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EXT. S.E. 15, SOUTHEAST LONDON STREETS - DAY

It's a grim working-class nei ghbourhood i n sout heast London,
postal code SE15; a typical assortment of terraced houses
and sem detached hones. A string of small shops and cafes
on the high street. A Sainsbury's here, a Boots there.

VARI QUS NEI GHBOURHOOD RESI DENTS each open their door or | ook
out their wi ndow after hearing the famliar "clank" of the
post slots in their doors. Today's post has arrived.

A SLEEPY SLACKER appears in his front window, still in
paj anmas. Shuffles toward his front door. Yawns as he picks
up his letters. On to the next hone...

A HARRI ED MOTHER scoots her TODDLER S push-toys aside on the
front porch, trying to make a path for the POSTMAN. She

t akes her post fromhim barely |ooks up fromher tidying
duties. Her toddler WAILS near by.

The Postman's path goes on to the next home.

The next untidy garden reveals a JAMAI CAN MAN, early thirties,
sprawl ed out in a garden chair despite the |ack of sunshine
on this gloony day. He snokes luxuriously and chats on a
nobi |l e phone. He has all the tine in the world.

The Postman slips past him drops the post through the slot,
then glides |ike a ghost back to the sidewal k.

The Postman, M LO FINCH, 40, slips unnoticed past nost of

the residents on this route. MIlo is average hei ght, average
appear ance, average demeanour. Average, average, average.

In his drab, dark blue Royal Ml uniform his existence
barely registers at all.

A petite, old woman, MRS KENDALL, 70s, opens her door. Sm | es
at Mlo as he reaches her doorstep.

VRS KENDALL
Hello, Mlo. How are you today?

He beams at her. But there's a hint of synpathy in his eyes.

M LO
Aces, Ms Kendal l.

VMRS KENDALL
Anyt hing nice for me today?

She rubs her hands in anticipation as he hands over her post.

MLO
No, sorry, love. Mostly junk mail.



Her crestfallen face says it all.

VRS KENDALL
Not hi ng from ny daughter? She prom sed
she'd wite. Usually sends a |ovely
bi rt hday card.

M1 o doesn't need to check. He shakes his head apol ogetically.

M LO
That catal ogue | ooks really nice though.
Hours of enjoynent there, you can | ook
through it, pick things out.

She tries to sumopn some ent husi asm

VRS KENDALL
Oh, yes, | suppose so. Do sone arnthair
w ndow shoppi ng, eh? Jolly good.

She takes her post, and smles weakly before going inside.

MLO (V.Q)
Nunmber 28 Welling Street, student
| oans three years in default now,
third letter re: threat of wage
gar ni shnents. .. nunber 30, child support
paynents stopped three nonths ago,
new | awyer on the case...lots of
typos...not terribly professional..

ROADSI DE GARDEN WALL -- M1 o leans on a garden wall halfway
down the road. Makes notes in a small, unofficial-Iooking
not ebook.

He gl ances surreptitiously back at the honmes of the first
mai | recipients, now focusing on the Jamai can Man.

MLO (V.Q)
Nunmber 32 Welling Street...nother of
his child still in prison on charges

of selling marijuana, child stays
with his sister...cold bastard...

MIlo narrows his eyes in concentration...straining to renenber
before continuing with his notes.

MLO (V.Q)
...two letters a week from Hol | onay
Prison... childlike handwiting...
G ances at his large satchel -- an envelope with a | oose

flap catches his eye. He pries the envel ope open expertly



wi th one hand, snatches several £10 notes out of it, and
pockets them

MLO
Stupi d man...sending cash to the
i nsurance conpany. It says right on
it, line five -- "do not send cash!"
Leave it a drug dealer to pay his
bills in cash

MLO (V.Q)
And still nothing for Ms Kendall,
only bills and advertisenent flyers.
Daughter in...Nottinghan? Son in
Shropshire. But still...nothing.

A brash, |oud voice breaks his concentration. Unnerves him

Kl Kl
Mlol H MIol

In a snooth, unobtrusive nove MIo slips his notebook into his
Royal Mail-issued coat pocket. Hops up, continues his route.

MLO
Hel I o, Kiki.

KIKI MONROE, a child-like presence in a chubby 23 year-old
body with a noon-face, and a horribly unfashi onabl e pixie
haircut. She seens a bit over-excited to see him

Kl KI
H Mlo. H. | sawyou. | saw you
a mnute ago, and I ran down to see
you. | ran down, just now

M LO

Did you?

Mlo starts on his route again, going fromhouse to house,
taking Kiki's following himin stride.

Kl KI
You know where | just went? MIo0?
Guess where | was!

M1lo plays her gane, patiently.

M LO
Does it start with a "B"?

She is joyous at his good guess. It is obvious by now that
she is mldly retarded.



Kl Kl
Yes! You know, MI|o0? Do you know
where | was?

M LO
| have a feeling | mght.

She follows himas he drops nore bundl es of post into the
front door slots along this quiet street.

Kl KI
Yeah, guess, MIlo, guess! Keep
guessi ng!

Her manner is blunt and demandi ng.

MLO
And does it involve...hm..dog-racing?

She is ecstatic now at how good he is at her guessing gane.

Kl Kl
Yes! Yes!

Mlo stops in his tracks, finally giving her his ful
attention, sonmething she relishes in.

M LO
Hm let ne see..

He pretends to be deep in thought, sorting out this puzzle.

M LO
If I had to guess, |'d say you went to
t he bookie to place a bet on a dog.
Al t hough which dog, | can't say.

She junps up and down, shouting her gl ee.
Kl KI

Yes! Mum gave ne 28p and | placed a
bet on "WIly Smley." He's gonna w n.

M LO
What are the odds?

Kl Kl
Ei ght to one.

M LO

Twenty-ei ght pence? MW God, Kiki, if
you win, do you realize how nuch noney
you'l | have?



She thrusts her arns up towards the heavens.

Kl Kl
Loads of noney!

Mlo can't help but smle at her glee. Her w nnings m ght
buy her a sandwi ch if she's |ucky.

Kl KI
You goin' to the Spanish cafe now? |
can go, too. |'ve got ny lunch, Maria
lets ne eat it there. | get tea. She
brings me tea. | pay for it though.

M LO
Yes, she's very nice. 1t's not Spanish
t hough, Kiki. [It's Portuguese.

Kl KI

Are you going now? It's 11:15. It's
tine, right? Tinme for the Spanish cafe?

M1 o glances at his watch, amazed.

M LO
Cor, am | that predictable?

He hoists his big satchel onto his shoul der nore securely.

M LO
| suppose | am

EXT. H GH STREET - DAY

Ki ki prances after MIlo |like a happy puppy. They cross the
street, head for a small cafe, "Cataplana Cafe.”

In the mddle of the zebra crossing they pass a booki sh-

| ooki ng man, MR PERCY, 40s, with a large dog on a lead. The
dog | ags behind, eager to stop and sniff every new avail abl e
tidbit in the street.

Kiki is delighted and tries to pet the dog as they neet half-
way across the street - but M Percy yanks the | ead harshly,
drags the dog al ong.

Now across the street again fromthe dog and M Percy, both
Kiki and Mlo watch M Percy ranble down the street.

The poor, unknowi ng dog makes the m stake of stopping to
sniff a prom sing-|ooking piece of rubbish. Feeling the
tension in the lead, M Percy turns. Sees the dog |ag behind.



MR PERCY
Cone on, damm it!

Wth great strength he yanks the |ead. The dog yel ps in pain,
nonentarily knocked off her feet. Then literally dragged
al ong the rough ground before skittering to her feet again.

M1 o watches, jaw clenched. Silent, glaring contenpt.

Kl KI
He |ives next door to ne!
M LO
I know.
Ki ki [unges forward.
Kl KI

Hey! You! Don't pull that dog!
You're a mean man! You --

MIlo stops her fromdarting out into the traffic-Iladen road.
M Percy, barely hearing, glances in their direction.

