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That Summer Before

EPISODE 1
Written By Malcolm Parkes

The High street in shadopolis on a slightly overcast day, the noticeboards have posters advertising wares and a faded poster of the 28shades with a fresh ‘cancelled’ sticker over it. In front of this stands an 18 year old slightly oriental girl with shoulder length black hair, she sighs as she reads the cancelled sign and reaching into the pocket of her overcoat. Amongst bits of paper, she brings out two tickets to the cancelled gig, she separates the 2 tickets and notices that between them is the remains of a flyer advertising a health spa.

ANJA

‘So i guess it’s decided...’

 She sighs again putting the rubbish back into her pockets and turns to leave pulling her rucksack higher on her shoulders. She pauses and puts her hand against the poster. When she pulls it away there is a damp hand print left behind. Clouds move away giving brief glimpses of bright sunlight but they always seem to miss falling on her.

From the library foyer two girls also about 18 come bouncing out, laughing at some little joke. They pause as sun light suddenly bursts though and the day is suddenly bright.

MIA

I guess the summer’s not quiet over.

BREANNA

Yea! And so summer romance could still be in the air!

  They both sniff the air in hope.

MIA

Maybe it is only summer for lovers!

 They laugh and MIA catches a glimpse of Anja walking towards the library.

... HEYA! Come smell the summer!

 ANJA looks up as if from a dream, see’s them and smiles widely. Some of her glumness is gone.

ANJA

Heya! 

 She jogs over to them in their sunlight but the clouds follow and by the time the three are together the sky is overcast again.

BREANNA

Yep as brief as my last romance.

 She sighs and pulls her coat closer to her as a wind catches their hair.

... so... you coming or not?

ANJA

Hur?

 MIA turns to BREANNA with mock surprise.

MIA

Could it be she’s forgotten?

ANJA

Forgotten?

BREANNA

What kind of a girl could forget such a thing!

MIA

The kind who’s in love?

ANJA

Love? 

BREANNA

Of course! 

ANJA

I... am not!

MIA

No?

 MIA and BREANNA smile at ANJA’s denial.

ANJA

No! 

 There is a faint sadness in her voice. The wind blows again. MIA and BREANNA giggle.

...Who says?

BREANNA

Does it matter who? 

ANJA

Of course!

BREANNA

Then it’s true?

ANJA

Hur?

MIA

If you care who’s saying it then there has to be something there. Hur?

ANJA

No!

BREANNA

Ok. Ok. 

 She hold her hands up is surrender.

... but there has to be somebody you have your heart set on.

RASO

Maybe it’s a secret!

 A boy appears and MIA turns to him.

MIA

How... how long have you been here?

RASO

Where? Here?

MIA

Yes.

RASO

Well i’ve always been here. I can’t really be anywhere else. Well not without leaving my body behind i guess...

 He scratches his head in thought.

... and i couldn’t do that.

BREANNA

She meant...

RASO

Of course i haven’t tried.. so...

MIA

You ok RASO?

RASO

Me? Yea sure. Slightly hungry but...

 BREANNA turns to MIA. 

BREANNA

He doesn’t look well. Somebody should look after him!

 MIA blushes and looks away hiding her face.

RASO

You’re ANJA right?

 He turns to ANJA who’s just been watching the clouds pass.

ANJA

Wa?

RASO

Anja?

ANJA

Yes? 

RASO

Thought so. I’ve seen you around somewhere...

BREANNA

You’ve probably seen her on tv. Very famous!

RASO

Truely? Very cool!

ANJA

It’s nothing it’s...

MIA

Yes she’s going to be a star!

 ANJA looks embarrised. 

RASO

A famous actress here?

BREANNA

No over there. 

 She points over at ANJA

...Calm down RASO!

ANJA

It’s really nothing! Just a part time job.

MIA

She already gets fan mail!

 ANJA blushes and looks away

BREANNA

It’s called ‘letter’s home’ you seen it?

RASO

Um... oh... no.

  MIA and BREANNA look deflated. ANJA just relaxes.

... but i’ll keep an eye out.

 ANJA tightens up again. MIA and BREANNA break out into smiles.

BREANNA

So what brings you to the library?

RASO

I have a... well a study date i guess.

 MIA looks surprised and a bit hurt, BREANNA moves towards her protectively.

BREANNA

Blond or brunnette?

 MIA starts to twiddle with her brunnette hair.

