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FADE IN:

INT. BANK - DAY1 1

MARTIN and FERNE, late twenties, sit across from an otter-
sleek Personal Banker, SERGE, who taps away at his 
computer pausing only long enough to shoot them an 
insincere smile.

MARTIN
(Whispering to Ferne)

I’ve got to be back by two.

FERNE
(Whispering back)

Shush.

MARTIN
(to Ferne)

I’m already on my second performance 
review plan. If I’m late one more time... 

He mimes cutting his throat. 

FERNE
Shush!

Serge looks up from his computer.

FERNE (CONT’D)
(To Serge)

Did I tell you I have a blog? Well, I do. 
I’m a blogger. I blog. I blog therefore I 
am. Ha ha. 

SERGE
Does that add anything to your income?

FERNE
Prestige.

MARTIN
No. It does not.

FERNE
(Defensive)

Terry Pratchett once ‘liked’ my blog. 
That’s priceless.

SERGE
Who’s Terry Pratchett? 

Ferne looks horrified. Serge’s computer beeps. He glances 
at it and his smile stiffens. 
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SERGE (CONT’D)
Do either of you have fifty six thousand 
pounds you haven’t mentioned?

Martin and Ferne both recoil in shock.

MARTIN
Of course not.

SERGE
Well, in that case we do have a new range 
of mortgage products for first time 
buyers whose parents are happy to 
contribute. Do your parents have fifty 
six thousand pounds?

FERNE
Do we look like we have rich parents?

Serge smiles without an ounce of warmth. 

SERGE
We find many parents are happy to help 
and fifty six thousand pounds spread 
between two families hardly qualifies 
either as ‘rich’.

MARTIN
It does in my house. 

SERGE
Well, in that case looking at your 
combined income to debt ratio - including 
blog - you are what we technically term 
‘un-bankable.’

Ferne looks like a kettle about to boil over.

FERNE
I thought you were the bank that likes to 
say ‘yes’!?

Serge smiles patronisingly.

SERGE
We’ve re-branded. Now we’re ‘The 
Responsible Lender for Responsible 
People.’

Martin starts to stand as Ferne seethes.

MARTIN
Right... well, I have to get back --

FERNE
(Cutting in)

I bet you qualify don’t you, you 
patronising little toad! 
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I bet your parents have an account in 
Jersey called ‘Toad’s Trust Fund.’ I bet 
you get special bankers rates, special 
bankers treatment and sly-backhanders up 
the old boy’s network! You... you BANKER!

Serge pushes a PANIC BUTTON under his desk.

SERGE
We operate a strict policy of responsible 
lending.

FERNE
Don’t you dare call me irresponsible! 
I’ve had the same Boots Advantage Card 
for twelve years!

SERGE
We can’t lend to people like you! You;re 
too risky!

Martin WINCES.

MARTIN
Oh dear. 

FERNE
People like us? What kind of people are 
we, exactly? You’ve only got a job 
because of ‘people like us’. We paid your 
debts! Ordinary people. People whose 
parents live in council houses. ASDA 
shoppers!

Ferne stands as the office door bangs open and a HUGE 
SECURITY guard looms. 

FERNE (CONT’D)
(To Security Guard)

I’m done with this little... banker.

She spins on her heel and sweeps out imperiously. Martin 
sits forgotten in his chair unsure what to do. He smiles 
uncomfortably at Serge. 

MARTIN
I’m sure she meant Banking Advisor... I’m 
sure you’re not a complete and total Ban--

Ferne’s head pops back into the office cutting him off. 

FERNE’S
MARTIN!

He jumps with surprise then scuttles after her. 
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INT. MARTIN’S OFFICE/LIFT - DAY2 2

The doors BING open and Martin hurls himself out. He looks 
up in panic at a a HUGE CLOCK on the wall: 2.06 PM.

He freezes and drops into the office workers equivalent of 
a ninja crouch. With the kind of stealth Bruce Lee would 
be proud of Martin flows along the floor making for a 
conspicuously empty desk. 

He freezes. Ahead a severely tailored figure in wicked 
looking heels, JASMINE, blocks his way, her back to him. A 
hand falls onto his shoulder. He looks up. 

A fellow office worker points under her desk. Martin sees 
a dusty cable strewn passageway formed by the desks. It 
leads directly to his empty chair.

He looks up, tears in his eyes. The office worker gives 
him the thumbs up. Martin crawls for it and pops up into 
his chair just as Jasmine glances in his direction. 

He smiles at her. 

Success!

His screen comes to life and an e-mail pops up:

E-MAIL: From, Jasmine D’Strain. Sent, 2.01 PM. 

Martin, I’m so sad that you’re once again late back from 
lunch. I’ve noted it in your Performance Review Plan and e-
mailed HR. 

Sorry to see you go. 

Jasmine :(

MARTIN
Cow.

INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S FLAT - NIGHT3 3

Ferne stands in the living room eating a cream cake 
looking down at Martin who lays on the sofa curled in a 
foetal position. 

FERNE
Maybe it’s a good thing. You hated that 
job.

MARTIN
I have no testicles and I can’t even find 
my penis. No penis... no testicles... all 
gone. How can you love a man without 
genitals?
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FERNE
You’ve got lots of other wonderful 
qualities and last Christmas you bought 
me a wonderful battery operated 
boyfriend. Cup of tea?

Martin sits up as she walks into the kitchen.

MARTIN
I gave you Amazon vouchers.

FERNE
(From kitchen)

And I spent them wisely... The ceiling’s 
dripping again.

Ferne walks into the living room carrying two cups of tea 
and another cream cake.

FERNE (CONT’D)
I can’t believe the rent we pay for this 
microscopic rat hole. I’m calling the 
landlord.