Mlo pulls Kiki away. Turns themso they no |onger face the
dog man's direction. Feigns indifference to what has happened.

MLO
Shh!

He takes Kiki's arm guides her with himtoward the cafe.

M LO
That's no way to handle this.

I NT. CATAPLANA CAFE - DAY

Lunchtime in the busy Portugal -thenmed cafe. Mlo briefly
junps the queue at the cashier but only to hand over a stack
of mail. The older gentleman manning the till, PEDRO, | ooks
at the stack and jokingly waves it away.

PEDRO
No, no! Only bills! Take it away!

Mlo laughs with him but won't take the stack back, forcing
Pedro to finally take it.

MLO
Sorry, mate. Cot a stack of 'em nyself
at hone.



Ml o pauses at a table for two. Takes his coat off, tosses
it onto the back of a chair. Takes his satchel and heads
for the | oo0.

After he | eaves, Kiki slinks over, sits in MIlo's chair, quite
pl eased with herself. She caresses the fabric of his jacket.

I NT. CATAPLANA LOO - DAY

M 1o washes his hands. Instead of drying them he uses the
water left on themto slick back his hair. The slicked-back
| ook? No, he doesn't like that. He roughs it up a bit,
making it spiky. A few seconds deliberation. Nah. He puts
it back the way it was...just plain.

I NT. CATAPLANA CAFE - DAY

MIlo sees Kiki sitting in his chair reading the nenu. He sighs.
His tolerance is running out. He sidles up next to her.

M LO
Say, listen Kiki, actually |I'm neeting
ny brother-in-law for |unch today, and
I"d like to sit alone with himso we -

Kl KI
(reads)
"M Paddy - receives cheques on the
second Friday of every nonth. Nunber
128 Cody Avenue, Ms G bson, goes for
hai r appoi ntnent every other Friday..."

Shit! She's not reading the nenu, she's got his notebook!

Kl KI
Why do you need to know those things?

M1 o whips his notebook out of her hands. H's voice |ow,
but frantic.

MLO
Kiki! That's ny personal book

He checks to see who might be in earshot of her brash voice.

Kl Kl
Are they your friends?

MIlo's voice is missing his usual tolerant tone.
M LO

You really shouldn't read other
peopl e's things, you know.



Hi s nmenacing tone is lost on her childlike interest in the
subj ect of conversati on.

M LO
You're in ny seat.

He stuffs his notebook into his satchel as she gets out of
his chair. She pulls a tattered green spiral notebook of
her own out of her purse.

Kl Kl
| have a notebook too. | have friends
too. Look, see?

Mlo gives a cursory glance at her notebook. She opens a
page to show him He reads as he sits down and settles in.

M LO
Uh huh. "Red trousers, blue junper.
Red trousers, white bl ouse. Black
skirt, pink jacket." Wat's that then?

Not sensing his true disinterest, Kiki happily explains.
M1l o scans the throngs of people in the cafe.

Kl KI
That's what ny nother wore | ast week.
See, and..."yellow boots, white skirt,
white jacket. Blue scarf, red

shirt..." that's My page. Al ny
friends have pages. And ny dog, well,
he doesn't wear clothes, but he has
his page, | keep track of what he
eats every day, see here?

Mlo isn't even | ooking at her anynore. He's scanning the
faces in the cafe.

M LO
Look, Kiki, I'mneeting soneone here
for lTunch. Ddn't you say Maria gives

you tea?
It's hard to stop Kiki's train of thought once it gets going.
Kl Kl
Your page is easy, MIlo, you al ways
wear the same thing

A slight chuckle fromMIlo -- he is touched that he nmerits a
pl ace in her book. She flips to another page.



Kl KI
"Blue trousers, blue shirt. Blue
trousers, blue shirt. Blue trousers,
blue shirt. Blue trousers --"

MLO
Ah, yes, | think | sense the pattern
emerging. Um Kiki? Doesn't Maria
gi ve you your own table? G ves you

tea?
Kl KI
Yes. She lets ne sit there every
day. | have ny very own table. And
Maria brings ne tea.
M LO
Yes, | believe I've heard about that.
Mlo' s getting tired of this, and cranky. She turns around,
cranes to find her spot.

Kl K
"' m gonna go eat now.

M LO
If you insist. Of you go.

At long last, Kiki nmeanders off to her own table.

A wai tress, MARI A, approaches, seen in his peripheral vision,
fromthe waist down. He offers a polite, wan smle. At

| ast he manages to speak, but w thout |ooking up at her.

M LO
Hel lo, Maria. Can | get a nmenu?

MARI A
A nmenu? Since when?

Her voice is nellow, femnine, with a heavy Portuguese accent.

M LO
Meeting a mate for |unch
MARI A
Ch, | see. Yes, I'll get you one.

She | eaves.

A casual, yet dapper man, ARTHUR, m d-30s pulls out the other
chair at Mlo's table and plops down into it.



10.
ARTHUR

Christ, I"'mstarving! Do we get bread
to nosh on before we order?

Mlo is at |ast at ease.

Vel |

M LO
good norni ng, sunshine!

Arthur's good-1|ooking, full of polite charm Looks around.

Oh,

ARTHUR
| don't know about this, mate.

Spani sh food usually does a nunber on
ny stomach. Janine will be grunbling

al |

ni ght .
M LO

Portuguese. Not Spanish, not at al
i ke beans and rice and tacos. Christ,
|"ve told you, Portuguese.

Looking at the menu Arthur finally clicks, points to the
cafe's nane printed on it.

Ah,

ARTHUR
yes! "Cataplana Cafe"...it makes

sense now.

MIlo is none-

t he-wi ser, | aughs.

MLO

Does it?

ARTHUR

Yeah. "Cataplana"...those |arge hinged
pans they use for steamng food in

Por t

ugal, big lid cones down |ike a

clamshell, like this..

He "shows" M

Ch,

o the shape by mimng it for him

MLO
listen to you, Nigella. Doesn't

know Spain from Portugal, but he knows

what

As Arthur pou
i nt enti onal

Pedro has tos
Maria, the wa

Hel |

a catapl ana is.

rs over the nenu, M|l o takes a casual, but
glance at the till...and the stack of mail that
sed onto the counter. M1l o freezes when he sees
itress, pick the stack up and flip through it.

ARTHUR
0? Anyone hone?



11.

M1lo snaps his attention back to Arthur.

ARTHUR
What do you recommend? | don't know
what half of this stuff is. Crikey...
cl ams, sausage and ham..and that's
all in one dish! Not Spanish at all,
is it? Indeed.

M 1o makes a conscious effort to relax again and get back
into the monent with Arthur.

M LO
| usually get the white beans, onions
and sausage with a huge anmount of sone
of the best bread you' ve ever had.

ARTHUR
ons AND sausage. Yeah, Janine
I

On
Wi love ne for that as well.

[

I
M LO

Keepi ng your delicate stomach in m nd

as well as Janine's well-being |ater

in the evening, | also recomend the
acorda a al entej ana.

Arthur raises a sarcastic brow.

ARTHUR
Oo, soneone's been listening to his
| anguage t apes.

M LO
Delicious. A type of egg-drop soup
with coriander and thickened with
bread. Although it does contain enough
garlic to blow a small safe.

Wt hout |ooking up fromhis nmenu, Arthur asks the big question.

ARTHUR
So. Wiich one is she?

M1 o | ooks around to nmake sure no one is listening. No one is.

ARTHUR
Knowi ng t he sneaky bastard you are,
I'd bet that you al ready know which
tables are hers, so twenty to one
odds the waitress that comes to take
our order is our girl.



12.

Mlo instantly tenses up as Maria cones back. This gives
Arthur his answer.

MARI A
Hel | 0. Ready?

Arthur | ooks up at her. The first real close ook at Maria.
Natural, pretty, dermure, md 30s. Not an absurdly stunning
creature, but a sinple, ordinary beauty. One |ook at her
confirms it -- Arthur smles.

