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INT. QU ET PUB - DAY - 2024

ALAN SCOTT (60s) glugs his pint of bitter and the last third
di sappears down his throat. He lets out the satisfied sound
that follows a nicely quenched thirst.

ALAN SCOTT
Ahhh.

He's a weat hered, heavyset man, with the hands of soneone
who relied on themfor a living. He eyes the foamthat nelts
down the interior of his glass and then | ooks across to,
JAKE SCOIT (30s), a smaller, softer-skinned version of

hi rsel f, who has at |east half of his beer left.

JAKE SCOTT
Yes?

ALAN SCOTT
Drink up, lad. It's your round.

Jake exaggerates a confused stare down to his remaining half
pi nt.

JAKE SCOTT
What are you, a canel? |'ve still got
hal f a pint here.

ALAN SCOTIT
Yeah... and I'menpty. Surely no | ad
of mne would refuse his old man a
dri nk.

Al an holds out his pint glass, smling enthusiastically.
Jake | eaves his dad's arm outstretched, uninpressed.

JAKE SCOTT
Does the old man not think he's had
enough dri nks.

ALAN SCOTT
It's Christmas, for god's sake!

JAKE SCOTT
Not yet it isn't...

The two stare at each other for a nonment, before Jake sighs
and begrudgingly takes the glass from his dad.

JAKE SCOTIT (cont'd)
Alright, fine, but |I'm having a coke.
| can't get too nerry.



ALAN SCOTIT
Don't be ridicul ous.

JAKE SCOTT
Meg's suffering with the baby. | said
I wouldn't be late.

ALAN SCOTT
Oh, cone on! She's not even got a
bunmp yet, has she?

JAKE SCOTT
I know you don't think so, but
sonetinmes there are nore inportant
things than sitting in the pub.

ALAN SCOTT
She's trained you well, | see.

JAKE SCOTT
"' mnot doing this again.

Jake angrily stands up and goes to take his jacket fromthe
back of the chair next to him Alan reaches out, his old
hand cl utchi ng Jake's.

ALAN SCOTT
Cone on lad, stay for one nore, wll
ya. | barely see you nowadays.

Jake takes his hand away and stares at his dad who knows
he's overstepped the nmark.

JAKE SCOTT
Fine, but this is ny last one... Do
you want a third bag of bacon fries,
as well? No wonder you're so bl oody
thirsty.

Alan smles, but it disappears as soon as Jake heads for the
tinsel covered bar. He's angry at hinmself. Jake speaks to
the barmaid. What's said can't be heard, but he points over
in the direction of Al an.

Al an | ooks over the roomwhich is quiet, drab, and has the
bare m ni mum of Christmas tat scattered, seem ngly at

random across the fixtures. Hs gaze lingers on a seat in
the corner, only a half pint of bitter sits on the otherw se
enpty enpty table. The sight seens to stir sonething in him

Jake's nmuffl ed voice can be heard and Al an junps at his
sudden presence.



JAKE SCOTT (cont'd)
Dad?

Jake holds a pint of lager and a pint of bitter, passing the
latter to his dad.

JAKE SCOTT (cont'd)
You al right?

Al an nods to appease his son's concern, but he's obviously
confused. Jake sits. A silence. They both drink, which seens
to settle them Jake gestures to the bar.

JAKE SCOTT (cont'd)
She knew G andpa.

ALAN SCOTT
| bet she did. Spent half his [ife in
t hat corner

Al an nods over to the table he's just been staring at.
Nei t her quite know what to say.

ALAN SCOTT (cont'd)
| tell ya, you're lucky he's not
here. He'd be appalled at a Scott nman
trying to wormhis way out of a

round.

JAKE SCOTT
Surprised |'ve not been turfed out
al r eady.

ALAN SCOTT

Ay, buying a round was a big thing.
On Christmas especially...

JAKE SCOTT
Still is, apparently.

ALAN SCOTT
Back then Christmas spirit was
measur ed excl usively in how many
beers you bought. This place was only
open 12-2 so Grandpa and the uncles
woul d bugger off down here and drink
t hensel ves silly, while I'd be forced
to go to church wwth the aunties and
peel potatoes and what not.

