INT. HOSPITAL ROOM
He had thirty minutes left. The piece of metal lodged into his gut was starting to annoy him, and although he had waited three days already he thought another half an hour would send him over the edge. He started to sit himself up, when he was halfway he remembered that he was in a hospital bed and lay back down again. He reached his hand around on the left side and came back up with the control box.

“Yeah!”

He pushed the button and closed his eyes as the bed started to rise. When he opened them again a nurse was standing in front of him. She smiled and sat on the end of his bed.

“How old are you Sammy?” she asked.

“25. Half inch a year baby. You know what I’m saying.”

“Lovely. So after a quarter of a century you still haven’t grown out of playing with hospital beds or swallowing small objects?”

Sammy sat up and folded his arms. Even if he knew what to say he probably would have stayed silent.

“I don’t want to talk about it. It makes me feel weird.”

“Oh come on, it’s only a ring. And if you don’t like it then why swallow it in the first place?”

Sammy stared at his feet. The nurse picked up a large envelope from the end of his bed, opened it, and held an x-ray up to the window.

“Oh my god.” She looked at Sammy, then at the x-ray, then back at Sammy again.

He slid down in the bed.

“Don’t say it. Please don’t say it. People get so busy bombarding me with stupid questions that they forget how sick it makes me feel.” He paused. “I feel sick.”

“Because you ate a human finger?”

Sammy stared at her hard. “Yes Nurse Keller, because I ate a human finger. And what the fuck else has fingers?”

“Primates.”

“Well it wasn’t a fucking monkey, although you’re close.  It was builder. And a Frenchman to boot.”

“Which endearing racism still leaves the question. Why did you eat it?”

“I didn’t know it was a finger. I thought it was a sausage. Then I was attacked by that crazy French bastard so I must have just swallowed it in the melee. You know, instinctively.”

“You were attacked by a Frenchman… here or in France?”

“France. The south. We were renovating this house – I’d never even met the fucking guy. He knew Huggy’s grandfather, the war or something.”

“Who’s Huggy?” The nurse asked.

“My business partner. We used to do separate contracts for the same company years ago. Then we decided to partner-up, buy cheap property abroad, fix it up sweet, and sell it as holiday homes. This one wasn’t ours, though. It was more a favour to Bunny…”

“Who’s Bunny?” the nurse asked.

“Berthold. Huggy’s grandfather. Pay attention. Anyway, he helped us out a lot with money so we couldn’t really say no. And it was only our second proper solo gig so we wanted the experience.”

“So what happened? I’m Liz, by the way.”

“Sammy. Nice to meet you.” He shook her hand. “Now can we get on with it?”

CUT TO BLACK
VO (Sammy)
Ready? Okay. We open to an aerial panoramic shot of a beautiful, sprawling European countryside…

EXT. Aerial panoramic shot of sprawling European countryside. The camera moves quickly over the landscape.

VO (Sammy)
…fields covered in golden wheat and shimmering, yellow mustard flowers. You know, from a helicopter or something.

VO (Huggy)
flowers from a helicopter?

VO (Sammy)
Tracking shot from a helicopter. Anyway, loads of that shit; maybe an azure blue lake, shimmering in the light of a midday continental sun; some small children fucking around dangerously in the water while their parents get pissed, whatever.

The camera arrives at a lake; it slows down and hovers around the centre. Children are playing in the water while adults sit on the surrounding grass

Then we throw in a sequence in some rustic village square at lunchtime…

EXT. VILLAGE SQUARE Village Square. People are milling around a banquet table in the centre and making merry; an old woman is holding a giant lasagne and offering a warm, genuine smile to the camera

VO (Sammy)
…with those leathery old spicks holding food. Finish on a shot of us, obviously…

INT. OFFICE. Two men are discussing a large piece of paper with a smartly dressed woman and two labourers. The shorter of the two men is staring at the woman’s chest

VO (Sammy)
…working on a house or reading blueprints thoughtfully. Either way we have to be wearing hard hats.

Hard hats appear on the heads of the two men

VO (Sammy)
We then turn to the camera and you say something like…

ECU of taller man, still wearing hard hat

Huggy
I’m Hugo House. I can make your holiday-home dreams come true.

INT. CAR
The car had stopped. Sammy looked over at Huggy.

“So?”

“We’re lost. We’re fucking lost.” Huggy turned in his seat and looked at him. “Do you know how much it would cost anyway? Helicopter, film, pilot, fuel. It’d be a fortune.”

