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FADE IN:

INT.  NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT
The scene opens with the sound of KOOL AND THE GANG’S Get Down on It (1981) in a nightclub. We see the back of a man rhythmically marching onto the dance floor in syncopation with the music. We track him as the dance floor clears, and then we swing round in a 180-degree turn to reveal JOHN COOK – a man alone in this empty space dancing with wild abandon. He has his eyes closed as the rhythm takes possession of his body, sweeping him up into the ecstasy of the steady beat. He is listening to the music with his soul, giving the song new meaning for himself as he takes ownership of it.
His lonely dance is not lost on a Caucasian woman who is watching him in the shadows. Her short skirt reveals a good portion of her sturdy thighs and firm arse. She is a bit of a sex wagon, and her name is JINNY SCOTT-HALL. She is JOHN’S idea of what he wants his wife to look like, and the look in her eye suggests that she knows it. But beneath the façade there is a chaos of conflicting emotions.
JOHN opens his eyes as a smile of satisfaction spreads over his face. He feels cleansed by the music, and is rewarded by the sight of JINNY. He looks at her, and their eyes meet physical attraction. She continues dancing, watching him, teasing him, wooing him to come over. A beat later, he yields to his feelings and goes over to her. 

They look at each other as he approaches her. 





JOHN

Mind if I join you?

She neither receives him nor resists him. She just keeps on dancing as their eyes remain on each other.





JOHN

I think you have a nice arse if you don’t mind me saying so.





JINNY

Why don’t you put your hand on it?

He has obviously made a breakthrough, and responds like a man sexually awakened.





JOHN

I will.

He draws her towards him, smelling the sweet fragrance of her perfume, feeling her closeness and oneness. Their bodies melt into each other as their lips gently meet. It is a slow and easy kiss which they are both lost in – abandoning themselves to each other. After a long moment their lips separate and they cling to each other.




JOHN


What’s your name?
She considers him for a while, and then her name comes musically to her lips.





JINNY



Jinny.

His name is unimportant to her because like so many outsiders they come and go in her life. Therefore, she does not ask him his name. This is just another of those superficial relationships she has in nightclubs to deceive people in believing she is something that she is not.





JOHN

Do I detect a slight Australian accent there?

Kiss.





JINNY

My mum’s from Australia.

Kiss, kiss.





JOHN

Is it true what they say about Australians not liking black men?

Kiss, kiss, kiss.





JINNY

You’ll have to go to Australia to find out.





JOHN

I have.

He presses his lips against hers with all the awe and wonderment of a man who is besotted with an impenetrable woman.





JINNY

And?





JOHN

The girls don’t have sex with black men.

He stares into her face and feels an access of tenderness and affection that totally consumes him. His hands make the journey down to her waist, under her skirt, inside her underwear, and then takes a firm hold of her arse-cheeks, pressing her closer to him. They are devouring each other with hungry kisses, and everyone else stares in astonishment.
DISSOLVE TO:

LATER

JINNY is straddling JOHN on a chair in the shadows away from the dance floor. She is in charge, and her pointed breasts stare him in the face with desire. He lifts his expensive bottle of beer and takes a sup. She rescues it from him, putting her lips to the rim where his rested and drains the bottle. She then leans over his face and kisses him, putting her tongue in his mouth whilst grinding her hips down over his crotch. She can feel his probing erection, but just continues to kiss him interspersed with dialogue.




JINNY



You’re quite a good dancer.





JOHN

I grew up with 70s and 80s music. 
(Beat)

You know a man needs a woman in his life. Someone he can share his thoughts with.

She nibbles carnivorously on his lips as she says:





JINNY



Don’t you have any family you can go to?




JOHN

My mum died recently.

She pauses, and looks him in the face.





JINNY

And your dad?
His eyes start to cloud, and the shadows of his family life begin to fall on him.




JOHN

I never knew my father.

(Beat)

He left me when I was two.

(Beat)

Come to think of it I never knew my uncles either.

(Beat)

All the men in my family were mysteriously absent when I was growing up.

(Beat)

They came to my mum’s funeral though. I guess they wanted to know if she left anything in her inheritance for them.

(Beat)

They were like strangers to me when I saw them. I didn’t know how to relate to them.