JAKE SCOTT
Sounds |ike a good deal.



ALAN SCOTT
That's what | thought, until | got
the call up. I"'mnot sure | really
knew what | was in for, | barely even

had hair in ny pits.

Al an chuckl es and | ooks away. A young, acne kissed, ALAN
SCOIT (16), |ooks back at himthrough the w ndow of the pub.

EXT. PUB - DAY - 1978

Young Al an assesses the situation inside as best as he can
t hrough the glass. STAN SCOIT (40s), plants his huge, shovel
i ke hand on Al an's shoul der.

STAN SCOTT
Renmenber. Make sure you buy a round,
lad. It's manners. |If you're old
enough to drink, you're old enough to
pay. You've still got that two quid
from doi ng nan's garden, 'ant you?

Al an freezes, before beginning a slow unconvincing nod. Stan
studies him stern faced.

ALAN NARRATION (O S.)
I"d get a smack if | told himwhere
it'd gone, so | thought it'd be best
tolie, but it never is, isit.

JAKE NARRATION (O.S.)
Alright, saint Alan, | do know you,
you know.

ALAN NARRATION (O. S.)
Oh shut up, just listen for once,
wll yer.

After a nonment, Stan brushes Alan's jacket off and | eads him
t hrough the doubl e doors of the pub.

I NT. CROADED PUB - DAY - 1978

Alan veers off in the direction of the roomhe's just been
| ooki ng at, but his dad guides himinto the backroom
instead. It's dark in there, noisy and full of mainly nen
and cigarette snoke. Al an |ooks exhilarated and a little
overwhel ned at the sights and snells of this ale stained
Nar ni a.



The pair wal k through the crowded bar to a table where a
group of four simlar |looking nen sit. They all cheer in
uni son as they see Alan and Stan. Al except for, HENRY
SCOTT (19), who stares at Alan with his furrowed brow and
i ntense, beady eyes.

HENRY SCOTT
What's he doi ng here?

The bi ggest, TERRY SCOIT (40s), elbows Henry in the armto
silence his protests.

TERRY SCOTT
Ey up! So the boy's now nman, is he?

STAN
Man enough.

CHARLI E SCOTT
We'll see about that!

They all laugh and Alan joins in, chuckling nervously. He
and Stan take their seats and Xmas greetings are exchanged.
TERRY SCOTIT
Well, this is cause for cel ebration.

Let's get "emin.

A beer gets placed in front of Alan. Terry sits and throws a
beer mat into the centre of the table.

TERRY SCOIT (cont'd)
I want to see that pile 10 foot high
by 2 o' clock, gents.

Al an | ooks up fromthe soggy mats to see the rest of the nen
making |ight work of their liquid. He quickly joins in and
takes a serious glug fromhis glass, but it seens to nake
little difference. Stan gl ances at the beer with a | ook of
concern.

Suddenly, there's a PING sound, netal to glass. Henry has
thrown a penny coin into Alan's drink. There's a roar from
t he nen.

HENRY SCOTT
God save the Queen

Al an | ooks around, confused.

CHARLI E SCOTT
Down it lad, don't |let her drown!



Al an | ooks to Stan who's face says that this is, in fact,
his fate.

Over the top and into no man's |and as he attacks the beer.
Liquid streans down his chin, while the nmen all cheer
encour agenent. He gets oh so close, but begins to cough and
splutter before he can finish. Noises of disappointnent
follow this anti climax. Henry grins at the sight of Al an
retrieving the coin fromhis nouth and w ping his watering
eyes.

RAYMOND SCOTT
Vll, you need anot her one now, don't

ya.

A | ook of panic on Alan's face. Stan stands up and pats Al an
on t he back.

STAN SCOTT
Cone on, give ne a hand.

Al an stands, and begins to follow his Dad.

STAN SCOIT (cont'd)
Grab your enpty, |ad! Manners.

Al an goes back to the table and grabs his glass. The ale
bapti sm has | eft himdanpened in both spirits and
appear ance.

HENRY SCOTT
They'll do you an apple juice, if you
ask nicely, |ad!

