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FADE IN

EXT. THE LIONS DEN PUB - DAY

A quiet dump of a place located at the end of a shopping
parade. Old men and women loiter outside like some kind of
granny convention. 

INT. LIONS DEN PUB - BAR AREA - DAY

RICK ASTLEY, 45, wipes glasses with a cloth as he stands
behind the bar. He's the local barman. A muscular beefhead
that takes no shit from anyone. 

The bar area is empty. Rick's not bothered. He whistles
along to a cheesey pop song. 

EXT. THE LIONS DEN PUB - DAY

Mischievious eyes. A never fading smirk. The face of a human
troll. He's the PRANKSTER. 43 going on 13. One of the most
annoying people you will ever meet. 

Prankster strolls across the empty beer garden. Stops to
take a look inside the window. He eyes Rick at the bar.
Prankster chortles. His eyes spark wildly. A light bulb
flashes above his head. He's got an idea.

INT. LIONS DEN PUB - BAR AREA - DAY

Prankster enters inside. Rick smiles pleasantly. 

Prankster sits at the bar. 

RICK
Good afternoon. 

PRANKSTER
Is it? 

Rick's slightly taken aback as the Prankster giggles. 

RICK
You seem in good spirits. What can
I get you? 

PRANKSTER
I'm gonna feel even better soon.
I'll have a pint of your most
expensive lager. 

RICK
Well, we've got some special brew
from Scotland. It'll set you back
six quid. 

PRANKSTER
Load up the glass my good man. 

Rick pours the beer. Eyes the Prankster suspiciously. He
can't stop smiling. Rick begins to glow red. Something about



2.

this guy is just making him mad. 

RICK
Can't say I've seen you around.
Live local do you?

PRANKSTER
Have I come for an interview? 

RICK
Sorry?

PRANKSTER
All these questions. Gonna offer me
a job if I give you the right
answer?

RICK
Just making conversation. 

PRANKSTER
How about you just pour me that
drink and go back to wiping your
glasses like a good little barmaid. 

Rick's about to explode. He finishes pouring what resembles
a pint of dirty dishwater. His hand grips the glass so tight
it might break. He places it on the bar.

RICK
Seven. Pounds. 

PRANKSTER
Not. Likely. 

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

Rick staggers against the wall, knocking empty glasses to
the floor as he reels from the attack. 

Prankster runs out of the bar, laughing maniacally. 

EXT. THE LIONS DEN PUB - DAY

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

Humiliated, Rick tosses a towel to the ground. 

RICK
You better not come back you crazy
asshole.

FADE TO BLACK.
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