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OUT ON A LIMB

TITLE SEQUENCE

Near Luton, England, the present
INT. BANK, NIGHT / INT. OPERATING THEATRE, NIGHT

A classic bank heist inter-cut with a surgical operation. Laser beams, small saws, drills, dust, blood, sweat …

CHARLIE’S masked face is tense as he prepares to blow a large safe-door…

A NURSE dabs the beads of sweat on a masked surgeon’s forehead as he gets to work on a leg - he drills into the bone…
As CHARLIE drills into the safe door… 

The SURGEON cuts a small blood vessel…

CHARLIE, aided by CAREFUL, a gang member, cuts a small wire… and BOOM..! The safe blows unexpectedly early… 

CHARLIE is drifting in and out of consciousness as he relives the explosion: panic in the bank vault, the gang getting away, leaving him pinned down under the fallen door… He hears a cry of “Stop! Armed Police!”, then a gunshot and a cry of agony… 

He is aware of a MAN entering the vault, then transferring documents and money from the broken boxes strewn around into large bags… This sinister figure leans over Charlie and his balaclaver’d face morphs into masked surgeons leaning over him in the blur of the theatre lights… In turn, these merge with police lights and coppers fussing over him…

One particularly mean, ugly copper - a certain DS BUCKLEY - peers, concerned, over CHARLIE…

BUCKLEY

Charlie… Charlie, can you hear me? Wake up, now… Come on, Charlie - wake up!

INT. HOSPITAL WARD, DAY

CHARLIE comes round slowly to find himself in a hospital bed surrounded by his extended family of ex-wives, girlfriends and children. DS BUCKLEY, holding a toddler, is leaning over him… (This is a dream)
The bedclothes hide most of Charlie’s bulk. What can be seen is a powerfully built 38 year old man, tough, but with the tell-tale lines of laughter tracing his mouth.

Detective Sergeant Buckley, by contrast, is a heavily built man in his late fifties with sharp, cruel eyes. 

CHARLIE (This is not a dream) looks up at an all too substantial BUCKLEY and then down to the lower part of his own body.

A silence, a long silence as CHARLIE tries to take in what has happened… Both his legs have been amputated. He lifts the sheets to peer below again and sinks back into the pillows.

CHARLIE

Bugger.

BUCKLEY

Sorry Charlie, there’s… no words, Pal… We let the others get away, obviously. Don’t worry mate. 

I’ll see to your …responsibilities.
CHARLIE struggles to pull himself up, but fails to raise his head from the bed.

BUCKLEY



No, don’t get up. So to speak.
FLASHBACK, EXT. COURTHOUSE, DAY

Fifteen years earlier

A younger CHARLIE is having a cigarette in a side alley with BUCKLEY. They watch a heavy-looking criminal being led into a prison van.

BUCKLEY

With Maurice taking a sabbatical the field’s wide open for a clever young executive such as yourself Charlie. 

BUCKLEY stubs out his cigarette. 
Sleep on it son. 



You know where to find me.

CHARLIE starts towards a beautiful, sleek waiting car driven by CAREFUL. They pause for a moment to watch as the prison van hurtles by.  

CHARLIE

Yes, Mr Buckley, you can depend on me.

BUCKLEY produces a black leather note book and pings the elastic band around it ominously…

BUCKLEY
It’s simple, Charles - just keep in my good books…
BUCKLEY turns towards a waiting police car, a uniformed officer at the wheel.
INT. HOSPITAL WARD, NIGHT

CHARLIE wakes in fright. He is in extreme pain and is not sure why.

CHARLIE

Oh God, God please help me! Can someone please help me!

His moans bring a NURSE who tends him efficiently but without tenderness. She replenishes a morphine pump on a stand next to his bed.

NURSE

Alright. Alright. This will help with the pain. 

CHARLIE



Where you been?

NURSE

I’m sorry. We’re short staffed. We’re fully booked tonight. 

You should know…

CHARLIE

That copper…
The NURSE doesn’t answer. She begins to check Charlie’s blood pressure monitor. CHARLIE closes his eyes. 

It weren’t me. 

The NURSE continues to adjust the equipment. The camera tracks to the front page of a tabloid newspaper at the nurses’ station. The headline screams Charlie’s guilt.

INT. FRANK REYNOLDS HOSPITAL ROOM, THE NEXT DAY. 

PC FRANK REYNOLDS. (29) Is a striking looking man of medium build. A decent copper, a decent man. 

His wife, LOUISE, a pretty woman in her mid twenties, is sitting beside his bed. Her face softens as Frank wakes.

LOUISE

Hello you.

FRANKIE

Sorry.

LOUISE

Shhh.

FRANKIE

I really done it now, haven’t I?

LOUISE

Well, you were a silly sod. Going in on your own – as usual, playing the cowboy.

FRANKIE

You never heard anything like it, babe. Must have been so close when they fired.

LOUISE

They? (VENOMOUS) You mean, Charlie effin’ 
Watkins.

FRANKIE

How’s he doing?

LOUISE

He’s lost both his legs. 

And they say there’s no justice.

LOUISE holds a newspaper for him to see. On the front page beneath the damming headline is a glamorous shot of Charlie in happier days.

FLASHBACK, LATE EIGHTIES. INT. LIVELY NIGHTCLUB

CHARLIE is the life and soul of a party that includes BUCKLEY and CAREFUL, Charlie’s garrulous, ferrety partner in crime. Surrounding the men a selection of party girls, one of whom (next to Charlie) is clearly pregnant. The booze is flowing.

BUCKLEY

Better out than in, eh, Charlie?

CHARLIE


Too right.

BUCKLEY


How long we been together, son? six, seven years? 

CHARLIE



Who’s counting? (LAUGHS) Longer than any of my 

other shags.

BUCKLEY



Yeah. Plenty more time for you yet, eh? - in 

all respects. 

BUCKLEY gazes lasciviously at Charlie’s girlfriend who ignores him. 



Me? Best I can expect is a mobile home in 


Frinton. What kind of twilight is that?

CHARLIE

Come off it - every blagger in this club’s been paying you commission. You can’t have stuck it all up your nose.

BUCKLEY

You’d be surprised.

BUCKLEY surveys the scene. The club is full of smartly dressed, shady characters.

I look at this lot Charlie and I can’t help seeing a herd of cows. Look at them fat udders overflowing with the milk of human …

CHARLIE

… greed.

BUCKLEY

Fascinating though Charlie - they’re all keeping their cream in the same churn. 

CHARLIE

How’s that?

BUCKLEY

In my position you get to network. I’ve introduced many of the “small business owners” you see in this room to a particular bank manager associate of mine... Preferred customer sort of thing.
CHARLIE

So?

BUCKLEY

I think it’s time I raked off my bit.

CHARLIE



You are joking! 

BUCKLEY

I’m serious, Charlie. Deadly serious. This is my long service. You think I do my job for the love of it? What d’you say? We rip off the cash cows and piss off. 

CHARLIE

We? Keep it down.

BUCKLEY

No skin off mine, son. I mean, what they gonna do? Call the police?!

BUCKLEY convulses in laughter.

INT. BANK VAULT, DAY

CHARLIE, hears the soft laughter of the figure in the vault and the moans of the policeman (FRANKIE) who’s been shot. The ominous figure steps over him and gathers documents and cash. Charlie can hear approaching sirens as the figure moves off. The calls of the approaching police merge into a general hubbub of noise which resolves itself as …

INT. HOSPITAL WARD, DAY

Noise of the police in the corridor turning away the press brings CHARLIE to consciousness. One JOURNALIST breaks into the room. LOUISE hovers in the doorway.

JOURNO

How you feeling about this injustice, Charlie? “SAMARITAN CRUSHED SAVING SHOT COP” Is that it Charlie?

As the POLICE try to eject the journalist, LOUISE forces her way into the room. She is in CHARLIE’S face before anyone can stop her.

LOUISE

You bastard Watkins! I hope you rot in hell!

I don’t care who you friggin’ well are.

JOURNO

How is your husband, Mrs. Reynolds? Have the doctors said whether he’ll walk again? How are you bearing up?

The POLICE outside regain control and pull the JOURNALIST and LOUISE out of Charlie’s room.

LOUISE

(SHOUTING TO WATKINS) They think you’re some kind of saint. Favours my arse! You’re a fuckin’ fake! 

Out in the corridor RACHEL, a physiotherapist, flattens herself against the wall to let the raucous group go by. She is 36, wiry, fit, and quirkily attractive.
RACHEL



Quite a party.

NURSE

I know. It’s like singles night at Tescos. Still, it’s not everyday we get someone as famous as him in here.

RACHEL

For which no doubt you are grateful. 

NURSE

I thought your Rehab lot got closed down and moved up to St Felix’s? 

RACHEL

In-patients, yeah. I’m finishing off the local out-patients ‘til they’re (GRIMACING) ‘transitioned’. 

(INDICATING LOUISE) So who was the “harpy”?

EXT. HOSPITAL, THE SAME DAY. DAY

A NEWS CREW is filing a report. RACHEL appears briefly on camera as she hurries down the steps.

REPORTER

Police say that the haul from this robbery is impossible to estimate. Many of the empty deposit boxes are still unclaimed, suggesting that the contents may have come from dubious sources. Charlie Watkins himself is well known for his generosity to this community. However, the police maintain that this largesse is a result of some of the most daring and violent bank robberies …

INT. SMART SUBURBAN HOME BEDROOM, DAY

HENRY, 56, wearing a cumbersome neck brace, and smart dressing gown is stretched out on a king-size bed watching TV. 
REPORTER

…however, this time, something went tragically wrong, leaving both Watkins and DS Frank Reynolds seriously injured. The officer leading the investigation, Detective Inspector Donald Buckley of the Serious Crimes Squad, confirmed that Watkins has been arrested on suspicion of armed robbery. Lawyers acting for Watkins claim his presence at the scene was pure coincidence and that he was in fact simply going to the aid of the injured police constable when the explosion occurred…

Henry’s wife (JANETTE) enters dressed in a slip and stockings. She sits down next to Henry and places a handful of jewelry on the bedside-table. JANETTE is in her late thirties and immaculate, from her shiny black hair to her shiny black slingbacks. As they speak, she puts on each piece of jewelry.

JANETTE



Are you going to lie there all day?

HENRY



I’m just watching telly…

JANETTE

And? 

HENRY

I’m just watching the news. Rachel from the Rehab was on.

JANETTE stands up, does a twirl for HENRY.
JANETTE


What, her with the shocking shoes! Aren’t you supposed to be there now? 

JANETTE disappears into an adjoining dressing room. 

HENRY


That bank job, none of the box holders can claim – it being hooky in the first place! 

The perfect crime. They’re laughing!

JANETTE comes back wearing a knee length raincoat.

JANETTE 

Yeah, well. Perhaps they could’ve shoved some our way. How am I looking, Sweetie?

HENRY

A pearl before swine my darling. 

Things will work out, precious. There’s my insurance… 

JANETTE

It was the insurance that got us into this mess. Lloyds ‘Name’ indeed! It’s ruined us.

HENRY

No I’m referring to the brand new Limited Edition Jag I posted down a thirty foot foundation trench for the new headquarters of the Royal Society for the Prevention of Accidents.

JANETTE



I haven’t. Forgotten. And they still aren’t 


paying.

HENRY

What?

JANETTE

Oh, love. There was a letter this morning. I didn’t want to upset you ‘til you felt better.

She leans over HENRY to get an envelope from a bedside cabinet, hands it to him.

HENRY

(LOSING IT) It was not a suicide attempt! I could never have left you. They can’t prove nothing!

JANETTE



Oh … 

JANETTE sits down on the bed and buries her head in HENRY’S chest. He strokes her hair. 

HENRY



C’mon Sugar plum… Give ‘Daddy’ a flash … eh?

JANETTE stays where she is for a moment, then we see her slowly stand, and transform back into the poised and elegant woman she was.

JANETTE

Alright then… ‘Daddy’.

JANETTE slowly, seductively, undoes the belt of her mac to reveal a Tesco’s supermarket uniform. 

HENRY

That’s my girl. Half a pound of salami please, Miss!
INT. RE-HAB CENTRE, DAY

The same newscast is blaring from an old TV in the community room. It is a room furnished with an insane collection of armchairs and plastic bucket chairs.

A few yards away behind the reception counter MUM watches, tutting to herself. She is counting Jacobs Cream Crackers from the packet into a large biscuit tin. Next to her stands PHIL, 28, partially-sighted, 6ft 3 man mountain, wearing a hoodie and dark glasses. He’s counting the biscuits into fours and placing them in tiny plastic bags with amazing delicacy. Also, barely visible over the top of the counter is PAULA, 30. PAULA has MS and is in a motorized wheelchair. She is placing a portion of plastic-wrapped cheese and butter in each bag.

PAULA

What a waste eh, them two getting crippled? Nice fit fellas yesterday - now look at them. 

PHIL

They should come down here. Rachel would soon have on the path of righteous pain.
MUM
Never. Here? Thought you was the last customers.
PHIL

Where else they gonna stick ‘em? The Dorchester?

MUM
That Wopkins fella will go to prison.

PHIL

Watkins. And don’t ‘diss the lawyers, Mum. They’ll get him off. Smart move claiming he went in to help. That’s what ‘gansta’s’ do, see. Muddy da water…

PAULA
Phil, stop scaring Mum and put the kettle on. 

MUM
Yeah dude, make with the tea … and take those bins off so you can see what you’re doing.
Still, that’ll liven this place up a bit, eh, Paula? Cops and robbers!
MUM places a sign on the front of the counter. “Cheez n bics. 25p. All proceeds to Rehab Fighting Fund”

INT, RICK’S LOUNGE ROOM/KITCHEN

RICK is a quadruple amputee with false arms and legs. His wife RONNIE (VERONICA) walks into the lounge carrying a sleeping baby. Seeing no-one there she turns off the TV. 

RICK

(FROM THE KITCHEN) Oi! I was listening to that. 

RONNIE

It’s snooker, you div - you can’t listen to snooker. Anyway, are you ready? Your driver’s out the front.

RICK

Oh God. 

RONNIE

What?

(COMING INTO THE KITCHEN A LOOK OF ASTONISHMENT CROSSES HER FACE) What’s that?

RICK

Well, it’s tea. Two cups of tea. 

RONNIE

I meant my wall… Rick. 

RICK has created a Jackson Pollock in tea, all over the white kitchen wall. He stands with the tea pot still twirling through 360 degrees in his rotating myoelectric hand. Two mugs stand in a pool of tea.
RICK

I think I might have put too much sugar in it.

The doorbell rings. RICK exits the room as fast as he can 

and heads out of the front door. He nods at the driver.
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM, EVENING

CHARLIE in his bed, reading a newspaper. Several tabloids are strewn over the bed. Headlines all about the robbery.

Very furtively, dressed in a hospital gown, with an arm in a sling, CAREFUL enters. He looks frightened. 

CAREFUL



Alright, mate?

CHARLIE

(QUIETLY, WITHOUT LOOKING UP AT HIM) Careful. 


Tell me what it is that you know. 

CAREFUL



It’s er… all gone, mate. I’m sorry. 

CHARLIE



You’re sorry. 

CAREFUL



All the money’s… just sorta gone. It was 


lifted. We was turned over. 

CHARLIE carefully folds his newspaper and puts it down. His face is reddening.

CHARLIE



(CLOSING HIS EYES) Jesus! (LOUDLY) Who?

CAREFUL



(STARTING TO BACK AWAY) Charlie, I swear – I’m 

working on it. I’ll find out who. I promise. 

Gutted we are. By the way, they all send their… 

CHARLIE



Yeah, I bet. 



There was a lot of money in them bags, 



Careful! 

CAREFUL



More than a bundle. Yeah.

CHARLIE

 

And someone lifted it. Someone turned us over. 

Us! Oh, Christ! We’ve been done. I’ve been 


done! 

CAREFUL



(AFTER A MOMENT) Oh - here, I brought you 


something. 

CAREFUL produces a brown paper bag and takes out a pineapple. They both stare at it, lying on the bed, as if it is an unexploded grenade. Careful sits just where Charlie's lower legs used to be.

CAREFUL

I dunno why, really. I just sort of saw it. 

CHARLIE

(FINALLY LOSING IT AND SHOUTING SO LOUDLY THAT 
CAREFUL JUMPS UP AND STEPS BACKWARDS QUICKLY). 
WHICH ONE OF YOU FUCKIN’ MORONS HAD THE 
SHOOTER! 

