MRS FERGUSON’S REST HOME FOR THE CHRONICALLY GROOVY

FADE IN

1. EXT. RIVERSCAPE - DAWN

SFX: Sitar music. The sun is rising over a wide, slow moving river, which we take to be The Ganges.

TITLES: Dawn. June 21st 2025

Pull back to reveal a small group of very old hippies standing by the riverbank. At their feet is a ghetto blaster. On the waters edge is a large FUNERAL PYRE on which we see, lying on a bed of flowers, a dead hippie. The other old hippies begin to intone a mantra as they torch the pyre and push it out onto the water. The pyre suddenly bursts into flame and the hippies fall back into the mud. We hear some giggling and pull back further to reveal two more old hippies crawling around on the grass helplessly stoned. There is a sudden shout.

VOICE:
(o.c.) Oi! What do you think you’re up to? You can’t do that ‘ere!

1st HIPPIE:
Oh, shit.

2 nd  HIPPIE:
Who’s that weirdo?

1st HIPPIE:
It’s the shaggin’ council. Let’s went, Cisco.

OFFICIAL:
Oi, you lot! Come back ‘ere. This is council property!

The hippies scramble into an old VW MINIBUS painted in psychedelic patterns, and they speed off across the fields, showering the pursuing official in mud. We pull back further to see that we are on the outskirts of a large new town on The Thames estuary. The council official, a pale skinny youth in oversized uniform, jumps back into his official council van and the car chase is on. The two vehicles are bouncing, skidding and rolling over the mud flats, with much hysterical screaming, giggling and yelling, until finally the council official spins off into some very deep mud and slowly sinks. The burning funeral pyre slips past him in the middle distance.

OFFICIAL:
Bollocks.

2. EXT. SUBURBAN NEW TOWN – DAY

SFX: Church congregation clapping and singing “When the roll is called up yonder, I’ll be there.” They sing in a very English, happy-clappy style.

When the trumpet of the Lord shall sound, and time shall be no more,

And the morning breaks eternal, bright and fair,

When the saved of earth shall gather over on the other shore,

And the roll is called up yonder, I’ll be there.

When the roll is called up yonder,

When the roll is called up yonder,

When the roll is called up yonder, I’ll be there.

On that bright and cloudless morning when the dead in Christ shall rise,

And the glory of His resurrection share,

When His chosen ones shall gather to their home beyond the skies,

And the roll is called up yonder, I’ll be there.

It is Sunday. A succession of near identical and colourless small family cars drive slowly and in unison along suburban avenues lined with cherry blossom trees, past perfectly tended gardens, bungalows and numerous large modern churches named variously “Apostolic Brethren Mission Hall”, “Celestial Church of Christ and Almighty Salvation”, “Deeper Life Bible Church” and “Temple of Eternal Life”. 

3. INT. TEMPLE OF ETERNAL LIFE – DAY

A huge congregation of clapping, swaying people joyfully sing their praises in this large barn of a church which is hung with state of the art sound and lighting equipment. From the stage the vicar, a handsome devil, steps forward and begins his impassioned closing address.

REV KIRK:
“When His chosen ones shall gather to their home beyond the skies, and the roll is called up yonder, I’ll be there.” Yes I will, Lord, yes I will! And you will be there with me brothers and sisters! Yes you will! Lord, yes you will! And you will dwell in the house of the Lord forever! Yes you will! Yes you will! May the force of Jesus Christ be with you now and for all eternity! Peace and love. Amen.

CONGREGATION:

 Force be with you. Peace and love. Amen.

The band strikes up again. Fade into…

4. EXT. TEMPLE OF ETERNAL LIFE – DAY

A small group stands around the door eagerly talking to the vicar as the congregation leaves the church. Women flirt with him as they pass.

CLEO:
Lovely service, Reverend Kirk.

DARREN:
Yes, such fun. Enjoyed it enormously.

REV KIRK:
Thank you Mr…?

DARREN:
Adderley.

REV KIRK:
Ah, yes. Mr and Mrs Adderley. Of course. You’re new to our little flock, aren’t you?

CLEO:
Yes. We’ve only recently moved into the neighbourhood.

REV KIRK:
So what brought you to our little pasture green?

CLEO:
Ah, well, we had to move from…er…   

DARREN:
Family matter...you know…

CLEO:
Little problem…you see…

REV KIRK:
Ah yes. I quite understand.

Embarrassed silence. Another couple joins the group.

MRS SIMS:
Swinging service, Reverend, as always.

MR SIMS:
Yes, wicked.

REV KIRK:
You’re so kind. Allow me to introduce you. Mr and Mrs Sims, Mr and Mrs Adderley. Mr Sims is our valued and trusted treasurer, and Mrs Sims, our churchwarden, also does our lovely flower arrangements.

CLEO:
How do you do. Lovely display.

MRS SIMS:
Thank you. So glad you liked it.

MR SIMS:
Lovely to meet you. Isn’t it your father that goes to the over 60’s club? A bit of a character, I understand.

Embarrassed silence.

CLEO:
Yes, he is. Yes. A character. Yes. Well, actually we should be going now. My father’s at home on his own. We don’t like to leave him too long.

MRS SIMS:
Perhaps next week you might bring him along. Always room for another crazy soul. We’re just one big cool family here. Isn’t that so, Reverend?

REV KIRK:
Oh, most certainly, Mrs Sims. Most certainly.

DARREN:
Yes, well…perhaps…if…er…

CLEO:
Goodbye Reverend. Lovely to meet you Mrs…er…see you next week.

Darren leads Cleo to the car, smiling. They drive out of the car park and join the flow of cars moving in perfect unison.

5. INT. ADDERLEY’S SMALL SALOON CAR – CONTINUOUS

DARREN:
Such nice people.

CLEO:
Yes. And a nice service too, I thought.

DARREN:
It must be wonderful to really feel part of such a nice community.

CLEO:
Yes…it must. Wonderful.

DARREN:
Such a nice morning. Shall we stop for a nice citron presse?

CLEO:
I’d love to. It would be really nice, but I think we should be getting home. Father…

DARREN:
Yes. Of course. Father. Not nice.

6. EXT. CUL-DE-SAC – CONTINUOUS

Birds are singing. Lawnmowers are humming. All is right with the world. But they nonetheless feel uncomfortable. They get out of the car. We hear the muted sound of a TELEPHONE ringing. Something’s wrong. They open the front door with a certain trepidation.

7. INT. ADDERLEY’S HOUSE – KITCHEN – CONTINUOUS

Suddenly they are confronted with the sight and sound of massive apocalyptic devastation. The SMOKE ALARM is screaming, smoke and flames are belching from the COOKER, and the CURTAINS are alight. On the work surface a TELEVISION shows a TV EVANGELIST shouting into a MICROPHONE. Painted on the set behind his head like a halo is the SYMBOL OF INFINITY. “…and ye shall dwell in the house of the Lord forever. He who giveth his soul unto Jesus shall have eternal life…” TV explodes. The dog is barking hysterically and the kitchen floor is covered in dogshit. The PHONE is ringing. The living room ceiling suddenly collapses from weight of bathwater overflowing. Darren loses it.

DARREN:
THE BASTARD! I’LL KILL HIM! I SWEAR I’LL KILL HIM!


Darren frantically swings at the smoke alarm with a CHAIR, smashing a LIGHT FITTING in the process. He’s screaming and crying. Cleo grabs the flaming GRILL PAN, screaming, and throws it out of the back door. Dog knocks her over. More screaming. More barking. Darren throws burning TV set through the window then runs to extinguish a number of small fires around the cooker and slips over in dogshit.

DARREN:
BOLLOCKS! BOLLOCKS! THE BASTARD! THE BLOODY BUGGERING BOLLOCKING BASTARD!

Meanwhile the ANSWER MACHINE is recording a message. It goes unheard. Red-eyed with rage Darren scrambles upstairs smearing dogshit on the stair carpet and walls as he goes.

DARREN:
BOLLOCKS! BOLLOCKS! BOLLOCKS!

8. INT. ADDERLEY’S HOUSE – LANDING – CONTINUOUS

He rushes into the bathroom, turns off the taps and pulls the plug. Cleo follows, screaming at the terrible sight of the flooded room. 

Breathless, they turn towards the bedroom door. They burst into the room.

9. INT. ADDERLEY’S HOUSE – BRONCO’S ROOM – CONTINUOUS

An old man sits calmly on the unmade bed smoking a JOINT, listening to music on a HEADSET and reading THE NEWS OF THE WORLD.

C/U HEADLINE: JAGGER (85) FATHER OF MY CHILD, SAYS HEIRESS (26)

The newspaper is snatched from the old man’s grasp.

P.O.V. MAN ON BED: Two very angry faces mouthing abuse. Shaking fists. Gesticulating with rage. The room is a mess. ASHTRAYS full of cigarette butts. DIRTY PLATES on TABLE.

LOUD MUSIC AND OPENING TITLES:


People try to put us down


Just because we get around


Things they do seem awful cold


Hope I die before I get old


My generation


My generation, baby


Why don’t they all f…f…

Headset is ripped from old man’s ears. A wizened, but hip old man looks at Cleo and Darren through stoned and bewildered eyes. He is sitting in a huge pile of empty JAFFA CAKE BOXES. There is a FILM POSTER above his head showing James Dean in “Rebel without a Cause”.

CLEO:
You haven’t heard a single word we’ve said, have you, you bastard.

BRONCO:
Whoa! Be cool, daughter of mine. Is something amiss?

DARREN:
Is something amiss? Is something amiss?

Darren grabs Bronco by the shirt and pulls him to his feet. Bronco smells dogshit on Darren and looks at him with distaste. Jaffa Cake boxes tumble to the floor.

DARREN:
I’ve a good mind to punch you out, you…you…bastard!

BRONCO:
That’s not very nice language. Call yourself a Christian?

DARREN:
CHRIST!

Darren starts to drag Bronco out of the room.

DARREN:
Come and see the destruction you’ve caused! Come on!

BRONCO:
Hold up. Let me fetch me pumps.

Bronco goes to the WARDROBE.

BRONCO:
Ah. No. Look. Some dirty bastard’s pissed in me wardrobe.