MARTIN
Good luck he lives in Rio.

Ferne takes a slurp of tea.

FERNE
He’s a she. 

MARTIN
Really? That explains a lot.

FERNE
It’s not fair. We’re good, honest people 
and we can’t even get a mortgage. We work 
hard, we recycle and last year you even 
gave to comic relief. And for what? So 
some oily tick can smile and tell us 
we’re now ‘un-bankable’. Didn’t Ravi from 
your work just buy a place? How did that 
idiot get a deposit!? 

MARTIN
Bank of Mum and Dad. 

Ferne takes a huge bite of cream cake.

FERNE
God, how can he take that kind of money 
from his parents? I couldn’t do it. 

MARTIN
I could. 
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FERNE
Really?

MARTIN
I’m unemployed. I’ll take anything on 
offer. 

FERNE
I am so frustrated I could scream.

MARTIN
Please don’t. I’m fragile tonight. 

FERNE
I need to de-stress and you need to re-
assert your manliness. 

Ferne stands up decisively and points to the bedroom.

FERNE (CONT’D)
To the Shag Cave, Shagman!

MARTIN
Can I finish my tea first?

INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT4 4

They both lay in bed staring at the ceiling conspicuously 
not de-stressing or re-asserting manliness. The wall 
behind them pulses as the next door neighbours de-stress 
with bone juddering intensity.

MR. NOISY NEIGHBOUR
(O/S)

Ahhh! My leg. My leg’s gone spastic! 
Ow... ow... OW!

The pounding stops. Ferne and Martin hold their breath not 
daring to look at each other as the silence stretches... 
but, alas, a thin wail of tears echoes through the wall.

MS. NOISY NEIGHBOUR
(O/S)

You don’t love me!

MR. NOISY NEIGHBOUR
(O/S)

Do what? Course I love you. I bought you 
chips and a pineapple reef didn’t I?

The pounding resumes. Ferne throws her arms in the air and 
lurches out of bed.

FERNE
Right, that’s it! I’m going to get a 
knife and cut it off!
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Ferne is across the room before Martin can think. 

MARTIN
You mean him, right!?

INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS5 5

Ferne throws the kitchen door open and her mouth drops 
open as she sees a torrent of WATER flooding down the back 
wall. 

FERNE
That’s unusual.

INT. FRONT DOOR/FLAT 80 - LATER6 6

A soaking wet Martin hammers on the door of Flat 80.

MARTIN
Rich! Are you in there? Your flat’s 
peeing on our kitchen!

No answer. He presses his ear to the door and hears 
running water. Lots of running water. He hammers again.

MARTIN (CONT’D)
RICH!

DENZEL
You after Rich?

Martin jumps. He spins and lays eyes on the diminutive 
figure of DENZEL who stands in the doorway of the flat 
opposite.

MARTIN
My flat’s flooding.

DENZEL
You need my mate Errol. Good lad is 
Errol. Useful in situations like this. 
More use than Rich.

MARTIN
Does he live here? 

DENZEL
Errol? Nah, lives in Selsdon. 

MARTIN
Then what’s he got to do with Rich?

DENZEL
Nothing. Errol’s a plumber. He don’t even 
know Rich.
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Martin almost screams.

MARTIN
I need to get through this door and turn 
the water off. Can you help?

DENZEL
You’re after the spare key.

MARTIN
Eureka!

He holds out his hand expectantly.

DENZEL
What? 

FERNE
The spare.

DENZEL
What spare?

MARTIN
You said you had the spare.

DENZEL
Why would I have the spare? I barely know 
the bloke.

Martin screams and pounds on Rich’s door in frustration.

DENZEL (CONT’D)
What you need’s a Sledge. That’s a 25mm 
Bintangour frame is that. Sledge’d go 
through that quick as.

MARTIN
And I suppose you’ve got one hanging up 
next to the spare key?

DENZEL
Nah... down in the van wiv me brushes.

INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S KITCHEN - DAY7 7

A soaking wet Ferne is up a ladder desperately shoving a 
pair of knickers into a crack in the ceiling, trying to 
stem the flow of water. 

Ferne draws her hands away from the crack and waits with 
bated breath. Miraculously, her makeshift bung seems to be 
holding. 

The kitchen is covered in towels, clothes even a duvet - 
anything that can soak up water. 
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Ferne smiles... which freezes on her face as her eyes fall 
on another part of the ceiling, which bulges ominously. 

FERNE
Don’t you dare.

The bulge explodes blasting Ferne off the ladder.

INT. FRONT DOOR/FLAT 80 - NIGHT8 8

Denzel watches with interest as Martin swings a 
sledgehammer at the door. It bounces off, springs back and 
takes Martin with it through the open door of Denzel’s 
flat. 

Martin ROARS and explodes out of Denzel’s flat like a 
bullet from a gun. He HURLS himself at the door, shoulder 
first. The door BURSTS inward...

INT. RICH’S FLAT - CONTINUOUS9 9

... Martin stumbles into a mass of BLACK PLASTIC SHEETING. 
It wraps round him and he falls into the room beyond, 
cocooned in plastic. 

He looks up and sees a rainforest in miniature. 

A complex hydroponic watering system that’s currently 
spewing liquid fills the flat. It feeds dozens of towering 
MARIJUANA PLANTS that fill every inch of floor space. The 
windows are boarded up, walls have been removed and the 
entire flat turned into a dope farm. 

MARTIN
Bloody hell.

The water suddenly stops spewing. Denzel stands at a stop 
cock as Martin struggles out of the plastic.

MARTIN (CONT’D)
How the hell did all this get up three 
flights of stairs without anyone seeing? 

