’D)

Well done, Damien. It was very believable. Bernard, take him home and get him bandaged up. You got the first aid box?

BERNARD

In the boot.

RON

Good. Remember, only take it off at home. After six weeks, then it can come off in public.

BERNARD

The fans are gonna turn up in their masses to see your comeback match against Paul, the man who coldheartedly "broke" your arm.

DAMIEN

Yeah.

RON

Alright, get going.

Ron TAPS the roof of the car and Bernard drives away.

131 INT. HEEL DRESSING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER 

Ron enters. He passes the heel wrestlers and walks over to Paul, who is at the sink attending to the gash on his forehead. He is joined by Timmy and Ben. Ron isn’t pleased.

RON

Oh! Y’ beauties! Other changing room, you’re baby faces!

TIMMY

Don’t worry, no one saw us come in.

Ron sort of accepts this. He smiles to Paul.

RON

Cracking job, Paul.

PAUL

As always. So, I spend the next few weeks gloating about how I’ve ended the career of Damien Dynamo?

RON

(almost watering at the mouth)

Exactly, then he makes his surprise return, demanding a rematch. Instant box office!

Ron exits.

PAUL

Nice. None of his weirdo antics for six weeks too, hey?

TIMMY

Too right. Can go out without having to think of a reason why he can’t come.

BEN

If he came out, the drinking session would become a drinking séance!

PAUL

Where we going tonight?

BEN

What about the Hacienda? Wouldn’t mind getting some pills.

PAUL

No way, you can’t pull women in there. Everyone’s off their tits.

TIMMY

I’m gonna give it a miss, me. Tracey’s poorly and I haven’t seen her all day.

Ben looks envious but masks it with a smile.

PAUL

Mrs. Equestrian can survive a night without you, Tim. Come on.

TIMMY

(a little offended)

There’s more to her than horses, y’ know. No, she’s not well.

BEN

What’s up with her? This flu that’s going around?

TIMMY

(hesitantly)

No she-she fell off a mare.

He anticipates laughter, which he GETS. Ben makes HORSE SOUNDS, mimicking galloping on a horse and being thrown off.

TIMMY

Yeah, right. Shut up, y’ knobs.

132 EXT. CIVIC HALL - NIGHT 

Ron and Timmy walk abreast to the 4x4.

RON

Son?

(both come to a halt)

Ever thought about going solo?

TIMMY

No, I couldn’t do that to Ben.

RON

You could really make it on your own. You’ve got charisma. Tag team wrestling doesn’t compare to singles. It’s more money.

TIMMY

(tempted but...)

Ben would be heartbroken. I can’t.

RON

Okay.

(pause; hesitantly)

You’ve been doing a great job, son. I’m proud of you.

Timmy averts his eyes and nods, trying not to smile, as he gets in the 4x4. Ron notices this and is fairly satisfied.

133 INT. BERNARD’S CAR - TRAVELLING - NIGHT

Bernard and Damien are chatting, their adrenaline racing. An up-tempo Northern soul song PLAYS on the car stereo.

BERNARD

I tell you what - tonight’s a night you won’t forget in a hurry.

DAMIEN

Definitely not. It’s just... Never mind.

BERNARD

What?

DAMIEN

Damien Dynamo isn’t me.

BERNARD

I know, lad, but you’ve got to ride it out. Wait until the right moment to switch to a heel. Remember - feel the crowd. When you sense their support is waning that’s when you do it.

DAMIEN

Yeah, makes sense.

BERNARD

I’m not just a pretty face, lad.

Damien smiles. He becomes a little emotional.

DAMIEN

Thanks for everything, Bernard. I couldn’t have done it without you.

Bernard smiles and pats Damien’s thigh.

134 EXT. MOTORWAY - CONTINUOUS

Bernard’s car ZOOMING along. The motorway is very quiet. Suddenly, the car recklessly crosses two lanes, just missing the back of a lorry, before it regains control.

135 INT. CAR - CONTINUOUS

Bernard is unconscious at the wheel. Panicking, Damien steers, trying to push Bernard back with his other hand.

DAMIEN

Bernard! Say something! Fuck me!

136 EXT. CAR - CONTINUOUS

Damien steers the car onto the hard shoulder. Eventually, the car comes to a halt.

137 EXT. HARD SHOULDER - CONTINUOUS 

Damien drags Bernard out of the car and lies him down on the grass banking. Bernard’s eyes are wide open. Terrified, he takes short, sharp INTAKES of breathe.

DAMIEN

Bernard, can you talk? Bernard!

Bernard squeezes Paul’s arms but his clasp loosens and his arms drop to the ground. His breathes stop and he dies. Damien just stares in utter disbelief. He sits next to the lifeless body and rocks back and forth.

FADE OUT.

138 INT. CHURCH - CONTINUOUS 

Bernard’s funeral service. His child size coffin lies at the front, behind the VICAR and CHOIR. The church is packed with MOURNERS, including all the wrestlers, minus Paul. Everyone is stood up, SINGING the hymn "Thine Be The Glory".

Bernard’s sister HELEN (40s), short dark hair, tomboyish, is located on the front row, next to her HUSBAND (40s), hard-faced. Helen is upset but smiles.

Ron, Barbara and Louise are on the third row. Ron is teary-eyed.

Timmy and Tracey are sat in the opposite aisle. Behind them are Ben, Tough Tony, Grizzly Graham and some others.

The rest and OTHERS we haven’t met are scattered elsewhere, easy to detect by their colourful features and large frames.

139 EXT. CHURCH - CONTINUOUS

Paul stands approximately fifteen feet away from the main entrance. Looking troubled, he seems to be building himself up to enter. He stares up at the stained glass windows, which depict events in Christianity over time. They scare him. He gives up and waits around the side of the building.

140 INT. CHURCH - CONTINUOUS

They finish the hymn and everyone sits down.

VICAR

And now a self-written poem from one of Bernard’s dearest friends Damien Ashton.

Damien, carrying a piece of paper, stands and heads for the wooden pulpit. His right arm is bandaged up.

Ben subtly turns to Tough Tony and Grizzly Graham. They share smirks, looking to the ground.

BEN

(quietly)

Oh God, this is all anyone needs - talk of demons and spirits.

Damien lies the paper flat on the pulpit. He has an earnest, intense look about him. He begins...

DAMIEN

Words of the wise; From a fellow man of disguise; Of an art that enraptures rugged lives; It stole yours earlier in time, when you were once young; So headlocks were locked, foes fiercely flung; The mat was your abode, and folk’s hearts you did find; When they laughed, you didn’t cry; When they jibed, you didn’t mind;

(pause; voice cracks a little)

Because you were Bernard, the humble patriarch; The little man with the giant heart.

Damien starts for his seat, his eyes welling up.

Ben, moved, and the others are taken aback. Ben then starts to CLAP but soon stops when no one else joins in, to the humour of the others.

141 EXT. CHURCH - DAY 

The mourners exit, CONSOLING each other.

Paul, still stood around the side of the church, spies on them. He subtly injects himself into the crowd and walks over to his wife Michelle, who is stood with the Chapman family, Tracey and Ben. Ron stares distantly.

RON

That’s eight of us in three years.

Paul plants a kiss on Michelle’s cheek and shares GREETINGS with them all.

MICHELLE

You just got here?

PAUL

No, I was sat at the back. Just made it back from Wolverhampton in time. Just as the service begun.

BEN

Were you tagging with Kendo?

PAUL

No, Giant Haystacks.

RON

(still faraway)

He died with nothing. Thirty-odd

years in the business and not a penny. Just died on the roadside like a dog.

This surprises and worries Tracey.

RON (CONT’D)

Eight in three years.

TIMMY

What was the cause of death?

BEN

They said his body just shut down. He was only in his late forties.

RON

Thirty years of his body taking a beating. It just couldn’t take it anymore.

Barbara puts her arm around Ron. Ron snaps out of it a little and smiles at his wife.

BARBARA

Come on, let’s make our way to the reception.

BEN

Mr Chapman, can I sleep at your’s tonight, so I can have a drink?

BARBARA

Course you can, Ben. You’re always welcome.

Ben grins from ear to ear. They all head for the car park. Louise gazes at Ben, totally enamoured. He doesn’t realise. Timmy puts his arm around Tracey as they follow everyone else. Tracey still wears a look of concern. Timmy notices.

TIMMY

You alright, sweetheart?

TRACEY

Yeah, it’s just what y’ dad said about him dying with nothing.

She stops, turns to him and holds her tummy.

TRACEY (CONT’D)

That can’t happen to you, Tim. You’ve got us to think of now.

Timmy nods and also holds her tummy. He then looks on at Ben getting into Ron’s 4x4. A flash of guilt appears before Timmy turns back to Tracey.

TIMMY

(determinedly)

I promise that won’t happen, Trace.

Tracey smiles as they continue walking.

142 INT. LIBERAL CLUB - FUNCTION ROOM - EVENING 

Mourners quietly CHAT and mingle.

Helen is having a conversation with Ben and Paul. She spots Damien, who is seated alone. She excuses herself and walks over. Damien becomes anxious. She sits down across from him.

HELEN

Hi, are you Damien?

DAMIEN

Yeah, hiya. Sorry for your loss. He was a great man.

HELEN

Thank you. He spoke fondly of you. Nice to finally meet you.

There is a brief, awkward silence.

HELEN (CONT’D)

He mentioned you’re into the paranormal.

DAMIEN

Yeah, I am. You?

HELEN

Absolutely. Bernard too. I remember us talking about if one of us passed away, we’d send a signal to show our spirit has lived on.

Riveted, Damien’s nods, breathing intensely.

HELEN (CONT’D)

The night he died, I was in his bedroom and the phone rang. Just once. I picked up but no one was there. Went down stairs and asked me husband Mark if he heard the downstairs phone ring and he said no!

Damien’s jaw drops.

DAMIEN

That was probably the sign!

Helen’s husband catches her attention. He aggressively gesticulates for her to join him.

HELEN

(not phased)

In a minute, y’ knob!

Damien GIGGLES nervously. Her husband shakes his head and leaves the room.

HELEN (CONT’D)

I’m gonna see a psychic and see if they can contact him.

DAMIEN

It’s fascinating how our spirits posses powers when we cross over. Like making a phone ring. Amazing.

HELEN

Isn’t it.

She studies him, suggesting an attraction. Damien is too introverted to notice.

143 BUFFET TABLE 

Ron fills his plate. Barbara approaches.

BARBARA

Alright?

RON

Yeah.

BARBARA

I forgot to tell you. I’ve booked us them dancing lessons. First one is this Thursday.

Ron sigh-GROANS and grimaces.

BARBARA

Ron, you promised.

RON

(snapping; quietly)

We’ll talk about it later.

BARBARA

(annoyed)

I want us to have a hobby we can share and enjoy. To help our marriage.

Ron ignores her. Grumpy, he continues to fill his plate. Upset, Barbara walks away. Ron becomes regretful.

144 DAMIEN AND BARBARA - LATER 

In the midst of a conversation, both completely engaged with each other as though no one else is in the room.

DAMIEN

It’s called Astral Projection. Basically, it’s when the conscious mind leaves the physical body and moves into the astral body, which is one of our subtle bodies.

HELEN

What’s a subtle body?

DAMIEN

It’s the--

Damien is interrupted by Helen’s husband, who subtly grabs Helen’s arm.

HUSBAND

--Excuse us a second.

Her husband then pulls Helen up and escorts her out of the room. He does this aggressively yet obscurely to avoid attention. Damien is unsure what to do. He musters his courage, stands up and follows them.

145 INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Damien enters, looks around but they are nowhere to be seen. He walks to the end of the hallway and looks around the corner to see Helen and her husband in a heated discussion.

Her husband has a tight grip on her arms. He looks very intimidating, like he could hit her at any moment. Despite this, she is calm and confrontational.

HUSBAND

Do not push me, Helen.

HELEN

Or what?

HUSBAND

Pack it in.

HELEN

(goading)

Hmm? Gonna hit me, Mark? Go on then. For once, be a man and do something.

Damien is shocked. His purposefulness withers before deciding to go back into the function room.

146 INT. FUNCTION ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

Damien strides back in and sits down at the table. He looks to the ground, frustrated with himself.

DAMIEN

(quietly to himself)

Why are you such a pussy, Damien?

An earnest Helen then marches in and sits next to him.

HELEN

Wanna get out of here?

DAMIEN

Urm...okay.

She takes his hand and leads him out of the room.

147 EXT. SATAN’S HOLLOW - NIGHT 

Gothic rock nightclub. A few PATRONS, Gothic attire, stand at the main entrance, chitchatting.

148 INT. SATAN’S HOLLOW - CONTINUOUS

Damien and Helen enter. Damien looks on, mesmerised. The dance floor is heaving with Goth PUNTERS dancing morbidly. It looks like a Halloween party. The DJ spins Soft Cell’s "Sex Dwarf".

Damien and Helen make their way to the bar on the far side. They pass a bondage section, where customers are getting tied up and whipped by DOMINATRICKS.

Damien looks up towards the upstairs balcony, which circles the dance floor and houses more dancing patrons.

They reach the bar. Helen orders drinks from the freakily dressed BARTENDER. A mixture of fear and exuberance, Damien continues to absorb everything. This is his kind of place.

He spots a make-up booth, where a MAKE-UP ARTIST applies eyeliner to a customer. Damien says something to Helen. She nods and he walks over to the booth.

149 DANCE FLOOR - LATER 

Still rammed. Tears For Fears’ "Shout" is PLAYING.

Smoke bellows out of the smoke machine in the far corner. As it starts to clear, the silhouette of a man can be seen.

This commands the attention of a large number of near-by revellers, who peer over.

The smoke settles and strobe lights flicker around the silhouette of the man, who turns around and slowly emerges through the faint fog.

It is Damien with his face painted like when we first met him - white face, black tears pouring down.

He slowly makes his way to the centre of the dance floor with his trademark intensity. The punters can’t take their eyes off him.

Damien begins to dance. There is an electrifying sexuality to him as he grooves and sways to the song. A newfound confidence.

Females surround him and dance, wanting to attract his attention. He weaves in and out of them, teasing them with near-contact.

Damien then spots Helen across from him. Their eyes lock before closing in on one another. They hold each other and dance. Damien’s intensity recedes and they smile at each other. They dance platonically, enjoying themselves.

150 EXT. HELEN’S HOUSE - NIGHT 

Both drunk and GIGGLING, Helen and Damien stagger to the front door of the council house. Helen unlocks it. Damien examines her as she does so. He is attracted to her.

151 INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Helen enters with two cups of tea and a damp cloth. Hands Damien one of the cups and the cloth. He starts to wipe his make-up off. Helen watches him with slight desire.

HELEN

You’re different, Damien.

DAMIEN

Is that good or bad?

HELEN

Good. Definitely good.

They look at each other. Just then, FOOTSTEPS can be heard upstairs. A look of horror appears on Helen’s face.

HELEN (CONT’D)

Wait here a minute.

She quickly exits. Damien listens intently to their MUFFLED BICKERING coming from upstairs. Two sickening SLAPS can be heard as Helen SCREAMS pleadingly. Damien’s eyeballs nearly pop out. He then hears the husband BERATE her as she SOBS.

FOOTSTEPS then descend the stairs. The husband BURSTS in. He looks very threatening.

HUSBAND

Wanna fuck my wife?

DAMIEN

(feebly)

N-no, mate.

The husband gets right in Damien’s face. Damien shrinks into his shoulders.

HUSBAND

What y’ hear for then?

DAMIEN

We’re just friends.

Irate, the husband storms out of the house. A few seconds later, his car SCREECHING away can be heard. Damien looks out of the window. He paces up and down the room, his heart racing. Eventually, he simmers and looks up to the ceiling. He hears nothing.