ARTHUR
Ah yes. Indeed.

| NT. CATAPLANA CAFE - LATER
Evi dence of a large and well-enjoyed neal litters the table.

M LO
My God, you've got all the time in
the world. You ve got no excuse!
The world is at your feet! Just figure
out what you want to do, and go do
it. You ve certainly got the tine.

ARTHUR
This froma man who fini shes work at
hal f two every day.

M LO
Hey, that's because | work hard!

Mlo plays at being insulted.

M LO
Ckay, well actually it's because |
wal k fast. The other lads don't finish
until about four. The faster you
wal k, the faster you finish

ARTHUR
That's the secret to a successful
career then, is it? Walk quickly?

They laugh. Finish their tea and coffee. Arthur shakes his
head i n nock disgust.

ARTHUR
Fi ni shes at half two.

Arthur sees that Mlo is distracted...



13.

COUNTER -- Maria stands behind the counter, toys with her
neckl ace. Wnds the chain around her finger, then absent-
m ndedly brings the pendant to her lips, gently bites on it.

M LO AND ARTHUR S TABLE -- M I o watches her play with her
neckl ace, and has unconsciously m m cked her, his fingers
are at his nouth, too. He nods over at her, with a shy smle.

M LO
She al ways does that...

Arthur hides his amused smle behind his cup of tea.
| NT. CATAPLANA CAFE - LATER

Mlo is all smles and gregarious chat. That is, until Maria
once nore approaches the table. He then goes silent and
awkward. Arthur, however, is still charm ng.

MARI A
How are we doing? Everything is okay?

ARTHUR
Del i ght f ul .

Arthur | ooks to MIo, a non-verbal cue to say sonething, say
anything! Mlo only nods with a silly fixed smle on his
face. Arthur is anused at M| o's awkward situation.

ARTHUR
So...Maria is it? Your accent is
beautiful. Isn't it MIo?
Again, Mlo can only manage a "yeah" or "uh huh."™ Not rnuch
better than a school boy response.
MARI A
Oh, thank you very nuch. | amfrom
Portugal. |[|'ve learned nmuch English
but | still have this accent.
ARTHUR
It'"s nice, don't try and get rid of it.
MARI A
It's not...too nuch?
ARTHUR
Not at all. M wife...uh, MIo's

sister. ..

Arthur uses any opportunity to throw the conversation to Ml o..



ARTHUR
...teaches English as a second | anguage
to adults so you can believe ne when
| say your accent is just fine. 1Isn't
it MIlo?

M1 o nods enthusiastically.

M LO
Yeah!

Arthur rolls his eyes at MIo.

MARI A
That is very kind of you to say.

ARTHUR
And your English is excellent. M
w fe's students' English isn't nearly
as good. Hell, ny WFE S English
even. Yours is top notch

MARI A
Top notch?

ARTHUR
Yeah. ..uh...you know, first rate.

She nods and smi |l es.

MARI A
"Top notch"...that refers to what?

Arthur is stunped.
ARTHUR
| have no idea. Do you know the
origins of that phrase, MI0?

M LO
Uh, | believe that...no, | do not.

Arthur gives up. He pats her on the hand.

ARTHUR
Just the bill please, |ove.

As soon as she is out of earshot...

ARTHUR
I don't know how she can resist you
wth your witty repartee. "l believe
that...l do not." Good God man, please

( MORE)

14.



15.

ARTHUR ( CONT' D)
tell me you're not that silent with
her when |I'm not here! You' ve got to
at | east SPEAK to her!

M LO
| do. In ny own way.

ARTHUR
In your own way...? Ch Jesus, not
the letters again.

MLO
Shut up. [|'mnot good in person.

ARTHUR
Gosh, really? Blow ne down!

MIlo shrugs it off, plays with his enpty teacup.

M LO
Doesn't matter. She has a boyfriend
anyway. | just do it to make her

feel good. Wiy make nyself known and
ruin it all?

I NT. CATAPLANA KI TCHEN - DAY

Maria finds an out of the way corner in the back kitchen.
Pulls a small pale blue envel ope out of her apron. It is
good stationery, obviously well-chosen. She |ooks around to
make sure no one is watching. No one is. Opens the letter.
Sm | es before she even sees the words.

MLO (V.Q)
Maria, sitting in the park today |I was
surrounded by beauty. Tall magnificent
trees, scented bl ossons, the natura
glory of the earth and could not help
but be rem nded of you...

MIlo's voice is unlike we've heard before. Full of tenderness

and charm ng resonance. Cl ear, strong, confident. She
reads on, savours each |ine.
MLO (V.Q)
Inspired to share the respl endence of
the nonment with you, | plucked a |eaf

for you, but discarded it, then
another, wanting to find one as perfect
as you. But alas, none of themcould
equal your natural, |um nous beauty.
Thi s one. ..



16.
She finds the encl osed |eaf...

M LO
...cannot conpare to you, and it is
hunbl ed to be a token for you of ny
affection..

I NT. CATAPLANA CAFE - DAY
Mlo and Arthur are at the till about to pay for |unch.

A scruffily handsome man, FRANCO 30, saunters into the cafe.
From his col ouring and accent, probably Spanish or Portuguese.

FRANCO
Hey Pedro. Maria off yet?

PEDRO
Yeah, she's in the back.

Franco nods toward behind the counter.

FRANCO
M nd?

PEDRO
Course not. Take sone oyster stew.
And there's bread.

Franco goes behind the counter. Stirs the pot on the hot plate.

FRANCO
Mm Yeah, | think | will. Thanks.

Though the young man is nothing but polite and friendly,
M1 o' s eyes shoots silent daggers into him

I NT. CATAPLANA KI TCHEN - CONTI NUQUS

MLO (V.Q)
To adore you fromafar, as Dul cinea
was cherished by Don Quixote, is al
| need to brighten ny days. Ever
yours, "Browning."

Maria hears Franco's voice. Tucks her |love |letter away.
I NT. CATAPLANA CAFE - DAY

Maria cones out fromthe kitchen, takes her apron off and
reaches for her coat. She uses her sweetest tone.

MARI A
Hel | o, Franco.



17.
Franco | adl es oyster stew into a take-away contai ner.

FRANCO
Maria, you want some of this too?

Qut of Maria's eyeline Franco takes a small w apped box from
his pocket. Makes the "shh" signal to Mlo, Arthur and Pedro.

MARI A
No. No offence to Pedro, but |I'm
sick of the snell of it.

She wi nks to Pedro.

MARI A
And that's the last thing I want to
t ake hone with ne.

At the till, MIlo, Arthur and Pedro watch. Wit for Franco
to spring his surprise.

FRANCO
Maybe you'd like this instead...

Franco hands her the present and she squeals in delight.
Opens it imediately. Bright, shiny, gold hoop earrings
wth smal| decorative beaded fringe. Slightly garish, and
very nodern-day | ooki ng.

MARI A
Oh, baby, | love them Ch ny God,
are they real gold?

FRANCO
Yes, of course! Well, plated.

M1 o has seen enough, turns away as Maria ki sses Franco.
Arthur reaches for his wallet, but MIo waves hi mback

M LO
No, no. M pleasure.

MIlo takes out his ill-gotten ten pound notes.
INT. MLO S LOUNGE - NI GHT

Mlo' s flat is small, but confortable. MIlo, wearing a well-
worn track suit, drink in hand, turns on some |ush nusic.

He then does a graceful dance nove over to his desk where he
takes the lid off a shoebox. I1t's full of postcards.

M LO
What shall it be then?



18.
Mlo calls over his shoul der to soneone.

MLO
Hn? Any preference? Wat do you
think she'd Iike? You choose, N cky.

Still no response fromanyone else. He puts his drink down
and flips through the cards.

M LO
Bri ghton? Nottinghanf Ah...Loch Ness!

He pulls two postcards fromthe box and holds themup for
NI CKY to | ook at.

M LO
Whi ch do you think? Brighton? O
Loch Ness?
Ni cky - now seen to be a big, orange cat - |ooks at his master
and gives an indifferent nmeow.
M LO
Yes, | think so too. Loch Ness it is!