CLEO:
That was you last night, you filthy beast. I heard you stumbling about in your drunken stupor.

DARREN:
Just get downstairs!

CLEO:
Mind where you tread.

10. INT. ADDERLEY’S HOUSE – KITCHEN – CONTINUOUS

DARREN:
Look at the mess! Just look at the mess!

BRONCO:
Hang loose, Cannonball. It could have been worse.

DARREN:
Worse? Could have been worse? How on earth could it have been worse? And stop calling me Cannonball!

CLEO:
Don’t you realise what you’ve done? Look! You’ve destroyed our house. Our  home. You’ve ruined the bathroom. The living room ceiling has collapsed, The carpet and three-piece suite will have to be replaced. The dog is having a seizure, the house is covered in doggie poo, and you’ve set fire to the kitchen.

BRONCO:
Oh, no. The toast. That was the last of the bread.

CLEO:
You can’t be trusted alone in the house. We can’t go out for five minutes without worrying what you’re going to do next.

BRONCO:
It’s not my fault. I was a latchkey kid. I am of the dispossessed. The new underclass. No one wants me. I’m the orange cream in the great chocolate box of life. I never had the chance to become properly housetrained like normal people. I never learnt domestic crafts.

DARREN:
Domestic crafts? You can’t even toast a piece of bread without setting fire to the house.

BRONCO:
Nobody’s perfect.

DARREN:
Perfect?

BRONCO:
Everyone has their own particular area of expertise. Their own specialities. My culinary skills were never fully developed. I’m more of a raconteur, you see. A giver of pleasure.

CLEO:
Yes, like those dope cakes you gave to the WI bring and buy sale. Poor Mrs Davis.

BRONCO:
That was funny.

CLEO:
It’s not funny, Dad. And Mr Monk’s niece is still having bad dreams about you and your deep sea diver’s underwear. Listen. You’ve got to try to understand. You’re just going downhill fast. You slob around the house all day smoking your pot stuff. You eat junk food. You drink far too much. You’re a disgrace! Smarten yourself up a bit. Have some self-respect. Start looking after yourself, for the sake of your health if nothing else.

BRONCO:
There you go again. Listen child, I’ve told you before and I’ll tell you again, life’s far too short to go worrying about your health.

They sit down, exhausted, at the KITCHEN TABLE. Cleo is crying and Darren tries in vain to comfort her. There is still the sound of running water, and the relentless bleeping of the answer machine. Darren gets up testily to answer it.

MESSAGE:
You have one message. Beeeeeeeeep.

Good Afternoon, Mrs Adderley. It’s Mrs Gillespie from the Over 60’s Club. It’s about your father. I’ve just come from an emergency meeting of the committee. Yesterday I’m afraid your father had another of his hallucinogenic experiences. This is the third time in two weeks, and that’s not including the incident with Mrs Holliday’s puppies. This time it seems that your father believed himself to be Vlad The Impaler, and succeeded in hurling three or four of our frailer club members out of the window before our supervisors could subdue him. It really is too bad. We’ve given him enough warnings, but I’m afraid this is the last straw. We must ask him to leave the club, never to return. I’m sorry to be the bearer of bad tidings on such a delightful day. Do enjoy the rest of your afternoon. Goodbye.

Long, menacing silence.

BRONCO:
What? It’s not as if it was the top floor.

DARREN:
That’s it. I’ve had enough. He’s going. I cannot live another day in this house with this geriatric delinquent. He’s going into an old folk’s home. That’s final. He’s got to learn that there’s more to life than sex and drugs and rock and roll.

11. INT. ADDERLEY’S HOUSE – KITCHEN – ONE WEEK LATER – DAY

WORKMEN are noisily repairing the living room ceiling, and repainting the kitchen wall. Cleo is preparing breakfast on a CAMPING STOVE. Darren enters with the post.

DARREN:
The brochures have arrived, Darling. Actually, some of these places look quite pleasant. They’re wasted on him.

CLEO:
Let’s see. Ooh, yes. Shangri La Rest Home, “Paradise regained - or your money back”. That looks lovely. And this one. Ellington Grange, “We care because you care”. Ah. That’s nice. Greenacres Rest Home, “For peace in body and mind and a lot, lot more”. Well, they all look delightful. It’s so difficult to chose. Which is the cheapest?

DARREN:
Let’s go and look at them. It’s a nice day. A drive in the countryside will do us good.

12. INT. ADDERLEY’S CAR – DAY

Darren and Cleo are driving through pleasant open countryside, but in the back Bronco sits scowling.

13. EXT. SHANGRI LA REST HOME – DAY

The car pulls into a long gravel driveway and comes to a halt outside the impressive façade of SHANGRI LA REST HOME.

14. INT. SHANGRI LA REST HOME – CONTINUOUS

As they enter they can hear the sound of accordion music, and in the lounge we see a demonstration of Scottish country dancing. Bronco scowls. They are greeted by a round-faced lady.

MRS EVANS:
Good morning. My name is Wendy Evans. Welcome to Shangri La.

CLEO:
Good morning. I’m Mrs Adderley. My husband rang yesterday.

MRS EVANS:
Ah, yes, of course. And this must be your father, Mr…er…

Bronco says nothing.

CLEO:
Lane.

MRS EVANS:
Mr Lane. Yes. Do come in. As you can already see we’ve a whole range of interesting pastimes to show you.

Bronco turns on his heels and walks out of the building and gets back into the car.

15. EXT. ELLINGTON GRANGE – DAY

Their car pulls up outside the very grand ELLINGTON GRANGE.

DARREN:
(muttering) Let’s see whether this place is more to his majesty’s liking.

16. INT. ELLINGTON GRANGE – CONTINUOUS

Inside a man in a cardigan is giving a recital of “The Bells of St Mary’s” on his homemade GLASS HARMONICA to a room full of sleepy ancients. Bronco doesn’t like this place either. 

They go from one establishment to the next, and each time Bronco hates the place. He sees old folk sitting around playing housey-housey, watching cookery demonstrations or falling asleep in front of the television. Bored young nurses are standing around chewing gum and talking to their boyfriends on mobile phones.

17. INT. GREENACRES REST HOME – DAY

Cleo, Darren and a matron are looking through the French windows over acres of beautifully tended gardens. Old folk are walking with pretty nurses or sitting on benches reading. It is an idyllic scene.

CLEO:
Surely you can’t find anything to offend you here, Dad. Dad…?

Bronco has disappeared. Cleo, Darren and the matron split up to search the building and he is eventually found rifling the DRUGS CABINET.

MATRON:
What on earth do you think you’re doing in there?

BRONCO:
I was just looking for my shoes.

His daughter and son-in-law are at their wits end.

18. EXT. LARGE VICTORIAN BUILDING – DAY

Eventually, after exhausting their list of respectable homes, they arrive at a large, slightly run-down Victorian gothic building set in several acres of beautiful wild flower meadows and orchards, a riot of colour.

CU: Unpolished BRASS PLATE reads: ‘ MRS FERGUSON’S REST HOME”. 

CLEO:
It’s a bit overgrown.

19. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – HALLWAY – CONTINUOUS

As they enter the hallway, shafts of coloured late afternoon sunlight slant through the stained glass windows, and the ear-splitting opening chords of “Smoke On The Water” rock them on their heels. Bronco’s mood lifts. An old man with long grey hair and cowbells round his neck steps out of the shadows, grinning broadly.

FLAPPER:
Got any gear, Man? 
Cleo and Darren step back in alarm.

BRONCO:
(grumpily) No.

FLAPPER:
Do you want some?

Bronco likes this place. Flapper passes him a joint. They are greeted by the proprietress, Mrs Ferguson, an attractive woman in her early fifties, who sweeps towards them through the hall.

MRS FERGUSON:
Good day. Welcome to our humble home. I’m Audrey Ferguson.

DARREN:
How do you do. My name is Darren Adderley and this is my wife, Cleo.

MRS FERGUSON:
How charming to meet you.

DARREN:
And this is my wife’s father, Norman Lane.

MRS FERGUSON:
Such a pleasure, Mr Lane. May I call you Norman?

BRONCO:
No. Call me Bronco.

MRS FERGUSON:
Bronco it is, then.

She notices that Bronco is wearing a tee shirt with a marihuana leaf printed on it and the words, “eat shit”. She turns to Cleo.

MRS FERGUSON:
I rather think your father is going to be quite comfortable in our little oasis of depravity. Would you like to come this way and I’ll introduce you to some of the residents.

Looking over her shoulder Mrs Ferguson notices that Bronco and Flapper are cutting a deal.

MRS FERGUSON:
Flapper! You’re dealing. (to Cleo) Shall we look around?

Cleo and Darren look around with distaste.

20. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – MAIN ROOM – CONTINUOUS

The high-ceilinged room is bathed in sunlight pouring through the LARGE WINDOWS hung with VELVET DRAPES. The room has a faded grandeur about it and is decorated in 60’s chic. Some fine examples of classic 60’s furniture stand together with Victorian CHAISE LONGUE and CHESTERFIELDS. MTV is silently playing on a TV SCREEN. The OAK PANELED WALLS, now painted yellow, are hung with PRINTS by WARHOL, LICHSTENSTEIN, ROTHKO, BLAKE and HAMILTON. 

Bronco is checking the place out. He’s thinking, “OK, this’ll do. Yeah. This is my kinda scene.”  He’s walking cool. He’s feeling good. He’s thinking, ”Yeah, I can dig this. Hey, Baby, you got it.” Mrs Ferguson introduces Bronco to other residents. She leads him over to Hendrix who is sitting alone strumming his ELECTRIC GUITAR. 

MRS FERGUSON:
This is Hendrix, our resident guitarist. Hendrix, I’d like you to meet Bronco, the new boy.

BRONCO:
Hi, Cat.

HENDRIX:
Yeah, likewise.

Hendrix takes out his TEETH and starts to play “Smoke On The Water” again, using his teeth as a plectrum.

BRONCO:
Shame Ritchie Blackmore didn’t think of that. Gives it more bite.

HENDRIX:
(ignores sarcasm) Don’t s’pose you’re a drummer?

BRONCO:
No. Harp. (takes harmonica from waistcoat pocket and plays a short blues break.)