152 INT. HALLWAY - STAIRCASE - MOMENTS LATER 

Damien apprehensively climbs the stairs. He sees light coming from one of the rooms because the door is open ajar. As Damien draws nearer, light PANTING becomes audible.

He stands by the door and summons his courage before slowly and gently swinging it open to find Helen lying on the bed, pleasuring herself.

Eventually, she realises she is being watched. She stops and looks at Damien, who is gob smacked. She then casually begins pleasuring herself again, invitingly. Realising, Damien is petrified and quickly leaves.

153 EXT. HELEN’S HOUSE - NIGHT 

Damien exits and scurries down the street.

154 INT. DAMIEN’S BEDROOM - MORNING 

Damien wakes up. He sits up and his face contorts in the harsh morning light.

155 MOMENTS LATER

Damien stares at himself in the mirror. He slowly runs his hands down the smudged make-up tears on his face. A smile forms on his face.

156 EXT. WYTHENSHAWE CIVIC CENTRE - EVENING

A large queue of CUSTOMERS are eager to enter. The large signpost above the entrance reads M.P.W.O. WRESTLING TONIGHT MAIN EVENT PRETTY PAUL CORBLEY VS THE RETURNING DAMIEN DYNAMO! The DOOR STAFF turn away pleading FANS.

DOOR STAFF MAN #1

Sorry, if you haven’t got a ticket, you’re not getting in!

DOOR STAFF MAN #2

This event sold out weeks ago!

Around 20% of the queue leave, wearing disgruntled looks.

157 ACROSS THE ROAD 

Damien’s mum’s car rolls past. She is driving. Riding passenger, a determined Damien looks on at the customers, shielding his face with his hand to avoid detection.

158 REAR OF BUILDING 

Damien’s mum parks, leaving the ENGINE RUNNING. Damien, in normal dark attire, steps out. Damien’s mum cranes her neck so she can see his face through the passenger’s window.

DAMIEN’S MUM

(warningly)

And you’d better call if you go out tonight. I don’t want a repeat of last night. I was worried sick!

DAMIEN

(irked; slamming door shut)

Right!

Damien throws his rucksack over his shoulder and dashes into the civic centre through the rear entrance.

159 INT. SMALL ROOM - EVENING 

Acts as Ron’s office. Damien SLAMS his Damien Demonic drawing down on the table in front of Ron, who is seated. Paul is stood behind Ron. Both look at the illustration.

RON

What’s this?

DAMIEN

This is my new gimmick. I’m debuting it tonight.

Ron and Paul don’t like this.

RON

Whoa-whoa, you gone mad, y’ beauty?

PAUL

It’s the big pay-off match tonight! The fans have turned up in their droves to see Damien Dynamo get his retribution on the pretty one.

DAMIEN

Well, they’re gonna see Damien Demonic instead. It makes sense, Mr. Chapman.

(painting the picture)

I’ve been away, brooding and desiring revenge so much that I’ve become deranged and have morphed into this hellacious soul. It would create intrigue from the fans.

PAUL

Paul, it’s a fucking wrestling match, not a John Carpenter film!

DAMIEN

(stubbornly)

No. I can’t be the cheesy all-smiling, high-fiving protagonist anymore. I just can’t.

PAUL

Ron, help me out here!

RON

(takes a second; calmly)

I weren’t gonna tell you this until after the match tonight but I suppose I’m gonna have to now.

(off their curious looks)

I spoke to Max Crabtree last night. He’s heard good things about you. He wants you on World Of Sport this Saturday.

Damien and Paul are astounded. Damien gradually becomes overjoyed. Paul hates this news. He looks away, concerned.

DAMIEN

They want me?

RON

(pleased for him)

See, it’s not all doom and gloom this Damien Dynamo gimmick, is it?

DAMIEN

(smiling sheepishly)

No. Has it’s moments.

RON

It’s a Doom Killer, hey?

Ron and Damien CHUCKLE. Threatened, Paul forces a smile.

160 INT. GENTS TOILETS - EVENING 

Ben and Timmy are perched on the sink surface. There’s an awkward silence. Ben is ashen, Timmy racked with guilt.

TIMMY

(finally)

I mean, you know how I want to prove myself to everyone that I’m not just someone’s son and the only way I can really achieve that is to do it alone.

BEN

Is it something I’ve done? I know I mess up sometimes but I am getting better, Tim.

TIMMY

No, no, not at all, mate.

BEN

So, we’re not brothers anymore?

TIMMY

(reassuringly)

Outside the ring, of course we are. Just not inside... anymore.

Ben stares at the floor. He is almost impassive but his eyes scream devastation and Timmy knows it.

TIMMY (CONT’D)

It’ll do both our careers good. We can split up in the ring and start a rivalry that could draw money.

Ben eventually manages an unconvincing, agreeing nod of the head. Timmy looks on with pity. Another awkward silence.

TIMMY (CONT’D)

Sorry, Ben.

Timmy saunters out. Ben stays rooted.

161 INT. BABY FACE DRESSING ROOM - EVENING 

Ron is on his way out. He passes Damien, who is changing into his Damien Dynamo attire. Ron pats him on the back.

RON

Good lad!

162 INT. BACKSTAGE AREA - CONTINUOUS

Ron’s smile fades when he sees his wife and daughter arguing. Louise, dressed for a night out, far too scantily for a sixteen year-old. Her two friends DOMINIQUE and JEN (16), dressed similar, also interject. Ron approaches.

BARBARA

... when you’re eighteen and an adult, then it’s up to you where you go.

LOUISE

Mum! All the girls my age at school go out all the time!

RON

(wearily)

What’s going on now?

BARBARA

She wants to go to a party in town.

LOUISE

It’s our friend’s eighteenth, dad!

DOMINIQUE

There’s gonna be loads of parents there.

LOUISE

Yeah, it’s safer than if we go out on the streets like we normally do.

JEN

Where everyone drinks and smokes weed.

LOUISE

(quizzically)

Yeah, would you rather we do that instead?

RON

Don’t be cheeky.

BARBARA

You better not be smoking anything.

LOUISE

(momentarily sincere)

You know we don’t, mum. But that’s what the boys our age do.

DOMINIQUE

Yeah. God, they’re so immature.

BARBARA

No, I’m not having you wandering around town drunk. Ron, tell them.

RON

(to Louise; conclusively)

N-O. No.

The girls walk off in a floundering huff. Ron and Barbara can’t help but smile at this. Ron shakes his head. It seems like it is one problem after the next for him tonight.

163 INT. CIVIC CENTRE - RING - EVENING 

The ref raises Timmy and Ben’s hands in triumph to ROARS.

164 MOMENTS LATER 

Timmy leads the way down the aisle. Again, the fans pour over to him. Ben watches on gloomily.

DOMINIQUE (O.S.)

(excitedly)

Ben! Ben!

Ben turns to his right to see Dominique, desperate to tell him something but her mouth is being covered by Louise. Jen pulls Louise away.

DOMINIQUE (CONT’D)

Louise loves you!

LOUISE

(embarrassed)

Shut up, Dominique!

They LAUGH in that teen-girlie way. Listless, Ben manages a smile as he exits through the curtains.

165 INT. BABY FACE DRESSING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER 

Still slightly breathless, Ben sits down. Depressed, he rummages through his bag and pulls a can of larger out. CRACKS it open and guzzles it, making sure no one sees.

166 INT. CIVIC CENTRE - EVENING 

Damien enters to a thunderous RESPONSE. Females swoon. Damien is all smiles as he exhorts them.

Paul, stood in the ring, watches on. He observes the crowd and Damien. He still sees him as a threat.

167 LATER 

Paul and Damien mid-match. Paul is chastising his foe, especially working on Damien’s "freshly heeled" right arm.

Paul climbs one of the turnbuckles, onto the top rope. He observes the crowd, who passionately URGE Damien to get up. Paul stands there, deliberating. He focuses on Damien’s right arm, lying motionless on the canvas. A sly smirk forms on his face as he leaps off the top rope.

He plummets towards Damien’s arm, feet first. Paul’s left foot lands on Damien’s arm and a CRACK can be heard. Damien BELLOWS in agony.

An AGHAST from the crowd. The noise level drops dramatically to near silence. Concerned faces watch on as Damien gets onto his knees. Staring at his arm, he fears the worst.

168 INT. BACKSTAGE AREA - NIGHT 

Damien is being attended to by a PARAMEDIC. He YELPS when the paramedic touches his arm.

Umpteen wrestlers are in the midst of a heated argument. Ron is unsuccessfully trying to defuse the quarrel.

GRIZZLY GRAHAM

You did it on purpose!

TOUGH TONY

‘Cause you wanna be the only TV star!

PAUL

Bollocks! It was an accident.

TIMMY

He wouldn’t do that, Tony.

TONY

Whatever it takes to stay on top of the mountain, hey, Paul?

GRIZZLY GRAHAM

Doing exactly what you accused us of doing a few years back!

PAUL

It was an accident!

The wrestlers are divided, most sceptical and angry with Paul, a few coming to his defence. The BICKERING continues. Damien watches on. The paramedic applies a sling to his arm. Damien motions for him to wait a minute. Damien gets up and approaches Paul, grimacing in pain.

DAMIEN

Tell me this was just an accident, Paul.

PAUL

(rubbing his chin)

Y-Yeah, it was. Sorry, Damien.

Again, the wrestlers against Paul REFUTE him. Damien indignantly peers at Paul, wanting to reprimand him. The paramedic walks over to him.

PARAMEDIC

We need to get you to the hospital.

Damien steals one more contemptuous glance before resignedly trudging to the rear exit.

The wrestlers soon deplete. Ron stands there and EXHALES. He looks stress-stricken.

Paul enters the heel dressing room, with a faint look of contrite. A little smile then briefly appears.

169 INT. CIVIC CENTRE - NIGHT

The spectators are long gone. Ben and Tough Tony, dressed normally, are sat waiting. They talk to TWO STUDENTS (late teens), who disassemble the ring. Ben looks removed.

TOUGH TONY

How far into the training are you?

STUDENT #1

Three weeks.

TOUGH TONY

Learnt any moves yet?

STUDENT #2

No, Mr. Chapman just has us doing gruelling exercises.

TOUGH TONY

(knowingly)

That sounds about right. He trained me about thirty years ago. I was really out of shape. What about you, Ben?

This jars Ben out of his state of melancholy reverie.

BEN

Hmm? Oh, no, I found it okay. I used to do a lot of running, so...

TOUGH TONY

Huh, yeah, from the police!

BEN

Get lost, I’ve been a good boy for years!

LAUGHS. Ben’s babbling soon ends when he sees The Chapman family walk past at the far end. Louise is still pleading but in a good-natured way now.

Ben observes the warmth in their eyes and the love they clearly have for each other. They are almost at the exit door. Ben’s lips start to tremble before a wave of desperation comes over him. His attention turns to Louise.

She is last to exit and is about to when she sees Ben’s eyes locked on her. She smiles. Ben smiles back and motions that he’ll call her. Overjoyed and surprised, she nods and exits. Ben grins, almost in relief.

170 INT. RON’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Ron and Barbara climb into bed. Ron looks troubled.

BARBARA

What’s up, Ron?

RON

Never thought this promoting lark would be so tough. Thought grappling was as hard as it got, having to look out for yourself and your opponent. Now, I’ve got to worry about everyone.

BARBARA

(glad he’s confided)

Feel better now?

RON

(grinning)

I do actually, yeah.

BARBARA

See. Expressing yourself isn’t so hard, is it?

Ron nods acceptingly. This is still new to him.

RON

About these dance lessons.

Barbara waits for him to continue, hopeful. Ron then smiles.

RON (CONT’D)

It better not be any of that tap-dancing malarkey. I don’t wanna end up looking like that pillac Bruce Forsythe on the dance floor.

Barbara GIGGLES and pecks his cheek. Ron switches the bedroom lamp off.

171 INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT 

A light is switched on. Paul and a REDHEAD are kissing salaciously as they enter, frantically undressing themselves and each other. They dive onto the bed.

172 LATER 

Paul penetrating the redhead doggy-style. Both in ecstasy, MOANING and GROANING. Paul looks at himself in the mirror on the wall to the right. He cockily winks to himself.

PAUL

Oh yeah! Y’ know what? I’m so good, I’m gonna spank myself!

Sure enough, Paul SLAPS his backside as they continue.

173 EVEN LATER

A gleeful Paul, now dressed, picks up his shoes and sneaks out of the room as the redhead snoozes in bed.

174 EXT. PAUL’S NEW HOUSE - NIGHT 

Detached, much larger than his old home. In the suburbs. Paul pulls up in his car.

175 INT. CAR - CONTINUOUS 

Paul checks his face for any lipstick-smudge in the rear-view mirror. A bunch of red roses lie on the passenger’s seat. He pulls one of the roses from the bunch and smells it. A look of uncertainty creeps onto his face.

176 INT. PAUL’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

A large, framed picture of Paul, topless, pouting and sprawled seductively across a sheepskin rug, hangs on the wall above the fireplace. Paul enters with the roses.

PAUL

Congratulations!

A glowing Michelle jumps up from the table where she is doing paperwork and drinking red wine. She takes the flowers and they embrace.

PAUL (CONT’D)

Y’ doing paperwork at this time? You should be celebrating!

MICHELLE

There’s gonna be a lot of extra work now I’m a partner. One of the many new joys of promotion.

PAUL

Everything is going right for both of us. We’re on the up and up.

MICHELLE

Yeah, until I mess up like I always inevitably do.

She walks back over to the table. Her words kill Paul’s buzz. He shakes his head, annoyed with her. Becomes angry.

PAUL

Y’ know, Chelle. I’m so glad I’m not like you anymore. With all this negativity and pessimism all the time.

Michelle is stunned by his sudden outburst. Paul exits.

177 INT. PAUL’S CAR - MOMENTS LATER 

Paul gets in, aggressively SHUTTING the door behind him. He tries to compose himself. He looks down to the passenger seat. The single rose lies there. He remains fixed on it.

178 INT. A TOWN HALL - VARIOUS LOCATIONS - EVENING 

MONTAGE: Abashed wrestlers approaching a colleague/colleagues, bearing news:

1) Timmy approaching Tough Tony and The Cosmic Kid in the baby face dressing room.

TIMMY

Hey, guess what?

2) Grizzly Graham nearing several OLDER WRESTLERS in the backstage area.

KEN

Y’ not gonna believe this!

3) Ron talking on the pay-phone beside the admission booth.

RON

It’s bad news, I’m afraid.

Damien is sat at home on the other end of the line, his arm in a cast and sling. He anticipates.

4) Ben bursts into the gents toilets, where Paul, wearing black baggy trousers with the words THE PRETTY BOY printed on, is attending to his hair in the mirror.

BEN

I don’t quite know how to tell you this.

CUT BACK TO:

TIMMY

World Of Sport--

CUT TO:

KEN

--is getting--

CUT TO:

RON

--cancelled--

CUT TO:

BEN

--cancelled--

CUT TO:

TIMMY

--axed--

CUT TO:

RON

--cancelled!

CUT TO:

Paul, astonished, in the toilets with Ben.

PAUL

(fuming; re: baggy trousers)

So I bought these for nothing?

He rips them off his legs to reveal his hot pants. They must be stripper-style trousers as the VELCRO TEAR can be heard.

179 TV SCREEN 

World Of Sport Wrestling’s final show. The commentary begins…
KENT WALTON

Welcome, grapple fans, for the very last time. Saying goodbye is always sad, but today’s sadness is eased a lot by being able to turn back the pages of wrestling’s thirty-three-year history on ITV, and enjoy again some of the all time greats…
180 INT. PUB - POOL ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

Watching the final show on the TV is all the wrestlers and Ron. A mixture of emotions as Ken Walton’s COMMENTARY continues - sadness, nostalgia, anger. The one feeling everyone shares is concern, although some more than others.

Playing pool is Paul and Timmy. Paul seems very relaxed.