INT. MLO S LOUNGE - NI GHT

Mlo lies on the floor, on his back, pen in hand. Chews on
the end of it. N cky saunters over and demands attention
Mlo looks at the cat and asks in all seriousness...

M LO
Hel p ne out here, what letter do nost
names begin wth?

Ni cky gives an abbreviated nmeow, nore of a "nrah!"”

M LO
M?  You think? Yeah, you may be right.
M chael, Mark, Martin, Mtchell...Mlo.

Mlo rolls over onto his stomach and wites on the postcard.
Finishes it off with a quick, messy flourish.

G abs N cky, rolls himover onto his back and gives a series
of rapid fire kisses to the cat, and a good | ong ear-scratching.

M LO
Look at you, you gorgeous creature.
Look at this fur...silky and I uxurious.
Wio does your fur, darling? You're
magni fi cent!

Nicky loves it, luxuriates in Mlo's loving attention.



19.
I NT. POST OFFI CE - DAY

Mlo winds his way through the huge carts of mail waiting to
be sorted or delivered. He spots a large box of official-

| ooking letters, all alike, hundreds of them A furtive

gl ance around, then MIlo swiftly nicks about four or five of
them Tucks themaway in his jacket, keeps wal ki ng.

I NT. POST OFFI CE - LATER

MIlo sorts sonme post for his route. Stops now and then to
take a closer | ook at some of the nore interesting pieces.

He pops over to the franking machine, takes the postcard
fromhis jacket pocket, and runs the postcard through it.
Qui ckly he takes the postcard back, licks his finger and
intentionally snudges the newl y-inked postmark. He waves
the postcard like a fan quickly to dry it.

BOB, a pal e and weedy-| ooki ng young bl oke steps up to MIlo
as he sorts his mail for the day. Another bored young postal
wor ker, LENNY foll ows Bob.

BOB
(re: Mlo)
Ah, the nmster.
LENNY

Bet he can't do five. No way.

BOB
You' re on. How nuch?

LENNY
Ten qui d.

Bob | ooks to MIlo for reassurance. Mo gives a confident nod.

BOB
You' re on.
M LO
Hand ' em over.
LENNY
Wait, wait, make sure they're facing

away. . .

Lenny nakes sure the envel opes are all back to front, then
hands M|l o the five envel opes.

BOB
Watch this, you won't believe it.



M1l o takes the one on top, |ooks only at the back of it.

M LO
Noti ce of disconnection fromthe water
conpany. Blue envel ope, smaller than
average size. Recycle logo in blue,
not bl ack.

Then anot her. ..

M LO
Cheque issued fromthe national housing
office...reinbursenent departnent.
Perforated edges neans usually
gover nment issued, two nain sizes,
the larger ones are for housing.

And the rest...
M LO
Advertisenent for "Buy six DvVDs for
One Pence." Light blue envel ope,

t hree pages folded twice over. And a
| ate notice for a subscription to
either Hell o nagazine, or one of its

si ster nmagazi nes -- pink envel ope,
"Basi | don Recycl ed Paper Product” on
t he back.

The | ast one makes MIo roll his eyes.

MLO
Easy. Geeting card.
LENNY
Anyone can tell that, those are

obvi ous.
Bob holds his hand up in a "wait, we're not done" gesture.

BOB
Wth...?

M1l o takes the envel ope again, holds it by the very edges,
and tips it back and forth, then shakes it in a very
particul ar manner. Listens carefully.

M LO
Cash, not cheque.

Lenny i s amazed.

LENNY
How. .. ?



21.

M LO

Cheques are perfectly flat and slick
and when you shake it like this...

(m mes how to

shake envel ope)
...the cheque easily slides back and
forth, you can hear it clack, clack,
clack. But cash is nore uneven,
creased and not flat at all. Wen
you slide it with cash, nothing
happens, it's not slick enough to
nove back and forth. But you can
feel it's thicker than a card with
nothing init at all.

BOB
See? MIlo is the Master!

LENNY
Al right then, M Master of the Royal
Mai | ...how many pounds in there?

M1 o takes the envel ope and holds it to his head...he closes
his eyes in concentration.

M LO
Forty two pounds.

Bob and Lenny are dunbfounded, staring in awe. Mo breaks
into a grin and tosses it back to Bob.

M LO
| don't know, do 1? What do you think
| am bl oody psychic?

Bob takes the card and with the precision of a surgeon opens
the envelope flap with his pocket knife. Sure enough, he
pul I's out a young child' s birthday card with a col ourful clown
hol ding a balloon that says "You're SIX!'" and a £20 note.

BOB
Pay up! Ten pounds please! Ladies
and gentl eman, the Postal Savant of

S. E. 15!

M LO
| should get a share of that! | do
all the work. | feel like a bloody

perform ng seal

Lenny grudgi ngly hands over a ten pound note to Bob. Then
Lenny gets his greedy hands on the little kid' s birthday
noney. Bob plucks the ten pound note from Lenny's hand.
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BOB
I'I'l take that.

M1l o grabs the birthday card and birthday cash from Lenny.

M LO
And 1'll take that.
LENNY
Hey, | gotta recoup ny |osses from

somewher e.

M1l o grabs sone postal glue and expertly puts the birthday
card back the way it was, cash and all

MLO
Not froma six year-old kid you won't.

He tosses it into the proper cart to be delivered.

EXT. WLSON ROAD - DAY

It'"s raining quite hard, it's really comng domn. M| o has
his rain-gear on, hooded, but no unbrella. He takes a package
fromhis satchel, approaches a house. The package is too big
to fit through the slot. He knocks on the door.

M1l o studies the return address nanme on the package as he
waits. "Pyram d Products, Ansterdant. After a few seconds,

M Percy - the man with the |arge dog - answers. The slanting
rain enters the house.

MR PERCY
Arr!  Cone in, cone inl

Mlo darts in.
I NT. MR PERCY'S LOUNGE - DAY
MR PERCY
Sorry about that, didn't nmean to yell
Just didn't expect the rain |like that.
M 1o hands his package to him

MLO
You sure get a |ot of packages.

M Percy takes his parcel. MIlo' s eyes take a few seconds
to adjust to the diminterior.

But then he sees the dog, ECHO Echo is in a cage that is
FAR too small for her. She is forced to crouch in an
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unnatural position and she whines a pitiful cry. The dog
| ooks sick and beaten. Watery, bloodshot eyes peer up at
Mlo. MIlo covers his shock at the hideous sight.

MR PERCY
No umbrella, huh?

Mlo tries to recover from seeing the poor dog, but M Percy
sees that M|l o has noticed her.

M LO
Uh, no, too awkward. Need ny hands
free.

MR PERCY

Echo, she gets into so nuch trouble.
CGotta just keep her caged up a bit
while | get sonme work done.

M1lo nods, as if he doesn't care.

M LO
Uh huh. Well, I'moff.

MR PERCY
Al'l right then. Mnd how you go,
don't slip. Try and keep dry!

M Percy opens the door for MIo.

EXT. MR PERCY' S HOUSE - DAY

Once outside MIo closes his eyes. Takes a few deep breaths.
I NT. COMMUNI TY CENTER - DAY

Mental | y handi capped nen and wonen of all ages m |l around a
bi g, bright day room Each one wears a different nane tag
saying "Butcher" or "Bus Driver" or "Poet" etc. They are
aski ng each other questions in this role playing ganme. Kiki's
nane tag says "Nurse.”

A tall, lean Chaperone wonan tries to wangle themall

CHAPERONE
Remenber, you can talk to different
peopl e. Move around. Don't spend
too nmuch time with one person

Kiki trots to the refreshnent table and crans a sandwi ch in
her nout h.



CHAPERONE
Ki ki, please join the group. Find
soneone to chat with

Kl Kl

"' m eating.
CHAPERONE

Yes, | see. Please rejoin the group
Kl Kl

Ckay. After | eat.
The Chaperone approaches Ki ki and speaks quietly.