HENDRIX:
Pity.
Bronco watches Hendrix play for a while, then a penny drops.

BRONCO:
Oh, I get it…(collapses into heaps of drug induced hysterical laughter) I see…you’re named after Jimi Hendrix…(more laughter) brilliant!…because you play your guitar with your teeth…(completely corpses) Magnificent!

HENDRIX:
That’s right. And you’re named after the toilet roll because you’re an arse-wipe.

Bronco’s cool is shattered.

BRONCO:
What? No, no, no. It’s not a toilet roll. It’s a cowboy. Bronco Lane. You remember. The cowboy? (sings) “Bronco, Bronco, tearing across the Texas plain…Bronco, Bronco, Bronco Lane.” You must remember…Ty Harding…Bronco Lane…drank milk…(sings) “There ain’t a horse that he can’t handle, that’s how he got his name.” Don’t you remember Bronco Lane?

HENDRIX:
No. (carries on playing)

A man, dressed immaculately in a silver mohair suit and silk shirt, races past them in a magnificent chrome and wickerwork electric bathchair. There is a fox’s tail hanging from a tank aerial and ten or twelve chrome wing-mirrors fitted to the sides. On the back is a “Who” symbol and the words, “Hope I die before I get old.”

MRS FERGUSON:
That’s The Face.

GREASEBALL:
Wanker.

MRS FERGUSON:
And that’s Greaseball. They’ve never quite forgiven each other for Brighton bank holiday ’64. Greaseball, meet Bronco. He’s going to be living with us.

GREASEBALL:
Bronco? What the toilet roll?

MRS FERGUSON:
Greaseball! Be nice!

BRONCO:
No, the cowboy, actually.

GREASEBALL:
Ah, yeah, right.

A tattooed and body-pierced, leather-clad 60-year-old woman is sitting on Greaseball’s lap, stroking his crotch and chewing his ear.

MRS FERGUSON:
And this is Rat, Greaseball’s biker slut.

BRONCO:
Hi. (no response).

MRS FERGUSON:
Don’t worry about Rat, Dear. She’s totally obsessed with her man. They regularly keep everyone awake with their noisy all-night shagging. (Aside to Cleo) Locker room gossip has it that Greaseball has more than his fair share of penis and needs to keep it exercised or it will run to fat. (Cleo smiles wanly).

Bronco and Mrs Ferguson continue to circulate. A man is slumped on a huge INDIAN CUSHION in the corner of the room with his head jammed into a set of HEADPHONES. 

MRS FERGUSON:
That’s Dylan.

DYLAN
(Singing loudly and tunelessly) “You shouldn’t let other people get your kicks for you.”

MRS FERGUSON:
And here’s Gripper. You’ll like Gripper. Just your cup of tea. Gripper, I’d like you to meet Bronco.

GRIPPER:
Bronco, m’man. (stands and shakes hands vigorously). Unusual name, yes. You wouldn’t, by any chance, be the heir to a toilet roll fortune?

BRONCO:
No.

GRIPPER:
Pity. (Sits back down).

Suddenly they are interrupted when a slightly camp old man, in matching lavender shirt and hipster trousers, white belt and silk scarf crashes into their conversation. He is accompanied by an elegant but elderly woman in catsuit and broad-rimmed hat.

BUFFY:
Do forgive me. So rude, but I’ve been dying to meet you. I’m so excited. I’ve heard all about you. I’m told you’re very big in the toilet area. Fascinating. Always been a favourite subject of mine. Empire building. I love it. All I need is a little something behind me. I’ve got this really great idea for a scene. I’m going to call it “Bad Hair”, right, and only people with really, really terrible haircuts will be allowed in, and it will be really, really cool and cutting-edge. No, hold on. I’ve got a better idea. I’m going to call it “Cutting Edge”, right, and only people with really, really nice haircuts are allowed in. What do you think? Partners? Fifty-fifty? No, sixty-forty, my way. Is it a deal?

BRONCO:
I’m not a shaggin’ toilet roll! I’m a shaggin’ cowboy! OK?

BUFFY:
Oh, pardon me I’m sure.

BUNTY:
(To Buffy) How did you get on?

BUFFY:
I didn’t. Apparently he’s not a toilet roll. He’s a cowboy.

BUNTY:
Take my advice, Darling. Stay away. Have nothing to do with cowboys. Poor Dear Uncle Septimus had just the worst experience with his extension…

Bronco sulks off and sits with Flapper, cooks up a huge lump of dope and starts building a three-skinner. Bronco notices a pretty nurse walking around with a hospital drugs trolley. On her uniform is written, “IF YOU CAN REMEMBER MRS FERGUSON’S YOU WEREN’T THERE.”

BRONCO:
What’s in the trolley?

FLAPPER:
Anything you like, Man. Moroccan, Red Leb, skunk, Thai sticks, dexies, bennies, mandies, blues, acid, magic mushrooms, you name it. Get you a good deal, too. That’s why Mrs F doesn’t like us dealing.

BRONCO:
Why? Were you undercutting her?

FLAPPER:
No. I was ripping you off.

CLEO:
How about it, Daddy. Do you think you’re going to like it here?

BRONCO:
Yeah. It’s cool.

MRS FERGUSON:
Well, it didn’t take long for him to make himself at home.

CLEO:
Ah. Bless him.

MRS FERGUSON:
Our nurse will show him to his room. (calls) Saffron, darling, bags. If we could just go to my office and complete the formalities…

DARREN:
Yes, of course.

CLEO:
We’re going now, Daddy. Will you be alright?

BRONCO:
Do I look alright?

Cleo runs over and tearfully kisses her father goodbye, knocking over the joint in the process.

BRONCO:
Shit.

Flapper watches Cleo leave. He pulls a ready made joint from his top pocket, lights it, and takes a long, eye-watering drag.

FLAPPER:
Nice arse.

BRONCO:
Excuse me. That’s my daughter you’re talking about.

FLAPPER:
Sorry, Man. Who’s the jerk with her?

BRONCO:
That’s her husband, Darren.

FLAPPER:
He’s a premature ejaculator if ever I saw one.

BRONCO:
He’s alright. A bit of a Christian, that’s all.

FLAPPER:
He’s a bit of a wimp, that’s what.

BRONCO:
Yeah, he is. But that’s OK with him because he thinks that the meek shall inherit the earth.

FLAPPER:
The earth? Oooh, I wouldn’t want that.

BRONCO:
What? Oh, I dunno. That’d be quite handy to have, the earth.

FLAPPER:
What for?

BRONCO:
Well, all sorts of things. Women for a start. Think of all the women you could have if you’d just inherited the entire earth. It’d be better than winning the pools, that would. Think about it. Mansions in California, yachts in St Tropez. Swimming pools. Rollers. Ferraris. The lot, Man. Brilliant.

FLAPPER:
Yeah, but you’re forgetting. You’ve got to be meek to get the gig, haven’t you? And women don’t go for meek blokes, do they?

BRONCO:
Yeah, but…

FLAPPER:
And think of the maintenance! We’re not just talking a little drop of weeding and lawn mowing every Sunday afternoon, Man. This is heavy. There’s holes in the ozone layer for a start, then you’ve got the polar ice-caps melting, air pollution, the El Ninho effect, global warming, acid rain, deforestation, earthquakes, floods, volcanoes, hurricanes, wars, famine, pestilence, plagues. It’s a shaggin’ nightmare, Man, I’m telling you. You’d never sleep at night.

BRONCO:
Well, I hear what you’re saying, but…

FLAPPER:

And if you’re meek it’s even worse. Who’s going to help you? No one. “Erm, excuse me, would you mind giving me a bit of a hand repairing this hole in the ozone layer?” “Shag off, Meeky! We’re too busy getting our rocks off laying about in the sun and eating these here Norwegian mangoes.” See what I mean? You’re much better off where you are. (Passes Bronco the joint).

BRONCO:
That’s a fair point and very well made.

21. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – HALLWAY – CONTINUOUS

While Flapper is speaking we follow Darren, Cleo and Mrs Ferguson into the OFFICE as they sign the necessary papers and then Cleo tearfully watches Bronco through the glass from reception before they take their leave, unnoticed by Bronco. 

22. EXT. MRS FERGUSON’S – CONTINUOUS

They step out of the building arm in arm. 

DARREN:
Well, we certainly had the last laugh there. That place was far and away  the cheapest.

Darren gives Cleo a reassuring hug and a kiss on the cheek, as they look back at the building before making their way along the front path and through the gate. They round the corner and see a policeman standing by their car.

POLICEMAN:
Is this your car, Sir?

DARREN:
Er, well, yes, it is actually, officer.

POLICEMAN:
Then perhaps you wouldn’t mind explaining this, Sir.

Darren stares in horror at a DOPE PLANT sitting on the parcel shelf.

23. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – BRONCO’S ROOM – NIGHT

A very spaced-out Bronco is shown to his room by Saffron, the nurse. The walls are hung with faded posters of Janis Joplin, Keith Moon and Jimi Hendrix. Bronco is humming, “I’m just wild about Saffron…”

BRONCO:
Who had this room before me?

SAFFRON:
Oh, it was Bix, or Buck or Becks. Something like that.

BRONCO:
What happened to him?

SAFFRON:
Can’t really remember. He might have choked on his own vomit after swallowing a lethal cocktail of drink and drugs. No, I know. I think he electrocuted himself in the bath with his Stratocaster. Or did he spontaneously combust? Anyway, it was one of them. Nice bloke.

Saffron leaves and Bronco takes a CD player from his luggage, and puts on some very cool, bluesy music. He then sits on the bed, skins up another joint, and slowly begins unpacking his luggage, hanging his clothes in the wardrobe and carefully placing his small treasures on various pieces of furniture around the room. He’s in his element. He takes down posters of one lot of dead rock’n’rollers and replaces them with those of his own. He sits on the bed and looks around him with a contented smile then falls back into a coma. Mrs Ferguson enters the room, carefully takes the burning joint from Bronco’s fingers and puts it in the ashtray. She leaves the room, closing the door quietly behind her.