DENZEL
Well, I seen Rich an’ his cousin carry a 
few bits in ‘ere now and then. Nights, 
mostly. Bit of piping... couple a 
lights... thirty six bags of compost. 

Martin looks stunned.

MARTIN
And that didn’t strike you as a bit 
suspicious!?
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DENZEL
Nah... was two for Tuesday at B&Q.

INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S FLAT/LIVING ROOM - NIGHT10 10

A soggy Ferne sits holding a torch for a huge FIREMAN 
who’s trying without much success to screw a FIRE ALARM 
into the ceiling. 

FERNE
Not that I don’t appreciate it, but the 
problem isn’t really fire. We flooded.

FIREMAN
Past tense. 

FERNE
Well, yeah I suppose. 

FIREMAN
An ounce of prevention is worth a pound 
of cure and Fire is a savage mistress. 

Ferne looks confused as the fireman steps back. The fire 
alarm hangs from the ceiling from one quite dodgy looking 
screw. The door opens and Martin enters. 

MARTIN
Why are you doing that? We flooded.

The fireman sighs and rolls up his sleeve to reveal a 
burly forearm. 

FIREMAN
See that?

Martin and Ferne look at his arm. It’s perfect and 
unblemished. 

FIREMAN (CONT’D)
No scars. Think about it. 

Ferne and Martin look at each, baffled.

FIREMAN (CONT’D)
These urban farms are getting very common 
round here. Dodgy wiring’s the biggest 
problem. Can send a whole block up. 
Biggest one I ever seen was three floors 
of an office tower behind Sutton nick. 
Cheeky sods even piggy-backed electric 
off the station’s meter. 

MARTIN
(Incredulous)

No.
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FIREMAN
Three years. No lie. 

FERNE
Didn’t they check the bill?

FIREMAN
‘Course, but like the rest of humanity 
they didn’t understand it and were too 
embarrassed to ask. 

He fixes Ferne and Martin with a serious look. 

FIREMAN (CONT’D)
Remember, never take chances with fire. 
She’s a savage mistress.

He taps his forearm and leaves. 

MARTIN
(Confused)

But... we flooded.

FERNE
How much do you think Rich made from his 
flat?

MARTIN
Who cares. 

FERNE
It’s got to be a lot. Thousands... and I 
thought Mum did well selling her 
chutney’s for a fiver a jar.  

Ferne looks up as Martin heads out of the flat.

FERNE (CONT’D)
Where are you going?

MARTIN
The electrics out. We need candles. Lots 
and lots of candles. 

The door slams behind him.

INT. FERNE & MARTIN’S FLAT/BEDROOM - NIGHT11 11

Ferne lays in bed watching Martin climb in. Candles light 
the room and it’s almost romantic.

FERNE
This is nice. Martin... about today... 
Sorry.

Martin leans in and kisses her. 
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MARTIN
It’s never dull with you.

FERNE
Fancy a quick tumble?

Martin smiles, but at that moment the wall behind them 
begins to vibrate as Mr and Mrs. Noisy Neighbour resume 
pumping. 

MR. NOISY NEIGHBOUR 
(O/S through vibrating wall)

What you doing!? Get your finger out of 
there!

MS. NOISY NEIGHBOUR
(O/S through vibrating wall)

You said do something special.

MR. NOISY NEIGHBOUR
(O/S pained voice)

Not that special! 

Ferne screams silently as Martin tries to suffocate 
himself with a pillow.

INT. CHILDREN’S LIBRARY ACTIVITY ROOM - EVENING12 12

Ferne sits in a circle with two women and a rumpled squat 
man. The chairs have been designed for significantly 
smaller bums and the walls are covered in slightly 
sinister looking cartoon characters. All three hold 
manuscripts. 

CLAIRE
As a published author my perspective and 
constructive comments are most useful so 
I’ll go first. We all have to learn how 
to take constructive criticism. It’s how 
we perfect The Craft. Now, Ferne, and I 
say this with all the love in the world, 
I hated it. 

Ferne blinks. 

FERNE
Oh. 

CLAIRE
Not totally, but mostly. Almost all of 
it.  

The rumpled man, Alfie, cuts in.

ALFIE
I didn’t really understand it.   
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CLAIRE
Alfie, please. I am giving my feedback 
for Ferne. She needs this. 

ALFIE
Sorry. 

Ferne turns to the third woman in desperation. 

FERNE
Magda? 

MAGDA
I don’t like Indian food. We should go 
somewhere else. Italian or Tapas. I like 
tapas, but I don’t share my food. 

ALFIE
That’s the point of Tapas.

CLAIRE
My god can you both please focus on 
Ferne’s book? We’re here to help her by 
saying why we hate it, not waste time on 
deciding where to eat after group. 

ALFIE
Sorry, Claire. Sorry, Ferne. 

MAGDA
I didn’t hate it. I think it’s stupid, 
but I didn’t hate it. 

FERNE
What’s stupid about it?

MAGDA
OK, girl meets guy... girl hates guy... 
events unfold meaning guy saves girl and 
girl realises she loves guy but guy is 
now with girls best friend who has 
convenient peanut allergy. Best friend 
dies in guys restaurant after eating 
peanut guy serves her - surprise - and 
guy is guilty. Girl comforts him, guy 
confesses love for girl. Girl comes out 
as gay. The end. Right?

Ferne nods. 

MAGDA (CONT’D)
That’s stupid. 

ALFIE
(To Magda)

Why don’t you like Indian food?
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MAGDA
I break wind violently. 

ALFIE
Oh. Sorry. 

FERNE
Why are you apologising for her 
digestion? It’s not your fault she mostly 
eats potatoes and can’t handle any kind 
of spice.

