TURNED OUT NICE AGAIN.

FADE IN:

INT. CHEAP LONDON FLAT. EVENING. MONDAY.

DAVE, a tall man in his late thirties, dressed in brown trousers, jacket and baseball cap bearing the logo of a truck company is on the phone to his wife, he sounds distressed.

                                                         DAVE

                                  JENNIE please listen! It wasn't

                                  my fault honest....what..no that's

                                  not what I always say. I didn't

                                  mean to hit him I didn't even know

                                  he was there..I don't know what I'm

                                  gonna do now, if you'd just listen 

                                  I'd explai....Jennie!..Jennie....SHIT!

Dave slowly replaces the receiver and slumps into an armchair in the corner of the sparsely furnished flat. He stares vacantly into space, head in hand, his eyes eventually coming  to rest on a stack of unpaid bills on the table all at least two months overdue. He sighs deeply and sinks lower into the chair.

The click of the door indicates that his older brother PAUL has returned. Dave turns hopefully towards the door.

                                                         DAVE

                                  Find anythin' mate?

Paul closes the door and collapses into the chair opposite his brother.

                                                         PAUL

                                  Nah mate nothin' at all. I've

                                  bin all over this bloody town

                                  and no-one wants to employ

                                  a person with a record. Every

                                  application has that box you gotta

                                  tick if you've ever bin convicted

                                  of a crime.....

                                                         DAVE

                                  ...and once you've ticked the box 

                                  you got no hope have ya?

                                                         PAUL

                                  You said it mate.

                                                         DAVE

                                  Shit.

                                                         PAUL

                                  What's up with you? You look

                                  like hell. 

                                                         DAVE

                                  Got the sack today for reversing

                                  the  truck into this delivery man

                                  an breakin' 'is leg.     

                                                         PAUL 

                                  You're jokin'?

Dave leans forward in his chair, gesturing with his hands protesting his innocence.

                                                         DAVE 

                                  No it wasn't my fault, not at 

                                  all. Silly bastard shouldn't have

                                  bin in the way, I was only doin'

                                  me job.

                                                         PAUL

                                  What an' they sacked ya just like that?  

                                                         DAVE

                                  Yep, said I was violatin' company

                                  safety procedures' or summat like

                                  that and they had to let me go on

                                  principle.....We're really screwed 

                                  now mate, neither of us has got a 

                                  job an' we got all these bills to pay. 

                                  What we gonna do?

                                                         PAUL

                                  Get lookin' for another job.

                                                         DAVE

                                  Yeah I will but it takes time.....

The two lapse into a momentary silence, deep in thought about ways of coming up with money fast.
                                                         PAUL

                                  What about Jennie? 

                                                         DAVE

                                  What about her?           

                                                         PAUL

                                  Well she's still your wife isn't she?

                                                         DAVE

                                  Not for much longer. I can't even

                                  get her to talk to me on the phone

                                  let alone lend me money, besides I 

                                  don't think she's got that much anyway..

                                                         PAUL

                                  Well while you're livin' here we 

                                  gotta share the responsibility,

                                  you know that don't ya?

                                                         DAVE

                                  Yeah I know.

The two are silent again for a few minutes as they ponder their situation. Then on the street below the screech of tyres, as a car quickly pulls away gives Paul an idea......

                                                         PAUL

                                  What about doin' a job?

                                                         DAVE

                                  You don't mean...?

                                                         PAUL

                                  Nah nah nothin' big,  just a 

                                  supermarket or sumthin..yeah

                                  we could get ten or fifteen grand easy.

                                                         DAVE

                                  Paul you only got out of prison six

                                  months ago after a year inside for 

                                  attempted robbery and you wanna

                                  go out an' do it again?

                                                         PAUL

                                  I was only an amateur then tho',

                                  stuff I learned on the inside means

                                  we can't fail this time. I know how

                                  it works now.

                                                         DAVE

                                  I really don't think.....

                                                         PAUL

                                  ...then don't think. Leave it to

                                  me, I'll take care of everything, 

                                  and by the way I hope you're not 

                                  forgettin' the small sum of three 

                                  grand we owe Ronnie from that

                                  poker game we played a few weeks back.

                                                          DAVE 

                                  Oh shit yeah.....

                                                          PAUL
                                  He certainly hasn't forgotten,

                                  and he's not prepared to wait

                                  much longer neither.

EXT.COUNCIL ESTATE. LATE AFTERNOON. TUESDAY.

