Lock, Stock & Two Snoking Barrels (1998) novie script by Quy Ritchie.
script.

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - PRESENT

This whol e scene is shot using only extrene close-ups of eyes, cards,
tapping fingers and nouths. W open on a bright pair of eyes. One is
brui sed and slightly swollen, but this does not detract fromtheir
clarity.

EDDY

Three card brag is a sinple formof poker; you are dealt only three
cards and these you can’'t change. If you don't |ook at your cards
you're a ‘blind man’ and you only put in half the stake. Three of any
kind is the highest you can get: the odds are four hundred and twenty-
five to one. Then it's a running flush - you know, all the sanme suit
running in order; then a straight, then a flush, then a pair, and
finally whatever the highest card you are holding. There are sone tell-
tale signs that are valuable; | amnot going to tell you them because
it took me long enough to learn them but these can only help a player
not nmake one. So you want to play?

DI SSOLVE TO BLACK. THE FI RST OF THE CREDI TS APPEAR ON THE SCREEN

FADE | N

What have you got?

We cut to a beady pair of eyes and then to his cards as they are turned
over: three hearts of no consecutive nunbers are exposed. That’'s a good
hand. A flush beats ny pair. Wat about you?

* Cut fromconpleted film

Anot her pair of excited eyes widen to the question. W see nore cards:
arunis revealed

And here’s ne trying to explain the gane to you. Hustlers, you're all
hust | ers!

We cut to a shot of a small anobunt of noney being scooped up. CK!' You
got sone real noney?

DI SSOLVE TO BLACK: MORE CREDI TS APPEAR ON THE SCREEN.

FADE | N

Ed scoops up a large pile of nbney.

Qdds chaps, you gotta renenber the odds.

There s a loud slamof a door. W cut to a wi de shot of a policenan
who has just entered. It is then revealed that two of the three players
are also policenen. They stand to attention, red faced with

enbarrassnent .

SERG
| hope | amnot interrupting. Confortable, Edward?

Fi nal



EDDY
I haven't slept for forty-eight hours, got a dozen broken ribs, can
feel a case of the flu coning on and

SERG
(interrupts)
Al right, all right, don't think | wouldn't like to get rid of you

but before | do, | need to know what’'s goi ng on, son
EDDY
If you think you're in the dark, | amin a black hole, blindfol ded.

DI SSCLVE TO BLACK. THE MJSI C STARTS.

We pull back out of the black to reveal that we have been sitting in
the inside of a shotgun. The barrels recede further, then ‘boom’ LOCK
STOCK are shot out of the top of the screen in peppered letters. W
wait for a while, as the barrels reappear through. the snoke. W then
see one snoking barrel; 'boom’ the other is let off: AND TWDO SMOKI NG
BARRELS j oi ns the sentence.]

EXT. STREET (FLASHBACK] - DAY

We open on a snart, casually dressed nan selling perfune and jewellery
on a street corner. A crowd has gathered, attracted by the alarmng
vol ume at which he is advertising his wares.

BACON

See these goods, they never seen daylight, noonlight, Israelite, Fanny-
by-the-gas-light. If you can’t see value here today you' re not up here
shoppi ng, you're up here shoplifting. Take a bag, take a bag. | took a
bag, | took a bag hone last night and she cost a lot nore than ten
pounds | can tell ya. Tell ne if | amgoing too cheap. Not ninety, not
eighty, not forty, half that and half that again, that's right, ten
pounds. Don't think 'cos it's sealed up it’'s an enpty box. The only nan
who sells enpty boxes is the undertaker, and by the | ook of sone of you
here today | woul d nake nore noney with ne neasuring tape.

A wel | -dressed, zeal ous character (Eddy) appears from behind the crowd
wavi ng noney. It seenms he can't wait to get rid of it.

EDDY
Bargain, that’'s a bloody bargain if | ever heard one. Ten pounds you
say? I'Il have five

Certainly sir. 1’1l just wrap.
Changi ng his attention.

BACON
Excuse nme misses, sorry sir, ladies first and all that.

A tourist spectator, rather than a buyer, has been. put on the spot.
She funbles through her bag hastily all too aware of the attention of
the crowd, of which she is now the focus. She passes her noney like
it'’s contaminated. Gthers follow suit.

Buy 'em you better buy 'em they' re not stolen, they just never been
paid for.



This really stokes the fire. The noney can’t cone fast enough. Just as
busi ness reaches its peak there is a call of alarmfromthe first

ent husi astic punter, who seens to be rather nore famliar than he first
pr et ended.

EDDY
Bacon!

Bacon’ s expression changes dranmatically. A series of crash zoons
between Ed's, Bacon's and a third party’'s eyes (the police) revea

there is a problem They're off: EDDY and BACON run |ike they have done
this before. They go down an ally; Ed junps sone stairs, we freeze

BACON

(voi ce-over)

Ed can run fast, talk fast, eat fast, and play cards fast, but he's
fucking sl ow when it cones to spotting the roz.

EDDY

(voi ce-over)

The reason he is called BACON is he spent so nuch of his youth in the
police station that people thought he was one of them But he is a big
boy now and it is tine to nove on

We cut to a shot of Ed as he | ands. He has nmade good di stance.

I NT. GROCCER S SHOP - MORNI NG

EDDY arrives at a grocer’s shop. W neet Tom Tomis talking to N ck
t he G eek.

TOM
What are you tal king about? | am bl oody skinny, pal

NI CK
O course you are. Al right, Ed.

EDDY
Ni ck the Greek, always a pleasure. Al right Tom what you been eating?

Tom exanines his mdriff and adopts a confused expression

TOM
Pl ease, both join ne in ny orifice

I NT. GROCER S SHOP STORE ROOM - DAY

They work their way past a naze of boxes.
NI CK

(fingering and admiring one of the boxes)

How nmuch did you say it was, Ton?

TOM
You know how nuch it is, Nick

NI CK
And that does include the anp?

TOM



You know it doesn’t include the anp.
I NT. RESTAURANT KI TCHEN - AFTERNOON

Tom and Ed nake their way through a busy, well-equipped kitchen. This
is obviously a smart and serious establishment. They stop in front of
the man whose uniformis covered in blood; he appears to be the head
chef. Meet Soap

TOM
What have you cone as?

SCAP

Cupid stupid! That's the last tine | amgetting any nore fruit off you
Tom Call that fresh? There was nore small hairy arnoured things in
your fruit than there was fruit. You should open a butcher’s, not a
grocer’s.

TOM
If you will order stuff that cones from Kat - Man- Fucki ng-Du don’t be
surprised if your fruit picks up a fewtourists en route. ~ Never m nd

that, what about the noney?

SOAP
Get your fingers out of ny soup!

SLOW MOTI ON
Soap pulls out a bag fromunder where he is sitting.

TOM

(voi ce-over)

Soap is called Soap because he likes to keep his hands clean of any
unl awf ul behaviour. He is proud of his job, and even nore proud that
it's |egal

BACON
(voi ce-over)
He's a stroppy sod but he's got nore balls than a golfer, only he
doesn’'t know it. ' * Cut fromconpleted film
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RELEASE SLOW MOTI ON|
Ed | ooks in bag.

EDDY
Are you sure you can afford twenty-five?

SOAP

Wel |l that depends on how you look at it. | can afford it as long as
see it again, if that’s what you nean. You got the rest fromthe fat
man and Bacon?

Tom | ooks on wi th suspi cion.

TOM
Who’'s this fat man, then?



EDDY
Bacon, the fat man and nyself, and it's tine to make a call to Harry.

I NT. HATCHET HARRY' S OFFI CE - DAY

A hard-1ooking man of about fifty is sat behind a | arge anti que desk
On this desk is a hatchet resting in a block of wood, poised |like a
judge’s hanmmer. Harry is obviously in the sex gane. Cluttered up in a
hazardous way are a sel ection of dildos, spanking paddles, etc. A
cabi net of fine-Ilooking shotguns is placed behind. W have a split
screen invol ving EDDY and his friends (listening in) and Hatchet with
one hand on the phone and the other on a shotgun

HATCHET
You got it all?

I NT. KITCHEN - DAY

EDDY
A hundred grand.

FREEZE SHOT OF HATCHET

TOM

(voi ce-over)

You see it's not easy to take a seat at this table; the nobney invol ved
has to be a hundred grand upwards and there is no shortage of punters.

EDDY

(voi ce-over)

The man who decides if you can play is this man Harry, or Hatchet Harry
as sone including hinself like to call him

RELEASE FREEZE SHOT OF HATCHET

HATCHET
Well if you got it, you got it. Now, if you don’t mind

The phone is slamed down.

SHOT OF HATCHET

SOAP

(voi ce-over)

When the old bastard is not playing cards he’'s chasing a thousand debts
that ill-fated individuals owe for an array of reasons.

BACON

(voi ce-over)

Sex and sl eaze and anti que shotguns are all deep and dear in Harry's
stone col d heart.

Cut fromconpleted film

RELEASE FREEZE SHOT OF HATCHET

HATCHET
What's this EDDY |ike, then?

The canera spins round to reveal a nassive nonster of a nman sitting



opposite Hatchet. Meet Barry the Baptist.
FREEZE SHOT OF BARRY

EDDY
(voi ce-over)
Hat chet has a coll eague, a nonster of a man: Barry the Baptist.

BACON
(voi ce-over)
The Bapti st got his nanme from drowni ng people for Hatchet.

TOM

(voi ce-over)

But he needs him because he is good at maki ng sure debts get settled
and jobs get done.

RELEASE FREEZE SHOT OF BARRY

BARRY
EDDY been shaki ng the knees of a |ot of good players. The boy has a
rare ability, he seens to nake cards transparent, got bluffing dow .

HATCHET
(interrupts)
Al right, all right, so we can say he is good.

BARRY
Better than good, he is a fucking liability.

HATCHET
Where did he get a hundred grand?

20
BARRY
He has got sone adhesive nates, they have tossed up between them

HATCHET
And JD is his dad, and owns the whol e property?

BARRY
No nortgage, no debts; |ock, stock, the sodding lot . . . don't worry,
| got it under control

HATCHET
Good, you can get this under control now.

A glossy Christie’ s brochure displaying a pair of inpressive antique
hanmer -1 ock shotguns is shoved in Barry’'s face.

It seens Lord Appleton Snythe has run out of noney, and these little
beauties are up for auction, but I amnot paying quarter of a mllion
quid for "em if you know what | nean Barry. One of ny associ ates has
given ne an address and the location of these |ovelies. Make sure we
get everything frominside the gun cabinet. | don’'t want to know who
you use, as long as they are not conplete nuppets; and don’t tell them
what they' re worth.



Changi ng the subj ect.
"Ere! Hold on, what do you think of these? W are selling hundreds.
Hol ds up one of the spanki ng paddl es.

BARRY
Er, very nice Harry. Wat's it for?

HATCHET
Don't play innocent with me Bazza; spanki ng!

The paddl e is brought down hard on the desk: sl ap.
I NT. TORTURE ROOM - DAY

Meet the Dog. Dog is horrible. He is large and intimdating.

Adm nistering pain is Dog's forte. He is also the GQuy we cut fromthe
| ast scene ‘slap’ to the teeing of a golf ball. Wallop. Dog pulls a
sadi stic and al arningly pleasurable face.

DOG
It’s a dog eat dog world, lads, and | got bigger teeth than you

We see an individual hangi ng upside down tied up with gaffer tape but
ot herwi se naked. An orange is stuck in the man’s nouth. Dog is standing
on another man’s chest who has a tee stuck between his teeth from where
Dog fires golf balls at the other unfortunate figure. The tied-up nan
is Gordon. The other is Slick. Gordon nods his head erratically

i mpl yi ng that he has reached a deci sion

(to Pl ank)
I think your nman is trying to say sonething.

Pause.
Per haps not; naybe | should have another swing just to nake sure.

Agoni sed nuffled scream ng from Gordon. Slick (who has a tee in his
nmout h) shuts his eyes in horror as the golf ball thunps into Gordon

Yes, Gordon, is there sonething you would like to tell us?
The orange is renoved from Gordon’s nouth

GORDON
(rushing to get the words out)
In the kitchen, under the floor

SLI CK
(interrupts)
Shut it, you idiot

Dog swings the golf club round Slick’s jaw, knocking hi munconsci ous.

DOG
You were saying?

GORDON



It’s in the karzi, pull the fishing wire under the seat. Jesus, for
god’ s sake let nme down.

PLANK
Ch, Dog! . . . | think you want to have a look at this

Pl ank returns hol ding an assortnent of drugs and cash. Gordon starts to
scream Dog picks up a steel for sharpening knives and throws it across
the room Thunk. Silence follows. Plank grinaces.

Oh, Dog!
EXT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - EVEN NG

Ed, Bacon, Soap and Tom park outside their house. As they get out they
pass Pl ank and John who have al so just parked. They ignore each other
and go to their separate doors.

I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - NI GHT

BACON pl aces a pile of noney on a table. The rest are eating, Tom keeps
| ooking at his plate distastefully.

BACON
Twenty-five fromme, Tom Soap and yourself; a hundred grand to the
pound. You don’t need to count it.

EDDY
I still will, if you don’t mind.

TOM

(eating)

So, a reasonable return should be in the region of one hundred and
twenty, for twenty-five grand invested. That's going on previous
experi ences.

SOAP
That’ s going on optinism

TOM
Whatever it’s going on, it’'s still enough to send you on a cooki ng
cour se.

SOAP
You' re not funny Tom you're fat and | ook as though you should be
funny, but you’'re not.

Tomis definitely not overweight, quite the opposite in fact. He
exam nes hinself to see if sonething has devel oped.

TOM
Fat? Who are you calling fat? Wiat are all these fat jokes about?