CLAIRE
Oh my god, Ferne. This is not a forum for 
you to be racialist. You need to learn 
how to take criticism.

MAGDA
It’s not racist. It’s true. One of the 
key ingredients of Polish cooking is 
potato. That’s why my cookbook is called 
‘The Potato in You.’

Alfie laughs behind his hand.

CLAIRE
I really don’t think you understand 
racism, Magda. It’s probably your 
English. 

FERNE
That’s racist. 

CLAIRE
It can’t be racist if it’s true, can it? 

ALFIE
I think it can. 

Claire turns on Alfie. 

CLAIRE
How is your play, Alfie? Written anything 
lately? 

Alfie shrinks back in his chair, which is quite an 
achievement as it’s designed for eight year olds. 

ALFIE
I’m still researching. Gathering 
material. Compiling.

MAGDA
It’s set in a jobcentre. You work in a 
jobcentre. For sixteen years you’ve 
worked in a jobcentre. How much compiling 
do you need?
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Ferne cuts in.

FERNE
Can I just sum up, please? Claire, you 
just hated my book. Magda thinks it’s 
stupid and Alfie doesn’t understand it. 
Is that the sum total of your feedback? 

Claire smiles beneficently. 

CLAIRE
Exactly! Now isn’t that helpful!

INT. KEBAB SHOP - NIGHT13 13

Martin, drunk, lags at the counter and stares blearily up 
at the menu board trying to decide. Next to him an equally 
drunk, but suave looking guy, Ravi, laughs to himself as 
he watches two tattooed blokes argue outside. 

MARTIN
I’ll have... kebab. Large. Huge as it can 
be. Massive. 

The kebab man slaps a PITTA on his grill and starts 
carving DONER MEAT from the slowly rotating leg. 

RAVI
You’re lucky you rent. If my new place 
got flooded... wow, did I tell you I just 
spent two grand on the carpets? 

MARTIN
That loan from Mum and Dad must have been 
huge.

Ravi, busy watching the tattooed men outside, doesn’t hear 
him. Their yells echo round the shop. Martin lays his head 
on the counter as the Kebab man flips the pitta.

RAVI
Should we call the police?

KEBAB MAN
Ignore. They benefit peoples pissed from 
off licence next door. Harmless scum. 
Council houses, you know?

MARTIN
I grew up in a council house!

The Kebab man starts to assemble the massive Kebab. 

RAVI
Yeah and now you’re unemployed and 
fulfilling your genetic destiny. Signed 
on yet?
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MARTIN
I’ll get my job back. 

RAVI
From Jasmine? No chance. She’s evil. 
Yesterday she made Nicola Travers wear a 
Dunce’s hat all afternoon after she 
insisted Dominoes cut her personal pizza 
into four slices ‘cause she didn’t think 
she could manage six. 

MARTIN
Nicola is a dunce.

One of the tattooed men stumbles into the window of the 
kebab shop making them all jump. The Kebab man yells out 
at the men. 

KEBAB MAN
Hey you. Get a job!

The men start to jeer. 

RAVI
Christ, Martin. Why do you live in this 
hole?

MARTIN
It’s cheap and in zone four. 

KEBAB MAN
Benefit peoples. They spend money from 
you and me on drinking and drugs then 
nothing left to buy a nice meal. You want 
Garlic sauce, Chilli sauce or both?

Martin looks up just as the Kebab man suddenly SNEEZES 
onto the open kebab. Martin recoils. 

MARTIN
I’m not eating that. 

KEBAB MAN
Why?

RAVI
Mate, we’re drunk not blind you just 
sneezed on it. A big old greenie right on 
the Doner meat. 

Martin stumbles away from the counter. 

KEBAB MAN
Hey, I cook you food. You pay me!

MARTIN
No chance. 
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Martin stumbles out of the shop. The Kebab man races after 
him yelling. 

KEBAB MAN
Thief!

EXT. KEBAB SHOP - CONTINUOUS14 14

Martin stumbles out of the shop and is grabbed by a 
tattooed man with a GEORGE CROSS tattooed on his throat. 

GEORGE CROSS
Oi, what you done? 

MARTIN
Get off!

Martin shoves the man away. The man overbalances and falls 
onto the ground with a yell.

GEORGE CROSS
He’s done me back. I’m parralellalised!  

The other man who has LOVE/HATE tattooed on his knuckles 
steps forward. 

LOVE/HATE
(To Martin)

You middle class ponce. You come round 
‘ere like you own the place. This is our 
manor!

He takes a wild swing at Martin who stumbles and the man’s 
fist whistles over his head. It connects with the kebab 
man behind who’s knocked backwards into the shop, 
colliding with Ravi as he does. They both sprawl on the 
tiled floor.

A confused Martin is grabbed by Love/Hate who carefully 
aims his fist at him, determined not to miss again.

LOVE/HATE (CONT’D)
Stand still. 

MARTIN
Help!

Ravi and the Kebab Man, visible through the shop window, 
lay on the floor scrabbling at each other like a couple of 
kids in a playground fight. The tiled floor is so slick 
that they simply rotate, unable to get enough purchase to 
do any actual damage. Love/Hate swings... misses again due 
to excessive drunkenness and spins round himself landing 
in a heap on the floor. 
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Martin blinks in surprise at suddenly being free. He looks 
down as Love/Hate RETCHES. Martin recoils at the 
SPATTERING sound. 

MARTIN (CONT’D)
Wow.

George Cross suddenly pops into view having miraculously 
regained the use of his legs when confronted with vomit.

GEORGE CROSS
Right on the ponce’s, poncey shoes. Nice 
one, Mate. 

INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S FLAT/BATHROOM - NIGHT15 15

Martin stands over the sink washing his shoes. He looks up 
to see Ferne in the mirror behind him. He jumps in 
surprise. 

MARTIN
Aaargh.

FERNE
What are you doing?

MARTIN
Washing my shoes. A man puked on them 
outside a kebab shop. How was group?

Martin sits on the edge of the bath and slowly slides into 
it. Ferne watches his slow glide without expression.

FERNE
They hated it. Except for Alfie who 
didn’t understand it. I’m useless.

MARTIN
Ah. You need de-stressing. This sounds 
like a job for Shagman! 

Ferne stands. 

FERNE
Shagman can’t even get himself out the 
bath.

She walks out. 

MARTIN
He can!

He struggles. He can’t.
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INT. LANDING OUTSIDE FLAT 80 - DAY16 16

Ferne stares down at a HUGE PADLOCK mounted on the door, 
which is plastered with Police EVIDENCE TAPE. Ferne tugs 
the padlock. It’s solid. 

Something catches her eye on the floor near the door. She 
sees a SPRIG OF MARIJUANA dripping with seeds. Ferne 
kneels and picks it up as two figures loom unseen behind 
her. 

PC. FRIDAY
What exactly are you doing?

Ferne jumps. A Policewoman, SGT DRONE, and a Police 
Officer, PC FRIDAY, glare down at her. 

FERNE
I live downstairs.

SGT. DRONE
Doesn’t explain why you’re tampering with 
a crime scene.

Ferne scrambles to her feet unconsciously stuffing the 
SPRIG OF DOPE into her pocket as she does.

FERNE
I was... worried. I heard running water. 
We flooded last night.

She presses her head to the door. 

FERNE (CONT’D)
Can’t you hear it trickling... drip... 
drip... drip.

Drone and Friday exchange a look. 

DRONE
How about some ID?

INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S BEDROOM - DAY17 17

Martin opens his eyes. He looks over at the clock: 10.15 
Am. He yawns and reaches down scratching himself. The 
scratch turns into something with a bit more purpose. 
Still working on himself he climbs out of bed. 

MARTIN
Ferne, Shagman has a present for --

He opens the bedroom door. 
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INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S FLAT/LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS18 18

Sgt Drone, PC Friday and Ferne stare at him then down at 
his ‘present’.

MARTIN
-- you.

INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S FLAT/LIVING ROOM - LATER19 19

Martin is now fully clothed and the police officers are 
gone.

FERNE
If it’s any consolation.. I think they 
were quite impressed.

MARTIN
It’s... thanks, but no, it’s not. Not 
really... Really?

Ferne nods. 

FERNE
Hugely impressed. Massively. 

Martin takes a breath. 

MARTIN
You’re handling me. I know when I’m being 
handled. And you’re handling me. 

FERNE
I thought the problem was you were 
handling yourself. But if you want me 
to...

MARTIN
(Changing subject)

Let me try and wrap my head round this... 
You want to get some dope?

FERNE
No, I want to grow some dope. Lots of it. 
I mean, how hard can it really be? Did 
you ever meet Rich from upstairs? He once 
asked me where I’d been and when I said 
‘incognito’ he thought I’d been on 
holiday to Gran Canaria.

MARTIN
It’s insane.

FERNE
I know. What an idiot.
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MARTIN
No, not him. You. Your book isn’t 
instantly adored by the first three 
people who read it and you suddenly 
decide to abandon sanity and embark on a 
life of crime. Growing dope is insane.

FERNE
We’re trapped in this flat going round 
and round getting nowhere. This isn’t 
what life was supposed to be. I feel 
like... like someone lied to us!

MARTIN
You’re panicking. I’ll get another job.

FERNE
Doing something else you hate?

MARTIN
Growing dope isn’t the answer. I can’t 
believe I have to say that out loud. What 
if we got arrested? I for one do not 
relish the thought of being sent to live 
in a small dark room with someone called 
Bubba who isn’t gay exactly, but really 
needs to feel close to someone. 

Martin grabs his coat and stomps towards the front door. 

FERNE
Where you going?

MARTIN
To fulfill my genetic destiny. 

He walks out.

INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S FLAT - DAY20 20

Ferne sits at the coffee table pawing through the contents 
of the meagre packet of weed. She finds a TINY SEED and 
carefully places it next to several others as a BLOG pops 
into view in the air next to her.

FERNE’S BLOG
Call me... Smokey. There’s mould growing 
in the bathroom of my massively expensive 
rented hovel. The walls are so thin I can 
feel my neighbours breathe. I can’t get a 
mortgage because I don’t have a massive 
deposit and I can’t get a massive deposit 
because of my massive rent. Rinse and 
repeat ad infinitum... 

She heads into the bedroom...
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INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S BEDROOM/WARDROBE - CONTINUOUS21 21

... and fiddles with something in the wardrobe then steps 
back revealing a very, very rickety Heath Robinson grow-
room that’s all dodgy wiring and dodgier DIY.

FERNE’S BLOG
Enough’s enough. I’m not playing anymore. 
I’m going to be an Urban Farmer. Watch 
this space!

She flicks the light on. It SPARKS dangerously and she 
recoils smiling at her work then shuts the wardrobe door 
on the dangerous looking contraption. 

INT. JOBCENTRE - DAY22 22

Martin walks into the jobcentre and looks round. ALFIE is 
stood at the reception desk being berated by a claimant as 
two security guards laugh at him. 

A SIGN on the wall reads NEW CLAIMS and points down to a 
bank of TATTERED COMPUTERS at which sit several ‘clients’ 
tapping away. Martin sighs, wanders over and plops himself 
down at one of the terminals.