24. INT. ADDERLEY’S HOME – BRONCO’S ROOM – DAY

Cleo and Darren are in Bronco’s room. It is in a disgusting state and Cleo, wearing RUBBER GLOVES, is clearing the shelves and drawers. There are piles of MAGAZINES, BOOKS and RECORDS. Cleo finds herself holding a PORN MAGAZINE and drops it as though it were a nest of vermin. Ashtrays are still full and there are moldy bits of food and orange peel hidden in various nooks. The floor is covered in wrappings and other litter. She has filled three dustbin liners with rubbish, but the room remains full of junk. There’s an old DANSETTE RECORD PLAYER, A LARVA LAMP, SOME ORANGE PLASTIC CHAIRS, A THREE BAR ELECTRIC FIRE and lots of other pieces of cheap 60’s memorabilia. Darren, reading a newspaper (H/L:  SCIENTISTS DISCOVER SECRET OF ETERNAL YOUTH), suggests they call in a house clearance company.

25. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – BREAKFAST ROOM – DAY

A large, sunny conservatory. Bronco is the first one down for breakfast, and sits at a long refectory table. Saffron enters.

SAFFRON:
Morning, Bronco. Did you sleep well?

BRONCO:
Hard to say, really. I was asleep.

A thin man, dressed and made up as a mime artist enters carrying an invisible plate, sits down, expresses great joy at the sight of his non-existent food, then mimes the process of eating. Bronco watches him warily, but he says nothing. Hendrix enters.

BRONCO:
Morning.

HENDRIX:
Bollocks.

SAFFRON:
Good morning, Hendrix.

HENDRIX:
What’s good about it?

She smiles and leaves the room. Flapper enters carrying his food.

FLAPPER:
Hi, Man. Not eating?

BRONCO:
Oh, I see. I didn’t know you had to fetch it yourself.

He leaves the table and gets his breakfast. Bloke enters very stressed.

BLOKE:
Adzuki beans. I must have adzuki beans. (She turns to Bronco)  It’s my liver. I’m Bloke, by the way. Pleased to meet you.

BRONCO:
Bronco.

Bronco returns with his food and sits next to Flapper.

BRONCO:
Hendrix is a miserable bastard.

FLAPPER:
No, not really. He’s just been that way since Becks died.

BRONCO:
Were they close friends.

FLAPPER:
No. They hated each other. Becks was our drummer. He went and died on us a few weeks ago and we’ve got a gig coming up on Saturday. So, no drummer. Hendrix is really pissed off. I don’t s’pose you…?

BRONCO:
No, I’ve already been asked. I sing a bit though, and play harp. Been in a few bands in my time. I was once in a band where our bassist used to be in a band that was once on Top Of The Pops. He would have been on too, only they fired him a couple of days before the gig.

FLAPPER:
That’s bad luck. Still, we could use a good singer. We’ve been struggling a bit. I normally sing, but I keep forgetting the words.

BRONCO:
That doesn’t help.

FLAPPER:
We’re rehearsing this afternoon. Come along.

BRONCO:
OK.

They are joined by Slapper, who sits close up to Bronco.

SLAPPER:
Hi. I’m Slapper. So you’re a singer, are you? Ooh, I really go for singers, me. And I’ve had a few, I can tell you. Jagger. I’ve ‘ad ‘im. Nothing special. But you. You look like you’ve been around the block a few times, you do.

BRONCO:
Well, I suppose…

SLAPPER:
I can always tell. You’ve had your share, I bet.

BRONCO:
(Warming to the task) OK. I’ve put it about a bit. What man hasn’t?

SLAPPER:
I bet you did, an’ all. A right handful for the women in your life, eh?

26. INT. ADDERLEY’S HOME – KITCHEN - DAY

Workmen are still repairing the living-room ceiling. Cleo, still wearing rubber gloves, is cleaning the kitchen. When she finishes she removes gloves and scrubs her hands vigorously. Through the window she sees a WHITE VAN pull up outside. On the side is written: FELONIUS ENTERPRISES. ITEMS AND SUBSTANCES ACQUIRED.

27. INT. ADDERLEY’S HOUSE – HALLWAY – CONTINUOUS

Felonius knocks on the door, Cleo answers and Felonius lifts his hat offering his business card.

FELONIUS:
Madam, good morning. Felonius Enterprises. I believe you have a task for me.

CLEO:
(warily) Yes. Do come in.

Felonius steps inside looking around admiringly. The rooms are bland and painted beige and magnolia, with small, mediocre pictures hanging on the walls. He checks the furniture for dust and is impressed. He is shown to Bronco’s room and walks round checking it out thoroughly, picking up various items for inspection. He whistles softly and tunelessly.

FELONIUS:
Very moist, yes indeed. But not much call for this period of bric-a-brac, I’m afraid, no. I can’t imagine where I might place it. Not at all. No. I can usually always find a market for the nearly new, but this…

CLEO:
Well, we just want it gone, really.

FELONIUS:
I understand. I do so like to offer a full clearance service for the newly bereaved, and in this instance I am prepared to waive my usual fee…

CLEO:
Thank you. That is kind. But it’s not a bereavement, it’s just…

FELONIUS:
Of course. I’ll have my assistants oversee the removal of the beloved items as soon as possible. 

Felonius leaves the room but checks out other rooms on the way, looking through doorways and round corners.

FELONIUS:
Is there any other service I can provide? Substances perhaps? Prozac? Valium? (Sees Darren in the front room) Viagra? I always sometimes find they can be a great comfort through much troubled times.

CLEO:
No! No. Thank you.

FELONIUS:
As you wish, yes. I’ll bid you good day, then. Time stands still for no man, I always say.

28. EXT. NEW TOWN – DAY

An old man dressed as a hippie is pacing up and down at a bus stop. He is looking at his watch and appears agitated. He carries an Indian style hold-all on his back and a large wooden box under his arm.

29. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – MUSIC ROOM – DAY

The white, high-ceilinged room is lit from above by a large glazed cupola. The windows are shuttered, and there is a WHITE GRAND PIANO in the corner. The band are having a rehearsal and it’s not going well. Hendrix plays lead guitar, Flapper is on bass and Bronco on vocals and harmonica. Gripper is sitting in on drums but has no natural aptitude.

HENDRIX:
No, no, you prannie. It’s dubba dubba dub cha. Like that.

GRIPPER:
That’s what I was playing, listen.

He plays a bit but it sounds nothing like Hendrix wants.

HENDRIX:
That’s not dubba dubba dub cha. That’s just dub dubba dub dub.

GRIPPER:
What do you mean dub dubba dub dub? That wasn’t dub dubba dub dub.

HENDRIX:
Yes it was. Now then, listen, dubba dubba dub cha, dubba dubba dub cha. Just get it right this time, OK?

They start playing again, but it’s still wrong.

HENDRIX:
There you are. See? Dub dubba dub dub. You did it again.

GRIPPER:
No I didn’t. Flapper. What did I just play. Tell him.

FLAPPER:
Leave me out of it.

HENDRIX:
Just get it right, that’s all. It’s not too much to ask, is it? Get it right! It’s dubba dubba dub cha, dubba dubba dub cha. Easy.

GRIPPER:
Well, you shaggin’ do it if you’re so shaggin’ clever.

HENDRIX:
I will an’ all.

Gripper gets up, kicks the drum kit over and storms out. The rest of the band stand in silence for a while then begin packing away their instruments and drift from the room, leaving Hendrix alone.

HENDRIX:
That weren’t dubba dubba dub cha.

30. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – HALLWAY – CONTINUOUS

Felonius is standing with Mrs Ferguson proudly displaying a selection of cheap 60’s BRIC-A-BRAC, including LARVA LAMPS, FORMICA COFFEE TABLES, ORANGE PLASTIC CHAIRS AND A THREE BAR ELECTRIC FIRE.
MRS FERGUSON:
Felonius. It’s rubbish. Take it away.

FELONIUS:
Mrs F, give it a go. I bet one of your old fogies…residents…would…

Felonius can see that it’s a lost cause and takes his treasures away. All except the fire is gone when Bronco comes by.

BRONCO:
Oh, wow. Look. That’s an original 1964 Belling Fireglo with special flame effect bulb and genuine artificial teak surround. I used to have one just like it. Weird. It’s just like that French stuff.

MRS FERGUSON:
What French stuff?

BRONCO:
Y’know…that French stuff…that you get…and then you get it again.

MRS FERGUSON:
Déjà vu?

BRONCO:
That’s the stuff. Spooky. (caresses fire lovingly) This is truly a thing of great beauty. 

FELONIUS:
It’s got a plug, look.

BRONCO:
Are you selling it? How much do you want?

FELONIUS:
Well, now. I don’t usually but…let me see…

MRS FERGUSON:
Felonius!

FELONIUS:
Oh, OK. To you, a ton and not a penny less.

BRONCO:
It’s a deal.

31. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – BRONCO’S ROOM – DAY

We see Bronco busily installing his new electric fire, then stands back proudly to watch the flame effect.

32. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – OFFICE – DAY

Mrs Ferguson is sitting at her DESK surrounded by piles of BILLS. Saffron enters.

SAFFRON:

What’s up, Mrs F? You look glum.

MRS FERGUSON. 
Oh, it’s this lot. Bills. Bills. Bills. Nothing but bills. I’m broke, Saffron. I’m not even sure if I can pay this month’s wages. I had the bailiffs here last week and I only just managed to pay them off. The residents keep dying on me and none of them are insured. And it’s me that gets lumbered with the funeral expenses. I’m in deep trouble, Saffron. I think I might have to sell the Rest Home. I just don’t know how long I can carry on.

SAFFRON:
(brightly) Cheer up, Mrs F. Something will turn up. 

33. INT. BUS – DAY

The old hippie with the box is sitting on the bus next to an empty seat. Respectable passengers eye him with suspicion. There are people choosing to stand rather than sit next to him.

34. EXT. MRS FERGUSON’S – GARDEN – DAY

The sun is shining and Bronco and Flapper are sitting with the others in the orchard among wild flowers, eating a large cake and smoking a joint. All is peace. Bees are buzzing. Hendrix is playing acoustic guitar, Bloke is doing Tai Chi, the mime artist is riding a MONOCYCLE and waving a BUTTERFLY NET, Dylan is slumped, asleep, under a tree with a guitar in his lap. Greaseball and The Face are playing TRIVIAL PURSUITS. 