PAUL

It’s only a minor blow. You’ve all still got Pretty Paul Corbley to sell the tickets.

TOUGH TONY

It’s a huge blow.

(rhetorically)

Without TV exposure how are we gonna create new national stars?

Most grapplers VOICE their agreement.

RON

(optimistic)

Wrestling was here long before television and it thrived. It’s not the end of world. We’ve just got to keep plodding on and never give in.

Some wrestlers again ad-lib agreement. Long, uneasy silence as they all carry on watching the show, worriedly.

FADE OUT.

SUPER:

"1992"

181 INT. TV SCREEN - UNKNOWN TIME 

MONTAGE: American wrestling shows...

Most of the clips are of the World Wrestling Federation (WWF), the number one wrestling company in the world. It is very different to their British counterparts in that it is of a much grander scale and considerably more theatrical.

Their shows are filmed at the largest venues across the USA, which seat tens of thousands of FANS, most of whom sport their favourite wrestler’s merchandise - T-shirt, foam hand, baseball cap etc. A lot of them also hold up homemade signs.

The wrestling itself is very energetic and fast-paced with considerably more aerial moves carried out. Also, there is more emphasis on showmanship - promos and in-ring interviews are featured regularly, dramatic storylines pan out. The acting is incredibly cheesy and over-the-top.

Some shows feature exciting firework displays. The graphics for the opening credits are very thrilling.

Overall, it’s very much big, Hollywood, glitz and glamour.

The grapplers are much more muscular, chiselled and tanned. WWF Wrestlers featured in the montage include:

- HULK HOGAN, large superhero stature, wears yellow and red attire including spandex trunks, bandana and a Hulkamania muscle vest, which he rips off in the ring.

- ULTIMATE WARRIOR, freakishly muscular, colourful face paint and spandex leotard-style tights. Sprints energetically to the ring and frantically shakes the ropes.

- UNDERTAKER, tall and eerie, white pale face, wears a black trench coat and hat with grey gloves. Moves very slowly.

Other wrestlers include THE BRITISH BULLDOG, BRET "HITMAN" HART, SHAWN MICHAELS, MACHO MAN RANDY SAVAGE, THE BUSHWACKERS, THE LEGION OF DOOM and many other colourful, cartoon HEROES and VILLAINS.

182 EXT. BUTLINS HOLIDAY PARK - DAY 

Establishing.

183 INT. DRESSING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Around ten performers - Paul, Timmy, Ben, Damien, TWO OLDER WRESTLERS (40s) and FOUR TEEN WRESTLERS - are watching a WWF programme on a small television. Some watch bitterly but everyone is mesmerised by the large scale of the show.

BEN

A far cry from the modest little show we’re about to put on.

TEEN WRESTLER #1

Y’ can say that again.

TIMMY

Even if we were still on TV, there’s no way we can compete with the Americans. Everything’s just so much...

DAMIEN

Bigger.

184 LATER

Everyone is getting changed into their wrestling attire. Most of them are now WWF "Tribute" acts, portraying the wrestlers we just met in the montage. Their getups are of a poor quality and the make-up applied is second-rate. It looks like one big fancy dress/stag party.

One of the older wrestlers changes into his Hulk Hogan costume. It consists of a cheap yellow vest with HULKAMANIA scribbled on in red felt-tip pen, fake blonde moustache and red swimming trunks.

185 INT. BUTLINS CENTRE STAGE - CONTINUOUS

The ring in the middle, surrounded by a few rows of chairs. Only about half are occupied by SPECTATORS, mainly young children and families. About sixty people in all.

The Snap! song "I’ve Got The Power" BLASTS out of a cassette stereo that sits by the curtain entrance.

186 LATER

The Hulk Hogan theme song PLAYS as the Hulk Hogan imitator enters through the curtains, mimicking the American star. The kids extend their arms and "Hulk" slaps them.

He climbs into the ring and attempts to do the trademark vest rip but struggles. Eventually, he gives in and takes it off over his head, getting stuck momentarily.

Ron watches on, amused yet embarrassed. He is stood in the ring, wearing a suit and holding a microphone.

Tribute Hulk is very short and rotund. His music fades out.

RON

(on microphone)

Ladies and Gents, Hulk Hogan UK!

A few CHEERS and a spattering of APPLAUSE. Due to the low turn out, there is an air of gloom amongst the fans and performers. The lights then dim. A few sarcastic "Oohs" from the crowd. Smoke starts to bellow out from the curtains.

187 BEHIND THE CURTAINS

Damien controlling a smoke machine. He tries to switch it off but can’t see the button. He COUGHS and SPLUTTERS before finally turning the power off. He then presses play on the cassette stereo and the eerie Undertaker theme song PLAYS.

188 CENTRE STAGE - CONTINUOUS

Damien emerges through the curtains and smoke like an apparition, slowly approaching the ring. A spotlight follows him all the way. He wears the hat low so only his lower face is visible. His long dark hair is dripping wet.

He climbs into the ring and stands in the centre. He is thoroughly enjoying his dramatic entrance. He then slowly raise his arms as the lights fade up.

RON

(on microphone)

And Hulk’s opponent in this one fall contest... The British Undertaker!

Again, a small, indifferent RESPONSE from the punters. Ron exits the ring as the two grapplers begin their match, officiated by the referee. Ron heads backstage.

189 INT. BACKSTAGE - DAY

Fuming, Paul stands with his arms petulantly folded.

PAUL

No! This is a disgrace! I’m Pretty Paul Corbley!

(indicating someone o.s.)

I’m not losing to him.

CUT TO: That someone is one of the younger wrestlers dressed in a Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles fancy-dress costume. Ron is stood in-between them both.

RON

(re: the turtle wrestler)

Paul, this is the future. You’ve seen how the kids respond to him. We can’t send them home tearful.

PAUL

I’m still the star of this company, Ron. I’m the one who’s been on TV, no one else and you want me to job for this no mark?

Paul CHUCKLES insolently and walks away. The younger wrestler and Ron are displeased.

190 INT. DRESSING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Paul packs his bag. The wrestlers are infuriated or worried.

TIMMY

So, you’re just gonna pack your bags and leave us in the lurch?

PAUL

I’m not being treated like this!

OLDER WRESTLER #1

He’s only asked y’ to lose a match.

YOUNGER WRESTLER #1

Why don’t you just do it?

PAUL

(pointing to various wrestlers)

’Cause I’m twice as good as you, twice as good as you, as you, three times as good as you,...

(pointing to naked wrestler who walks past innocently)

... and him! It’s bad enough he wants me wrestling the turtle, but to lose to him? Why not just dress me up as the fuckin’ Shredder and complete the insult?!

Ron enters. Takes Paul to a private corner.

RON

(to Paul; calmly)

Yes, you are the best wrestler we’ve got. No one is denying that. And yes you are the star. With that comes a responsibility to the rest of the card. You do what’s best for everyone so we all make some money.

PAUL

Yeah, peanuts.

RON

Compared to a few years ago, yeah. But you still get paid handsomely, it’s everyone else who makes peanuts. But maybe them peanuts help to pay their rent or their gas bills or buy nappies for their kids. Yeah?

Paul mollifies. He sees what Ron is saying.

RON (CONT’D)

The higher up on the food chain, the greater the responsibility, my sweet. Trust me.

Ron exits. Paul contemplates.

191 INT. MAIN STAGE - LATER

The turtle covers Paul for the pin. The referee SLAPS the mat one... two... three. The kids SCREAM in excitement as the turtle raises his arms. Ron climbs into the ring.

RON

(on microphone)

The winner of the contest... The Teenage Mutant Wrestlin’ Turtle!

The Teenage Mutant Hero Turtles theme song PLAYS. The kids mob the turtle wrestler as he walks up the aisle. Paul climbs out of the ring, miffed. He passes Ron.

RON

(pleased; sincerely)

Thank you.

PAUL

(sarcastically effervescent)

Cowabunga, dude.

This is met with a blank expression from Ron - he doesn’t understand the reference - as Paul heads for the curtains.

192 INT. DRESSING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Paul enters and unzips his bag. He suddenly recoils. He pulls a used condom out.

Ben and Timmy start LAUGHING uproariously. They each hold up a bottle of moisturising cream and a condom.

Paul smiles, his mood lightened.

PAUL

Oi, pack-it-in.

BEN

It’s the best gag ever!

Ben squirts a drop of the cream into his condom and throws it at one of the unsuspecting younger wrestlers, who YELPS when he sees what just hit him.

193 EXT. BUTLINS CAR PARK - EVENING

Ron is addressing the wrestlers.

RON

So, day off tomorrow, then Minehead Tuesday and Wednesday. Bognor Regis Thursday and Friday. And that’s the Butlins tour finished. Whoever wants to go straight to Minehead now, can. The rooms have been reserved. OK? See you Tuesday.

Everyone ad-libs good-byes. Suddenly, a Ferrari sports car SCREECHES into the car park. Takes everyone by surprise. It brakes suddenly at their feet.

Out steps RITCHIE DYER (34), short but muscular, overly tanned, shades resting on his short gelled hair, suit, jewellery. He confidently walks over to Ron.

RITCHIE

(Cockney accent; offers hand)

Alright. Ron Chapman, yeah? Ritchie Dyer, owner of Southern Superstar Wrestling, based primarily in London, but soon to be nationwide. How are ya?

Ron gingerly raises his hand. Ritchie shakes it aggressively.

RON

I’m alright--

RITCHIE

--One question, Ron - How much?

RON

(perplexed)

Eh?

RITCHIE

How much for ya company, mate?

(off Ron’s bemusement)

The way I see it, there’s two prices - your price or my price. Your price is what you think I should pay you for it. My price is me simply... taking it.

The wrestlers are thrown off. Too angry/bewildered to act.

RITCHIE (CONT’D)

Now I’m a nice geezer, so I’m prepared to do it for your price first. So you better think of a number quick, or you pay the price of my price.

BEN

(threateningly)

Or how about you pay my price, which doesn’t give a fuck about your price or paying the price of any price, or the price of...

(confused)

... wait, I’m lost now.

PAUL

You’ve overcomplicated your price, Ben, and now you’re paying the price.

A few wrestlers CHUCKLE. Ritchie isn’t amused and annoyed he isn’t being taken seriously or feared.

RITCHIE

You’ve got until next Sunday to give me your pr... number.

Ritchie turns and heads for his car. A condom filled with moisturising cream comes flying into shot and hits Ritchie on the back. Obviously, Ben or Timmy just threw it at him. LAUGHS from the wrestlers. Ritchie hops into his car, peels away and flies out of the car park.

PAUL

Who the fuck does he think he is? One of the Kray twins?

OLDER WRESTLER #2

I know. Cockney twat.

Ron looks concerned but quickly masks it.

RON

Nothing to worry about! See you all on Tuesday, lads!

Ron gets in his 4x4. Timmy is also about to when Paul and Ben approach.

PAUL

How about it, Tim? Night of madness in Minehead for old times sake?

Timmy looks very keen but becomes disappointed...

TIMMY

I can’t. I’ve gotta get home and see the wife and kid.

Paul and particularly Ben are dismayed.

BEN

(nasty undertones)

Redrum’s got you well and truly whipped there, Tim.

Timmy is torn. He sigh-GROANS. Genuinely gutted.

TIMMY

I can’t.

PAUL

Fair enough.

BEN

Yeah, you gallop on home then.

Timmy watches on longingly as Ben and Paul join the younger wrestlers. They jump into a couple of cars, handing beers to one another and joshing. Even Damien is involved.

194 INT. MINEHEAD BUTLINS - DISCO HALL - NIGHT

Half busy with FAMILIES and YOUNG PEOPLE. A group of MIDDLE-AGED MERRYMAKERS sing karaoke.

195 BAR

Paul is chatting up a pretty DARK-HAIRED GIRL (early 20s). She doesn’t look interested.

PAUL

Come on, baby. Let the television star buy you a drink.

DARK-HAIRED GIRL

I haven’t seen you on TV.

PAUL

Y’ never watched World Of Sport wrestling?

DARK-HAIRED GIRL

(grimacing)

Eew, I hated that show. Anyway, that hasn’t been on TV in years.

Paul becomes momentarily discouraged. His confidence returns.

PAUL

You’ve got really beautiful hair. Very Mediterranean looking.

DARK-HAIRED GIRL

I’m half-Italian actually. My dad’s from Pisa.

PAUL

Well that explains the leaning tower in my pants. Why don’t you come back to my hotel room and help me erect it fully?

She’s heard enough, takes her drink and leaves. Paul GRUMBLES to himself.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)

Paul! Hey, Pretty Paul Corbley!

Paul turns around to see Ritchie Dyer, sat at a table with a bevy of BEAUTIFUL LADIES. They all sip champagne.

196 LATER

Paul has joined them at the table. Everyone is tipsy.

RITCHIE

You see, I have a vision, Paul. I see British wrestling back on TV. And I believe I’m the only man capable of getting it there. My product is fresh, colourful, exciting. None of this old, dingy, slow, mat wrestling anymore. I’m taking over the country, to begin a new era for the 1990’s.

Paul listens intently, very impressed.

RITCHIE (CONT’D)

And I need the country’s finest performers, like you, Paul.

Paul is very responsive but...

PAUL

I don’t know, Ritchie. Ron made me and gave me the world.

RITCHIE

And you gave him a fat pocket in return. You owe him nothing. He can’t do nothing for you now. What’s your biggest payday with him these days?

PAUL

This Butlins tour. And it don’t pay like it used to. I’d be too embarrassed to say.

RITCHIE

Well, it won’t be paying any of you at all soon. I’ve just finalised a deal with Butlins. Starting from Christmas, it’s now my tour.

(off Paul’s surprise)

I can make you a star again, Paul. The star your talent deserves to be.

(to ladies)

You see this guy, girls? Remember the face ’cause he’s gonna be mesmerising the entire nation in the near future.

A couple of the ladies cuddle up to Paul, who cockily puts his arms around them.

RITCHIE

Sold?

PAUL

(pause)

Sold.

Ritchie and Paul CLINK glasses.

RITCHIE

How about we all go back to the five-star hotel I’m staying at? Mini bar, Jacuzzi, the full works.

Everyone gets up and heads for the exit. Paul looks back at the wrestlers SINGING karaoke. Unconcerned, Paul exits.

197 INT. CENTER STAGE - DAY

Ron enters. The wrestlers are setting the ring up. Everyone becomes solemn when they see their boss.

RON

What?

BEN

We saw Paul leave with that Ritchie Dyer this morning.

Ron is crestfallen. Silence. Everyone deflated and desolate.

198 INT. CHAPMAN KITCHEN - NIGHT

Ron, Timmy and Ben enter. Barbara is sat at the table, reading a magazine. They EXCHANGE greetings as Barbara stands up and hugs Timmy, followed by Ron. She is about to sit down when Ben puts his arms around her. This takes her by surprise but she politely obliges.

Ben goes to the fridge, opens the door and starts rummaging through it. The Chapman’s shoot each other disbelieving, knowing looks, suggesting this has happened before.

Ben takes out a Pepsi. Ron’s lips purse in anger. Ben is blissfully unaware as he CRACKS it open.

BEN

Louise upstairs?

BARBARA

(curt)

Yep.

Ben exits.

RON

The cheek of that boy. It’s like he lives here.

BARBARA

(on a tirade)

It’s like? He does live here. I’ve spent the last four hours washing, drying and ironing clothes. Most of ’em were his!

Ron shakes his head sympathetically. Timmy reacts similarly. Barbara calms down. She smiles at her son.

BARBARA

(excitedly)

So, how’s Tracey?

TIMMY

About ready to pop.

BEN

Bet Lily’s excited to be getting a little sister.

Timmy smiles. It seems forced. Louise, carrying a Polaroid camera, and Ben suddenly BURST in.

LOUISE

Let’s take a family picture, seeing as Tim’s here.

