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FADE | N
EXT. THE LI ONS DEN PUB - DAY

A qui et dunp of a place |ocated at the end of a shopping
parade. A d nen and wonen |l oiter outside |like sonme kind of
granny conventi on.

I NT. LIONS DEN PUB - BAR AREA - DAY

RI CK ASTLEY, 45, w pes glasses with a cloth as he stands
behind the bar. He's the |ocal barman. A nuscul ar beef head
t hat takes no shit from anyone.

The bar area is enpty. Rick's not bothered. He whistles
al ong to a cheesey pop song.

EXT. THE LI ONS DEN PUB - DAY

M schi evi ous eyes. A never fading smrk. The face of a human
troll. He's the PRANKSTER. 43 going on 13. One of the nost
annoyi ng people you will ever neet.

Prankster strolls across the enpty beer garden. Stops to
take a | ook inside the window He eyes Rick at the bar.
Prankster chortles. H's eyes spark wildly. A light bulb
fl ashes above his head. He's got an idea.

| NT. LI ONS DEN PUB - BAR AREA - DAY

Prankster enters inside. Rick smles pleasantly.
Prankster sits at the bar.

Rl CK
Good aft ernoon.

PRANKSTER
s it?

Rick's slightly taken aback as the Prankster giggles.

RI CK
You seemin good spirits. What can
| get you?

PRANKSTER

"' m gonna feel even better soon.
I"I'l have a pint of your nost
expensi ve | ager.

RI CK
Well, we've got sone special brew
from Scotland. It'll set you back
si x qui d.

PRANKSTER

Load up the glass ny good man.

Ri ck pours the beer. Eyes the Prankster suspiciously. He
can't stop smling. Rick begins to glow red. Sonething about



this guy is just maki ng hi mnmad.

RI CK
Can't say |'ve seen you around.
Li ve |l ocal do you?

PRANKSTER

Have | cone for an intervi ew?
Rl CK

Sorry?
PRANKSTER

Al'l these questions. Gonna offer ne
ajob if | give you the right
answer ?

RI CK
Just meki ng conversati on.

PRANKSTER
How about you just pour ne that
drink and go back to w ping your
gl asses like a good little barmaid.

Ri ck's about to explode. He finishes pouring what resenbles
a pint of dirty dishwater. H s hand grips the glass so tight
it mght break. He places it on the bar.

Rl CK
Seven. Pounds.

PRANKSTER
Not . Likely.

Prankster picks up his pint. Chucks the contents in Rick's
stunned f ace.

Ri ck staggers against the wall, knocking enpty gl asses to
the floor as he reels fromthe attack.

Prankster runs out of the bar, |aughing maniacally.
EXT. THE LI ONS DEN PUB - DAY

Rick runs into the beer garden. Searches for the Prankster.
He' s gone.

Hum | iated, Rick tosses a towel to the ground.
Rl CK
You better not conme back you crazy
asshol e.

FADE TO BLACK.
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