THE FACE:
Entertainment. Right? Name the Seven Dwarfs in Snow White.

GREASEBALL:
Er…Bashfull…Sneezy…Grumpy…how many’s that?

THE FACE:
Three.

GREASEBALL:
Right. Er…Sleepy…Dozey, Beaky, Mick and Titch.

THE FACE:
You’re not taking this seriously, Man. Play properly.

GREASEBALL:
I am playing properly.

THE FACE:
No you’re not. You’re being childish.

GREASEBALL:
No I’m not.

THE FACE:
Yes you are.

A scuffle breaks out. The Face and Greaseball are rolling over in the grass. We move to favour Flapper and Bronco.

FLAPPER:
….I’m just saying what a waste it would be if Jimi and Janis and all those good people had sacrificed their lives in vain. Otis and Buddy. Brian and Kurt….Sid. Y’see, Man, the thing is, you’ve got to make rock’n’roll your guiding principle. These squares outside, with their religion and stuff, they’ve got no direction in life. They’ve inherited this fabulous legacy of cool and they’ve just gone and squandered it.

BRONCO:
I know what you mean. All they’re looking for is eternal life. What’s the point of that?

FLAPPER:
Exactly. Sex and drugs and rock’n’roll. It’s what life’s all about, Man. That’s philosophy.

BRONCO:
And you’re not likely to get a decent rock’n’roll death out of a Christian, are you?

FLAPPER:
Well, of course you’re not. See, to die a proper rock’n’roll death you have to live a proper rock’n’roll life.

BRONCO:
Oh, I qualify for that. I used to work at HMV’s in Oxford Street for years. Mind you I wouldn’t fancy choking on me own vomit, or nothing like that.

FLAPPER:
Elvis shit himself to death on the toilet. Exploded with doughnuts.

BRONCO:
Not nice.

Hendrix approaches.

HENDRIX:
Are you blokes still on for the gig tonight?

FLAPPER:
I’ll have to consult my diary.

BRONCO:
We still haven’t got a drummer.

HENDRIX:
We’ll find one.

35. EXT. STREET  - DAY

A bus pulls up to a stop and the old hippie gets off. He looks around then sets off hurriedly along the pavement until he gets to Mrs Ferguson’s. He walks up the path to the door.

36. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – HALLWAY – CONTINUOUS

The old hippie enters apprehensively. He is greeted by Mrs Ferguson.

MRS FERGUSON:
Good day. My name is Audrey Ferguson and I am the proprietor of this establishment. May I help you? 

ZOOT:
I do hope so. They call me…er…Zoot. I’ve been thumbing a lift all the way from London and I’m wiped out.


MRS FERGUSON:
Allow me to give you a hand with your heavy load.

She reaches to take the wooden box but Zoot clings on to it protectively.

ZOOT:
That’s OK. I can manage, thank you. Er, I was wondering if you had a place available where I can crash. I’ve been on the road for months. You know, sleeping under the stars. Walking on the wild side. That kind of thing. It’s been really groovy, but I think it’s time I settled down. I’ve lived too long on the fringe of society.

MRS FERGUSON:
Well, yes, I can imagine that it must have been quite difficult for you. Do come in. I’m sure we can find a room for you somewhere.

37. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – MAIN ROOM – CONTINUOUS

She leads Zoot into the main room. The residents, watching THE MAGIC ROUNDABOUT on TV, eye him with suspicion. There’s something not quite right about him. He has long grey hair, a droopy moustache and wears hippie clothes and beads but we notice that he’s wearing sandals with socks, and the box under his arm looks suspiciously like a BAROMETER.

MRS FERGUSON:
Hendrix, darling. I’d like you to meet Zoot, our new resident.

ZOOT:
(Self-consciously holds up two peace and love fingers) Hi.

HENDRIX:
Don’t s’pose you’re a drummer?

ZOOT:
Er, sort of. Well, I’m more of a percussionist, actually.

HENDRIX:
(excited) A percussionist? Wow! (shakes Zoot’s hand enthusiastically) We’ve got a gig tonight. You up for it?

ZOOT:

Tonight? Er, OK.

HENDRIX:

Good man.

FLAPPER:
  So where have you blown in from, Man?

ZOOT:
Oh, you know…here and there. ..travelling mostly. ..bit of a rolling stone…living in communes...squats…that kind of thing…really groovy.

BRONCO:
Yeah. I bet it was swinging, eh?

ZOOT:
Oh, yes. All the time.

FLAPPER:
And was it far out? (sniggers)

ZOOT:
Oh, yes. Miles away.

GRIPPER:

Whereabouts?

ZOOT:

Er, all over…Wales…places like that…y’know.

GRIPPER:

Wales?

ZOOT:

Yes. Have you been there?

GRIPPER:

Yeah. I went there once…but it was closed.

MRS FERGUSON:

Come along, Zoot. I’ll show you to your room.

ZOOT:

Yes, OK. I must go and check out the pad. See you guys later.

HENDRIX:
Yeah. Don’t forget your kit.

Zoot leaves the room and everybody collapses with laughter.

FLAPPER:
We can’t have him in the band. He’s a wobbletop.

HENDRIX:
Hold up, you guys. Give the guy a break. He could be the new Ginger Baker.

38. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – HALLWAY – NIGHT

The band are preparing for their debut gig at a neighbouring old people’s home. Gripper is wheeling some large speaker cabinets out to the van, Bronco has some amps on a sack barrow and Hendrix struggles with the mike stands and cables. 

BRONCO:

I’m really nervous. What if I’m no good?

FLAPPER:

You’ll be fine. It’s only an old folks home.

BRONCO:

I think I want to go to the toilet.

Zoot arrives. He is carrying a tambourine.

HENDRIX:
Where’s your kit?

ZOOT:
This is it.

HENDRIX:
This? This is a tambourine.

ZOOT:
Yes.

39. INT. OLD PEOPLE’S HOME – NIGHT

Poster on wall announcing bingo is cancelled. We enter the main room and see the band playing “Whole Lotta Love” in a brightly lit room before a small, unappreciative audience of old folk in wheelchairs. 

Zoot is playing tambourine and Hendrix, in the middle of his big guitar solo, is getting angry as he notices that the audience are becoming restless and are beginning to leave. Believing this is due to bad drumming Hendrix gets desperate and decides to liven things up a bit. He takes a can of lighter fluid and sets fire to his guitar. 

The flames shoot up to the ceiling. There is a gasp of alarm. People are worried, not least the other band members, when suddenly pandemonium breaks out as the FIRE ALARM goes off and the powerful SPRINKLER SYSTEM kicks in. The lights and the sound go dead as the power is cut, plunging the room into darkness. The sprinkler system is drenching the room.  Everyone is panicking and rushing for the door. Grannies are being crushed and trampled in the stampede.

Through pouring water, the band are seen standing alone on the stage, bathed in the blue light of the moon, broken, dejected, soaked to the skin, and looking out at an empty room. We hear only the sound of running water. An AMP explodes.

40. EXT. OLD PEOPLE’S HOME – NIGHT

Through torrential rain we see FLASHING LIGHTS from EMERGENCY VEHICLES. Old people wrapped in blankets are led away to waiting AMBULANCES comforted by nurses. FIRE BRIGADE are clearing up. POLICE  are questioning the band, also wrapped in blankets like the other old people, before letting them go with a caution. Gripper loads the equipment into the back of the PSYCHEDELIC PAINTED VAN. Band sheepishly return and get back into their seats.

41. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – BREAKFAST ROOM – DAY

It is grey and raining outside. People begin to drift in for breakfast. The mime artist is miming eating. He picks up an egg and puts it in his mouth, then removes it from his ear and puts in back in the egg cup. He is ignored. Gripper, Bronco and Flapper walk in sullenly. They collect their breakfast in silence and sit down. Then Zoot arrives. Everyone looks at him accusingly.

ZOOT:
What? It wasn’t my fault. It was his. (pointing)

Everyone looks round as Hendrix enters the room. 

HENDRIX:
Don’t you point at me, you midget. I had to do something. We were dying up there.   


ZOOT:
You destroyed an old folks home.

HENDRIX:
You destroyed Whole Lotta Love.

The residents turn back in silence and finish their food.

42. INT. ADDERLEY’S HOUSE – KITCHEN – DAY

Decorators are painting the living room in b/g. Muzak is playing a jolly version of “Satisfaction” on the RADIO. Cleo is looking into the MIRROR.

CLEO:
I’m looking old. Do you think I should get a face-lift?

DARREN:
(Absently, whilst reading paper. Front page H/L: SCIENTIST DISCOVER CURE FOR EVERYTHING) Yes, dear. Listen to this. (reads aloud) “Detectives were called to The Temple of Eternal Life this week after the Reverend Kirk reported that church funds estimated at five million (looks up and whistles) were missing from the high security underground vaults beneath the church in the High Street. The treasurer, Mr Graham Sims, has not been seen since Sunday afternoon. His wife, Claris, the church warden and loyal flower arranger, claims to know nothing of her husbands whereabouts.” Wow. What do you think? 

CLEO:
Yes, I think so too. Perhaps just a little tuck around the neck and eyes.

43. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – MAIN ROOM – DAY

The residents are sitting around slouched in armchairs smoking and drinking. Dylan is singing “Mr Tambourine Man” tunelessly. Bloke, sitting in lotus position, is loudly learning Chinese from a LANGUAGE TAPE. Greaseball and The Face are sitting at a table playing MONOPOLY. Rat sits alone sulking in the corner.

GREASEBALL:
Hold on! Mayfair! I own that. Five hundred quid please.

THE FACE:
Too late, mate. I’ve already thrown. You should have said earlier.

GREASEBALL:
(making a grab for the money) Gimme that money, you bastard!

There is a scuffle. Then suddenly Gripper jumps up and looks urgently out of the window.

GRIPPER:
Filth! It’s a raid!

They all run to the window and look out. Through the window we see several police cars pulling up outside. Immediately everyone swings into action like a well-oiled machine, each knowing exactly what to do. Ashtrays are emptied into the fireplace. Saffron sprays air-freshener. Joints and dope are collected up and hidden in vases. DRUGS TROLLEY flips over and becomes CARD TABLE. Residents assume air of innocence. There is hammering at the front door.