The light switch above Tonmis head lets out a few sparks causing himto
cower in a sharp defensive action.

Jesus! It’'s good in here, ain't it! Trains overhead, walls expl oding
Why the hell did you nove in?

EDDY



Because it’'s cheap |ike a budgie.

BACON
And nobody wants to |live next door to the people that we live next to;
a bit anti-social, you know.

BACON beckons Tomto a cupboard built into the wall.

TOM
What do you nean?

EDDY
He neans they’re thieving dogs.

BACON
I mean when they are not picking peanuts out of poop, they're ripping
of f unfortunate souls of their hard-earned drugs.

BACON opens the cupboard doors and puts his finger to his lips. The
noi se from next door imediately gets | ouder

Not exactly thick, these walls.
DOG

(of f)

No you prat, that's for ne.

INT. DOG S HOUSE - N GHT

Dog has a small pile of noney and pills that he is distributing to his
| ads.

DOG
How nmany times do | have to explain this to you, Plank? You find a job
worth doing and you will find your share inproving . . . Now do you

have a problemw th that?

He obvi ously doesn’t.

I NT. ED Al VD BACON S HOUSE - N GHT

Tomraises his eyebrows and frowns to Bacon

EXT. Bl G BOY' S GYM SOLAR UM - NI GHT

Meet Big Chris and Little Chris (twelve years old).

BIG CHRI S
How | ong has he been in there, son?

LI TTLE CHRI S
About twenty m nutes.

BIG CHRI S
Is he on his own?

LI TTLE CHRI S
Just carrying a bag.

BIG CHRI S



Let’s have a | ook, shall we?
I NT. GYM SOLARI UM - NI GHT

BIG CHRI S
Son, have a | ook under that one.

Little Chris | ooks under one of the sunbeds.

LI TTLE CHRI S
It’s not him Dad.

BIG CHRI S
Try that one.

Little Chris returns froma peek and nods in confirmation

LI TTLE CHRI S
Sl eeping |i ke a baby.

Big Chris then approaches and rai ses the sunbed.

BIG CHRI S
This is one of those hi gh-powered nunbers, isn't it?

John O Driscoll’s eyes widen; Chris slanms down the sunbed on top of him
as hard as he can.

CGot sone bad news for you, John.

JOHN O DRI SCOLL
What the fu-

Big Chris slans down the sunbed on top of John

BIG CHRI S
M nd your |anguage in front of ny boy.

JOHN O DRI SCOLL
Jesus Chri st!

Big Chris repeats the earlier treatnent twi ce nore

BIG CHRI S
That includes blaspheny as well. Now tell ne, John .

JOHN O DRI SCOLL
Tell you what, Chris?

A man opens the sunbed nom door

SUNBED MAN
| say, hold on.

LI TTLE CHRI S
| say shut it!

SUNBED MAN
You what ?



BIG CHRI S
He said shut it!

Chris pulls a nean face; the door is closed.]

Tell me John, how you can concentrate on inproving a lovely tan, and it
is alovely tan by the way, when you have nore pressing priorities at
hand?

JOHN O DRI SCOLL
Tell Harry .

Bang as sunbed cones down agai n.

BIG CHRI S
Did | say speak? And it’s M Harry to you . . . Now don’t disappoint me
and chose your words carefully. You may speak.

JOHN O DRI SCOLL
I"ll have it for M Harry in a few days. | have been busy, and | am
nearly there.

BIG CHRI S
Son, have a look in his |ocker.

JOHN O DRI SCOLL
No chance of you lifting this sunbed up is there?

* Cut fromconpleted film
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BIG CHRI S
Yeah, all right.

Big Chris lifts it, then snashes it down again. Now, you want ne to
lift it up again?

Little Chris pipes up. Cbviously famliar with counting noney he has
flown through it

LI TTLE CHRI S
He's not poor. Five hundred and sixty pounds and that’'s just in his
wal let . . . Fuckin® "ell John, you always wal k around with that in

your pocket ?
The expression on Big Chris’'s face changes.

BIG CHRI S
O! Next tinme you use |anguage |like that, boy, you Il w sh you hadn’t!

LI TTLE CHRTS
Sorry, Dad.

BIG CHRI S

Right, well, put the rest of the stuff in that, son. You can go hone in
a plastic bag tonight, John. You owe what you owe arid before this tan
has faded, you want to have paid.

Chris punches John unconscious and turns the tine dial up



INT. JD S BAR - NI GHT

JD's bar is an inpressive sort of uptown-downtown establishnment with
pretty girls serving a | addish clientele. The boys are propped up at
the bar, |ooking straight ahead in silence. They | ook nervous. The
silence is broken by Ed.

32

EDDY

| amgoing to the john.
He wal ks of f.

TOM

What you telling us for? The only thing | care about is whether you get
your rest in.

SOAP
Tom vyou're all heart.

TOM
Li sten cooky, you want to nake sure that man rests before he plays;
it’s in all our interests.

JD

(the bar owner and Ed’'s father)

Al right lads? How s things? How s it going, Soap? Cooking all right?
Wiere’s that son of mine?

Each time a question is asked the lads try to answer but are just |eft
with their nouths open, which remain open as a gorgeous girl wal ks
t hrough the bar (Daisy).

I NT. SLOANES HOUSE LABORATORY - NI GHT

W cut to a small, humid, artificially lit, illegal forest being
cultivated for profit. Soneone is snoking a joint and raising his
eyebrows at his friend. These two characters are J and Charles; they
have got hair down to their shoulders, snmall try-hard goatees and
sci ence-lab coats, with nothing nuch underneat h.

J

(coughi ng)

This gear is getting heavier you know, Charles. | got a suspicion we
shoul d have been rocket scientists, or Noble Peace Prize w nners or
sonet hi ng

A horn blows (the door bell).

CHARLES
Who the hell is that?

I NT. SLOANES HOUSE - N GHT

The door opens to reveal WIly. Under each armis a |arge bag of
fertilizer.

WLLY



Gve ne a hand Charlie, | could break sweat at any second.

A voi ce cones frombehind them At the top of the stairs stands
Wnston. He slowy starts to wal k down.

W NSTON
Charl es, why have we got this cage?

Pause. Charlie shrugs.

CHARLI E
Er, for security.

W NSTON
That’'s right, for security. So tell ne, Charles, what’'s the point in
having it if we don't fucking use it?

CHARLI E
Wel |, because it'’s WIly and WIly lives here.

W NSTON
Yes Charlie, but you didn't knowit was WIlly, did you?

WLLY
Chill, Wnston, it’s ne and Charlie can see it’'s ne, so what's the
pr obl enf

W NSTON

The problemis, WIlly, that Charlie and yourself are not the quickest
of cats in the alley at the best of tines, so just do as | say and keep
t he fucki ng cage | ocked.

Pause as the two in the door look slightly pissed off at being shouted
at. Wnston sighs and | ooks at what WIly is carrying.

W NSTON
What are you carrying, WIIly?

WLLY
Er, fertilizer.

W NSTON
You went out six hours ago to buy a noney counter and you cone back
carrying two bags of fertilizer. Alarmbells are ringing, WIly.

WLLY
We need fertilizer, Wnston.

W NSTON
We al so need a fucking noney counter, WIlliam W have to get the nobney
out by Thursday and I'lI|l be buggered if I amcounting it . . . and if

you have to get your sodding fertilizer, couldn't you be alittle nore
subt| e?

W LLY
What do you nean?

W NSTON
| nmean we grow copi ous anounts of ganja, and you don’t |ook |ike your
average hort-er-fucking-culturalist, that’'s what | nean, WIly.



W nston turns on his heels and wal ks off. 35
INT. JD'S BAR - NI GHT

Ed returns to the bar to find Tom Soap and BACON
| ooking in disbelief.

TOM
(pointing to watch)
What the hell are you doing here?

EDDY
Why, what's up?

TOM
Er, let ne guess, ny foot in your arse? A gane of cards and Hatchet
Harry. You're supposed to be getting sone rest, boy!

Ed grimaces as his father approaches. He has overheard this |ast
st at enent .

JD You playing cards tonight with Harry?

EDDY
(pauses)
Don't be silly Dad, | wouldn’t have anything to do with that.

I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - NI GHT

We calmdown for a while. A cool track is playing. Ed is now snmartly
dressed, sitting in an arncthair. W have a close-up of his face. He is
noti onl ess, eyes closed; he | ooks asleep. The canera slowy tracks down
his body W reach a single hand; he is cutting the pack skilfully and
faultlessly; he is very nuch awake. There is a knock on his door. His
eyes open.

I NT. SEEDY BAR - N GHT

Near-naked girls are gyrating agai nst blue poles, which keep
distracting these nen's attention. Meet the two Scousers - Gary and
Dean. The Scousers are in their late twenties, one big, one snmall. Gary
(the snmaller) sports a large deni-perm They bear strong Liverpudlian
accents. They are neeting Barry (Hatchet’'s nan).

GARY
Shot guns? What, like guns that fire shot?

BARRY

Oh, you nust be the brains then. That's right, guns that fire shot
Make sure you bring everything frominside the gun cabinet. There

will be a load of guns, that’s all | want. |’'Il pay you when you

deliver. Everything outside the cabinet you can keep; it’'s yours.

GARY
(sarcastically)
Oh, thanks very much. And there had better be sonething there for us.

BARRY
It’s a fucking stately hone, of course there’'ll be sonething there.



DEAN
Li ke what ?

BARRY
Li ke anti ques.

DEAN
Anti ques? What the fuck do we know about antiques? We rob post offices
and steal cars, what the fuck do we know about antiques?

BARRY
If it looks old, it’s worth noney, sinple. So stop fucking noaning and
rob the place

GARY
So who's the Guv? Who we doing this for?

BARRY
You're doing it for nme is all you need to know. You only know t hat
because you need to know.

GARY
| see, one of those ‘on a need to know basis things, |ike a Janmes Bond
film is it?

BARRY
Careful, renmenber who's giving you this job.

A bit of confused eye-rolling goes on. Barry eventually | ooks at his
wat ch.

| amoff, it’s all yours now. Call nme when you' re done.
As he | eaves, the two Scousers eye himdistastefully.
GARY

(to Dean)

| hate these Southern shites.

BARRY

(on his way out, whispering to hinself)

Fucki ng Northern nonkeys.

EXT. BOXI NG CLUB ENTRANCE - NI GHT

EDDY and the | ads have all nmde an obvious effort with their
appearance. They are net by a door nan.

DOORMAN
I nvitations.

EDDY
Invitations?

DOORMAN
Yeah invitations, you know a pretty white piece of paper with your nane
on it.

EDDY



Well we have got about a hundred thousand pretty pieces of paper with
the Queen on it. WII that do?

DOORMAN
Al right, just you; the others can wait in Sanpan Jo’'s next door

EDDY
Sanpan Jo’s? Yon nean the pub? Hold on

DOORMAN
Hol d on bol | ocks, no one but card players in here tonight sonny, and
do nean no one.

I NT. BOXING GYM - NI GHT

EDDY enters the boxing gymon his own, and raises his eyebrows at the
t hought of clinbing into the ring. Everybody else is sitting down
counting their noney and converting it to chips. Ed takes the only
enpty chair and has a quick | ook around, particularly behind.

EDDY
Eveni ng Frazer, Phil, Don. This is a bit dramatic, isn't it? Is it
supposed to be synbolic?

40

PHI L/ DON
Al'l right Ed. Apparently it’'s for security.

EDDY
I woul d have brought ny gloves if | had known.

HATCHET
You nust be Eddy. JD s son

EDDY
Yup, you nust be Harry? Sorry, | didn’t know your father

HATCHET
Never m nd son, you just might neet himif you carry on like that.

There is an attractive blonde croupier shuffling the cards. EDDY
Eveni ng Tanya, it has been a while.

EXT. SAMOAN JO S - N GHAT

As the boys walk in to Sanpan Jo’'s, a nman cones tearing out of the door
covered in flanmes followed by his friends trying to put the flanes out.

The lads ook on in mld shock.

TOM
| heard this place was rough.

EXT. STATELY HOMVE - N GHT

The Scousers nmake their way to the front door and unravel their |ock-
picking kit. ’

42



SAMOAN Jo’s - NI GHT

SOAP
What sort of a pub is this then?

SAMOAN JO
A Sanpan one. Anything el se?

BACON
(receiving a nonstrous, |eafy cocktail)
What’'s that?

SAMOAN JO

A cocktail, you asked for a cocktail.

BACON

No, | asked you to give ne a refreshing drink. | wasn't expecting a
fucking rainforest; you could fall in love with an orang-utan in that.
SAMOAN JO

You want a pint, go to the pub

BACON
| thought this was a pub

SAMOAN JO
It’s a Sanpban pub.

BACON
Well whatever it is, could you get your nman to turn the TV down?

SAMOAN JO
You ask himif you like, but I would leave himto it if | was you

BACON | ooks at Rory Breaker, the man watching the TV.

BACON
Excuse nme, could you turn the TV down?

RORY BREAKER
No.

He takes a swig of whatever he is drinking and frowns at Bacon. BACON
frowns back, then Soap interrupts.

SOAP
This is the English-Brazil gane, isn't it?

I NT. BOXING GYM - NI GHT

CROUPI ER

This is three card brag, gentlenen. That neans that three threes is the
hi ghest, then three aces and then running down accordingly; then it’'s a
running flush, a run, a flush, then a pair: An open nan can’'t see a
blind man, and it will cost you twice the anti to see your opponent.
Don't fuck around, fellas; you all know the rules and you know | won’t
stand for it.

FRAZER



What sort of shirt is that then, Ed? ' Three hundred open.

EDDY
The type of shirt that has buttons on the front and collars at the top
Frazer. One hundred and fifty blind.

DON
Three hundred and fifty open.