(Beat)

Funny how you can be flesh and blood with people, but yet be worlds away in terms of relating to each other.

(Beat)

I miss my mum...

Their eyes meet, and she sees a desperate loneliness in him that reminds her too much of her own loneliness. It is far too close to the bone, and she decides in her mind that this liaison must come to an end.
CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE NIGHTCLUB – LATER
JOHN and JINNY walk out of the nightclub as it approaches closing time. There is happiness in his face because he feels that he has found someone to participate in his life.





JOHN

Hmm! I’m looking forward to a good hot breakfast tomorrow morning. There’s a greasy spoon near where I live called The Great Battersea Fry-Up that I usually go to the morning after clubbing.




JINNY



(mockingly)

You do this sort of thing regularly then?





JOHN

Only until I find my wife.

She does not reply.





JOHN
Jinny...I like you a lot.

(Beat)

I want to be with you…

(Beat)

In fact…I’d like you to go out with me.

(Beat)

Now you don’t have to answer that now. I’ll give you my number and you can call me when you’re ready.

(Beat)

Erm…Have you got a pen?

She looks inside her handbag, takes out a pen and hands it to him. He writes his number down on a piece of paper from his wallet and hands it to her.





JOHN

Now you will call me, won’t you?




JINNY

Of course I’ll call you. We can continue our conversation about Australia.





JOHN

Promise?

She flashes him a glance as he exits, and then looks down at the piece of paper.

We switch to her POV looking at the paper and see the telephone number, probably scheduled not to be used this day, or any other day. We track the paper as she walks towards a dustbin and then deposits it into the abyss of waste, pronouncing a death sentence on their brief encounter. 
FADE TO:
INT. JOHN’S OFFICE – DAY

The scene opens with a close-up of JOHN’S mobile phone. He is expecting a call from JINNY, but we know that is not going to happen. The camera zooms out to reveal JOHN sitting at his desk at work in a suit and tie, checking his emails. The camera pans around him and pulls back to reveal that he is in his own office with his name on the door. He is very much the successful young professional.

He stops typing on his keyboard and picks up his phone to look at it. The silence of her memory mocks him for she is now just a ghost of the past. 

A concerned look crosses his face. He gets up and walks over to the reception area to collect his mail. He sees KATE on the reception desk. She wears lipstick and is heavily made up, but her face is lifeless.




JOHN

Morning, Kate.

Only silence comes back at him. 
Her expression is immobile and spiritless like a blank piece of paper, and it is clear that she has no relationship with him.

He looks at her as a slight puzzlement crosses his face. He can’t quite put his finger on it, but he feels that there’s a conspired effort to isolate him.
A black female secretary walks into the reception area and greets KATE. She returns the greeting with enthusiasm and energy. Her whole face lights up and is animated as she abandons herself to this engagement.

JOHN just stands there watching, being distanced from them further and further with each word that they exchange. A tiny feeling of disquiet pushes into his mind as he is cast as the other.
FADE TO:
EXT. BATTERSEA – EVENING
The scene opens on the busy high street of Clapham Junction. We see the hustle of bustle of young professionals disembarking buses and descending upon theme bars. We hear laughter and snatches of conversations, speaking the language of middle-income earners. But within that symphony of professional lifestyle we see the lone figure of JOHN walking down Lavender Hill, carrying the loneliness of London in his heart. It is a slow, pensive walk as though he is in a trance. He is following the torturous path of his own thoughts, and from this moment on, a strange note of lonely music comes over the soundtrack to underscore his loneliness. He passes by a few restaurants and theme bars, scanning the faces of the clientele as his eyes dance from one person to another. They look out at him, but they don’t see him. Instead, they look through him because he doesn’t exist in their world.
He stops at a department store where he looks at a dress being modelled by a mannequin. The memory of JINNY pushes into his mind, and by their similarity the mannequin mocks him and exacerbates his loneliness. He continues walking. 

