TOUGH LOVE

An urban drama for television



FADE | N:

EXT. LONDON STREETS -- N GHT (PRESENT DAY)

Oxford Street. Selfridges. Honel ess people huddled in
doorways. Drunken lads hollering, with traffic cones on
t heir heads.

Pol i ce cars speedi ng past, SIRENS BLARI NG

EXT. SALVATI ON HOUSE HOSTEL -- CONTI NUQUS

The SIRENS BLARE in the distance.

As WALLY, (huge, bushy beard, 60's) squats on the steps of
a massive building, nmuttering sonething conpletely

i ndeci pher abl e.

The sign above hi mreads SALVATI ON HOUSE

SID, (a long-haired hippie, 50's) and TOMW, (wears a
basebal | cap backwards, 20's) are staggering up the steps,
buckl i ng under the weight of a battered refrigerator.

SID
Easy will yer? You'll nmess with
the electrics.

Tommy pulls a face.

SI D (CONT' D)
They’'re delicate itens fridges you
know. They don’t |ike noving about.

| NT. SALVATI ON HOUSE HOSTEL, ENTRANCE HALL -- MOMENTS LATER

Sid and Tomy carry the fridge through a | arge entrance
foyer that was | ong ago painted in cheerful colours, but
iIs now quite tatty with peeling paint.

They tiptoe towards a giant staircase at the far end of
the hall..

As VO CES are heard OFF SCREEN
WOVAN' S VO CE - MONICA (O S.)
We can’t keep noving peopl e about
on a whim
Sid and Tommy back sharply into a doorway with the fridge.
WOMAN' S VO CE - ANNABEL (O.S.)

But these two are going to kil
each ot her!



WOMAN' S VO CE - MONICA (O S.)
Al our residents want to kill...

A door SLAMS.

SID
C non!

...And Sid and Tommy heave the fridge up the stairs, past
a large sign on the wall:

HOSTEL RULES

NO DRUGS.

NO ALCCOHOL.

NO VI OLENCE

NO PETS.

NO GUESTS.

HAVE A NI CE DAY.

| NT. SALVATI ON HOUSE HOSTEL - OFFICE -- N GHT

Haphazardly filling the shelves and surfaces, are files
| abel | ed: SERI QUS | NCI DENTS, DEATHS, DRUGS AND ALCCHCOL and
MENTAL HEALTH.

..As the colourful confection of bohem an chic, that is
ANNABEL STANLEY- RODGERS, (32) pulls on her coat.

An open hatch dom nates one wall - through which we can
see into a common room containing a pool table and vendi ng
machi ne.

.. And A FEW RESI DENTS in arnthairs, gazing out of |arge
w ndows onto the street.

ANNABEL
Not hi ng much el se to report.

She picks up a stray duvet fromthe floor and puts it on
top of the photocopier.

ANNABEL ( CONT' D)
There was a bit of a ruckus at
di nner.

MONI CA, (large and rather inposing, 40) sits beside a shelf
crowmded with cans of strong |ager, cider and a few bottles
of spirits - all with sticky |abels attached, bearing hand
written names: TOMW, VINCE, DONALD.

MONI CA
Tonmmy ?



ANNABEL
Wo else? And Mkey O D d again.

MONI CA
But he's all right?

ANNABEL
Yeah. They're keeping an eye on
hi m overni ght. ..

MONI CA
(Si ghs)
But he'll be back with us soon
enough.

Annabel gri ns.

MONI CA ( CONT' D)
In God's nane what is wong wth
t hese peopl e?

ANNABEL
He wants sone attention, poor sod.

MONI CA
It's like coping with children

Annabel nakes to | eave.

ANNABEL
Well | guess we all have our issues.

MONI CA
We don't all ronp around Ilike
| unatics though, do we?

ANNABEL
(G inni ng)
Speak for yourself.
She waves goodbye through the gl ass.
MONI CA
( Shout i ng)

Ni ght Annabel - oh, and
congratul ati ons!

EXT. SALVATI ON HOUSE HOSTEL -- MOMENTS LATER

Annabel trots down the hostel steps, turns the corner -
and qui ckly knocks back a mniature bottle of vodka.