PHI L
Fol d.

* Cut fromconpleted film

HATCHET
Three hundred and fifty open.

FRAZER
You're the only fella in London who wears shirts like that. Three
hundred and fifty open

EDDY
No Frazer, it's just I'mthe only classy fella you have had the
pl easure of seeing in London. One hundred and seventy-five blind.

DON
Four hundred open

HATCHET
Four hundred open

FRAZER
Ei ght hundred. Like that, do ya, son?

EDDY
When ny knees stop knocking I'Il live with it. Four hundred blind.

I NT. BOXI NG GYM CHANG NG ROOM - NI GHT

Barry, who is sitting anong sweaty towels, takes out a four-inch

nmoni tor and switches it on, and hey presto we can see the card table.
The canera is placed behind Ed in one of the four posts. Barry zoons
in, pauses on the back of Ed’s head, gets his focus and jibs down to
view his cards, pauses and re focuses, because Ed is playing blind. He
hasn’t raised them there is nothing Barry can do. W cut to Barry’'s
other hand. He is pressing a button on a renote control. W cut
straight to Harry’s leg which is receiving the pul se.
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BOXI NG GYM - NI GHT

HATCHET

Listen ladies, this is cards. Men play cards, you want to talk soft you
shoul d be at the fucking hairdressers, so shut up and pl ay.

(dramati c pause)

| fold.

FRAZER
Two t housand open



EDDY
One thousand bl i nd.

DON
Two t housand open

FRAZER
Deep end, eh? Fold.

EDDY
Two t housand bl i nd.

DON
You what ?

There is a pause as Don exanines Ed's brow | ooking for a trace of
nerves.

Two grand? You're still blind. You have been eating too nuch English
beef, mate; honkers, nad.

HATCHET
Well, you going to play?

Cut fromconpleted film

DON
Fucking right I amgoing to play. Three thousand, there.

CROUPI ER
Four thousand to an open man, you know t hat.

We can feel the confidence enmanating from Eddy. Don continues to search
Ed's forehead waiting for a break of nervous noisture, but it's as dry
as a desert disco.

EEEZId, do you know how to play this gane? The reason | put in half the
anti is because | don't know what | have got. Now play, or fold.

Si | ence.

EXT. STREET - N GHT.

Don is thrown out on to the street, scream ng and cursing.

EXT. STATELY HOMVE - N GHT

The Scousers, having now entered, nake their way through the large
house.

DEAN
K Gary, we call each other Kenny, all right?

GARY
Al'l right, Kenny.

Dean | ooks at Gary’'s disguise with sone distaste. He has a stocking
pull ed over only half his face. A sexy thigh grip is replicating an



artificial, frilly noustache, not giving the desired nenacing | ook. A
bi g bouffant head of hair is neatly being conntrolled up on top

DEAN
Can’t you pull that stocking down further, Kenny?

GARY

It just cost ne fifty quid to have this done.

(Lovingly rearranging his hair)

If you think | amgoing to ruin it for a couple of old bastards you' re
m st aken, Kenny.

I NT. BOXING GYM - NI GHT

Music starts. We cut to a nontage of Ed, Hatchet and Barry at work. Ed
nmust be about 250,000 up but the gane is getting out hand and pi eces of
paper are being signed; |QOUs.

I NT. STATELY HOVE BEDROOM - NI GHT

Dean returns down a corridor carrying an arnful of rifles and enters a
| arge bedroom There are a couple of toffs (English aristocrats) tied
up in bed. The old nman has bits of tissue between is toes which Gary
has seen fit to light, in order to extract information. Briefly neet
Lord and Lady Appleton Snythe Wnston and Dai sy’s parents).

DEAN
What are you doi ng, Kenny?

Gary is on the point of lighting another piece of tissue.

GARY
Fi ndi ng out where he keeps the nobney.

48 49

DEAN

Kenny, you twat, does it look |like these people have got any noney?
They can’t even afford new furniture. W’ ve got the guns; nowif you
don't mind .

At that nonent they are interrupted by the sound of a shotgun
cartridge. The ancient butler has nade an unexpected entrance. He is
hol di ng an equally ancient pair of hammer-lock guns (the ones fromthe
cat al ogue) which he has obviously got little control of. The recoi
knocks the butler clear off his feet. The second shot hits the ceiling
covering the old boy in plaster.

We cut to a POV of the butler on his back. W see Dean | ooki ng down.

You want to be nore careful, old fella. You very nearly took ny nan’'s
head clean off with that. You all right, Kenny?

We cut to a shaking shell-shocked Gary, nouth agape. The gun shot has
torn through the centre of Gary's bouffant hairdo | eaving himwith a
pai r of snmoking M ckey Muse ears. Shock prevents himfrom answering.

Kenny?

I NT. BOXING GYM - NI GHT



EDDY
Ten grand bl i nd.

We see Hatchet feeling his leg; he |ooks shifty
I NT. BOXI NG GYM CHANG NG ROOM - NI GHT
Barry zoons in again; he can see nothing.

HATCHET
Twenty thousand open

EDDY | ooks at his cards: he has a running flush

EDDY
Twenty thousand open

I NT. BOXI NG GYM CHANG NG ROOM - NI GHT

Barrv sighs with relief and types in the rel evant infornation.
I NT. BOXING GYM - NI GHT

Havi ng received this information Hatchet pauses, then .

HATCHET
["1l fold.

We hear |ots of oohs and aahs. EDDY frowns slightly This is odd play.
Rat her than | ooki ng happy he has a discrete glance over his shoul der
satisfied that nothing can be am ss, he collects his noney.

Don't go spending, that all at once, boy.

I NT. BOXI NG GYM CHANG NG ROOM - NI GHT

Barry's phone rings. He junps in shock and fishes around to find it.

BARRY
What ?

50 ~ 51
I NT. RED PHONE BOX - N GHT

The Scousers reply; Gary is still unable to speak due to his shotgun
experi ence.

DEAN
| thought you said no staff, Bazzal

BARRY
You get the guns?

DEAN
You should see what they did to poor Gary.

Gary wanders past the phone box in a gornless state. He obviously
doesn’t know what day of the week it is.



DEAN
Gary, get back into the van!

Barry frowns down the tel ephone. Yeah, yeah, we got 'em
BARRY
Good. I'Il speak to you later.

Barry clicks the phone off. Dean | ooks at Gary and raises his voice as
i f speaking to a deaf person.

DEAN

Gary, Gary, if you can hear nme, | think we better get you back in the
van now, OK?

Dean takes his arm and gui des him back into the van

BOXI NG GYM - NI GHT

St akes have increased dranatically. There is a pause as Frazer |ooks at
his cards

EDDY
Twenty thousand open

PHI L
K. My Doctor would beat ne to a heart attack if he knew what was goi ng
on here. | fold.

HATCHET
CGot sone cards there, boy? Thirty thousand. Back to you already Eddy?

Hat chet | ooks inpatiently at the door

EDDY
Fifty grand.

Hat chet scours Ed's forehead. It is still dry.

HATCHET
Ei ghty grand.

BOXI NG GYM CHANG NG ROOM - NI GHT
Barry, who is trying as hard as he can to see Ed’'s cards, frustratedly
zoonms in and out; eventually Ed rai ses themjust

enough; Barry jibs, hey bingo he sees Ed’'s cards!

Ed’s got nothing but a pair of sixes. Barry excitedly starts tapping
away.
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I NT. BOXI NG GYM - MGHT

EDDY
One hundred grand.

FRAZER



Hold on fellas, | know

HATCHER (i nterrupts j
I know you’re not in, which nmeans nobody cares what you know. Two
hundred and fifty.

Hat chet and EDDY minutely study each other’s hairlines, waiting for a
nervous droplet to appear. Sweat breaks; a drop on Ed's forehead, fills
frame. Slowy we follow a droplet’s journey coursing down Eddy’ s brow
Eventually this is nmet by a large unblinking eye, at this point the
pause i s broken.

EDDY
That is quite a raise, one hundred and fifty on ny hundred.

HATCHET
Yes . . . and is there sonething el se you want to say? EDDY
As you know, this puts us in an awkward position. | don’t have enough

to conti nue.
Pause.

CROUPI ER
W will have to see both your cards if no one | oans EDDY the nobney to
continue. It's a loan or we see both your cards.

Silence follows. A lot of nose scratching and exam ning of inmginary
dirty ftngernails spreads contagiously throughout the renaining

conpany.
It doesn’'t | ook .

HATCHET
(interrupts)
I owill.

EDDY
You will what?

HATCHET
I will loan you the noney.

Silence. The sweat bead reaches the bottomof Ed's chin, trenbles for a
second, then unattaches itself. Very slowy it falls. W followits
long silent journey. Eventually it is greeted by the back of Ed' s
cards. It explodes dramatically in sound and vision, synbolizing this
WOr ryi ng news.

EDDY
I think I would rather just turn them over

HATCHET

| amnot interested in what you would rather; | want to keep going. |
am al so offering you the noney, so we don’'t have to turn them over
because you can borrow.

EDDY
I need two hundred and fifty grand.



HATCHET
No, you need five hundred grand to see ne.

Ed’s face is now awash, busily blistering with sweat.

EDDY
That’'s if | want to see you

HATCHET
Well, you' re going to have a problemcarrying on, aintcha.

The pause is painful
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CRUCPI ER
You can still fold.

EDDY doesn’t |ike the sound of this. There is synpathy in her voice.
Harry | ooks sharply through narrowed eyes at the croupier; the croupier
pl eads wi th Eddy.

EDDY
"Il see ya.

HATCHET
For half a mllion?

EDDY
Unl ess you are going to accept twenty quid.

HATCHET

And still got a sense of hunour. That’'s not nonkey nuts son; you can
still fold.

(Pause)

K, before | loan you this, | expect, if you |lose of course, ny noney

back within a week, Crystal ? That’s Sunday, OK?

These last few words echo in the distance of Ed’s mind (and ours). He
is commtted, but has now |l eft the world of the conscious. Hatchet
turns over the first card; it’s a seven. EDDY

ushers himon; another seven, it |ooks as though he will have three;
then the third: it’s a four. There is an anti-climatic silence. After a
| oud pause .

CROUPI ER
Is that it?

* Cut fromconpleted film
56

FRAZER
He was bl uf fing!

Hat chet | ooks content and rather nonchal ant.

HATCHET
Let’'s see your fucking cards.



Nobody is inpressed by Hatchet's cards; all eyes fall on EDDY
expectantly We crash in to Ed's pupils with a | oud swoosh. They
contract to the size of pinheads. H s world has changed for ever

FREEZE SHOT OF EDDY

EDDY

(voi ce-over)

I knew he was bl uffing, but sonehow the worst card player round the
table had fucked nme like a frozen virgin with a pair of sevens. A
series of blows to ny head with a baseball bat woul d have been greeted
with a grin conpared to this. Ten minutes earlier, | was two hundred

t housand pounds richer; now | owed half a mllion

RELEASE FREEZE SHOT OF EDDY

Harry approaches Ed and whi spers in his ear

HATCHET
I know your friends are responsible for nobst of that cash, so I'Il give
you all a week to find it. After that, I'll take a finger off each of

you and your friend' s hands for each day that passes w thout paynent;
and when you have all run out of digits, then who knows what?

Ed gets up. W stunble with himin slow notion. He is hardly able to
stand. He wobbl es over to the door. Harry continues to talk over the
t op.

Busi ness is business, and | am good at naking mine work. | like your
dad’s bar, JD's, so don't get clever or lethargic. If you can't pay in
a week, a few fingers and a bar for starters

Ed stunbles out of the door, doubles up and vonmits all over the f door.
I NT. SAMOAN JO S - NI GHT

Ed has made his way into the bar. Al his friends have fallen asleep.
One of Bacon’s eyes opens to see Ed cleaning hinself up

BACON
This doesn’t | ook good.

The others wake on this statenent. W cut between the |ads and their
frozen reaction.

FREEZE SHOT OF LADS | N SHOCK

EDDY

(voi ce-over)

I then explained the unfortunate position we were in. Harry was goi ng
to start sizing up all our fingers in a week, 'cause he knew t here was
no way | could raise that kind of noney on ny own. Harry saw it as
their noney on the table so it was also their debt off the table. |
hate to admit it but | could have kissed the old bastard for that. If
said | wanted to settle this debt on ny own it would have been a lie.

RELEASE FREEZE SHOT OF LADS

EDDY
Listen, I wish he would let ne settle it on ny own.



Tom drops his drink and rushes Eddy.
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TOM
"1 Kill him

BACON
(intercepts Tom
Stop fucking around, Tom and think. Wiat are we going to do?

SOAP
What’'s all the fuss about Harry? Wiy don’t we just boycott the paynent?

They all ook at Soap |ike he is nad.
I NT. HATCHET HARRY' S’ OFFICE - N GHT

BACON

(voi ce-over)

Let ne tell you about Hatchet Harry. Once there was this geezer called
Sm t hy Robi nson who worked for Harry. It was runoured that he was on
the take. Harry invited Smithy round for an explanation. Snmithy didn't
do a very good job. Wthin a mnute Harry |lost his tenper and reached
for the nearest thing at hand, which happened to be a fifteen-inch

bl ack rubber cock. He then proceeded to batter poor Smithy to death
with this; that was seen as a pleasant way to go . . . Hence, Hatchet
Harry is a man you pay if you owe.

EDDY
I"1l think of sonmething, don’t worry.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Ed, who looks like he is close to suicide, has devel oped a two-day
stubbl e and his eyes have di sappeared into bl ack sockets. He stunbles
along the street with a bottle of scotch poking out of a pocket. He
stops outside JD's, |ooks at the entrance and deci des not to go in.