Dave crosses the road, folding the collar of his jacket up against the gusting wind. He reaches to pull open the door at the base of one of the many tower blocks on the estate, but is beaten to it by Paul who is on his way out looking pleased with himself.

                                                         PAUL

                                  Alright bruv, I was just looking

                                  for you. Where you been? 

                                                         DAVE

                                  Lookin' for a job as it happens,

                                  and I might have found one n' all.

                                  Drivin' the delivery lorries for 

                                  Tescos or sumthin' like that. I got

                                  an interview on Friday....not sure 

                                  I wanna work for Tescos mind....

                                                         PAUL

                                  I wouldn't mind workin' for

                                  anyone.. but forget that. I've got

                                  news, our little job is all sorted. 

                                  Lets go for a walk.

EXT. DESERTED PARK BENCH. EARLY EVENING.

Seated side by side on the bench Paul and Dave are talking, or rather Paul is talking, using a lot of excited hand gestures. Dave is listening while nervously throwing stones into the nearby pond. He looks anxious.

                                                         PAUL

                                  Alright then, now accordin' 

                                  to my 'contacts' the main money

                                  collection is on Thursday mornin'

                                  which means by tomorrow 

                                  (Wednesday) the tills should be

                                  pretty full.                                                                                                                      

Paul rubs his hands together eagerly. With a note of panic in his voice Dave responds.

                                                         DAVE

                                  What tills Paul? You haven't even told

                                  me what we're doin'! Are we robbin' a 

                                  shop or a supermarket or what? 

                                  I dunno if I can do this....

                                                         PAUL

                                  It's alright mate. everything's sweet.

                                  We just go into the Tescos on Tottenham

                                  Court Road wander about for a bit 

                                  and then 'it em when it gets a bit quieter.

                                  Simple.

                                                         DAVE

                                  Tescos! Ah shit Paul I got an interview

                                  for Tescos on Friday...has it got to be   

              Tescos?

                                                         PAUL

                                  Stop moanin' they won't know it's you 

                                  anyway will they? and yes it has gotta 

                                  be Tescos coz it's the one I got all the 

                                  information about alright?

                                                         DAVE

                                  What if we get busted tho'? Supermarkets

                                  have about six security guards these days,

                                  they look hard as fuck n' all. We'll never
                                  get away...

                                                         PAUL

                                  They're not hard, they're just rent-a-cops

                                  who aren't clever enough to be in the

                                  Police, everyone knows that. Besides

                                  they're certainly not gonna be tough if 

                                  you got a gun in yer hand like we're 

                                  gonna have!

                                                         DAVE

                                  What?!                                                                                     

Dave leaps to his feet and starts to walk off. Paul jumps up and runs after him.

                                                         PAUL

                                  Dave wait. Don't worry mate they won't

                                  be real guns, I picked up a couple of 

                                  replicas that look spot on. I got some 

                                  disguises too; rubber masks!                                                                

                                                         DAVE

                                  I dunno Paul....

                                                         PAUL

                                  Listen. Most transactions in supermarkets

                                  are done with a switch or a credit card right? 

                                  Except for at checkouts nineteen and 

                                  twenty in our particular supermarket which

                                  are cash-only. Think about it: the day before

                                  the weekly money collection, two cash-only 

                                  tills are gonna be absolutely loaded!

                                                         DAVE

                                  Are you sure there's no other way

                                  to get the money? I might get this job y'know.

                                                         PAUL

                                  Dave if you and Jennie split up

                                  you're gonna be paying child-

                                  support for the next sixteen years, 

                                  we got about a grand of bills to 

                                  pay and Ronnie wants his money 

                                  by this time next week! Now if you

                                  can think of a better way of raising 

                                  the cash I'd like to hear it!

Dave, now looking even more apprehensive shakes his head in disbelief and stares out across the pond.

                                                         PAUL

                                  S'alright Dave...I know what I'm

                                  doin'. Come on lets go down the

                                  chippy, I'm starvin'.

INT. SUPERMARKET. AFTERNOON.WEDNESDAY.

Paul and Dave are walking round Tescos, each holding a shopping basket and trying their best to look inconspicuous.

                                                         PAUL

                                  What's the matter?

                                                         DAVE

                                  I'm sure that security guard is

                                  following us around...

                                                         PAUL

                                  No he's not. Look he's gone now,

                                  just shut up and keep putting things

                                  in your basket.

                                                         DAVE

                                  Paul I don't mind tellin' you that

                                  I'm shitting meself right now!

                                  I mean what if sumthin' goes wrong?

                                  What if the tills won't open?

                                  What if.......