I NT. TUBE TRAIN -- NI GHT

Annabel rides the tube, smling to herself.



| NT. WEST LONDON, ANNABEL'S BEDSIT -- N GHT

Annabel hurries into her colourful bedsit, opens the fridge
and pulls out a bottle of w ne.

Papered all over the wall of her kitchenette, are nunerous
phot os of Annabel and a dark-haired, handsonme man. (BARRY
WOODS, 40) - at parties, picnics and on a notorbi ke.

She pours a glass and toasts a photograph of herself and
Barry; on a sunny beach, kissing on top of an el ephant.

ANNABEL
To us, |over-boy.

HAPPY, UPBEAT POP MJUSI C PLAYS, as Annabel renenbers...

DI SSOLVE
TO

EXT. SRI LANKA, BEACH -- DAY (FLASH BACK)

Mles and ml|es of sun-drenched sand, palmtrees and a
vi ol et-blue ocean. Frothy white suds | apping on gol den
shores.

Par adi se.

As into paradise, bursts forth Annabel - hot-footing it to
t he sea.

..Swiftly pursued by the dangerously handsone Barry, in
open shirt and sw mm ng trunks.

They col | apse sl ap-bang into the waves, giggling, Kkissing,
i ntoxicated, in |ove.
EXT. SRI LANKA, RESTAURANT -- NI GHT

Chi nese lanterns twinkle in the dark - as Annabel and Barry
dine in a garden restaurant.

A WAI TER approaches, tops up Annabel's w ne glass, smles
and | eaves.

..As Barry winks and toasts her with his fruit juice.

EXT. SRI LANKA, BEACH -- DAY

Barry's arns are tight around Annabel's waist, as they
straddl e a m ghty ELEPHANT.

..As the beast raises his giant foot - and their GU DE
ai s a canera.

BARRY
Annabel Stanl ey-Rodgers, will you
marry me?

ANNABEL

Yes | will!



They ki ss.

DI SSOLVE
TO

| NT. VEEST LONDON, ANNABEL'S BEDSI T -- CONTI NUOUS

Annabel clutches a glass of wine, as she gazes up at the
phot ograph - and tal ks into her nobile.

ANNABEL
(I'nto phone)
VWhat problen? Don't you want to
see ne?

EXT. LONDON, TRAFALGAR SQUARE -- NI GHT

Barry frowns at his notorbi ke parked up on the pavenent.
He knows exactly what he wants and usually he gets it.
When he's sober.

He talks into his nobile.

BARRY
(I'nto phone)
O course | do. It's just..
(I'nspiration)
Aflat tyre.

The tyres | ook fine. Nothing wong with the bike.

.. Though there's definitely sonmething not quite right with
Barry.

BARRY ( CONT' D)
(I'nto phone)
"' m sorry babe.

Alittle shakily, he pulls a bottle of vodka from his pocket
and sw gs.

..As a red bus sails past Trafal gar Square.

BARRY ( CONT' D)
(I'nto phone)
"1l get a bus.

He wat ches a couple clink gl asses outside a pub ..And finds
hi msel f wal ki ng towards the entrance.

BARRY ( CONT' D)
(I'nto phone)
.. Bl oody spark plugs!
| NT. ANNABEL'S BEDSI T -- CONTI NUOUS

Annabel on her nobile, holding her glass of w ne.



ANNABEL
(I'nto phone)
| thought it was the tyre?

She goes to take a nout hful of w ne..

ANNABEL ( CONT' D)
(I'nto phone)
What ?

.. And puts the glass down.

ANNABEL ( CONT' D)
(I'nto phone)
No, of course | haven't been
dri nki ng.

Throwi ng the phone down, she pulls a face at Barry's
phot ogr aph.

She studies the wine glass.. Then the wine bottle.. Thinks
for a monent, (fuck it) and pours herself sone nore w ne.

And turns on the tel evision. It is the Ten O d ock News.

TELEVI SI ON PRESENTER
And in a special report tonight..

EXT. GLASGOW STREET -- N GHT

"GLASGOW THE FRIENDLY CITY" is painted on the side of a
green and yellow bus, as it glides up G eat George Street.

TELEVI SI ON PRESENTER (V. Q.)
.. W ask what can be done about
our honel ess popul ati on.