CAREFUL

(HIS BACK FLAT AGAINST THE WALL, TERRIFIED, SWEATING). Charlie… You know we don’t carry - never…

CHARLIE

It’s all over the bloody papers! Who was it?!

CAREFUL

I’m telling you - none of our lot had a shooter. Look, all I know is… there was a hell of a bang, ceiling coming down, the whole bit, I looked round, right, and you… (CAREFUL, STARTING TO CRY) Well, you were a right mess... 


…We thought you was a gonner, Charlie. You looked like you was on the way to Wembley. So basically - we just done a runner. I swear there was no Old Bill - nowhere.

CHARLIE



(CALMER, TRYING TO THINK) So who shot the cop – 

Elvis?

CAREFUL

(COMPOSING HIMSELF) Straight up, Charlie!
 When you told us to leg it, there was just you. I called the ambulance and, well… that’s it. Sweet Jesus - look at the state of your… 
Oh, this whole thing’s… The safe blew early!  

CHARLIE


Yeah. I know what happened. 

CAREFUL

I can’t work it out, Charles.

CHARLIE notices Careful’s arm.

CHARLIE

You broke your arm or summ’int? 

CAREFUL



Oh no, just a bit of local colour…
CAREFUL reveals a small bottle of scotch and a Penthouse magazine from within the sling.

CAREFUL

…Here you go. But don’t stare too hard at Miss July - you might go blind.  

CHARLIE

Staring’s about my limit at the moment. 

CHARLIE looks down at his own left hand lying inert and massively bandaged.

Jury's out on this too. Some twelve year old with a chainsaw is coming to give his verdict this afternoon.

CHARLIE throws away the magazine with his good hand and picks up the scotch. 

CHARLIE



Well, go on…

CAREFUL



What?

CHARLIE



OPEN THE FUCKIN’ BOTTLE!
CAREFUL hurriedly opens the bottle and tries to pour some into Charlie’s mouth. CHARLIE testily grabs the bottle and gulps down the booze.

EXT. REHAB, DAY

RACHEL gets out of her car. HENRY, PHIL, and RICK are sitting on a low wall.

HENRY

(HANDING BACK PAULA'S JOINT) Thanks, nice. Can’t afford it myself of course. 

PAULA

Me neither. I confiscated it off a Year 10 at work.
RICK



(TO RACHEL) Morning, Doctor Death! Ready to do 

battle? 

RACHEL

I take no prisoners. Especially from Walthamstow. They shit in their own hats up there. 

RICK

Here, Henners said he saw you on the telly.

On the news. You been to see that bank robber, down the hospital? 

HENRY



Bit of a mess they say.

RACHEL

I wouldn’t know. I was there to look in on the police officer who was shot. He’ll be joining our group when he’s discharged.

RICK



What about Sir Charlie Lord Shotgun?

RACHEL

Oh, he’ll be put away for a long time I expect.

RICK

Sure. What’ll he get for that – five or ten minutes?

HENRY

Oh no - he’ll definitely be growing old at her majesty’s pleasure. 

RICK

Perfect crime though.

PHIL



Respect!

PAULA



Hey, Rach - when you do see him, torture him a 

bit and find out where the stash is. 

PHIL

Better still, pick the gangsta’s brains about how WE can rob a bank!
HENRY


Hallelujah!
PHIL



We’d need a name. How about “the one armed 


bandits”?

RICK



“The no armed bandits”!






 RACHEL

We’ll, I’m glad you’re all in such high spirits. Let’s get going, shall we?

RACHEL ushers them in.

RACHEL



You seem to have found your feet, Rick.

RICK



Yeah. They were under the bed.

INT. SUPERINTENDENT'S OFFICE, DAY

BUCKLEY is standing facing Superintendent COLLINS. 

COLLINS



It’s a list of box holders who were turned over 

at the bank.
BUCKLEY

Jesuskissedamonkey. It’s like a blaggers’ Who’s Who. 

COLLINS

Not a name missing. 

BUCKLEY

(MOCK NOSTALGIC) Ahhh … Frankie Brogan, Little Louis Chapple, Big Barry Lawson, Boney Maloney - I did Boney for those gems at Hatton Garden when I was a DC. Bloody hell – Ronnie Rankin. He did a score for armed robbery. 
COLLINS

Common or garden vermin the lot of them. And not one squeak of outrage, as far as we know.

BUCKLEY

Makes you laugh - they all claim it was just birth certificates, insurance papers, old love letters, that sort of thing.

COLLINS


Love letters, that lot! 

BUCKLEY

Word is, they’re all quietly steaming. 

COLLINS

This is a bloody mess, Buckley. Millions missing, one of ours gunned down and the press would have it that England’s biggest villain just happened to be passing and went in like Spiderman. He could walk, Buckley.

BUCKLEY

Well, hardly sir. 
Look, he was found trapped under the safe door still in his welding goggles. I mean, what more evidence do we need?

COLLINS

A weapon would be useful for starters! 

What came over Watkins though? Never used shooters before.

BUCKLEY

People change. Sign of the times. Not like in our day is it, sir?

COLLINS
You can say that again. 

(CHANGING TACK) You still looking for an early bath?

BUCKLEY

Yeah. Well, not me so much. It’s the wife. Got this thing about budgerigars and cordon blue… not at the same time you understand …

COLLINS

Well, sort this Donald, and I’ll see she’s never wanting for Trill again. Alrighty?

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM, NIGHT

RACHEL is standing beside CHARLIE’S bed taking notes.

CHARLIE



I’m finished.

RACHEL



No. No you’re not.

CHARLIE



No - I am. I’m completely finished. 

He hands her a bedpan. RACHEL hesitates, and a NURSE arrives to remove it.

RACHEL

Look, you’re bound to feel low. 

CHARLIE



I'd pay good money to feel low. 

RACHEL

Do you have any close family for support?

CHARLIE

Three ex wives, eight kids and a girlfriend. I support them all. 

Just tell me how long this is going to take. I got obligations.

RACHEL

First we’ll have to wait for your grafts to heal. A few weeks… we’ll see.

CHARLIE


Only when they say “will the court please rise”, I don’t want to be the only one still on his Jacksey.

RACHEL

Mr Watkins, please… What’s important at this stage is that we build up your muscle strength. You’d be amazed what deteriorates, just lying around in hospital.

For a moment CHARLIE just stares at her. RACHEL is curious at the intensity of the look, but carries on:

I’ll set up a programme for you. 

CHARLIE



How’s the copper? 

RACHEL

I think it's safe to say they'll be advertising for a new centre-half on the station soccer team. 

CHARLIE

Pity. It was Rachel, weren’t it? 

RACHEL


Yes.  

CHARLIE

Cryin’ shame. 

I bet you think I’m a right bastard, don’t you?

RACHEL

No. You are just someone who needs help after something dreadful has happened. That’s what I’m trained for. 

CHARLIE

I didn’t shoot him you know … the Plod.

RACHEL



Reynolds, Frank Reynolds. 

CHARLIE



Whatever his name was.

RACHEL



…is...

CHARLIE

How could I?

RACHEL

Look - it really doesn’t concern me. 

CHARLIE


No? 

RACHEL

Once the scar tissue is robust enough we’ll start some serious physio, and prostheses can be introduced…

CHARLIE


Would you mind talking English?

RACHEL


False legs.

CHARLIE


Ow. You don’t have to be so blunt about it. 

RACHEL


I’m sorry. It’ll take a while, but we’ll get there. You will get there. Your amputations are below the knee, so with time and determination there is absolutely no reason why you shouldn’t be mobile. But it’s hard work. Harder I would suggest than anything you’ve attempted before. 

CAREFUL enters with MR LOVE, the gang's lawyer. 

CAREFUL

Oh, sorry Miss. We thought it was all quiet on the Western. 

RACHEL

I’m just leaving, actually… 

RACHEL exits.

MR LOVE



Well she’s a cheerful soul. Nice pins. 

CHARLIE

Leave it out, Love. She’s practically religious. 

CHARLIE suddenly turns on the heat. In a split-second, he

becomes menacing, aggressive: 

Anyway - where’s my stuff? And what the fuck is going on?

As MR LOVE speaks he seems strangely amused. 
MR LOVE

You’ve been had. Anyone come to mind? Present company excepted. 

CAREFUL



Well I’m stumped.

CHARLIE gives him a pitch black look.


(ALMOST INAUDIBLE) Buckley?

CHARLIE



No! He wouldn’t! He’s godfather to my children!
MR LOVE


He is, he would, he did. 


Your guardian angel’s ripped you off!

CAREFUL



But that’s criminal!

MR LOVE



I couldn’t have put it better myself.

CAREFUl

And Buckley… shot the copper?

MR LOVE

Points that way. Reynolds was just wrong place, wrong time. Now, I’m reliably informed, Buckley’s packing his castanets for the Costa del Bolthole with his gold watch… and your hard-earned bonds to keep him in Paella.

CHARLIE

How long are we looking at?

MR LOVE

We’re all looking at twenty years if that ‘little black book’ of his falls into the wrong hands.

CAREFUL

Yeah, but he’d go down too.

MR LOVE
Not if he’s scarpered. 

CHARLIE

(ICE COLD) He get our money back. It’ll be in a bank, in a deposit box. Love - you gotta get me outta this place.

CAREFUL won’t. 

Right now we need to
Charlie, they’re talking about moving you, to prison hospital. 

MR LOVE

I’ve already applied for bail. Don’t worry. Remember the story - you were the Good Samaritan…
INT. EXT. PARK, EVENING 

The same evening.
BUCKLEY is walking a huge dog in a neat suburban park. He is wearing a Walkman which is playing Spanish tuition tapes.

BUCKLEY


“Poor favor, senyor - kiero mi klavay…”



Excuse me, sir, please may I have my key?

EXT. PRISON COURTYARD, DAY

Six weeks later

The transfer from hospital to prison. CHARLIE is unceremoniously unloaded from the ambulance into a decrepit wheelchair by two disinterested warders who avoid eye contact with this cripple. Echoing around the yard, CHARLIE hears the inmates ‘welcoming’ him from their cells. He looks around the cold black stone of the Victorian-built prison and considers his future.

INT. PRISON GOVENOR’S OFFICE, DAY

BUCKLEY and THE GOVERNOR are looking out over the courtyard.

BUCKLEY

What are the chances of having him up out of that wheelchair before the trial, do you think?

GOVERNOR

To avoid the sympathy vote, you mean?

BUCKLEY

That sort of thing, yeah. Think he’ll make bail?

GOVERNOR

With that lawyer of his, I wouldn’t be surprised if he made the New Year’s Honours list. … It’s not as if he’s a flight risk. 

EXT. PRISON COURTYARD, DAY

RACHEL is escorted across the prison courtyard to a chorus of wolf whistles from the inmates.

INT. PRISON HOSPITAL GYM, DAY

A cavernous, grim Dickensian room. RACHEL is piling beaten up mats on the floor. CHARLIE is wheeled into the centre of the room, and left there. He looks painfully truncated and exposed in the huge space. 

RACHEL

(TO THE WARDER, MILDLY SARCASTIC) Cheers.

The warder withdraws to a bench and takes out a magazine. RACHEL wheels CHARLIE to her pile of mats, and removes the foot plates on the chair.

RACHEL

Go on then, down on the mats. 
CHARLIE



I can’t move. 

RACHEL



You don’t need to. Gravity will do it.

CHARLIE



What? It's bloody miles away…

RACHEL

Just slide down. Slide off the wheelchair, to here. 

CHARLIE



What d’you think I am. A fuckin’ slinky?

RACHEL



Think of your… dependants. 

CHARLIE



I’m thinking of my arse. That floor’s rancid! 

RACHEL

I'm sorry. The state of the art body-toning suite is still being installed. Once your bail has been approved I’ll get you down to the local rehab - though it’s no better there, believe me. Now move yourself. C’mon. 

CHARLIE eases himself to the edge of his wheelchair and, after hesitating, lets himself fall to the floor. He yells out in pain and anger. 

RACHEL



OK then, tough guy. Spread 'em!

RACHEL produces a huge inflated gym ball and rolls it between what’s left of Charlie’s legs. 

RACHEL



Hug it and roll. 

CHARLIE



Jesus. I feel like bloody Weeble. 

RACHEL

Don’t flatter yourself. C’mon. Hug it and roll.

CHARLIE


(HUGGING THE GIANT BALL AND STARTING TO ROLL TENTATIVELY FORWARD) You got any idea how old I am? Last time I did anything like this was with a barmaid in Leigh On Sea. 1976. 

RACHEL


Lucky girl. I expect she’s still smiling. 

CHARLIE


Status Quo were cool and I was wearing flares. 

RACHEL


Status Quo were never cool. C’mon - work!

CHARLIE


I can’t. I can’t do this.

RACHEL


Oh, right. (REALLY CLOSE, WHISPERING INTO HIS EAR) And there was me thinking you were… something special. 

CHARLIE


You like this with all your customers?

RACHEL


There was everyone telling me you were some sort of legend, and it turns out you’re just a lazy little ponce. (STANDING BACK) Now, move that bloody ball! 

CHARLIE


(SHOCKED) I can’t.

RACHEL

(SHOUTING) Move!

CHARLIE


(STARTING TO ROLL) How long?

RACHEL


As long as it takes to build up your muscle strength. A few weeks, if you’re lucky. 

CHARLIE


(BREATHLESS, STILL ROLLING) Jesus! Have I offended you?
RACHEL


ROLL!

CHARLIE


Do me a favour. 

RACHEL


I am. Unless of course you want some special friend from Easy Wing to help you to the toilet. 

CHARLIE


What?

RACHEL


Forget independence, Charlie, it’s about survival. You want some nonce helping you down to the showers, do you?

CHARLIE


I hadn’t really thought about it…

RACHEL


No - I don’t believe you had. You stay in that wheelchair, an’ you’re just a piece of meat, you’ll get used. Know what I mean?

CHARLIE


I think I get your drift.

RACHEL


Good. Because, like I said, with your co-operation, I can get you back on your feet. 

CHARLIE


Then what?

RACHEL


What do you mean?

CHARLIE


Once I’m walking. What’s the next step?

RACHEL


What did you have in mind?

CHARLIE


I thought I might teach you how to tango.

RACHEL


Sorry, love. I don’t dance.

The PRISON WARDER smirks into his newspaper.

INT. BUCKLEY’S CAR, DAY
The Spanish language tape is now playing on the car radio.


BUCKLEY



(APPARENTLY REPEATING) “Donde es el revolver?”



Where is the gun?
INT. REHAB, DAY

Four weeks later - An Irish jig is playing on the radio. 
FRANKIE is standing at the parallel bars. He is wearing 
sweatpants but the left leg has been cut off mid thigh. 
This reveals Frankie’s leg which is a mess of pins and 
wires. FRANK is no longer the neat copper. He is 
unshaven, and gaunt. 
PAULA in her wheelchair is giggling at PHIL who on his knees is manipulating a pair of short false legs in a Riverdance routine. RACHEL enters.

RACHEL



There they are. You’re going to be the death 

of me, Phil! 

She snatches the legs and examines them.

FRANKIE



Are they for who I think they are?

RACHEL



Yes.

FRANKIE



How’s he doing?

RACHEL



He’s getting there, but he’s still in a lot of 

pain.

PHIL



Couldn’t happen to a nicer bloke eh Frankie?

FRANKIE looks at PHIL then continues his stretching exercises. PAULA catches the glance.

INT. PRISON CELL/UNDERGROUND TUNNEL, DAY
Later that afternoon - BUCKLEY is wheeling CHARLIE from his cell and down the corridor to an appointment with RACHEL.

BUCKLEY

It’s nothing short of miraculous you’ve never been inside before. A grievous failure on the part of the judicial system. But it must seem like a jungle in here to you. 

A bloke could get lost. Let’s go the secret way. 

BUCKLEY rolls CHARLIE into a lift and they descend. The doors open onto a long, gloomy tunnel. 

BUCKLEY

Miles of ducting, conduits, wotnot. I often think of all that filth and excrement pumping along them pipes. I try not to dwell on it… but so much quicker getting from one side of the prison to another. Through these tunnels, I mean. Specially with someone in your predicament. 

All sorts of stories, mind, about what goes on down here. 

BUCKLEY and CHARLIE walk on in silence. Pipes hiss and hum. Lights flicker. At one point they pass an underground broom cupboard, there’s the sound of rampant, joyful conjugation.

BUCKLEY



(OVER HIS SHOULDER, AS THEY PASS) We’re up 


early, Chaplain!
They continue in silence, deeper and darker. The chair stops. For the first time CHARLIE looks nervous. Out of the gloom, a flame as BUCKLEY lights a cigarette. 