There is an odd, indefinable feeling that permeates the scene. It is a sense of movement and motion that is stripped of black men to participate in. An enemy without shape or form that is attacking him without him even realising it. Questions begin to assault his mind as we…
 DISSOLVE TO:

INT. THEME BAR - EVENING
Young professional women abandon themselves to accountants, consultants and lawyers with a secret smile that only young lovers have. Apart from a scattering of Asian, Orientals and black females, they are all white. It is conspicuous because of the absence of black men.
The camera tracks this 20s and 30Something community, probing their social space as if to intrude on their privacy. We get the sense that it is trying to search for someone in particular. When it finally identifies the individual it is looking for we see the solitary figure of JOHN COOK nursing a half-finished glass of beer in a corner. He has reached his lowest ebb of self, and it is a scene of utter loneliness. 
He lifts his eyes to watch their happiness. It comes at him like an invisible wall of isolation with no male black players performing in it. He has left too many pieces of his young professional life in too many theme bars whilst being invisible to too many people.
Turning to the only thing he can relate to he comforts himself by speaking to his glass of beer.





JOHN


(in a conversational tone)


I must be the ugliest guy in Battersea to not have someone to talk to.

(Beat)

No one in the world can be as lonely as I am.

(He picks up the glass and looks at the little drop of beer that’s left.)

Even my beer wants to escape from me.

He drains the glass in a single gulp and grimaces at its bitter after-taste, making his eyes well with water.

 DISSOLVE TO:

INT. PASSAGEWAY – EVENING
JOHN is on his way up the stairs towards the communal room. We track him from behind and watch him bravely enter the room and meet the full force of his flat-mate mouthing properties to his girlfriend that sounds as though it coming from a book of etiquette.





JOHN

Evening!

The camera holds on his flatmate standing in union with his girlfriend against him. They neither acknowledge JOHN’S presence nor offer him any dialogue. Instead, they drown his greeting by speaking in the language of tea parties and civilisation. They are throwing culture at him – colonial culture that distances him and establishes their own identity by demonstrating how different to them he is.
JOHN looks at them with changed eyes. They no longer resemble the people that he moved in with. Order, logic and reason slip away from him as he is pushed back by their grim isolation. It plants a seed in his mind, growing into something that begins to tear away at him. In spite of being sunk into invisibility, he courageously rises above it by rescuing a drink from the fridge.

As he is about to exit his flatmate says:




FLATMATE

Oh, you’re rent cheque’s due, John.

His voice is impersonal and cold, and gives him a sense of gratification to label JOHN as some insignificant other. He is not one of them and should be treated as an outsider. 
JOHN only pauses to acknowledge the message but does not turn round. His invisible enemy is no longer formless and vague but has a shape. It is the discrimination of black English men as opposed to African men or black people in general.

He exits and retires to his room.

DISSOLVE TO:

LATER – JOHN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

You are looking at a dungeon and the inmate is JOHN. This is his bedroom – but it is also his prison when he has nowhere else to go. At present he is in solitary confinement, and what we are witnessing is a man dying of loneliness. We see him sitting on his empty bed as he has done for many nights, listening to the moans of his flatmate and his girlfriend having sex next door. As the camera moves in on him, we hear the lovemaking become louder and louder. They are reaching a climax, and their passion now degenerates to her orgasmic cries. The noise slams into his mind like an ice-pick. All of his inner thoughts scream at him, making brief excursions into his soul. He shuts his eyes for a moment because this is too much for him. He wants them to stop. But they don’t. They just keep on and on until at last there are moans of post-coital satisfaction. She has been filled.

JOHN opens his eyes and we see that he has a lost look in them. He is denied sex, and is held a social and sexual prisoner in his own room. He settles into the grave that is his bed, sinking into the sleep of powerlessness and helplessness.
FADE OUT.
FADE IN:

EXT. WOOD GREEN CEMETERY – DAY

We see JOHN standing by his mother’s grave, looking as though he wants to tell her his woes. The past is present with him in this grey, deserted environment. There are no tears in his eyes – not yet. Tears have taken a temporary reprieve until he begins speaking to the grave in sad, conversational tones.





JOHN

Mum...I miss you so much...You were all the world to me when you were alive.

(His eyes well with tears.)

I wish I could be with you, mum...I wish I could get away from this empty world.

(Beat)

Wherever you may be...I hope your soul is happier than I am now.