RON

Safe to say that’s been your favourite birthday present, hey, my sweet?

BARBARA

I’ll say. She hasn’t put it down all day.

LOUISE

(handing Ben the camera)

Ben, do the honours.

BEN

But then I can’t be in it.

(decisively)

I know, I’ll set the timer.

The Chapmans, except Louise, aren’t happy about this. Ben sets the timer and places the camera on a pile of plate mats which rest on the table. He then joins everyone, forcing himself in-between Ron and Barbara, putting his arms around them both to their dismay. The camera SNAPS a picture.

199 EXT. TIMMY’S SMALL, PLAIN ATTACHED HOUSE - NIGHT

One of a row that seems endless. On a main street. No gardens.

200 INT. ATTACHED HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Several paintings of horses on the wall. Family pictures on the windowsill, including some of their wedding photos. Timmy and a heavily pregnant Tracey are sat on the sofa watching Gladiators on TV. Their daughter LILY (4) is

playing with toys on the floor.

TIMMY

(re: Gladiators)

Why do they have this on instead of wrestling? We have far more prowess than these steroid freaks.

TRACEY

(almost dictating)

So, we’ll do the food shop first thing, IKEA in the afternoon, then it’s the barbeque at my parent’s house in the evening.

TIMMY

(unenthused)

Great.

(hesitantly; hopeful)

You don’t mind if I go out for a drink tonight then, do you?

TRACEY

Tim, we’re having a nice family weekend. Y’ usually wrestling. No.

TIMMY

Not my fault them are the only days we work nowadays. Times have been tough since World Of Sport got cancelled. It’s just one night.

TRACEY

You can’t afford it. We have to watch every penny now with the baby almost here.

TIMMY

We’re getting by.

TRACEY

Just barely.

TIMMY

I might be getting that bouncers job at Rock World.

TRACEY

Can you not just take that bar manager job at your dad’s club? The money would be much better and you’d still be able to wrestle at the weekends ’cause you mainly do daytime shows.

TIMMY

You know how I feel about being dependant on my dad.

TRACEY

Dad’s want their families to be able to depend on them. Like you said, times are tough and he’s giving you an opportunity. You’d still have to prove yourself.

Timmy stubbornly looks to the ground.

TRACEY (CONT’D)

He’s worked hard all his life. To look after his family. That’s what you need to start doing for yours.

She’s talking sense and he knows it. Tracey focuses back on the television. Timmy watches his daughter before turning to his wife. He then pans down to her baby bump. Finally, he continues watching TV, looking dissatisfied.

201 INT. TELE-SALES OFFICE - DAY

EMPLOYEES busy on their phones.

A nervous Damien sits down at a desk. His BOSS, stood adjacent, hands him a piece of paper.

BOSS

Here’s the script and good luck.

The boss walks away. Damien eyes the phone in front of him, trying to muster up courage. He pans around the room, observing the employees confidently SELLING/ATTEMPTING TO SELL double glazing windows.

Damien watches JAY (21), dreadlocks, face piercing, 90s grunge attire, who is seated next to him, in the middle of an unsuccessful pitch. The male on the other end of the line is FIRING ABUSE at Jay, who takes it in his stride...

JAY

No? OK... I think breaking my legs would be deemed an arrestable offense... Really?... OK, right, well just remember I know where you live, sunshine. Bye now.

Jay puts the phone down and turns to Damien. Both smile.

JAY (CONT’D)

First day?

DAMIEN

Yeah. I’m nervous.

JAY

Don’t be. You never have to meet any of the people.

Jay dials his next number. Damien flips open the BT phone book next to his phone and dials a number. He inhales.

DAMIEN

(on phone; reading script)

Hello, I’m Damien from Widdall Windows Ltd. This is a quick courtesy call to see if you are, by any chance, in need of new windows fitting. We would cater to your own personal needs...

202 EXT. ASHTON OUTDOOR MARKET - DAY

Damien and Jay are walking. They EXCHANGE GOOD-BYES and part ways. Damien heads to a shop called T.L.C. He glances around to make sure no one is looking before entering furtively.

203 INT. T.L.C. - CONTINUOUS

It is a sex shop. The nearside is the VHS section, which is divided into categories. The far side houses sex toys, gadgets and apparel.

Damien browses the "mature" VHS section, which is next to the "gay" section where a FAT MAN (50s), walking stick, picks up a VHS. He turns to Damien.

FAT MAN

(in earnest but jokingly)

Stops me raping.

The fat man goes to pay. Damien politely CHUCKLES. He finally decides on a video and turns towards the till area and bumps into Helen. Both are surprised to see each other.

DAMIEN

Helen!

He quickly hides his VHS behind his back to her amusement.

HELEN

Damien, it’s obviously porn. You’re in a sex shop.

Damien smiles sheepishly and coyly brings his arm back around. He notices that she is carrying a provocative, leather dominatrix outfit.

HELEN

(re: outfit)

Oh, for a christening.

They both GIGGLE.

HELEN (CONT’D)

(remembering something)

Ah. Damien? Wanna make fifty quid?

Damien is agog.

204 INT. SECONDARY SCHOOL CLASSROOM - EVENING

CU of Paul wearing a crown.

PAUL

(well-spoken accent)

Listen here, you vile, uncouth peasants. Standing before you is I, Prince Paul, wrestling royalty, and I order you all to bow down before me...

(normal voice)

No, I can’t do this, Ritchie.

Perched on the teacher’s desk is a perplexed Ritchie.

RITCHIE

Why not? It sounded great to me.

PAUL

I’ve lived and breathed my Pretty Paul Corbley gimmick for years now. I can’t just end it.

RITCHIE

Southern Superstar Wrestling is my organisation and the all gimmicks are at least co-created by me.

PAUL

I’ve sold out venues across the country with my gimmick.

RITCHIE

Sold out anywhere recently?

Paul looks to the ground.

RITCHIE (CONT’D)

Look, you’re a fuckin’ good grafter, mate. I have every confidence in you to pull this Prince Paul character off.

Paul appreciates his words. He nods determinedly.

PAUL

(more to himself; remembering his own advice)

That’s what good wrestlers do.

RITCHIE

(casually)

And lose some weight too, okay?

PAUL

(taken aback)

Pardon?

Ritchie stands and heads for the door.

RITCHIE

I prefer my wrestlers to look chiselled and muscular. You’re with the big dogs now, Paul, so turn that flab into ab.

Off Paul’s flabbergasted expression...

205 INT. SECONDARY SCHOOL - BOYS DRESSING ROOM - EVENING

Paul enters.

Well-toned, muscular WRESTLERS are CONFERRING and/or getting ready for the show. They are all tanned and their chests are hair-free. They change into their inane, O.T.T. yet good quality costumes - a Viking, a disco king, a builder, a Roman gladiator etc.

Paul passes them and arrives at his sports bag. He starts to change. He takes his top off and is about to put on his royal gown when he observes his colleagues’ well-conditioned bodies - torsos, biceps, calves, necks etc. Paul then sits down and looks at his tyres of fat. He looks unnerved and

self-conscious, feeling inadequate.

206 EXT. RON’S BAR - NIGHT 

Establishing. Located somewhere in Manchester city centre. A BOUNCER (40s), dressed all in black including a long coat, lets PATRONS in after charging them an entrance fee.

207 INT. RON’S BAR - CONTINUOUS

Busy with a twenty-something INDIE/ROCK CROWD. A DJ spins 90’S ALTERNATIVE ROCK RECORDS.

Ben, in bouncer uniform, is chatting merrily to a couple of punters. He looks intoxicated.

Timmy, in a suit, stressed, is helping the BARMAID (20s) put a new receipt roll in the bar till. He spots Ben mingling and GUFFAWING. Ben’s hand, carrying a pint of Guinness, comes into shot. Has a sip. Angry, Timmy shakes his head.

208 ON STAGE

A GRUNGE BAND finish SOUNDCHECKING. The DJ fades his record to silence.

LEAD SINGER

(on microphone)

Alright everyone, we are The Distortions. We’d love it if you’d move a little closer to the stage.

(no one obliges)

Come on, let’s get rocking, Manchester! Please.

All of a sudden, Ben staggers onto the stage. A mortified Timmy looks on. Ben grabs the microphone.

BEN

I think I can help you out, mate!

(to crowd)

Take one step forward if you’re not a paedophile.

Shocked and/or amused reactions. Everyone takes a small, nervous step forward.

BEN

I know what’ll get the girls flocking to the front.

Ben hands the microphone back to the singer before exposing his rear end to the crowd. Again, a mixture of responses from the crowd, mainly LAUGHTER.

Chagrin, Timmy has seen enough. He wades through the customers and drags Ben off the stage.

209 EXT. RON’S BAR - MOMENTS LATER

Timmy escorts Ben outside.

TIMMY

(to bouncer; chipper facade)

You and Ben can swap for a bit now, Martin.

The bouncer nods and goes inside. Timmy’s facade vanishes.

TIMMY (CONT’D)

What the fuck are you playing at?

BEN

What?

TIMMY 

Y’ taking the piss! My dad, out of the kindness of his heart, gave you this job and you turn up bladdered? And spend most of the time having a laugh! It’s not on.

BEN

(firing back)

I’m just being affable!

TIMMY

You’re a bouncer! That’s not part of the job description!

BEN

(contrite; calming down)

I’m sorry, brother.

This confuses/irritates Timmy. He’s about to retort when...

MALE VOICE (O.S.)

Look at that faggot there!

They both turn to see a GROUP OF LOUTS (20s) walking past.

LOUT #2

(to Ben, re: his eyebrow ring)

Nice earring, where’s the handbag?

The louts CHORTLE. Timmy isn’t interested but Ben glares at the group. He snaps and throws his pint of Guinness at them. It misses and SHATTERS on the pavement. The louts charge at them, SHOUTING THREATS. Ben is ready, Timmy concerned.

TIMMY

Ben, you fucking numpty.

A scrap ensues. Outnumbered, Timmy and Ben struggle. At one point, Ben bizarrely drop kicks one of the louts as though he’s in a wrestling contest. Usually, the recipient would fall to the ground and fake pain, but the lout just stands there, very bemused. Ben climbs to his feet, remembering...

BEN

What am I doing?

Ben then PUNCHES the lout and their scuffle continues. Meanwhile, Timmy is being pummelled by the other louts. One of them SMASHES a beer bottle in his face. Blood pours. The other bouncer comes outside and enters the fray. The louts eventually back away and leave, CACKLING victoriously.

TIMMY

(hysterical)

I can’t see! Me fuckin’ eyes!

The bouncer and Ben attend to him.

210 INT. HELEN’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Damien and Helen; dressed in her new dominatrix outfit, are both seated at the living room table, drinking a cup of tea. Damien has a camcorder on his lap. Uncomfortable silence.

DAMIEN

So, when did you get divorced?

HELEN

Hmmm... almost eight months ago.

Helen then grabs a whip from her side and CRACKS it on the table. Damien jolts.

HELEN (CONT’D)

(shouting nastily to ceiling)

Hurry up, you!

(pause; to Damien)

You’re a performer, Damien. Any advice?

DAMIEN

Urm... Just give the customer what they want. Tease them, manipulate them but ultimately give them what they want.

Helen takes this on board.

HELEN

Remember, he wants lots of close-up shots. 

Damien nods. Her CLIENT (40s), male, dressed in a pink boob tube, leather miniskirt, gimp mask and high heels, enters. Damien and Helen stand up; he starts filming, she gets into her dominatrix persona.

HELEN

Did I say you could come in?

The client holds his finger up...

CLIENT

Just... before we begin, remember - be nasty, then nice, nasty then nice, nasty, nice...

(handing her a toothbrush)

And when you’re being nice, tickle me arse crack with this.

211 LATER

Damien films Helen WHIPPING the client as he cleans the room with a feathered duster. He YELPS each time he’s cracked.

HELEN

Take it like a man, you pasty, little fucker!

CLIENT

Okay, yes!

HELEN

Yes what?

CLIENT

Yes, Madam Helen!

HELEN

(softening)

That’s right. You’ve been a naughty boy, haven’t you? But now you’re being good, aren’t you?

She brandishes the toothbrush. Damien films. He is ill at ease and very overwhelmed. His hands are shaking.

212 INT. HOSPITAL WAITING ROOM - NIGHT 

Ben and the Chapman family are seated amongst other waiting PATIENTS. Ben is remorseful. Barbara shoots him a scolding look. Ron looks disappointed with him. Louise shows her support by putting Ben’s arm around her. All are concerned.

213 INT. HOSPITAL WARD - NIGHT

Timmy lies in one of the beds, the curtains pulled around it. He has a deep cut above his left eyebrow, which has been stitched up. Ron sits in a chair at bedside. Timmy seems livid with himself. Ron notices.

RON

Could have been worse.

TIMMY

I failed.

RON

Eh?

TIMMY

My first night and this happens.

RON

You sold the place out, son. Haven’t had a sell-out in years. Looks like you’re onto a winner with this live band night.

TIMMY

My first night. I failed. You. I failed you.

RON

You could never fail me, son.

(pause; hesitantly)

How do you feel about me, Tim?

TIMMY

(cautiously)

Truthfully, dad, I’m shit scared of you.

This upsets Ron, his worst fear has just been confirmed.

TIMMY (CONT’D)

Never knowing what type of mood you’re gonna be in. And I find it hard to forgive you. Mainly because of all the horrible things you’ve said to my mum in the past.

RON

(pause)

Just promise you won’t give up on me.

TIM

I promise. And one day you’ll be proud of me.

RON

(solemnly sincere)

I am proud of you.

Timmy smiles but looks incredulous. Silence.

214 LATER

Ben enters apprehensively. Timmy, alone and getting ready to leave, doesn’t look best pleased with him.

BEN

I’m sorry, Tim.

TIMMY

(accepting; warning)

This cannot happen again.

Ben quickly nods his head reassuringly. Timmy then GIGGLES.

TIMMY (CONT’D)

When you dropkicked him.

(both chuckle)

And the guy’s just stood there like, "What the fuck?"

Ben holds his arms out, confused by his actions.

BEN

Instinctive. Thought I was in the ring for a split second.

215 INT. WAITING ROOM - NIGHT 

Barbara and Louise put their coats on. Ron is reading a newspaper. He suddenly looks stunned.

It is one of the advertisements which reads: SOUTHERN SUPERSTAR WRESTLING COMING TO MANCHESTER AUG 27TH THE NEW NO. 1 WRESTLING SHOW IN THE UK!

Aware of where he is, he controls his rage. He is then shocked to see Kendo Nagasaki’s name amongst the list of matches.

216 INT. SPORTS HALL - EVENING

A glitzy SOUTHERN SUPERSTAR WRESTLING banner on the far wall. Expensive lighting system has been assembled above the ring. The entrance consists of S.S.W. printed curtains and the aisle has been carpeted. Very professional looking.

Paul, as Prince Paul, is wrestling FC PAIN (22), mean-looking, muscular, arms covered in tattoos, dressed in a football kit. Around three-hundred SPECTATORS, mainly young families, watch. Paul has his adversary in a figure-four leg lock. FC Pain’s patience soon wears thin.

FC PAIN

Right, that’s enough of this boring shit, Paul. Come on.

Paul nods and breaks the hold. They get to their feet and exchange fast-paced, high-flying wrestling moves. The crowd become animated. Paul then gets his foe in another mat based wrestling hold. Can almost hear the groans of disappointment around the sports hall. FC Pain is irked.

FC PAIN (CONT’D)

Fuck sake, Paul. What’s with all this old, slow bollocks? It’s the 1990s, not the 1930s!

PAUL

We can’t just exchange moves. There needs to be a story.

CROWD

(chanting)

Bor-ing! Bor-ing! Bor-ing!

The CHANT continues. It takes Paul by surprise.