“We’re not lost.” Sammy opened the glove compartment. After some rummaging he came out with a packet of cigarettes. He sat back and lit one, then frowned and looked in the glove compartment again. He pulled out a folded piece of paper.

“Ha! Red-handed you bastard! Why can’t you roll them?” He held the map in the air, close to Huggy’s face.

“If you roll the map then a) we can read it properly and b) we can find where we’re going properly. Do you know where we are now?”

Huggy shrugged.

“We’re in this big fucking crease right here!” He stabbed the map hard with his finger. Huggy flinched backwards. Sammy pointed up the road and sucked his cigarette.

“Up here. A couple of miles. Then left at a y-shaped road. Not far.” He exhaled, then added; “Is the redneck a new friend of yours?”

A strange and grotesque looking farmer was standing in the field next to the car, staring at the driver’s window. He tapped it with his stick. Huggy looked around and shrieked. The farmer shrieked back and threw his hat in the air. He turned and ran back into the field.

“God.” Huggy shook his head. He rubbed his eyes and started the car.

“Stock footage.” Sammy stated.

“What?”

“We use stock footage. You don’t think those Spanish and Turkish holiday companies hire a helicopter now, do you? They just use the extra stuff that gets trimmed off the expensive ones. Like in The Shining.”

“I don’t understand you right now so I’m just not going to listen.”

“The extra stuff that Kubrick shot for the beginning of The Shining got used for the end of Blade Runner. Or maybe the other way around.” He thought about this for a few seconds. “Whatever. Point is, borrowed footage.”

“Look, it’s good you’re finally serious about something but one step at a time” Huggy started. “It’s only our second job. We can’t think about TV commercials yet.”

Sammy took a newspaper from the glove compartment and started to read the front page. He stubbed out his cigarette and lit another.

“Laura could never believe that I do this for a very handsome living yet it took me four months to not paint our lounge.” He rested his arm on the lip of the window and blew smoke into the air.

“How’s that going?” Huggy asked.

“Not bad. Been my lounge for a while now. Almost found a colour yesterday.” Sammy nodded and looked pleased with himself. It had taken him a year to get this far.

“You should have finished when she was there. It really pissed her off.” His eyes flicked in Sammy’s direction, looking for a response.

“Of course it pissed her off she fucking left me. Anyway I told her to pick a colour and I’d do it.” Sammy threw the cigarette out of the window, wound it up and folded his arms.

“And?” Huggy pushed.

“She chose peach.”

“So?”

“Peach isn’t a colour Huggy, it’s a fucking fruit. Pumpkin is a fruit. I don’t recognise these as valid colours on the grounds that their name is already synonymous with something else.”

“You’re a lunatic.”

“Men aren’t like women Huggy. They only see in 16 colours, like an old Nintendo.”

“NES or Super NES?” Huggy interrupted.

“NES moron. The Super NES had 256. That’s why it was better than the Megadrive. Well, that and the buttons. Can I continue?” He looked at Huggy and shook his head. He continued.

“We don’t want peach, or ochre, or summer burst. We have no concept of words like ‘mauve’. We…”

“Fuck!” Huggy interrupted, waving his right hand over the steering wheel. Both men screamed as the farmer ran, still shrieking, across the road in front of the car. Huggy slammed on the brakes and the car jerked to a halt. The contents of the car scattered. Sammy rifled around on the floor for his cigarettes. He found one and lit it, slumping back in the car seat with the first hit.

“I hate that guy.”

Huggy stared at the windshield for a few seconds. “Let’s just get there. Left here, yeah?”

They were at the y-junction, at the centre of which sat an old water pump. It was rusty and the handle had broken in half. Moss covered it from top to bottom.

“Thirsty?” Sammy asked.

“I think that’s the place.” Huggy pointed out to the left. Against the hillside a few miles away stood Berthold’s house. He started the car and rattled it onward.

As they entered the drive they scanned their surroundings. On the left there was an orchard, mediating between the immense body of the house and the forest background. On the right stood a large scaffold covered in plastic sheeting. Workmen were moving timber from around the back of the house.

“We’re late.” Huggy said.

“Pah. I’m not going to get any breakfast, am I?” Sammy said. He was dejected.

“Just think of something else.”

The car groaned to a halt in front of the scaffolding. Sammy got out and stretched.

“Pop it.”

Huggy reached down and felt around. Sammy tapped the roof with his fingers until he heard a loud clunk. He opened the boot and pulled out two bags of tools. Huggy got out and swung the door shut.