The pain of separation and the loss of an object of affection is too much for him. As the floodgates of tears opens up, the camera pulls back, allowing him his privacy to grieve.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

EXT. NORTHCOTE ROAD – EVENING
The soundtrack music begins a new movement as we see JOHN walking down Northcote Road in Battersea. It becomes insistent, emphasizing his loneliness, but at the same time indicating a new development in the story. We…

 DISSOLVE TO:

INT. RESTAURANT - EVENING
This is one of those trendy restaurants on the Northcote Road that is unvisited by residents of housing estates in Battersea. The clientele are untouched by cultural diversity and integration. Until, that is, we see JOHN enter the restaurant, simply because he can afford to buy expensive comfort food, and get shown to a table by a waiter. He sits down and begins to look at the menu, but as he does so he sees something that arrests his attention. He stares off-screen and his face begins to show evidence of recognition. The camera creeps up on him as the music very slowly builds to a crescendo. It then zooms in on him, and reveals what he sees in a camera switch.
We see JINNY SCOTT-HALL sitting at the bar looking very lonely, nursing a drink just like JOHN did previously. The camera moves in slowly on her, as if to intrude on her privacy. Both the music and cinematography take on an eerie quality, almost to suggest that this woman has come back from the dead. It is a second coming for JOHN, and he struggles to control himself. He waits tensely for a while, wondering if it is really true – hoping it is really true. He finally decides to get up and begin walking towards her. 

The camera tracks towards her from his point of view, moving to what he knows must be another failed relationship.

We see him continuing his advance, slowly narrowing the distance between himself and her.





JOHN

Hello stranger.

She whirls round to look at him, taken back by this unlikely encounter. She remains immobile in an aloof mentality.
He tries to reawaken the passion of their previous encounter by saying:




JOHN

I knew I’d see you again.

(Beat)

I knew it was just a matter of waiting until our paths would cross again.

He can see from her silence that the momentary flame has died. She doesn’t want to involve herself with him or invest her emotions in him, therefore she says:





JINNY



I’d better go.

She gets up from her seat and exits, and his eyes follow her.

EXT. OUTSIDE THEME BAR – EVENING

JOHN rushes after her and appeals to her with a naked voice that speaks as though he were falling down into hell and begging her for salvation. She stops in the foreground of the camera, keeping JOHN in frame in the background.





JOHN
I love you, Jinny.
(Beat)

I’ve been waiting my whole life to love someone.

(For a brief moment we see a softening in her face.) 
I thought it was because I didn’t have a proper job why nobody wanted me.

(Beat)

I’ve got one now. I can buy a flat and a car too.

(Beat)

But the one thing I can’t buy is love, Jinny. 

(We see in her face that she is torn apart inside, and she turns her head to the side as if to half look at him.)

To have someone I can touch…and hold…and share the rest of my life with.

(Beat)

That’s you, Jinny.

(Beat)

You’re the one I want to spend my life with.
She is determined not to surrender to her feelings, and in a hollow, empty rejection she says:




JINNY

I’m not in love with you.

(Beat)

What we had together was fun.

(Beat)

But now it’s over. It’s time to move on.

He is hit by the burden of the truth, and relieves himself by giving voice to the centuries of attitudes towards black men.




JOHN

So that’s all I am to you – a pet?
(Beat)

As long as I can satisfy your appetite in the shadows of a nightclub that’s all I’ve ever be to you.





JINNY

I’m not your girl.

(Beat)

I never was. You and I live in two different worlds.

(Beat)

And I already have a man in my life.

This tears away at his heart, knowing that young professional women will always be someone else’s girl.

She turns and exits, leaving JOHN looking after her. We see tears in her eyes as she feels sorry for JOHN, but most of all sorry for herself.




JOHN




(calling out to her)

I hope you’ll be happy, Jinny.

(Beat)

I hope you’ve found someone who can fill your loneliness.

(to himself)

God only knows I wish I could fill mine.

JOHN just stands silent in the graveyard of loneliness as the golden gate of tears to burst in his eyes. Something inside his soul has cracked open, unable to penetrate man’s basic need for companionship. The barrier of loneliness still remains his greatest enemy – vague and formless. 
The camera slowly pulls away from him as life continues to go on...it inevitably does...we hurry to join it as we slowly…
 FADE OUT.