CHARLIE

What did you do with all our gear, Buckley? 

BUCKLEY

I’m afraid I haven’t the faintest idea to what it is you’re referring. 

CHARLIE



You done us all, didn’t you? Shot Reynolds, 


nicked the money, blew the bank, wasted me… 


forfucksake!

BUCKLEY

Charlie, Charlie… I’m truly hurt that you think I’d do all that.

He drops a pistol into Charlie’s lap. 

Here. If you really believe that, blow my legs off. Go on!
CHARLIE snatches up the gun and puts it to his own head.

BUCKLEY


(LAUGHING INSANELY) Be my guest!
CHARLIE fires. The gun clicks uselessly. He turns it on Buckley. It clicks again. He then fires four shots at his own head. All six chambers are empty. By now CHARLIE is sweating profusely. The gun slips from his hand to the floor, out of his reach. Using his handkerchief to preserve Charlie’s prints, BUCKLEY picks it up.

BUCKLEY


What are we gonna do with you, Charlie? Your prints on a handgun? The very same piece that done for Reynolds? What will the judge make of that?
BUCKLEY places the gun in a clear evidence bag, seals and pockets it.

INT. PRISON GYM, THE SAME DAY. DAY

A short while later. RACHEL, in the busy gym, working with another inmate. An armed guard wheels CHARLIE in. He is still smouldering. Everyone turns to look at him. 

RACHEL

Morning, Charlie. I’ve got something to put a smile on your face. 

CHARLIE doesn’t answer. 

RACHEL undoes Charlie’s trousers and removes them. He sits in his boxers staring at the bare stumps of what remains of his legs.

RACHEL, who was expecting a positive reaction from Charlie, is now confused. She fits Charlie’s stump socks and solid inner leg liners, then delves inside a plastic bag... pulling out the two new prosthetic legs for Charlie.

RACHEL

Ta da! 

BUCKLEY



(SUDDENLY APPEARING IN THE DOORWAY) Nice legs 

Charlie, but they’ll never stand up in court!

BUCKLEY laughs at his own joke, turns to leave as RACHEL perseveres and fits Charlie’s legs.
She pushes his wheelchair to one end of a set of parallel bars. He lifts himself up slowly, resting all his weight on the new prosthetic legs and leaning with his elbows on the bars. 

Tentatively, he tries to walk a few steps on his new legs. With a huge effort, he manages two. He is sweating profusely as he struggles to make the third. 

The door opens and two mean looking SKINHEAD PRISONERS confront him. Rachel bars their way. 

SKINHEAD 1 holds RACHEL as SKINHEAD 2 gives CHARLIE an almighty kick in the groin. He goes down to the floor. 

SKINHEAD 2

A message from Mr Rankin and co., Charlie. They just want to know… where’s their stash?

SKINHEAD 2 rips one of CHARLIE’S legs off and smashes it against the wall.

RACHEL



No! 

RACHEL elbows SKINHEAD 1 in the groin and as he doubles up in agony she picks up the broken leg and clubs SKINHEAD 2 in the kidney, who drops to the floor. MR LOVE and THE GOVERNOR look in from the balcony overhead and take in the scene.

MR LOVE

(TO THE GOVERNOR) Looks like she works them hard! 

(WAVING A PIECE OF PAPER) At long last, Charlie! Your bail’s come through!

EXT. CHARLIE’S APARTMENT, DAY

CAREFUL struggles to manoeuvre CHARLIE in a wheelchair up the entrance steps to a modern apartment block. 
CAREFUL

No, Charlie, Sonia’s alright. She must have been down Sainsbury’s buying up the fatted calf counter. Bet she’s up there now. Big smile on her face and legs opened wide, waiting to give you a big kiss. Great girl, your Sonia.  

INT. CHARLIES APARTMENT, DAY

CHARLIE and CAREFUL are at the threshold of the apartment. It has been stripped bare.

CAREFUL



Oh. 



Well then. So, sometimes… she always was a 


slapper, Sonia was. 
CHARLIE



(WRETCHED) That’s why I liked her.

INT. LOCAL PUB, DAY

The bar is very quiet. A half-hearted attempt has been made to decorate the bar for Charlie’s coming out party, a banner reads “WELCOME BACK CHARLIE!” and a few uncommitted balloons adorn the walls. CHARLIE, CAREFUL and an assortment of villains sit quietly at a table, ignored half-finished drinks in front of them.

CHARLIE



We’ll need passports, tickets, and gear. 


Ronnie. Where has the fat bastard stowed our 

goods? Bank, box number. Louis - we’ll need all 

the usual, whistles and bangs, and please 


this time… no Eastern Block timers.

LOUIS



Yes, chief.

CHARLIE



We’ve got ten days at the outside.

CAREFUL and LOUIS both wince.

The saloon bar doors screech open. A sepulchral silence, as BUCKLEY enters the pub and walks over to them.

CHARLIE



(UNDER HIS BREATH) Oh shut up…
BUCKLEY



Hello, lads. Not too late for the festives, am 

I?

CAREFUL



(STANDING) This is a private do, Mr Buckley. 

I’m afraid you’re not on the list.

BUCKLEY



That’s a bit harsh isn’t it, Careful? After all 

these years? I
won’t stay long anyway. ‘Spect 

you’ve got plans…

BUCKLEY throws a fifty pound note onto the table as he turns to go. 



Just wanted to say …have one on me. Don’t let 

them say Donald Buckley forgets his… friends! 

BUCKLEY turns to leave at the door he mimes firing a revolver.  

EXT. REHAB, DAY

A few days later.

RICK, PAULA, HENRY, PHIL are looking out of a window as WORKMEN begin to demolish a nearby building. 

A car pulls into the rehab yard driven by CAREFUL. PAULA spots them and nudges PHIL.
PAULA
Oi look. It’s him. 

PHIL
Where? 

HENRY, RICK and PHIL ‘race’ outside.

INT. REHAB, DAY

PHIL pushes CHARLIE. CAREFUL walks behind carrying a pair of false legs in a bin liner.

PHIL
So I’ve got this mate down the ‘laundrette’. Always happy to put a few nickers through the spin cycle. Get my drift?

PAULA
You’re talking drivel, Phillip. 

PHIL

Charlie knows what I’m on about.

MUM

You were the one in the papers, weren’t you … shooting up the High Street? 

RICK


I hope you hit Burger King.

MUM

Cryin’ shame. You’re not safe nowhere, these days. I used to go up Woolies in my dressing gown and slippers. 

RACHEL

Right - thanks Mum. Welcome to Rehab. Now this is Paula. She has MS.

MUM

Don’t mind me - I’m just a little old lady. You can call me Mum. Like a cuppa?

CHARLIE

Two sugars. Cheers Mum. 

(AS THE OTHERS SETTLE, AND SURVEYING THE ROOM) Got the builders in? Bit minimalist, isn’t it?

RACHEL

(IGNORING HIM) This is Phil. He has a visual impairment … 

PHIL

Watch out for me in the showers. 

RACHEL

… but he’s here at the moment because he did his knees in doing karaoke.

PHIL


Eminem. I fell off the stage.

CHARLIE


     Respect.


RACHEL


Rick. Rick’s lovely. Aren’t you?

RICK


What a horrible thing to say. Hi.

RACHEL


     Rick used to work in a bank. 

RICK


     Sixteen years of twelve hour days. A whole  

          different concept in robbery.


HENRY strides forward and offers his hand.

HENRY


Name’s Henry. Welcome aboard the original sinking ship.

PHIL

(TO RICK) Never mind – next time Charlie rips one off, he’ll cut us all in.  

RACHEL

Phil, behave…!

RACHEL

And as I think you know - this is Frankie.

There is a silence. Everyone tries to find something fascinating to look at. FRANKIE lets fly with an enormous gob of spit. 

MUM

Manners.

RACHEL

Frankie – to the bars! 

FRANKIE doesn’t move – he and CHARLIE are still staring 

each other out. 

RACHEL


To the bars, Frankie. Move!

FRANKIE shuffles slowly to the bars. His limp is 

exaggerated for Charlie's benefit. 

FRANKIE continues his exercise, but casts a mean, sideways look at RACHEL and CHARLIE.

INT. REHAB DAY

A few minutes later.

CHARLIE lies on a day bed behind a drawn screen in one corner of the rehab room. CAREFUL sits quietly on a plastic chair as RACHEL examines Charlie’s stumps. She then fits the mended false legs with infinite care. They are obviously no good.

RACHEL


I know someone who may be able to help. 

 CHARLIE

How long before they close you down?

RACHEL

Not long. A planning objection got us a month or two of a reprieve. Once this place is demolished you’ll be forty miles away from the nearest rehab. 

CHARLIE

I’d best get mobile then, eh?

RACHEL goes to move the screen as CAREFUL places the legs back in the bin liner.

CAREFUL

Handy though, ain’t it Charlie? All these empty buildings. 

RACHEL

So are we ready for some sit-ups?

CHARLIE

Sorry, sweetheart - I need to piss.

INT. TOILETS DAY
CHARLIE wheels himself into the large rundown toilet. It appears to be empty. He finds the cubicle marked ‘Disabled’. 

FRANKIE

Mind yourself on this slippery floor.

FRANKIE lunges at CHARLIE pushing a crutch into his chest. Charlie is propelled back. The chair stops at the toilet bowl but Charlie tips back. He smacks his head on the ceramic. A trickle of blood runs from a cut on his scalp. With a huge effort CHARLIE rights himself in the chair.

CHARLIE

Piss off! You’ve made your point.

FRANKIE

Yeah but I don’t feel better yet!

CHARLIE

You won’t. You never will as long as you’re smacking the wrong bloke.

FRANKIE

Don’t give me that … who then?

CHARLIE

You’re not ready.

FRANKIE

One name!

CHARLIE
We walked right into it, all of us – except you and I never walked away.

FRANKIE looks at CHARLIE for a moment, then he opens the door and yells:

FRANKIE
I need help in here! Mr Watkins has had a fall.

EXT. MR KIDNEY’S LOCK-UP, DAY

Later the same day

Rachel gets out of her car outside a windswept row of garages carrying Charlie’s legs in the big plastic bag. She raps three times on the metal door. 

MR KIDNEY opens the door. An elderly Jamaican in a scruffy workshop overcoat. 

INT. LOCK-UP, DAY 

The garage has been converted into a small prosthetics workshop. The walls are lined with tools and there are false legs hanging on meat-hooks. A rack on the far wall houses a collection of myo-electric arms and hands in various states of disrepair. Occasionally, responding to a stray electronic impulse, some of the hands on the rack open and close involuntarily. 

Mr Kidney examines Charlie’s NHS legs. 

MR KIDNEY

Where d’you get these, Kwik Fit? 

MR KIDNEY throws them into a steel drum in the corner. 

So these new legs are for Mr Charlie Watkins? The genuine Mr Cool? 

RACHEL

That’s him. 

He unlocks a metal cabinet inside we see a single leg, its metalwork gleaming gold. 

MR KIDNEY

(A CHUCKLE) Here’s a custom job I did earlier. Carbon fibre. The softest inner liner on the market. I had to send away to Austria to get the ankle. It’s what they call, auto-responsive, for the maximum in momentum. Means my client can run. 


(OMINOUS) He might have to. 


Mr Charlie’s limbs will be finished to the exact dimensions of those old ones, less five centimeters. He’ll find it easier to be shorter. And since the shape of his stumps will change with time, I’ll need to see him again in about three or four months. 

RACHEL

(ADMIRING THE LEG IN THE CABINET) It’s… beautiful. 

MR KIDNEY

No, lady – it’s an abomination.

EXT. PLAYING FIELDS, DREAM
FRANKIE is running through juicy green grass barefoot. He lifts his right leg to deliver a sweet perfectly timed kick to a brilliant white football. His left leg snaps in half beneath him.

INT. FRANKIE’S LIVING ROOM, NIGHT

FRANKIE wakes suddenly from an armchair doze. His toddler son (BILL) who has been sleeping sweatily in his lap has slid onto FRANK’s damaged leg. The boy starts to cry. The howling is horrible.

BILL



Ow ow ow ow ow ow.

FRANKIE


Ow ow ow ow ow ow.

INT. REHAB, DAY

Three days later.
RACHEL is on the phone. PAULA arrives at the doorway on crutches. She is having trouble standing. 
RACHEL is typing angrily at a PC. She looks at PAULA in the doorway, and motions her to the one chair in the cramped office. She raises a questioning eyebrow.

PAULA


I left it at the bus station…

There is a shout from the corridor. RACHEL pushes the door to with her foot.



…outside the Manager’s office. 
RACHEL



I respect your unilateral protests Paula, but 

you could use the NHS transport. 

PAULA


What? Thirteen hours and a four hundred mile round trip via Hunstanton and EuroDisney? No thank you. I demand my right to public transport. 
RACHEL


Then get in touch with this lot … they look like your sort of militant deviants.

RACHEL hands PAULA a leaflet, with the acronym “NADS” on 

it. PAULA sniggers then grabs it with her teeth, as her 

hands are occupied with the crutches.

PAULA


Ta …

There is a commotion in the corridor.
PHIL



This wheelchair’s crippled!

RACHEL opens the swing doors. PHIL and HENRY are sitting there, pushing at the knob on the Rehab’s second spare wheelchair. There are sparks coming from it. 

PHIL



Jesus! I’m gonna get fried! 

RACHEL



What you done now? That’s hospital property.

HENRY



It’s the perishing recon wiring. You’ve got 


another spare chair, haven’t you? You’re always 

lending it out. 

RACHEL


Yeah, and I have.

HENRY


What?

RACHEL


Lent it out. I lent it out to Charlie. Paula should think before she goes leaving wheelchairs in bus terminals …

There is an awkward silence.

HENRY


But he’s… He’s…

RACHEL


He’s what, Henry?

PAULA


He’s a bank robber. I think what Henry’s trying to say is that Charlie Watkins – the famous Charlie Watkins – is a millionaire bank-robbing cop-shooter who doesn’t deserve the kind of special treatment you’re affording him. That he don’t deserve the hospital rehab’s one and only useable spare wheelchair. Am I right, Henry? 

HENRY nods.

RACHEL

Oh shit.

PHIL


Why don’t we just get Charlie to nick us some?

PHIL goes to push the knob on the chair again, but sparks 

fly out of it and then there is a small explosion. The 

whole side of the chair flies off and wedges itself into 

the curtain track at the window. Everyone stares at it, 

then back at Phil. 

CHARLIE comes through the door in his electric chair. MUM and RICK follow closely behind.

CHARLIE

Keep that up and you’ll look like me. Go on, you can have this one. 

With an enormous effort, CHARLIE heaves himself into the knackered chair.

CHARLIE

And just for the record, everybody, I am not loaded.

HENRY



Oh my bleeding heart.

CHARLIE


That’s right - you are a bunch of bleeding hearts! Instead of depending on the state to sort out you troubles, why don’t you get off your arses and do something for yourselves for a change? If the bloody chair’s broken, get it fixed. Or is that just too hard, Henry?

HENRY


And who’s paying for this, may I ask?

CHARLIE


I am. Just get it fixed and we’ll worry about money later. If they get arsey, direct them to me. 

RACHEL


(REACHING FOR HER BAG, PULLING OUT CAR KEYS, THROWING THEM AT RICK) C’mon then. 

RICK


What?
CHARLIE

What?

RACHEL


C'mon you two. Rick can play chauffeur today.
INT. CAR, DAY

A few minutes later.
RICK clamps a chunky steel block onto the steering wheel of Rachel's car. He then slides a leather gauntlet onto his right hand, using his teeth to tighten it. The gauntlet has a steel pin which Rick inserts into a hole in the block. It clicks home. He takes his foot off the brake and the car starts to roll forward.

RICK

 

Yeah baby!
A busy, suburban High Street. RICK drives. RACHEL is in the front passenger seat, CHARLIE is in the middle of the back seat. 

RACHEL



Slow down a little, Rick.

RICK



What?

RACHEL



This is a thirty mile an hour zone!

RICK



Yeah, but that’s a minimum, right?

CHARLIE

It must be pretty hairy driving again, Rick?

RICK

S’Ok - as long as my hands don’t fall off.

CHARLIE



Just as well you’re not the get away driver. 



So… what happened then?

RICK



Septicaemia. Meningitis. Come out of the clear 

blue - like a row with the wife.
RACHEL

Look, can you slow down please? I’m too poor to die. 

CHARLIE

You’re married?

