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EXT. GARY’S GARDEN - NIGHT

A clear night in winter. Gary, 45, sober, is standing out in 
his spacious garden - he looks cold and listless. 

Gary glances back inside his affluent home at a BOTTLE OF 
WHITE WINE still in a CHEAP PLASTIC BAG in the kitchen.

Gary looks up at the STARS - we see his POV.

GARY (V.O.)
I’ve always had this nagging sense 
that somewhere out there there’s 
all these different versions of me 
leading happy, fulfilled lives... 

INT. GARY’S CHILDHOOD HOME - DAY - MONTAGE (FLASHBACK)

We see a montage of Gary as a joyous six-year old playing 
make-believe in a conventional early-1980s household. 

At first he is the SUPERHERO in a CAPE and fighting imaginary 
crime. Then he is swamped in an ADULT’S SUIT and offering a 
diplomatic handshake to his stern, disapproving FATHER.

GARY (V.O.)
Superheroes. Prime Ministers. A 
Poet. All the things I used to 
dream about as a kid...

Finally he runs into another room to surprise his delighted, 
doting MOTHER with a SHORT POEM that he has written.

EXT. GARY'S GARDEN - NIGHT

Gary glances around the garden pensively.

GARY
(shaking his head)

What a load of bollocks.

Gary strides purposefully back into his house and twists the 
cap off the bottle of wine - he downs it matter-of-factly.
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INT. GARY’S OPEN-PLAN KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Gary rinses out the bottle in the SINK and carefully places 
it in the RECYCLING BIN. He sets a STOPWATCH APP going on his 
PHONE, puts in his EARPHONES and lies back on a nice SOFA.
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GARY
Used to do this at uni. Set the 
timer going. Empty stomach.

Gary watches as the milliseconds tick by. We can hear that he 
is listening to something WASHED-OUT from the 1990s.

Gary unbuttons his SHIRT down to expose a PLAIN VEST - he 
leans back his head and closes his eyes contemplatively.

Cut to:

Gary snapping back from the brink of sleep - the music is in 
the same style, but another song. Gary checks the stopwatch - 
it is up to somewhere between 6 and 7 MINUTES - he stops it. 

Gary smirks with drunken approval at the TIMING.

GARY (V.O.)
This is a new personal best. 

Gary closes his eyes with a smile and drifts off to sleep. 

INT. TELEVISION NEWS STUDIO - ANOTHER REALITY - NIGHT 

An unshaven, drunk SUPERHERO is sitting in a chair waiting to 
be interviewed. This is SUPER GARY - he strikes a much darker 
figure than in the previous scene as Gary, but under his 
clothes we see a hint of COLOURFUL LYCRA and a LOGO.

A STUDIO CREW adjust the LIGHTING on Super Gary as his head 
rolls - a MAKE-UP ARTIST fails to apply some FOUNDATION. 

The INTERVIEWER is modish, glib and reading NOTES - they are 
sat across from each other. A beat - we are ready to begin.

INTERVIEWER
A lot of responsibility, Super 
Gary. Talk to me about how you 
manage stress in your life.

SUPER GARY
(slurring)

Since I got sober?

INTERVIEWER
Um...

(beat)
Yes.

SUPER GARY
Long... 

(vaguely)
Long walks.
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INTERVIEWER
Long walks, Gary?

SUPER GARY
Yes, long walks - and meditation.

INT. GARY'S OPEN-PLAN KITCHEN - NIGHT

Gary is still passed out with the music in his ears.

SUPER GARY (V.O.)
(bitter)

I imagine myself as an ordinary 
man, leading an ordinary life.

CLOSE ON: Gary, insensible.

SUPER GARY (V.O.)
I breathe... 

(beat)
And imagine myself not having to 
talk to you to promote a book.

INT. TELEVISION NEWS STUDIO - ANOTHER REALITY - CONTINUOUS

SUPER GARY
I like to think he’d be coping a 
little better than me...

INTERVIEWER
I’m sure he would, Super Gary.

Super Gary twinges at this slight.

INTERVIEWER (CONT'D)
The press, Gary. Just this morning 
there were reports that you and 
Rachel were finally through.

SUPER GARY
(wobbling)

When are we getting to the book?

INTERVIEWER
You were often described as...

(checking notes)
“Having a mortgage.” “Two kids.”
“In-laws round at Christmas.”