217 INT. DRESSING ROOM - EVENING

An irritated FC Pain and an ashamed looking Paul enter. Paul sits down by his sports bag. FC Pain joins a handful of colleagues at the far end. Paul can see them through two jackets that hang on the coat hangers on the opposite bench.

FC PAIN

(quietly; re: Paul)

...must’ve been like watching paint dry. He’s behind the times... And he’s too fat. Can’t keep up.

Ritchie Dyer suddenly bursts in through the back door. Strides over to them.

RITCHIE

Bully bully!

Some of the wrestlers shout, "Bully bully!" back as Ritchie exchanges playful jabs with a couple of them.

FC PAIN

Ritchie, that Paul still isn’t up to it.

RITCHIE

He’ll get there. He’s a Northerner, they’re all behind the times.

CACKLES. Paul looks like all his confidence has been zapped.

218 INT. TAMESIDE HIPPODROME - EVENING

The M.P.W.O. ring has been assembled on the stage. Timmy, dressed as a tribute Ultimate Warrior, is grappling one of the young lads, dressed as a tribute Bushwacker. The place is empty - about forty PUNTERS dotted around the five-hundred capacity venue.

219 INT. DRESSING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

An awkward silence between Damien, in his Undertaker attire, looking to the ground, and a sorry looking Ron.

RON

I feel awful doing this, Damien, but I just can’t afford to pay you. I’ve been losing two-hundred quid a show for the last three months now. I’ll just have to use one of my new students to do the Undertaker gimmick. I hope it’s only temporary, sweet. It’s these bloody Cockneys breathing down me neck. 

Damien forces a smile. He’s visibly crushed.

DAMIEN

I understand, Ron. It’s alright.

Damien leaves. Ron looks on, becomes indignant.

220 INT. RON’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Ron sits down on the sofa. He puts his wallet on the coffee table and pulls out several credit cards. He then grabs the phone and dials.

RON

(on phone)

Hello there, I’d like to book some tickets for the Southern Superstar Wrestling show at Manchester Academy 3 please... I’d like twenty-five tickets... Yeah, it’s for my son’s birthday.

221 LATER 

Barbara is sat next to Ron, clutching her credit card as she talks on the phone...

BARBARA

Hi, I’d like to book fifteen tickets for the wrestling event on the 27th please.

222 EVEN LATER

Ron picks up another credit card as he talks on the phone...

RON

Actually, make that twenty tickets, I’ve got family visiting that weekend... That’s great. Thank you.

Hangs up. He hears a RUMPUS coming from upstairs.

223 INT. LOUISE’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Louise and an inebriated Ben are arguing. Ben swigs from a wine bottle intermittently.

LOUISE

(frustrated; close to tears)

You just take, take, take and don’t give anything back in this relationship, Ben! No, it’s over.

BEN

Please, Louise, I love you.

LOUISE

You love living here. You love getting pissed all the time. That’s what you love.

BEN

(exhales wearily)

Oh, I’m going to bed.

He sits on the bed and starts to unbutton his shirt to Louise’s amazement.

LOUISE

Ben, do you hear what I’m saying? Our relationship is over. I want you to go.

Ron and Barbara enter. Barbara puts a comforting hand on her daughter’s shoulder. Louise starts to cry.

BARBARA

What’ve you done now, Ben?!

BEN

Nothing!

LOUISE

I want you to go!

BEN

Please, Louise.

Ron puts his hand on Ben’s shoulder: "Time to go".

RON

Come on, Ben. I’ll take you home.

Finally sinking in, Ben becomes tearful and desperate.

BEN

Oh, God. Please, no.

Ron helps Ben to his feet and they start for the door. Ben suddenly turns to face the Chapmans.

BEN (CONT’D)

No, please! Please!

RON

No, Ben. You have to leave now.

BEN

But I love you, dad!

(to Barbara)

I love you, mum!

The Chapmans are stunned. They shoot each other looks. Ron gathers himself.

RON

Come on now, Ben.

Ron escorts a WEEPING Ben out of the room. Barbara assuages her upset daughter.

224 INT. RON’S BAR - NIGHT 

Packed with buoyant REVELLERS. The DJ spins BRITPOP TUNES.

225 INT. RON’S BAR - CELLAR/OFFICE AREA - CONTINUOUS 

Various crates of alcoholic beverages are stacked up. In the corner is the office where a fed up Timmy stares at the wall in front of him. He is sitting at a desk and has a mountain of paperwork waiting for him. He deflates even more.

He then opens his desk drawer and pulls out a Woman’s Own magazine. He flips through and finally settles on one of the true life stories. Timmy’s eyes widen as he reads. He’s thoroughly absorbed and aglow with fantasy.

He tears the page out. He pulls out a scrapbook from the desk drawer and flips through it to find an empty page. It is full of newspaper/magazine clippings of extraordinary true life stories. He glues the magazine story onto a blank page and puts the scrapbook back into the drawer.

He seems satisfied but that soon recedes. He stands up.

226 INT. RON’S BAR - BAR - MOMENTS LATER - WEE HOURS

Timmy enters through the bar. He scans the premises. The night is winding down. The customers have depleted. Several punters are slumped against the bar, visibly having had too much to drink. Others dance tiredly to the mellow ROCK SONG that is playing. Timmy remains bored as he observes.

227 LATER

Now closed. The BAR STAFF are cleaning up. Timmy, leaning against the bar, looks antsy.

TIMMY

Anyone fancy getting trashed and going to Rock World for the all nighter?

The bar staff ad-lib No’s - "Too tired", "Gotta be up in the morning" etc.

TIMMY (CONT’D)

(arms flailing)

Aw, come on! I wanna… I’m raring to do something… mental! I’m sick of just coming to work, then going home every night.

Again, "No’s" all round. Timmy gives in.

228 INT. KENDO NAGASAKI’S LIVING ROOM - DAY

Ron is sat across from Kendo; wearing mask, and his MANAGER.

RON

We go back thirty years, Kendo. I’ve drove to your home today to ask you to wrestle for me instead of Ritchie Dyer the night he puts on a show in Manchester. What they’re doing is wrong. They’re invading my territory. A big no-no in this business.

MANAGER

We understand what you’re saying, Ron, and yes, you both go back a long time. So, out of respect to you, in the future when Kendo wrestles in the North it will be exclusively for your company.

This puts a smile on Ron’s face.

MANAGER (CONT’D)

We didn’t know the tour included Northern dates when we signed on. We never would have agreed if we had. However, tickets have been sold and it wouldn’t be fair to the fans if we jumped ship to you.

Ron is disappointed but nods understandingly. He smiles and stands up, followed by Kendo and his manager.

RON

(to manager; re: Kendo)

Can’t get a word in edgeways when he’s around anyway!

Ron and the manager CHUCKLE. Kendo smiles.

RON (CONT’D)

Gonna be interesting to see who comes out on top on the 27th, hey?

229 INT. BAR - NIGHT

A depressed Paul is sat at the end of the bar, looking at himself in the mirror that hangs on the wall. He prods his stomach a few times. Shakes his head disgustedly. An ATTRACTICE WOMAN (20s) arrives at the bar and waits to be served. Paul looks at her, trying to embolden himself.

FC Pain and another wrestler approach. They notice Paul eyeing up the woman.

FC PAIN

(half-jokingly)

Dream on, Paul.

OTHER WRESTLER

Yeah, at least you’ve got tits of your own to play with.

The wrestler jiggles Paul’s man boobs as he and FC Pain pass. They GIGGLE. Their joshing appears to be good-natured. Paul manages to politely smile but shows his true feelings of hurt once they’ve passed. He looks at the attractive woman but is too unnerved and gives in.

A CHUBBY WOMAN (30), average-looking, sits next to Paul.

CHUBBY WOMAN

Do you come here often?

Paul turns to her. He smiles at her unoriginal chat-up line.

PAUL

(pause; coldly)

No.

He turns away. Embarrassed and disappointed, the chubby woman rejoins her FRIENDS at a table across the room.

Paul then hears LAUGHTER. He turns to his left to see FC Pain and a few other wrestlers flirting successfully with the attractive woman from the bar and some of her FRIENDS.

This dispirits Paul even more. He mulls, almost swallows his pride, and turns his attention to the chubby woman.

230 EXT. FLATS - NIGHT

Paul and the chubby woman approach the beautiful, old stone wall building in a nice part of London. Paul admires it as she rummages through her handbag for her keys.

PAUL

This is a beautiful building.

CHUBBY WOMAN

Yeah, it used to be a church. Got converted. Rents expensive.

This alarms Paul. He takes a few steps back from the building, looking up at it. He’s very intimidated.

CHUBBY WOMAN

Are you alright, Paul?

PAUL

(managing a smile)

Y-yeah. "Used to be", you said?

CHUBBY WOMAN

Yeah, it was converted a few years ago.

Paul composes himself and finally looks at her. He nods. She opens the door and enters. Paul apprehensively follows.

231 INT. FLAT - BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Paul and the chubby woman are in bed. Post-coital. She is asleep. Paul climbs out and starts quietly getting dressed.

232 INT. BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER 

Fairly dark, light from the hallway. Paul is urinating. He looks up to find a stain glassed church window which depicts graveyard angels. Clearly, this was untouched during the building’s conversion. Paul jolts back, startled. He exits.

233 INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS 

Paul rushes in and starts putting his shoes on. He no longer cares about his noise level. The chubby woman wakes up.

CHUBBY WOMAN

Are you leaving?

PAUL

(overly zealous)

Yeah, I’ve gotta get out of here. Quick.

Paul scurries out. She hears the FRONT DOOR SHUT.

234 EXT. FLATS - NIGHT 

Paul exits the building and pads hurriedly down the road. He slows down and begins to pacify himself as he ruminates.

235 EXT. TOWN HALL - EVENING

M.P.W.O. THE LEGENDS RETURN! FEAT GIANT HAYSTACKS! signpost.

236 INT. TOWN HALL - DRESSING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Faces from the past including Giant Haystacks and The Cosmic Kid are getting ready amongst the regulars. Ron darts in and out INSTRUCTING and overseeing things. He looks nervous.

237 EXT. MANCHESTER ACADEMY 3 - EVENING

SOUTHERN SUPERSTAR WRESTLING "NORTHERN INVASION" TOUR sign.

238 INT. MANCHESTER ACADEMY 3 - BACKSTAGE - CONTINUOUS

Ritchie Dyer also frantically preparing for the show. He looks excited and eager. Confident.

239 INT. TOWN HALL - DRESSING ROOM - EVENING

Timmy and some of the younger wrestlers are drawing straws from Timmy’s hand. The third grappler draws the short one and GROANS as he deflates. The rest CHORTLE as Timmy hands him the Teenage Mutant Wrestlin’ Turtle costume.

TIMMY

Unlucky, mate.

UNLUCKY WRESTLER

Isn’t Luke gonna be back at all?

TIMMY

(shaking head)

He’s our spy for the night.

240 INT. MANCHESTER ACADEMY 3 - EVENING

Almost full - about 300 SPECTATORS. Strangely, the first five rows on each side of the ring are empty, except for one seat occupied by a smiling Luke, the usual turtle wrestler.

241 RING 

The Viking wrestler is competing against DR. DESTRUCTION.

242 RING SIDE 

Ritchie is seated. He is glaring at Luke. TWO MALE FANS are walking to their seats on the sixth row behind him.

MALE FAN #1

It’s fuckin’ empty down here! There’s no atmosphere!

Ritchie overhears them. He gets up.

RITCHIE

(to himself, re: M.P.W.O.)

Fuckin’ Northern twats.

He storms out.

243 INT. TOWN HALL - DRESSING ROOM - EVENING 

Ron is oiling up a wrestler’s back. Other wrestlers are also present. Ritchie bursts in.

RITCHIE

You wanna play dirty? I’ll fuckin’ play dirty!

Ritchie and Ron come face-to-face. Ron smiles and stays placid. The wrestlers gather around.

RON

You’re already playing dirty, y’ beauty - putting on a show in my backyard and poaching me top star.

RITCHIE

That’s nothing compared to what I’m gonna do. I know people.

Unconvinced, the wrestlers and Ron CHUCKLE.

RON

Who? Reggie Kray’s aunt’s second cousin’s nephew’s postman? You know no one, Ritchie.

Ritchie struggles to fire back. Finds his resolve.

RITCHIE

You want a war? You’ve got one. I fight to the end.

RON

Me too. I’ve fought all my life and never lost. Just you remember that.

Ritchie is clearly unnerved but projects a confident, determined manner. He stares at Ron briefly and leaves.

Ron’s smile falters, his anger burgeons.

244 INT. RON’S CAR - TRAVELLING - NIGHT

Ron is driving, Timmy in the passenger seat. Ron is incensed.

RON

Where are they based? Watford? I’m gonna ring every venue in North London first thing tomorrow and arrange a tour. I’m gonna put them out of business!

TIMMY

Dad, calm down.

They pull up outside the Chapman family home. Barbara and Louise rush out, both panicking. Ron rolls his window down.

BARBARA

Just had a phone call off Ben, saying how he’s gonna be with his parents. He sounded very drowsy.

RON

Alright, we’re on our way. You two stay here in case he calls again. Don’t panic, we’ll sort it.

Ron and Timmy peel away.

245 INT. BEN’S FLAT - NIGHT

A demoralised Ben is slumped in his sofa. He opens a bottle of pills, contemplates and then empties them all into his mouth. He then spits the majority of them out. He picks up his bottle of wine from the table and washes down the remaining tablets. He sinks back into his sofa, welling up.

He then gets up and opens his front door a crack before returning to the sofa. He then positions himself so his upper body is lying on the floor and his legs are sprawled across the sofa. He closes his eyes.

246 LATER

Ben now looks genuinely unconscious. Ron and Timmy enter and sprint over to him. Ron holds Ben’s head up.

RON

(slapping Ben’s face)

Ben! Ben! Ben, wake up!

Ben COUGHS and SPLUTTERS but his eyes stay closed. Ron and Timmy are relieved.

TIMMY

I’ll go and wait for the ambulance.

Timmy jogs out.

RON

It’s alright, Ben.

CUE SOUND EFFECTS: World War II battle noises - gunfire, fighter planes, soldiers shouting etc. - as Ron stares at Ben.

The sound effects fade out. Although still worried, Ron smiles, confident Ben will be okay.

247 INT. HOSPITAL - WAITING AREA - EVENING

A NURSE (30s) enters and walks over to the Chapman family, who stand up, anxious for information.

NURSE

He’s fine.

(off their eased expressions)

We’ve pumped his stomach but that was more for the copious amount of alcohol he’d consumed. There wasn’t much trace of tablets. My guess is he took maybe half a dozen.

RON

A cry for help.

NURSE

I’ll get some leaflets and give you details of where he can get help.

The Chapman’s ad-lib their appreciation. The nurse escorts them to the ward.

248 INT. PAUL’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Paul dials a number on his phone.

DAMIEN (O.S.)

(other end of line)

Hello?

PAUL

Damien, Paul Corbley.

No reply. The silence is awkward. Can almost feel Damien’s anger. Paul becomes contrite.

PAUL (CONT’D)

I’m ringing to apologise for what I did to you back in the 80s. I held you back and I’m so sorry.

249 LATER

Paul is on the phone with Tough Tony. INTERCUT with Tony sat in his living room.

PAUL

You taught me a lot, Tony, and in return I showed a complete lack of respect.

TOUGH TONY

Thanks, Paul. I appreciate the apology.

250 EVEN LATER

Paul is leaving a message. INTERCUT with Paul’s message being recorded on someone’s answer machine.

PAUL

If it wasn’t for you, I would never have become the star I am... was. I’m truly sorry for defecting to another company for my own selfish needs when you were struggling. I’m sorry, Ron.

Paul hangs up. He looks up to the ceiling.

251 INT. PAUL’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Michelle is sat in bed, reading a book. Paul slowly enters with a look of dread/seriousness. She glances up and smiles. Paul sits at the foot of the bed.