I NT. GLASGOW - MRS O REILLY'S COUNCI L FLAT -- N GHT

A sweet-faced woman (MRS O REILLY, 70) is watching the Ten
O cl ock News.

..As on the television screen a YOUNG LAD inside a red
t el ephone box is snmoking crack froma mniature bottle of
vodka.

TELEVI SI ON PRESENTER (V. O.)
As concerns escal ate over a flood
of crack-cocai ne and heroin on the
streets.

The picture cuts to a REPORTER i nterviewi ng a coupl e of
HOVELESS MEN on the Charing Cross road in London.

HOVELESS MAN#1
It's everywhere man ain" it?

The SECOND MAN nods and drinks froma can of cider.



HOVELESS MAN#1 ( CONT' D)
|'ve | ost count of the nunber of
pal s who' ve di ed.

MRS O REI LLY
(Broad d aswegi an
di al ect)
|"mso glad you got yerself offa
that horrible stuff.

JIMW O REILLY, 33, a gentle, dashing, Scottish dreaner
with a raffish style about him is sprawl ed over the other
chair in a trilby hat and 'anti nazi-l|eague' t-shirt.

JI MWY
(d aswegi an di al ect)
Aye.

He drinks froma can of |ager, transfixed by the tel evision.

MRS O REI LLY
Yell hardly renenber yerself once
ye start yeh new job tonorrow.

Jimry frowms at the suit on the back of the door

MRS O REILLY ( CONT' D)
That London will soon be forgotten.

Jinmmy stares hard at his mum ..And junps up.

JI MW
Mam|l'm.

He holds up the can of lager - and is out the door.

MRS O REI LLY
Ji my?

The front door SLANS.

| NT. PUB I N GLASGOW -- NI GHT
BELTI NG ROCK MUJSI C bl ar es.

..As Jimy is rammed agai nst the bar of a rowdy pub in a
scrumto get |ast orders.

A CHEERFUL BARMAI D, 20, hands Jimmy a pint.

CHEERFUL BARMAI D
(SHOUTI NG wi th
d aswegi an di al ect)
So whit's it like in London Jimmy?

JI MW
( Shout i ng)
Bi g!



CHEERFUL BARNAI D
( Shout i ng)
Bet there's | oads aye drugs!

JI MW
( Shout i ng)
Aye!
CHEERFUL BARNAI D
(Shouti ng)

So when are we gonnae git tae neet
yeh | assi e?

Jinmmy smles, but it's not a happy smle. He's mles away.

EXT. WEST LONDON STREET -- N GHT

Barry junps off of a red bus and sprays his nmouth with
breath freshener.

I NT. ANNABEL'S BEDSI T -- N GHT

An enpty wine bottle lies on the bed. ..As Annabel lies
beside it, noddi ng-off.

THE DOOR BUZZER SOUNDS - and Annabel |lifts her head with a
start.

I NT. ANNABEL'S BEDSI T -- MOMENTS LATER

Barry, crash helnet in hand, stunbles in with a big grin
on his face.

BARRY
Got the washers, | can fix that
t ap.

Annabel SLAMS the door.

ANNABEL
Fuck the tap.

BARRY
(Enmbr aci ng her)
Then | can nake a start on the
cupboard?

ANNABEL
Don't you dare!

BARRY
VWl | then.

He carries her to the bed.



BARRY ( CONT' D)
VWhat is it that you' re | ooking for
nmy gor geous?

ANNABEL
You being on tinme Barry! |'mon
early shift tonorrow

BARRY
(Unbut t oni ng her
top, kissing her
neck)
That's what you want? To live to
wor k?

ANNABEL
(Junpi ng up)

| want some damm respect! ..And |
don't think you should stay over.

BARRY
" m sorry babe, bastard bike.

ANNABEL
You coul d have call ed.

BARRY
| did calll

ANNABEL
Less than an hour you said!

BARRY
Rel ax honey, |'m here now.

He pats the bed beside him
She doesn't nove.

BARRY ( CONT' D)
Oh don't let's spoil the evening,
Annabel .

ANNABEL
YOU RE TWO HOURS LATE

BARRY
OH PUT A FUCKI NG CAP ON | T!

Annabel stares. He doesn't usually talk to her like this.