SUPER GARY
(initially sarcastic)

Yeah, on rotation - us against the 
world and that... it was good.
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Super Gary looks beyond the CAMERA for a friendly face or 
PRODUCER, but he cannot find one - he tries to focus:

SUPER GARY (CONT'D)
(still slurring)

This line of questioning, mate. 
It’s not on - it’s not right.

The interviewer allows a SILENCE to grow - we feel the 
pressure building in the studio and on Super Gary.

INTERVIEWER
(intimate)

What’s happened to you, Super Gary?

A beat, then Super Gary stands shaking his head - he starts 
to fumblingly remove his clip-on MICROPHONE and the WIRES.

Super Gary becomes TANGLED - he drops to the floor. 

A COMMOTION - a FLOOR MANAGER rushes over.

Super Gary GROANS. 

Distantly, a MOBILE PHONE RINGS. 

INT. GARY’S OPEN-PLAN KITCHEN - NIGHT

In the dark kitchen, the RINGING mobile phone is nearer now - 
it is in our ears - in Gary’s. Outside is very STILL.

Gary is as before, but it is his MOBILE PHONE.

The call stops and the LIGHT dies away. 

Gary sits up with a JOLT - immediately, he checks the phone.

The CALLER ID reads “SWINDON”. The PICTURE is of another MAN 
about Gary’s age posing under a road sign to “SWINDON”.

Gary sighs disinterestedly and closes his eyes.

INT. TELEVISION STUDIO - ANOTHER REALITY - NIGHT

The crew are tidying up the studio. Super Gary is wearing 
DARK, TINTED SUNGLASSES. The interviewer comforts him:

INTERVIEWER
We’ll take it nice and slow, okay?

Super Gary is holding a GLASS OF WATER - he drains it in ONE 
SWIG. The interviewer nods off-screen - we are restarting.

Everybody retakes their places - Super Gary looks off.
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INTERVIEWER (CONT'D)
Gary, to say thank you, and before 
you go, we’ve prepared a short 
highlights package with all of your 
best moments - as voted for by the 
public - we’d love your thoughts.

SUPER GARY
(weakly)

I’ve written a book...

The LIGHTS darken in the studio. The interviewer turns to 
watch a monitor nearby. Super Gary reluctantly does the same.

We don’t see what is on the monitor, but we hear the generic 
SOUNDS of ACTION and a FIST FIGHT underneath STIRRING MUSIC.

CLOSE ON: Super Gary, watching his youth - he is moved.

INTERVIEWER (O.S.)
We’ve even got clips of your kids 
and Rachel. What do you think?

This is clearly too much for Super Gary - he is CRYING.

SUPER GARY
(broken)

I’m sorry - can’t do it...

Super Gary stands and walks away without removing any wires. 
The interviewer spins around in utter BEMUSEMENT.

INT. GARY’S OPEN-PLAN KITCHEN - NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

Gary is on the sofa. The NOISE of FIGHTING grows LOUDER.

INTERVIEWER (V.O.)
(hushed)

Gary, we will use this footage.

CLOSE ON: a CHILD’S DRAWING of a SMILING FAMILY OF FOUR up on 
the FRIDGE whilst the noise intensifies into the cinematic 
sounds of a superhero engaged in a DETRUCTIVE BATTLE. 

INT. GARY’S HOUSE - NIGHT - MONTAGE (CONTINUOUS)

We see into several corners of Gary’s modern and well-kept 
family home as the NOISE builds further: buildings are 
COLLAPSING and cars are EXPLODING. CLOSE ON: a row of 
ALPHABET WOODEN TRAINS that spells out “MUM AND DAD”.

CLOSE ON: a PRIMARY SCHOOL BOOK BAG with a SHEET OF CRUMPLED 
MATHS HOMEWORK poking out of it. A woman’s HIGH-HEELS.
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The noises of destruction die away. With no lights on and the 
darkness increasing, we sense the home’s unusual emptiness. 

We hear the RING of the house’s DOORBELL - it is PERSISTANT.

A beat.

The ringing becomes URGENT. 

INT. GARY’S OPEN-PLAN KITCHEN - NIGHT (SECONDS LATER)

Through ceiling-to-floor GLASS DOORS, we see that Gary’s 
GARDEN is EMPTY - Gary is still out cold on the sofa.

A MAN with muddy knees is suddenly outside and thumping on 
the glass. We can just make out that it is the man who tried 
to call Gary earlier: SWINDON, he wears a FOOTBALL SHIRT.

Swindon hammers away, shouting inaudibly at Gary. Suddenly, 
he stops banging and disappears up the garden. A moment later 
a GARDEN CHAIR is thrown - it CLATTERS against the GLASS.

