CROFTON
| NT. BEDROOM - MORNI NG

An old man, CROFTON (80) sits on his bed, facing out towards
the bright |ight seeping through the curtains. A slow breeze.
The rest of the roomis shadow. A blank expression on his
face turns sour.

The roomis full of Crofton's history: pictures of him and
his famly. An old photo of two young nen outside a nenswear
store called "I XL". A pin-board with various leaflets and a
Chi nese restaurant nmenu. A scrap of paper with phone nunbers
of people: Anne, MIlie, taxi conpany.

He | ooks to the clock to his right. 9:32am

Crofton sighs and rises fromthe nmessy bed. He starts to tidy
the bed but is startled by the phone ringing. Crofton stares
at the ringing phone for a nonent before continuing to tidy.

The ringing stops and the answering machi ne starts. A wonan,
ANNE (55), can be heard.

ANNE
Happy birthday Daddy! You nust be in
the shower so I'Il just |eave you a

gui ck message. (Pause) W have a
little surprise for you so if you
could wait in the | obby at 11 there
will be someone to collect you.

We can hear children shouting and running around fromthe
phone. Anne shushes them Crofton approaches the dresser and
takes out pants, trousers and a shirt before getting dressed.

ANNE
Also |'ve spoken to the people at the
home and they' ve said you spend a | ot
of time in your room (Pause) By
yourself. | don't nean to pry but it,
well... it just worries ne a little.

After getting his shirt on, he opens the wardrobe to take out
a suit jacket and tie. He starts to put them on.

ANNE
| know... | know it can be difficult,
especially now. (Pause) And it
certainly doesn't get any easier but
per haps we can hel p? (Pause) W could



get you out of that home nore? Just an
i dea.

He tightens the tie and neatly fol ds a handkerchief fromthe
table, putting it in his suit pocket. Crofton goes close to
the mrror and takes a conb, straightening the |ast few grey
hairs on his head. He picks up a wal king stick fromby the
door and | eaves the room taking his keys off the table with
him W can still hear Anne tal king as the door shuts.

I NT. RETI REMENT HOVE HALLWAY - DAY

W see Crofton cone out of his room Anne's voice is nmuffled.
He funbles to lock the door and drops the keys. He steadies
himself with his stick to pick themup. An old woman M LLIE
(70), comes out of the roomnext to his and wal ks towards
hi m
M LLIE
Let ne.

MIlie bends down to pick the keys up and hands themto him
Crofton squints, trying to figure out who she is. She | ooks
at the keys in his hands.

M LLIE
You've finally cone out of your room
CROFTON
Wi ch one are you?
MI1lie |ooks up but ignores the question.
M LLIE

No point spending all this tinme by
yoursel f. You should pop by for sone
tea. (Pause) | am your nei ghbour.

Crofton is still trying to work out who she is. She sighs as
she hel ps Crofton | ock his door by taking his hand towards

t he handl e and pushing in the key. He is startled by her hand
touching his. He | ooks at her as they lock it.

M LLI E
You know me.

Crofton still |ooks confused. She hands the key back and
| ooks at him deeply, as if she is searching too. After a
nmoment, she sighs knowi ng he doesn't recogni se her.



M LLIE
Crofton, its nme. (Pause) Mllie.

CROFTON
MIlie? Oh, yes | knew that.

She | aughs and wal ks past him

M LLIE
O course you did. Have a |l ovely
bi rt hday!

She continues down the hallway. He watches her go.

| NT. LOBBY - DAY

A warm |ate norning glow cones through the wi ndows on either
side of the small room W can hear the scribbles of a pen
fromthe receptionist and the delicate flow of a tacky water
fountain. A slight rush fromcars outside and birds chirping.
Crofton is slunped in the chair, a despairing | ook on his
face. H's eyelids are low, eyes lazily wondering off. The
eyel i ds shut.

SLOW FADE QUT.

FADE | N.

| NT. Day. Lobby.

A dark, dull blue covers the small room The receptionist has
gone. The water fountain has stopped. The roomis lifeless.
Crofton | ooks at the clock: the hand creeps towards llam

He rises to stand facing the heavy door. A bright |ight
slowy seeps through the bottom A pause. He | ooks to the

cl ock again and back at the door. Another pause. Just as he
turns his head to the clock again the doors burst open. The
shadows run and hide. Crofton puts his hand up to shield his
eyes fromthe light. He adjusts, and slowy puts his hand
down again to see a black silhouette floating towards him As
it gets closer, it appears to bounce ever so slightly. The
bounce turns into footsteps and soon the shadow is a figure:
A person dressed in a black suit and black hat. They wal k
straight towards Crofton. The person, a CHAUFFEUR (30) | ooks
down at Crofton



CHAUFFEUR
Are you M. Keating?