PAUL

(pause)

Why did we marry each other, ’Chelle?

(off her bemused reaction)

Was it because we loved each other or because we liked each other and were scared we weren’t good enough for anyone else?

MICHELLE

I’ve always loved you. Yeah, we met when we were both going through low points in our lives but… What’s brought all this on, love?

Paul moves his lips hesitantly but thinks twice.

PAUL

(finally; upset)

Them little bastards who bullied me at Sunday school - I hope they look back and regret it. They robbed me of my childhood.

MICHELLE

Come on, Paul. You put all that behind you years ago. They’re not worth it.

PAUL

(not listening; more to himself)

All those magical moments you’re supposed to have - the first kiss, the first love, the first fuck...

Michelle is taken aback.

PAUL (CONT’D)

I’m nothing. All I have is wrestling and that’s dying more and more with each passing year.

(looks at Michelle)

I’ve got to leave you, Michelle.

(off her astonished look)

Before I ruin your life too. I’m just not good enough for you.

MICHELLE

Paul, no.

Paul doesn’t listen. He leaves. Michelle is astounded.

252 INT. RON’S CAR - TRAVELLING - NIGHT

Ron driving, Barbara next to him and their children in the back. Everyone is pensive. Timmy stares out of his window.

RON

(determined)

We’ve got to save this kid. I won’t let him down.

This angers and upsets Timmy. He subtly shakes his head. Ron sees this through the rear-view mirror.

RON (CONT’D)

I won’t let any of you down. Never again.

This puts a smile on Barbara and Louise’s face. Timmy softens. Ron steals another hopeful glance at his son.

253 INT. STREET - NIGHT 

Paul wanders along. He has hit rock bottom. He passes a church, where a gospel choir can be heard SINGING a song. Paul comes to a halt and turns to the church. He then slowly approaches the entrance, the song seems to be summoning him.

254 INT. CHUCRCH - CONTINUOUS

Paul enters and sits at the back. He watches the CHOIR SING and dance passionately. The CHURCH GOERS, predominately black, also dance/SING/CLAP ALONG.

The song is about God’s unconditional love and how he forgives people’s sins. Relating, Paul listens intently. He finds everyone’s passion very appealing.

255 INT. HOSPITAL - ENTRANCE AREA/WAITING AREA - MORNING 

Ron and Timmy enter. Timmy SIGHS glumly.

TIMMY

We’ve got him for life, haven’t we?

Ron can’t help but CHUCKLE as he nods in agreement. Timmy manages a smile. They walk over to the RECEPTIONIST.

RON

Hello! We’re here to pick up Ben Pearson.

RECEPTIONIST

Ben? He checked out earlier.

Off Ron and Timmy’s surprised/perplexed looks...

256 INT. HALLWAY - OUTSIDE BEN’S FLAT - MORNING 

Ron KNOCKS on the door. Timmy is stood beside him. Ben’s NEIGHBOUR (40s), female, is about to unlock her front door.

NEIGHBOUR

Are you looking for Ben?

RON

Yes, love. Is he in, do y’ know?

HEIGHBOUR

He moved out a couple of hours ago.

RON

Moved out?

TIMMY

Where’s he gone?

NEIGHBOUR

Said he didn’t know, he was just moving away for good.

Ron and Timmy exchange shocked looks.

257 INT. RON’S CAR - TRAVELLING - DAY

Ron drives. Timmy rides passenger, staring out of his window, his face full of fantasy.

RON

Where could he’ve gone?

TIMMY

Who knows. Just disappears. Finds a new place. Starts again. He’s done it all his life.

Looking almost inspired, Timmy raises a faint smile.

258 INT. TIMMY’S LIVING ROOM - DAY 

Ron and Timmy enter.

LARGE NUMBER OF PEOPLE (O.S.)

Surprise!

Timmy is surprised to see family and friends stood in front of a large HAPPY 25TH BIRTHDAY TIM banner. They CHEER and CONGRATULATE him.

BARBARA

How’s Ben? Did you drop him off at our house?

259 EXT. TIMMY’S BACK GARDEN - DAY 

Well kept. Half the attendees are mingling. Timmy is sat at the garden table, sipping a beer. Luke and Tough Tony are sat next to him. Timmy watches his wife and daughter dancing in the living room. He looks introverted and fed up.

TIMMY

Do you ever wonder if there’s ever… more?

TOUGH TONY

More what, lad?

TIMMY

Most people are just stuck in a rut. I’m twenty-five and I’ve done nothing. Got nothing.

LUKE

Give over, Tim. You’ve got everything.

TOUGH TONY

A beautiful wife, a beautiful daughter, another on the way, a great job...

LUKE

I’d kill to have your life.

TIMMY

(not listening)

There must be more.

TOUGH TONY

Is there more beer in the fridge?

TIMMY

Yeah.

TOUGH TONY

Well, that’s a start, hey?

(standing up)

You both want one?

Luke nods. Timmy then manages a nod.

260 INT. TIMMY’S LIVING ROOM - EARLY EVENING

Post-party. Everyone has gone. Tracey and Lily are sat watching TV. Timmy is cleaning up. He looks moody.

TRACEY

Leave the cleaning ’til tomorrow, darling.

LILY

Daddy, come and sit down!

TIMMY

(irritation accruing)

In a minute, Lil.

Timmy starts collecting dirty plates and cutlery.

TRACEY

Did you post them letters before?

TIMMY

I’ll do ’em later.

LILY

Daddy, sit down!

Timmy snaps. He DROPS a dirty fork onto the stack of plates, just like his dad did earlier.

TIMMY

(storming upstairs)

Just give me a bleedin’ minute!

261 INT. TIMMY’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER 

Timmy bursts in and sits on the bed. Simmering down, he becomes regretful. He stands up and exits.

262 INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER 

Timmy enters and kisses his annoyed wife on the forehead. He then affectionately strokes his daughter’s hair.

TIMMY

I’m sorry, sweetheart. Sorry, baby. That will never happen again. Can’t believe I acted like that.

Tracey smiles forgivingly. Timmy collects the letters off the windowsill.

TRACEY

You don’t have to do that now.

TIMMY

It’s alright. Gotta pick up some paperwork from the club anyway.

Timmy looks at them both briefly.

TIMMY (CONT’D)

See you later.

He leaves.

263 INT. RON’S BAR - CELLAR/OFFICE SPACE - EVENING

Ron sits down at his desk. He pulls out his scrapbook and rifles through it before aggressively pushing it away. He then paces up and down the room. He stops and turns to a metal cabinet in the corner. He walks over and pulls out a plastic bag that is hidden behind it.

He empties the bag onto his desk - several passports and driving licenses, all with his picture but with different names, addresses and date-of-births. He puts them back in the bag and leaves with them.

264 EXT. RON’S BAR - CAR PARK - EVENING

Timmy drives to the exit and indicates to go left. He mulls and then indicates right. Thinks again and changes back to left. Rolls out.

265 INT. TIMMY’S CAR - TRAVELLING ON MOTORWAY - EVENING

Timmy’s mind is racing. He is a mixture of emotions. He sees signposts for Birmingham, Aston etc. His mobile phone RINGS.

266 EXT. LITTLE CHEF CAR PARK - MOMENTS LATER

Timmy parks and answers his big 90s Mobile phone.

TIMMY

Hello?

TRACEY

(on other end; panicky)

It’s happening, Tim! My waters broke!

TIMMY

OK, stay calm. I’m... I’m about two hours away. I’ll ring my mum and dad. They’ll be with you soon.

TRACEY

(shouting)

What do you mean you’re two hours away? 

TIMMY

(quick thinking)

I’m looking at a potential venue for a wrestling show.

TRACEY

(bursting into tears)

I need you here, Tim! I need you!

TIMMY

Tracey, remember your breathing. Try and relax and wait for my parents.

He hangs up and starts to quickly dial.

267 INT. HOSPITAL DELIVERY ROOM - NIGHT

Delighted, Timmy holds his newborn DAUGHTER. An exhausted Tracey smiles as she watches him from her bed. The rest of the Chapmans look on, overjoyed.

BARBARA

Aw, she’s wonderful, isn’t she.

RON

What a day it’s been, hey?

TIMMY

The memorable days are the best days.

FADE OUT:

SUPER:

"1999"

268 EXT. CHAPMAN LEISURE CENTRE - MAIN ENTRANCE DOOR - LATE

NIGHT

TWO SHIFTY MEN (40s) dressed in black, hoods up, approach the closed building. One of them is carrying a can of gasoline. The other man pulls out a crowbar and is about to break the lock but decides not to. He motions for the his accomplice to follow him around the back.

269 INT. GYM - MOMENTS LATER

The man uses his crowbar to PRISE one of the windows open. They both climb inside and transverse the gym.

270 INT. RON’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER 

The two men enter. Crowbar man nods to his partner, who is about to start pouring the gasoline onto the desk when a phone RINGS. Crowbar man pulls his mobile out and answers...

CROWBAR MAN

Yeah?

271 INT. RITCHIE DYER’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

Big, bachelor pad, lavished with expensive furniture, art, ornaments etc. Ritchie is sat on his sofa in a silk dressing gown, sipping a brandy as he talks on the phone.

RITCHIE

(worriedly)

You haven’t done it yet, have you?

CROWBAR MAN (O.S.)

Literally about to pour the first drop.

RITCHIE

Well, don’t. I’ve had a change of heart. This isn’t the right way to go about it.

CROWBAR (O.S.)

You’re the boss. Absolutely sure?

RITCHIE

(a moment)

I’m sure.

He hangs up and breathes a sigh of relief before turning his attention to his TV.

He is watching Extreme Championship Wrestling (ECW), an American company that specialises in hardcore matches and racy storylines. The WRESTLERS use foreign objects such as barb wire, baseball bats and steel chairs to batter and bloody their opponents. Ritchie watches on in awe.

272 INT. TOWN HALL - EVENING 

Timmy and Graham are wrestling each other, both still WWF tribute acts. There are a dozen SPECTATORS.

Ron watches on from the crowd entrance door where Louise is sat working the admission table. She is very bored, painting her fingernails. Ron has aged significantly and looks stressed. A look of resign floods his face.

RON

(to Louise)

You might as well get off, my sweet. No one else is turning up.

LOUISE

(springs up)

Thanks, dad. See you later.

She can’t leave quick enough. Ron looks at the money made from tonight’s show - £60. He’s at a loss.

273 INT. DRESSING ROOM - LATER

The wrestlers, in low spirits, get changed. Ron, glum, is seated.

Just then, Ritchie Dyer appears in the doorway. Ron and the wrestlers become alert. Ritchie holds out a white handkerchief, waves it in the air. This befuddles everyone.

274 LATER

Everyone is watching a WWF show. Like ECW, they have moved in a new, hardcore direction - brutal matches between top superstars like STONE COLD STEVE AUSTIN (30s), muscular physique, bald head, black tights and boots, Austin 3:16 t-shirt, crude language and attitude, and THE ROCK (late

20s), mixed race, very muscular and toned, handsome, a charismatic, comical heel.

The show also features several Barbie doll-esque managers and valets, who are obviously just there as eye candy for the 16-34 year-old beer guzzling MALE FANS, who are now the bulk of the fan base.

Ritchie and the younger wrestlers, one of whom is wearing an Austin 3:16 t-shirt, are completely engrossed. Ron and the older wrestlers watch on in disgust. The show ends and Ritchie ejects the tape from the VHS player.

RITCHIE

What do you think, lads?

RON

I think it’s a bloody embarrassment. They’re not wrestlers.

OLDER WRESTLER

Yeah, they’re just glorified stuntmen!

LUKE

Did you see how many fans were there! Thousands!

RITCHIE

Wrestling’s never been so popular in the States as it is now. British people have had enough of the boring good versus evil, family pantomime drivel we’ve been dishing out. You only have to look at our show attendances these last few years. Don’t know about you, Ron, but we’re lucky if we get a hundred people in nowadays.

Ron looks to the ground with a knowing look.

RITCHIE (CONT’D)

We’ve been fighting against each other in a pointless battle because people aren’t interested in UK wrestling anymore. We need to start battling side-by-side and go in a more modern direction.

(heading for the door)

This is the last chance for both of us, Ron. I hope you come onboard. Let me know, mate.

Ritchie exits. The younger wrestlers and older wrestlers start a HEATED DEBATE. Ron and Timmy ponder.

RON

Alright, boys! Be quiet!

(they hush up)

Who’s in favour of uniting with the Londoners?

The younger wrestlers raise their arms - the majority.

OLDER WRESTLER

Oh come on! We have no identity anymore, that’s why we’ve lost the fans. We need to get back to old school British wrestling, none of this cheap American impersonating!

OLDER WRESTLER #2

Yeah, you just all wanna be Stone Cold Steve Austin and Rock knock-offs now?

FAT SCOTT (25), bald, very fat, suddenly becomes animated.

FAT SCOTT

Bagsey me being like Stone Cold Steve Austin!

DAMIEN

(rubbing Scott’s head)

Well, you’ve got the haircut for it, Scott, but not the body.

TIMMY

We’d have to call him twenty-five Stone… Cold Steve Austin.

LAUGHS from the younger wrestlers.

RON

That mean you’re a yes too, son? 

Timmy hesitates before nodding.

TIMMY

We have to, dad. Like Ritchie said, this is our last chance because y’ can’t keep losing money.

RON

(snapping)

You’re all a fuckin’ disgrace! All the old timers who paved the way with their blood, sweat and tears and this is how you repay them?

(to Timmy)

If this is what you want, you can have it all. I’m finished. I’m never talking to you, again.

Ron storms out. Timmy is crushed. The wrestlers are in stunned silence and feel very uncomfortable. Rage builds within Timmy and he goes after his dad.

275 INT. CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

Ron marches along. Timmy follows, sarcastically CLAPPING HIS HANDS, which gets Ron’s attention.

TIMMY

Congratulations, dad. Finally you show the real you in public. The grumpy cunt you’ve always been. You know what, I’m not angry, I just feel sorry for you. Clearly, you need help. Until you do, I don’t want you near me or my family.

Ron looks at his son and mulls. He then pulls out his keys from his pocket and throws them to Timmy.

RON

There, those are the keys for everything involving the wrestling. The gym, night club, everything.

Ron is about to leave when...

TIMMY

Dad?

(Ron stops but doesn’t turn around)

You should think about showing your true colours in public permanently. You might even be able to start saying the F word again. Because that’s what you’ve been all these years - a fake.

Ron leaves. Timmy looks on with genuine pity.

276 INT. CHURCH - EVENING

A small CHURCH GROUP, including Paul, are seated on chairs in a circle. They are in the middle of a discussion, led by the VICAR (60s), black, of Jamaican descent.

VICAR

... that’s right, Kelly, although instead of saying "I found God", I like to say, "I realised the love of God is inside me" because it is, has and always will be.

AGREEMENT from the church group.

VICAR (CONT’D)

Paul, would you like to share anything with us?

Paul is apprehensive but finds the courage.

PAUL

I agree with you, Father. I’ve done some selfish, disgusting things to the people I care about the most. I was trying to fill a void by sleeping with many women. I thought the void was loneliness and worthlessness, but I finally realised it was me neglecting God.

The group VOICE their knowingness. This gives Paul strength.

PAUL (CONT’D)

Since realising his love has always been there and embracing it, it has led me onto the right path. I now have the belief I need to better my life and others.

Paul receives passionate WORDS OF ENCOURAGMENT and AMENS. Paul smiles, looking like a weight has been lifted.

277 INT. SHOW HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY 

Paul, now an estate agent, is showing a YOUNG YUPPIE COUPLE around. The woman is pregnant.

PAUL

As you can see, very spacious. Ideal for yourselves with a toddler on the way.

WOMAN

The ceilings are beautiful.

They go into the kitchen.