CHAPERONE
Kiki, we'll all eat later. Together.

Kl KI
Ckay!

Ki ki grabs sone crisps, shoves themin her nouth.

Kl KI
[''m eating now though.

The Chaperone takes a sterner tone.

CHAPERONE
Ki ki Monroe, stop eating right now
and rejoin the group.

Ki ki stops chewing. Opens her nouth, lets the food fall
out, back onto the table.

Kl KI
Ckay.

She grabs a cup of punch and heads back to the group.
A DI SABLED TEEN with a "Doctor" nanme tag steps up to Kiki

DI SABLED TEEN
" myour boss.

Kl K
No, you're not.

DI SABLED TEEN
I aml  |1'ma doctor so you're bel ow
me. You help me with sick people.

Kl Kl
No, I'mthe boss! |'m ol der!

24.
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DI SABLED TEEN
But I'ma doctor. You're only a nurse.

Ki ki tosses her punch into the D sabled Teen's face.

CHAPERONE
Ki ki !

I NT. COMMUNI TY CENTER - MOMENTS LATER

The Chaperone and Kiki sit off to the side. The Chaperone has
gone fromgentle to harsh, pointing her bony finger at Kiki.

CHAPERONE
You need to think before you act, Kiki!
Bef ore you speak and before you act.
That kind of behavior isn't acceptable
in society.

Ki ki scowl s, funes.

CHAPERONE
Do you hear me? You nust not be so
i mpul sive! For punishnent you are
going to sit here while we all have
our snacks.

The Chaperone turns and returns to the group.

Kl KI
| already ate.

EXT. H GH STREET - DAY

M1 o ducks in and out of the shops on the high street, his
satchel lighter with each stop

He nears Franco's El ectronics, a small shop a few doors down
fromthe Cataplana Cafe. He has the shop's post in his hand
already. But before going in, he turns away fromthe shop.

He flips through the bundle of post. Renoves some junk mail
a "Fly for Half-Of Qasis Travel" flyer, "Arrow s Florist"
advert, and a few others. Slips theminto his coat pocket.

I NT. FRANCO S ELECTRONI CS - DAY

Maria's boyfriend Franco is behind the counter | ooking over
an ol d London A-Z book. A few customers m |l around | ooking
at radios and el ectronic gadgets. M1l o pops in and hands
the bundle of letters to Franco.

FRANCO
Thanks.



Before Mo can | eave, Franco | ooks up.

FRANCO
Hey, M 1o, maybe you can help. You
know all the | ocal addresses. Were
t he bl oody hell is 300 Denmark Hill?

M LO

Denmark HIl, that's over in Canberwell.

FRANCO
Yeah | know, but that street is a
mllion mles long. Wich end should
| aimfor?

MLO
A bit out of ny region |'mafraid....

FRANCO
It's the Canberwel | Conmmunity Center.

M LO
Oh!  Yeah, the Community Center..
it's right up past Ruskin Park. Just
past the park, on the east side.

FRANCO
Ri ght, okay. Near the hospital, yeah?

M LO
Right. Just opposite the hospital.

Franco grins at M1 o.
FRANCO

Thanks. They're having a flower show.
["mtaking Maria. She |oves flowers.

Says she misses the flowers of Portugal.

M1l o considers this, nods.

FRANCO
I know, | know, |ike they don't have
flowers here in England. Says she
m sses the sem -tropical ones that
grew near her house as a child. She'l
love it.

I NT. POST OFFI CE - BACK OFFI CE - DAY
A COWPUTER SCREEN - It's the Googl e hone page.

Mlo taps away on a conputer keyboard.

26.
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The office isn't personalized -- it's just a communal conputer
room He keeps one eye on the office door in front of him
Luckily, the screen of the conmputer faces away fromthe door.

M1l o watches the screen, clicks here and there, imersed in
what the internet pages show him He browses here for a
m nute, while still keeping an eye on the door.

Hearing VOCES in the hall, he clicks out of the site, gets
up and | eaves.

Mal e and fenmal e postal workers, ANDY and SANDY, coats in
hand, pop into the conmputer room

ANDY
Hang on a tick, just wanna check on
ny reservations.

SANDY
Careful, don't let M Stevens catch you
using the internet for personal reasons.
He yelled at Lenny for using it, so
everyone's afraid to use it now.

Andy | aughs at her.

ANDY
Yeah, |ike no one el se does it.

Andy sits in the chair Ml o has just vacat ed.

ANDY
Look...if you click on the scrol
down arrow for this w ndow, you can
see all the sites that have been pulled
up - bet you anything only about half
are work-related. If that. Watch...

He does indeed click on it and pulls up the last site visited.
They watch and wait while the site | oads.

SANDY
Ch ny Cod.

ANDY
That's disgusting. Wo the hell was
on here?

COWUTER SCREEN - a few indecent pictures of boys and girls
that seemto be well below the age of consent.

Andy and Sandy's faces register horror as they watch a few
nor e phot os appear onscreen.
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SANDY
Jesus Christ, that's depraved.

I NT. POST OFFI CE - LATER

Wth his coat on and satchel on his shoulder, MIlo stops at a
"bank teller's window of an inner office. A YOUNG SALLOW MAN
is busy making notes in a | edger alongside a MATRONLY WOVAN.

M1 o doesn't approach the glass, but hangs back a bit.

Mlo gives a quiet whistle. This gets the Young Sallow Man's
attention. He pulls a pile of papers off his desk and steps

to the window MIlo slips a ten pound note through the hole

in the window, and the Young Sallow Man slips a large pile

of sheets of stanps through to Mlo. Into MIlo's coat pocket
t hey go.

INT. THE FOX PUB - N GHT
Arthur and MIlo stand at the crowded bar sipping their |agers.

For a change, Mlo is out of his posting clothes, |ooking pretty
decent in jeans, a black tee-shirt and bl ack |eather jacket.

M LO
...and the bastard just sits there
sunning hinself every day, like he's

on bl oody holiday or sonething.

ARTHUR
Doesn't even keep the kid, huh?

MLO
No!  Shi pped himoff to his sister's
in Canbridge. He's still dealing.

ARTHUR
And you know for sure he's letting
her take the fall for hin?

M LO
Oh yeah. [I'msure. She sends him
letters, twice a week from Hol | oway.
Bet he never even visits her. She's
doing four years for himand she's
still devoted to him "It'll mnake
our bond stronger...this is what true
love is all about..."

MIlo mmcs her in an overly innocent tone.

ARTHUR
| don't even want to know how you
know that. Ooh, now what about that
one over there?
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Mlo follows Arthur's gaze over to a trendy, pretty WOMAN I N
SUEDE JACKET.

MLO
You think? M |eague?

ARTHUR
Sure, why not? Now that you're out
of your designer posting togs, you're
| ooki ng m ghty sexy, sweetheart.

M1l o watches her casually for a few seconds. He takes a
deep breath in, cringes, then | ooks to Arthur.

ARTHUR
Cone on, you can do it. No problem
Turn the charm on

MIlo dowms the rest of his lager. Then as casually as he
can, nmakes his way toward the suede-clad woman who sits with
her FEMALE FRI ENDS at a table.

M1lo just stands awkwardly in front of their table, they
can't help but notice. MIlo can only smle.

M LO
Hel | o.

The wonen are already |leery and don't seem ent hused.

WOVAN | N SUEDE JACKET
Hel | o.

Your turn M| o, speak! Say sonet hing!
Not hi ng.

WOVAN | N SUEDE JACKET
Did you want sonet hi ng?

Mlo stammers. Leaves a far-too-|ong-pause. Awkward as hell.

MLO
No. No I didn't want anything.

He al nost backs away, but seens caught hal fway between | eaving
with dignity and facing her with courage.

M LO
Actually...l was wondering if YOQU
want ed anyt hi ng.

The Wnman in Suede Jacket seens incredul ous at how bad his
attenpt to chat her up is.
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WOVAN | N SUEDE JACKET
Do | want anything...?