60
I NT. SLOANES SITTI NG ROOM - DAY The ridi cul ous door-bell horn bl ows.

J
Who the hell’s that. It’'s only twel ve.

W NSTON
Use that cage, that’'s what it’s there for.

W LLI AM
(of f)
Who is it?

PLANK
(of f)
Pl ank, open up.

This is done without the use of the steel-caged security door



This weed is getting quite a reputation, you know, fellas. Goria
remai ns notionless in her chair. Plank waves his hand about in a sort
of ‘how you doing’ way to everyone and goes to take a seat. At the |ast
m nute, poised like he is sitting on a potty he realizes he is about to
sit onthis girl.

Jesus! Never saw you there. Hello, love. Enjoying yourself?

A oria doesn't respond. Plank waves his hand over her face. Still no
response. Plank | ooks around for sonme acknow edgenent.

Is she, er, conpus?

W NSTON
(doesn’ t | ook up)
What do you think?

Pl ank takes a close look at the girl.
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G RL
BOO

Pl ank junps back, conpletely taken by surprise, knocking over a
pedestal of shoe boxes stacked up against a wall, full of fifty-pound
not es.

PLANK
Fuck ne!

Charles, pissed off, looks at Wlliamlike it’s his fault.

CHARLES
Fod God’ s sake.

W LLI AM
d ean that up, Charles.

CHARLES
Sod you, you clean it up.

PLANK
Sorry fellas, but that stupid cow

W LLI AM
Never mnd, could you please just sit down and stay out of the way.

W NSTON
Anyway, how much do you want ?

PLANK
(trying to look like the noney hasn’t had an inpact on hin
| amafter a half weight.

W NSTON
That’s one and a half thousand. Pass those scales, WIllie, and sort out
the gear, Charlie. Any chance of seeing your noney?

INT. JD S BAR - DAY



Cut to Bacon, Soap and Tomsitting and talking in the back of JD s bar
They don’t look a lot better than Ed.

BACON
The odds are one hundred to one so all we need is five grand.

SOAP
I would rather put nmy noney on a three-legged rocking horse. The odds
are a hundred to one for a good reason, BACON

it won't win. So where is Ed with all the bright ideas?

BACON
At the bottomof a bottle and has been for two days; it’s hit him hard.

SOAP
It’s hit us all hard!

BACON
Yeah, but he has got to tell his Dad he is about to |ose his bar

Tom who has not really been listening, suddenly interrupts.

TOM
Listen to this one then; you open a conpany called the Arse Tickler’'s
Faggot Fan Club. You take an advert in the back page of sone gay nag,
advertising the latest in arse-intruding dildos, sell it a bit with, er
| dunno, ‘does what no other dildo can do until now , |atest and
greatest in sexual technology. Guaranteed results or noney back, al
that bollocks. These dills cost twenty-five each; a snip for all the
pl easure they are going to give the recipients. They send a cheque to
t he conpany nane, nothing offensive, er, Bobbie's Bits or sonething,
for twenty-five. You put these in the bank for two weeks and | et them
clear. Now this is the clever bit. Then you send back the cheques for
twenty-five pounds fromthe real conpany name, Arse Tickler’'s Faggot
Fan d ub, saying sorry, we couldn't get the supply from Anerica, they
have sol d out. Now you see how nany of the people cash those cheques;
not a single soul, because who wants his bank manager to know he
tickles arses when he is not paying in cheques!

There is a | ong pause whil e BACON considers this.

BACON
So how Il ong do you have to wait "till you see a return?

TOM
Probably no I onger than four weeks.

BACON
A nonth? So, ny friend, what fucking good is that, if we need it in six
no, five days?

TOM
Well, it’'s still a good idea.

SOAP
Listen to this one

INT. DOG S HOUSE - DAY



We see the back of a head.

DOG
So do you know t hese geezers wel | ?

PLANK
Wel | enough. | have been buying gear off one of themfor a couple of
years.

DOG
What they like then?

PLANK
Poofs. Nothing heavy, four public school guys. Soft as shite.

INT. JD' S BAR - DAY
Soap is finishing off his suggestion for raising noney.

SOAP
And you keep all the noney’

Pause. BACON and Tom frown at Soap.

TOM
| have heard sone fucking stupid ideas in ny tine but yours nakes
Bacon’ s sound i nspired.

I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - DAY

Ed funbles with his keys at his front door. He enters his house in a
sort of zonbie state, takes off his jacket and opens the cupboard
doors. He hangs his coat up (it pronptly falls off" the hanger) and he
collapses in a pile on the floor. The cupboard doors now bei ng open, he
can clearly hear next door’'s discussion. W track in very slowy on Ed.

PLANK
They ponce around in funny hippie clothes all day, tal king boll ocks.
They’'re just good at growing weed, that’s all, and business has got

bi gger than what they can keep up wth.
INT. JD' S BAR - DAY

SOAP
If you're so fucking clever why don’'t you cone up with a suggestion?

BACON
I amthinking, | amthinking.

I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - DAY

DOG

(of f)

Listen, they can't be all stupid if they got a container |oad of cash
sitting in shoe boxes, a skip-load of Class A gear and you don’'t think
there is anybody sensi bl e invol ved.

We reach the end of our track. Ed's head is on a pitiful angle in ful
close-up. It straightens and his dark eyes widen i mediately on this
news.



I NT. DOG S HOUSE - DAY
DOG
What about security?

PLANK
There's one steel gate as you go in but they never lock it.

DOG
What do you nean, never? Well what have they got it for, then?

PLANK

I nmust have been there fifty tines, it’s never been | ocked; they re not
suspi ci ous. Everybody who goes there are toffs. They're all into that
karma crap: ‘If | don't harm nobody, nobody harns ne’ stuff.

DOG

Is there no way they can get back to you?

PLANK

Even if they could they’'d be too shit scared. They have got no nuscle;
they' re gutl ess faggots.

66 ~ 67

IN T. HATCHET HARRY' S OFFI CE - DAY

Barry and Harry are talking. Harry is polishing a shotgun. It is very
different in appearance to the hanmer-| ocks.

HATCHET

Is Big Chris on his way?

BARRY
Shoul d be here any minute. | think you re naking a m stake, Harry.
That's a |l ot of noney for Chris to be running after. | wouldn't trust

himto bring it back here.

Hatchet’s speech is laced with cut-aways of Big Chris in action, and on
the ascent (with Little Chris) of Hatchet's stairs.

I NT. HATCHET HARRY’ S STAI RCASE - DAY

HATCHET

(voi ce-over)

What do you know about Chris, eh? You put Big Chris on a job and he
will nmake sure it gets done, no matter what’'s in his way. Hs dad used
to collect debts and his dad before that, and that nonster of a boy
will after he has gone. It seens that the Al mighty hinself requested
themto collect debts for eternity and not to fear knocking on old

Ni ck’s door hinself, if he was behind on his paynent. But he has never
nicked a picker in his life. Straight as an arrow and as strong as the
bow that fired it. If you dropped your tenner he would search till he
found ya . . . the only problemis he isn't stable, has a tenper like a
runaway train, and he hits twice as hard. Heaven protect anyone who
touches that boy, not that the boy needs protecting.



We see Big Chris wal king up the stairs. He reaches the top and knocks
on the door.

I NT. HATCHET HARRY' S OFFI CE - DAY

Big Chris is sitting in front of Hatchet, Barry behind Chris.
HATCHET

Want a drink?

BARRY
Hell o son, would you like a lolly?

LI TTLE CHRI S

Pi ss off you nonce!

BIG CHRI S

G, watch it! No thanks Harry, we are both all right. Nice shooter

HATCHET
Like it? One of a pair, Holland and Holl and. Here, you want to hold it?

BIG CHRI S

Nah, not ny thing, thank you, Harry. Business good? | inagine that's
what | am here for.

Harry | eans the gun against the side of the desk and takes a seat, does
a breast-stroke novenent to clear his desk of all the sexual debris,
takes a big breath of air and begins.

HATCHET

I want you to forget about any other debts at the nonent; there are
fresher fish to fry!

BIG CHRI S
Go on.
HATCHET

It’s a bit of a priority. Four young fellas who got in deeper than they
could handle; they owe ne half a mllion pounds.

68 ~ 69

LI TTLE CHRI S

How much?

I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - NI GHT
Tom BACON

and Soap are sitting in front of Ed who | ooks as though he is about to
| aunch in to a speech.



TOM
What’'s the flapping about? You told the old nman yet? EDDY

I hope | won't need to. | got a plan. So listen carefully.
I NT. SLOANES' SITTING ROOM - N GHT W NSTON

Look, he set us up. That neans he put noney into us, which nmeans he
expects noney out of us. You don’t need to be an econonist to work that
out .

J

He might think we snoke a lot and burn a bit of profit, but he can't
have any idea about the hard currency we' ve accumul ated. W can j ust
slice it off the top

W NSTON

You guys, you' ve got to realise who this chap is. He's a fucking
lunatic. If he gets the slightest inkling that we are not throw ng
straight dice, you - and fuck it, ne - are going to know what the sharp
side of a kebab knife feels like.

*CHARLES Cone on, we are in this for the cash however it cones.

The phone rings. Wnston picks it up

* Cut fromconpleted film
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W NSTON
Hel | o.

DAl SY
(she is upset)
W nst on?

W NSTON
Yeah.

DAl SY
It’'s Daisy.

W NSTON
I know who it is. What’'s the problenf

I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - NI GHT

The situation has been explained. There are thoughtful frowns on al
foreheads. There is a pause.

SOAP
Well, what do you want us to do about it?

EDDY
Ht the fuckers

Pause while this is digested.

I know it sounds a bit heavy, but it’s not |like you are doing anything



illegal.

BACON
I don’t know how you’ ve reached that concl usion

EDDY

They can’t report they have had all their drugs and noney ni cked, can
t hey?

71

TOM
How heavy are the fellas anyway?

EDDY

They don’t look all that.

SCAP

Hitler didn't look all that.

EDDY

Al right, but for Christ’s sake we’'re in the soup and this is the
silver spoon. If you can think of another way to get out, let nme know.
It’s not like we've got all the tine in the world either . . . Dig?
Silence falls over them]

BACON

I am gane.

TOM

Me too.

SOAP

Ch, god!

EDDY

Well, we hit themas soon as they cone back. W'Ill be waiting and
prepared for them

Pause as Ed's voice drops a little. And they are arned.

SOAP
What was that, arned? What do you nean, arned? Arned with what?

EDDY
Er, bad breath, colourful |anguage and a feather duster! . . . Wat do
you think they will be arned with? Guns, you tit!

SOAP

@Quns! You never said anything about guns. A mnute ago this was the
safest job in the world, nowit's turning in to a bad day in Bosnia

EDDY



Jesus, Soap, stop being such a mincer. | thought about that and..
SOAP
And what exactly?

EDDY
And we will just have to find out who's going to be carrying them

SOAP
Carrying them They could all be carrying themfor what we know.

EDDY
No, just one of themis in charge of themgoing to the job. So | assune
he will still

be carrying when he cones back fromthe job.

SOAP
Oh, you assune, do ya? What do they say about assunption being the
brother of all fuck-ups?

TOM
It’s the nother of fuck-ups, stupid!

SOAP

Wel |, excuse ne, brother, nother or any other sucker, doesn't nake any
difference, they are still fucking guns, and they still fire fucking
bul | et s!

72 ~ 73

EDDY

Soap, if you got a better idea to get five hundred grand in the next
few days you let us know. . . In the neantine, Tom speak to N ck the
Bubbl e about noving the weed.

INT. JD'S BAR - NI GHT

Tom and Nick are stuck away in a corner playing on a fruit machine.

NI CK

Weed?

TOM

Not normal weed. This is some fucked-up skunk class A | can’t think

| et al one nove shit.

NI CK
Doesn’t sound very good to ne.

TOM
Neither ne, but it depends on what flicks your switch, and the light's
on and burning bright for the nasses.

NI CK

You' || need sanples, Tom



TOM

No can do.

NI CK

Where's that? A place near Katnmandu? Meet ne hal f way, mate.

TOM
Listen, it’'s all conpletely chicken soup

NI CK

It’s what?

TOM
Kosher as Chri st mas

NI CK
(rolls his eyes)
Jews don’t celebrate Christnas, Tom

TOM
Never mind that now | also need sone artillery, you know, a couple of
sawn- of f shot guns.

NI CK
Bl oody hell, Tom This is a bit heavy. This is London, not the Lebanon
Who do you think I anf

TOM
I think you're Nick the G eek.

I NT. RORY BREAKER S COFFI CE - DAY

There’s a cacophony of seventies funk and football filling the room W
nmeet Rory Breaker. Rory is a very well-dressed cool -1 o0oki ng bl ack dude.
He is in his own way sophisticated, considering what he does for a
living. H's help, however, are less well-inforned. Rory has N ck the
Geek in front of him

RORY

Nick, | don’'t have anything to do with weed, normally, but if it is
what he says it is, I'lIl give himthree and a half thousand a key,
that’s if it is what he says it is. | don't want to see it after a
sanple, | don't want to touch it after a sanple. 1'Il | eave you in the
capabl e hands of Nathan here. He will work out the details, but let ne
get this straight. If the mlk turns out to be sour, | ain’t the kind

of pussy who will drink it. Know what | nean?
74 ~ 75
I NT. GARAGE UNDER THE ARCHES - DAY

The Scousers are handi ng over all the shotguns fromtheir previous job
to Barry and assistant. Dean has got a conplicated hair arrangenent to



di sgui se his accident with the butler. Barry raises his eyebrows at
t his new | ook.

BARRY
I's your hair supposed to look like that, then?

Gary ignores this question.

DEAN
Next time we do a job like this we gonna want nore noney, or we are
goi ng back to post offices and cars.

BARRY
Where’'re the ot hers?