RICK

Yeah – to Veronica, Ronnie. Three kids. Six, three, and twelve weeks.
CHARLIE

Nice one. 

RICK
One minute I was sitting on the sofa, the next I was on the floor. Ronnie called an ambulance. They took me down to A&E and they did the usual…
CHARLIE

Right…
RICK

…Parked me on a trolley in the corridor and waited to see if I’d croak. 

RACHEL

Well, it was Friday night. Honestly – sometimes I think you people expect the earth of the medical profession.

RICK

Yeah. They were tied up with all the drunks and wifebeaters. Anyway, by the time they’d run tests and waited for the results and then read the results upside down, I was practically gone. Just enough time left to take a saw to my arms and legs, and the rest. Still, can't grumble.

I’m alive. I’ve got my wife, and the kids. Daytime TV, novelty hands. I think there are people worse off.

CHARLIE

Are there? Bet things are a bit tight.
RICK

Yeah … I think Ronnie’s cheezed off with the old “weigh and save” lifestyle.
Still, bad as it is, it’s as bad as it gets. You, you’ll be fine. Rachel is crap obviously. But you’re below the knee on both sides.

CHARLIE

As everyone likes to remind me.

RICK

You’ll be doing charity marathons in no time. 

CHARLIE

Yeah, then I can give my legs a good long stretch around the prison courtyard - for the next twenty years.
RACHEL

Right, here we are Chez Kidney.
RACHEL gets out of the car and starts to manhandle the electric wheelchair out of the hatchback.

CHARLIE



Here, you used to work in a bank?

RICK



Guilty. 

CHARLIE

I've got a mate… 

RICK
Yeah, Careful … 
CHARLIE


No, another mate … his missus ran off with the number for one of them… safe deposit boxes… 

RICK


Tell him to ring Relate…

CHARLIE


…He knows which Bank, and the boxholder's name, but… how does he find out the number?

RICK

He doesn’t. 

The box was in her name right? 

CHARLIE

Yep.

RICK
Goes to the heart of banking ethics. That’s

why people use them boxes - to hide away their dirty little secrets.

FRANKIE



So there’s like, no way?

RICK



I didn’t say that. Whatsit Rachel says? 


"There's always a way".

EXT. FRANKIE'S GARDEN, DAY

The same day, the same road.
It's a modest garden. The hankie-sized lawn is strewn with childrens' toys. FRANKIE, wearing shorts and a dirty T shirt is lying on the path. He is trying to do some weeding. A figure appears at the side gate, a man dressed in police uniform, DUGGIE.

DUGGIE


Oi oi.

FRANKIE


Duggie mate.

DUGGIE


Never had you down for the green-fingered sort



… can't stop.

FRANKIE


Shame. I've got some beers in the fridge.

DUGGIE


(TORN) Oh, man.

FRANKIE
Still, mustn't bend the “thin blue line” eh?

DUGGIE
You naughty boy. Can tell you’ve joined the other side.

FRANKIE
Eh?

DUGGIE
Heard about you Securicor gig.

FRANKIE


Blimey. Is nothing secret? Yeah start week on  

Monday. Strictly paper merchant, but one day I 

may make it on to the vans. 

DUGGIE
You must love uniforms, you warped bastard. 
FRANKIE
Not as much as you love your aftershave. You on the pull or what?

DUGGIE
You wish darlin’. No, gift from a grateful customer. I've come on an errand. The boys and girls thought you'd want to see the old man off, down the Hungry Horse, Wednesday. 
EXT. CAR, DAY

RICK’s house. A quiet suburban cul-de-sac. The car screeches in, much too fast. RICK mounts the kerb and knocks a row of full dustbins over onto the neighbouring gardens.

RICK



Sorry, that was rubbish. 

RACHEL and RICK open their doors and stagger up the path laughing together.

CHARLIE watches the children running amok in the front garden pretending to fire guns at him, CHARLIE feigns a direct hit and slumps forward. 

CHARLIE notices Rachel’s wallet in the centre console and starts to flick through it. He doesn’t notice her return.
RACHEL




Old habits die hard, eh Charlie?

CHARLIE


You really think I’d want to nick your 


paltry bit of tat?

RACHEL gets into the driver’s seat, and leans across to take the wallet from Charlie. She starts to drive.

CHARLIE




One of yours?

RACHEL looks back at Charlie to see that he is holding up a picture of a smiling little boy, about 8 years old.

RACHEL




None of your business.

He puts the photo back.

RACHEL




Nephew, Laurie - Newcastle.

CHARLIE




Thank you.

RACHEL




And you…?

CHARLIE

Josh - Leyton, Ruby - Upminster. Kelly, also Upminster. Charles (Junior) - Bushey. Carmel - Bristol.

RACHEL




Blimey.

CHARLIE

… Anthony - Lewisham. Josh number two – also Lewisham.

RACHEL




A busy professional like you. Where did 


you find the time?

CHARLIE




(LOOKING THE OTHER WAY) Actually, I 



didn’t.

EXT. HOSPITAL EMPTY OUTBUILDING, DAY

Two days later. Thin drizzle spatters on tarpaulins.

CAREFUL and the gang are disguised as workmen. They’re carrying different loads of equipment into the building.

CHARLIE is holding court as the others listen attentively; hidden behind a pile of building equipment. 

EXT. CRANE PLATFORM, DAY

At the the same time - BUCKLEY, wearing headphones, sitting on a small camper stool puffs on a gigantic cigar. Next to him a specialist police officer angles a directional microphone.

CHARLIE V/O



Careful, all I asked you to do was chat up 


one of them blousy cashiers. You’ve done it 


before.
GANG MEMBER V/O



Yeah, but last time he remembered to take


something for her guide dog.

There is a chorus of laughter

CHARLIE V/O


(IMPATIENT) I’ll be pushing up daisies before 

you lot came up with that number. I’m 



making other arrangements. Just wait alright.
FRANKIE on a fag break stares out of the rehab window. He 

sees Buckley's coat and the tip of the microphone. His

gaze follows the direction of the mic.

INT REHAB, DAY

Half an hour later.

RACHEL is in the office on the phone. MUM is in the corridor listening. Further along, at the far end of the corridor sits RICK.
RACHEL

…yeah, I’ll wait - that’s what I’m good at…

RACHEL sighs in exasperation. Then leans towards the corridor and yells to no one in particular.
…Five minutes. Apparently something fell off on the M11…
BUCKLEY and FRANKIE emerge from the gym at the far end of the corridor. They lean in to shake hands, and BUCKLEY whispers something in FRANKIE’S ear. FRANKIE smiles, half-heartedly. They make their farewells and BUCKLEY walks the full length of the corridor to join MUM (carrying a mug of tea) outside RACHEL’S door.

MUM

(TO BUCKLEY) She needs a man, she does. Runs this place single handed all day, then it’s just… home to a Loyd Grossman. Makes you weep. 
BUCKLEY



Yeah? My missus swears by her birds.

MUM



Ooh, yeah – birds. I like them. I tried to keep 

them myself once, but the cats had them. 


Bastards cats. 

BUCKLEY


Look, I gotta go. Could you just tell Rachel 

I’ll catch up with her later.

BUCKLEY gives FRANKIE a thumbs up, then leaves.

RICK



He your boss?
FRANKIE


Was.



What are you… undercover?

FRANKIE



Do me a favour. Think I did this (POINTING TO 

HIS LEG) just to find out how many HobNobs you 

have with your tea? 
There is a yell from Rachel's office:
RACHEL



Alright, heads up! 

At the counter MUM has set out the tea. 

MUM



What? You off now? 
EXT. REHAB. DAY

A few minutes later. Still drizzling.

FRANKIE, RICK, RACHEL and HENRY climb aboard a decrepit minibus. PAULA waits at the back of the bus where there is a wheelchair lift. She is joined by CHARLIE who is being pushed by CAREFUL. As CHARLIE and CAREFUL cross the car park they see BUCKLEY getting into his car. They look at each other in alarm.
Inside the bus FRANKIE settles into the seat behind HENRY. RACHEL sits alone in the seat nearest the driver. She is checking a list on a clipboard.

DRIVER

Where's it to be? Capri, Monte Carlo, San 
Gimininiano?

RACHEL

(NOT LOOKING UP) Harpenden, Stevenage, Harlow. Thanks.

DRIVER



Beaudiful.

They drive for a few seconds in silence. The windows steam up instantly.

PHIL

Man. Someone's jumper niffs something rank.

PAULA

Sorry. It's me. I knitted it myself. It don't like the wet.

PHIL

You did remove the sheep didn't you?

Everyone (except RACHEL) starts to "Baa" quietly.
An hour later. The van pulls into the car park of another Rehab. It is a set of wind-blasted Portacabins.
RACHEL



Right this is the Orthopaedic specialist 


centre. We’ll just go in and have a look see. 

Alright?
CHARLIE

Nice. Which lucky blighter alights here?

FRANKIE

Me.

CHARLIE smirks.

PHIL



And me - this is my choice crib.

FRANKIE and HENRY get out first. Then RACHEL helps PHIL down. They bow their heads against the elements. As they set off across the car park, PHIL takes out a short white stick. He flips it to extend it. With his other hand he goes to take RACHEL's arm. Instead she grasps his hand protectively and whispers something in his ear.

The others wipe the condensation from the windows to get a view. HENRY moves across to sit next to RICK. PAULA looks across at CHARLIE, whose wheelchair is clamped alongside hers.

PAULA

He's bricking it… Phil.
CHARLIE nods.

…This here’s orthopaedic. There'll be another one specially for strokes, dead common, they are. You and Rick, you're the amps, and there’s my lot, neuro and degenerative.
Some Charlie (sorry) … some Herbert decided that nine rehabs had to become five. The only way they could sell it was by making five specialist units, with skilled up staff.

CHARLIE



What's the other … the fifth?

PAULA

Dunno. I'm not an expert … horses probably. Equestrian, they’ll call it. It’ll be full of Romanian donkeys.
CHARLIE



What about… Rachel? 

PAULA

They want her to apply for something with strokes. Strokes is on the up apparently.
Can't see it myself …
EXT. HOSPITAL EMPTY OUTBUILDING, DAY

Meanwhile.

BUCKLEY and TWO POLICE OFFICERS inspect the equipment stowed by the gang. Wearing surgical gloves, they lift up tarpaulins and open boxes making an inventory as they go. The second officer records the scene with a video camera. Nothing is removed. The scene is left undisturbed. BUCKLEY turns out the lights and padlocks the room. He takes out his mobile phone to make a call.
EXT. TRANSPORT CAFÉ, DAY.
Three hours later.

The rehab van draws into the vast tarmac'd forecourt of a transport café on the A1. Articulated lorries tower over the van. The café itself is decorated like a Swiss chalet, with shuttered windows and lacy curtains. Running the length of the building is a carved wooden sign, "HEIDISKABIN". Evening has come early. Lights twinkle optimistically at the steamy windows.

RACHEL and the DRIVER alight and make their way to the back of the van. RACHEL holds an umbrella over them both as the DRIVER fiddles with the lift mechanism.

Inside the van the mood is grumpy.

RICK

I hope it's clean.

FRANKIE

(STANDING) Sod this. I've gotta stretch my legs.

RICK

(DUBIOUS) Howdya know this place Henners?

HENRY

From many hours spent on the road. The owner is an old … client of mine.

PHIL

I'll bet.

There is a horrendous banging and screeching at the back of the van, then the lift finally starts to work. The driver leans in and unhitches Paula's wheelchair. RACHEL gives PAULA the umbrella. The driver pushes PAULA towards the café entrance. RICK, FRANKIE and HENRY fall in behind, but under the awning of the café FRANKIE stops to answer a mobile phone call. 

Meanwhile RACHEL waits patiently, her hair plastered to her head, her jacket sodden: she looks fantastic.

CHARLIE

(TO RACHEL) I don't wanna get out. Leave me here.

RACHEL

C'mon Charlie. I'll stand you a hot chocolate and a toasted teacake… a deep fried baked bean buttie?

(TRYING TO READ HIM) It wasn't that bad. You and Rick will be together. You’ll be forty miles from Frank.
They both glance at FRANK who is just flipping his mobile phone shut. FRANK sees them. 
CHARLIE

I'm OK. Just bugger off alright. I'm not going to do a runner.

HENRY

What's the prob?

RACHEL

Charlie's doing a Garbo.

HENRY lumbers back towards CHARLIE. He passes RACHEL who runs to join the others as they enter the café.

HENRY



Desperate, isn’t it? I think we’ve all had 


enough.



We must look like a traveling freak circus.
CHARLIE



Sorry?

HENRY



Everywhere I go, people stare.

CHARLIE shrugs his agreement.

(CHANGING TACK) I know the old girl who runs this place, she'd be chuffed to bits to meet Charlie Watkins. 

CHARLIE

What's left of him.

HENRY
She's very broad-minded.

CHARLIE



Yeah, exactly. I know her broad … mind.

HENRY



(REALISATION) Ahhh. Oh dear.



You too?

CHARLIE



Mmmm.

HENRY

(NOSTALGIC) I used to run a little business from this very car park.

CHARLIE

Yeah, I thought I knew you. So Henry’s not quite the gent, eh?
HENRY

"Au contraire". Always the gent. I just dropped Frau Heidi the odd insider trade every now and then. And for that she was… totally accommodating. 

CHARLIE



Oh yes. (SAVOURING THE NAME) H…e…i…d…i.
HENRY grins nostalgically. CHARLIE looks at HENRY with a new appreciation. They both start too laugh.  

HENRY



Desperate times Charlie. You look a little 


desperate these days my old son.
CHARLIE


Could say that.



I’m just feeling a bit let down. The old firm’s 

not so firm.

EXT. MR KIDNEY’S LOCK UP, NIGHT

A week later
Darkness. Rain. A grim, grey metal garage door. MR KIDNEY opens the door and stares at HENRY, and RICK standing outside. MR KIDNEY looks both ways down the road, then ushers them in.

INT. MR KIDNEY’S LOCK UP, NIGHT

MR KIDNEY lights a spliff and sits down at his desk by the wall. RICK picks up a finished myoelectric arm from a workbench and studies it. MR KIDNEY checks out Rick with professional interest. He’s clocked the NHS limbs in an instant.
MR KIDNEY



Charlie Watkins… How’s he getting on with them 

legs?

HENRY

Oh, I think you could safely say that he’s up and about. Actually, it was about the legs that we came. 

RICK

 
And a few other things. He’s given us a list.

MR KIDNEY


This isn’t Shopper’s Paradise, y’know. And be careful of the hand on that one – it needs some refinements. 

MR KIDNEY swivels, leans down and opens a drawer in his desk. He pulls out a bottle of whisky and three glasses. He pours, and hands each of them a glass.



Go on. 

As HENRY begins to talk, MR KIDNEY reclines in his chair and closes his eyes.

HENRY

Well, first of all we need to talk about remote operated cameras. 

MR KIDNEY



How d’you wanna control them?

HENRY



We thought, a sleevewire.

MR KIDNEY.



No, microwaves. OK. Gimme that list. 

MR KIDNEY scans the piece of paper HENRY has handed him. As KIDNEY flicks his lighter to re-light his spliff, the myoelectric hand that RICK has been inspecting suddenly comes to life and closes tight on his groin. He jumps up, in agony, with the closed artificial hand flailing from his trousers.

RICK



Arggh, arggh, arggh!

MR KIDNEY

I told you not to play with it. 

INT. CORPORATE BANKING CENTRE, DAY

HENRY pushes RICK (unusually) in his wheelchair. RICK catches the eye of one of the assistant managers, through the glass partition windows. The asst. manager, DECLAN, opens the door and walks towards RICK and HENRY. 

DECLAN



(STRETCHING OUT HIS HAND TO GREET RICK) Mate! 

RICK



Mate.

DECLAN



Long time no see.

RICK



Yeah. Changed a bit since my time. 

DECLAN

State of the art security now. A sad reflection on our violent age. Keep the bloody customers at arm’s length. Especially all them dodgy disabled! Only joking. 

RICK


This is Henry. 

DECLAN


Nice one. Alright? Don’t be intimidated, Henry – it’s just my way. I’m legendary in here. You two coming in for a coffee, then?

RICK


You got time?

DECLAN


For you Rick, yes – I have precisely three and a half minutes before I piss off down the pub. 

The three of them go through another security door into a vast open plan office. 

DECLAN

Actually, it’s kinda quiet. It’s the computers that do all the hard work, nowadays. (SHOUTING ACROSS THE OFFICE TO A GIRL COUNTING CASH) I just spend my days trying to get a view down Vicky’s blouse. Don’t I, Vics? (TO RICK AND HENRY) I think she fancies me. Barely legal, innit, eh? Here, look at my e-mail. Go on. 