RASO

Hur? I? I guess brunnette... um to be honest i haven’t paid much attention.

 There’s looks between MIA and BREANNA and MIA crosses her arms across her chest defensively.

BREANNA

Men!

 RASO looks around for these ‘men’ but then realises that it was an insult and looks puzzled.

RASO

What did i say? It’s not like it’s important. Some have blonde, some have brunnette, some...

 He looks over at ANJA and her dark hair.

... and then there’s dyes and tints and...

BREANNA

And all the colours of the rainbow.

RASO

Exactly! Hell i can hardly remember the colour of my own hair...

MIA

Coconut crisp.

RASO

..and i’m wearing it... hur?

 He turns and looks directly at MIA. At first she shrinks from it but then gains confidance.

MIA

It’s like coconut crisp – half chocolate and have coconut.

RASO

Oh

He pulls his hair so he can get a closer looks at it.

... Really?

 She nods and he shrugs.

..well now i know. Thank you

 BREANNA looks at MIA with some pride and nods her head in his direction, encouraging her to say something more.

MIA

Pop by anytime you need it confirmed.

RASO

Cool.

 MIA smiles the largest smile, the sun shines brighter.

BREANNA

Bet it doesn’t taste like it though!

RASO

Should it?

ANJA turns to RASO

ANJA

There seems to be someone trying to get your attention.

 MIA looks alarmed at the openness of ANJA’s statement.

MIA

ANJA!

ANJA

In the library. There!

 She points to the window of the library

RASO

Ah he’s already here!

BREANNA

He?

RASO

Yea he’s helping me on my... oh i see you thought...

 He laughs.

... yea i guess calling it a study date was...

 MIA seems to brighten upagain and RASO waves at the figure in the window who’s pointed to his watch. RASO looks at his watch also.

RASO

Sorry ladies i gotta go my... ‘Date’ hates it when i’m late. And i don’t even have any flowers.

 He laughs and makes his way into the libary. MIA turns to watch him leave.

BREANNA

One last summer romance?

 She puts he arm around MIA’s shoulder and hugs her to her.

ANJA

Is he...?

BREANNA

Yep

ANJA

... ‘the cherry blossem in the winter..’

MIA

Hur?

 ANJA smiles a secret smile that fades to a sigh.

ANJA

Nothing just a thought... so that’s the guy hur?

 It’s now her time to get some fun out of her friend.

... i was expecting someone... taller?

MIA

He’s tall!

 MIA looks back at the library where RASO can be seen going though towards the study area.

ANJA

Maybe! Does he know yet?

BREANNA

If he does he’s very cruel!

ANJA

A cold heart is easy to melt.

BREANNA

You just have to warm it the right way.

  MIA blushes.

MIA

It’s not....!

BREANNA

Ok. So...

  BREANNA turns to ANJA

.... will you?

 MIA looks at BREANNA in alarm at the suggestion. ANJA looks similiarly shocked.

ANJA

Hur?

MIA

That’s not... i will!

 BREANNA turns back to MIA.

BREANNA

Hur?

MIA

I will!

 BREANNA’s confused.

BREANNA

Will what?

MIA

I....

 MIA blushes embarrised, BREANNA turns back to ANJA

BREANNA

Will you be joining us for the fun?

 MIA looks at BREANNA and ANJA and calms down.

ANJA

Oh i... um....

 She grasps at the tickets in her pocket, looks back towards the cancelled poster. The clouds part for a brief second and ANJA’s face is finally lit up.

... yes!

MIA & BREANNA

 Yea!

 The two giggle at their simitanious declaration and ANJA joins in. It’s good to laugh with friends.

Inside the library Manco sits down. RASO is getting books out of his bag.

RASO

Sorry. I was held up by friends and a nearly famous actress

MANCO

You mean ANJA

RASO

You know her?

MANCO

We’ve spoken a few words.

RASO

A few words... Seen her on t.v?

MANCO

Sometimes.

RASO

And?

MANCO

It’s ‘letter’s home’, she reads some of the girls letters.

RASO

Oh.

MANCO

What you were expecting something more flashy? More fleshy?

RASO

I... no. I’ve just not heard of it.

MANCO

Well now you have. So.... to work.

Later that evening. ANJA and MIA waving goodbye to BREANNA.

MIA

So?

ANJA

So?

MIA

What do you think about RASO?

ANJA

Ur? Seems nice?

 She shrugs not knowing what to say but from MIA’s expresion it’s enough.