She waits for nore information fromhim

M LO
To drink | nean...what | neant was,
can | buy you a drink? O another
one after that one you al ready have
there....

Oh forget it. He backs away apol ogetically as she shakes
her head no, not hiding her disdain.

MIlo slinks back to the bar.

ARTHUR
Anot her | ager?

M LO
God yes.

INT. MARIA'S FLAT - NI GHT

Maria lies on her bed in her cozy flat. It is a tiny self-
contai ned one-room flat, but very homey. No roomfor a sofa,
just a bed. She sips a cup of tea, fluffs the pillows and
gets settled in just right. It's aritual. She takes the
pal e blue envel ope from her bedside table. 1t's already
been opened.

She cl oses her eyes and says the first line from nenory.

MARI A
My Maria, a Portuguese ray of |ight and
ki ndness in our drab, gray London days.

She opens her eyes and begins to read M| o' s words, obviously
not for the first tine.

MLO (V.Q)
In ny youth I spent many days in
Brighton, for w thout your gol den
aura to warmne, | was forced to find
warnt h and sunlight on its pebbl ed
beaches i nst ead.

She snuggl es down deeper into the bed. Gets as confortable
as possible as she continues to read. She holds a snal
stone in her hand.

MLO (V.Q)
It is said that stones that have
( MORE)
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MLO (V.QO) (CONT' D)
natural holes in them provide
protection, health, enhance psychic
abilities and guard agai nst ni ght mares.
Bri ghton's beaches are known for having
many hol ey stones. | found this one
as a child, and have kept it as ny
own talisman. | now want to pass it
ontoyou. It is ny gift for Maria
ny | ove, sonething natural, wonderful
and rare - a mrror of you. No store-
bought shiny trinket will do for ny
earthy mai den.

She eyes the gift earrings fromFranco that sit on her bedside
table. Shiny. New Garish

MLO (V.Q)
Od stories tell that if you take the
stone to a wild and | onely place,
preferably by noonlight, and | ook
through it, you will see visions.

She pauses, inspects the stone closely, rolls it in her
fingers. She holds it to her eye and peers through.

MARI A
Who are you?

I NT. THE FOX PUB - CONTI NUOUS

ARTHUR
She was no good for you anyway. Cone
on. ...

Arthur struggles for sonething bad to say about the Wnman in
Suede Jacket .

ARTHUR
Suede. .. cone on, who wears suede
anynore?

M1lo laughs at his feeble attenpt to make her seem undesirable.
ARTHUR
So how goes the wooing with the noble
Portuguese waitress?
M1 o shrugs.

MLO
The sane really.
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ARTHUR
Still anonynous?
M LO
Better that way. | can be really

romantic in letters. Wen | have
tine to plan what |I'm gonna say, and
| can wite and rewite it, then I'm
fine. Finding that just-right piece
of poetry...you think that's easy?

ARTHUR
Yeah, yeah, you're Lord Byron at heart.
But listen, no one falls in love through
the post. Love poens, all that stuff -
t hey enhance the wooi ng, but you've
Q0T to be there in person, MIo.

M LO
Ch yeah? What about Browni ng and
Barrett? They wote epic |ove poens
and love letters to each other, and
fell madly in love! "How do I |ove
thee, let ne count the ways..."

Arthur is really on his toes now.

ARTHUR
Ah yes! BUT! Dd you know that even
t hough they are known for all those
| ove poens, that they never actually
showed each ot her the poens until
AFTER they were married?

Mlo is stymed. He |ooks quite dejected.

M LO
You' re ki dding.

ARTHUR
No! Not nmany people know that. Sod
t his anonynous shit! Tell her how
you feel

M LO
Christ. 1've based the whol e foundati on
of ny love life on a fallacy.

ARTHUR
Yeah, haven't we all? But cone on
how can you say you're really in |ove
with her? You hardly know anythi ng
about her.



33.

M LO
Maybe that's why | |ike her so nuch.

I NT. MARI A'S FLAT - CONTI NUQUS
Maria still | ooks at her nmgical stone.

MLO (V.Q)
No nightrmares will touch you tonight.
Sweet dreans. Wth ny adoration,
" Browni ng. "

She basks in the letter a nmoment nore, touches where he signed
it. Then opens a snall elaborately carved wooden box. Many

nore pale blue letters are inside. She tucks his letter
away gently.

She pl aces the stone on a saucer that holds many | eaves,
careful l y arranged.

I NT. THE FOX PUB - CONTI NUQUS
Arthur polishes off his drink.

ARTHUR
One nore? 1'I11l buy.
M LO
Nah, | gotta get going. Got sonething

to do.
EXT. MLO S KITCHEN - N GHT
M1 o squats down, watches while N cky poops in the litter box.

M LO
Alittle nore, please.

Ni cky covers his poop and hops out. MIlo picks up the entire
[itter box.

M LO
Thanks, Nick. Just what | needed.

He pours the poopy litter into a large bin liner. Then he
opens his refrigerator and breaks about ten eggs into the
liner, as well as sone nasty-looking |leftover fish and
what ever else is in there.

By the tine Mlo finishes, the bag is quite full. But before
he ties it off he takes the junk mail and adverts with
Franco's address on them and plants them deep into the

di sgusting rubbish
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There are three nore very full bags of rubbish on the floor.
He manages to pick themall up and | eaves.

EXT. H GH STREET - N GHT

Under cover of night, Mlo trots down the high street. He
unties the bin liners and dunps the rubbish on the front steps
of various businesses near Franco's Electronics. There's a
joyful bounce in his step as he flings the rubbish.

EXT. H GH STREET - N GHT

Now enpty-handed, M| o heads home down the nearly deserted
hi gh street, hands in pockets. Big grin on his face.

I NT. ARTHUR AND JANINE' S KI TCHEN - NI GHT

Arthur grabs three plates froma cabinet. JANNE, |ate 30s,
call s over her shoulder fromthe stove.

JANI NE
Actually Stevie's at ne mum s tonight.
ARTHUR
That's right.
He puts one pl ate back.
JANI NE
| hope she doesn't fill himfull of

sugar |ike she always does.

She hol ds her hand out for the plates. He hands them over.
She fills the plates wth food fromthe pots on the stove.

ARTHUR
| think it's safe to assune she wll.

Arthur gathers silverware and gl asses, sets themon the table.

JANI NE
Wiy didn't you bring MIo back with
you? He's probably honme al one eating
a cold Pot Noodl e.

ARTHUR

He had sonething he had to go do.
JANI NE

What ?
ARTHUR

He didn't say.



JANI NE
God, don't you nen ever tal k about

anyt hi ng?

ARTHUR
Wll, as it happens, we did. He was
telling me about a new woman in his
life.

Jani ne stops m d-scoop, jaw open

JANI NE
What ? Who? Tell nme, tell nme! Are
t hey going out?

ARTHUR
Not exactly.
She frowns.
JANI NE
What's that nean?
ARTHUR
He's still in the process of w nning
her heart.
She' s defl at ed.
JANI NE

Oh, no. Not those bloody letters
again. Are you fucking kidding me?
Pl ease tell me you're kidding.

He digs in a cabinet, searching for sonething.

ARTHUR
Not kidding I'm afraid.
JANI NE
OCh nmy god. Not sure I can handle

t hi s again.
She sighs as she finishes |loading their plates with food.

JANI NE
Littl e wonder he didn't pass the psych
exam for The Met. He's ny brother
and | love him but can you honestly
see MIlo as a police constable?

Arthur gives a neek shrug, still digging in the cabinet.
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ARTHUR
| don't know. | think it's a bit sad
that | ove letters, wooing and ronance
and all that is going out of fashion.
It's a shane.

He pulls two candl esticks fromthe cabinet and puts them on
the table. Janine notices.

JANI NE
What are you doi ng?

ARTHUR
| thought maybe we could do with a
bit of romance oursel ves.