“How’s your French?” He held his hand out for a belt and clicked his fingers twice.

“Est comment votre mere.” Sammy replied. He offered the belt, then dropped it on the ground before Huggy could take hold.

“Allez.” He laughed and swung one of the tool bags onto his shoulder. As they walked toward the scaffolding Sammy noticed a brown paper bag, covered in tiny oil marks, sitting on the dashboard of one of the work trucks. He looked from side to side quickly then darted over and snatched it through the open window. He carefully removed the pastry from it’s wrapping, licked his lips, and pushed it all into his mouth at once. He chewed for a few seconds then swallowed the evidence in one giant lump. He trotted over to the scaffolding and pulled the plastic sheet to one side.

*         *         *

“Man, can you stop eating everyone’s food?”

Sammy stuffed the whole pastry into his mouth and stood back up next to Huggy. He pulled his goggles down and picked up a nail gun.

“That’s two people pissed off now. They’re going to beat it right back out of you again.” Huggy pushed his gun hard into the wall. “And I’m not going to do a thing about it.”

Andre returned. Sammy gulped the huge lump of pastry down as Andre knelt down and picked up his lunch bag. He stared into it for a few seconds, then turned to Sammy and Huggy. Both made shrugging gestures and turned back to the wall. Andre kept looking at Sammy.

INT. KITCHEN.
It is baking hot, heat waves rise up and the surfaces are yellow and sticky. A Hispanic radio station is playing cha-cha/samba. The DJ keeps yelling “Hot! Hot! Hot!” over the music. Andre walks  in through the swing door, sweating and mopping his head. He sighs, hangs up
his hardhat and belt and walks slowly across to the refrigerator. He opens the top compartment and a waft of frozen air hits him in the face. He looks further into the freezer and finds an empty bowl with a note in it:
“I have eaten

the plums

that were in

the icebox

and which

you were probably

saving

for breakfast

Forgive me

they were delicious

so sweet

and so cold”

He stares at the bowl in his hands. He sniffs, looks up and throws the bowl on the floor. He screams and kicks the fridge.

Andre
“Putain! Putain! Putain! Aaaargh!”

EXT. HOUSE
Sammy turned around and saw Andre still looking at him, his empty pastry bag in his hand.

“I’m going… er… check the van.”

“Good idea.” Huggy said. “Try and find Jean-Baptiste while you’re there. He went for a smoke an hour ago. Lazy French cunt.”

Sammy edged away from Andre, eyes locked in case the workman leapt to his feet and pulled the pastry back out through Sammy’s throat.

Sammy turned the corner of the house and ran until he felt he was a safe distance away. As he stopped to take his breath he noticed a basket of apples by the gate to the orchard. He checked back and forth. When he was satisfied there were no witnesses he darted over and shoved three into his tool belt.

“Ha! Breakfast apples, so sweet…”

As he devoured the first apple a strange smell wafted over to where he was standing. He sniffed the air, sniffing more deeply as he recognised food. He got to his feet and, starting the second apple, followed his nose to the kitchen window. A beautiful selection of homemade bread was cooling on the windowsill.

“Oh… oh yes. Oh yes, oh yes.”

He picked up one of the smaller loaves; it was still far too hot for him to hold and no matter how hard he blew it wouldn’t stop burning his fingers. He put it between his knees, untucked his tee shirt and held the loaf with it while he ate.

“Hello? Berthold?” He knocked and walked into the kitchen. Ingredients were laid out on every surface and a large pot was bubbling on the stove. He picked up a sausage and a bread roll, stuffing it quickly into his mouth an d hardly chewing. When he opened the oven a smell of rosemary and wine assaulted his nose and knocked him back to the floor.

“Yeah yeah yeah!”

He looked around, lost in the variety of food; the pastries, the cheeses, the fruit, the breads, the human leg in the pot…

INT. TV STUDIO
Family Fortunes style game show is in progress. Everyone is applauding the ‘Builders’ team. They all smile and clap each other’s backs in a manly fashion. Andre stares at the camera holding an empty pastry bag.

Host
“Okay, for the lovely holiday in France…” (winks at the audience)
(continues) “…something you don’t want to find…on the stove…for breakfast.”

The builders’ team confer in a huddle. Andre has been left out – he holds the pastry bag and keeps staring.  After a couple of seconds the team stand back at their positions. Game camera cuts to close up of Sammy.

Sammy
“We’re gonna go with ‘a human leg’ ”

Host
“A human leg! What does our survey say?”

