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INT. A DARK ROOM. 

Close up of a phone, the phone lights up to a picture of a family. Mum, Dad and Daughter all smiling brightly. A silent alarm is buzzing. As the phone buzzes the camera pulls back to show a dark, messy room with empty food containers, plates and coffee cups. Piles of dirty laundry cover most surfaces as the sole occupant of the bed starts to stir. It is worth noting the other side of the bed is tightly made, and the bedside table next to it empty and the entire scene is undisturbed. 

JIM
Alright, alright. I’m up. Fuck sake.

JIM’s arm sleepily reaches out and lands on the phone. The buzzing stops and slowly JIM pulls himself out of bed into a sitting position. He grabs the phone and sits staring at it till it goes dark. Pushes the button and continues staring at the light. 

CUT TO: KITCHEN/LIVING AREA MORNING. NOT LONG AFTER.
A Coffee Machine sputters into life as the clock hits 07:30 and starts to fill. Still naked JIM stumbles sleepily into the room and half-conscious approaches the coffee machine reaching for it impatiently and recoiling each time it sputters more coffee into the pot. Eventually he sighs and pulls it out filling his mug and quickly returning it to the still sputtering pot, his patience running short. He walks over to another cupboard, opens it and reaches inside. Moving things aside he pulls out a small half bottle of whisky, opens it and pours a small measure into his coffee. He takes a sip and nods to himself appreciatively. 

EXT: CITY STREET. BUS STOP OUTSIDE A FLAT. LATER MORNING.
Three teenagers are gathered round a phone which is playing loudly in the background, JIM dressed smartly with a shirt and tie walks up to the bus stop and stands next to a slightly older woman who smiles at him. JIM nods in recognition. 

MAUREEN
Morning Jim, looking smart! how are ye today?

JIM
Aye Maureen, getting by, be better without that racket though.

MAUREEN
och they’re no harm to anyone, your Jessica will be about that age now though eh?

JIM
Aye, about that.
MAUREEN

How are her and Jean getting on, have you heard from them lately? 

JIM

Jessica messaged me the other day. It’s mostly about school and boys though, enough to age me five years for every text. She loves living there. Jean too, I’m happy for them. 

MAUREEN
Aww, that’s lovely Jim, you’re a good lad. You getting the bus? 
JIM 
Naw hen, I’m waiting for wee Paul, he’s picking me up. Job interview.

A Large expensive looking car pulls up as they are talking.
JIM
Speak of the devil eh.
PAUL Winds down the window.
PAUL
Morning Jim! Hey Mo, how’s the family? 

PAUL sitting behind the driver’s seat is in an expensive suit, his wrist is adorned with a huge expensive looking watch and he’s grinning widely at them through the now opened passenger side window.
 
MUAREEN
Oh Hi Paulie, you look nice is that a new car?
 
PAUL
 
Work thing hen, it’s not really even mine. 

MAUREEN
It’s so good to see ye back on your feet son, things looked pretty bleak there for a while but ye’ve come through eh and back on the up? 


PAUL
 
Well, I had a lot of help Mo.
 
PAUL looks at JIM and smiles warmly.

PAUL (CONT)
 
Can we drop you somewhere Mo? Hop in Jim.
 
MAUREEN
Oh no son, I’ve got my routine, I’m on and off that number 3 bus all day, you’ll just mess with my schedule if you take me up the road! 

PAUL laughs and waves her off, nodding to JIM as he steps into the passenger seat and buckles his belt and we see the car pull out as MAUREEN steps over to another woman at the bus stop and starts chatting away.
 

INT PAUL’S CAR: MOMENTS LATER
 

PAUL
What do you think of the car Jim eh? New car, fancy new watch, I finally feel like I’ve got my feet back under me mate. I’m taking on the world!
 
JIM
 Aye mate, it’s a good one, it’s everything you said it was on the phone the other day. So, talk to me Paul; how are you doing really?
PAUL
Honestly mate, I’m on the up, I know things were pretty ropey for a while but I got that new job and this car which is pretty sweet and Eilidh even called and let me speak to the kids the other day, mate I feel like I’ve turned a corner. It still feels weird to not have them there every morning.

JIM
Mate, that’s normal I slept on one half of the bed for over a year after Jean left. I still struggle sometimes when things are rough.


PAUL
 Finally, I feel like I can see where I went wrong and what needed to change. Not just the drinking mate but everything else, my behaviours, my decisions and ye know. All of it. Fresh start. 
JIM
That’s good mate, I mean don’t get suckered into thinking suddenly everything is right with the world, you’ve still got a long journey and there’ll be you know, traps and low moments and the like but you really do look like you’ve come a long way.