Gary does not wake up - Swindon races back into shot, hitting 
the door with the crown of his HEAD - Gary wakes up with a 
frown - he sees Swindon on the floor and jumps up, ALERT.

CUT TO:

Gary pulling a tray of DINOSAUR-SHAPED NUGGETS out of a hot 
OVEN. Gary is bleary-eyed, but not obviously drunk, or even 
tipsy. Swindon, 46, a bit portly, is nursing a sore head.

SWINDON
(wincing)

It feels like a bad hangover...

GARY (V.O.)
Michael Swindon. “Donny”. I never 
thought I’d still be trying to 
shake him off in my forties. Just 
fill him up - and off he trots.

Gary places the hot tray onto a MAT on the kitchen counter 
with a little bowl of KETCHUP and takes off OVEN GLOVES.

GARY
(apologetic)

I haven’t really been to the shops.

Swindon dunks a nugget luxuriously in ketchup and eats.
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SWINDON
(delicious)

I’m glad of it - just the way your 
old mum used to heat them through.

GARY
They’re meat-free now, Donny.

Swindon stops chewing for a moment, then resumes:

SWINDON
(full mouth)

Doesn’t surprise me - even back 
then they were... meat-light.

GARY
Got to be vegetarian for the kids.

SWINDON
(swallowing)

Ah, mate, that’s it, right - all 
that bollocks Rachel made you put 
up with... you’re free of it now. I 
always felt she was a hypocrite 
putting all that nonsense on the 
sprogs and then eating burgers.

GARY
Nah, it was the kids. It’s all 
those animated films - with the 
animals all like people...

(beat)
You don’t need to slag her off.

Swindon inspects Gary.

SWINDON
(impressed)

You seem to be holding up okay.

A beat.

GARY
Why’d you come round the back way?

Swindon dodges the question by dunking another nugget to eat.

SWINDON
(of the nugget)

We’re the dinosaurs now ain’t we, 
Gaz? My lad was having a pop at me 
the other day over the pay gap at 
the garage. Little bastard doesn’t 
know what he’s talking about...
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They both consider each other. CLOSE ON: Gary’s face:

GARY (V.O.)
I was topping myself, he thinks.

CLOSE ON: Swindon assessing Gary - a beat.

GARY
Did you think I was in trouble? 

Swindon enjoys the nugget with another full mouthful.

GARY (CONT'D)
Come on, mate - spit it out.

SWINDON
(lip-smacking)

I would, but I actually can’t taste 
the difference - it’s silly.

Gary clearly didn’t mean this, but he lets it go.

SWINDON (CONT'D)
(finished)

Well, that was a joy.

GARY
Super.

A beat - it turns into an awkward pause. Swindon stands.

SWINDON
(casually)

Well, just thought I’d check in... 
I’ll go out the front this time. 

Swindon readies himself to leave - he walks out of shot.

SWINDON (O.S.) (CONT'D)
(calling back)

You know my place of business.

GARY
(suddenly)

Yeah, do you want to go to the pub?

Swindon returns, obviously wary and surprised - he searches 
Gary’s face. Gary shrugs - his face gives nothing away.

Swindon is evidently unsure of what to say. We hear the 
NOISES of a busy pub fading in - Gary looks uneasy.

BARTENDER (V.O.)
“What’re you having, fella?”

8.



9.

A beat.

The noises abruptly STOP.

GARY
(casual)

Just an orange juice, Donny. 

Swindon seems to accept this, and they both start to leave.

INT. RACHEL’S PARENTS’ DINING ROOM - SAME TIME

The dining room is cramped. Full bookcases leave little space 
around the central DINNER TABLE which has been set for FIVE. 

GARY (V.O.)
The pub? Fucking... good one, Gaz. 
What about Rachel? Where am I when 
she calls me up in tears begging 
for forgiveness - the Red Lion?

RACHEL, 46, nervous, is seated - she FIDGETS. JOHN, 70s, her 
dependable-looking father, is sat opposite and seems to be 
giving her the space either to speak or just sit quietly. 

GARY (V.O.)
(sombre)

Where is she..? What has she told 
the children - or her parents?

We hear the NOISE of a child playing nearby - she skips into 
the room. This is MELISSA, 8, precocious, and dressed up as 
some kind of MAGICAL PRINCESS - she waves a FAIRY WAND. 

MELISSA
Why isn’t Daddy with us, Mummy?

RACHEL
Daddy just needs a bit of space to 
finish a very important website 
that he’s been designing.