A |l ong pause. Crofton hesitates before answering.

CROFTON

CHAUFFEUR
You're to cone with nme now sir.

The Chauffeur holds out a thin, wiry hand for Crofton to
grasp. We can see their face now. A sharp bone structure.
Brown, al nost black eyes. Intimdating yet charm ng. Youthful
but calm Crofton holds his walking stick with a firmgrip as
t he Chauffeur takes his arm guiding himtowards the heavy
doors. They enter the |ight.

On the other side is a |inousine surrounded by gol den
sunshi ne and greenery. Crofton's wal king stick falls, his
nmout h open, eyes w de. The Chauffeur wal ks ahead to open the
door. Crofton | ooks down at his hands: no winkles or scars.
He feels the soft skin on his cheeks and the wavy hair on his
head. Crofton is now his younger self.

CHAUFFEUR
Do get in.

EXT/I NT. CAR - DAY

Crofton feels the soft |eather of the seat. He | ooks in the
wi ndow for his reflection but cannot quite see. The Chauffeur
starts the engine. Crofton turns to the front.

CROFTON
Where are you taking nme?

CHAUFFEUR
I"'mafraid |'"'mnot at liberty to say.

A |l ong pause. The car creeps out of the retirenent village.
As it turns a corner the sunlight beans straight through the
car. Crofton covers his eyes again.

CROFTON
The light. It burns.

CHAUFFEUR
Cl ose your eyes. This wll help.



Crofton does as the Chauffeur says. W can hear the slightest
hum The Chauffeur's voice boons around us.

CHAUFFEUR
You can open them now, Ssir.

Crofton opens his eyes. The car is still noving, but we can
no | onger see the Chauffeur. There is a black screen where

t hey once were. A logo of angel wings with a conmpany nane:
Fat her & Son's. A pause. Qutside we can see green hills turn
i nto cardboard/ wooden cartoon hills. Crofton continues to

| ook forward.

CROFTON
Is it nice?

CHAUFFEUR
s what nice, sir?

Crofton | ooks around, searching for the voice.

CROFTON
Where we're going. Is it nice there?

The Chauffeur smrks. W can see that the black screen is see-
through on their side. They press a button to speak.

CHAUFFEUR
|"mquite sure you'll like it.

A sm| e appears on Crofton's face. The car | eaves the village
and starts to go down a hill, towards the town.

Crofton | ooks out the wi ndow and perks up at the sight of
sonet hi ng outside. The Chauffeur renoves their hat, takes a
mnt out of a tin and throws it in their nouth.

CROFTON
Oh, that's ny old house! (Pause) It
| ooks so dark.

The car stops at the lights, just outside the old, neglected
cartoon house. The house floats up and down along with the
ot her houses on the street. Crofton turns to the front as if
they are about to say sonething. He stops hinmself and | ooks
back. The lights change and Crofton | ooks at the building as
they drive on.

They continue to drive down the hill and into the centre of
the town. Everything is in a cartoonish-puppet show style.
They drive past shops, one called "I XL". Crofton sits up and



taps on the w ndow.

CROFTON
My work! That's ny ol d work.
A pause. Still nothing fromthe Chauffeur.
CROFTON

| need to go in.

CHAUFFEUR
Sir | can't let you do that.

CROFTON
No | just want to see if-

CHAUFFEUR
No sir. (Pause) You don't.

The softness of the Chauffeur's voice draws Crofton's
attention. Crofton has his hand on the door handl e. He hol ds
it tightly, shaking. He | ooks to the front of the car.

CROFTON
| don't?

CHAUFFEUR
It's behind us now (Pause) Let it go.

Crofton lets go of the handle. The car's wheels start again.
He sits back and smles. The smle then turns into a chuckl e.

CROFTON
Is that it then?
CHAUFFEUR
| don't think | follow, Sir.
CROFTON
Ch you don't have to play pretend any
more, sir. | know where we're going.
(Pause) I'mnot there yet though, am
| ?
CHAUFFEUR
We've still got a little way to go.
CROFTON
| could do anything | |ike then,

couldn't 17?



CHAUFFEUR
O course sir. It is your birthday
after all.

CROFTON
| could do anything! | could go-

He spots sonething el se outside. He shouts and bangs at the
Wi ndow.

CROFTON
Ronni e! Ronnie! It's ny friend out
there. My old work buddy. Ronni e!

CHAUFFEUR
He can't hear you, Sir.

Crofton | ooks out longingly towards the cartoon man as they
drive away fromhis friend.

CROFTON
RONNIE! | need to see hin

He opens the door as the car noves.

CHAUFFEUR
M. Keati ng!