PING! Survey board flashes as ‘top answer’, cue loud cheers and applause. Host suddenly picks up a giant rotary whisk from inside the podium and jumps on top of Sammy.

Sammy
(pinned down on floor and sobbing) “But why the chicken?”
(screams) “I DON’T UNDERSTAND THE CHICKEN! Aaaaaaaagh!”

Applause reaches crescendo

INT. KITCHEN
Berthold was now on top of him, pressing the rotary whisk into his face and licking his lips. He took his hand from Sammy’s face and started spinning the whisk blades.

“Get… off… me… aarrgh!” The whisk was flicking his upper lip and nostril while he tried to talk. Berthold was laughing now, stopping his whisking only long enough to sprinkle flour on Sammy’s face.

“Make a cake! Make a cake!”

His hands grabbed hold of Berthold’s face and felt their way down to the upper lip. With a great, synchronised tug he pulled at each handlebar of Berthold’s moustache. The old man shrieked and fell back, Sammy leapt to his feet and picked up the whisk.

He was still red in the face and had flour all over his clothes. He looked at the whisk for a moment then threw it on the floor, stamping on it until the metal bent and the handle snapped. He reached for the nail gun in his tool belt.

“Haha!”

He whipped his hand back out and realised he was holding an apple. He threw it at the old man but missed, hitting a rack of plates on one of the shelves behind.

They were standing at opposite ends of the kitchen table staring at each other. The only sounds in the room were Berthold’s heavy, wheezing breath and the thick bubbling of Jean-Baptiste’s leg sauce.

“Crazy old bugger!”

“My whisk! It broke my whisk! Bad cake! Bad…”

Sammy’s eyes were locked on the centre of the table. He shot back a look at Berthold who followed his gaze down. The breathing stopped.

CUT TO (soundtracked with faint cha-cha/samba music from Plum Kitchen)

ecu zoom Sammy’s eyes / ecu zoom Berthold’s eyes / back to Sammy’s / back to Berthold’s / over to the leg / to Berthold’s / to the leg / to the radio/ to Sammy’s / to the large packet of eggs in the middle of the table

INT. KITCHEN
Their hands shot forward at the same time. The carton slid and jumped around the table as both men scrabbled for the eggs inside. Sammy managed to get hold of one without breaking it and immediately launched it at Berthold. It hit the old man in the top of the head and knocked him off balance; he slipped on the flour and came crashing to the ground.

Sammy turned and ran towards the door, leaving a shrieking Berthold to slide round in the floor pastry.  He stumbled over the doorframe and sped back towards the orchard.

EXT. GARDEN
Andre had stopped work to stare at a chicken. It had stopped scratching in the dirt and stood almost to attention, its head fixed in the direction of the orchard. It started to trot towards the orchard’s gate.

Andre laughed to himself.

“Poulet stupide.”

He picked up his shovel and followed it towards the orchard. A few yards down he saw a red wheelbarrow parked next to the house. He pushed it over to the orchard gate, tipped half the water away and set it down on the path.

A series of shrieks pierced the air; Andre lit a cigarette and stepped through to investigate.

“Allo?”

As he was looking around Sammy bolted through the trees, covered in eggs and flour. He screamed as he saw Andre, running through the gate and out onto the path. He lost his balance on the wet path and collided with the wheelbarrow. There was a crack as legs connected with metal. Sammy flipped over the top and landed face first in a heap. The wheelbarrow fell back onto his legs and soaked them with the remaining water.

As Andre looked back he saw Berthold, also covered in eggs and flour, tear through the trees in hot pursuit. He was holding a broken whisk.

“Non…” Andre started to wave his hands but it was too late. Berthold hit the patch of water on the path and skidded one-legged into the wheelbarrow. There was another crack as he landed on Sammy. The chicken resumed its normal pattern, pecking at the ground by the wheelbarrow and trotting around in circles again. Andre stared. The cigarette hung in his mouth.

“Huh.”

A smile started to spread on his face.

VO (Sammy)
“One broken shin, two cracked ribs and Jean-Baptiste’s finger in my stomach. I also have a feeling that we’re not getting paid.”

INT. HOSPITAL
A nurse walked over to Sammy’s bed and nodded at Liz.

“Hi Sammy. I’m the anaesthetist. I’m going to knock you out before they cut you up.”

He grinned at Sammy. He took the needle out of Sammy’s drip and replaced it with another one. “Count backwards from ten, boss. Yeah?”

Sammy nodded. “Ten…nine…eight…”

BLACK