MIA

He is! He’s...

 She stops and smiles. ANJA smiles too.

... someday...

ANJA

Too soon to tell him?

 MIA nods and they walk on and come to ANJA’s house.

ANJA

You coming in?

MIA

Is LUNA home?

 ANJA nods.

... I don’t think... i think i’ve got a lot of homework to do.

ANJA

Oh... alright. See you later then.

MIA

See ya!

 She waves and is off leaving ANJA to enter the house. In the street outside, the 28shades in long robes their faces covered by hoods add music to the night. ANJA Closes the door and the band pack up to leave.

M

Did she notice the sun?

D

Only the clouds...

A sitting room with a low dining table at it’s centre and a wide screen tv in it’s corner. Family photo’s hang from the walls. There are sliding doors that lead out to a simple tall fenced garden. on the table there is a note.

ANJA

Daughter number one is home

 ANJA walks into the room and looks around for members of her family. The house is silent.

... LUNA? Mom?

She puts down her bag and picks up the note on the table. It read’s ‘LUNA’s remembered she’s supposed to be somewhere. Dinner will be ready by the time i get back. Do homework. Love mum’

... by the time she gets back?

 ANJA looks at the clock on the wall then sniffs the air. Nothing. She picks her bag back up and walks through to the kitchen. It’s pristine. She checks the oven – empty.

... Ok... a bit disappointing...

she sighs and walks back out.. the phone rings so moves to pick it up

.... Mum? Oh no sorry i...ofcourse MR MANN.... ur... tomorrow morning... sure when do you want me.... Oh? Ok then i’ll be there bright and early. Ok bye.’

 She puts the phone down and leans her head against the wall.

...What’s so urgent...

 She looks back at the clock. Time passes.

ANJA’s sitting at the dinner table with homework all around her, busily writing. The front door opens, closed and  movement comes closer. ANJA looks up and then at the clock.

ANJA

Has it started raining yet?

  She gets no answer but russelling. There are footsteps on the stairs and the sound of thumps upstairs.

... LUNA?

 ANJA stands up, picks up her mug and walks through to the kitchen. She flicks the kettle on and starts making herself a hot drink. She looks up towards the ceiling waiting for any other noices. There are none. The kettle clicks, she pours, blows on the stream and walks through to the sitting room. She tunes the tv on and settle to watch it for a while.

RASO sitting at a desk writing in a journal. A lone photo in a frame sits to one side – a memory of former days. He looks up to think, chewing his pencil as he does so. He sighs.

RASO

It’s no good i just gotta...

 He sighs again and picks up the photo. A beach house with sand up to it’s doors, a figure is covering her face and running away though a smile is seen through her fingers. He reaches out for his phone and dials a number from memory, waits and then hangs up. He breaths in stealing himself for the call. He redials and waits.

Voice

Eastern Beach Hotel. How can i help you?

RASO

I... I’d like to make a reservation for this weekend.

ANJA sleeping infront of the tv. There’s sound upstairs and she wakes up.

ANJA

LUNA?

 Footsteps come down stairs and pause. A teenage girl walks in her hair in a towel.

LUNA

Where’s mum?

 ANJA looks at her in puzzlement then reaches for the note and hands it to LUNA.

... hur? I’ve not.... 

ANJA

Well she’s got to be somewhere.

LUNA

Maybe she’s.... ur?

ANJA

Maybe a lot of things...

LUNA

So what’s for dinner?

 ANJA sighs.

... ok i guess i’ll find something. You hungry?

ANJA

Not really.

LUNA

Really?

She looks as if this is a new idea to her.

...So you’re just going to drink coffee all night hur?

ANJA

No i’ve got to be at work early in the morning.

LUNA

But it’s...

ANJA

I know.

LUNA

Rather you than me. I guess that means you’ll be wanting all the hot water for a bath.

ANJA

Hmm... Bath!

 She slides backwards with a contented look on her face then opens one eye and looks at her sister and the towel on her head.

...LUNA? why have you got a towel on your head?

 LUNA pauses, caught.

LUNA

Ur?

ANJA

What have you done?

 She sounds tired.

LUNA

Um nothing.

ANJA

Show me!

LUNA

It’s nothing.

ANJA

Show me now!

 LUNA returns to the room and begins to remove the towel. Strands of blonde hair fall down to neck level.

LUNA

Happy?

ANJA

Ok you’ve bleached it right?

 ANJA fiddles with her own dark hair.