Barry is |ooking with sanme concern for the hanmer-|ock Purdeys.

DEAN
There are no ot hers.

BARRY
Now, stop fucking around. The others, the old ones?

DEAN
| don’t know what you nean.

BARRY
(dead serious)
There were two old guns there; where are they?

DEAN
Not in the cabinet there wasn’'t. There was a couple of old hanmer-I ock
nmuskets the butler was carrying; they were ours, and we sold 'em

77

BARRY
Well you just better un-sell *em sharpish

DEAN
They were .

BARRY
(interrupts)
I am not fucking interested.

Shouting. If you don't want to end up counting the fingers that you
haven't got, or sharing a bed with the anti-Christ, | suggest you get
t hose guns, qui ck.

I NT. BACK OF VAN - DAY

We are facing Nick’s large behind, builder’s cleavage poki ng out of the
top of his trousers. Nick is unwapping two long inplenments froma
sheet: the hammer-1ock Purdeys.

TOM
Jesus, if | pick themup, will they stay in one piece? Wiere did you
get them fronf



NI CK
| got contacts. Listen Tom if you pointed themat ne |I'd shit nyself

or do whatever you said to do. Either way you still get the desired
effect.

TOM

They look nice, | agree . . . but lacking in crinmnal credibility,

aren’t they? | mght get |aughed at. How nuch do you want for these
nusket s?

NI CK
Seven hundred each.
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TOM

What’'s that, a pound for every year they have been around? | know
they're antiques, but | ain’'t paying antique prices. Pause.

And they're a bit long, aren't they?

NI CK
Sawn-of fs are out, Tom people like to have a bit mare range nowadays.

TOM
Range? | don't want to blow the arse out of this country, granted, but
I don’t want anybody bl owing a raspberry at ne either. | want to | ook

fucki ng nean.

NI CK
O course you will look nmean, Tom you will look really scary.

TOM
Al right, let's forget about themfor the tine being. What about your
weed man?

NI CK
Rory Breaker is standing by. You stand to nake a | ot of nobney, Tomy
boy.

INT. JD S BAR - NI GHT

We are looking directly at JD s shell-shocked face. He gently |l ays down
an enpty gl ass on the bar.

HATCHET

| understand if this has come as a bit of a shock, but I'll tell you
how this can be resol ved by the good father

* Big Chris in conpleted film

Pause. The canera spins round to reveal Hatchet and Barry the Baptist.

JD
Go on.

HATCHET
I like your bar.

JD



Yes?

HATCHET
| want your bar.

JD
And?

HATCHET
Do you want nme to draw a picture?

JD
Harry, that boy doesn’t know his arsehole fromhis ear-hole, or you
froma hoodwi nk. This bar is mne, and he has nothing to do with it.

HATCHET
What, and | care? Renenber, you do have the |uxurious advantage of
being able to sustain your son's life.

JD
And you do have a reputation, so |I'll choose ny words carefully. But
not to put too fine a point on it, fuck yourself, Harry!

Barry pulls a kind of nock-scared face and cl utches his heart.
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HATCHET
Oh, careful JD, you'll give Barry a heart-attack

We crash-zoomagain into Harry's eyes to see the pupils contract. It’'s
time to | ook nean.

Il put that down to shock, but only once, only once can or will | let
you get away with that. Your son’s still got three days to find half a
mllion, but nmake up your mnd which one you prefer: your son, or your
bar.

We have a slow notion close-up of the drink being slanmed down, proving
a point.

I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - DAY

BACON has rigged up an anplifier to the hole in the cupboard along with
a ridicul ous anount of recording equi pnent. The house |ights stil
flicker on and off. W start the first part of the conversation | ooking
at Bacon, who has his headphones on. W cut to Dog hal fway through the
second sent ence.

INT. DOG S HDUSE - DAY

PLANK
There’s nothing to worry about, it’s going to be easy.

DOG

There is no such thing as easy in ny experience and, if you think this
is going to be easy, you're a dick. It may be easier than nost but it’'s
not going to be easy.

I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - DAY



BACON has a kettle next to where he is sitting. It steans away quite
happily but a worrying noise starts to cone fromthe plug socket. BACON
prepares hinself.- BOOM He di sappears into black

INT. DOG S HOUSE - DAY

They react to the BOOM Dog | ooks at the wall with suspicion, nisses a
beat, then continues.

DOG

What’' s that idiot doing next door?

(Poi nts at Paul)

We use your van. It’s up sone stairs this place, so we'll stick out
like balls on a bulldog. Plank is going up first. There is a cage but
it is never locked, is it Plank?

PLANK

No.

DOG

And it better bloody not be. Once he is firnmy in place, he gets the
rest of us in. W’ll get nasty with a couple of them shit 'emup

scare and gag 'em | can’'t see these wankers giving us a problem but
they might have a couple of tools hanging around |ike any cowboy. Wen
the job is done we'll cone straight back here. It's dark by then

unl oad and Robert’s your father’s brother. Everybody savvy?

ALL TOGETHER

Yup.

DOG

Ri ght, tonorrow, eight o' clock we'll do it. Apparently these stags
don’t get out of bed till midday, |owest ebb and all that, and that's
how | like it.

I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - DAY
BACON is now |it by candle.

BACON
Jesus.

DOG
(of f)
So no nessing around tonight. W |eave eight a.m, OK?

EDDY
Yes?

BACON
It’s happeni ng tonorrow norni ng. Get back here now.

I NT. ED AND BACON' S HOUSE - NI GHT
SOAP
(staggering)

Where did you get those from a nuseunf?

TOM



Ni ck the G eek.

BACON
How nmuch did you part wth?

TOM
Seven hundred for the pair.

SOAP
Drachmas, | hope. | would feel safer with a chicken drunstick. They
could do nore harmthan good

BACON
Jesus, Tom do they work?

TOM
| dunno, but they look nice. | rather like ' em

EDDY
Top of the list of priorities, how nice they |ook

SOAP
Ladies, if you don’t nmind, back to a nore inportant issue. W’ ve only
got two real guns . . . apparently that's what they are. W find a good

pl ace to hide next door. When it sounds like the right tine, we jack in
the box, look nasty and stuff, cocoon themin gaffer tape, then we nick
their van and swap the gear into a new van and then bring it back here.
As long as we are all out of our hiding places quickly, it’'s the |ast

thing they' Il expect. If Tom and anyone el se feels |like kicking them
around a bit | amsure it won't do any harm A bit of pain never hurt
any one (thinking about it) if you knowwhat | nean . . . Also, | think

knives are a good idea, you know, big fuck-off shiny knives, the ones
that 1 ook like they could skin a crocodile. Knives are good because
they don’t nmke any noise, and the less noise the nore we're likely to
use them That'|Il shit "emup and nake us | ook |ike pros.

There is a pause as they | ook at Soap with suspicion

TOM
I's there sonething we should know about you, Soap?

BACON
| amnot sure what’'s nore worrying, the job or your past.

I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - MORNI NG

Ed and Bacon, etc, are all nounted up on top of one another |ooking out
a crack in the curtain. They are observing Dog’'s party en route to
work. They are dressed as kebab shop assistants.

SOAP
Where the fuck are they going? To butcher a sheep? | thought this was a
r obbery.

EDDY
Where did they get those outfits fron? Haven't we got sonme like that,
Tonf

TOM
Well, not exactly like that.



INT. DOG S HOUSE (VAN) - MORNI NG
Dog and troop | oad up.
I NT. SLDANES' SITTI NG ROOM - MORNI NG

Cut to Sloanes. They are up and unusually awake. Today is the day to
nove the noney so they are conparatively alert. There is lots of
activity.

W NSTON

You fucking jelly-heads, nove it. You have been up for two hours, you
shoul d have got sonewhere by now. The gear and the nobney has got to be
out of here before twelve.

The horn bl asts.

Who's that? J, don’'t you dare open the door until you use that cage.
am serious, and find out who it is first.
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I NT. SLOANES FRONT DOOR - DAY

J
(raising his voice for the door)
Hell o, can | help you?

PLANK
Al right, it'’s Plank. Is Wllie there?

J
No, I'"mafraid he’s not. He’'s out at the nonent.

PLANK
Wl |, perhaps you can hel p?

J
Well, perhaps | can’t, Plank, if you know what | nean.

PLANK
Look, could you just open the door so | could talk w thout shouting?

J
I can’t hel p you, PIank.

PLANK
I think you'll find it is in your interest.

I NT SLOANES SI TTI NG ROOM - DAY

J

Hol d on. OK

(Wi spering inside.)

Look Wllie, it’'s Plank outside asking for you, he says it's in our
i nterest.
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W NSTON
| don't care if it’'s King fucking Kong, he is not conming in here, not
t oday.

W LLI AM
Hold on: we are in business and correct ne if | amwong, but that is
busi ness?

J
Corrected; that’'s a wal ki ng accident that we can do w thout.

W LLI AM Jesus, he’'s OK; he knows only to buy weights now, so we are
| ooking at |l east a couple of thou; just one last tine.

J
What do you think, Wnston?

Pause.

W NSTON

WIlly, this is the last tinme, and don’t let himknow that you' re here,
otherwise he will be here all day, and get rid of him quick. W have
work to do.

EXT. SLOANES STAIRS - DAY

DOG
(frustrated)
What the fuck is going on?

M CK
Do you want ne to have a | ook, Dog?

DOG

No, you silly fucker, stay still.

(Wi speri ng)

What’ s goi ng on?

PLANK

Come on, | can’t wait out here all day.

Starting to get anxious that the whol e deal could be off Plank |ooks
down the stairs and waves at Dog as sone kind of reassurance

J
(of f)
Al'l right, just comng

J unl ocks the door after getting the cage ready. There's an externa
door, and then a small corridor before the cage. J is inside the cage.
Two, or at a push, three people could fit in this space before they
woul d be poking out on the outside world.

I NT. SLOANES CAGE - DAY

PLANK
| thought you were going to |leave ne out there all day.

J
| didn't know you were a kebab man, Pl ank



PLANK
(taking the piss)
Li ves and | earns doesn’t one.

Then devastation slaps hi m hard.
Keep the gates | ocked now, do you?

J
Sorry, got to do business like this now, can't be too careful these
days.

PLANK

I know.

(Suddenly turning very nasty whispering.)

Now shut it. You say a fucking word the right knee goes, another word
then your left.

J
(confused and believing it’s a joke, until he sees the gun.)
What are you doi ng, Plank?

PLANK
What do you think | am doing? Hold on. What are you doi ng? Unl ock that
gate. O! | said unlock that fucking gate.

J has found it all too nuch and has passed out with fear, collapsing on
the floor in an awkward contorted position. Plank is desperately trying
to find the right key. Things are not going as well as planned. Dog, in
the nmeantinme, has decided it’s tine to start the show

EXT. SLOANES STAIRS - DAY

DOG
Go! Go! Go! Fucking run, you two.

They all go charging into the open door only to slamstraight into

Pl ank. The keys go flying out of Plank’s hands and through the cage.
Plank cries with frustration, reaching out with his hand to retrieve
them Dog, finding the gate |ocked, is none too happy They are al so
still exposed to the eyes of the world due to the |lack of space between
t he outside door and the inside cage.

90 ~ 91

I NT. SLOANES CACE - DAY
DOG

(mesneri zed}

The fucking gate’s shut, you prick

PLANK
Just hold on, | got the keys.

Havi ng cl awed them back with the end of his shotgun
DOG

(seeing an unconscious nan at his feet)
What the fuck did you do to Fauntleroy?



PLANK
(funbling and pani cki ng)
| didn't touch him he just passed out.

I NT. SLOANES' SITTI NG ROOM - DAY

W NSTON

J, what’'s going on out there?

(Real i si ng)

Get the rifle out, Charles. W' re being fucked.
I NT. SLOANES' FRONT DOOR - DAY

DOG
CGet the soddi ng gate open now, Pl ank.

Pl ank is busy funbling about, not really getting anywhere because of
the pressure being applied.

PLANK
(trying to convince hinself, as nuch as Dog)
It must be this one.

DOG
Just give nme the keys.

The gun with which Plank has been entrusted is pointing straight at
Dog’ s groin.

Poi nt your gun in there, dick, not at ne.

M ck has unwrapped his gun fromhis case. Dog turns and | ooks anmazed at
the size of the weapon.

What the fuck is that?

M CK
It’s a bren gun.

DOG
You coul d have brought sonething a bit nore fucking practical, couldn't
ya?

Pop! W hear the sound of an air gun pellet hitting the bars.

PLANK

(trying to salvage sone credibility)

Don't you stags nove or I'll kill the lot of ya.

DOG

(anazed by this stupidity)

Who are you going to kill Plank? There's no one there.

We hear another pop and Pl ank gets shot in the neck. This
understarul ably sends himinto a real panic, thinking this is curtains.

PLANK

(gurgle)
They shot ne!



Pani ¢ unashanedly exposing itself. Trickles of blood start flow ng from
i n-between Pl ank’s fingers.

DOG
(uni npr essed)
Wel | shoot them

Pl ank shoots at everything and nothing. Snmoke fills the corridor
|l eaving themin a cloud. A bit of coughing goes on, then silence.

JOHN
Jesus Pl ank, you could have got snokeless cartridges, | can't see a
bl oody t hi ng.

Pop! Another pellet is fired hitting John in the chest.

Ah, Jesus, shit, |1’'ve been shot!

DOG

| don’t fucking believe this. Could everybody stop getting shot. Sit
down John, you cock, patch yourself up; it’s only a fucking air rifle.
Dog is interrupted by an enornously |oud blast of nmachine-gun fire. Dog
and the boys panic, cover their ears and hit the floor. After this

out burst Dog | ooks up at Mck and sees he is the culprit. Mck | ooks
down at Dog expecting a congratulatory nod from Dog; he doesn’t get it.