EXT. FISH AND CH P SHOP - DAY

The linpo breaks. Crofton gets out. Cars beeping, seagulls
screeching. He stunbles over to RONNI E (90).

CROFTON
RONNIE! It's ne, Crofton.

Ronni e smles but then seens concerned, upset al nost.

CROFTON
... You know me.

Ronnie's lips trenble, as if he knows but doesn't have the
strength to say the nane.

A YOUNG MAN (20) cones from behind Ronnie to take him

YOUNG MAN
Cone on Pop, we have to go.



CROFTON
We wor ked t ogether! Ronnie.

YOUNG MAN
W need to go.

Ronni e can barely |l ook at Crofton but manages to speak.

RONNI E
Goodbye.

They turn and wal k away. Crofton is paral ysed. The Chauffeur
runs up to himwith a stern | ook on their face.

CHAUFFEUR
M. Keating! | insist you cone back to
t he car now

Crofton's mouth is slightly ajar. Eyes w de. The Chauffeur
lightly edges himtowards the car. Crofton stunbles back to
the lino and clinbs inside. The Chauffeur gets in the front.

| NT. CAR - DAY
Only the engi ne nakes noise. Crofton stares at the screen.

CROFTON
| don't understand. (Pause) | was
there wasn't 1? | was standing right
in front of himand he didn't see ne.

A | ong pause.
CROFTON
He | ooked right through ne. (Pause) Is
this howit works then?

Anot her pause. Crofton tenses up.

CROFTON
That's it. Wthout a nonent's notice
' mtaken away frommy honme! | don't

even get to say goodbye.

CHAUFFEUR
Say goodbye to who?

CROFTON
Ronni e!



CHAUFFEUR
You'll see himagain, won't you?

Pause. Crofton's eyes light up. A grin appears.

CROFTON
Yes. (Pause) Yes you're right. | wll.
Haha yes! O course | will. Oh I'm

sure Ronnie isn't far behind if thats
the state of hinl Besides, he's ol der
t han ne.

CHAUFFEUR
O course sir. Not far to go now.

Crofton | ooks out of the wi ndow at the cartoon seaside. They
continue to drive. Crofton remains content.

Eventual ly, the car begins to slow down. Crofton's smle
fades. He holds his breath, preparing for what is to cone.
The wheels cone to a halt.

CHAUFFEUR
W have arrived.

Crofton | ooks at the angel wi ngs on the black screen. W hear
t he Chauffeur get out. He opens the door for Crofton.

Crofton shuffles to the seat by the door and takes a deep
breath. He | ooks at the angel w ngs, pauses, and gets out of
t he car.

EXT. QUTSIDE OF CAR - DAY

A bright light floods his eyes. H s ears ringing. After a
nmonment his eyes adjust. He | ooks up and can nmake out the word
"Paradi se Garden” witten in gold letters on a red board. He
realises it's a Chinese restaurant and his eyes cast
downwards to see a m ddl e aged woman snoking a cigarette and
man smling at him H's famly. A pause. Crofton is old
agai n.

CROFTON
Oh for fuck's sake!

He turns around, opens the car door and clinbs in, feebly
cl osing the door behind him



10.

I NT. CAR - DAY

He sits, slunped, on the far side of the car, |ooking out of
t he wi ndow. The m serable frown has returned.

After a mnute, there is a knock on the door. Crofton doesn't
respond. The door opens. Anne peaks her head in, still
snoking a cigarette. Crofton winces at the snell

ANNE
Did we do sonething wong daddy?

Crofton continues to gaze out of the w ndow. Anne stubs out
the cigarette and gets in, waving the snoke away.

ANNE
Everyone's inside waiting for you.
(Pause) They've all cone for your
bi rt hday.

Crofton still |ooks away. Anne sighs.

ANNE
Can you come in and show your face?
Sonme of them have driven a |ong way to
see you.

Anot her pause. Anne begins to get nore frustrated.

ANNE
The | east you could do is say hello.

Crofton's eyebrows raise. He turns his head to Anne.

CROFTON
(Pause) 1"l cone in.

ANNE
Thank you. They'll| be-

CROFTON
To say goodbye.

Anne gives hima | ook. A long pause. Just as she thinks of
sonething to say, the black visor at the front of the lino
slowy slides down. The Chauffeur shows their face.

CHAUFFEUR
(To Anne) If | mght interject, 1'd



11.

get what you can at this point.

Anne | ooks between the two of them fl abbergasted, then back
at Crofton. Deep into his pale eyes. Eventually the slightest
sm |l e appears on her face.

ANNE
kay. (Pause) W can start with
goodbye.

Anne opens the door and gets out. She turns and hol ds her
hand out for Crofton. Pause.

A young man's hand takes it.

END.