ALAN NARRATION (O S.)
They drank |ike fish. You' ve never
seen anything like it.

JAKE NARRATION (O.S.)
Sounds |i ke a healthy environnent for
a kid.

ALAN NARRATION (O. S.)
You wouldn't last five mnutes with
your poncy Leeds wine. God forbid you
ordered a coke. If you couldn't put
it away, then you weren't wel cone,
and | wasn't going back to Church to
ni bbl e on that manky bread now |I'd
had a taste of the devil's juice.



4 |INT. QU ET PUB - DAY - 2024

Jake is finding the story sonmewhat anusing, but doesn't want
to let on.

JAKE SCOTT
Such a pious young |ad, weren't you?
A real role nodel

ALAN SCOTT
I was a bit short of them nyself.
After me mumdi ed those thirsty
bastards were all | had.

JAKE SCOTT
Surprised Grandpa didn't encourage
church, it's got that no-nonsense
vi be he |iked.

ALAN SCOTT
So did drinking, it was serious
business to him Mich nore inportant
t han church. Anyway, none of us
Scott's like being told what to do.
Al'l that kneeling and standing..
It's worse than that Pilates
bol | ocks.

Jakes | aughs, spilling sonme of his pint which was pursed to
his Iips.

5 INT. CROANDED PUB - DAY - 1978

The wet bar gets w ped as two punters take their drinks and
| eave. Stan and Al an are next.

STAN SCOTT
Listen, don't let themsnell blood or
it's gonna be a tough day. Nothing
they Iike nore than breaking soneone
in.

ALAN SCOTT
They're drinking it too fast.

STAN SCOTT
It's just liquid, lad, don't be
scared of it. Do a healthy job of
this one and then, next round, you
buy it. Then they'll |eave you al one.
Ri ght now you're just asking for it.



Stan briefly | ooks up fromthe conversation and holds up six
fingers up to the barmaid.

STAN SCOTIT (cont'd)
Six bitter please, |ove.

He smles and holds out a pound note. His charmin these
situations is clear to see. The barmai d begi ns placing the
beers on a tray. MKE MC (40s), who's dressed as a shabby
Santa Cl aus, energetically enters the conversation and
shakes Stan's hand.

M KE MC
Ey up, Stan. Merry Chri stnas.

STAN SCOTT
Back in the pub after all those
brandi es | ast night?

M KE MC
Ay, it's ny day off... This the new
crop of Scott drinking talent then?

M ke shakes Al an's hand, sizing himup.

STAN SCOTT
In training at the mnute, but we'l
get himthere... He's a good | ad.

Stan taps himon the cheek.

STAN SCOTT (cont'd)
"Ere Alan, take this back to them
while | have a chat with M ke.
Careful with it.

The tray now | oaded with beers is slid across the bar to
Alan. He looks at it, trying not to let his father snmell his
fear. He casts an eye across the busy roomto the tabl e that
now seens an eternity away.

He gets the tray off the bar, which is a good start that he
tries not to |l ook too happy about. He sets off. The room
suddenl y becones an obstacle course of sliding chairs,
danci ng feet and swi nging arns. The beers wobble on the
tray, as each step becones nore treacherous than the | ast.
Al an | ooks petrified.

He eventually arrives and eagerly places the tray down onto
the safety of the wooden table top. This eagerness in
delivery causes a pint to topple across the table and
straight into Charlie's |ap.



CHARLI E SCOTT
Are you taking the piss, |ad.

RAY SCOTT
Looks |li ke that's you.

CHARLI E SCOTT

Go get sone bog roll, now
TERRY SCOTIT
Forget the bog roll, | want another
pi nt!
ALAN SCOTT
Sorry! 1'Il get the roll then get you
one.

The two begin to use the mats to soak the beer. Alan pulls
out the contents of his pocket, about 12 pence and an

el astic band. It's worse than he thought. He scarpers off in
the direction of the toilet.

I NT. CROADED PUB TO LET - DAY - 1978

Alan enters the toilet. He's stressed. NIGEL (50s), who
could be the drunkest man in the building, sways as he
urinates nostly in the urinal, struggling to keep bal ance.