LUNA

Just a little

ANJA

A little? It’s white. You look like grandma

LUNA

Before or after the cremation?

ANJA

I hope you got all of it! Every root.

LUNA

We did.

ANJA

We?

LUNA

Me and Rosie

ANJA

Rosie’s done it too?

LUNA

She did me and i did her.

ANJA

You two! 

LUNA

So... what do you think? Truely?

ANJA

I don’t know. I’m... too tired to think.

LUNA

You’re always tired these days.

ANJA

That’s cos i don’t get a moment of peace from my younger sister and her friends

LUNA

It’s not just that though is it!

 ANJA just turns away and watches tv.

.. Fine!

 She’s throws the towel at ANJA and turns back to the kitchen. The towel lands on ANJA. She looks up.

ANJA

Does that mean you’ve used up all the hot water?

LUNA

No – did it at Rosie’s.

ANJA

Oh... then i think i’ll go and slip into some bubbles. See ya blondy!

The streets of Shadopolis. Night has arrived and a light rain is falling. A figure is walking though the rain. A long raincoat and wide brimed hat protect him from the rain. He is tired, his face is gray and unshaven. A voice comes from memory.

Memory (v.o)

The journey will be long. Longer than any you’ve taken before...

H

And will i live?

Memory

No one is really alive. freedom is but another death.

H

I will try.

Memory

Go.

 H continues his journey, the rain falls harder. Shadows move, he turns searching for the cause of the movement. He tightens up prepared for action.

LUNA infront of the tv combing her hair straight. She grunts at the effort to remove some knots. The news comes on and LUNA looks up at the clock in surprise. It is late. She looks around the empty and dark room. she sighs, collects her things, turns the tv off which leaves the room darker and she walks out and stairs the slow climb upstairs.

ANJA asleep in bed, the sound of LUNA climbing the stairs and pausing outside the door.

LUNA

‘night

 but ANJA’s asleep. Her clothes for tomorrow hang from the wardrobe door. The sound of rain falling on the roof and against the glass of her window. Something hits the window and ANJA stirs in her sleep.

LUNA walks on and opens the door to her room and puts her stuff on the desk. She hears something hitting the window but it wasn’t her window, she walks back to ANJA’s door and gently knocks.

LUNA

ANJA?

 She opens the door a bit and looks in. She see’s ANJA asleep and looks over to the window see’s nothing and is turning away when a third strike snaps her head back but nothing. ANJA moves in her sleep again.

... ANJA?

 She pushes the door open further letting the light of the corridor reveal the contents of ANJA’s room. She walks over towards the window avoiding books stacked on the floor. She reaches the closed window and peers out into the darkness. Just rain and some wind, leaves fall from the trees.

... just wind...

  She turns away and walks back towards the door. Pauses when she reaches ANJA’s long coat. She spies the tickets and pulls them out letting some of the other debris fall to the floor.

... Hello? What’s this? Enough only for 2?

 She looks back over to her sister and puts the ticket’s back into the pockets of the coat.

... i knew it – you’re hiding something.

 She smiles, walks over to her sister and strokes her hair.

...sleep well.

 She walks out of the room and closes the door. The room becomes dark once more.

LUNA walks into her room with a yawn. Picks up her brush and walks out and into the bathroom. The lights come on and F goes about putting toothpaste on her toothbrush and begin to brush her teeth. She looks up into the mirror and freezes. Her reflection shows her with 2 streaks of undyed black hair. She drops her brush into the sink and grabs at her hair – when she looks at it directly it’s blonde as it’s supposed to be. She returns to look at the mirror and it’s also blonde.

... ok now i know i’m tired!

She picks up the toothbrush and returns to brushing her teeth, pausing only to yawn. She washes her mouth out turns towards the toilet.

Street scenary. In the distance four very wet band members trapse up a couple of steps and into a building who’s name plate reads ‘studio 28’. From a side street come two loud and rowdy drunks, they stagger along the path though puddles, kicking stones 

Drunk 1

It doesn’t go like that it’s....  and i don’t wanna live and i don’t wanna die just to be born once again and be by your side...

Drunk 2

Nonsense! It’s.. uh... i’ve got the taste for some of that old rough stuff, the kind that puts hair on your chest.

Drunk 1

Hur? That’s not even the same song

Drunk 2

It’s the same. It’s all the same.

Drunk 1

Can’t you remember anything?