Melissa thinks nothing of this, but John frowns at Rachel. 
This is a matter for later - he glances down the hallway.

RACHEL’S MUM (O.S.)
(calling)

Okay, so since tonight is a special 
meal for a special little princess, 
I’m thinking that on Sunday we 
could all have an R-O-A-S-T.

Melissa stops - she mouths the letters again:
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MELISSA
(under her breath)

R - O... A... S--

RACHEL’S MUM (O.S.)
(interrupting)

Lamb!
(beat)

Or pork?

RACHEL
(calling back)

Mum!

MELISSA
(realising)

Hey...

RACHEL
Melissa. Granny’s entitled to her 
views - and so is mummy, okay?

Melissa frowns, upset - she hugs her grandfather.

MELISSA
Everybody is so naughty, Grandad - 
but Granny is the most naughty.

JOHN
Yes, she needs learning - why don’t 
you go and turn her into a frog?

MELISSA
I will, and then I’ll send her to 
France and see how she likes it!

Melissa immediately sets off down the hallway with her WAND.

RACHEL
(quietly)

She’s going to catch you one day 
with your pork pies, you know.

JOHN
That will be my last day alive.

Distantly, we hear Melissa bursting in on her grandmother who  
SHRIEKS - a metal cooking utensil CLATTERS on the floor.

MELISSA (O.S.)
Poof - now you’re a frog, Granny!
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RACHEL’S MUM (O.S.)
(recovering)

Dear me... oh, how miserable - but 
you mustn’t say “poof”, my dear.

John chuckles a codger’s laugh, but Rachel is DISTRACTED.

JOHN
Where’s our lad hiding - we’re 
probably nearly ready..?

Rachel looks around the room and down the hall.

RACHEL
I don’t know.

JOHN
Laddy!

(beat)
Peter?

There is no response - Rachel taps her head once or twice.

RACHEL
Up here, no doubt - in dreamland.

We see that PETER, 6, introverted, is sat quietly underneath 
the table, reading a favourite PICTURE BOOK. We stay with him 
as he slowly tunes into the conversation unfolding above. 

JOHN (O.S.)
(conspiratorially)

You know, your mother bumped into 
Gary’s mum and dad at the shops 
this afternoon. They were very 
friendly... do they know yet?

(beat)
Luckily, they didn’t notice that 
her basket was almost entirely meat-
free, and that the yoghurts were 
extremely small - for children. 
Anyway, if they think you’re all 
visiting they will be very upset 
that you haven’t stopped by.

RACHEL (O.S.)
I can’t think about that now.

JOHN (O.S.)
Yes, is it the drink?

A beat.
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RACHEL (O.S.)
No.

JOHN (O.S.)
Good. 

(beat)
So, what do you want us to say? 
They invited us round to dinner on 
Tuesday and we can’t lie...

We can hear Rachel release a SOB - she is comforted by John.

PETER (V.O.)
(sad)

Why won’t daddy share this drink 
with us if it’s what takes him 
away? We could all be together.

JOHN (O.S.)
Look, I’ll make us both a drink.

Peter jumps up - re-emerging suddenly.

PETER
(shouting)

No, let me have it too - I want to 
go away with you all as well!

Rachel hugs Peter. The adults share CONCERNED LOOKS.

INT. SMALL PUB NEAR GARY’S HOME - NIGHT

Gary with his glass of ORANGE JUICE - he tilts it from side 
to side before taking a sip. Swindon is finishing a BEER.

Gary’s PHONE is face-up on their little table.

SWINDON
(intoxicated)

I’d offer you another, but you’ll 
pick up that type two diabetes. 

(belches)
Fructose. More than a tango. 

GARY
(sceptical)

I’d really need to put it away.

SWINDON
Exactly, Gaz. Right.

(slapping the table)
Shots.
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Swindon walks to the bar - he sways. Gary throws his head 
back and closes his eyes. Opens them - he seems BORED.

GARY
(calling to Swindon)

H2O.

Swindon nods - we can see him explaining this to the 
bartender via Gary’s POV, so we only hear snatches:

SWINDON
(attempting discretion)

What it is, right, it’s his bird - 
they’ve just split up - he can’t 
touch it so - he wants a shot of 
water - yeah - all the salt - slice 
a lemon - all that - get one for 
yourself as well, mate - one for 
when you’ve locked the door-- 

BARTENDER
A shot of water?

SWINDON
Nah, yours can be anything, just 
whack it on the card, son.

Gary looks plaintively around the pub - taking it in - there 
are people drinking merrily with their friends.