278 EXT. SHOW HOUSE - LATER

Paul shakes hands with the couple as they get in their car.

PAUL

Excellent. I’ll be in touch in the next couple of days.

Paul waves them off. He is delighted as he makes his way back into the house. His phone RINGS.

279 INT. SHOW HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER 

Paul is talking on the phone to Timmy. INTERCUT with Timmy in Ron’s old office.

TIMMY

… Ritchie and myself have been working hard to bring this event into fruition, Paul. We need the best wrestlers in order to put on the best show.

PAUL

I’ve seen this hardcore stuff. It goes against my Christian beliefs.

TIMMY

(disappointed)

I respect that, Paul.

PAUL

I tell y’ what, Timmy - I’ll do it but I want one specific opponent.

TIMMY

Who?

280 INT. TELE-SALES OFFICE - DAY 

Damien is confidently selling double glazing windows to a customer on the phone.

DAMIEN

Not a problem, Mrs. Collier, whatever works best for you... In fact, that’s the day our half price summer sale begins so I’ll see to it that we can fit you in that afternoon... Okay, Mrs. Collier, and I hope your husband is feeling better soon… Bye-bye, love.

He hangs up and gives Jay a HIGH FIVE as he stands up and adds another star to the sales chart under his name. He is winning the month by a significant margin. In exuberant mood, Damien sits back down and dials the next number.

281 INT. HELEN’S LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Damien is talking on his mobile phone with Paul. INTERCUT with Paul, who is talking on his mobile phone in his car. Damien is setting up a video camera on a tripod.

DAMIEN

I’ve kind of put the wrestling behind me, Paul.

PAUL

You’re telling me you don’t miss the buzz we used to get back in the 80s? I know I do. You’re only in your early thirties. You’ve still got a lot to offer in the business.

DAMIEN

I don’t know, Paul. It’s over in this country.

PAUL

Not necessarily. I see kids walking around in Austin 3:16 t-shirts all the time. Maybe this new venture could work.

(small pause; sincerely)

All I know is I wanna try and make it up to you, pal.

DAMIEN

Oh, Paul, forget about it. World Of Sport was getting axed anyway.

PAUL

You still could’ve had a few weeks on there and who knows what that exposure could have led to. You have the talent by the bucket load and I ripped that chance away from you. Please say yes, Damien.

DAMIEN

Alright, Paul. For old times sake. We had some good matches, hey?

PAUL

This one will be our best. I promise you.

DAMIEN

Okay, speak to you soon. Bye.

Damien hangs up, just as a worried Helen enters.

HELEN

Dean Straffon can’t make it. What are we gonna do?

DAMIEN

Oh no.

HELEN

Our first professional film and the male performer is a no show.

They both contemplate. Helen then thinks of something.

HELEN (CONT’D)

How would you feel about donning the mask, Damien?

Damien becomes terrified. He does his best to disguise his fear with a nervous smile and CHUCKLE.

DAMIEN

I-I can’t, Helen. I’m filming.

HELEN

We can just cut every now and then and set up a different angle.

DAMIEN

U-Urm...

She gently takes his arm and leads him to the sofa, where the scene is going to be filmed.

HELEN

Don’t be scared, Damien. We’ll take it slowly.

DAMIEN

I’m a... I’ve ne... I...

HELEN

It’s okay. Only me and you here.

She holds up the gimp mask to lighten the mood.

HELEN (CONT’D)

Will really bring out the blue in your eyes.

They GIGGLE. Damien becomes nervous again. He nods an OK. They gaze into each other’s eyes and start kissing passionately. It’s clear they’ve both yearned for this for a long time. Just then, the door bell RINGS. Takes them both by surprise. They both play down their burning desire.

HELEN (CONT’D)

Oh, maybe Dean "The Stud" has made it after all.

Helen heads for the front door. Damien EXHALES slowly in relief. He then hears...

HELEN (O.S.)

Mark, no! You’re not coming in!

Her ex-husband forces his way into the living room. He looks both aggressive and desperate.

MARK

I want you back, Helen! I’m not leaving!

HELEN

You can’t just come swanning back after seven years!

She pushes him. His eyes widen, looking furious. He notices Damien, who becomes intimidated.

MARK

I should’ve known.

HELEN

He’s just a friend, Mark!

MARK

This dickhead appears in our lives and six months later we were divorced. Just a friend? Oh, aye. 

Mark gets right in Damien’s face.

MARK (CONT’D)

Well, I’m back now, so you can do one, can’t you.

Damien glances at Helen, who starts sobbing. She’s petrified. This fills Damien with rage. He suddenly grips Mark by the collar. Mark is shocked and fearful.

MARK

What y’ doing?

DAMIEN

You’d better leave this house and leave her life for good this time. Because if you don’t, I will unleash an almighty hell on you, believe me.

Damien pushes him back. Mark straightens his shirt, looks to Helen. Fuming, he leaves. Damien comforts Helen. He is pleasantly surprised with himself. A moment. Then...

HELEN

I love him, Damien.

(off his surprised look)

I’m sorry.

DAMIEN

(smiles; sincerely)

Thanks for everything, Helen. You’ll never know what you’ve done for me.

Helen smiles appreciatively.

DAMIEN (CONT’D)

If he ever lays a finger on you...

Helen nods and she goes after Mark. Off Damien’s self-satisfied look...

282 TV SCREEN 

"BLOOD & THUNDER!" TV COMMERCIAL

FAST-PACED MONTAGE of brutal hardcore wrestling matches filmed in a ring located in a TV studio with a bright white background. The matches feature Timmy, Paul, Damien, FC Pain, and a host of others from M.P.W.O. and S.S.W.

The blood soon flows and creates striking images against the white background.

A modern, edgy NU-METAL SOUNDTRACK play throughout.

The montage INTERCUTS with Ritchie talking directly to us...

RITCHIE

Well mental! Proper nasty! UK, get ready for what’s about to go down! London Earls Court is the place! Saturday 25th May is the time! "Blood & Thunder" is the name! The most extreme wrestling show this country has ever seen! Featuring top stars from America mixing it up with the best British talent! Tickets available at the number on the bottom of the screen! It’s gonna be nothing but some good old rumble and tumble! No mugs, just hardcore thugs!

The graphics BLOOD & THUNDER fulminate onto the screen.

RITCHIE (CONT’D)

"Blood & Thunder"! Be there! Well mennttaaalll!

The commercial ends.

283 INT. HEAD OF SKY SPORTS’ OFFICE - DAY - CONTINUOUS

A confident Ritchie and nervous Timmy, both wearing suits, are sat at the desk of the HEAD OF SKY SPORTS (40s), suit. They have just finished watching the "Blood & Thunder" commercial on the TV behind the desk. The Head of Sky Sports turns to face the two wrestling promoters.

HEAD OF SKY SPORTS

So, how long has this commercial been airing?

RITCHIE

About three weeks.

HEAD OF SKY SPORTS

And you’d like us to broadcast this "Blood & Thunder" event and several other monthly shows?

TIMMY

Yeah. Hopefully, we’ll have a promising turn-out for "Blood & Thunder". If so, we plan on putting on monthly shows until December--

RITCHIE

--when we’ll hold "Millennium Mayhem", a huge event that will tie up the storylines we build up during the previous shows, setting us up nicely for the new century where we aim to bring British wrestling back to the masses.

TIMMY

And we’d be delighted if we could establish a relationship with Sky Sports to broadcast a weekly show.

The Head of Sky Sports doesn’t look receptive to the idea, almost sticking his nose up at it.

HEAD OF SKY SPORTS

I’m not sure, boys. We already air several World Wrestling Federation shows on a weekly basis.

RITCHIE

Yeah, and look how successful they’re doing. It’s the perfect opportunity for a British show to capitalise on it’s success.

TIMMY

The sport has never been so popular as it is now.

HEAD OF SKY SPORTS

(smug chuckle)

Y’ see, that’s the thing - it’s not a sport.

RITCHIE

(offended)

What are you talking about?

HEAD OF SKY SPORTS

A bunch of big, hairy halfwits pretending to bash each other’s brains in isn’t a sport, even though you try and make it look legit by housing these "matches" in a ring.

TIMMY

You ignorant... You have no idea about the dedication that goes into what we do, what we put our bodies through over a long period of time.

RITCHIE

Not real? You’ve obviously never watched a wrestling show.

HEAD OF SKY SPORTS

No, I haven’t. I went to University.

Ritchie is seething. He gets up, turns to Timmy.

RITCHIE

Come on, mate. This is pointless.

They both exit.

284 INT. RITCHIE’S FERRARI - TRAVELLING - DAY 

Ritchie is driving, Timmy in the passenger seat.

RITCHIE

We’ll just never get the respect we deserve.

TIMMY

I know. If only they knew.

RITCHIE

(pause)

I still think we’re a tag team match short.

TIMMY

I agree.

RITCHIE

You used to be in tag team, didn’t you? Why not give your old partner a call? What was his name?

Timmy starts to cogitate.

TIMMY

Ben.

285 INT. BIKER BAR - NIGHT

A BIKER GANG called the "Road Rage Ruffians" are in the middle of an initiation ceremony, where NEW MEMBERS, including Ben, are being handed the gang’s uniform leather jacket, with the logo on the back, by the LEADER. They each receive a CHEER when they put their new jacket on. Very boisterous atmosphere, beer is flowing.

A very intoxicated Ben puts his on, climbs onto a table and pours his full beer into his mouth. The gang ROAR.

286 EXT. BIKER BAR - NIGHT 

Ben and fellow member DOOF (36), long hair, beard, exit the bar and stagger over to their bikes, which sit among several others.

DOOF

So, how does it feel, dude? You’re finally a member.

BEN

I’m over the fuckin’ moon, Doof.

DOOF

You’re over the fuckin’ limit too. You okay to ride?

BEN

Yeah, I’m cool.

They both mount their bikes. Doof becomes serious.

DOOF

You given any thought to Friday?

BEN

(hesitant)

Urm... not sure, to be honest.

DOOF

We could really do with some extra bodies. You’d really be impressing the right people, shows them you mean business from the get-go.

Ben ponders. Doof is visibly eager for Ben to agree.

DOOF (CONT’D)

(tactfully)

We need you, brother.

Ben can’t suppress a smile. He is delighted.

BEN

Alright, count me in, brother.

Doof grins. His strategy worked. They hug and REV THEIR ENGINS. They tear down the road, HOWLING.

287 EXT. PET SHOP - DAY 

A sullen looking Ron exits the shop carrying a sack of chicken feed. TWO FARMERS (both 50s), are about to enter the shop when one of them recognises Ron, who opens the boot of his 4x4 which is parked directly outside.

FARMER #1

Ron Chapman!

Farmer #1 walks over to Ron and warmly offers his hand. Ron begrudging accepts.

FARMER #1

Nice to meet you! My old man used to take me to see the wrestling at Oldham Town Hall every Wednesday back in the Sixties. You were my favourite.

Ron MUMBLES a thank you. He barely makes eye contact. Quickly turns his attention to the chicken feed, which he hoists into his boot. The other farmer approaches.

FARMER #2

Oh aye, of course! The General! I used to cheer for you on TV!

Ron has had enough. He simply gets into his car and drives away. The farmers are stunned by his rudeness.

288 INT. 4X4 - TRAVELLING - CONTINUOUS

An incensed Ron drives, rocking his head back and forth.

RON

Never get a fuckin’ minute. You just wanna go out and do what you need to do and you get hassled. Every-fuckin’-time. Beauties.

Just then, he sees a GROUP OF SKATERS (early teens), ambling along the path. One of them is wearing an Austin 3:16 t-shirt. Ron pulls up adjacent to them and gets out.

289 EXT. PATH - CONTINUOUS

RON

Into y’ wrestling, lads? I noticed y’ Stone Cold Steve Austin t-shirt.

T-SHIRT WEARING TEEN

Yeah, I love me wrestling.

TEEN #2

It’s top! Degeneration X are the best.

Teen #2 then does the Degeneration X "crotch chop" which involves thrusting his hips as he brings his arms, pointed in an "X" formation, down to his crotch area. He does this crude gesture to Ron as he shouts...

TEEN #2

Suck it!

This infuriates Ron, who grabs the teen and starts stretching him in wrestling holds on the ground. Ron looks deranged as the teen SCREAMS in agony.

RON

That’s the problem with you kids today! You have no respect for your elders! We passed down traditions and this is how you end up! You don’t respect real wrestling! You want all this high-flying, over-the-top theatrics, when really it’s the old rugged style that should be on top!

A passing MAN (40s) quickly intervenes. He separates Ron from the teen and gets him to his feet.

MAN

Hey, come on. They’re just kids.

Ron glares at them. The teens hurriedly make their getaway.

RON

What happened to tradition? What happened? No respect!

The man, nonplussed, continues on his way.

RON (CONT’D)

Everything that once was... gone! Gone forever!

Ron gets in his car. Continues his tirade as he sets off.

290 INT. CAR PARK - DAY

Located behind an abandoned, dilapidated warehouse, very desolate. The biker gang have just arrived on their bikes and greet each other with hugs and a "Hello, brother". Ben is moved by the family dynamic as he receives and GREETS. A van is parked adjacent.

LEADER

Right, boys. Let’s do this right.

(throws three fingers up)

Triple R, baby!

BIKER GANG

(all raising three fingers up)

Triple R!

There is about a dozen of the gang in all. The leader and Doof get in the driver’s and passenger’s side, the rest climb into the back. The van peels away.

291 INT. DETACHED COUNCIL ESTATE HOUSE - DAY

The van pulls up outside.

292 INT. VAN - CONTINUOUS

Ben notices one of his fellow members putting a penknife in his back pocket. Ben looks like he doesn’t want to be there. The leader opens the back door.

LEADER

Just three of you. If all of us go, it’ll look suspicious. Rest of you, be ready just in case.

(points to penknife biker and another)

… So, Scott, Bazza and…

(to Ben)

… new boy. Let’s break him in.

CACKLES and "Yeahs!" from the gang. Ben politely smiles. The chosen three exit the van.

293 INT. COUNCIL ESTATE HOUSE - DAY

The leader and a DRUG DEALER, (30s), sports/chav attire, are in the process of exchanging drugs for money. The drug dealer is counting bundles of money - approx £50,000. The leader seems happy with the large amount of cocaine he has just bought.

The drug dealer’s GANG, also in chav attire, are stood behind him, eyeing up the bikers, who are abaft to their leader. Ben notices his comrade stroking his back pocket. This makes Ben even more edgy.

Out of nowhere, the sound of the FRONT DOOR BEING RAMMED OPEN can be heard. A POLICE SWAT TEAM rush in, SCREAMING ORDERS - "Freeze! Police", "Get on the ground" etc.

Most of the dealers and biker gang are pounced on before they know what has hit them. Ben and Doof, who are closest to the kitchen door, manage to scramble out of the room.

294 EXT. COUNCIL ESTATE HOUSE - REAR - CONTINUOUS 

Doof KICKS the back door open. As he and Ben burst out, they are confronted by FOUR POLICE OFFICERS. One of them tries to grab Doof, but Doof PUNCHES him in the face, knocking the officer out cold. Doof scurries to the end of the garden.

The other three officers tackle Ben to the ground.

BEN

Doof! Doof!

Doof is about to climb over the 6 foot garden fence when he turns back to see Ben in trouble. Doof is in two minds. As soon as one of the officers starts charging his way, his mind is made up - he scales the fence, leaps off and is away. The officer climbs over in pursuit.

Ben is aghast. Somehow, he manages to break free from the remaining two officers and heads for the fence.

295 EXT. STREET - MOMENTS LATER

Ben is running for his life. There is no sign of the police. He jumps over a dry stone wall and into a field.

296 EXT. FIELD - CONTINUOUS 

Ben continues his escape. Two police officers appear in the background, jumping over the dry stone wall. Ben looks back and sees them. He becomes very panicky.