What the fuck was that?

M CK
That was the bren gun

94 . ~ 95

DOG
If you use that again, you re a dead nman, do you understand?

He speaks softly but he is quite shaken. He then raises his voice; he
has had enough of all this mncing.

Ri ght fellas!

He shouts to the Sl oanes while draggi ng the seni-conscious body of J up
to use as a shield.

Before | go any further | amgoing to shoot your mate' s toes of f!

No sooner said than done; his toes go. The snoke problemrepeats itself
and J faints again, but an unfazed Dog conti nues.

Now i f you want us to be gone in two ninutes, open the fucking gate,
now

I NT. SLOANES SI TTI NG ROOM - DAY

CHARLES
He' Il probably kill us if we do.

W NSTON



Vell, J will certainly get it if we don't; he's serious. Look what he
did to his toes.

DOG

(of f)

Ri ght, his leg s going now.

W NSTON

Al right, all fucking right, I am com ng

(Turni ng and whi speri ng)
WIllie, he doesn’t know you are here, just sort sonething out, K

Wllie slinks off with a ‘like what?" | ook on his face.
| NT. SLOANES CAGE - DAY

DOG
And all your friends, there’'s a good | ad.

W NSTON
There is only three of us here.

DOG
Do you want ne to take his leg off? Wiere's the fourth?

W NSTON
| nmean it, there is only three of us here.

DOG
Pl ank?

PLANK
(gurgle, gurgle)
Yeah, one of thenis out.

DOG
K, open the gate.

No sooner said than done. Dog hits one straight on Wnston’'s forehead
with the butt of his gun and drags himto the stairs. 97

I NT. SLOANES SITTI NG ROOM - DAY DOG

Up boy, up, up.

They reach the top of the stairs.

Tie "emup John and, Plank, you cone with ne. Wiere' s the noney?

PLANK
There, in those shoe boxes.

Dog opens them There is nothing in them If |ooks could kill Plank
woul d be pushing up dai si es.

DOG
(gun to the head of Wnston)
Wher e?

W NSTON



Qut the back

DOG
And the weed?

W NSTON
Qut the back

M CK
Poi nt .

W NSTON
Wth what?

M CK
Your hands, now

W NSTON

| can’t, | amtied up.
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M CK

Well, well, shake your head or sonething.
DOG

Al'l right Plank, get Paul out of the van.
This is done on a wal ky tal ky.
I NT. SLOANES' BACK ROOM - DAY

The door opens. Wllie is waiting behind it armed with a nachete. He
turns to his opponent and, eyes shut for Dutch courage, hacks straight
into Mck’s arm Mck’s nmachine gun goes off and WIlliam|loses a finger
as he tries to push the barrel to the side. He starts screaning
uncontrol | ably

DOG
(to Pl ank)
G ve us your knife.

Dog is going to put an end to this screamng and is nmaking his way to
its source. Wlliamis silenced through fear of the approachi ng Dog and
slunps on the floor in a silenced weck, holding a bl eedi ng hand.

(the point of the blade resting on Wllianis throat)
Enough! M ck, how you doi ng?

M CK
How do you think | am doi ng? He has fucking nearly chopped ny arm of f

Dog’'s attention is diverted as he sees a table full of cash, neatly
packed and stacked.

PAUL (in doorway visibly shocked
Cordon Bennett! What's been going on in here?

DOG
Shut up, you idiot. You got the bags? Can you get it in?



PAUL

There’s a lot here, all right. | don't think we will be able to get
this all in the van.

DOG

Bol | ocks, you’'ll get it in even if you have to do two trips

EXT. SLOANES HOUSE - DAY
A traffic warden appears as Paul goes outside to |oad up

TRAFFI C WARDEN
You got a ticket already and, if you don’t nove it now, sir, we wll
nove it for you.

PAUL
"1l only be a minute.

TRAFFI C WARDEN
You’ ve already been fifteen

Paul , realising that persuasion is futile, decides other neans are
necessary to despatch this nuisance. He | ooks down both sides of the
street: the coast is clear.

PAUL
Look. Go on, | ook

TRAFFI C WARDEN
At what, exactly?

PAUL
My van is half full

TRAFFI C WARDEN
So?

PAUL
So |'ve just got to put you in, and I am off.

Havi ng made their way to the rear of the van, Paul opens the back
doors. Paul smacks the traffic warden on the side of the head. The

nonentum carries the warden into the van, unconsci ous. Paul has anot her

qui ck look round and Lifts the warden’s | egs up and pushes hi m deeper
into the vehicle.

I NT. SLOANES SI TTI NG ROOM - DAY

PLANK

My neck, Dog.

(Dog shows no sign of pity)
That’'s the | ast bag?

DOG
(Turning to Mck.)
How about you? Al right?

M CK
"1l be fine when; have dealt with this little shit. Mck grabs the



machete that was used to disable himand puts down the nachine gun

DOG
Do it quietly.

doria, who has been forgotten by the Sloanes and unnoticed by Dog and
troop, has sat through the whol e epi sode w thout apparently realising
the gravity of the situation. She is kick-started into action by the
sure denise of WIllie. The nmachi ne gun has been placed not too far away
fromher. She picks it up, and fires it into the al ready wounded body
of Mck, who is al nbst instantaneously transforned into dog neat.
doria, who has found a gear that nobody probably not even herself,
knew exi sted, destroys everything she points at. Bodies junp for cover
and Wnston and the rest close their eyes and hope for the best.
Eventual |y the gun, which seens to have a linmtless supply of |ead,
goes quiet. W cut to close-ups of everybody opening their eyes
cautiously. Looks of relief cone fromeveryone, not |east the Sloanes.
Dog, who is closest, stands, wal ks straight up to her and punches her
on the jaw G oria is knocked out.

What was that? Wiere did she cone fron? That's fucking it. Tie her up.
We are getting out of here.

EXT. DOG S HOUSE - DAY

BACON
Eh, bunk us up over the wall.

BACON forces one of the wi ndows open. He | ooks pl eased and beckons the
others over. They keep in contact with Soap by cellul ar phones.

INT. DOG S HOUSE - DAY

EDDY
Everything all right out there, Ton?

TOM
(on phone)
Ri ght as rain.

EDDY
Where the hell are we supposed to hide?

Ed | ooks into an al nbost enpty roomin which they are to find cover. He
shrugs, and goes to sort hinself out a cup of tea.

SOAP
What are you doi ng, Ed?

EDDY
Do you want one?

SOAP
No | fucking don't! You can’'t nake a cup of tea, Edward.

EDDY
Why not? The whole of the British Enpire was built on cups of tea

SOAP



And | ook what happened to that.

EDDY
If you think I amgoing to war w thout one, you' re mi staken, nate.

INT. DOG S VAN - DAY
Dog turns to admire a full van

TRAFFI C WARDEN
You won't get away with it.

Dog turns around and sees the tragic warden.

DOG
Paul, what’s that?

PAUL
That's a traffic warden.

DOG
(1 ooki ng straight at Paul)
What’'s he doing in the van?

Dog and the others | ook at the tragic warden nercilessly

PAUL
He was about to call the cozzers.

Paul hits himagain, sending himback into unconsci ousness.

DOG
W will deal with himlater.

EXT. DOG S HOUSE - DAY Tomis on the nobile phone.

TOM
They’' re here.

INT. DOG S HOUSE - DAY

Dog opens his door, enters the front room dunps his two bags down and
is nmet by a bleeding Plank (who is grunted at) and John, who is rubbing
his chest. Dog sighs and turns to get nore bags. The action starts.
It’s hard to tell who is who because of the bal acl avas. The | ads junp
out of their positions.

BACON
Down, down, get fucking down now

This is like dg A£vu. There is no response as the three of them seem
not to believe what’'s going on. BACON hits Dog with the butt of his
gun, establishing who's boss. Dog does down with a thud. Plank hits the
floor immediately.

EXT. DOG S HOUSE - DAY
Paul enters, sees trouble, drops his bags and prepares to run. He is

met by Tom who greets himwith a smash round the kneecaps with a | ead
pi pe. This has nore than the desired effect and Paul has to be dragged



in screaming by Tom It all went rather snoothly

EDDY

Tie "emup, tape 'emup, face and nouth. Keys, | want the keys.

DOG

Il find you.

BACON

O course you will, sweetheart. This one, search this one. Ed finds the

keys wi t hout any trouble.

EDDY
Il neet you in the van when you have finished with handsone there.

INT. DOG S VAN - DAY

There is silence. For a few seconds all we can hear is the noise of
t hei r breat hi ng.
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TOM
VWl |l Jesus, that wasn’t so bad, was it?

SOAP
When the bottle in ny arse has contracted I'Il let you know.

EDDY
Bacon, see what we got.

BACON

Let’s have a butcher’s. Jesus, there’'s lots of everything. W’ ve got
god knows how nuch of this stinking weed; we’ve got a shit |oad of
cash; and we've got a . . . traffic warden.

TOM
A what ?

BACON
Atraffic warden. Look, what’'s this?

He hol ds up the hat.

TOM
Shit Ed, we’'ve got a traffic warden.

Pause.

BACON
I think he's still alive. He's got claret com ng out of himsonewhere.
What did they want with a traffic warden?

EDDY
| dunno, but | don’t think we need him Dunp himat the |ights.

I NT. HATCHET HARRY' S OFFI CE - DAY

HATCHET
It’s about tine you give ny young friends a visit, Chris. Tonorrowis



the day and num seens to be the word, and | can’t have that now, can |
chris?

BIG CHRI S
No Harry, you can’'t.

INT. DOG S HOUSE - DAY

Dog struggles free and unravels the tape fromhis head and gets the
ot her three out.

DOG

Dead. Dead. | don’'t know who they think they could be, for nme not to
find "em O course I'll find "em | don't give a flying fucking fish
who they think they are. 1’1l kill - fur and feathers, burning whee

South African style, kebab 'em peel "em slice "emand dice ' em hang
draw and fucking quarter ' em

I NT. OTHER VAN - N GHT

Two vans are parked back to back. W see Ed and t he boys putting one
last trunk into the back of the new van.

EDDY
That’s it all done, we are off.

SOAP
You think it's a good idea taking it back to yours?

EEET; is nowhere else to keep it, and it's the last place they are
going to look. Anyway the battle's over and the war is won.

Ed passes a handful of grass to Tom

Tom take this to Nick, and let's get rid of it, quick

I NT. RORY BREAKER S OFFI CE - N GHT

Ni ck has given the weed to Rory for inspection. Lenny has stepped in.

LENNY

It is skunk . . . and it’'s as good as it gets.

RORY

K, I'll take it off you; half price.

NI CK

| don't think he'll like that. You said three-five a key, that’'s what

he wants and you know that’'s a good price.

RORY BREAKER
It was yesterday | said three and a half grand and today is today, if |
am not mi staken.

Turns back to the TV
"1l take it tonorrow for half price. If he wants to nove it quick

he’ll take it. Now, |’'ve got another gane conming up in a nmnute so if
you woul d be ki nd enough.



Pointing at the door. N ck exits.

Lenny, take this to Snow Wiite and the three little chenists; they
shoul d have a gander at this. | want a proper opinion. 110

EXT. SLOANES' HOUSE - NI GHT
Lenny and Nathan, Rory’s minders, pull up outside the Sloanes’ house to
have the weed anal ysed. For the first tinme it is revealed that Rory

Br eaker owns the Sl oanes.

LENNY
Hol d on!

NATHAN
What ?

LENNY
sonmething’ s not quite right here. Go in slowy, Nathan

NATHAN
Fuck you funny man, you go first.

I NT. SLOANES SI TTI NG ROOM - N GHT

NATHAN
Shit!

Wnston is tied up and squirnng

W NSTON
For Christ’'s sake, get us out.

I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - NI GHT

EDDY
Well, not a bad day’s work. That takes care of Harry.

Pushing a massive pile of notes to one side.

SOAP
What's left over?

TOM
Hold on, give us half a chance to count it.

SOAP
What about all the gear?

BACON
"Ere, have a pull of this.

Passes Ed the joint.
EDDY
| don’t want that horrible shit. Gve it to Soap. Can we just |ock up

and get drunk now, please?

I NT. RORY BREAKER S OFFICE - N GHT



W see Wnston, Nathan and the torso of Lenny, standing in front of
Rory Li ke naughty school chil dren

W NSTON
We had the gates up but they stuck a shotgun through. Poor bloody J got
shot; it was a right ness.

The gravity and reality dawns on Rory.

RORY
It will cost you nore than your life's worth if you jest with ne.

LENNY
Sonme girl took one of "emout, but he's a bit of a ness.

W NSTON

(proudly j

We shot one of themin the throat.
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RORY

What do you want, a fucking nedal? 1'll shoot you in the fucking throat

if | don't get the gear back.

He pauses, rubs his forehead and continues, slightly calnmer. You shot
the one that’'s in there now?

W NSTON
No, anot her one.

RORY
This is nore like it. So where’'s he?

W NSTON
They took himwith them he was still alive.

RORY
Well, what did you shoot himw th, an air gun?

There is an enbarrassed pause and a | ook of ‘how did you know? Rory
doesn’t need an answer and slaps his forehead.

W NSTON
We grow weed, we’'re not nercenaries.

RORY
You don’t say.

There is a pause while Rory searches for the right words. The silence
i s deafening.

LENNY
(stupidly)
Who could it be? Wiere do we start, Rory?

Rory | ooks up amazed.



RORY
M Breaker! Today ny nane is M Breaker. You think this is a
coi nci dence? Not nany, Benny! This white shite steals ny goods and then

thinks it is a good idea to sell it back to nme. They got |ess brains
than you, Lenny . . . Get Nick cum bubble round here nowif he is
stupid enough to still be on this planet.