PAUL looks slightly uncomfortable like he doesn’t want to think about the negative, he looks about for a distraction outside the car and nods at the McDonalds over the road.

PAUL
Coffee? I need a piss anyway.

JIM
Aye mate, coffee is just what this morning needs. Cheers. 

JIM rubs his hands together and blows, they are a little shaky but he passes it off as being cold. He glances from his hands to PAUL and back PAUL however is lost in thought and distracted with the turmoil in his own head and doesn’t notice as he pulls the car into the drive through, orders the coffee and then pulls through to the window where he picks up the coffees and hands them to JIM.





PAUL

Back in a sec mate, I’m pure burstin here. 

PAUL parks the car in the car park and quickly jumps out of the car leaving JIM alone. JIM puts the two coffees in the drinks holders and stares at his cup. His hand reaches automatically into his inside jacket pocket and he pulls it away again. He closes his eyes, takes a deep breath and then surreptitiously looks around before reaching again into his pocket pulling out a non-descript bottle. He opens the lid of his coffee and quickly pours a small but significant shot of whisky into the cup, screws up and hides the bottle and then shakily refastens the lid on the coffee cup. He sighs deeply, torn in the conflict of relief at having gotten away with it and disappointment at having given in to it. 

JIM (to himself)
Right, Jim. Last one today. 
JIM looks around and sees PAUL emerge from the building JIM makes a face and taps his watch grinning. PAUL shrugs exaggeratedly and laughs mildly. PAUL re-enters the car and they both take a drink of their coffee. 

PAUL
Right mate. Let’s get you to this interview, I’ve a good feeling about this Jim. After all, it’s the least I can do after everything you’ve done for me mate. If I can like, repay you even in a wee way I’d be over the moon.







JIM
Ach, ye owe me nothing pal, you did all the hard work. All I really did was be there to watch and have your back. Remember too though Paul the work isn’t over just because life is good. It’s an ongoing thing. You’ll never be ‘fine’ like someone’s waved a magic wand on ye mate. 
PAUL
Aye, aye. I know mate, really I do. I’m just you know, things were dark for so long and now I’m getting to spend a wee bit of time in the sunshine and I want to enjoy it. 

JIM
Of course you do mate, I understand. I just don’t want to you to be bowled over when the darkness comes back because that’s when it’s hard, those are the times you need to be strong. 


The two keep talking as the camera zooms in on the two coffee cups sitting in the cup holders as they speak. Camera lingers on the cups before fading to black. 

A BUS STOP IN THE CITY. JIM STEPS OFF A BUS HE HAS REMOVED THE TIE AND UNFASTEND THE TOP BUTTON OF HIS SHIRT. - AFTERNOON

We follow JIM as he walks down a busy street, he drops change into a homeless persons cup and further down the street smiles at a mother and child as they walk by. He stops to speak to a charity worker and exchanges pleasantries with them. He seems quite upbeat and is spreading joy and cheer as he goes, it is almost like an advert for the city with JIM having pleasant interactions as he moves through the streets. He finally stops at a coffee shop, checks his watch for the time and then pulls his phone out. He checks his messages, he has one from JEAN. -JIM. HOPE YOUR JOB INTERVIEW WENT WELL THIS MORNING. JESSICA AND I ARE BOTH PRAYING FOR YOU. MAYBE IF YOU GET THIS JOB WE CAN DISCUSS JESS COMING TO VISIT. LOVE JEAN.-

He smiles at the message and looks up at the coffee shop, he glances back at his phone and an inscrutable look of doubt, guilt and maybe struggle crosses his face. He seems to wrestle with himself internally before finally pocketing the phone and entering the shop. 

COFFEE SHOP – MOMENTS LATER

JIM enters the shop and looks around, he queues at the counter and waits while the server has a brief chat with an attractive younger girl with brightly coloured hair. She takes a large coffee cup, thanks the vendor and glances briefly at JIM who smiles at her. She rolls her eyes a little and leaves. 

KAT
Hey Jim! How you doin big man? Havin a happy Monday eh? Usual? How’s things at the centre? 
JIM
Kat, going pretty good actually. aye centre is good, or it was when I was down at the weekend. Hopefully it’ll no have burned down in the meantime eh. Gimme a large one eh? 

KAT
Course Jim Course, maybe a wee shot of Caramel in there? I’ll no tell anyone you like sweet stuff in your coffee, I know you’re a gruff one eh!