He reaches out and jiggles the mouse to wake the terminal 
up. Nothing happens. He jiggles it again more violently. 
The bloke next to him leans over.

LOVE/HATE
That one’s knackered. 

Martin turns to find Love/Hate staring back at him. 

LOVE/HATE (CONT’D)
The middle-class ponce!

Martin’s eye’s go wide and he flinches back raising his 
arms to protect his face from the inevitable blow. The 
moment stretches. Martin opens his eyes to find Love/Hate 
grinning at him.

LOVE/HATE (CONT’D)
Flinchy, ‘int cha? 

MARTIN
I’ve got good reason. 

LOVE/HATE
Last night’s long gone. Tomorrow’s just a 
dream. Right here, right now’s all we 
got. So, lets make it a good ‘un, right?

He sticks out his hand.
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LOVE/HATE (CONT’D)
Alan. 

Martin warily shakes his hand. 

MARTIN
Is that Oasis?

ALAN
Nah... Buddha. The third Noble Truth. You 
a seeker?

MARTIN
Not really. I’m just here to open a new 
claim. 

ALAN
That’s a seeker in my book. I’ll show you 
the ropes. 

Alan scoots his chair over and SMACKS the terminal. It 
BEEPS into life. 

MARTIN
Martin... My name’s Martin.

INT. WETHERSPOONS PUB - DAY23 23

Martin sits at a grimy table watching the old drunks at 
the bar working on making their pints last. Ferne 
interrupts his reverie by appearing at the table with a 
pint, a coke and two menu’s. 

MARTIN
We’re having lunch in a Wetherspoons and 
I’m drinking in the middle of the day. 
What’s happening to us? 

FERNE
It’s close to work and incredibly cheap.

She opens a menu.

FERNE (CONT’D)
And meeting Alan the alcoholic Buddhist 
would drive anyone to drink.

MARTIN
He finished up by explaining that the 
third noble truth of Buddhism is learning 
to give up craving and live one day at a 
time. 

FERNE
And how did he manage to square that with 
trying to punch your head in outside a 
kebab shop?
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MARTIN
He just said he was drunk and what did I 
expect.

FERNE
Amazing.

MARTIN
Dope farming’s getting more appealing by 
the second. 

Ferne stares at him intently.

FERNE
Do you remember my Uncle Jeremy. Lives in 
that huge house in Epsom?

MARTIN
The bloke who came to your cousins 
wedding dressed as Dracula?

FERNE
He always looks like that. Guess
how he paid off his mortgage. 

MARTIN
Impersonating Dracula?

FERNE
No, growing dope. 

Martin sucks on his beer.

MARTIN
Well, he must have been stoned at the 
wedding ‘cause he kept trying to bite the 
bridesmaids.  

FERNE
I don’t remember that.

MARTIN
I’m not surprised. You put away a bottle 
of gin and then got your head stuck 
behind the toilet. We had to grease it 
with butter to get you out. Do you 
remember that?

FERNE
I choose not to... the point is, Uncle 
Jeremy can help us. 

MARTIN
I miss butter. 

FERNE
Martin! Are you listening to me?
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MARTIN
No.

FERNE
We need to go and see Uncle Jeremy. 

Martin shakes his head. 

MARTIN
I am not becoming a dope farmer. No way. 
Nada. Nyet. Non. Nien. Never. 

A FIRE ENGINE roars by it’s sirens blaring.

INT. LOBBY FERNE & MARTIN’S FLAT - LATER24 24

Martin stumble’s into the lobby of the flat and gazes 
drunkenly at the door, which is smashed in. Denzel’s head 
pops out. 

DENZEL
Alright?

MARTIN
What are you doing in my flat!?

Denzel holds up a cup of tea.

DENZEL
Looking for sugar. Got any?

Martin shoves past Denzel and heads inside. 

INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S FLAT - CONTINUOUS25 25

The door to the bedroom stands open. Martin looks inside 
and sees...

INT. FERNE & MARTIN’S FLAT/BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS26 26

... the wardrobe coated in FOAM. The ceiling looks 
SCORCHED and the room is SMOKEY. Martin coughs, suddenly 
sober.

DENZEL
Alarm was going off so I let meself in 
and sorted it. I’m neighbourly like that. 

MARTIN
Me and Ferne are gonna have words when 
she gets in.

Copyright © Jon Hayes

25 jon@strangeradio.co.uk



INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S FLAT/LIVING ROOM - LATER27 27

Martin is in the process of wedging the front door shut 
with a chair. Ferne sits on the sofa looking ashamed as 
Denzel examines a CANDAREL DISPENSER. 

DENZEL
It ain’t sugar, but tastes like sugar? 
What’s the point of that, then?

FERNE
Less calories.

Denzel takes an exploratory sip.

DENZEL
So, you pay more for less and it tastes 
the same? Someone’s mugging you right 
off. 

Martin turns to Ferne.

MARTIN
You built a grow room in the wardrobe.  
Where on earth did you get the seeds and 
the lights?

FERNE
B&Q. 

DENZEL
Didn’t know they sold them kind a seeds 
down there. Might have to make a visit. 

FERNE
I got the lights from B&Q I found the 
seeds outside Rich’s flat.

MARTIN
Are you totally stupid?

FERNE
Sorry. 

DENZEL
You need special lights an’ everything. 

MARTIN
And properly germinated seeds. Those’ll 
all be male. They’ll never grow. 

Ferne looks at Martin surprised. 

FERNE
How do you know that? 

Martin looks uncomfortable. 
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MARTIN
My flatmate in Uni grew a couple of 
plants... and I may have helped out a 
little. 

FERNE
You bloody hypocrite!

MARTIN
At least I never set anything on fire.