POLICEMAN:
(o.c.) Church police! Open up!

Mrs Ferguson goes calmly to the door.

MRS FERGUSON:
Good afternoon, officer. To what do we owe the pleasure of this visit?

POLICEMAN:
May we come in, Ma’am?

MRS FERGUSON:
Of course. Forgive me.

POLICEMAN:
We have a warrant to search the premises.

While Mrs Ferguson is holding police at the door Gripper suddenly realises something…

GRIPPER:
(whispers) Oh, shit! I’ve still got a bunch of acid tabs in my pocket. (swallows them in one gulp)

Suddenly the police, wearing clerical dog collars under their police uniforms burst into the main room while others rush upstairs. Officers with dogs are searching the room. A dog sniffs the drugs trolley/card table while a plain clothes detective looks around, sniffing the air suspiciously. The residents are acutely uncomfortable.

MRS FERGUSON:
What exactly are you looking for officer. Perhaps we can save you some trouble. We have nothing to hide.

At this moment Gripper stands up unsteadily with a desperate look on his face. The acid tabs have taken hold and extreme paranoia has kicked in.

GRIPPER: 
I’m just stepping outside. I may be some time.

He walks out through the FRENCH WINDOWS with some difficulty and into the garden. The other residents follow with their eyes hoping he won’t give the game away.

44. EXT. THE VILLAGE – NUMBER SIX’S HOUSE – DAY

Gripper has walked into an early episode of “The Prisoner”. He steps out of the door, breathing heavily, to see he is in a deserted village, which he begins to explore. He sees a figure at the top of a BELL TOWER and runs up the steps to find him, but the figure has disappeared. Gripper surveys the village from the top, then the bell rings, startling him. He goes back down and walks along deserted lanes and across lawns until he comes upon a pavement CAFÉ, where a waitress is preparing tables.

WAITRESS:
We’ll be open in a minute.

GRIPPER:
What’s the name of this place?

WAITRESS:
You’re new here, aren’t you? Do you want breakfast?

GRIPPER:
Where is this?

WAITRESS:
The village?

GRIPPER:
Yes.

WAITRESS:
I’ll see if coffee’s ready.

GRIPPER:
(grabs her arm) Can I use your phone?

WAITRESS:
We haven’t got one.

GRIPPER:
Where can I make a call?

WAITRESS:
Well, there’s a phone box round the corner.

GRIPPER:
Thank you.

Gripper walks round the corner to the PUBLIC TELEPHONE. A sign by the phone says: “For information lift and press”. He does.

OPERATOR:
Number please.

GRIPPER:
What exchange is this?

OPERATOR:
(firmly) Number please.

GRIPPER:
I want to make a call to…

OPERATOR:
Local calls only. What is your number?

GRIPPER:
Haven’t got a number.

OPERATOR:
No number, no call. (hangs up).

Gripper walks to an information board and presses a button marked TAXI. A MINI MOKE pulls up immediately driven by a Chinese girl.

DRIVER:
Where to, Sir?

GRIPPER:
Take me to the nearest town.

DRIVER:
We’re only the local service.

GRIPPER:
Take me as far as you can.

He gets in the taxi, drives a few hundred yards and stops.

DRIVER. 
I did tell you we’re only local. The charge is two units.

GRIPPER:
Units?

DRIVER:
Credit units. Oh, well, pay me next time. (She gives a salute with circled finger and thumb held to her eye) Be seeing you. (she drives off)

There is a sudden FANFARE from a PUBLIC ADDRESS SPEAKER.

P.A.:
Good morning all. It’s another beautiful day. Today’s ice cream is strawberry.

Gripper looks up and sees a building with a green dome at the top of a hill and runs up the steps to the front door. The door opens and a dwarf shows him to the CENTRAL HALL.

45. INT. GREEN DOME – CENTRAL HALL – DAY

Steel doors slide open and he enters a large circular room. From a hole in the centre a spherical chair rises through the floor in which is sat a suited, distinguished-looking gentleman. The doors close behind Gripper.

NUMBER TWO:
At last. Delighted to see you. Come in. Come in. Do sit down.

Gripper remains standing.

NUMBER TWO:
I suppose you’re wondering what you’re doing here.

GRIPPER:
It had crossed my mind. (demands) What’s it all about?

NUMBER TWO:
Sit down and I’ll tell you.

GRIPPER:
Where am I?

NUMBER TWO:
In the village. Come with me.

46. EXT. THE VILLAGE – CONTINUOUS

Gripper follows Number Two out of the building to the TOWN SQUARE. It is crowded with people doing nothing in particular. An old man approaches, salutes then takes a PENNY-FARTHING BICYCLE. An old couple pass, salute and say, “Beautiful day”. Gripper sees Number Two standing on a balcony overlooking the square, holding a MEGAPHONE to his mouth.

NUMBER TWO:
Wait! Wait!

Everything comes to a halt. We see a WHITE BALLOON perched on top of a WATER SPOUT.

NUMBER TWO:
Be still!

A man in a red and white hooped shirt, beige floppy hat and sunglasses looks around in alarm. He is standing in the fountain. He makes a break for it.

NUMBER TWO:
Stop! Turn back!

There is a roaring sound and a huge white balloon descends from the top of a building, pursues the man, corners him, suffocates him then bounces away past Gripper.

NUMBER TWO:
You see? This is how we deal with people who won’t conform. People who walk around thinking they’re Mr Cool and Trendy.

GRIPPER:
What do you want?

NUMBER TWO:
We want you to become one of us.

GRIPPER:
You will never make me! Never!

NUMBER TWO:
By hook or by crook we will.

GRIPPER:
Who are you?

NUMBER TWO:
I am Number Two.

GRIPPER:
Who is Number  One?

NUMBER TWO:
You are Number Six.

GRIPPER:
I AM NOT A NUMBER! I AM A FREE MAN! (SFX: Echoing maniacal laughter.

Gripper hastens away to look for an escape route behind buildings and through the bushes.

47. INT. CENTRAL CONTROL ROOM – CONTINUOUS

Observers are surveying on ROTATING RADAR TRACKERS. We see a spherical CCTV camera and a large screen on the wall. Gripper is being watched carefully by Number Two and the controller.

NUMBER TWO:
He’s no ordinary man. This has got to be handled very differently.

CONTROLLER:
That could be dangerous.

NUMBER TWO:
You know how important this is.

Gripper sees a MARCHING BAND coming along the lane. It is a funeral procession. He hides among the bushes but is being watched by statues with yellow eyes. The perimeter is patrolled by white balloons. Suddenly Gripper breaks cover and makes a run for the BEACH. He sees the funeral procession carrying a coffin along the beach to a graveyard. He runs down in the opposite direction.

CONTROLLER:
Attention Post 14. Yellow alert! Yellow  Alert! Yellow alert! Now leaving Northern perimeter. Number Six! Repeat. Number Six! (A siren sounds) Now approaching. Contact imminent.

Gripper is chased along the beach by two security men in a Moke. He fights them off and takes the car.

CONTROLLER:
Heading for outer limits in our vehicle. Orange alert.

There is a roaring sound and a huge white balloon is released from under water. It surfaces and comes to the beach. It chases Gripper, corners him and he is suffocated.

48. EXT. HOSPITAL- DAY

We see the hospital building with patients being wheeled about the grounds.

49. INT. HOSPITAL – CONTINUOUS

Gripper wakes to find himself dressed in a smart black blazer with white piping, a navy turtle necked sweater, beige slacks and sailing pumps. His hair has been trimmed and combed neatly. He looks down at himself with disgust. He walks out into a corridor. A bald man in a straight jacket with electrodes clipped to his head is wheeled past by hospital staff. Gripper looks through the circular windows of various doors along the corridor. Through one he sees people sitting on the floor of a long room bathed in orange light, apparently being brain-washed. Through another door he sees the same bald man sitting and gibbering. Gripper runs, terrified, out of the hospital.

50. EXT. THE VILLAGE – NUMBER SIX’S HOUSE – DAY

Gripper runs in panic up to the door of the house and pulls frantically at the door, but it won’t open. He is screaming in panic.

GRIPPER:
LET ME IN! LET ME IN!

51. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – MAIN ROOM – CONTINUOUS

Through the glass of the French window we see Gripper hammering wild-eyed and pulling at the door. His face, grotesquely distorted, is pressed against the glass. The detective steps forward and opens the door inwards. Gripper falls in flat on his face, quickly jumps up and returns to his seat with as much dignity as he can muster. The detective eyes him suspiciously. The residents shift uncomfortably in their seats, feigning innocence. 

A uniformed officer enters holding Zoot in an arm lock while another officer is punching him. As he is led in, wig removed, we see that it is none other than Mr Sims, the church treasurer.

POLICEMAN:
Got ‘im Sarge. (punches him again)

DETECTIVE:
Thieving bastard. What about the money?

POLICEMAN:
Sorry Sarge. Not a sign of it nowhere. We searched high and low.

DETECTIVE:
OK. Take him down the nick. (to Mrs Ferguson)  Sorry to trouble you, Ma’am. We’ve been looking for this one for weeks. Nicked five million in church funds. Fancy that. Thieving from The House of the Lord. That’s blasphemous, that is. Eternal damnation’s too good for ‘im.

POLICEMAN:
Hear that? You’re going to burn in Hell! (Continues punching Zoot).

Detective takes one last suspicious look around the room and leaves with the prisoner. Residents look around at each other in wide-eyed surprise.

MRS FERGUSON:
Well!

GREASEBALL:
Who’d have thought it? Zoot! A crook!

THE FACE:
Maybe he wasn’t such a moff’ead after all.

HENDRIX:
Crap drummer though.

BRONCO:
I bet it was him who kept pissing in my wardrobe.

HENDRIX:
I knew he was a wrong’un right from the start.

FLAPPER:
Oh yeah! Ooooh…Zoot…a percussionist…WOW!

HENDRIX:
He didn’t fool me for a moment. Sandals with socks. But you have to give people a chance. He could have been the new Ginger Baker.

52. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – ZOOT’S ROOM – DAY

Mrs Ferguson and Saffron are looking around and clearing the room. The police have left it in a mess. They find “Peter and Gordon” and “New Seekers” CD’s among belongings strewn on the bed. On the wall is a Victorian style embroidered SAMPLER saying: MASTURBATION IS THE THIEF OF TIME. On the opposite wall is a large barometer. Mrs Ferguson takes it down but it’s heavy and slips from her grasp onto the bed. The back falls open and bundles of MONEY spill out onto the bed.

53. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S MAIN ROOM – CONTINUOUS

Residents are huddled in conversation. Through the GLAZED DOORS to the hall we see Mrs Ferguson and Saffron carefully carrying the barometer down the stairs like a coffin.

54. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – OFFICE – CONTINUOUS

Saffron and Mrs Ferguson are excitedly counting the money. Mrs Ferguson hands Saffron a wad of notes.

MRS FERGUSON:
Your wages, Darling. (she stuffs another bundle down the front of Saffron’s top) And a little something for the weekend.

55. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – MAIN ROOM – DAY

Bronco and Flapper sit together sharing a joint.

BRONCO:
I think it’s amazing how they can train these police dogs to sniff out drugs and stuff. I’ve seen it on the telly. They’ve got this brilliant sense of smell.

FLAPPER:
Don’t you believe it, Man. It’s just a myth made up by society to fool you into thinking that police dogs have got a brilliant sense of smell.

BRONCO:
Yeah, well on this programme they just walked into this room and smelled dope. It was amazing.

FLAPPER:
What’s amazing about it? I can do that. Looking for drugs in this place is like looking for a needle in a knitting shop. You walk in here, what’s the first thing you smell?

BRONCO:
Gripper’s feet.

FLAPPER:
Dope. Simple. But them police dogs never found none, did they? No. Do you know why? Because they haven’t got a brilliant sense of smell. How do I know all this? Simple. Have you ever seen a dog sniffing dogshit? It has to go right up close to it like this and sniff it all the way along. (demonstrates using fingers) It’s disgusting, Man, I’m telling you.

BRONCO:
Yeah, but…

FLAPPER:
But if a bloke walks into a pub with dogshit on his shoes everyone spins round at the same time and points at him and says, “Pwoar! You’ve got dogshit on your shoes, you dirty bastard.” See what I mean? QED: Blokes have a better sense of smell than police dogs.

Cut to C/U Hendrix’s face wide-eyed with alarm.

HENDRIX:
Half a mo! Wait a tick! We’ve got a gig coming up soon and we haven’t got a drummer!

56. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – HALLWAY – DAY

We see Mrs Ferguson and Felonius doing a deal. In front of them is a BLACK ELECTRONIC DEVICE.

FELONIUS:
I heard your request, Mrs F, and the deed is done. I have acquired the very item that you desired. Glance and admire.

MRS FERGUSON:
It’s pretty enough, Felonius, but does it cut the mustard?

FELONIUS:
Mustard, Mrs F? Mustard? This little rascal cuts it. This is The Juice, Mrs F. The Juice. This is a state-of-the-art Deutschedrummenbangen techno bastard. ‘Scuse my French. This is the drum machine to end all drum machines. This is nothing short of a technological…wizzy…thing.

MRS FERGUSON:
So what exactly does it do, then?

FELONIUS:
Do? Do?

MRS FERGUSON:
Yes, do, do. What does it do?

FELONIUS:
Do? Well, it does the lot, Mrs F. The lot.

MRS FERGUSON:
Yes, I’m sure, but does it drum, Felonius? Does it drum?

FELONIUS:
Ah, Mrs F, it drums like a perfect rascal.

MRS FERGUSON:
And what does a perfect rascal drum like, Felonius? Demonstrate. Show me.

FELONIUS:
Show you? What, now? Ok…er…well, first you plug it in, see. It’s got a plug, look. Then you push these buttons here and it drums. Easy.

57. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – MUSIC ROOM – DAY

Hendrix, Bronco, Flapper and Gripper all stand round admiring the drum machine that Mrs Ferguson has just presented to them.

HENDRIX:
Wow! Mrs F. You shouldn’t have. This must have cost a fortune. This is the bollocks, Man. It’s got the lot. Buttons, knobs, switches, everything.

BRONCO:
It’s got a plug.

FLAPPER:
Look here. You can make it play Keith Moon, Ginger Baker, Ringo. Anyone you want, Man.

GRIPPER:
Does it do that bird from The Corrs?

FLAPPER:
I don’t know. It doesn’t say.

GRIPPER:
(wistfully) I could shag ‘er.

BRONCO:
Shall we plug it in?

FLAPPER:
You do it.

Bronco plugs in the machine and they stare at it with trepidation.

HENDRIX:
Who shall we try first?

BRONCO:
Ginger.

HENDRIX:
OK.

Hendrix presses a button and all jump back as suddenly they are blasted with a full-on Ginger Baker drum solo. After a minute of wide-eyed amazement Hendrix turns it off. They stand in silence for some moments looking open-mouthed at the machine.

FLAPPER:
(softly) Wow.

58. INT.  MRS FERGUSON’S - MUSIC ROOM – DAY

The band are in serious rehearsal. They’ve worked out the drum machine and they’ve just concluded a rocker with a flourish of guitars and drums. Dylan has joined and is playing rhythm, Slapper sits on a SPEAKER CABINET and Bunty and Buffy are standing together clapping. Bronco leaves the mike and walks over to the speaker and takes a slug of beer from a can.

SLAPPER:
You’re a really good singer, you know.

BRONCO:
Thanks.

SLAPPER:
You play your cards right you could ‘ave me.

Bronco gives an audible gulp.

SLAPPER:
You could do with a backing singer, though.

BRONCO:
You think so? And I s’pose you know one.

SLAPPER:
I can sing.

BUNTY:
So can I.

SLAPPER:
You? This is rock’n’roll, darling. Not Gilbert an’ bleeding Sullivan.

BUNTY:
Darling, I spent my entire formative years in the company of the finest. I was surrounded by music. Mummy had a perfectly adorable pied-a-terre in St Germaine des Pres and simply everybody came. Juliette, Jacques, Serge…darling Serge. The rooms positively rang.

BRONCO:
(To Hendrix) What do you reckon?

HENDRIX:
Give it a go.

BRONCO:
OK. B. B. King. “The Thrill Is Gone”. Know it?

SLAPPER:
Yeah.

BUNTY:
I think so.

BRONCO:
Try it.

The women go to a microphone, Bronco counts it in and they perform the slow blues first time magnificently. The women’ oohing and aahing, Hendrix’s slick guitar breaks and Bronco’s bluesy singing (the first time we’ve heard him) and harmonica playing blend superbly. The drum machine is exceeding their wildest expectations. It is a perfect moment and at the end they all stand in silent tribute to their achievement.

59. EXT. MRS FERGUSON’S – EVENING

The house has been completely repainted and looks magnificent. Mrs Ferguson and Saffron pull out along newly laid gravel drive in a WHITE 1961 MERCEDES 250 SL ROADSTER with the top down, followed by the band in a new WINNEBEGO, thumping with music.

60. EXT. OLD PEOPLE’S HOME – EVENING

The band pour out of the van and unload their equipment with difficulty, but everyone lends a hand.

61. INT. OLD PEOPLE’S HOME – HALLWAY – CONTINUOUS

On the NOTICE BOARD we see a sign saying that bingo is cancelled. Next to that the band’s poster: “LIVE TONITE – THE FABULOUS COSMICS”. Old people are standing around notice board and grumbling about missing bingo. The band burst through the door carrying guitars, amps, speakers, mikes, lighting and drum machine. Bronco realises he is in Greenacres Rest Home and the matron is looking at him with suspicion.

HENDRIX:
Excuse me, Man. Where are the band’s changing rooms?

An old man looks blankly. Hendrix shouts in his ear.

HENDRIX:
We’re the band. Where do we go?

The old man shuffles off bewildered. The band find their own way into the main hall. It is a large impressive room with CHANDELIERS.

FLAPPER:
We’re gonna have to do something about this lighting.

62. INT. OLD PEOPLE’S HOME – MAIN HALL – NIGHT

The chandeliers have been covered in RED FABRIC, and a moody red glow fills the room but the centre of the room, which has been cleared of tables and chairs, is brightly lit from above. As the band set up, Mrs Ferguson arrives with a life size CUTOUT OF GINGER BAKER which she puts behind the drum machine. The band are going through their sound check. Everyone is involved. There is a frenzy of excited activity. Greaseball is head of security, Rat is front of stage bouncer and The Face is taking tickets at the door. The mime artist is juggling and Buffy, standing up a ladder, puts the finishing touches to the decorations with Bunty’s help. They are hanging a large, silk QUILTED BANNER at the back of the stage which reads: “THE FABULOUS COSMICS”. Bloke, waving handfuls of joss sticks, and Dylan, tuning his guitar, occupy a large CUSHION on the side of the stage. Gripper is setting up the stage lights and Mrs Ferguson sits at the SOUND AND LIGHTING DESK.

After a while residents of the old people’s home begin to drift in, nervously holding hands for reassurance. There is a sign on the door saying: “NO PASSOUTS”. The Face is arguing with one old lady who hasn’t bought a ticket.

THE FACE:
(shouting) It’s an extra fifty on the night.

63. INT. OLD PEOPLE’S HOME – CORRIDOR - NIGHT

The room is beginning to get quite full and the band are peeking round the door nervously. They are dressed in their finest and meanest rock legend outfits.

BRONCO:
What do you reckon?

FLAPPER:
It looks good.

HENDRIX:
Big crowd?

FLAPPER:
Can’t tell. Not bad.

The audience is beginning to get restless. They’d rather be playing bingo.

BRONCO:
Sounds like they’re getting ugly.

SLAPPER:
We’d better get started.

HENDRIX:
Nah. Make ‘em wait.

Slapper notices that Bronco is wearing a long yellow scarf draped around his neck.

SLAPPER:
What’s this, Man?