DECLAN shows them the screen on his desk, and an e-mail that displays the message: ‘To all staff: please be advised that Declan is a DICK’ 

DECLAN

(SMIRKING) See what I have to put up with? (RAISING HIS VOICE TO THE OFFICE, IN GENERAL) Now, the individual who sent me this e-mail will be soundly disciplined. In the toilets, after I’ve beered up in the pub! (LAUGHS) No, not really. Disciplined – geddit? Nice one. What’s that noise?

HENRY


What noise?

DECLAN


That whirring.

HENRY


I didn’t hear any whirring. 

DECLAN


(LIFTS HIS LEG AND FARTS) God, I’m wasted here. I should be in a circus. Anyway, Rick, mate – I shouldn’t really let you see this, but I will. See, we ain’t our own names no more, we’ve got user names. Look. Can’t do nothing in this place now without your user name. So for laugh I assigned everyone celebrity names.


Guess who I am. Go on. Guess.

RICK

Oh, I don’t know. David Beckham. 

DECLAN


(DEFLATED) Well … anyway. Oh yeah – we’ve got all the celebs working in our branch. Ronnie Biggs is in the cash room, Burt Reynolds, he’s on the counter, Dale Winton’s on Foreign, Harry Potter’s doing Home Loans. 
DECLAN and HENRY now head towards the coffee machine 

which is in a small screened off kitchen area. 


Right. How do you take it?

HENRY

As the actress said …

DECLAN

Oh yes indeed.

RICK is left alone at Declan's desk. He types in "Buckley" and several entries come up. Rick photographs the screen. Alerted by the whirring sound, a girl, NAOMI, looks up over a partition. She covers her shock at seeing Rick with embarrassed cheeriness.

NAOMI

Er… alright then?

RICK beams back good-naturedly. Out of sight, NAOMI turns to her next door colleague and grimaces. DECLAN and HENRY re-enter with a plastic tray of coffees.

DECLAN



What’s that bloody noise? Can you hear it?

DECLAN shakes his wrist and checks his watch.



Uh-oh. Attention, attention – this is an 


official alarm. Will all twelve o’clock staff 

please note that it is now time to vacate these 

premises in a quest for hospitality and 


refreshment at The King’s Head. In other words, 

naff off! (TO RICK) Here – sod all this, mate. 

You coming? 

INT. REHAB, DAY

CHARLIE in a wheelchair in front of the TV. His mind is on other things. HENRY throws a folder into his lap. CHARLIE opens the folder discretely and reads. RICK is hovering shiftily in the background.
CHARLIE



How the fu…?

HENRY



Box number, security schedules, alarm details 

- it’s all there.

CHARLIE



How did you…?

HENRY

That doesn’t matter. Thought this might be an appropriate fee for a small stake in your enterprise.

CHARLIE



Whatever for?

HENRY



What have we got to lose?

CHARLIE



"We?" Who's "we?"

HENRY


Perhaps it’s time for us freaks to put on a 


show. That’d make‘em stare eh?

CHARLIE starts to laugh. HENRY picks up the folder and ambles to the door.

CHARLIE



C’mon then. Let’s see what you got.

INT. LAP DANCING CLUB. NIGHT
HENRY and CHARLIE are deep in conversation some distance away from the stage and dancing area. HENRY is writing notes in a small leather notebook. Without warning two gorgeous, pneumatically-endowed girls, in cowboy hats, and boots, and pink, sequined g-strings approach. The first girl starts to gyrate seductively about an inch away from CHARLIE who is in his wheelchair. In the distance a MAN IN A SUIT gives a thumbs-up to Charlie.
CHARLIE


Fuzz. Prat. 


(TO THE GIRL) Sorry lovely, not tonight eh?


Go on Henry, don’t mind me.

Before he can object, HENRY in his massive neck brace is being engulfed by the second dancer. He tries to decline her advances but she has already pressed her boobs in his face. His brace gets caught in her nipple tassle. She extracts herself with amazing grace. CHARLIE directs the girls away, sliding a tenner into each g-string.

Effin’ nuisance isn’t it?

HENRY nods and lights a cigar. His hands are shaking. CHARLIE notices but barely misses a beat in the conversational flow.

You got form Henners?
HENRY shakes his head.

CHARLIE


Me neither. I can’t do time. Not like this. 

HENRY

You’ll get Buckley. You’ll get your money.

CHARLIE


Yeah, and then what? Run? Where to, old fruit? Careful and Ronnie can’t piss without Buckley turning up to adjust their flies. And even if he does go down, there’s enough evidence to put me inside ‘til I dunno’.
HENRY

They didn’t suspect Ricky though did they? Or me now. I’m just some sad old sod from the cripple club, right?

Well?


What if I promised to get your evidence? No questions asked, mind. Leaving Careful and co’ to do their stuff, when the time comes.

CHARLIE has his eye on the policeman, who stands, buttons 

his jacket, and heads towards Charlie and Henry’s table.
CHARLIE


Heads up.


… and then my catheter bag split … what a mess that was, all over the bedroom floor.

HENRY

Oh I hate it when that happens!
SEQUENCE, REHAB CAR-PARK, NIGHT / INT. FRANKIE'S 

BATHROOM. NIGHT

At home, FRANKIE is in the bathroom shaving off his growth of stubble. LOUISE watches him splash on some after shave then follows him into the bedroom and watches as he puts on a crisp white shirt. She then helps him pull on his trousers over his heavily braced leg. She does up the zip fly for him, slowly, flicking her hand inside to tuck in a stray piece of shirt. FRANKIE closes his eyes and smiles a rare smile.  

Meanwhile

HENRY, RICK and PHIL are in the Rehab car park disguising the Rehab minibus as a white police vehicle. PAULA is in the Rehab kitchen, drinking lager from a can and sewing buttons onto a police uniform. 

Meanwhile

A car horn sounds. FRANKIE tweaks aside the living room curtain and nods to whoever is outside. He checks his appearance in the hall mirror and picks up an elbow crutch from beside the front door. 

LOUISE

You got your keys? These things can go on all night.

The door slams. LOUISE looks out of the window and watches as he makes his way down the path.

EXT. HUNGRY HORSE PUB. NIGHT
Meanwhile

Sounds of a raucous party inside.

EXT. POLICE EVIDENCE LOCK UP, NIGHT 

PHIL's "POV"

Heavy engine noise as heard inside a van. Hazy shadows punctuated by orange smears of light (urban streetlight). The noise of the van coming to a halt. An intercom buzzes. A screech (gates opening). Engine noise as the van moves forward then stops. Door opening and footsteps as the driver gets out.

The sound of the passenger door hitting a brick wall.

PHIL



Oi!

In the distance a scuffle. A punch being landed. A body landing heavily and a grunt.

PHIL



What’ve you done?

A balaclaver'd face appears at the driver's window. It is unrecognisable. The voice, however, is all too familiar. 
As shocking as a slap to the face.

FRANKIE


It’s alright. He didn’t recognize me. He was a twat anyway. Tried to chat my Missis up at the Christmas party.

Now switch to fallen officer's POV (ground level, skewed). 

FRANKIE takes the keys from the police officer's belt. He unlocks the evidence cage. Under Frank's direction PHIL drags the officer inside. He then loads the van up with drills, wrenches, fuses, acetylene tanks and rolls of cabling. They slam the doors closed and tear off through the gate.

INT. REHAB, DAY
6 am.

PHIL and FRANKIE store the ’evidence’ temporarily in the Rehab’s equipment cupboard. MUM is just arriving in her coat and plastic rainhat.

MUM

Oooh, you’re keen aren’t you? You got some of that laughing gas? Heliotrope, is it?

FRANKIE

(COVERING EFFORTLESSLY, TAKING MUM ASIDE) Yeah, er, we wanted us to organise a do for Rachel. He thought she was a bit cheesed off after the trip. This is for the er… balloons.

MUM

Ah - nice. 

FRANKIE



You won’t say nothing, will you?

MUM



What, me? Oh no, dear. Mum’s the word!

EXT. HUNGRY HORSE PUB. DAY
6am

BUCKLEY is leaving the Hungry Horse pub. He is wearing a particularly nasty leisure shirt, and carrying a huge carriage clock. His mobile phone rings. His look of contentment fades to one of disbelief and anger. 

BUCKLEY

…What d’you mean? But, how could they…? Everything? Jesus! 

INT. EMPTY EVIDENCE CAGE, DAY
6.30am 

The officer we saw before is leaning on the counter, with his head in his hands. He has a plaster across his broken nose. One of his eyes is nearly closed up. MR LOVE, who is dressed for the opera, jangles the keys to his BMW and assesses the situation.

MR LOVE



It’s all gone?

The police officer nods.

MR LOVE



Everything?

The officer nods again and rubs his aching temples. 

MR LOVE

How very unfortunate. 

OFFICER

(PRACTICALLY SPEECHLESS) Buckley’s going to do a medieval! 

MR LOVE



Yes. I rather think he will. 

Through the doorway we see a pair of headlights swinging into the yard and hear the screech of brakes. 



You have a real f…
OFFICER



Oh, f…! 

MR LOVE



…flair for the apposite phrase.

BUCKLEY enters the room. There is a look of absolute rage in his eyes. As MR LOVE - suave and fluent - pours out a torrent of words… 

D I Buckley, how good of you to come so quickly. Oh, sincere good wishes on your retirement, by the way. Now, the officer here has kindly confirmed the disappearance of the entire inventory of materials cited in the action against my clients. So, under the circumstances, and in the absence of any supporting evidence, I think it is only fair that you authorize the immediate withdrawal of charges. I hope to God my clients are prepared to forget this whole sorry business and won’t resort to a prosecution for compensation, although to be fair… 

BUCKLEY


(TO THE OFFICER) OI! YOU! STUPID, STUPID BASTARD. IS THAT YOUR NAME? SERGEANT STUPID OFFICER BASTARD?

MR LOVE
(AS BUCKLEY LAYS IN TO THE OFFICER IN THE BACKGROUND) I’ve already lodged the necessary paperwork. We’ll get a hearing organized for the morning. Can you make ten a.m.? I expect you'll be delaying your departure plans - what a pity.
EXT. BOOKMAKERS. DAY.

The next day.
MR LOVE, in his 7 Series BMW, is parked outside a high street bookmakers. He winds down the electric window and presses a twenty pound note into the hand of a customer who is just leaving. 

MR LOVE
Is Mr Kitson at home? Mr Careful Kitson?
The customer nods.

Would you be a sweetie and ask him if he has a moment? Thanks ever so.

The electric window purrs closed. A few seconds later, Careful opens in the back door of Love’s car and gets in.
CAREFUL



You wanted to speak to me.
LOVE



Mr Kitson. Mr Watkiss was hoping that you might 

like to take possession of a certain security 

box in the name of a certain Detective 



Inspector… 
LOVE turns and looks straight at CAREFUL:



Well: it’s on. Tonight.  

INT, HENRY'S KITCHEN, NIGHT

2 o’clock the following morning.

CHARLIE in his wheelchair is seated at the kitchen table, on which stands two empty glasses and a half empty bottle of whisky. HENRY awkwardly paces nearby. JANETTE enters the room in her dressing gown. She pours herself a glass of mineral water from the fridge. CHARLIE does not look at her. HENRY indicates she should go back upstairs. The sound of Charlie's mobile phone makes them all jump.

CHARLIE



Careful, whassup?

BUCKLEY V/O


Evening Charles, glad I caught you. I’m with a bunch of your mates. Trying to make a little out of hours withdrawal, it seems they were! 

Mustn't hang about - I’m behind with my packing. Have a nice life Charlie!

HENRY



What?

CHARLIE looks blankly at him, crestfallen.  

INT. REHAB, DAY

CHARLIE is lying on a low exercise bench in the middle of a one to one session with RACHEL. He is going through the paces but is completely listless. Rachel stands over him.

RACHEL



C’mon. You’re really boring me now. 

You’re losing strength by the day.




CHARLIE

There ain’t no point. 

RACHEL

Sit up. Now! C’mon, Sit up. C’mon. (SHAKING HIM) Sit up! Look, everyone's had days like this. This is when you’ve got to be strong.

CHARLIE

I’ve been strong.

RACHEL

No, you’ve been tough.

You’ve lived through the worst…

CHARLIE

You have no idea. 
I am living with the reality of who I am. Day and night. And that’s just it. You think just because I can walk to the bog it’s better? 

FRANKIE comes over.

RACHEL

I'm all out of ideas. Perhaps you can knock some sense into him.

RACHEL leaves. After a few seconds her office door slams.

CHARLIE

Don’t you say nothing.

FRANKIE

I just wanted to say… sorry. 

CHARLIE

What are you talking about?

HENRY just entering, makes a heroic lumbering dash across the room.

HENRY



No no no no no.

FRANKIE



He doesn't know?
HENRY



No, he doesn't fucking know!
FRANKIE



I thought you'd told him!
HENRY



I thought I told you to keep shtum!
CHARLIE howls in anguish and flings a plastic bucket chair across the room.

CHARLIE



(ROARING) Am I invisible suddenly? Have I 


disappeared? I am Charlie. I know everything 

because I am everything. Light heat power life 

death. 

HENRY

(PLACATORY) We knew you'd never go for it if Frank was in - but we couldn't do it without him.

CHARLIE

You bloody fool Henry! He's a copper. He's Buckley's number one whore.

HENRY

You shouldn't jump to conclusions … from what he says, he's got as much right to despise Buckley as you have.

CHARLIE

Oh shut up you daft old sod. He's stiffed you twice over and stuck a cherry up your arse!
HENRY

I’ve had enough of this.

HENRY leaves the room. CHARLIE grabs his crutches and hauls himself shakily to his feet. He walks very slowly and painfully towards the door. RACHEL, who has heard the commotion re-enters. She hurries to CHARLIE who brushes her off violently.

INT. CHARLIE'S BEDROOM, NIGHT

The same day

CHARLIE is ascending the stairs to his flat on his backside. His wheelchair is abandoned in the hallway below. Charlie is sweating and breathing heavily. He reaches the front door and stretches his hand up towards the lock. It is beyond his reach. He strains to extend a bit further. Useless. Then he turns his body and tries to kneel. The pain is excruciating and he falls to the floor sobbing in agony. A face appears at the glass-paneled door of the flat opposite. The door opens and a tiny,  elderly CHINESE WOMAN in slippers and apron steps out. Immediately seeing what is necessary she takes the keys and opens the door. Charlie grabs hold of the banister and with his arms around the woman, manages to stand. He hobbles his way into his flat and slumps on the sofa. The woman makes her way to the kitchen, runs him a glass of water, hands it to him and leaves; all without a word.  

Charlie undoes his fly and pushes his trousers down around his ankles. Slowly and carefully, he removes his false legs – pulling down the outer socks over the knees, pulling out of the liners, peeling off the blood soaked inner socks from his stumps. 

They are red raw and bleeding. CHARLIE stares at the wounds for a moment, lies back and closes his eyes.

INT. CHARLIE'S FLAT. NIGHT

8 hours later

It is pitch black inside the flat. Charlie is asleep and snoring. He is in exactly the same position as we saw him before.

A light comes on directly in his face. He wakes but is blinded. 

CHARLIE


JESUS! Who is …
The intruder's voice is menacingly familiar. We still cannot see him.

BUCKLEY



Hello Charlie …



No … don't get up.

BUCKLEY kicks Charlie's false legs to the other side of the near empty room. They clatter over the wooden floor.

I've just been in a meeting with your associates Messrs Kitson and Rankin. 

A second man, Frank's friend DOUGIE, moves in through the door. He handcuffs CHARLIE'S hands behind his back. 

I always thought them extremely affable. However, it appears they're not so chatty tonight.

Must be the catering.

CHARLIE tries to move his head to avoid the torch but the beam stays directed straight in his eyes.

Poor old Charlie. Seems like you’re a bit of a leper these days. Your bad luck seems to be rubbing off onto anyone who touches you.

Seems your dapper Mr Love has just been done for possession. They've got him over at Battersea. That motor you see; thought he was a dealer.

Would you mind opening a window Dougie? It's got very putrid in here.

DOUGIE opens the window at the far side of the living room. BUCKLEY walks across and casually deposits Charlie's legs out of the window and onto the pavement two stories below. Outside a cat yowls in surprise.

I had no idea how much fun was to be had with false appendages. Could be a new Olympic sport – except, those bloody Russians would cream all the medals. 
OK, Douglas. Onwards and upwards. As it were.