JIM and KAT laugh and KAT makes the coffee while JIM gets out his wallet and plucks out a couple of notes. Laying £5 on the counter. JIM is clearly disappointed in himself but pleased with how he did in his interview, his conflict should be subtle but the dichotomy played out in his moment of reflective silence.

KAT
There we go big man! Triple chocolate, extra chocolate milk and cream with marshmallows aye? 

JIM 
That’s it, can I no get a swizzler stick in it tae? 

Both KAT and JIM laugh and KAT hands over the large recyclable cup. 

KAT
Large black coffee, side of amateur comedy!

JIM
See ye next time pal.


JIM takes the coffee and wanders over to the station with the stirrers and sugar. He quickly, guiltily glances around to make sure no one is looking and then pops out the bottle and tops it up. Returning the bottle quickly to his jacket he takes a stirrer and stirs his coffee and replaces the lid. As he turns to leave the shop, he waves to KAT Cas he passes. He stops at the door takes a deep drink of the coffee and sighs. 

CITY STREET. NEAR A CHURCH OR POSSIBLY THE ART SCHOOL. - AFTERNOON
JIM Walks by he’s eating a packet of crisps and half paying attention to his phone and has headphones in. He approaches a bin and throws the empty packet in, he clears a few things out of his pocket too. Some paper, a tissue and the bottle from his inside coat pocket. AGGIE sees him and shouts him over, she’s agitated, noisy and a bit aggressive. She’s clearly in a bad way and might even be drunk or high. 

AGGIE
Jim! Jim! C’mon man, gies a break pal!
JIM Notices AGGIE and takes the earphones out. He smiles weakly at her and walks over.

JIM
Agg, how you doing love.

AGGIE
Ah’m fine, ah’m fine! Sake Jim don’t look et me like that!

JIM
Fucking hell AGGIE, it’s fucking three o’clock in the afternoon. What are you doing love?

AGGIE
They took ma wee dug Jim, I know it’s no nuthin tae maist people but that we fucking shite wis aw a hud. Skittery arsed wee bastart. Jim, let me come back pal, I need the group mate. I need it I’m droonin in a fuckin puddle here mate. Please, d’ye want me tae fuckin beg!
JIM
Aggie, love. I’d love to have you back but there’s just no way I could have you in there in this state hen. Ye need to pull it back a bit, fucking step away fae the ledge fur fuck sake!

AGGIE
Step away fae the fuckin ledge? STEP AWAY FAE THE FUCKIN LEDGE?! Ma whole fuckin life is a ledge, they just keep shovellin shite at ye fae the time yer auld enough tae know whits goin oan. They start loadin up yer school bag wi fuckin rocks before yer even bleedin. Yer too skinny, too fat, too loud, too fuckin quiet. Yer never gonnae amount tae anythin. Fuckin Raji, ned, chav, loser, junkie, fuckin hoor. They slap ye wi labels afore ye’ve even figured oot how ye like to wear yer ain fuckin hair!

JIM
Aggie, this isnae aboot the dug. What’s goin on? 

AGGIE starts to cry, she’s shaking with frustrated sorrowful rage. 



AGGIE
What’s goin oan? Whits the matter wi me? How um a fuckin feelin? Ah’m sick o’ cunts asking me questions is how. Ah've nae money, nae job an nae way oot aw the while cunts are tellin me tae get a job an get ma life the gither. Fuckin how um a meant tae dae that while the whole fuckin world is shitin oan me, spittin oan me an fillin ma fuckin school bag wi fuckin rocks. 

Then a look at ma wean an I see them daein the same fuckin thing tae her! Fuck even ah dae it tae her. I telt her the other night she was a wee slag. I was fuckin oan it but I heard ma ma’s voice come oot of ma mooth. Ah nearly fuckin hit her Jim, fuckin Chantelle, ah nearly smacked her an a just stood there, starin at ma fuckin hawn like it wisnae attached tae ma arm.

 How the fuck did this become ma life? Every cunt talks aboot choice an aboot changin yer life and findin a way oot and it’s aw pish. When they talk aboot that, aboot fuckin getting the ‘right attidute’ they don’t fuckin mean folk like me. Folk like me ur the wans cunts step oan on their way back up the fuckin ladder. While me an mine sit covered in shite with a schoolbag full of fuckin rocks. Staun back fae the ledge Jimmy? I’ve no hud a fuckin ledge beneath me in fuckin years. Ah’d need tae look up tae see yer fuckin ledge. There’s nuthin beneath me but a fuckin ocean of shite and countin the days tae either ah fuckin gie up and top masael or some fuckin punter does it fur me. There’s nae help oot there fur me Jimmy, nae light at the end of the tunnel, just mair shite and a bag o’ fuckin rocks. 
JIM stands in silence, stunned and overwhelmed. Both are very emotional as AGGIE sobs. JIM slowly awkwardly reaches out and embraces her. AGGIE sags into his embrace and weeps exhaustedly as the camera slowly pulls away. 