BRONCO:
(proudly) This? This is a thing of very great beauty. This is my finest treasure. My most spiritual possession. It is a silk Tibetan prayer flag. But not any silk Tibetan prayer flag. See this? The characters say “Retire when the work is complete. This is the path to Paradise”. Beautiful. I keep it carefully wrapped in tissue at the bottom of my drawer. I came upon it by chance this morning. I thought that was good karma. It was left in my flat years ago by a friend who used to be a roadie with The Stones. And it is the very same silk Tibetan prayer flag, get this, that was worn on The Stones’ Altamont tour of ’76 by the man himself, Keith Richards.

SLAPPER:
Keith Richards? I’ve ‘ad ‘im.

The audience begin to stamp their walking sticks on the floor impatiently.

HENDRIX:
OK. Let’s go.

They look at each other, take a deep breath and enter the hall. They hold their hands in the air as they arrive onstage and pick up their instruments, but the audience response is underwhelming. Bronco steps nervously up to the microphone. There is a scream of feedback.

BRONCO:
Good evening Brighton! We are The Fabulous Cosmics!

No response. Hendrix launches into the deafening opening chords of Neil Young’s “My My, Hey Hey” but still little happens, even with the drum machine.

BRONCO: (singing)
My my, hey hey


Rock and roll is here to stay


It’s better to burn out


Than to fade away


My my, hey hey


It’s out of the blue and into the black


They give you this, but you pay for that


And once you’re gone you can never come back


When you’re out of the blue and into the black

We follow a series of C/U’s:

An old man’s eyes blink with alarm, an old lady’s mouth hangs open, a hand reaches out to take another, a head turns towards another, then a finger taps hesitantly on a walking-stick handle, a man’s eyes look sideways, a foot taps, a mouth twitches into a smile, a hand taps a rhythm on a table, a lady looks sideways at a man, he has a twinkle in his eye, a lady’s hand taps on her knee, another foot taps, a pulse is beginning. A man flicks his head sideways asking a lady to dance, the pulse gathers, people are beginning to get out of their seats and walk onto the dance floor. All these C/U’s are intercut with the main shots of the band really getting it on. They move freely on a stage washed with spotlights, looking great, and the silk banner behind them glows with rich colour. They sound great and they know it. They see that something is happening, and they take off. Everyone is dancing.

BRONCO:
Hey hey, my my


Rock and roll can never die


There’s more to the picture


Than meets the eye


Hey hey, my my

The audience roars it’s enthusiastic applause.

Dissolve into…

The band are playing “Hi Ho Silver Lining” and the audience are all standing, some on chairs, waving their arms and singing along. The crowd has miraculously grown to enormous numbers. Some are body surfing over the heads of the crowd. Rat is spraying the crowd with water from a bottle. The band finish with a slow number and old couples dance closely and are snogging with tongues. A mirrorball showers them with speckles of light. The evening comes to an end with the audience calling for more.

The night is a massive success.

64. INT. GROUP VAN – NIGHT

Band and friends climb back into the van, all singing and laughing, and drive back. On the way they pass a NEON-LIT BUILDING with the sign: CUTTING EDGE. A long queue of people with terrible haircuts are being turned away by the bouncer.

BUNTY:
Business looks good, Buffy.

BUFFY:
Yes. They seem to be managing quite well without me.

65. EXT. MRS FERGUSON’S – CONTINUOUS

The van pulls up outside home and band stumble out and into…

66. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – HALLWAY – CONTINUOUS

BRONCO:
What a brilliant night!

SAFFRON:
Did you see that old lady dancing with Greaseball?

SLAPPER:
Yeah, I did. And so did Rat.

THE FACE:
Don’t be surprised to see his bollocks as a dinner gong in the morning.

Greaseball falls into the hallway laughing as Rat hits him continuously over the head.

RAT:
You bastard! You shaggin’ bastard!

BRONCO:
That’s the first time I’ve heard her speak.

They fall into…

67. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – MAIN ROOM – CONTINUOUS

Hendrix puts on some loud music. They flop into armchairs laughing helplessly. Bloke is snogging Dylan. The Face is dancing with Greaseball. Buffy and Bunty are dancing balletically round the room trailing chiffon scarves. Hendrix is dancing with Gripper. Rat is sitting with the mime artist, engaged in silent communication. Felonius is dancing with Saffron. Flapper is dancing with Slapper.

SLAPPER:
I just love bass guitarists. Play your cards right you could ‘ave me.

Bronco has his arm round Mrs Ferguson on the sofa. She gives him a very sexy and suggestive look, and murmurs in his ear. Bronco’s eyes light up. 

These people will party for hours.

68. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – BRONCO’S ROOM – NIGHT

It is much later that night. The room is pitch black as Bronco stumbles in, singing to himself. He turns on the ELECTRIC FIRE which gives the only light in the room. 

BRONCO:
(singing) I know it’s only rock’n’roll but I like it, like it, yes I do.

He partially undresses then crashes onto the bed. 

Dissolve to black.

69. MRS FERGUSON’S – BRONCO’S ROOM – NIGHT

Through the red glow of the electric fire we see Bronco get off the bed muttering. He is feeling his way around the walls.

BRONCO:
Where’s the shaggin’ door. Please God. Let me piss.

He lurches further round the room then stops in front of the fire. He is silhouetted against the red glow and gives a long sigh of relief.

Suddenly there is a huge flash of light and Bronco is thrown DEAD across the room. We watch his stillness for some time.

70. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – MAIN ROOM – DAY

The doctor has been called and is giving his summing up to Mrs Ferguson and other residents.

DOCTOR:
At first sight it would appear to have been a heart attack.

GREASEBALL:
Aah. Poor old Bronco.

FLAPPER:
Yeah. Not very rock’n’roll.

DOCTOR:
However, on further inspection I discovered that he probably urinated on his electric fire and received a massive electric shock to the penis.

GREASEBALL:
Wow! Three kilowatts up the winkle. What a charge!

HENDRIX:
What an exit.

FLAPPER:
What a guy.

71. EXT. TEMPLE OF ETERNAL LIFE – DAY

Birds are singing and the sun is shining as the congregation leaves the church laughing gaily. A small group is gathered around Reverend Kirk, and a couple, new to the church, introduce themselves.

MRS COLTRANE:
Lovely service, Reverend.

MR COLTRANE:
Yes, very refreshing.

REV KIRK:
Thank you Mr..?

MR COLTRANE:
Coltrane.

REV KIRK:
So nice to meet you, Mr and Mrs Coltrane. Welcome to our little flock.

Darren and Cleo join the group.

REV KIRK:
Ah, Darren, Cleo, there you are. Allow me to introduce you to Mr and Mrs Coltrane. This is Mr and Mrs Adderley. Mr Adderley is our valued and trusted treasurer and Mrs Adderley is our churchwarden and is also responsible for our delightful floral arrangements.

MRS COLTRANE:
How do you do. Lovely display.

CLEO:
Thank you. Lovely to meet you.

MR COLTRANE:
It must be wonderful to be an important part of such a fine community.

CLEO:
Yes, it is. It gives us a very real sense of belonging.

DARREN:
It’s very rewarding.

MRS COLTRANE:
I’m sure it is.

DARREN:
Well, it’s such a beautiful day, we should really be giving thanks to The Lord by lying in the sun. Do excuse us. Hope to see you again next week. Coming darling? Goodbye, so nice to meet you.

CLEO:
Goodbye Reverend. See you next week.

REV KIRK:
Goodbye Cleo. Goodbye Darren.

Cleo and Darren walk to their car smiling, turn and wave.

72. INT. ADDERLEY’S CAR – CONTINUOUS

Cleo and Darren are driving home wearing a contented smile on their faces. All is right with their world.

DARREN:
Shall we stop for a nice citron presse? There’s a juice bar just along here.

CLEO:
Yes. That would be nice.

They pull over and park. They walk past a chemists, a health food shop and a beauticians then enter the juice bar.

73. INT. MRS FERGUSON’S – MAIN ROOM – DAY

The curtains are closed. We see through the interior glazed doors two funeral directors coming down the stairs carrying a COFFIN. At this moment Mrs Ferguson enters from a SIDE DOOR speaking to a prospective new resident.

MRS FERGUSON:
My, it is gloomy in here. (she throws open the curtains, and sunshine pours into the room) As I was saying, you’re very lucky Mr Baker. May I call you Ginger? We were quite full but a vacancy has just become available. Let me introduce you to our happy family.

She leads the new resident (it is the real but aged Ginger Baker) over to a dejected looking group of residents.

MRS FERGUSON:
Hendrix. Let me introduce Ginger. Hendrix is our resident guitarist.

HENDRIX:
Hi. Don’t s’pose you play harp?

Ginger shakes his head, but then takes a pair of drumsticks from his back pocket and plays a great drum solo on various pieces of furniture.

HENDRIX:
Pity.

74. EXT. NEW TOWN STREET – DAY

Darren and Cleo leave the juice bar.

CLEO:
That was nice.

They get into the car and drive home, still smiling.

75. EXT. ADDERLEY’S HOME – CONTINUOUS

The car pulls into the cul-de-sac and stops in the drive. We hear the muted sound of a TELEPHONE ringing. Darren and Cleo get out of the car and lock the doors. Darren sees his neighbour mowing his front lawn. He waves.

DARREN:
Morning, James. Perfect day.

James waves back smiling. Darren and Cleo walk to the front door and open it. The ringing of the telephone grows briefly louder then fades as they enter the house and close the door behind them.

ROLL CREDITS AND SFX MUSIC: “Dixieland Funeral” by Chuck E Weiss.

As credits roll we see Bronco’s coffin being carried out of Mrs Ferguson’s Rest Home, topped by his harmonica and larva lamp. Solemn at first, it is borne into the street with dignity, but is followed by a jazz band and then progressively an enormous and joyful procession emerges of aged hippies, mods, rockers and assorted freaks in a New Orleans style funeral. The procession winds through streets and along country lanes, and adoring crowds lining the roadsides throw flowers in its path. It continues through villages and across fields, gathering more followers as it goes, all types of people joining the celebrations, until we finally see the whole magnificent procession in long shot snaking over wide coastal salt marshes and entering a tiny remote ancient chapel as, across the sea, the GOLDEN SUN slowly SETS.

FADE OUT
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