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EXT. A QUIET STREET - NIGHT

A BOY, 15, is lurking by a disused phone box. He’s wearing a 
hoodie and his face is partially obscured. Every few seconds 
he jiggles from one foot to the other, paces, breathes out 
clouds of steam into the cold night air.

Suddenly he stands very still, his back against the phone 
box.

A WOMAN, 29, can be seen walking down the street alone. She 
is wearing a short dress, high heels, and is tottering 
slightly, clutching her handbag.

She gets nearer. The boy jumps out.

BOY
Give me your fucking bag!

He blocks her path, hood still up, moving slowly towards her.

WOMAN
(giggling) Shit! You scared me!

BOY
I said give me your fucking bag! Or 
I’ll..

WOMAN
Yeah, I will, alright, give me a 
sec.

She takes the bag off her shoulder and hiccups.

WOMAN (CONT’D)
Do you mind if I take my Filofax 
out?

BOY
(flummoxed) No, I said give me...

He goes to grab the bag but she deftly moves it out of his 
grasp.

WOMAN
Yes I did hear you, it’s just that 
this has everything in, I mean 
literally EVERYTHING in, so..

She takes the Filofax out and places it on the pavement.

BOY
Fuck, whatever, just give me your 
bag.

WOMAN
And I’ll need my house keys so I 
can get in, obviously!



She pulls a ‘dur’ face, rummages around for her house keys 
and removes them. The Boy gets ready to make another lunge 
for the bag.

WOMAN (CONT’D)
Ok, now we’re sorted.

She begins to hand it to him then-

WOMAN (CONT’D)
Oh! Lip balm. Took me ages to find 
one that works.

She removes the lip balm.

BOY
(panicking) Just give me your 
fucking bag, bitch!

WOMAN
Yes I will give you my fucking bag, 
alright temper boy, I just need a 
few ... one sec.

She gets out her wallet and starts to remove various cards.

WOMAN (CONT’D)
Full card for Nero’s! Advantage 
card, loads of points. You don’t 
mind, do you? I’m leaving the 
credit cards, look.

She resumes rummaging in her bag and adds more to the pile by 
her feet.

WOMAN (CONT’D)
Full pack of Handy Andies .. 
wedding card for my brother .. 
novel, amazing book but..

She looks at him.

WOMAN (CONT’D)
...well you won’t want THAT, will 
you? Spare tights ... mirror ... 
oyster. Ok done! There you go.

She hands him the nearly empty handbag. He turns and begins 
to run back up the road.

WOMAN (CONT’D)
(shouting after him) Oh no! Sorry, 
should have said ... it’s a fake!

She watches him run towards an approaching bus.

WOMAN (CONT’D)
(sympathetically) Poor chap.
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