Alan rolls a significant anmount of paper towel on to his
hand and | ooks into the mrror for a second, collecting his
t houghts. He turns, finding it difficult not to | ook at

Ni gel .

Ni gel approaches, Alan stiffens up and sm | es awkwardly.
Ni gel paws sone of the towel away and w pes his hands,
| ooking at themw th only one eye.

Alan is slightly taken aback. The man grunbl es thanks and
slaps a note into Alan's hand, before turning to | eave. He
has m staken Alan for a porter.

Alan starts to do a little dance, holding out the note in
front of himwth jubilation. Qut of nowhere, Henry snatches
the note from his hand.

HENRY SCOTT
Wel |l what do we have here. Christnmas
present, is it? Cheers Al an, | ad.

ALAN SCOTT
G ve it back, you dickhead. |I need
it



10.

HENRY SCOTT
Need what ?

Al an goes for Henry trying to westle the note fromhis hand
and the two bounce off the tiled wall. Alan tries to bite
Henry, but he catches Alan's face, squeezing it hard, until
Al an starts to noan in pain.

The door opens and Henry skilfully makes out as if the pair
are just playing around. In wal ks Stan who senses trouble.

The boys both play dunb and Henry wal ks out, smling
nervously at his uncle. Alan hurries after him but Stan
stops him grabbing his collar.

STAN SCOTT
What's the matter with you?! If you
spill a man's drink you get him

another. That's the last tine |'m
putting nmy hand in ny pocket for you
today. Stop enbarrassing nme and get
to the bar.

ALAN SCOTT
Let ne go then.

Al an | ooks shaken as his father scrutinises his face. Stan
rel eases himand he scurries away in a daze, but quickly
refocuses on his pursuit. Stan reaches out after Al an, but
he's too late, his open palmturns into a fist. That he
slowy bangs against the wall in frustration.

JAKE NARRATION (O S.)
I can't imagine Gandpa |ike that.

INT. QU ET PUB - DAY - 2024

Alan's face is a mx of enotions. Jake obviously feels sorry
for his dad.

ALAN SCOTT
Single parenting didn't cone
naturally to him He thought these
fatherly tests were character
bui l di ng, and they were... sonetines.

JAKE SCOTT
If you say so.

ALAN SCOTT
Oh for gods sake, it's a funny story,
stop ruining it.
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JAKE SCOTT
I"mallowed to have ny own thoughts
t oo, you know

Al an makes a face that says lets call it a draw and takes a
sip of ale. Wth his nmouth now nicely |ubricated, he places
the gl ass back down to continue.

I NT. CROADED PUB - DAY - 1978

Al an conmes out onto the pub floor |ooking agitated. He sees
Henry wal ki ng over fromthe bar theatrically with a tray of
gl asses. When Henry sees Al an, he nekes even nore of a
performance out of it.

St an appears behind Alan who | ooks at his dad in a way that
says sonething isn't right.

STAN SCOTT
Where did nana's noney go?

Al an exhal es, | ooking down at his feet.

ALAN SCOTT
Titty mag.

Stan | ooks |like he would Iike to belt Alan one, but he
conposes hinself and wal ks back over to the table. Al an
fol | ows sheepishly.

The pair sit. There's an excited cheer fromthe group as the
drinks arrive. Henry throws a beer mat on the now sizeabl e
pile like it's some sort of |lawn sport, w nking at Al an

af t erwar ds

TERRY SCOIT
Good | ad!

HENRY SCOTT
It wouldn't be Jesus' birthday
wi thout a rusty nail now, would it?

ALAN SCOTT
(Fearful)
What's that?

RAY SCOTT
Wi skey and whi skey liqueur. 1t'l]
sort you right out.

STAN SCOTIT
" mnot sure the | ad should be
getting stuck into the hard stuff.



12.

All the nmen look at Alan, as if he's spoiling the fun.

TERRY SCOTT
Maybe he shoul d go hone an' check on
the "taters then

It's a tense nonent. Suddenly Al an grabs one of the drinks
and knocks it back in one. Adrenaline produces a face of
mani ¢ pride. No one quite knows how to react.