COMMUNITY CENTRE – EVENING
JIM walks into the community centre and up to the front desk. A girl smiles up at him and waves as he approaches. 

KIRSTY
Hi Jim! How’s your day been? Tam’s opened the hall already and a couple of folk are already in. You okay? You look a bit tired. 

JIM
I would tell ye Kirsty but ye wouldnae believe me hen. 

KIRSTY
Aye I know what you mean. Have a good one, I put out the good urns for the tea and coffee. Got those donuts you wanted too. All in your budget just don’t ask how I managed it James!

JIM Smiles affectionately at Kirsty and puts his hands over his heart. 

JIM
You're a lifesaver Kirsty, I don’t know how this place would run without you!


TAM enters wearing a boiler suit with a large bunch of keys at his hip.

TAM
Jim, I’ve got the room ready mate. I’m not coming tonight though I’ve got a school play to set up for in the main hall. Looks like you’re going to have a big group tonight though so I’ve put the extra chairs out for you. 
JIM shakes TAM’s hand and clasps his other shoulder warmly.

JIM
Thanks Tam, I’m grateful, always feels a little weird running your meetings.

TAM
They’re no my meetings anymore Jim, haven’t been for ages. There’ll come a point for you tae where you realise you’re done with it and ready to move aside and let someone else with the passion run things. I still come along occasionally, when I feel the need or I just want to see everyone but it’s your meeting now pal. Has been for a long time.

JIM
Cheers mate. Have a good one. 

JIM walks down a corridor to closed double doors. There is a sign on the door that says ‘HALL B’ JIM stops outside and takes a moment, he suddenly looks very nervous. He takes a few deep breaths and wipes rubs his eyes to clear some moisture from them. He steadies himself and looks around to check he’s alone.

JIM
Alright. 

HALL/GYM - PEOPLE MILLING ABOUT LOTS OF CHAIRS SET UP FACING FRONT
[bookmark: _GoBack]As we enter the hall two women are standing near the door talking. 

KAT
I’m telling you Mo’, I breathe better, I feel more limber and flexible. It wouldn’t hurt to give it a go.

MAUREEN
Aye, I need something let me tell you. I tried yoga once years ago but that was before I lost the weight. 

KAT
I really think it’d help with your back. You’d need to take it easy to begin with. Why don’t you come to a class with me? We could have a cup of tea afterwards and you can tell me all about the new job.

Camera pulls back and moves past a group of younger people in their 20’s having a jumbled conversation around the coffee and donut station. Camera moves through the hall and we see PAUL sitting near the front with Jim’s Ex Wife JEAN who appears to be here for support. As the camera moves around taking other people in. Everyone starts to take their seats and we see JIM enter the room. It’s busy already and a lot of people are sitting. Some are talking amongst themselves quite a few look nervous. As the we follow JIM he walks through the hall shaking hands with people and occasionally stopping to briefly chat or embrace someone. He approaches the podium at the front and everyone takes their seats as the chat dies down and everyone slowly turns their attention to JIM. 

JIM
I know sometimes the world can seem awfy empty and dark, like it’s just so bleak and you’re sat in a fuckin hole an it’s so deep you cannae even see the light. As if standin there in that moment ye see it stretch oan and oan forever and the very idea of askin for help, of sayin tae somebody ‘please’ makes ye feel like ye’ll choke oan yer ain fuckin bile and what wid it matter anyway cause who’s fuckin listenin? Sometimes we accept the world the way it is because we don’t think we’ve got the power to change it, because we think there’s nae way oot. Nae escape, every path seems too high tae climb or too far tae walk and ye start to understand why some basturts top themselves. Well yer here, so ye took that first step and we’re listening so yer not alone. Ye might be in a dark place noo but yer no alone and noo there is a way out. Wan step at a time. 

JIM Pauses, looks over at PAUL and JEAN who smile warmly at him. A flash of guilt and shame and regret comes over JIM and he takes a second and a deep breath. 

JIM
My Name is Jim. Welcome to Alcoholics anonymous. 


The End. 