Drunk 2

I remember everything just fine. Every word, every line. It’s ‘and i don’t wanna live and i don’t wanna die..’

Drunks 1

That’s what i was singing.

Drunk 2

Was not!

Drunk 1

Was!

Drunk 2

You’re nothing but a drunk

Drunk 1

And you’re nothing but...

 He pauses and looks up. After a short while waiting for his friend to continue Drunk 2 looks up too but can’t see anything of interest.

Drunk 2

 What?

Drunk 1

i.... don’t know..

Drunk 2

What?

 Drunk 1 returns his gaze to the streets, slightly deflated.

Drunk 1

I thought i....

Drunk 2

What did you see?

Drunk 1

Dancing.

Drunk 2

Hur?

 Drunk 1 looks down at his feet and then at drunk 2, slightly more sober than before.

Drunk 1

I saw a girl dancing, twirling around and around and around and around.

 He started turning around and around until he looses his balance and falls over.

Drunk 2

Where? I don’t see anyone.

Drunk 1

She was right....

 He begins to point upwards but decides against it.

... you’re right i’m drunk. It couldn’t have been real...

Drunk 2

Come on lets get you back home. This rain’ll give you a cold.

Drunk 1

Rain?

The Dream world is gray and faded. It is raining heavily, storm clouds gather in the night sky. Movement and shadows. The sound of metal straping on metal, of ripping cloth, of fighting. A body comes into view. It moves as someone backs into it. A flash of steel, they stumble facing away. A second figure comes into view, an ornate sword in hand, he slashes it across the back of the fallen figure who tries to get away but the standing figure pulls the sword back and begins his final lunge...

 ANJA wakes up, her face wet, her cheeks pale. The rain continues to hit the window and roof. The wind has picked up – a real storm is brewing. Her breathing slows and quietens.

ANJA

Just a dream... just a...

 She pauses and listens. The house is silent. She sits up and reaches for a nightgown. She gets up and slips the night gown over her night clothes. She reaches over to her desk and picks up a watch looking at the time. She sighs. ANJA goes to the door opens it and walk out into the darkened corridor. She switches the light on and heads down stairs.

RASO is still awake. A Cup of hot coffee sits besides him as he types away on a computer. She seems tired but a little happier. It is almost morning though the rain keeps it dark.

RASO

So... ‘Letter’s home’ where are you?

 He types away on the computer searching for references.

.. ah! There you are!

 He scans though the text with his finger and clicks on a hyperlink. The page changes and the ‘Letter’s home website comes up.

..hmm cheap but cheerful.... 

 He goes through the options and decides on one marked ‘letter’s to the crew’, He reads through the new page that has photo’s of cast and crew. He finds ‘ANJA’s name. The photo comes from a screen grab and is alittle fuzzy.

... could have done some publicity shots!

 Then he reads the blurb.

ANJA’s Voice

... and joining the great crew here at channel ‘hi’. It’s a bit of a challange sometimes but i’m enjoying the work, helping people stay in touch with friends and family back in the homeland. It’s important to remember those you love. 

 RASO picks up the photo from his desk and looks at it again.

RASO

... yes it is.

 He turns his computer off, looks outside at the rain, yawns. Picks up his coffee, decides against drinking it, turns the light of and falls into bed.

Morning has arrived. The storm gives way to a bright day. Birds call out to one another and daily street life begins. People are brushing up after the pervious nights winds, putting refuge into bins, etc. 

 Inside the ‘REANNO’ household. LUNA in her nightware and yawning walks down the corridor and pauses to sniff. Smoke is slowly wafting upstairs. She runs down the stairs to the source of the smoke. Burning toast. She flips the remains out and opens a window.

LUNA

ANJA?

 She then notices ANJA laying on the floor asleep.

... Hay you wake up!

ANJA stirs and opens her eyes, puzzled at where she is.

ANJA

How?

LUNA

Forgot something?

 She throws the charred toast across the counter as ANJA gets up

ANJA

Oh... I... I’ve gotta go to work it’s...

 She looks at her arm where her watch should be and then at the rest of her body. She’s still in her nightstuff.

... oh hell...

 she runs upstairs

LUNA

Rough night i guess

 She throws the breakfast into the bin and leaves the kitchen. Opens the patio door onto the backgarden and steps outside. The sun is still only half showing. There’s still a chill in the air. She looks out at the day then up to where her sister’s room is.

... why am i up? She’s the one going out.