JAKE NARRATION (O.S.)
What ? You just necked it and you were
fine?

ALAN NARRATION (O S.)
Well, it mght have stung a bit.

As the physical reality of his actions set in, he begins to
vi brates with al cohol induced pain and lets out a little
roar. He |l ooks up to see if the sacrifice was worth it.
Stunned silence. Even Henry is lost for words.

CHARLI E SCOTT
Go on our kid! I'lIl join ya.

Al'l the nmen begin to chuckle and follow suit, downing the
dri nks. Yel ps, cheers and | aughter ensues. Stan snoothly
slips a couple of £1 notes into the side pocket of Alan's
j acket. Al an | ooks up, delighted. Stan w nks, but his face
says there's still work to be done.

INT. QU ET PUB - DAY - 2024

ALAN SCOTIT
He had his flaws, ny dad, but
underneath it all, he did care.

Jake goes to speak but stops hinself. Alan has a flash of
anger due to the lack of response.

ALAN SCOTT (cont'd)
What ?

JAKE SCOTT
Is that caring about you? Sounds |ike
he wanted to save face.

ALAN SCOTT
Jesus! You sound |ike your nother. He
just wanted nme to prove nyself.
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13.

JAKE SCOTT
Exactly, by downi ng whi skey? Don't
you see anything wong wth that?

ALAN SCOTT
Where did I go wong with you?

JAKE SCOTT
|'ve got sone ideas.

They both | ook away, obviously upset by the respective

comrent s.

ALAN SCOTT
I need a fag.
JAKE SCOTT
Listen, | need to go hone. Are you

going to finish this story or what?

ALAN SCOTT
You can go home whenever you Iike!
I"'mnot forcing you to be here.

Al an | ooks shaken by his own outburst of enotion and a guilt
creeps into Jake's eyes.

JAKE SCOTT
Christ... | didn't nean it |ike that.
(beat)
I want to hear what happens... |I'm
off for a piss. I'll see you out

t here.

There's tension in the air, as Jake | eaves and Al an sits at
the table for a nonent, alone. He | ooks over to the chair in
the corner of the roomwhere an old man now sits, also

al one.

He's readi ng a newspaper that covers his face, the

paper starts to |lower and just before his face is reveal ed,
there's a knock on the w ndow.

Jake i s sonehow outside al ready, beckoning himout. Al an

| ooks back to the chair, which is now enpty. He catches
glinpse of the old man who is exiting the room Al an stands
up and follows him

I NT. CORRI DOR QUI ET PUB - DAY

There's no one in the corridor. Al an | ooks at the door to
the back roomand, just as he is about to step forward, Jake
calls fromthe down the hall
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14.

JAKE SCOTT
Come on, what're doing? Let's hear
the end of this yarn before ny
ni ppl es freeze off.

Jake wat ches his dad, now | ooking slightly concerned.

JAKE SCOTIT (cont'd)
You | ook a bit pissed, are you
alright?

Al an nods and the two head outside. As they do, Stan wal ks
out of the toilet door and into the back room which is in
full 70s sw ng.

I NT. CROADED PUB - DAY - 1978

Stan wal ks over to the table. The pile of mats is high. Mre
enpty gl asses, nore cigarette snoke in the air. Everything

i s becom ng hazy. The sound of a lighter flint being
sparked. A loud drag on a cigarette.

ALAN NARRATION (O. S.)
There wasn't long left now and | was
jolly pissed. Child abuse, | know,
but you know what? It felt bl oody
good. Anyway, Henry was jabbering
away about sone assault he'd
comm tted, show ng us exactly how
he'd battered the poor sod.

Henry is shadow boxi ng, nmaking |ots of sudden viol ent
movenents. Alan is |ooking around at the enpty beers, a new
round is required soon. Ray inpatiently |looks to his enpty
glass and then to Alan. Al an knows what nust be done. His
mouth twitches as he waits for his nonent. He slans his
hands down on the table.

ALAN SCOTT
" mgunna need another drink to sit
t hrough this. Pints anyone?