EXT. REHAB. DAY
2 days later

RACHEL, HENRY, FRANKIE, PAULA, MUM and PHIL all look on in despair as the bulldozers start to demolish the rehab building. They have a large plastic bottle of cider and are toasting each other silently out of plastic cups.

MUM



It’s a shame Charlie couldn’t make it.

The others all look at each other glumly.

INT. HENRY’S CONSERVATORY, DAY

The room is set up as a rough and ready mock up of a bank interior with the ‘gear’ in place for a rehearsal. HENRY is holding court. 

HENRY


Right – Paula, my darling. Where are you?
PAULA



Off site. I’m not here. I’m at Security 


control. 

FRANKIE



Where’s your target?

PAULA



Building G, basement room. Video surveillance.

HENRY
There’ll be a bloke there in front of about a hundred TV’s. How’s he feeling?

PAULA

Thirsty.
PHIL



I’ll do a little bit of remedial work on his 

air con, so he should be gagging for something 

ice cold. Paula’s gonna recce the place again, 

aren’t you? Right. Once he’s drowsy, you let us 

know on the radio. 
HENRY 


(AGGRESSIVE) He won’t let you into the room. 

There are steps up to his office. Whaddya do 

Paula?



What? Eh? 



Rick?

RICK

Yes, mate. 

HENRY

Carry on then. This is your big entrance. Who 
are you?

RICK



I’m a cardboard cut-out, mate. 

HENRY



You are indeed. How very bizarre. What happens?

RICK

Mum goes in first to warm up the bank manager with a bit of chat. 

PHIL
Mum knows nothing about what’s actually going on. We’ll have to spin her a yarn.

HENRY rubs his eyes wearily.

HENRY



Gimme strength… he’s never gonna go for this.
RICK

Phil’s gonna walk me in and I’ll position myself twelve feet away from the security camera in the top left hand corner of the banking hall. 

HENRY



How are you going to find your way?

RICK



Pre-set marks on the carpet. Chewing gum. Easy. 

HENRY

(AGGRESSIVE) How do you know where the gum is? You’re in a cutout for godsake. You’re as blind as he is. What you gonna do Rick? Feel ‘em through your artificial feet? Chrisssakes!

PHIL
Piss off. I’ll take my shoes off. Paula’s got all got your floor plans, haven’t you? You gotta be exact about those marks, Paul’. Rick’s got to position the shot exactly so as far as the security guard is concerned he’s looking at the actual banking hall in real time.  

RICK



It’ll be cool. 

HENRY


Then what?

RICK

Then I get on the radio to you and Charlie. They make their grand entrance. 

HENRY is laughing – a hollow, unpleasant laugh. The doorbell rings. Janette arrives a few moments later with CHARLIE, who is back in the wheelchair. The others don’t seem to notice his arrival.
HENRY
Do any of you lot have any idea what it’s like when charges go off? I don’t.
RICK

In case you haven’t noticed, Henry, everyone of us in this room has lived through their own death. I know what it’s like to have some surgeon slicing bits off you. You’ve been face to face with the abyss.

HENRY
Yes, literally.

RICK

You are not going to put us off with your smartarse comments. Give me two barrels in the face and I’ll stick two fingers up ‘em. … if I had two fingers.

The room falls silent at Rick’s uncharacteristic vehemence. Finally HENRY takes up again …

HENRY

OK I’ll take care of the doors to the bank. Charlie and Henry will do the business with the actual box. Rick’s parked in the disabled bay ready for the off.
CHARLIE


Yeah I’ve seen Rick’s ‘off’.  
CHARLIE reaches across and pulls Rick’s arm off.



It’s off. Thankyou and goodnight.
CHARLIE wheels himself out, closing the door behind him.
Back in conservatory the gang gather round HENRY. They are mortified.

EXT. RICK’S HOUSE
The following evening

A mini-cab pulls up outside. CHARLIE gets out. He pays the driver. The driver takes the wheelchair from the back. CHARLIE ignores it and, using crutches, walks slowly up the garden path to the front door. He rings the doorbell.

RONNIE



Hello … you’re ….

CHARLIE



Yeah … is Rick about?

RONNIE



Last time I saw him he was in the garden 


with the kids.
RONNIE directs CHARLIE through the small house to the back garden. The kids are playing hide and seek. They are looking in all sorts of unlikely places. 
CHARLIE



Rick!

CHARLIE heads for a tatty shed. He opens the door.
CHARLIE



Rick!

RICK



Shhh!

CHARLIE



Rick?

RICK



Shhh! I’m hiding.

CHARLIE looks around the tiny shed. There is no hiding place. He sits heavily on a small tool chest.

RICK



Oi!

CHARLIE stands as quickly as he can and opens the chest. In it he sees a pair of elbows and a pair of eyes peering out at him. It is RICK, legless and armless and folded into a weird cube. CHARLIE laughs quietly.

CHARLIE



I just wanted to say sorry.

INT. CHARLIE’S FLAT, NIGHT
Later the same day.

CHARLIE turns the key to the front door of his building. He parks the wheel chair and crutches in the hallway and walks to the bottom of the stairs. He looks up the steep incline, then brow furrowed in concentration, he makes his way up slowly and steadily, planting both feet on each stair. As he reaches the top stair a pair of legs step across to bar the way. 

RACHEL



You bastard.
CHARLIE



Eh?

RACHEL



You bastard. You could do that all the time?

CHARLIE



Whaddyawant?
INT. HENRY’S HOUSE, NIGHT

A dark figure (FRANKIE) makes its way around the back of the house. HENRY lets him in through the back door. He doesn’t turn on the lights.
HENRY



It’s off.
FRANK



What! Charlie never gives up.

HENRY



I’ve never seen him like this. It’s like, he’s 

on his own, and we were just a bunch of 


amateurs.

FRANK



If he won’t do it then I’m going to sort 


Buckley myself.

HENRY



You wouldn’t dare.

FRANK



Then get me in. Make Charlie have me.
HENRY



Why should he? From where he’s sitting you’re 
an unreliable copper with questionable motives, 
a trick leg and a chip on each shoulder. 
Hardly the perfect candidate.
FRANK



I could ruin you Henry.



HENRY



You’re better than this Frank. Go away and get 

yourself sorted out.
EXT. CHARLIE’S FLAT, NIGHT

RACHEL pulls the exterior door closed behind her and steps into the street. She is carrying a heavy bag of Charlie’s washing. As she puts the bag down to find her car keys, she is punched in the face and knocked to the ground. Before she can come to her senses she is dragged upright and pushed against a wall. She starts to struggle hard, but the attacker pins her with his body and starts to grab at her clothes.
Upstairs CHARLIE hears the commotion and opens the window. He sees what is going on and is desperate to help. He moves as quickly as he can to the door and bumps down the stairs on his backside. It seems to take forever. He gets to the front door opens it and practically falls down the steps to the building. He sees the laundry bag ripped open and clothes everywhere. In the middle lies Rachel in a motionless heap.

INT. HENRY’S HOUSE

Half an hour later
The phone rings at the bedside. Janette, barely awake, reaches across her sleeping husband,
JANETTE


Lo?


(TO HENRY) S’Watkins.

INT. FRANKIE’S HOUSE. NIGHT
Five minutes later
The phone rings at the bedside. Louise, barely awake, reaches across an empty bed,

LOUISE



Lo?
FRANK stands at the doorway just arrived home from his encounter with Henry.


S’Henry.

INT. CHARLIE’S FLAT, NIGHT

CHARLIE opens the door to FRANKIE and HENRY. CHARLIE eyes FRANK with undisguised disgust.
CHARLIE


What’s that shit doing here?

HENRY


This highly trained officer is going to help us 

find Rachel’s attacker.
CHARLIE snorts derisively.

CHARLIE



Bet he is. Woof woof. 
FRANKIE



What was she doing up here anyway?
CHARLIE



Came to see if I needed anything doing.

Now it is Frank’s turn to snort. He stops short when he sees the hurt and sincerity in Charlie’s eyes. CHARLIE pours himself a large whisky from a bottle on the floor.
CHARLIE



He’s right, I’m a leper.

FRANKIE has been distracted by the pile of washing on the floor. Amongst he sees Rachel’s jacket which has got mixed up with it during the aftermath of the attack. FRANKIE picks up the jacket, looks at it for a moment, then holds it to his face.

FRANKIE



Aftershave. 
HENRY



I know she’s not the most feminine … but I 


hardly think …

CHARLIE



No. He’s talking about the attacker’s 



aftershave. 
FRANKIE starts to move away. 

FRANKIE



This is extremely valuable evidence Charlie.
He prowls the flat, pushing open doors until he finds the bathroom. He puts the jacket in the middle of the shower tray and holds the shower head over it, then waits like this until CHARLIE and HENRY arrive in the doorway.



Be a shame if I just… washed it away.



C’mon, Charlie… You know what I want! 
With his finger on the shower knob:



So - am I in, or what?

INT. HENRY’S BACK GARDEN, DAY

A lovely suburban garden, with manicured lawn, greenhouse, gazebo, miniature putting green, faun sundials, and Japanese water feature. Janette is reclining on a sun lounger. She is listening to a personal stereo, apparently oblivious to the fact that a bank job is being planned a few yards away.
FRANKIE, PAULA, PHIL and RICK are seated in a wide semi-circle on a raised deck. Centre-stage is HENRY. Seated a little distance away as if in the audience is CHARLIE.

At a given cue PHIL stands up and takes centre stage. He waits good-naturedly as HENRY introduces him
FRANKIE
Philip Lewis, roadie to the stars ‘til his porkies about his pies got him the sack from Saxon’s 3rd farewell tour. OK, so he won’t be doing any more stage diving, but let’s scratch beneath the skin. He’s a man mountain who can re-wire your house, hot wire your car and hard-wire your wife. Phillip has a degree in engineering, and the nastiest trainers in the Borough of Lambeth. Thank you Mr Lewis. You can sit down now …

FRANKIE turns to CHARLIE for a second, in the background 

there is the sound of Phil falling over.

RICK spins a rolled up blueprint of the Bank offices through 360 degrees using his myoelectric hands. He grabs a chair, twists it and sits, Christine Keeler style.  


Ricky Rolph - the original medical blunder. A quad amp without any justification whatsoever to be still hanging on … to anything. You’ve probably heard his sorry tale, on account of him telling it to any poor sod who’ll listen. 


Hard to imagine, but this man’s life was even worse before the surgeons got to him – he was a bank manager. 

PAULA

Boo!

FRANKIE


… which means he’s your man for layout, security, protocol and tea breaks. This model comes with comedy arms which can terrify small policemen, and crush the feelings of a reinforced plate glass security door.

RICK takes a chair from the stack and sits beside PAULA.


And that brings me to our gentleman of the road - Henryenry. He currently travels on the 248 bus, on account of being banned from driving. But, he’s ex army, with the tattoos to prove it. Don’t be fooled by that suave City Gent exterior, inside beats the heart of a Peckham bootboy, with previous form for terrace violence. I should know. I’ve seen the file. He graduated to doing violence to his clients’ accounts, as a name at Lloyds. He has a passion for tropical fish … and tropical birds … you’ve seen his lovely wife.

HENRY stands up and gives a wooden bow. They all give

HENRY (and a surprised Janette) a round of applause 


Then it’s me I guess. I’ve got more metalwork in my left leg than a hardware superstore. Now, I just want to put the bullet back into Buckley. I’m firearms trained, and I’ve gone through more red lights than Hugh Grant. 

Sweet. Next …
PAULA drives her electric wheelchair to “centre stage”. 

She turns an elegant circle, and stops facing Frank and 

Charlie. 

FRANKIE


Fifteen years as a drama teacher and basketball coach means there's nothing our Miss McIntyre don't know about improvisation, damage limitation and dribbling. (PAULA LAUGHS) She’s got wobbly everything, from her toes to her tits.

PAULA duly pulls up her top and gives them a flash. 

JANETTE looks up over her sunglasses and smiles. They all

cheer … except PHIL.

PHIL


What?

FRANKIE


You see the thing about Paula is that everyone loves her. She’s a bit of an old hippie at heart, but she has the biggest … address book I’ve ever seen and like the Mounties she never lets you down. 

RICK


Yeah! “They always got their man”!
FRANKIE


That too. Thank you, Paula. Keep on the grass girl.

FRANKIE turns to Charlie.


So, I s’pose the question now on all our minds is, can we be in your gang?

SEQUENCE

The Rehab gang are casing the bank. MR KIDNEY is tooling limbs and other paraphernalia. PAULA, sitting in a café, is monitoring the Alarm Centre security guards’ movements. She chats up a guard as he comes in to order takeaway. RICK screeches out of a disabled parking spot in front of the bank in his new car practicing the getaway – as he speeds around a corner his false hand comes off and he looks decidedly concerned!

EXT. DEMOLISHED REHAB. CAR PARK. DAY
CHARLIE is re-sealing a box of plastic explosive from the gang’s stash. He sniffs it, then runs his finger along it. He has a nostalgic look in his eye. PHIL sits nearby, sunning himself on a half-demolished wall
RACHEL

Hey, Charlie!

She looks at CHARLIE for a second, and the package. She storms back to her car. CHARLIE, chases after RACHEL, confronting her. Rachel’s face is bruised and cut from her recent battering.
CHARLIE

Christ. They said you were taking a few …

It’s not what you’re thinking.

RACHEL

Oh, right. So, now you know what I’m thinking. 

CHARLIE

It’s not drugs. It’s explosives. For a job, at a bank.

RACHEL

I don’t believe this. 

CHARLIE

I thought about it for a long time. 

RACHEL

So you’re going to go in and blow up a bank? And rob it? For pity’s sake. Charlie, you’ve already lost your legs - now you’re losing your mind.

CHARLIE

Rachel, this is what I do. (LAUGHS) Anyway, it’s just one box we’re after.

RACHEL

A box?

CHARLIE

A security deposit box. It belongs to a bent police detective. It’s worth eight and a half million pounds. 

RACHEL

You’re full of crap Charlie Watkins. 

CHARLIE

Let me explain...

RACHEL

I don’t want you to. I don’t want to know anything about it. 

CHARLIE

Rachel, it’s a good plan. Totally professional. 

RACHEL



I can’t believe I’m hearing this… 


(AWARENESS DAWNS) Is Phil in on this? 

CHARLIE



Don’t be daft. He thinks I’m nicking copper 


wire.
RACHEL



I’m going to the police…

CHARLIE

It was the fuckin’ police who ripped us off in the first place! The one that shot Frankie. He’s the same one that’s making off with the money – my money - for a life in the sun! 

RACHEL

You betrayed us Charlie …

CHARLIE



I’ll buy you the best private rehab in Britain!
RACHEL



Shut up about the money. I’m not for sale.
CHARLIE

You want to let this bloke take it all to Spain, for God’s sake? You want to let him retire out there? Leaving these poor sods to struggle on your broken fuckin’ treadmill?

RACHEL

Like I said, it’s over. 

CHARLIE backs away from RACHEL, explosive still in hand.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT, DAY

PAULA, crushing sleeping pills and slipping them into a bottle of coke which she carefully re-seals. 
INT. DEPARTMENT STORE, DAY
HENRY pushes RICK in his electric wheelchair through the store and into the disabled toilet. Rick is without arms or legs. Customers avert their gaze.
EXT. POLICE CAR PARK, DAY

Early morning. Rain. RACHEL pulls in, steps out of her car, locks it. She realizes that Buckley’s BMW is parked up right next to her. In fact BUCKLEY is inside. He sees her and winds down the window.
BUCKLEY


You after me, darling?


Ooh. Your poor old face. They told me what 


happened. Nasty.
RACHEL looks across and sees DOUGIE in the passenger seat. While she doesn’t recognize him, she is thrown off track by his presence.

BUCKLEY


Is it urgent sweetheart? Only I’m having a 


little private send off …
RACHEL



Er no. It’ll keep.
INT. DEPARTMENT STORE, DAY

HENRY comes out of the toilet alone. He is ‘driving’the chair.
INT. BANK, DAY

Later the same day.
MUM, resplendent in reindeer horns, is trying to convince the bank branch manager to allow the Rehab centre to display its Christmas Charity Christmas cards in a cardboard cutout Christmas Tree in the banking hall. 

MUM

Look, dear – there’s plenty of variety. Seven seasonal scenes in every pack. A pound a go. It’s all for the needy disabled. What do you say?

BANK MANAGER

How big is this display, exactly?

Just at that moment, the Christmas Tree cardboard cutout comes wheeling in. PHIL is somewhere behind it.