INT. DOG S HOUSE - NI GHT
Dog has all his boys round.

DOG
I want you to search the house for bugs. | nean | want you to strip it.

JOHN
What is the point inthat? Even if it was a bug they woul d have taken
it with 'em

DOG
It is too late for you to start thinking John. It is a possibility and
that is good enough for ne. And after you strip the house, | want you

to get every thieving slag this side of Ceylon and torture them badly.
I want to know who is responsible, otherwise | will hold you
responsi bl e.

INT. JD S BAR - NI GHT

Al'l kinds of characters have nade an appearance. A gane of cards is in
notion, the forfeit now being al cohol. Barfly Jack the barman is
sitting at the table. They are already on the road to being confortably
conmt ose

TOM
Rory Breaker?
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BARFLY JACK
Yeah, | know Rory.

This next section is subtitled. This is to keep everyone, even those
famliar with cockney rhym ng slang up to speed with the narration, of
whi ch even Tomis unsure. As with the police scene earlier this is a
voi ce-over and we cut to the rel evant scenes.

BARFLYJACK

(voi ce-over)

Rory’'s got fewinterests in life; darky nusic, football, bees and honey
and kicking the shit out of anyone that interferes with that shortlist.
A few nights ago Rory’s Roger iron rusted, so he has gone to the
battle-cruiser to watch the end of a football gane. Nobody is watching
the custard so he has turned the channel over. A fat nan’s north opens
and he wanders up and turns the Liza over. ‘Now fuck off and watch it
somewhere el se.” Rory knows claret is inmnent, but he doesn't want to
m ss the end of the ganme; so, calmas a coma, he stands and picks up a
fire extingui sher and he wal ks straight past the jamrolls who are
ready for action, then he plonks it outside the entrance. He then
orders an Aristotle of the nost ping pong oddly in the nuclear sub and
switches back to his footer. ‘That's fucking it,’ says the man. Rory



gobs out a mouthful of booze covering fatty; he flicks a flaning nmatch
into his bird' s nest and the man lit up like a | eaking gas pipe. Rory,
unfazed, turned back to watch his gane. The flanm ng nan and his chi nos
ran outside to extinguish the flanes, and Rory cheered on. His team won
too, four-nil

EXT.JD S BAR - N GHT

After a while Ed sees Dai sy naking a sneaky sharp exit and tries to
pursue her, running out on to the street. Daisy is nowhere to be seen
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I NT. RORY BREAKER S COFFI CE - DAY

Nick is blissfully ignorant of the situation. He is sitting in front of
Rory.

RORY
Your one saving grace mght be your stupidity.

NI CK
(1 ooking quite petrified)
Er.

RORY

Don't fucking er ne, Greek boy! Howis it that your so-fucking-stupid,
soon-to-be-dead friends thought they mght be able to steal ny gear?
And then sell it back to ne? Is this a declaration of war? Is this sone
sort of white cunts’ joke that black cunts don't get? 'Cos | am not
fucki ng | aughi ng, Nik-ol-as.

NI CK

Er.

RORY

There are four interests | have, N ck. Football, nusic, noney, and the
anni hil ation of anybody who interferes with that shortlist . . . | know

you coul dn’t have known ny position because you're not so fucking
stupid that if you did know, you would turn up here scratching your
arse, with that ‘what’s going on here’ 1ook slapped on your Chevy
Chase. But what you do know is where these people live.

We | ook at the white faced Nick. He doesn't open his nouth. The penny
has dropped.

If you hold anything back, 1'Il kill you. If you bend the truth, or if
I think you' re bending the truth, I'Il kill you. If you forget
anything, 1'Il kill you. In fact, you're going to have to work very
hard to stay alive, N ck. | hope you understand everything

| have said. Because if you don’t, I'Il kill you. Now, M Bubble and
Squeak. You nay now enlighten ne.

INT. DOG S HOUSE - MORNI NG

Paul , John, and Plank are |ined up like naughty school children in front
of Dog, who is black-eyed and pissed off:

DOG



So we have a bit of a problem don't we?

JOHN
Er well, yes we do

DOG

In fact it is alittle nore than a bit of a problem isn't it? You
could say that in the scale of these things this is the Munt fucking
Everest of problens, couldn’'t you? . . . And the reason it is such a
nmon fucking-strosity of a problemis because you don't have the first
fucking idea who did this to us, do you?

PLANK
Dog, we have been up all night. It’s no one round here! W have had
them all against the wall.

JOHN
If it was a toe rag fromthe area we woul d know.

Dog starts slapping his troops round their heads.

DOG

You wouldn’t know if it was the next-door fucking nei ghbours, you
prick! You find "em you hear? And find 'em qui ck! Now get out and
start |ooking! Qut! Qut!

Dog Loses his tenper and throws Plank across the room Plank’s head
breaks effortlessly through the wall.

I NT. ED AND BACON S CUPBOARD - MORNI NG

A dust-covered Pl ank blinks in confusion as he | ooks on to a heap of
recordi ng equi pnent.

INT. JD' S BAR - DAY
Recovering fromthe night before

BACON
Scarface, | have watched Scarface. You want to know how to do a drug
deal, you watch Scarface!

EDDY
That inspires confidence, that does.

TOM

This guy Rory Breaker can afford to do the deal at the price we are
selling. It’s not worth himgiving us trouble; he knows we would be a
pain in the arse, and who wants a pain in the arse?

SOAP
I would take a pain in the arse for half a mllion

TOM
You would take a pain n the arse full stop.

SOAP
Tom the fatter you get, the sadder you get.

EDDY



Jesus, would you two stop flirting for one minute . . . After we pay
Hat chet, this deal puts us up near enough two hundred grand each. Not
bad for a day’s work, | think you will agree
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INT. SPLTT SCREEN. NI CK' S HOUSE - DAY

A seventies-style split screen. A very shaky Nick answers his cartoon
t el ephone.

NI CK
Yeah?

I NT. DEAN S HOUSE - DAY

DEAN
That’s no way to answer the phone.

NI CK
I's that you, Dean?

DEAN
Sure is.

NI CK
What can | do for you?

DEAN

You know those shotguns | sold ya, well | need 'em back

NI CK

Not likely I amafraid; | don't think I'Il be seeing them again.

DEAN

| got the noney to pay for 'em

NI CK

| am sure you do, but | don't think you understand; | amnot going to

see them or the guns again.
Gary | ooks at Dean
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DEAN
If we can't get 'em we can't get

em

I NT. SPLIT SCREEN. HATCHET HARRY' S COFFICE - DAY. Barry is on his
nobi |l e, nonents | ater.

BARRY
You fucking well have to get 'em

I NT. DEAN S - DAY

DEAN
We made a deal for everything inside the cabinet.

BARRY



I nside, out-fuckin' -side. |I don't give a shit, you get those guns
because if you don’t

DEAN
Yeah, Bazza, what?

BARRY
You heard of Harry Lonsdal e? O herw se known as Back-you-up with-a-
Hat chet Harry, infanous for his renoval of digits?

Dean pauses for a while, a | ook of concern com ng over his face.

Well this is *Janes Bond need to know tine. They' re his! \Wen you
dance with the devil you wait for the song to stop, know what | nean?

Hat chet has had enough. He grabs the phone from Barry’s hand, wavi ng
the infanous fifteen-inch big black cock in the other hand. Hatchet
goes on to put the shits up the Scousers.

HATCHET
Do you know who | an? | amsplit in tw; there is ne, and there is ny
pati ence, and patience has gone to the hospital; you are not far

behi nd, know what | nean? | nean, find ' em torture "em kill "em and
bring back what belongs to ne, because if you don’'t . . . you are
bang . . . in trouble.

Hat chet sl ans the phone down. Dean | ooks at Gary in horror

GARY
Who was that?

DEAN
That was Hatchet Horrible Harry.

GARY
Jesus, | have heard about him

DEAN

W're in the spite. They were his fucking guns that we sold; we gotta
find "em

Dean dials Nick i mediately.

No fucki ng about, N ck; where can | find those guns?

I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - DAY

Dog and boys have made a Large hole in the connecting cupboard wal l
whi ch they have crawl ed through. Dog is holding a | arge bag which he

has found.

JOHN
Dog, | have found the cash!

DOG
The stupid bastards! Count it!

JOHN
Shit, Dog, there’s a lot. Don't you want to do this next door?



DOG

We're not going next door until we've flayed these dead nen wal ki ng.
Count it out the back. | don't want them seeing you fingering that
noney as soon as they walk in.

JOHN

But . .

(interrupts)

Gve it us here, you dozy sod. You hide and get the guns ready. Wit
until they are well in, then give it to 'em

I NT RORY BREAKER S OFFI CE - DAY

Rory Breaker is anmassing his troops and preparing to go round to Ed’ s.

RORY BREAKER
We are going to do a proper decoration job. | want the grey skies of
London illum nated; | want that house painted red. Wnston here is

com ng along, see if he can recognize any of "em then we bring what's
m ne back here. Watch out for these fellas; they ve got a bit of
arsenal and they don’'t mnd using it. Now you know what you’'re doing,
yes?

EXT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - DAY

Big Chris and Little Chris are waiting outside. Dog's gang are waiting
for Ed’s gang inside. Rory’'s gang are going to Ed s.
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I NT. RORY BREAKER S VAN - DAY

Si x heavy-1ooki ng bl ack guys are | oading their weapons.
I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - DAY

Dog’'s gang are al so | oading their weapons and conceal i ng thensel ves
anong the furniture. Dog is counting out the noney in the side roomand
has the two anti que hamer-1 ock shotguns resting on the table in front
of him which were found with the rest of the bounty.

EXT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - DAY

Rory’s boys stop the van outside Ed's and back up to Ed’'s front door
The rear van door is opened when it is conpletely flush and Lenny (with
gun) prepares to do his worst.

I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - DAY

There is a loud bang and the front door disappears. Inits place is a

| arge bl ack man pointing an even | arger nachi ne gun. Nobody seens to be
at hone; it appears to be quite an anti-climx. A long pause follows as
bot h gangs don't quite know what to do. Rory’s guys junp over the
machi ne gun to explore further.

PLANK
(under his breath)
What the fuck is going on here?

Dog’'s |l ot are confused as to why these guys appear to have broken into



their own hone, carrying weapons of mass-destruction and | ooking to use
them W cut to a close-up of Plank’s pov under the sofa. He can see
nunerous pairs of boots and they are nultiplying. At last Plank can't
take any nore; his finger's shaking too nuch on the trigger. BANG'

EXT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - DAY
W see the wi ndows shattering fromthe outside as bullets hail through
I NT. ED AND BACON S BACK ROOM - DAY

Dog, who was counting the spoils in the adjoining room is nore than
aware of the seriousness of the situation. He quickly closes his

sui tcase of nobney and grabs the two old guns, opens the adjoining door
gets splattered in blood and snoke and quickly closes it. He then
checks his escape route out of the front window and exits. Dog | ooks
quite pleased with hinself as he still has the noney and his life, and
is holding the infanous guns in each hand Iike a Mexican bandit.

EXT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - DAY

Big Chris, watching the house, intrigued and interested by all the
activity, has made his way closer, and | ow and behol d: | ooks what wal ks
straight into him

BIG CHRI S

CGot sonething here for ne, have ya?
(Dog is stunned by this)

Conme on, chop chop.

Bef ore Dog has a chance to use the shotguns Chris grabs one in each
hand and knocks Dog down with a swift headbutt. Dog nbans, not know ng
what day of the week it is. Chris opens the case, sees it's full of
noney, takes the two shotguns, then | eaves. Thank you very nuch.

On reaching the car he gives the case to his son, putting the guns on
t he back seat.

Count that son, and put your seatbelt on
I NT. SCOUSERS CAR - DAY

DEAN
Fol l ow that car, Gary; he's got the fucking guns.

I NT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - DAY
Ed’ s pl ace has been shot to pieces. Only Rory and Wnston (in shock)
seemto be left. Rory is throwing the bags of weed into the back of his

van, then he kicks over one of the bodies. It’s a bl ood-covered Pl ank

RORY BREAKER
This is one of them

W nston nods in confirmation
Lucky, that.

Bang’ Bang! Plank (to Rory’s surprise) still had a | oaded gun. Rory and
Pl ank despatch each ot her sinmultaneously.



INT. ED S CAR (MOVING - DAY

Tom Bacon, Ed and Soap | ook hung-over Ed is driving. 126

TOM

There's six black cocks sitting on the side of the road. How nany beaks

have they got between then?

SOAP
Si Xx.

TOM
How nmany w ngs have they got between thenf?

SOAP
Twel ve.

TOM
How nmany feet?

SOAP
Er, well, twelve.

TOM
That’s right. So how many whi skers has the little white kitten got?

SOAP
How t he fuck should | know?

TOM
How come you know so nuch about black cocks and so little about white
pussy?]

The end of this joke is interrupted by a van swerving past them
dangerously close. The | ads | odge a conplaint and then they stop
outside Ed and Bacon’s so that they can pick up the noney.

* Cut fromconpleted film
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EXT. ED AND BACON S HOUSE - DAY

BACON
What has been goi ng on here?

They | ook into a snoking, blood-covered house.

SOAP
The noney, the gear!

TOM
That’'s fucked it. What do we do now? No nobney, no weed; it’'s all been
swapped for a pile of corpses.

SOAP
K, don't panic; let’s think about this.

EDDY



Bol | ocks! You can think about it for as long as you like. | am
pani cking and | amoff nate.

I NT. HATCHET HARRY’ S OFFI CE CORRI DOR - DAY

Big Chris is about to walk in to Hatchet’'s office. The door opens and
out wal ks John O Driscoll with a serious sunburn.