They all |augh, except Henry, who can't believe what he's
seeing. Alan drifts his finger across the nmen checking who's
in. Amatter of nere formality. Tinme seens to slow down. The
men all nod eagerly, confirmng their involvenent in the
round. Stan is full of pride. Alan turns for the bar.

Al cohol has changed the nature of the room which now feels
exciting and chaotic. Al an stunbles towards the crowded bar,
drawi ng his couple of notes.



15.

The beer can't be poured fast enough. The punters wave cash
and shout like traders in Wall Street. A place becones free
at the bar and the barnmaid | ooks at himwith a smle. Alan's
eyes widen, he nods to her, holding up six fingers.

ALAN SCOTT (cont'd)
Six bitters please, |ove.

She nods and turns to the glass rack. He smles to hinself
and nods to the man stood next to him who returns the
greeting. The clock shows 1:40. There's still tinme. Suddenly
a voice projects out across the room A man stands on st age,
hol di ng a m crophone.

M KE MC
This thing.. oh... there we go! Mrry
bl oody Christmas, you heat hens!

There's a cheer, as the man on the mc now holds the
attention of the entire room

M KE MC (cont'd)
Wth not long | eft before supping
time's up, it wouldn't be right to
| eave without a song fromour N gel,
would it? He's usually at his best
after his 12th pint.

There's a chuckl e and a shout or two of encouragenent from
t he audi ence. Al an | ooks around to see who N gel is, but
there's no sign of him

M KE MC (cont' d)
Beresford, conme up and play, wll vya.

A young man cones on stage, puts his cigarette out and picks
up the guitar. He starts to struma nelody. Suddenly, as if
he were a snake charnmed by the flute of his master, the
drunkard fromthe toilets peels hinself up froma stool at
the end of the bar.

Alan is in disbelief. He |looks around, as if this is all a
bi g joke, but no one seens to find any of it unusual in
anyway.

Two nmen help Nigel up on to the stage and there's chuckl es
fromthe audience, as he takes the mic. Silence. The folk
nmel ody cones in once nore.

NI GEL
(singing)
I've been a wld rover for many the
year, and |'ve spent all ne noney on
whi skey and beer
( MORE)
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NI GEL (cont' d)
but now I'mreturning with gold in
great store, and | never will play
the wild rover no nore

His voice is inexplicably delightful. It commands the
attention of the room Alan, |ike everyone else, can't | ook
away. He wonders fromthe bar in search of a better view
Suddenly people fromthe audience start to join in. Al an

| ooks around to see his father and the uncles stood in song.

NI GEL AND OTHERS
And it's no, nay, never

After the first line of the chorus the entire room cl aps
four times along to the song, which causes Alan to junp out
of his skin.

NIl GEL AND OTHERS (cont' d)
no, nay never no nore,
will | play the wild rover,
no never no nore!

The voices begin to fade away, the nouths still nove, but
there's only silence. Alan stares at his dad, a little
benmused, Stan seens genui nely happy. He turns and w nks at
Al an who sm | es back.

EXT. QU ET PUB GARDEN - DAY - 2024
The two are stood outside, holding cigarettes.

ALAN SCOTT
He al ways had a good voice ny dad,
you could hear it even fromwhere |
was at the bar.

Alan takes a draw. He | ooks frail. Jake watches with a
sadness in his eyes. He puts his cigarette out in the wall
nmount ed ashtray.

JAKE SCOTT
Wat was the song?

There's a pause, as Alan | ooks for information which was
once forthcom ng. The pause is too |ong.

ALAN SCOTT
VWhat was it now?

Al an is struggling, troubled by the disappearance of this
menory. Jake steps in to help.
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JAKE SCOTT

Doesn't matter. It was good though?
ALAN SCOTT

Unf orgett abl e.
JAKE SCOTT

Let's go in the back. |I haven't seen

it in years.

The two wal k out of the Garden, as Alan starts to humthe
nmel ody of the song we start to hear again.

I NT. CROADED PUB - DAY - 1978

The entire room seens to be singing now. Crescendo finish
and appl ause.

Ni gel goes back to being paralytic and is hel ped away from
the m crophone. The bell for last orders RI NGS out. The
at nosphere changes on a knife-edge.