 She goes back inside and makes her way towards the stairs. ANJA comes taring down it, narrowly missing LUNA and goes out the door.

... bye?

She heads back up stairs and to bed.

Street scene. In the distance we can see ANJA getting her bike and peddling off. Closer by an old lady throughs water out of a bucket and starts scrubbing at the pavement. It’s stained red. The blood washes down the sewer and the old lady gets back to her other chores.  Following ANJA as she goes through the streets, dodging drivers and waving at the occasional person she recognises. Even though it’s only just dawn enough people are around collecting papers, etc to keep her having to slow occasionally.  

At the tv studio, the exec’s and directors are in meeting. MR MANN is towards the bottom end of the table.

Director 1

It’ll mean changing the camera angle a few degrees to show the wider view.

Art director

A few pot plants to soften the breaks, added greenary and the idea of life. The new logo split down the middle.

Boss

So... tricks.

Art

Well yea.

Tech

If we can sync the background transmission. i doubt people would notice.

Art

Just a couple of blue screens that show the viewer the Tokyo skyline.

Boss

And it’s the same backdrop for both right?

Art & tech

Ofcourse

Director

We do it all the time though not usually on different timezones and continents

Tech 2

A bit of post production should remove any time delays or hitches.

Boss

Of course that wouldn’t work with the live approach...

Director

By then things will be simplier.

MR MANN

Less any other complications – health or such could come up.

Director

Just hire a stand in 

Art

That’ll put the cat among the pidgions!

 There’s general agreement on this point.

Boss

Not much we can do about that. A contract is a contract.

MR MANN

Doesn’t mean things will go ok though!

Boss

True but... there’s time to sort that out. Anything else?

LUNA in bed trying to sleep. Failing, getting frustrated, puffing pillows. Sighs and finally surrenders.

LUNA

Ok awake it is!

  She gets up, walks to the window and opens the curtains. Dawn light floods in.

...ur!

  she gets dressed and plods out of her room. She knocks lightly on a door and pokes her head in.

... Mum?

 There is no responce and she closes the door and walks away.

... missing for more than twelve hours?

She goes down stairs. The smoke has cleared and she closes the patio door and goes into the kitchen.

ANJA parks her bike and walks into the studio, waved though security she goes to the elevator. She stands in the corner avoiding the centre of the floor and presses a button. The doors slide shut. She bangs her head on the wall.

ANJA

Wake up girl!

 The lift whiers away and she takes her coat of and folds it over her arm while looking in the mirror, she brushes her hair flat with her hand and practices her smile.

... Good morning... Ohiyou... Thank you... Early? I hadn’t noticed.
 The lift stops and she takes a deep breath. The doors open onto a wide open plan office split into two section – half for the studio proper and half for the researchers. She steps out of the lift and begins her walk toward her desk. There aren’t many people in yet and things are quiet. A girl waves to her from the other side of the studio and begins to walk over. ANJA waves back. She arrives at her desk, puts her coat and bag down. Reads though a couple of ‘post it’ notes without finding anything new or of interest.

SONERA

So they got you in too hur?

ANJA

Yer – any idea why?

 SONERA perches on the desk and sighs.

SONERA

Nope. The bosses are all in the cigar room. Puffing away and drinking coffee. Some ‘big planning meeting’ they said.

ANJA

Big planning on ‘letter’s home’?

 She looks unconvinced. Sceptical even. 

SONERA

I know! Probably being sold to another company.

 ANJA looks at her in distress.

ANJA

But...

SONERA

It happens. We’re doing quite well... despite what the old fool thinks.

ANJA

He’s just grumpy cos it’s a come down for him.

SONERA

He’s a grumpy old washed up hasbeen.

ANJA

I take it he’s not here yet.

SONERA

Nope!

ANJA 

Yay! So why am i?

SONERA

Maybe it’s a big research project. Some human interest story.

ANJA

All we do is human interest stories.

SONERA

Maybe it’s for someone famous!

 They’re both silent as they think on this.

ANJA

Then surely mr grumpy would be here.

  A door opens and the directors come out. Their meeting over. MR MANN comes out nodding at something someone else says. He separates from the others and heads towards the research department.

SONERA

Guess we’ll be finding out soon.

 The elevator opens again and a young lady walk in, late teens early twenty’s, trouser suit of good fabric. She looks around with a bit of wonder and worry.

MR MANN

Ah!

 He switches direction and heads for the new comer.

ANJA

New girlfriend?