BIG CHRI S
Hel I o, John. Nice holiday?

JOHN O DRI SCOLL
I won't be seeing you again Chris; | have paid himevery |ast penny.

BIG CHRI S
| am sure you have, no one was accusi ng you of being di shonest, John
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HATCHET
(of f)
That you, Chris?

I NT. HATCHET HARRY' S OFFI CE - DAY

HATCHET
How di d you get your hands on these?

He drops a vagi na-shaped penis massager, realising that these are the
guns he has been after. He then tries desperately to conceal his
excitenent.

BIG CHRI S
The boys had 'em | know you |ike these things; wondered if you wanted
t hen®?

HATCHET
Er, yeah, sure, I'll have

em

BARRY
Was it any trouble getting the noney?

BIG CHRI S
Well, not especially, but they seemto of upset a few characters.

HATCHET
Have you counted the noney?

BIG CHRI S
Yeah, it’'s all there, to the pound.

HATCHET
They were going to pay, then?

BIG CHRI S
It looks like t, but who knows? The opportunity was there. In ny
experience it is best to take the opportunity if it is there.

HATCHET
Good job, Chris.



Chris exits, pushing his wages into his inside packet. Harry is
ecstatic about the guns and starts chuckling to hinself.

EXT. HATCHET HARRY’ S OFFI CE - DAY
The Scousers watch Big Chris wal k out of Hatchet’s enpty-handed

DEAN
W gotta get those guns.

GARY
This is dangerous shit, Dean; we don't even know who lives in there.

DEAN
Listen, | don't care who lives in there; all as | knowit’'s got to be
preferable to death by Hatchet.

GARY
Furry muff, let’s go.

EXT. ED' S CAR (STATIC) - DAY

SOAP
I hope this is the right nove.

EDDY
It’s either that, ny old boy's place, and we lose a digit daily. | am
going to call him

BACON
As if he'll care.

130

EDDY
He'll care all right. That was going to be his noney. Whether he cares
about us is different. Pass your phone.

BACON
Thi nk about what you're going to say, Ed; we are on thin ice.

I NT. HATCHET HARRY’ S STAI RCASE - DAY

The two Scousers with guns in hand creep their way up the stairs.
There’s only one door in front of them Dean gets ready to kick it
open. Gary leans against the wall and delivers a Professionals-style
ki ck.

I NT. HATCHET HARRY’ S OFFI CE - DAY
Harry is in his offtce playing with his guns. The phone rings.

HATCHET
That you, boy?

EDDY
(on phone)
It’s BEd, if that’'s what you nean.



HATCHET
It’s pay day, ain't it?

EDDY
(on phone)
| wanted to talk to you about that.

HATCHET

| bet you did. | have got half a million nicker sitting in front of ne,
whi ch nmeans that sonme poor sod doesn’t. You nust have upset a few
people, boy . . . but that isn't really nmy concern, is it? But what
does concern ne is the guns you had. | want to talk to you about that.

Get your arse over here now, and | do nean now
INT. ED' S CAR - DAY

Ed puts the phone down after a pause. His state of shock is obvious to
the rest of the | ads.

BACON
Vel ?

EDDY
Vel | what?

TOM

(inpatiently)
Wl l, what did he say?

EDDY
He said he thinks we have paid him and he wants to tal k about those
guns . . . now.

SOAP
You what ? What are you on about?

EDDY
Listen, if he has the guns he might have the noney . . . | think we
shoul d go and see him

BACON
I think you' re a sandwi ch short of a picnic, nmate; you want to start
maki ng sense.

133
I NT. HATCHET HARRY' S OFFI CE - DAY

We cut to a tine Lapse. Hatchet puts down the phone while resting his
bumon the front of his desk. He is ecstatic with the guns. He | oads
and plays with them ainmng at inmaginary noving birds.

The door is suddenly kicked wi de open and, | o and behold, there is a
Scouser standing in the door. Dean has a thousand ugly thoughts flying
through his troubled mnd, nost of which are based an regretting the
decision to kick this door in: ‘shit, what the hell is that, and why is
he hol ding a shotgun’. Hatchet realizes that the nan standing in the
doorway (who is posed like De Niro in the poster of Taxi Driver,

hol ding a gun in each hand) has nor cone to deliver the mail. The pair
are blissfully unaware that enpl oyee has nmet enployer. Hatchet Harry



has effectively contracted his own deni se. The pause is eventually
shattered by reality There is a rush to pull their individual triggers.
There is a race between the two bullets to reach their prospective
targets. Both barrels are enptied into Dean’'s chest. The Scourer is

ai rborne by the sheer power of the cartridges. One of Dean’s
bullets,finds its way into Harry's shoulder. Gary can do nothing to
stop this atrocity. He watches helplessly as his pal flies clean past
hi m

Overtaken by enotion or fear, Gary charges in, gun blazing, and
proceeds to perforate Hatchet who is now unarned. Hatchet flies over
his desk. Gary cones into the roomto finish the job and fires one | ast
bullet into Hatchet, who is lying on the chair side of his desk. It is
then revealed that Barry is sitting in his chair behind the door. The
Scourer can’'t see Barry and Barry can't see Gary's face. Barry throws
the hatchet that is sitting next to himin a butcher’s block. It hits
Gary in the back. Gary spins round firing wildly and | odges a bullet in
Barry's stomach. It is then clear to themboth that this has all been a
terrible m stake.

BARRY/ GARY
What are you doi ng here?

Then both col |l apse into dead | unps on the fl oor
EXT. HATCHET HARRY' S OFFICE ED S CAR - DAY

EDDY
You and ne, Tom

TOM
What do you nean, ne?

They stand outside Hatchet’s door and are just about to ring it when
Tom notices it’'s open.

I NT. HATCHET HARRY' S OFFI CE - DAY EDDY
Ch Jesus, not again.

The two pause while they build their confidence. They enter Hatchet

Harry's room It’'s still snoky. There on the table is the noney.
TOM
That's it, | amoff.

Ed ti ptoes over to the bag containing the noney.

EDDY
Tom this is our case.

TOM
What ?
EDDY
This is our noney, Tom . . . Now | think we should go.

Tom sees his guns. H's eyes widen in surprise.

TOM



I"lIl neet you in the car. | amtaking these guns.
136

EDDY
Tom don’t ness around, let’s go.

TOM
I"11 neet you in the car

EDDY
Tonf?

TOM
"1l only be a minute.

EXT. HATCHET HARRY' S OFFICE/CHRIS'S CAR - DAY

BIG CHRI S
A job well done son; we nade a few quid out of that one.

As he puts the key in the ignition, there is noreply fromhis little
boy

BIG CHRI S
Son?

DOG
Made a few quid, did ya? Now where is it?

We can’t see Dog but we can see the sharp side of a knife resting al ong
the front of Little Chris's throat. The Dog is Lying down in the back
Big Chris assesses the situation

BIG CHRI S
You all right back there, nate?

DOG
Very fucking funny. Wiere' s what | want?

BIG CHRI S
It’s in an office; | have just left it in the office. 137
DOG

Well, you had better go and get it fromthe office. That's if you want
to see your son reach his next birthday. Now chop-fuckin’-chop

BIG CHRI S
Al right, furry nuff.

Big Chris doesn’t seemtoo bothered by this problem He shrugs and
starts the car.

DOG
What are you doi ng?

BIG CHRI S
Well, it'’s a five mnute walk or a thirty second drive.

DOG



You had better be careful

Big Chris starts his car up, |ooks across to nmake sure that Little
Chris has got his seatbelt on and pulls out on to the road. He gets
faster and faster until Dog pokes himin the shoulder with his knife.
Chris pulls hard to the left and rans into the nearest parked vehicle.
BANG Dog goes flying forward, hitting the w ndscreen

INT. ED'S CAR (STATIC) QUTSI DE HATCHET HARRY' S OFFI CE - DAY
Anot her tine | apse.

SOAP
Well, what’'s going on?

EDDY

| don’t know, but what | do know is that there’s no nore Harry, which
means there’'s no nore debt, and if there’s no nore debt there’s no nore
problem and there’'s no nore problemw th our nei ghbours because they
are all dead. | think, if |I get this right, we haven't done anything
wrong anyway, which nmeans we are in the clear

Bang! Big Chris’s car hits themstraight in the rear. The bag of cash
goes flying through the car, landing on the dash. The | ads are knocked
unconsci ous.

INT. CHRIS' S CAR (NOW STATIC) - DAY

Big Chris, having renoved the knife froma stunned Dog, proceeds to
smash his head agai nst the dash and has the nobst anmount of fun in doing
so.

BIG CHRI S
Never, never, not as long as | can renenber has anybody been as rude to
me as you have

Dog is being thrown around like a rag doll

I NT. SIDE ROOM TO | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - PRESENT, OPENI NG SCENE

We are | ooking through a two-way mirror

SERG

Don't think | wouldn't like to get rid of you; but before | do, | need

to know what’'s goi ng on, Edward

EDDY
If you think you're in the dark, | amin a black hole, blindfol ded.

The canera spins round to see the traffic warden standing with a
policeman. There is a long pause far consideration. Eventually he
shakes hi s head.

TRAFFI C WARDEN
No, that’s not one of them

The policeman then knocks on the door.

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - DAY



The SERG | ooks round to see the policeman. They exit and Ed is left on
his own. After a short pause the door bursts open

SERG
Al'l right son, you' re outta here! And you want to stay outta here.

FADE I N TO BLACK
FADE I N.
INT. JD S BAR - NI GHT

All the lads are sitting in the bar. Ed is talking to Tomwho is
interested in whatever he has to say.

EDDY

The traffic warden went to the norgue and recogni zed Dog and his |lot so
that put us sort of in the clear. They got no case agai nst us because
there is no evidence agai nst us.

BACON
Apart from those shotguns

EDDY
And Tom t ook care of them

Pause whil e Tom | ooks enbarrassed about sonething.

SOAP
You did take care of the guns, didn't you, Ton?

Ed | ooks at Tom who | ooks even nore enbarrassed.

TOM
| wanted to talk to you about that.

BACON

vell, talk.

TOM

Well not exactly, no; | got "emsitting in the car, actually; | thought

we nmight sell themback to the Geek, but I amhaving a bit of a
problem getting hold of him

BACON
You di ppy bastard.

EDDY
The only itemthat connects us with the crinme is sitting in your car
which is sitting outside?

TOM
We paid seven hundred quid for those guns. They could hardly trace them
to you, could they?

SOAP
| don't think we will take the risk for seven hundred quid.

EDDY



Tom go and throw those guns off a bridge.

BACON
And, throw yourself off while you're at it. SOAP

Now, Tom There is a pause.

ALTOGETHER
Now, Toml

Tom | eaves, looking a little sulky.

EDDY
The silly sod.

Big Chris wal ks in. He approaches the bar

BIG CHRI S
JD.

JD

Chri s.

(Pause)

You cone to collect sonething, Chris? Should | have sonething for you?

BIG CHRI S
Nope.

JD
Can | hel p?

BIG CHRI S
I think I can help you, as it happens.

JD

Yes?

BIG CHRI S

| have got sonething for ya. Well, for your boy, actually.

JD

Well, | suggest you speak to him then

They all |ook rather shocked. He is carrying their bag and he places it

on the table, which increases the shock factor

BIG CHRI S
It seens that Hatchet under-estimated your |ot and that seens to have
cost him. . . | amnot going to nake the same nistake, amI|? | have

decided to bring your bag back.
Pause. The words you are | ooking for start with thank you.

EDDY
Thank you.

BIG CHRI S

Now you have presented ne with a problem | don’t have an enpl oyer any
nore. So | have taken care of nyself and ny son, and if you think that
is unfair you just conme and pay ne a little visit; but you better be



wavi ng the white flag high and clear, otherwise it will be the |ast
little visit you lot ever make . . . That's all | had to say. It’'s been
enot i onal

Big Chris turns to walk out. The lads stare at the bag and then at each
ot her.

EXT. JD S BAR - NI GHT

Big Chris wal ks out into the street. W see a shiny new sports car
Little Chris is sitting in the passenger seat.

BIG CHRI S
That should take care of that lot. W are now officially in the noney-
| oani ng busi ness, all right, son?

LI TTLE CHRI S
Al'l right, Dad.

BIG CHRI S
Wel |, put your seatbelt on then

INT. JD S BAR - NI GHT

Ed goes forward to open the case. The rest are still in shock. Ed opens
t he bag.

EDDY
There's nothing in it!

SOAP
What do you nean?

EDDY
I nmean it’'s fucking enpty.

BACON |unges forward and stares in. He sticks his hand in and extracts
an A4 envel ope. They | ook puzzled. Ed feels the package and starts to
tear the top off. As this is done it creates a split screen

On the other side of the picture, Tomis on a London bridge with the
car boot open. He | ooks at the guns with regret and give them one | ast
polish. Then he folds the guns up and places themon top of a handrail
Si mul t aneously Ed extracts a Sotherby's brochure on shotguns. They
still look confused. They turn the brochure upside down and recognize
the shotguns. Slowy they start to turn the pages.

Torn pushes the shotguns over the top rail: they fall. He starts
wal ki ng but stops for sone reason. He retreads his steps and peers
over; the guns had just fallen on to a shelf.

Ed sees the price of the guns: a series of alarmng zoons cut between
eyes and prices. They panic and reach for their nobile phones.

Tomis clinbing over the bridge now and has to hold on to the rail with
one arm

Ed starts screaming at the other two that the nunber is engaged and
asks themto put their phones down.



Tom now had one hand on the guns and one on the rail. H's nobile phone
starts toring in his top pocket; he has either to drop the guns or |et
go of the rail to answer the phone.

The shot freezes.

Al'l novie scripts and screenpl ays on "Screenplays for You" site are intended
for fair use only.