BARRY ( CONT' D)
| was getting you a present.

He produces a bottle of w ne.
BARRY ( CONT' D)

Your life's so effin sinple innit?
( MORE)
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BARRY ( CONT' D)
Qut there saving the world every
day, getting drunk every night...

ANNABEL
| don't get...

BARRY
You mind if |I open this?

He finds two gl asses and opens the w ne.
ANNABEL
( Scar ed)
You don't drink.

Barry pours the wi ne and hands Annabel a glass - that she
takes hol d of, speechl ess.

BARRY
Cheers.

He downs his glass in one.
ANNABEL
(Pani cked)
Barry!

Barry peers back at Annabel, a little shamefaced.

EXT. GLASGOW HOUSI NG ESTATE -- MORNI NG
A POSTMAN weaves his trolley around the rubbish.

INT. MRS O REILLY'S COUNCI L FLAT - HALLWAY -- MORNI NG

Ms OReilly carries a breakfast tray as she KNOCK- KNOCKS
on a door.

MRS O REILLY
Wakey wakey, today needs a proper
br eakf ast!

She opens the door and peeps in - flicking on the |ight.

... To find on the neatly-nmade bed, a note of one word:
SORRY.

| NT/ EXT. LORRY ON M4 MOTORVWAY -- MORNI NG

A HAI RY TRUCK DRI VER SINGS along to a | ove song on the
radi o.

As Jimy, next to him- with a LONDON PLEASE sign at his
feet - stares through the wi ndscreen at the approaching
Chi swi ck Roundabout .
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Al'l around them | anes of autonobiles are pouring into
London.

As they pass a sign reading: HAMVERSM TH 2 M LES.

I NT. ANNABEL'S BEDSI T -- MORNI NG

The DOOR BUZZER BUZZES PERSI STENTLY.. As Annabel painfully
opens her eyes.

G oping her way out of bed, tripping over enpty w ne
bottles, she grabs hold of the windowsill and | eans out.

.. To see Barry swaggering in the street in his crash hel net.

BARRY
( Shout i ng)
This is absolutely the last tine |
am doi ng thi s!

He hol ds up a second hel net.
BARRY ( CONT' D)

O were you planning on getting
t he sack this norning?

| NT. SALVATI ON HOUSE HOSTEL, OFFI CE -- MORNI NG
MUSI C PLAYS ON A RADI Q. .

As BRIAN (a high flyer in a suit, 37) counts out piles of
coins and stuffs theminto envel opes.

Monica is on the phone.

MONI CA
(Repl aci ng t he phone)
That was Annabel, running | ate.
May | go now pl ease?

BRI AN
And | eave nme wi thout any staff?

He taps a 'KEY CLIENTS LIST on the wall, headed by the
names: ANNABEL, CLIFF, FIFl, CGEORGE and MONI CA

BRI AN ( CONT' D)
VWhere the hell is diff?

EXT. BUSY LONDON STREET -- MORNI NG
CLIFF, (black, street-smart urban warrior, plenty of bling,

35) strides through a small comunity of Chinese
restaurants, talking into his nobile.
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CLI FF
(I'nto Phone)
" mworking Lizzie. Can't this
wait? | said | was sorry didn't 17?

Turni ng around, he gestures for Jimy (carrying a rucksack)
to hurry up.

Ji mmy qui ckens hi s pace.

CLI FF ( CONT' D)
(I'nto Phone)
l"mtelling you it was a bl ood
bath. They all had knives. Then
we had to hang around and give
st at ement s.

JI MWY
(Shouting to Aiff)
Doncha just | ove London!

Aiff grins and tal ks back into his phone.

CLI FF
(I'nto Phone)
Where's all this comng fronf
..But it's ny job honey, innit?

JI MWY
(Shouting to Aiff)
All these greet strategies in place
tae keep us scruffy toe-rags ootta
sight oer the tourists!

Adiff throws Jimy a w nk.

CLI FF
(I'nto Phone)
Lizzie I'mlate. O course | |ove
you, bye.

(To Ji my)
Cone on!

They break into a run.

EXT. LONDON STREETS -- MORNI NG

Annabel and Barry speed al ong the Enbanknment on his
not or bi ke.
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