Everyone in the room suddenly rushes for the bar. It's
chaos. Primal. The blood thirsty punters lick their lips as
they jostle for position. Alan, a novice, is too slow, too
feeble to conpete.

He i s squashed between two brutish nen, his face reddening
with the pressure. He peels free but, in doing so,
sacrifices his place and is now at the back of the queue,
which is nore like a wall. He desperately tries to find an
openi ng.

Suddenly, Stan's shovel hand clasps Alan's shoul der and Al an
turns around.

ALAN SCOTT
l... | ordered before all this.

STAN SCOTT
Where's the noney then?!

Al an shamefully produces the noney from his pocket and Stan
grows in frustration

STAN SCOIT (cont'd)
You' ve bought naff all, you idiot.
CGet yourself in there. Like this.

Stan starts barging his way to the bar.
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ALAN SCOTT
| don't even want one. | want to go
hone.

Stan grabs Alan by the scruff of the neck and speaks with an
enraged authority.

STAN SCOTT
| couldn't care less. You' re not
| eaving here until those nen get what
t hey' re owed.

Al an | ooks |ike he mght cry, his boyish, pained face starts
to fracture and tessellate. Stan's angry face begins to
merge wwth Alan's, sound tracked by the shouts and screans
of the feral punters. Jakes face enters the swarm

STAN SCOTIT (cont'd)
If you think life' s all about what
you want, you're in for a rude
awakeni ng, ny | ad.

Alan rips hinself away from Stan's grasp and takes a step
back. Stan | ooks at himw th a cold di sappoi nt ment.

ALAN NARRATION (O S.)
(I mpersonating Stan)
Where did | go wong with you?

The bell RINGS out. Tinme at the bar.

JAKE NARRATION (O S.)
You' re kidding nme?

ALAN NARRATION (O. S.)
| was too late. Tinme was called. He
hardly | ooked at nme for the rest of
t he day.

I NT. QU ET PUB BACKROOM - 2024
They stand in the enpty roomthat's barely changed.

JAKE SCOTT
Bl oody 'ell.

Al an | ooks off to the side, an internal battle is taking
pl ace. He exhal es.

ALAN SCOTT
| thought it was a funny story but,
telling it now, it doesn't sound that
funny, does it?
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Their pints are nearly running out. Alan finishes his and
puts it on the sane table they were sat at all of those
years ago.

JAKE SCOTT
Did you ever like... talk to him
about it?

Al an just laughs. A sad | augh. Jake's face is sorrowful, yet
he smles for want of a better response. His real enotion is
cl ear.

The silence says all that's needed. Al an is |ooking ol der
than his years.

ALAN SCOTT
You know, there's still nothing I'd
like nmore than to buy himone | ast

pi nt.

Jake pats his dad's back and it turns into a manly enbrace.
Not a full hug, but nearly.

JAKE SCOTT
Are you going to say sorry for saying
you went wong with nme then?

ALAN SCOTT
O course | didn't go wong with you
| ad... That was your not her.

Al an | ooks at Jake. Jake is trying not to |augh, but
eventual |y, he crunbl es.

The pair both | augh together and the atnosphere is broken
somewhat. Jake finishes his beer and puts his glass down
next to his dad's.

JAKE SCOTT
Well, after all that, | better get
anot her round in, ey?

Alan is visibly happy at the prospect of nore tine with his
son.

ALAN SCOTT
No no, it's ny round!

JAKE SCOTT
(I mpersonating Stan)
No, it's manners!

Suddenly Jake turns and does the little waddle run that nen
in jeans do when they need to get sonewhere 'quickly'.
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ALAN SCOTT
Q!

Al an chuckles and follows as fast as he can. Jake kicks the
doorstop fromthe door to slow his father down. Their enpty
pint glasses sit forgotten on the table. Al an pauses, then
goes back to grab them

As Al an scuttles off out of the door, he begins to humthe
mel ody of 'No Nay Never'. As he exits, another hum begins,
it sounds a lot |like Stan. W hear him feel him but can
not see him The roomis now enpty but nore voices begin to
hum and eventually sing. No, nay, never, no nay never no
nmore, wll | play the wild rover, no never, no nore.