DENZEL
See, special lights. 

FERNE
(To Denzel)

Why exactly are you still here?

EXT. DENZEL’S VAN/CAR PARK - EVENING28 28

The doors of Denzel’s van open revealing a small forest of 
dope plant. 

MARTIN
How did you get these past the police?

DENZEL
Carefully.

FERNE
Six hundred.

MARTIN
(To Ferne)

What are you doing?

FERNE
Negotiating.

DENZEL
You’re ‘avin a laugh. Nine fifty.

FERNE
(To Denzel)

Eight hundred, take it or leave it.

Denzel scratches his chin and gives the matter some 
thought as Martin pulls Ferne aside. 

MARTIN
We are not buying a bunch of dope plants 
from this lunatic.

FERNE
Who else are we supposed to buy them 
from?
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MARTIN
We’re not supposed to buy them at all!

FERNE
Martin, I love you. I really do and I 
want us to have a long and happy life 
together, but you’re unemployed and we 
can’t even afford the rent! We are never 
going to get on the property ladder 
unless we change the rules and do 
something completely crazy. We have to 
take a risk... what else can we do?

Martin stares at her for a moment and then turns to 
Denzel. 

MARTIN
Eight hundred, last offer. 

DENZEL
Done.

INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S FLAT/LIVING ROOM - NIGHT29 29

Ferne and Martin sit on their sofa staring at TEN DOPE 
PLANTS. Neither of them has any idea what to do next.

FERNE
Thank god it’s Friday.

MARTIN
We need to make some rules. 

FERNE
I’m not good with rules.

MARTIN
We have to stick to these. First, no-one 
can know about this. Not a soul. We can’t 
tell anyone at all. Absolute secrecy is 
vital.

FERNE
Except Denzel.

MARTIN
Yeah... well, there’s Denzel. But no one 
else.

A BLOG ENTRY pops up next to them listing ‘The Rules’ as 
they decide them.

FERNE’S BLOG
Rule 1: Tell No One!
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MARTIN
Rule two... don’t get greedy and rule 
three needs to be some kind of goal so we 
know when to get out.

The second and third rule’s pop up.

FERNE’S BLOG
Rule 2: Don’t Get Greedy. Rule 3: Have a 
Goal.

FERNE
A deposit. We get enough money together 
for a deposit and then we’re out.

MARTIN
We’re really doing this, aren’t we.

FERNE
Yes. We’re going to be proper Urban 
Farmers. Jamie Oliver and Hugh Frankly 
Waste-of-space can get bent. We’re the 
real deal. Rule four?

Rule 4 pops into existence.

FERNE’S BLOG
Rule 4:

Martin smiles at Ferne. She smiles back and they both 
speak together. 

MARTIN/FERNE
TELL NO ONE!

EXT. CAR PARK/FERNE AND MARTIN’S FLAT - DAY30 30

An unseen person watches Denzels’ van pull into the car 
park from a high window. The window is decorated with a 
LARGE GOLDEN CRUCIFIX and a LIGHT UP JESUS. 

Denzel and a shaven-headed figure, PAGAN PAUL, climb out 
of the van. The figure in the window GASPS as the angle 
reveals a PENTAGRAM Tattooed on Paul’s bald pate.

INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S FLAT - LATER31 31

Denzel and PAGAN PAUL sit opposite Fern and Martin 
drinking tea.

PAUL
This ain’t just Chamomile, is it?

FERNE
Chamomile and Vanilla. 
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PAUL
Vanilla... lovely.

DENZEL
You ever ‘ad that Candarel, Paul? Tastes 
just like sugar. Costs more, but there’s 
less of it. 

PAUL
What’s the point of that, then?

DENZEL
Less calories. 

Ferne cuts in. 

FERNE
I have to ask... does the pentagram cause 
you problems?

PAUL
Not really. I can just grow me hair to 
hide it. Smart. 

DENZEL
But then you went bald. 

PAUL
Yes, but the principle is sound.

Martin shoots Ferne a worried look.

MARTIN
(To Paul)

Can you do it?

PAUL
Yeah, we can rig the lights, block up the 
doorway, tap the electric’s and spread it 
so’s it’s undetectable. Five grand up 
front for materials and twenty five 
percent off the top. 

FERNE
Are you joking! I’m not agreeing to that. 
That’s daylight robbery.

MARTIN
We?

DENZEL
Paul’s me bruvver.

MARTIN
Of course he is.
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EXT. UNCLE JEREMY’S HOUSE/FRONT DOOR - NIGHT32 32

Martin and Ferne walk up to the front door of a large, 
perfectly unmemorable detached suburban house. Ferne rings 
the bell and a huge BOOMING SOUND echoes. 

Slowly, in best 1930’s Universal horror tradition, the 
door creaks open revealing a wizened face lit from below 
by a flickering CANDLE.

UNCLE JEREMY
Who calls at this hour?

FERNE
For goodness sake Uncle Jeremy this is 
Epsom not Transylvania. It’s freezing out 
here.

Ferne shoves past the stooped figure. Martin follows.

INT. UNCLE JEREMY’S HOUSE/HALL - CONTINUOUS33 33

Ferne strips off her coat as Martin gazes with amazement 
at the Gothic interior of the outwardly  nondescript home. 
A life size statue of Boris Karloff as FRANKENSTEIN’S 
MONSTER occupies one shadowed corner; framed posters for 
Dracula, The Raven and the Old Dark House decorate the 
walls. The general motif is somewhat ‘cobweb and bat’.

UNCLE JEREMY
Did you like the door bell? I just got 
it. Wonderful isn’t it. It makes the 
exact same sound they used at Universal 
in the 30’s for all the door knockers.