BANK MANAGER



Bloody Nora!

INT. DEPARTMENT STORE, DAY

FRANKIE in his Securicor uniform collects two cash carts from the area outside the disabled toilet. He wheels them through the store and into the van parked outside.
INT. RACHEL’S OFFICE, DAY
RACHEL arrives back in her new temporary office. Most of her belongings are still boxed, save the PC which runs a screensaver “We luv u Rach”. On the desk is one of the rehab Christmas cards, with a post it note for the bank’s address. 
She sits on the plastic chair, kicks the door closed and starts to weep. 
INT. BANK.DAY

A CASHIER spots the arrival of a SECURICOR MAN (FRANKIE)and presses the button that automatically opens the pass door to the back of the branch. The SECURICOR MAN wheels two trolleys through to the cash room and deposits them there.  

INT. CENTRAL SECURITY OFFICE, NIGHT
11pm the same day

A modern office block. PAULA with rather more make-up than usual, steers her wheelchair to a lift door. She has a large leather briefcase on her lap. Behind her in a glass-walled office filled with monitors sits a security guard. 

EXT. BANK, NIGHT 

A SECURITY GUARD on his route drives by the bank and radios back to base (the security office above).

GUARD

Control. I’m just passing Site 54. Nothing doing…. 

He drives on - without noticing the disguised Rehab van parked across the road in a disabled parking space.

INT. VAN, NIGHT

There is a knock on the door and FRANKIE enters the van. He gives everyone a thumbs up. HENRY looks anxious.
CHARLIE



Alright, mate?

HENRY



Yes, absolutely … er mate. 

CHARLIE

Ladies – we know what’s necessary… now let’s go to work.
FRANKIE, CHARLIE, PHIL and HENRY pull down their balaclavas and wait for the word to go. 

INT. BANK, NIGHT

ON SECURITY CAMERA - The Christmas tree is blocking the CCTV view of the banking hall. 
INTERCUT WITH 

INT. SECURITY CONTROL, NIGHT

PAULA mimes “He’s Late” to the GUARD through the glass of the security office, and taps her watch. The GUARD shrugs. PAULA wheels her chair to the edge of a short 

flight of steps. 
INT. BANK, NIGHT

Two cash carts sit side by side in the vault.
INT. SECURITY CONTROL, NIGHT

PAULA checks her watch again, then wheels her chair forward and plunges down the steps. She lies spreadeagled on the floor. The GUARD hears the crash and stands up to get a better view. He’s not supposed to leave his post. PAULA groans. The GUARD opens the door and runs to her assistance. He manages to right her chair, and carries her into it. He then wheels her into the office.
INT. BANK VAULT, NIGHT

11.15pm

The top of one of the cash carts flips open.

INT. SECURITY CONTROL, NIGHT 

PAULA



I’m such an idiot. You’ll get the sack.

GUARD



S’alright.

PAULA



Phew. It’s baking in here!

PAULA takes off her jacket, revealing a low cut blouse.


PAULA



I’ve got some cold drinks in my bag. Would you 

like one? Do you mind?

The GUARD nods and hands her the bag from the back of the wheelchair. She takes one bottle and hands him the other. They take a few swigs.

GUARD



Your head is cut. I’ve got something here …

He tries to stand, trips over his own leg and falls heavily onto the desk trapping PAULA by her blouse.

PAULA



Tits!

GUARD



(DROWSY, MISUNDERSTANDING HER) Ooh yeah – 


lovely. Thanks.
INT. BANK, NIGHT

11.18pm

Two cash carts sit side by side in the vault.

INT. SECURITY CONTROL, NIGHT 

PAULA tries to free herself – she fumbles to unbutton her blouse. Her hands tremble and she cannot grip. Every button seems to take hours. 
Finally she pulls herself free and gets sight of the monitor on which is a picture of the banking hall, and then the cash carts. She speaks into her two-way.
PAULA

Mummy’s home.  

RICK
‘bout bloody time. I’m dying in here.
INT. BANK, NIGHT

11.18pm

The top flips up on one of the cash carts. RICK starts to unfold himself from the cart. He plops over the side onto the floor and shuffles to the second cart. He flips the top and yanks out his arms and legs. He then starts to ‘assemble’ himself. 

CUT TO INT. VAN
CHARLIE

Henners, move the van into place. Slow and gentle. Without drawing anybody’s attention. 

INT. BANK, NIGHT

Rick closes both cash carts, marks one deposit box with a piece of gum, then unlocks the vault from inside. He then makes his way upstairs through the back office, finally arriving in the banking hall. He checks the position of the christms tree then walks confidently to the front window. He takes out a maglite torch and signals once.
CUT TO INT. VAN
At the steering wheel, HENRY starts to rev the engine gently. 

HENRY

Bloody hell… me… Bloody mask… Oh, Christ!

CHARLIE



(SHOUTING) Move the bloody van, Henry! 

In his panic, HENRY over-revs the van and once it’s in gear it careers across the road and smashes, narrowly missing RICK, through the outer doors of the Bank, going right through the banking hall and crashing into the counter. Mayhem ensues, the back of the van bursts open and the cutting equipment spills everywhere. 

PHIL



It wasn’t me!

FRANKIE jumps from the van. His presence of mind steers him to wedge a crutch on the counter, jamming the barriers from cutting off their route to the security box. 
FRANKIE

(SCREAMING AT CHARLIE THROUGH THE BROKEN WINDSCREEN OF THE VAN) Go! Go! Go! 

CHARLIE and FRANKIE spring into action, they disappear into the deposit box area. HENRY remains in the van, disoriented, clutching his neck. PHIL follows CHARLIE and FRANK. 

HENRY hauls himself upright in the driving seat of the van and tries to get to three point turn it, ready for the escape.

CHARLIE and FRANK stop dead.

INT. BANK, NIGHT

Frantic activity in the vault area below the bank. An alarm is urgently howling.

CHARLIE



Shut that fuckin’ alarm off!

FRANKIE



I can’t see a bloody thing!

From the murkiness we hear PHIL: 

PHIL



S’okay! I can. Won’t be a sec.

The alarm abruptly ceases. 



(ELVIS) Thankyouvermuch.

PHIL feels for the gum mark left by RICK. The two way radio comes to life.

CHARLIE



Phil get back upstairs. Make sure Henry doesn’t 

drop us all in it.



Paula? What’s happening?

PAULA 
This end’s secure, but you’ll have the mobile patrol soon and I think my man’s coming to.

CHARLIE



How long have we got?

PAULA

Five. No longer. Are you in?

CHARLIE

Yes. You could say that. Keep in touch. (SHOUTING) Rick!

RICK


Yes, mate!
CHARLIE



Can you see security?
RICK



Yeah, lights just turning in. I’ll stall ‘em.
INT. BANK HALL, NIGHT

The crutch that is wedged on the counter is now the only thing holding up the ceiling. Cracks are appearing, plaster dropping, the building’s going to cave in at any moment. 

EXT. BANK, NIGHT

Supper over, the MOBILE GUARD is just arriving back at the bank. He takes in the ruins of the bank’s entrance. 

SECURITY CONTROL GUARD



Oh. My Godfathers.

He radios to Security Control but there’s no response. He throws open the door to his van and runs towards the bank.

HENRY and PHIL are standing outside. They look like innocent bystanders. PHIL with white stick is holding Henry’s arm. They are covered in dust, and coughing.
SECURITY CONTROL GUARD



You gents alright? Shall I get an ambulance?
INT. BANK, NIGHT

Now inside, the GUARD takes in the scene. The ceiling is falling in. Big chunks of plaster are falling to the floor. A moan comes from under the rubble. 

The GUARD lifts a large piece of ceiling to reveal a dust covered and limbless RICK slowly trying to get up. The GUARD presumes RICK has lost his real arms and legs in the accident that has just occurred. 

SECURITY CONTROL GUARD 



Oh my God! Mate – your arms, your legs!
RICK



I’m just a bit dusty. 

SECURITY CONTROL GUARD

(INCREDULOUS) Jesus! 

THE GUARD runs out to the gaping hole in the front entrance of the banking hall. He shouts into his radio:

SECURITY CONTROL GUARD

…Control! I’m at Site 54. It’s been done – I mean, totally… totalled! We need Paramedics, he’s… he’s lost… the lot!
HENRY and PHIL take charge of RICK, loading him
into the back. HENRY goes back to grab one of Rick’s arms 
from the rubble, and lobs them in to Rick, who has to duck to avoid being hit. The legs follow soon after.
RICK

(PEERING AT THE MANGLED WIRING OF HIS ARM) Thanks a lot. Took me eight months to screw these out of the NHS.
INT. BANK VAULT, NIGHT

Chunks of the roof are falling in. CHARLIE and FRANKIE have successfully broken into Buckley’s box and quickly clean it out. 

FRANKIE

(STARING AT THE CONTENTS OF THE BOX) Jesus Christ… 

CHARLIE



What?

FRANKIE



All this… stuff. I had no idea. 

FRANKIE pulls out Buckley’s infamous book, a wad of Bearer Bond and share certificates, some Kruger Rands and finally the gun that bears Charlie’s prints. He hands them to all to CHARLIE, who carefully bags the hoard into two separate black bags. 

FRANKIE



Just bung it all in mate. We can sort it


later.

CHARLIE

That’s my life’s work, Francis - please show some respect. Besides, I don’t want my evidence getting mixed up with the takings.

FRANKIE

(INSPECTING THE BAGS) I really should have considered my career options more carefully.

CHARLIE

C’mon son – no time for that. You’re well and truly on my side of the law now.

INT. BANK, NIGHT

HENRY is already revving the van as CHARLIE and FRANKIE reach the counter CHARLIE sees the crutch begins to give way and screams at FRANKIE to leap over the counter as the security barrier comes crashing down, trapping Charlie behind the counter.

CHARLIE



Fuck!

FRANKIE

Charlie! (TRYING TO LIFT THE SCREEN) Help me here!

CHARLIE



Go! Just go!

FRANKIE



We can’t…!
CHARLIE

(PUSHING THE BOOK THROUGH THE GRATE OF THE BARRIER) Take this and piss off out of here! You know what to do with it.
FRANKIE



But Charlie…!

CHARLIE



(THROUGH HIS TEETH) I said get out of here! 

FRANKIE leaps into the van and orders HENRY to gun it.

FRANKIE

We’re leaving Charlie! Don’t argue. Go! Go! Go!

HENRY, RICK and PHIL are mortified about leaving CHARLIE but, there is no time to argue, so HENRY revs hard and blasts the van out of the bank. There is more flying glass and brickwork as the van emerges onto the road outside and speeds away. Inside, RICK glares at FRANKIE who in turn stares fixedly out of the window.

EXT. BANK, NIGHT

The GUARD is almost bowled over by the departing getaway van but just manages to jump clear. He scrambles to his patrol vehicle and gives chase. 

A car pulls into the bank car park.

INT. VAN, NIGHT 

The gang are on the road, trying to make their getaway. HENRY is driving, FRANKIE is in the passenger seat. He has Buckley’s little black book full of secrets. Behind them sits RICK, partially re-assembled. FRANKIE hands RICK the book and goes to the back of the van to help PHIL who is feeling around for loose bundles of notes and wads of bearer bond certificates. 

PHIL

Oh yeah. Can you stop at the bus stop? I said I’d pick up Mum.

FRANKIE



What?

PHIL



Well, it is the rehab van, and tonight’s 


her Bingo.

A few streets further they skid to a halt at the bus stop to pick up MUM, who is accompanied by an old lady in a furry lilac hat – MRS BEESTON. Everyone except MUM is a bit confused about who MRS BEESTON is but they are all too pre-occupied to ask. As FRANKIE rushes MRS B into the van, HENNERS loads her Motability scooter into the back.

MUM

I say - the van’s a bit messy. Now, you will drop me and Mrs Beeston at the Mecca?

MRS BEESTON clutches her handbag on her ample lap. She is casting sideways glances at RICK who has managed to put his arm on the wrong way round. 

FRANKIE



She’s gonna bring us down.

There is a silence between them all. 

HENRY

Keep your eyes peeled everyone. Give me a shout if you see a police car … or the Mecca. Alright?

INT. BANK, NIGHT

A dark figure picks its way through the rubble in the banking hall. Alarms are ring, water is running, glass is falling. 

CHARLIE hears RACHEL before he sees her and presumes it’s the police, or worse still Buckley.

CHARLIE



I’m over here you bastard.

She discovers him locked down under the weight of the collapsed counter. 

RACHEL

Charming… Charlie. Oh my God!

CHARLIE


What the…? What the bloody hell are you doing here? I thought you were the filth!

RACHEL


Don’t worry about what I’m doing here! You’re trapped…?

CHARLIE


It’s you that’s trapped, Rachel. The police will be here in about two minutes.

RACHEL


Well, we’d better get you out of here, then. 

RACHEL tries to lift the glass in an effort to free Charlie.

CHARLIE


Forget it. This is crazy. Just get out of here!

RACHEL


Charlie - there is a way out.

CHARLIE


Ahh… a suicide pact. How sweet.
RACHEL


These doors, they’re to stop people getting in, not to stop them getting out. There’s the door - NOW MOVE YOUR ARSE!

Distant sound of police car sirens approaching.

CHARLIE


Where have I heard that before? Why take this risk?

RACHEL


You must know the saying, Charlie. “To get to the good fruit, you have to go out on limb”. (IN ONE SUPERHUMAN EFFORT RACHEL LIFTS THE COLLAPSED COUNTER AND CHARLIE SCRAMBLES CLEAR).


So at the risk of being tedious. MOVE YOUR BLOODY ARSE!
INT. BUCKLEY’S APARTMENT, NIGHT

BUCKLEY is cleaning his teeth when the phone rings. The brochure for his Marbella mansion is propped against the mirror.
EXT. CITY STREET, NIGHT 

The van careers around the streets. It has quite a lead on the security guard but the guard is tenacious and still in touch. 

EXT. ANOTHER CITY STREET, NIGHT 

Sudden silence after the chaos of the chase. A narrow urban sidestreet, tall buildings on either side. Four police cars, queued up in a one way street, lights flashing, ominously. Silence, all except for the purring of a small electric engine as MRS BEESTON and MUM make their way across the road to the flashing glory of the Mecca Bingo Hall. The second she reaches the pavement, engines roar and the police cars resume their pursuit at huge, deafening speed.

INT. BANK VAULT AREA, NIGHT

The interior of the bank is a scene of total devastation. The emergency services are attempting to secure the site. 

BUCKLEY comes in.

POLICE CONSTABLE

It’s really not as bad as it looks, sir. Although, they’ll obviously have to call Changing Rooms. 

BUCKLEY is finding it hard to take in what he is seeing. He makes for the vault. The PC calls after him. 



Ironic though…

BUCKLEY

(TURNING) What? What’s ironic?

POLICE CONSTABLE



All this – just for one little box!

INT. BANK, NIGHT

Back in the Banking Hall, the POLICE CONSTABLE examines the damage and notices what remains of the pop-up card in front of the security camera. As he dismantles the contraption holding the photo he sets off the Christmas card display, and once more ‘Jingle Bells’ jingles around the bank. 

BUCKLEY



What’s that?

POLICE CONSTABLE

It’s a Christmas tree, sir (HELPFUL) It’s not real. 

BUCKLEY

(MOVING TOWARDS IT) No - I mean what’s that noise? 

BUCKLEY takes a closer look. He picks up a pack of the Christmas cards. He reads the legend on the back of them (‘in aid of our Rehabilitation Centre’) and realises that the whole set-up originates from the Rehab. He then spots Rick’s discarded arm in the rubble.
BUCKLEY



I knew it… I bloody knew it!

BUCKLEY races out of the bank. As he starts his car the Spanish language tape starts up. He smashes the radio with Rick’s arm.
EXT. POLICE STATION, NIGHT

The Rehab van draws to a halt in a disabled parking bay. 

FRANKIE


OK Rick. Let’s have the book please.

FRANKIE is holding an envelope addressed ‘To The Superintendent’. 

RICK


Sorry mate. I’m having a bit of trouble here.
RICK is struggling to let go of the book. The batteries on his arm are dead. FRANK and PHIL try to prise the fingers open but the hand is closed in a vice like grip. Two police officers come out of the station and glance in the direction of the van.
HENRY


C’mon, c’mon!
RICK


Shit! Sorry!
FRANKIE takes one of the bin bags full of money and dumps the contents on the floor. He then grabs Rick’s arm which comes off with a loud sucking noise, and throws it, complete with black book into the bin bag. He then runs across the road and lobs the bag into the hallway of the police station. He clambers back in the van and they head off again in a slick of burning rubber. Rick sits and surveys his stumps stoically. 
INT. RACHEL’S CAR, NIGHT

RACHEL is driving at breakneck speed. CHARLIE, in the passenger seat beside her. He turns once or twice, checking for police out the back window… 

RACHEL

Well – that was exciting. What a strange and wonderful way to earn a living.