GARY (V.O.)
Maybe I could do this again - maybe 
after all this time I could... keep 
it casual - or have a shandy.

Gary sees a YOUNGER VERSION OF HIMSELF having a DRINK and a 
laugh with FRIENDS in a corner of the pub - he’s telling an 
involved story that is unheard under Gary’s SPECULATIONS:

GARY (V.O.)
Took years to get bad... see, what 
they tell you is that it’s like 
learning to ride a bike - once you 
know how, you don’t ever forget.

The friends laugh at the conclusion of the story.

GARY (V.O.)
That’s what they told me.

Gary looks back over at himself, but we see that it is just 
another YOUNG REVELER. Swindon returns carrying a TRAY of 
lemon slices, salt and two shot glasses of CLEAR LIQUID.
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SWINDON
(gutted)

I’ve forgotten which one’s which.

Swindon slowly returns to the bartender for clarification. 

Gary looks over to the bar and sees an OLDER VERSION OF 
HIMSELF slouched over, head rolling and GIBBERING.

GARY (V.O.)
What if it was more like fitness... 
and I could be on the bike but just 
do a couple of k and then stop?

BARTENDER
(to older version)

I can’t serve you no more, Gaz.

Gary SMILES outwardly at his current train of thought.

GARY (V.O.)
That’s the thing about cycling... 
You only forget if you’re pissed.

Gary watches Swindon failing to get the bartenders attention.

MAN (O.S.)
(to Gary)

Here, mate - your phone’s going.

Gary spins around - sure enough, his phone is LIT-UP. The 
caller id is “RACHEL” - the picture is of them together.

GARY
(startled)

Oh, sorry - yeah, cheers...

The MAN turns back to his conversation. Gary instinctively 
answers the phone, but then stops - “what have I done?”. 

Swindon is returning through a SMALL THRONG with the tray in 
one hand, the other making an “a-okay” gesture for Gary.

RACHEL (V.O.)
(on the phone)

Gary, please can we talk? Sooner or 
later we’ve got... where are you?

(beat)
Gaz?

Gary is holding the phone - he sits there - paralysed.
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GARY (V.O.)
(disgusted)

Gaz?

Swindon dodges - he becomes unbalanced - the tray FALLS. 

SWINDON
(shouting)

The shots - the shots, Gary!

Swindon stands still and awkward - most eyes on him for a 
moment as the low-level chatter of the pub subsides.

A beat, then, cutting through the oppressive SILENCE, the 
BARTENDER rings the first BELL for LAST ORDERS.

BARTENDER (V.O.)
Last orders, please, folks.

The general pub atmosphere and noise resumes.

Gary stares at the phone a bit - puts it to his ear.

INT. RACHEL’S OLD BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

The room is DARK. Rachel is on her mobile phone. John is 
searching nearby for the switch of a DESKLAMP.

RACHEL
(on phone, crushed)

Oh, Gary, no - you’re not..?

GARY (V.O.)
(indignant)

I am - with Donny.

RACHEL
What?

A beat.

GARY (V.O.)
Say “hello” to everyone from me.

RACHEL
Oh--

GARY (V.O.)
Goodbye.

Gary ends the call.

RACHEL
Okay.
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Rachel slowly turns to face her father.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
(hurt)

“Hello.”

JOHN
Goodbye, Gary.

John turns on the LAMP. The room is suddenly illuminated - a 
neat, spare room. There is some FRAMED EVIDENCE of Rachel’s 
late-1980s and early-90s adolescence up on the walls.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Do you know, I can remember him - 
all of fifteen - what was it back 
then - grunge? Or gothic..? 

Rachel inspects an old FRAMED COLLAGE of cherished TICKET 
STUBS and PHOTOS of her as a teenager with her friends. One 
of these friends is a TEENAGE GARY, with BIG, LONG HAIR.

RACHEL
We listened to shoegaze...

JOHN
Yes, anyway, his hair looked like a 
flaming bird’s nest, and I remember 
thinking, ”this won’t last.”

RACHEL
That was in your wedding speech.

JOHN
Yes, the bastard waited a long, 
bloody time to blow it up, but I 
was onto him from the start.

RACHEL
(angry)

Dad, it was me - not him.

JOHN
Oh, but everybody says that these 
days - it’s code, isn’t it..?

RACHEL
No, dad - it’s not code. I slept 
with his brother, Martin.

Rachel leaves the room. John surveys a hastily packed family 
TRAVEL BAG on the bed, and the children’s BACKPACKS.
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