She bites her lip, both plates in hand and gestures to the
TV over in the adjoining room

JANI NE
Qooh. But | kind of wanted to watch
"Bi xby and Riggs." It's the season
finale.

ARTHUR
Ch. Right.

He puts the candl esticks back in the cabinet.
I NT. FAST FOOD JO NT - N GHT

Maria picks at her fries. Franco wolfs down his burger as he
shares his story.

FRANCO
My cousin Elliot told nme that he was
at his dad's house, he took his
notorcycle, and an old famly friend
told himthat he always wanted to
take a long ride through the
countryside on a bike. But the old
guy never |earned to ride.

He dunks sonme of her fries in ketchup and gul ps them down.

FRANCO
So Elliot ends up taking the old guy
down to Brighton on the bike. N ce
scenic route. They ate lunch at the
beach, and then cane up. The guy was
so grateful he gave Elliot £200!

MARI A
Bri ght on.
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FRANCO
Yeah! So Elliot thinks we should
start a business where we take people
who don't ride bikes out on day trips.

MARI A
You? Both of you?
FRANCO
Yeah. | bet there's lot of people

that would love to take a bike ride

but are too scared to do it thensel ves.
O just never learned to ride. M

and Elliot can take themnl

MARI A

But you don't even have a bike.
FRANCO

Yeah. | know. But Elliot's friend

has a bi ke he can sell nme. OCh! |
just got an idea! W can even do
overnight trips! Like up to the Lake
District, spend the night, back the
next day.

MARI A
But what about your shop?

FRANCO
Un | can hire soneone to watch it.

MARI A
But that's noney going out.

FRANCO
No, babe, we're going to make a | ot
of noney with the bike thing! It'lI
be great!

MARI A
Yes, that coul d work.

She takes a long draw on her straw.

FRANCO
Wiy aren't you nore excited?

She shrugs. Chews a French fry.

MARI A
Well. No, it's fine. It can work.



FRANCO
No, what were you going to say?

MARI A
You were going to give guitar |essons.
Then you wanted to give Portuguese
| essons. Those coul d' ve been done

easily. In the back roomof the shop
But still you didn't do it.
FRANCO

But this is a really good idea, babe.

MARI A
Yes. But you had no interest in this
yesterday. And | think no interest
t onor r ow.

EXT. MRS KENDALL'S HOUSE - DAY

38.

Ms Kendall greets MIlo, as usual, at her front door

VRS KENDALL

Hello Mlo. How we doing today?
M LO

Aces, Ms Kendall. You know what ?

Got sonet hi ng good for you today.
Her face lights up as he hands her the postcard.

VRS KENDALL
Ooo! Loch Ness! OCh ny!

M1 o beans at her delight.

MRS KENDALL
(reads)

"Vivian, thought 1'd drop you a |ine.
["mup in Loch Ness now. Thought of
you the other day, how kind you were
when | was a boarder with you years
ago. | go fishing out on the loch
quite a bit, in a spot that you can
see on this postcard, the small bay
on the bottomright hand corner..."

She flips the postcard over and finds that spot.

She shows

it to Mlo. He looks at it as if for the first tine.

VRS KENDALL
Look, | bet that's it right there!

She continues readi ng.
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VRS KENDALL
"l renmenber you and | woul d often
di scuss fishing so know t hat soneone
in Scotland thinks of you every tine
he fishes!" Onh ny!

She is truly touched.
VRS KENDALL
And it's signed....hmm..| can't quite
make it out...starts with an M|
think...Mm..Can you nmake it out?

She hands it to Mlo. He pretends to inspect the signature.

VRS KENDALL
I"ve had so many boarders over the
years. ...

M LO
Yes, | know

VMRS KENDALL

Oh, yes, of course you do!

M LO
Uh, it |ooks like....Mmm ..M chael ?
Mm .. Mark...?

No recognition fromher at all.

M LO
Mm .. Mmmaaarrrtin?
MRS KENDALL
Oh! Could it be Marshal |l ?
M LO
Yup! That's it! Marshall
MRS KENDALL
Ch, ny...Marshall. Wat a dear |ad...

to’think of ne after all this tine.

M 1o hands her postcard back to her. She goes inside. Waves
goodbye to himthrough the window Mo waves back as he
goes out to the street again.

Through her front | ounge window M| o sees her re-reading her
cherished postcard. Another satisfied custoner.
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EXT. BUSY STREET - DAY

Ki ki stands in a group of pedestrians on a busy street corner
waiting to cross. |It's taking too long. She's inpatient.
She sees the comunity center Chaperone standing a few feet
away, also waiting to cross. They nake eye contact, the
Chaper one nods hell o.

The wait is too long. Kiki bristles with inpatience. She
repeatedly kicks a netal trash can. BANG BANG BANG

The Chaperone turns, gives Kiki a deliberate and di sapproving
finger wag and a scow as the nunber 12 bus approaches.

Ki ki frowns and suddenly shoves the Chaperone - hard! The
woman goes flying backwards into the street! A split second
before she is crushed under the wheels she is grabbed by a
MAN and whi sked out of the street.

Ki ki watches -- inpassive |ook on her face. Not understanding
the gravity of what al nost happened -- or perhaps not caring.

Is that a tiny smle creeping across her face?
EXT. H GH STREET - DAY

M| o approaches Franco's El ectronics. The door is propped
wi de open. Frominside two arguing voices can be heard,
Franco and sonebody else. Mo pauses outside the door for
a few seconds to catch the gist of the argunent.

FRANCO (O S.)
| told you! 1t's not mne! Wy would
| do that?

ARGUI NG MAN (O S.)
| should bring it over here and dunp
it on YOUR steps!

M1lo pops in for second, |ong enough to drop the post on the
counter, then comes out again.

ARGUI NG MAN (O . S.)
You idiot! | knowit was your rubbish

Mlo keeps on walking, with a snug little smle on his face.
H's smle can't help but turn into a joyous | augh.

M d-1 augh, Kiki appears out of nowhere and falls in step
beside him Seeing Mo |aughing, she |aughs too.

Kl KI
What are you | aughing at, M| o0?
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Now in a good nood, MIlo puts his armaround her and jostles
her good-naturedly. She continues to |augh with him but
W t hout know ng why.

M LO
H Kiki! Wnna have |unch with ne?
["1'1 buy!

She is wide-eyed. Nods vigorously.
| NT. CATAPLANA CAFE - MOMENTS LATER

M1lo plonks the day's post on the counter. Heads to his
normal table. Kiki traipses after him

| NT. CATAPLANA CAFE - MOVENTS LATER
At their table, Kiki is absorbed in the nenu.

Kl Kl
|'ve never eaten here before!

M1 o chuckles in surprise.

M LO
What do you nean you' ve never eaten
here? You're here nearly every day.

Kl KI
Yeah, but | always bring nmy own | unch.
Maria lets ne. She brings ne tea -
Mlo cuts off this famliar conversation inmedi ately.

M LO
Ckay! So, what'll it be then?

Kl Kl
Uh. ...

She scans the nmenu. Up and down, up and down. Overwhel ned.

M LO
You wanna just get what | get?

She nods, perfectly happy to copy him Maria approaches.

Kl Kl
MIlo is buying nme | unch!

Maria | ooks at Ml o with genui ne adorati on.
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MARI A
VWel|l that's very sweet of him Plus
you want your usual tea, Kiki?

Ki ki nods.
MARI A
And you, M1 0?
M LO
Yeah, give us the usual all the way

round.
| NT. CATAPLANA CAFE - MOMENTS LATER

Ki ki seens absorbed in the conversation of the group of old
| adies at the next table. Kiki watches a GENTLE GRANDVA
delicately sipping her soup.

GENTLE GRANDNA
...and | couldn't get nmy shoes on!
My feet had swollen so nuch. | didn't
even get to Sainsbury's yesterday
because | couldn't get ny shoes on,
and | surely wasn't going to wear ny
sl i ppers!

The Gentle G andma titters at her own story. A CRABBY OLD
PORTUGUESE WOVAN seens intent on one-upping her.