BEN

Oh no.

SMASH CUT TO:

297 FLASH BACK - BEN’S VICIOUS CHILDHOOD CYCLE OF CRIME 

The younger Ben being arrested and thrown in police cells.

CUT BACK TO:

298 FIELD - PRESENT 

BEN

I can’t go back to that.

The chase continues.

299 EXT. DAMIEN’S HOUSE - DAY 

Paul pulls up outside in his car. Damien exits his house, with his mother hot on his heels.

DAMIEN’S MUM

Got them sandwiches I made for you?

DAMIEN

Yeah.

DAMIEN’S MUM

Right. Have a good time.

She coldly goes inside. Paul gets out of his car. The two men smile and share a warm, awkward handshake-hug.

PAUL

How y’ doing?

DAMIEN

Alright, yeah.

They get in the car and set off.

300 EXT. TIMMY’S HOUSE - FRONT DOOR - DAY 

Timmy is crouched down before his daughters, who are both upset. Tracey is stood behind them, stroking their hair.

TIMMY

It’s only one weekend, girls. Hey? Come on, don’t cry.

Paul pulls up across the street. Timmy stands up and throws his bag over his shoulder. He becomes tearful himself.

TIMMY (CONT’D)

Come on, give me a hug.

(shares a hug with them)

Oh, I’m gonna miss you.

Timmy gives Tracey a kiss and heads for Paul’s car. He seems surprised by his tears as he wipes them off his face. His daughters start WAILING as they hug their mother.

DAUGHTERS

Daddy, no!/ I love you, daddy!

Timmy waves good-bye as he begrudgingly gets in the car.

301 SOMEONE’S POV - FURTHER DOWN THE STREET 

Watching Paul’s car set off. Attention is then turned to Tracey and her two girls as they go inside their house. It is the POV of Ben, seated on his motorbike. His piercing eyes stay locked on the house.

302 INT. PAUL’S CAR - TRAVELLING - MOMENTS LATER 

Timmy EXCHANGES GREETINGS with Paul and Damien. Timmy then starts to sob. His two colleagues show concern.

DAMIEN

You alright, Tim?

PAUL

Gonna miss the family?

TIMMY

Yeah. Didn’t think this much.

PAUL

Need some windscreen wipers inside the car.

Timmy again wipes his eyes. The waterworks come to a halt.

DAMIEN

What y’ girls called? Lily and...

TIMMY

Penny. Turned four last month.

PAUL

Looks like fatherhood agrees with you.

TIMMY

Hell yeah. They’re both old enough now to take away for weekends. Took them camping for the first time last week and we’re going up to Scotland next weekend to a haunted hotel. We’ve really been broadening our horizons. Been great.

DAMIEN

Cool.

TIMMY

And we might be on the brink of a wrestling revival here too! Exciting times.

303 EXT. CHAPMAN BACKYARD - DAY 

Ron is leaning against the fence of the huge garden, adjacent to his chicken hut where SEVERAL HENS and a COCKEREL are eating chicken feed from their bowl.

Ron is holding a "Blood & Thunder" ticket, his seat is on Row A. He also holds a brief letter which reads: HOPE YOU CAN MAKE IT. TIM. He is torn as he turns to the cockerel. Ron stares at it for a long time, almost enviously.

RON

By, you’ve got a nice, simple life, haven’t you, mate.

He carries on gazing at it.

304 INT. EARL’S COURT - DAY 

The CREW are setting up the ring, lights, steel railings, curtain area and a metallic entrance ramp. It looks very grand and impressive, similar to their American counterparts. CAMERA OPERATORS are also setting up their equipment.

A proud Ritchie looks on with Timmy and the young wrestler Luke, who looks emotional.

TIMMY

Good idea filming the events, Ritchie.

RITCHIE

It’s pricey but video is the only way to get our product out there. Got my connection at Blockbuster, so fingers crossed.

TIMMY

Yeah, makes us look big time. Just hope we don’t lose too much money tonight.

LUKE

There’s already a line of about fifty people outside and it’s two hours from show time.

TIMMY

(noticing Luke’s state)

You alright there, Luke?

LUKE

(indicating the grandness)

It’s just… the size of everything. Finally, I’m part of a big show.

Timmy puts a friendly arm around his young colleague.

TIMMY

I know, man. It’s been a long time coming.

Another YOUNG WRESTLER urgently enters.

YOUNG WRESTLER

John can’t make it. He’s got food poisoning.

GROANS of worry and disappointment, especially from Timmy.

TIMMY

What am I gonna do for an opponent?

305 INT. CHANGING ROOM - DAY

The wrestlers are getting ready. Some we’ve met, OTHERS we haven’t including American hardcore stars RAVEN (30s), grunge-inspired wardrobe, and SANDMAN (30s), an edgy, beer guzzling deadbeat thug who wears street clothes. Paul

approaches Raven.

PAUL

(confirming)

Hey, Raven, so you’re cool to show your boss at ECW a tape of my match with Damien?

RAVEN

Yeah, no problem, bud.

PAUL

Cheers, mate. Brilliant. I’m gonna wrestle like I’ve never wrestled before now. Have a good match.

Paul joins Damien, who is stood applying his Damien Demonic make-up in the mirror on the wall. He looks overjoyed. Sat beside them both are Timmy and Ritchie, both ruminating.

TIMMY

I know! Paul, Damien, what if I’m part of your match?

PAUL

In what way?

TIMMY

Like a three-way match.

Paul and Damien seem receptive.

PAUL

Y’ know, we’ve actually never wrestled each other, have we?

(off Timmy’s head shake)

It would be an honour to have you in my final match, Tim.

DAMIEN

We could call it "Three Way Warfare".

Paul, Timmy and Ritchie VOICE their liking of the idea to Damien’s delight.

306 OTHER END OF BENCH

A few young wrestlers and FC Pain have overheard the conversation. They don’t look thrilled.

FC PAIN

(shaking head; re: Timmy)

He’s owned a company for two minutes and he’s already putting himself in the main event.

YOUNG WRESTLER

Just a little rich kid. Got to where he is ’cause of his dad.

YOUNG WRESTLER #2

They’re all mates, aren’t they? They’ll hog the main events, I bet you.

FC PAIN

Fuckin’ politics, mate. It’s what it all boils down to.

307 INT. EARL’S COURT - EVENING

It’s about half full. The top tiers are empty, yet the ground floor is packed. The CROWD is mainly made up of 16-34 year-old drunken, eager males. About three hundred in all. Ben, looking unhinged, takes his seat, which is about ten rows from the front.

The lights dim to BOISTEROUS CHEERS.

There is a huge television screen above the curtain area/entrance ramp. A very exciting, fast-paced "Blood & Thunder" intro segment begins, which includes clips of hardcore moves set against a NU-METAL SOUNDTRACK.

This is followed by an impressive fireworks, smoke and lighting display.

The crowd ROAR as the arena stays dark.

Then, out of nowhere, SOMEONE flies through the air, probably on a zip chord, and lands in the ring. EERIE MUSIC begins to play and smoke bellows into the ring.

CLOSE-UP on Damien, in his full Damien Demonic attire, smirking in excitement. Eventually, the lights come on, to reveal him stood in the centre of the ring.

DAMIEN

(on microphone; long pause)

Tonight... there’s gonna be... a lot of... Blood!... And Thunder!

CHEERS as the lights dim again and Damien flies backstage.

308 MONTAGE: THE NIGHT’S HARDCORE MATCHES

Matches involving FC Pain, Raven, Sandman, and the young wrestlers. Bloody, gruesome, violent, passionate. The crowd CHANT "Holy shit!" when they witness a particularly shocking move e.g. a wrestler back flipping off a steel ladder onto his opponent, who is lying across a table of barb wire.

Ritchie and Timmy look on from backstage, pleased by what they are witnessing.

309 RING - LATER 

Ritchie is on the microphone...

RITCHIE

It’s now time for the main event! A proper tasty bit of rumble and tumble! It is to decide the first ever Blood & Thunder Hardcore Heavyweight Champion! In a match entitled "Three Way Warfare!"

Crowd ROARS.

Pretty Paul Corbley enters first to BOOS and "You Fat Bastard" CHANTS. Paul maintains his usual cocky demeanour throughout, blowing kisses, thrusting his hips etc. He has a religious cross on the back of his tights.

Timmy enters next as "Mr. Hardcore", carrying a cricket bat. He points it at Paul warningly. The crowd CHEER him.

The lights then dim as Damien again flies to the ring. The lights fade up.

DAMIEN

(on microphone)

This is supposed to be warfare for all the bloodthirsty, deranged, psychotic souls we call our fans! So let’s give them what they want!

The lights dim again for a lengthy period. Eventually they fade up to reveal a large assortment of foreign objects like trash cans, barb wire, skips, steel chairs and ladders etc, in and around the ring. The crowd CHEERS uproariously.

310 MONTAGE: THREE-WAY WARFARE MATCH 

The three grapplers give it their all, really punishing their bodies as they’re flipped and tossed into skips and through tables, pummelled with trash can lids, throttled with barb wire. Paul makes Damien look great - begging for mercy at his feet etc.

311 LATER

All three are an enervated, bloody and battered mess. Timmy gets the pin fall on Damien and the crowd goes nuts as the referee hands him the heavyweight belt.

Timmy is in ecstasy as he ascends the top rope and holds his title aloft. He notices the empty seat on the first row, which was reserved for his father. This sours his joy a tad.

312 BEN 

Rises from his chair and slowly approaches the steel railing. He climbs over and enters the ring.

SLOW-MOTION: Ben begins a lunge at Timmy, who is startled. Ben reaches in his back pocket as he grips Timmy with his free hand and pushes him into the corner. Speed up to...

REGULAR-MOTION: Ben pulls out the photo of him and the Chapman family taken on Louise’s Polaroid camera. He aggressively shoves it in Timmy’s face.

BEN

You ruined everything for me!

Paul and Damien grab Ben and hold him back.

The crowd seem absorbed. Having seen the scuffle and Ben’s biker attire, they assume it is part of the storyline and CHEER Ben, CHANTING "Kick his ass, kick his ass...".

Ben manages to get into Timmy’s face again.

BEN

Love me.

Damien and Paul drag Ben out of the ring. Timmy watches on as a few other wrestlers help escort Ben backstage.

313 INT. BACKSTAGE - QUIET CORNER - LATER

Timmy and Ben are in a heated conversation.

314 MAIN AREA

Paul, stood with Damien, hands Raven a VHS.

RAVEN

The was fuckin’ awesome, guys.

PAUL/DAMIEN

Thanks/Cheers, Raven.

PAUL

(re: Damien)

You make sure the right people see that tape ’cause this is gonna be the next big star in America.

Damien is surprised and flattered. Raven agrees...

RAVEN

Oh, you got talent, kid. Your whole vibe and gimmick is perfect too. I’m sure you’ll be getting a call from us soon, bro.

DAMIEN

Wow, th-thanks, Raven.

Raven heads for the dressing room. Damien turns to Paul, overwhelmed and lost for words.

DAMIEN

Paul, I...

Paul smiles and the two men hug.

PAUL

You show them Yanks how we do it.

315 INT. BACKSTAGE - QUIET CORNER - LATER 

Ben and Timmy are conversing. Ben looks distant and upset yet seems to have mollified.

TIMMY

I’ll always be your friend. People just drift apart. It happens.

Ritchie approaches.

RITCHIE

Is everything OK, geezers?

BEN

Yeah... it’s over.

RITCHIE

Did you notice that you’ve both inadvertently set up an intriguing storyline? The crowd went bonkers when Ben rushed into the ring. They thought it was all an act!

TIMMY

It has been set up nicely.

(wanting reassurance)

So, are we cool then, Ben?

BEN

(pause)

Yeah.

TIMMY

Then I’m all for you coming on board and wrestling me next month.

Timmy offers his hand. Ben takes a second and shakes it. He then watches Timmy turn his attention back to Ritchie.

RITCHIE

(excited)

Oh! Looks like we’re gonna break even tonight.

TIMMY

Aw, that’s better than we could’ve hoped for!

RITCHIE

The crowd went home thoroughly entertained and wanting more. We’re onto a winner here.

The two men head for the dressing room, forgetting Ben is even there. This hurts Ben but he decides to remain placid before following them into the...

316 DRESSING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The wrestlers are sipping champagne and celebrating.

RITCHIE

Fuckin’ excellent job, lads. Tonight was a night a lot of you have been waiting for, been working for. For too long, UK wrestling has been struggling, whilst being looked down on and ridiculed. But tonight, we are officially back on the map and each and every one of you deserves this moment!

Everyone VOICES their agreement. Timmy holds his glass up.

TIMMY

So, to the future! And to British wrestling! We’ll always be here in some form or another and won’t go down without a grapple!

The wrestlers AGREE and CLINK glasses.

317 INT. EARL’S COURT - NIGHT

Paul, Timmy, Ben and Damien are sat in the ring. Most of the fans have gone except a few females who are chatting to some of the younger wrestlers in the far corner. One of them looks at Paul and seems interested. Paul looks tempted but decides against it, just politely smiles and turns away.

TIMMY

So, that’s definitely it for you then, Paul?

PAUL

It is. Tonight was amazing, soaking up them boos one last time. But I’ve moved on. It’ll always be a part of me though.

Everyone accepts this and are happy for him.

DAMIEN

Think this is a new era for British wrestling then, Timmy?

Unsure yet optimistic, Timmy shrugs.

TIMMY

Who knows? Seems very promising. I suppose all we can do now is what we always do - …

318 INT. PAUL’S HOUSE - NEXT DAY

Paul being greeted with a kiss by Michelle at their front door before they both go inside.

TIMMY (CONT’D) (V.O.)

... go home.

319 INT. TIMMY’S FRONT HALL - DAY

Hugging his daughters as he hangs his wrestling boots up in the cupboard below the stairs.

TIMMY (CONT’D) (V.O.)

..., hang up our boots...

320 INT. BEN’S NEW FLAT - DAY

Again, bare with just essentials. Ben tosses his biker jacket in the bin.

321 MOMENTS LATER

He is sat down on his sofa. On the table is a newspaper, opened up on the lonely hearts page. Ben is in the midst of writing a column for himself on a pad. It reads: MALE, LATE 20S, SEEKS KINDRED SPIRIT FOR A SERIOUS RELATIONSHIP. MARRIAGE AND A FAMILY ARE MY MAIN GOALS IN LIFE.

322 INT. HAUNTED HOTEL - NIGHT

Timmy and his family running down one of the spooky corridors, scared yet having a lot of fun.

TIMMY (CONT’D) (V.O.)

,... live life,...

323 EXT. CHAPMAN HOUSE - BACK GARDEN - DAY

Ron again staring at his chickens.

Barbara walks out with a suitcase and puts it in her car where several others have been crammed into the boot and on the backseat. She gives her husband one last hateful/pitying look before getting in the car. Louise, feeling the same as her mum, is sat in the passenger’s seat. They drive away.

Ron stays focused on the cockerel, his large, beautiful house behind him.

324 INT. MANCHESTER AIRPORT - NEW YORK FLIGHT TERMINAL - DAY 

A nervous Damien stands up, ready to board. His parents are with him. He smiles and hugs his mother, which takes her aback. She manages a pat on his shoulder. Damien waves, turns to the boarding tunnel, inhales and starts for it.

TIMMY (CONT’D) (V.O.)

... and wait for that next match. That’s what wrestlers do.

325 INT. EARL’S COURT - PRESENT

Ritchie and the rest of the wrestlers suddenly appear and noisily climb into the ring.

RITCHIE

I want a photo to remember this night.

The wrestlers pose for a picture. One of the camera crew takes it. As the camera flashes...

SMASH CUT TO/FADE TO:

326 LATER

The ring and arena are completely empty. A plaintive air seems to have filled the building.

FADE TO BLACK

END.