SONERA

More like daughter.

 ANJA yawns

... late night?

ANJA

Bad night!

 SONERA looks concerned, ANJA waves it away

... bad dream. Nothing more.

SONERA

Ok

 They watch MR MANN and the newcomer talk. Soon they begin walking over towards ANJA and SONERA.

.. oh uh.. here we go!

The REANNO household. LUNA eating her breakfast. The radio is on and playing some tinny pop tune. The phone rings and goes dead before LUNA can get to it. A little bit phased by it she sits down again. There is a knock at the door.

The studio. MR MANN, SONERA, ANJA and the newcomer.

MR MANN

Good morning SONERA, Good morning ANJA

ANJA & SONERA

Good morning Mister Mann.

MR MANN

I’d like to introduce our newest recruit. Miss JONA Histica.

JONA

JONA’s fine.

MR MANN

JONA then. She’ll be taking over from ANJA.

ANJA

Hur?

RASO is woken up by the phone ringing. He lunges at it and manages to snag it.

RASO

Yea RASO speaking

Voice

You’re redundant!

 The phone goes dead leaving RASO with a bemused look on his face.

RASO

Redundant?

 He looks around his place looking for clues.

... of course i’m redundent! I don’t have a job. Bloody prank calls.

 He puts the phone down and leans back in bed and sighs then he opens he eyes wide and dismisses a thought.

... couldn’t be mother...

 he looks at the clock and groans. The phone rings again. He picks it up.

RASO

I know i’m redundant!

Mother

I wasn’t going to say anything. Just that we’ll be expecting you for lunch.

RASO

Oh. Ok. Sure. I’ll.. see you then.

Mother

You ok son?

RASO

Yea.. just a... someone playing games i guess. Bye.

LUNA opens the door and finds a police officer waiting. She’s little started.

LUNA

Yes?

P.C

Good morning miss. Is you mother home?

 LUNA looks at him in amazement.

LUNA

No. We haven’t seen her since yesterday.

P.C

Ah...

 He hold up a bag.

...  i just wanted to return this.. it was found in the street yesterday.

LUNA

It’s hers. But... where’s she?

 She looks at him pleadingly.

P.C

I don’t know miss. When was the last time you did see her?

LUNA

Um. Before school yesterday morning. But she left a note saying she’d be late cos she needed to take me somewhere.

P.C

And?

LUNA

I didn’t need to go anywhere. I’ll show you.

 She dissappears into the house and come back with the note.

P.C.

Has she ever don’t this before.

LUNA

No never. It’s very... Irresponsible of her

 The policeman laughs.

P.C.

She’ll turn up no doubt, don’t you worry little miss. But... if she doesn’t by this evening- contact us. I guess i’ll have on to this...

 He holds onto the bag.

..in case it becomes evidance.

LUNA

Ok.

P.C

Good morning Miss.

 He touches his hat and moves off. LUNA closes the door.

The Studio. ANJA, JONA, MR MANN and SONERA.

ANJA

I’m...?

 ANJA’s whole body sags with the thought that she’s been fired.

MR MANN

It’s a great opportunity and all the team from’letter’s home wish you every success.

ANJA

Was it something i’ve done cos i can do better.

MR MANN

Better! It doesn’t get any better!

 MR MANN seems happy by the news. ANJA sighs.

ANJA

Ok i guess i’ll get my coat.

 She turns and heads towards her desk

MR MANN

Hold on there girl. You’re not going yet!

ANJA

Right ofcourse i have to finish the day...

MR MANN

And then there’s all the travel papers to sort out, visa’s...

SONERA

Travel papers?

JONA

Oh i’m so jeolous!

MR MANN

Of course travel papers – you think she should try smuggling herself through customs.

ANJA

Customs?

SONERA

Why where’s she going?

 MR MANN looks surprised and looks between SONERA and ANJA.

MR MANN

You mean you don’t.... you have no idea what i’m talking about do you?

 Both ANJA and SONERA shake their heads.

ANJA

You mean i’m not fired?

MR MANN

Fired? No. No.

 ANJA un-sags and brightens up.

ANJA

Then? What’s going on?

SONERA

And why the early start?

MR MANN

Early start? Oh yes...  unplanned special edition.

JONA

That’s why i’m here. 

ANJA

Because it’s a special edition?

JONA

To learn the ropes so I can take over while you’re away.

ANJA

Away where?

MR MANN

Japan! The Motherland!

End

1