CRABBY OLD PORTUGUESE WOVAN
Oh, that's nothing, Ellen. Your feet
are fine today, aren't they?!

Her tone is a bit harsh considering the sweet demeanour of
the Gentle G andma.

CRABBY OLD PORTUGUESE WOVAN
You know not hing of suffering! Last
nonth | accidentally ate sone peanuts -
sone idiot put themin sonme Chinese
food if you can believe that!

MIlo smrks overhearing their old | ady hypochondriacal talk,
but Ki ki funes.

CRABBY OLD PORTUGUESE WOVAN
| ate half of it before | realized it
had peanuts init. M eyes swelled
shut for three days! | couldn't see
a thing! So don't you tell me about
not wearing shoes!
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Kl Kl
You shouldn't be so nmean to your friend!

M1 o cringes, enbarrassed as the two old ladies - as well as
about three other tables of people - turn and | ook.

Kl KI
You sound nean! Her feet hurt! You're
a nasty old | ady!

Maria has by this tinme cone back with bread, catches the
tail end of the conversation. She and MIlo share a smrk as
Kiki yells the types of things that everyone el se w shed
they had the guts to say but never do.

M LO
Ckay, Kiki. That's enough. Here,
try sonme bread..

But Kiki is hellbent on taking out her notebook and
docunenting the injustice.

Kl KI
(wites in her
not ebook)
Nasty worman yells at friend with hurt
feet...

Mari a does her best to divert Kiki's attention. Mria waves
off the Crabby O d Portuguese Wnan

MARI A
(to Kiki)
Don't you worry about her. So Kiki,
how was your Scottish dancing class at
the comunity center the other night?

The Crabby O d Portuguese Wman i s now forgotten, and KiKi
is thrilled to tell Maria about her dancing...

Kl Kl
It was fun! Mimlet ne stay out until
ten! W danced, and we kept nessing
up, but they had juice and crisps and
pie. They took pictures too!l

MIlo watches with adoration as Maria chats with Ki ki, calns
her down.

MARI A
Good! Bring them | would love to
see them Let nme go get your tea.



Kl KI
kay!

Kiki is happy again as Maria | eaves.

MLO
Scotti sh danci ng, huh

Kl Kl
Yeah. Mum nekes ne g
every week. To help
soci al i ze.

MIlo smrks.

M LO
Yeah, well, it's work

Kl KI

There's ten of us.
are retarded though.
(off MIo'
["mnot retarded. M
not retarded, |I'mjus

?

o wth ny group
me learn to

I ng.

Sone of the nen

s | ook)
msays -- |'m
t alittle slow

pi cking at the bread, tries to | ook involved in

M1 o nods,
t he conversati on
Kl Kl
| have sex with sone
men t hough.
M1 o does a doubl e take.
M LO
You have...?
Kl Kl

Uh huh. They are fun
have sex with nme. So
like me to have ora

The teacher likes it!

MIlo is stunned.

M LO
Your teacher? 1|s he,

Kl Kl
No, silly!

M LO

Just sl ow?

of the retarded

ny, they like to
meti nmes they
sex with them

But fascinated....

uh, retarded too?
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No. He's not sl ow
at the center

Kl Kl
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He's a teacher
He's our chaperone

when we go places. | like to go down
on him He's nice.
MLO

Shhh. Not so | oud.

Mlo leans forward, norbidly interested in this.

| bet he

MLO
really likes it, too.

She nods vigorously, and |aughs. Kiki senses MIo's sudden

interest in the conversation

Leans in a bit.

Kl K
| could do it to you. | like you
Ml o blinks at her.
Kl K

My teacher says |I'mvery good at

I NT. CATAPLANA KI TCHEN - LATER

Anot her wai tress,
back doorway snoki

ALMA, about Maria's age,

it!

stands in the

ng. Waves the snoke out the door. Maria
folds cloth napkins and piles themonto a tray.

ALNA

So how do you know it's not Franco

sendi ng '

Trust ne,

he isn't

enf
MARI A

it's not Franco. Franco's
nice, but he doesn't talk |ike that,

A few a week.

that romantic.
ALNA
And you get a |ot of then®
MARI A
ALNA

Are you SURE it's not Franco?
messing with you?

you up?

MARI A

Stitch nme...?

Just
Trying to stitch
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ALNA

You know, trick you.
see if you keep them

Wite you letters,
a secret or not.

MARI A

No. It's not Franco.

Can't be.

ALNA

One of Franco's cousi

ns? You see

themall the tine right? Mybe soneone

fromthe disco?

Maria shrugs and di sm sses the

suggesti ons.

MARI A
Browning...he's so romantic wthout
bei ng, you know, nacho.

ALMA
Br owni ng?

MARI A
That's how he signs his letters.
Told nme that Robert Browning and
El i zabeth Barrett Browning started

out witing letters.
inspired to wite to

Says he was
me by Browni ng,

so that's how he signs his nane.

Al ma stubs her cigarette out.
stack the silverware and napki

ALNA
It's a bit creepy if

Shuts the door. Helps Maria
ns.

you ask ne. He

obvi ously knows where you work, he
coul d be watching you every day.

MARI A

| don't think it's cr
He's a gentl eman.

eepy. He's noble.

I NT. CATAPLANA CAFE - CONTI NUOUS

MIlo sits back in his chair.
ni bbles on it, but doesn't tak

Kl Kl

Tears a chunk of bread off and
e his eyes off Kiki.

Want to? We could do it in the |oo
i ke we do at the conmunity center.

He watches her. She eats the
all over her face.

bread. Sl oppy. Gets butter
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Kl Kl
| could go down on you, MIo.

He exhal es | ong and hard.

Kl Kl
You' d like it.

He | ooks over his shoulder to the bathroom It beckons.
Looks back to Kiki. Butter glistens on her |ips and chin.

MAXI NE MONRCE (O S.)
Kiki! Were the hell have you been?!

MAXI NE MONRCE, 45, stands near the front of the restaurant.

Kl K
H, Mm

MAXI NE MONRCE
W' re supposed to be at the doctor in
twenty mnutes. | told you to cone
hone strai ght away.

Ki ki trudges toward her mum Mo forgotten, they |eave.

BEHI ND COUNTER -- Alma and Maria file into the front dining
area fromthe kitchen

MARI A
I'mso enbarrassed with Franco. |
can't believe he did that. Al the
storekeepers are furious wth himn

ALMA
Not very 'noble' is it?

MARI A
No!

Mlo sits in the background eating his lunch. Alone, unnoticed.

MARI A
(to Al ma)
| tell you, I've nearly had it with
Franco | ately.
ALNA

| always thought he was rather nice.
Mlo, in the background, accidentally tips his tea over.
MARI A

Yes, yes, heis. He is very nice.
But...l don't know...



M1o wal ks over to the counter near Maria and Alma. Al nma
sees himout of the corner of her eye. @ ances at him

M LO
Made a bit of a ness with ne tea...

Al ma hands hi m sone napkins, then turns back to Maria.
MARI A
I[t's just a lot of little things
lately...sonetinmes | wonder if |I'm
settling.

Maria sighs in frustration

MARI A
CGod, | wish so much sonetines that |
could have himt Be with hint
ALMA
Huh? Franco?
MARI A
No, no, no. "Browning"!

A stunned Mo knocks over a sugar dispenser.

MARI A
Wiy won't he face me? He's just what
| always dreaned of. Even the WAY he
wites. One tinme he used ink...you
know, the ol d-fashioned way? Wen
you used to dip the pen...?

She m nmes the process.

ALMA
Yeah. A fountain pen.
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Mlo strains to hear, struggles to scoop up the spilt sugar.

MARI A
It's so charm ng, that kind of pen.

Mari a gazes off into space, stars in her eyes.

MARI A
Br owni ng, cone rescue ne!

Ml o
wi de- eyed shock

END OF EPI SODE ONE

"s rooted to the spot. A handful of sugar, nouth open
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