                                                         PAUL

                                  Dave shut up for fuck's sake!

                                  You're makin' me nervous now.

                                  Everythin'll be fine, I've done 

                                  this before.....now come on there's

                                  our checkouts. Get ready to put

                                  your mask on. 

The brothers begin walking towards the last two checkouts in the row: tills nineteen and twenty. Paul reaches into his back pocket for his mask when a flurry of movement catches his eye. 

                                                         PAUL

                                  What the fucks that?

                                                         DAVE

                                  What?
                                                         PAUL

                                  That over there look. 

                                  Bastards they beat us to it!

                                                         DAVE

                                  Wh what d'ya mean?

                                                         PAUL

                                  I don't believe this, all this

                                  preparation and someone's 

                                  already fuckin' robbin' the place!

                                                         DAVE

                                  Thank God! Now we can

                                  get the hell out of here...

                                                        PAUL

                                  I'm not gonna stand by and 

                                  let some prick waltz off with 

                                  fifteen grand of my money...

                                  Bollocks!

Paul starts running towards checkout nineteen where two men in balaclavas are in the process of filling a shopping bag with money from the till. Dave runs after him shouting.

                                                         DAVE

                                  Paul! Paul wait!

Paul barges past two nervous looking security guards and heads straight for the two thieves.

                                                         PAUL

                                  Oi where the fuck do you think 

                                  you're goin' with that?!

At top speed his sixteen stone frame catches the men off balance and sends them both flying to the ground. One recovers enough to kick Paul in the leg. As he sinks to his knees, momentarily reeling the man aims another kick at his stomach. Before he can swing back his foot though he is brought crashing to the ground by a running punch from Dave.

                                                         DAVE

                                  Oi that's my brother you

                                  fuckin' bastard!

Dave now lines up a second punch but  he too is stopped, this time by two more members of security who have just arrived on the scene.

                                                         SECURITY GUARD

                                  Cheers for that lads.You 

                                  really saved the day there. 

                                  Dunno why our own staff 

                                  didn't act as quickly as you  

                                  two tho', not much to be 

                                  scared of really is there? 

                                  This is obviously a fake gun isn't it.....?

The security guard picks up Paul's replica gun which had fallen out of his jacket when he crashed into the two men. He takes it with him as the thieves are led away to a chorus of applause directed towards the heroes Paul and Dave.

                                                         DAVE  (whispers)

                                  Shit Paul what now?                       

                                                         PAUL (whispers)

                                  I dunno, but I reckon we better

                                  ditch these masks and your gun

                                  sharpish...!

INT. CHEAP LONDON FLAT. LUNCHTIME. MONDAY.

Paul is sitting reading a letter and smiling to himself. Dave enters and walks through to the kitchen.

                                                         PAUL

                                  Dave you never told me you

                                  went to that interview on Friday.

                                                         DAVE (O.S.) 

                                  Yeah I thought I might as

                                  well y'know. We still got

                                   no money tho' have we?

                                                         PAUL

                                  Not so fast mate, listen to

                                  this: Dear Sir blah, blah, blah we 

                                  would like to present you and your

                                  brother with a cheque for three 

                                  thousand pounds each as a reward

                                  for your bravery in foiling a robbery    

                                  last Wednesday in our Tottenham 

                                  Court road superstore.

Dave rushes back  into the room.

                                                         DAVE                                  

                                  What! Three grand each?!

                                                         PAUL

                                  Hold on, there's more. In addition

                                  to this despite being aware of your 

                                  previous criminal convictions, we 

                                  feel you have proved your self a 

                                  worthy advocate of the law and 

                                  would like to offer you a position 

                                  on our security staff here at Tescos.                      

                                  Your brother will be officially 

                                  informed of his successful application

                                  for the post of Store Deliveries Manager

                                  in a couple of days.

Dave, now standing next to Paul stares at him in disbelief.

                                                         DAVE

                                  Are you serious?

                                                         PAUL

                                  Too right I am mate. I wouldn't 

                                  lie about sumthin' like this.

                                                         DAVE

                                  I don't believe it. I got the job?

                                  Yes! I've got a job, we both got jobs!

                                                         PAUL

                                  Plus three grand each! That takes

                                  care of the bills....

                                                         DAVE

                                  ...and Ronnie thank God.

                                                         PAUL

                                  I told you things would work out

                                  bruv, lets go to the pub and celebrate.

                                                         DAVE

                                  You got any money?

Paul looks at the cheque in his hand.

                                                         PAUL

                                  I have now mate.
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