Ferne throws her arms round the slight figure of Uncle 
Jeremy and hugs him tight.

FERNE
Is there anything to eat? I’m starving.

INT. UNCLE JEREMY’S HOUSE/LIVING ROOM - LATER34 34

They sit round an ornate table. Empty plates and dinner 
debris surround them. Uncle Jeremy sits in a large highly 
carved chair smoking a MEERSCHAUM PIPE. 

UNCLE JEREMY
Well, twenty five percent’s outrageous, 
but other than that it’s not a bad deal, 
really.

FERNE
We’d be working for them!
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UNCLE JEREMY
Look at it this way, without them you 
can’t make it work at all, can you?

MARTIN
I’m just really nervous about it. We’re 
not criminals.

Uncle Jeremy puffs on his pipe and laughs round the smoke.

UNCLE JEREMY
Do I look like a criminal? I deal in 
classic movie memorabilia. I’m hardly Don 
Corleone. Most criminals in my experience 
aren’t bad people or even especially 
untrustworthy. They’re just people who’ve 
decided to play by a different set of 
rules.

FERNE
Their own. 

UNCLE JEREMY
Exactly. 

MARTIN
What if we get arrested? I’m not built 
for prison. 

UNCLE JEREMY
If captured your spotless record and the 
number of plants involved means the worst 
you can expect is community service and a 
large fine. Balance that against owning 
your own home in a year and it 
immediately sounds like a risk worth 
taking, doesn’t it?

Martin looks unconvinced. 

FERNE
I can see why Mum hates you Uncle Jeremy. 

UNCLE JEREMY
I’m an acquired taste.

INT. UNCLE JEREMY’S HOUSE/LIVING ROOM - LATER35 35

Ferne snores gently as Uncle Jeremy and Martin sit 
watching a 16mm print of the James Whale classic, The Old 
Dark House.

MARTIN
Did dope farming buy all this?

Jeremy looks at Martin.
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JEREMY
Not quite. It got me started. And a start 
is all anyone can ask for. Now, shush! 
This is the moment the madman makes his 
grand entrance and sets the house on 
fire. 

MARTIN
We flooded.

Martin stares at the screen lost in thought.

EXT. UNCLE JEREMY’S HOUSE/GARDEN - DAWN36 36

Martin walks onto Jeremy’s patio and gazes out dumbstruck 
on Jeremy’s huge garden. It’s a landscaped wonder that 
rolls away from him with immaculate splendor and overlooks 
Epsom Downs, which is wreathed with dawn mist. 

The view is simply heartbreaking.

MARTIN
(Impressed)

Wow.

The patio doors whisper open behind him and he turns to 
find Ferne wrapped in a duvet watching him from the 
doorway. Martin gestures to the view.

MARTIN (CONT’D)
WOW!

Ferne crosses to him and slips her arms round him. They 
look out over Jeremy’s garden and the downs beyond.

FERNE
Do we go for it?

Martin thinks.

MARTIN
Do you reckon Bubba would be a sensitive 
and caring lover?

Ferne smiles as she hugs him.

FERNE
Girlfriend experience all the way. 

INT. UNCLE JEREMY’S HOUSE/KITCHEN - DAY37 37

Ferne is on the phone. She hangs up and turns to Martin 
smiling.

FERNE
Twenty percent and they cover all costs. 
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MARTIN
Bloody hell. From now on you handle all 
the business stuff. 

Ferne grins.

FERNE
Fancy a tumble?

MARTIN
It’s not even eight o’clock.

Ferne grabs his hand and rolls her eyes as she drags him 
past Uncle Jeremy who looks up from a copy of the 
Telegraph, a bacon sandwich in his hand. 

UNCLE JEREMY
There’s some excellent sausage in the 
fridge. 

FERNE
I know where there’s better.

Jeremy looks confused. Understanding dawns as they 
disappear.

UNCLE JEREMY
Very droll.

INT. KITCHEN TABLE - DAY38 38

Uncle Jeremy sits at the kitchen table polishing off his 
Bacon sarnie. He looks up as a picture on the wall begins 
bouncing as something - or someone - starts ‘de-
stressing.’

A BLOG ENTRY pops up on screen. 

FERNE’S BLOG
Rule Five: Enjoy The Ride.

INT. FERNE AND MARTIN’S FLAT - DAY39 39

Ferne sits staring down at her computer screen chewing her 
lower lip as she reads what she’s written.

FERNE’S BLOG
When in doubt ask yourself What Would 
Pablo Escobar Do?

Ferne’s jumps as the DOORBELL RINGS. She shuts her laptop 
and crosses to the door. She opens it revealing a dumpy 
figure. 

FERNE
Yes?
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The figure is a grinning overweight middle aged woman with 
a bad dye job that shows her greying roots. The woman 
clutches a familiar LARGE GOLDEN CRUCIFIX and illustrated 
Bible, and sports a vacant perma-grin.

STEPH
Hi! I’m Steph from 68. 

Ferne spots the Crucifix and grimaces. 

FERNE
Oh... er, hi. I’m kind of in the middle 
of something.

STEPH
Breaking the law and risking your 
immortal soul by consorting with drug 
dealing Satanists?

FERNE
Not really.

STEPH
I know what you’re up to. I saw you with 
them and I’m coming in to talk to you 
about how Jesus can save your soul from 
drugs and the dark one. 

Ferne’s face falls and she takes a deep breath as Steph 
shoves her way inside, perma-grin still intact. A blog 
entry pops up. 

BLOG ENTRY
What would Pablo Escobar do?

FERNE
(To Steph)

Cup of tea?

BLOG ENTRY
Even he had to start somewhere.

FADE OUT.
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