CHARLIE

Slow down, you’re drawing attention to yourself.

RACHEL slows the car. 
I hope they all made it.

RACHEL

They did, Charlie. All of them – except Buckley.

They both start to laugh. 

CHARLIE



You know he’ll be looking for me forever? 

RACHEL

You ‘n me both. 

CHARLIE


Oh, yeah - sorry. I had to use your computer 

for some hooky business. You might get a bit of 

grief.

RACHEL



I suspect it’s the least of my worries.

EXT. REHAB, NIGHT 

BUCKLEY is hammering on the door. An OFFICER stands behind him with a battering ram. They force the door.

INT. REHAB, NIGHT 

BUCKLEY searches RACHEL’S office. In her internet call logs BUCKLEY spots an on-line ticketing service and realises their next move. He picks up a leaflet for a NADS demo and scribbles the flight details on it.
BUCKLEY

(LOOKING AT THE DETAILS OF THEIR DESTINATION ON THE COMPUTER) Ole!

INT. MR KIDNEY’S LOCK-UP, NIGHT

PAULA is folding uniforms and putting them into waste bags. PHIL is nervously picking the olives off a pizza. RICK is in the corner listening in to the police radio frequencies. MR KIDNEY is rooting through a pile of spare parts, and part-finished prostheses, trying to cobble together some arms for RICK.
RICK
There’s no mention of Charlie. He could have got away.

HENRY is sifting through the contents of the Security Deposit box, which lies open on the floor beside him. FRANKIE has a big old calculator with a paper-roll readout and is sitting at a desk adding up the take…

HENRY

Nine hundred thousand, three hundred and thirty… Sixty three thousand and forty… Four…

FRANKIE



Four?

HENRY

Yeah. Four hundred grand. Exactly. Bang on the door. Then there’s twelve diamonds. I dunno what sparklers are worth. I’m not an expert. 

PAULA



Have a go.

HENRY

Oh, I don’t know. On the sly? Call it a quarter mill. Then, there are three lots of thirty grand, two hundred Glaxo bonds, plus a thousand Unilever. Crikey! Look at all this cash. What have we here?

FRANKIE

South African, by the look of it. How much you got there?

HENRY


About half a million. Kruger Rands. 

FRANKIE


If you’re not sure, I won’t include it. Did we count all them bearer bonds? They were worth about a mill on their own. 

HENRY

Oh, good heavens. Were they really? Well, where did we leave them? 

PAULA

I think I left them in the kitchen. They were underneath the yoghurts. 

RICK



Oh come on, you lot! That’s like, cash! 

FRANKIE

Alright. Keep your wig on. Rick - you go and dig ‘em out, and I’ll total all this. 

RICK goes into the kitchen in search of the lost certificates. 

RICK

(COMING BACK, HOLDING THE BONDS BETWEEN HIS ELBOWS) It’s one and a half million, it says here. 

HENRY

Oh, right. Best not put it out with the rubbish, then. So, how much does all that lot come to, Frankie?

FRANKIE



Oooh, my giddy aunt. 

HENRY



Care to put a number on her?

FRANKIE spins the calculator round and shows Henry the display. 

HENRY



Oooh, I say, Matron. 

MR KIDNEY



Ssshhh! Quiet, everyone. I can’t hear. 

HENRY and FRANKIE freeze. There is an audible intake of breath in the room. 

RICK 



Oh Jesus, is that them? Is that the police?

HENRY

Who else would it be? Hermans Hermits?

PAULA

 

(WHISPERS) They’re never still around!

RICK

Hermans Hermits? Yeah. Saw them do cabaret up Finsbury way. They’re still crap. 
RICK and FRANKIE burst out laughing. 

PAULA

(STILL WHISPERING) That Peter Noone was a plonker. 

MR KIDNEY



Would you all please be quiet! Listen.

There is a cacophony of police radio talkback, sirens, a car screeching to a halt, and then the loud sound of approaching footsteps in the yard outside. 

They start to panic. MR KIDNEY douses the lights and they all listen.

Footfalls, the door opens slowly and the lights go back on. 

HENRY

(EYES SHUT TIGHT, ARMS ALOFT, SURRENDERING) 

I’m an officer of the Royal Dragoon Guards! I’m decorated, for God’s sake!

RICK is nowhere to be seen, having thrown a tarpaulin over himself. FRANKIE looks resigned to being arrested and checks his reflection in a mirror. PAULA is behind the door, a monkey wrench wobbling aloft.

PAULA



Oh, cobblers!
Her arm wobbles chaotically and the wrench drops to the floor, narrowly missing RACHEL, and with her, back from the grave, CHARLIE. He is grinning from ear to ear. 

CHARLIE

OK, gang – no time for pleasantries! Much as I’d like to snog you all. 



(TO MR KIDNEY) We all set?

MR KIDNEY

We are. Not my finest moment - but they’ll do, I guess.


HENRY

Will they make it to the airport?

MR KIDNEY


I’m not a betting man.

MR KIDNEY throws open the back doors to his lock-up and reveals three sleek black motorised invalid chairs. FRANKIE, PHIL and PAULA all don their new helmets and leather jackets (also black and sleek) and exit. PHIL is in a sidecar attached to PAULA’S vehicle. MR KIDNEY and RICK are in heated discussion.
RACHEL



Immense!

RICK



Yeah!

MR KIDNEY is fitting RICK with two mismatched but beautiful myo-electric arms. One is large and hairy with an integral black gauntlet, one small and female, complete with diamond Rolex.

MR KIDNEY



(TO CHARLIE and RACHEL) You’d two better get 

out of here kinda quick.

CHARLIE stops RACHEL, who is about to get into her car. He lobs the keys to Mr Kidney.

CHARLIE

Here, you can recycle that for spare parts. Mind if we whole-ex for yours?

MR KIDNEY

Be my guest, man.

CHARLIE and RACHEL get into Mr Kidney’s three-wheel Robin Reliant.

INT. BUCKLEY’S CAR, DAWN

Dawn is breaking. BUCKLEY radios in as he speeds towards Luton airport. 

BUCKLEY



Control 1 - any sign of them yet?

POLICE PURSUIT 1

Negative. But the traffic’s light this time of 

day. If they’re there, we’ll spot them. Over. 

BUCKLEY


Control 2?


POLICE PURSUIT 2


Totally dead here. Over.

BUCKLEY


Right: understand, we are looking for a silver Vectra Victor Five Nine Niner Charlie Foxtrot Foxtrot. Two occupants, a male bankrobbing toerag well known to the lot of you, probably driven by a hatchet-faced geezerbird. And although Watkins is legless, gentlemen, you can assume that he’s not ‘armless’. This is a locate and track operation, do not attempt to apprehend. I repeat… 

POLICE PURSUIT 3


Control 3 to Mobile Leader. 

BUCKLEY


Go ahead, Control 3.

POLICE PURSUIT 3

Nothing doing on this side, either. There was 

some nutter driving one of them weird
wheelchairs up the hard shoulder, but that was 

it. 

POLICE PURSUIT 2


Yeah, I had one of those. They’re a menace.


POLICE PURSUIT 1


Copy that. One’s just gone past me ‘n’all. 

BUCKLEY


Forget the sodding Vectra – IT’S THEM CRAPPY LITTLE DISABLED CARTS WE’RE AFTER! Set up a roadblock! I want a ring of stingers round the whole of Heathrow! (STARTING TO RAVE A BIT) YOUR TARGET IS ANYONE THAT’S NOT NORMAL! EVERYONE’S A SUSPECT! GO ON - LET’S HUNT ‘EM ALL DOWN!

INT. AIRPORT MORNING, EARLY MORNING

The airport is unusually busy. Buckley’s patrol car speeds in. He jumps out and is confronted by a banner reading:

‘NADS - National Access for the Disabled’. 
There are disabled people everywhere: amputees in wheelchairs or on crutches, people in motorised buggies, blind people with their canes and dogs, lots with neck braces, a group representing the facially disfigured, child and forces land mines victims, people on trolleys with spinal injuries, a group of disabled Elvis lookalike amputees… And, outside the front doors of the Terminal, with each new arrival, more are unloaded. It suddenly seems like the whole world is disabled. 

Buckley views the scene with dismay. He thinks he spots Charlie amongst the crowd and rushes forward spinning an unsuspecting and innocent wheelchair owner. His frustration rises and he attacks more people in the crowd - some are even turned out of their chairs. The amputee Elvises start to get restless with Buckley’s manic behavior and begin chasing him, wielding crutches and guitars.

INT. AIRPORT CAR PARK, EARLY MORNING

MR KIDNEY’S car is parked in a disabled space. Lying on the back seat are CHARLIE’S newest legs - carbon fibre. The feet are hidden by RACHEL'S jacket.

INT. AIRPORT SECURITY, EARLY MORNING 

RACHEL and CHARLIE are going through airport security. As Charlie is in a wheelchair, the security guards open a gate to allow him through. They head for the departure gate.

On the other side of Passport Control BUCKLEY is still foraging through the crowd and causing pandemonium. He looks further afield and by chance spots RACHEL. He races towards them shouting Charlie’s name.

BUCKLEY

(RUNNING) Watkins! Watkins!

CHARLIE hears BUCKLEY and whispers to RACHEL…

CHARLIE



You go on. I’ll sort this.

RACHEL



But, Charlie…

CHARLIE

No but’s, Rachel. This has been a long, long time coming. It’s me that he’s after – not you. You got the money. GO!

RACHEL hurries through the Departures gate. CHARLIE frantically wheels his chair towards a moving walkway, with BUCKLEY giving chase. BUCKLEY flashes his police ID at a security guard and clambers over an x ray machine.
They both fly through the airport on a series of moving walkways, freaking out other travelers. Careering off a walkway, CHARLIE sees he is heading for a collision with a group of nuns. He spins the chair to avoid them and in doing so spills it and crashes to the ground.

In seconds, BUCKLEY is upon him.

As they struggle they both fail to see a mob of deaf disabled people approaching, accompanied by Security, who have been after Buckley. The SECURITY MEN pull BUCKLEY off CHARLIE and restrain him, while several of the disabled group attack him. 

BUCKLEY

(SHOUTING AND TRYING TO FREE HIMSELF) For God’s sake! Get these freaks off me! I am an officer of the law! 

The mob pauses for a second while an interpreter signs what Buckley is saying, then everyone piles back in to Buckley twice as ferociously.

CHARLIE takes this opportunity to get up. Abandoning the chair, he tentatively finds his feet and starts to melt into the crowd.

BUCKLEY finally frees himself and goes into a huddle with the AIRPORT SECURITY guards.

BUCKLEY

Look, I am a Detective Superintendent from the Metropolitan Police Serious Crimes Squad in pursuit of Britain’s most wanted criminal, Charlie Watkins. He’s trying to flee the country, for God’s sake! 

AIRPORT SECURITY OFFICER 

(POINTING TO CHARLIE, DISAPPEARING DOWN A LONG CORRIDOR) What – you mean, that Charlie Watkins? 

BUCKLEY 



That’s him!

Miraculously, CHARLIE quickens his pace and runs with a grace of a particularly graceful gazelle. After the chaos and din, this is a sublime moment and at last we see the proud, charismatic, sweaty, triumphant Charlie. 
EXT. ALLEYWAY. DAY
FLASHBACK, 1969
CHARLIE as a kid (aged 10) sprinting along a path, high corrugated panels on either side. We see the identical sweaty, triumphant expression as he puts more and more distance between himself and the pursuing copper. 

EXT. AIRPORT, EARLY MORNING

A long line of police cars with sirens howling screeches to a halt at the main departure terminal. Dozens OF ARMED UNIFORMED OFFICERS spill out and hurry inside.

Significantly, a uniformed and DECORATED CHIEF SUPERINTENDANT (COLLINS) is among the new arrivals. An OFFICER opens the door for him as he steps out of his car. 
INT. AIRPORT, DAY

BUCKLEY is knackered. It’s only his fear of losing it all that drives him on. He’s lost sight of Charlie so he scans the area frantically. Above him on the next level and across a divide behind a glass wall Buckley see the legs of CHARLIE running towards the Departure Gate. BUCKLEY collects his breath and sets out again in pursuit. On reaching the Gate he tries to run on board.

GATE ATTENDANT

(VERY POLITELY INDEED) I’m very sorry, sir, but this flight is now closed. Please kindly return to the booking office, where…

BUCKLEY punches the attendant, and hurries through the doors, down the connecting gantry to the plane. He reaches inside his jacket, for a gun.
INT. PASSENGER GANTRY, DAY

As BUCKLEY reaches the end of the gantry the cabin doors have closed and the plane is at the point of taxi-ing away. BUCKLEY is suddenly staring into the eyes of CHARLIE who, in his First Class seat, is sipping his first glass of champagne. CHARLIE toasts Buckley and smiles. 
INT. DEPARTURE GATE, DAY

COLLINS



Stop that plane! 


Please?
The ground crew snigger. However, an armed officer moves forward. This is enough to bring about a hurried exchange with the aircraft.

INT. PASSENGER GANTRY, DAY

The pilot, who has just released the aircraft’s brakes, then reapplies them with a jolt. CHARLIE’s expression is consternation rapidly followed by a realisation. He thinks he has been betrayed. BUCKLEY raises his gun and points it straight at the window next to Charlie.

CHARLIE turns to FRANKIE who is seated alongside and lands an almighty thump on his nose. FRANK crumples out of sight. CHARLIE bellows (soundlessly) his sense of betrayal at FRANKIE.
CHARLIE


You treacherous bastard!
The cabin crew wade in to break up the fight.

BUCKLEY is bemused. He lowers the gun and turns to be greeted with the vision of COLLINS casually sauntering down the gantry with his entourage. BUCKLEY pockets the gun, pushes back his hair, and straightens his tie ready to charm the Superintendant. However, as COLLINS reaches the end of the gantry he ignores Buckley completely. Instead he waves the incriminating ‘black book’ at Charlie and gives him a thumbs-up and a huge beaming smile. He then turns to the astonished ground crew.

COLLINS




Carry on. That plane’s free to go.
The ARMED POLICE now swarm over BUCKLEY. Behind him we see Charlie’s flight taxi away. In the distance another plane lifts off the runway. 

EXT. HACIENDA BY THE SEA, POOLSIDE, DAY

Credits over “Ian Dury’s Reasons to be Cheerful”

A boy (aged 5) is thrown in the air, he giggles, calling out “DaddEEE” as he splashes into an azure pool. As we emerge from the water we see CHARLIE’S smiling face. Six other kids (his other children) are seated on the water’s edge. At a signal they all dive bomb Charlie.

The camera sweeps out and around revealing the luxury mansion seen in Buckley’s brochure, now transformed into the world’s finest rehab. CAREFUL brings a tray of iced drinks to a couple sunning themselves in pink wheelchairs, it’s RICK (without limbs) and VERONICA. Their children are also playing happily in a shallow toddler pool. We travel in through a bedroom window to see FRANKIE chasing a barely bikini’d LOUISE around the bed. He’s slow, and limping terribly, so LOUISE teases him by stopping, then running off again. We zoom out to see a luxury motorboat approaching the mooring with HENRY and JANETTE aboard… PHIL is locked in a passionate embrace on the sundeck with a beautiful stranger … 

RACHEL sits some distance away, happily surveying the scene. She pours red wine into an NHS mug then raises her mug in salute to the lot of them. She then returns to her book, a biography of Ronnie Biggs.
EXT. REHAB, DAY.

Back in Blighty MR KIDNEY is sitting in a deckchair on the remains of the balcony of the demolished rehab. He turns to the occupant of the deckchair beside him.
MR KIDNEY



Fancy another?

The occupant nods. MR KIDNEY takes a twenty pound note and carefully fills it with tobacco and cannabis. He lights it and graciously offers it to PAULA who takes a puff, closes her eyes and smiles. She in turn hands it to the occupant of a third deckchair, MUM, who also takes a good puff. Reflected in Mum’s thick NHS glasses we see a blazing sun setting over a blasted urban horizon.

PAULA



Purely medicinal of course.
MR KIDNEY / MUM


(LAZY, BLISSED OUT) Of course.
THE END
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