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INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

MILLIE (50s, a pepperpot housewife) is sitting at the kitchen 
table, she is wearing a pair of magnifying glasses and 
painting a tiny wooden nesting doll, several larger dolls 
laid out, unpainted in front of her. 

There is a small television on the bench playing a soap 
opera.

TOM, a large black cat, is curled up in a basket on the 
floor, purring loudly.

JACK (50s, a broad, ruddy man in a flat cap) bursts in 
through the door. He hangs his hat on a hook and makes his 
way to a bottle of whiskey.

He downs his first glass in one gulp, pours himself another 
and brings the bottle as he sits opposite Millie.

They both speak in a rural Scottish accent.

JACK
Millie, m’dear... Do you think I 
drink too much?

Millie looks at the small glass of cider in front of her.

MILLIE
Well, a little now and then is good 
fer the blood but I suppose we 
might be able to cut down.

JACK
I just had a... confusing 
encounter. You’re not going to 
believe it but I swear it’s true.

Millie puts down her painting gear and pulls the glasses up 
onto her forehead. She looks at Jack.

JACK (CONT’D)
I was, as you know, down the pub 
with Tommy and Bobby and I decided 
it was time to come home for 
dinner. On the way home I took that 
short green alley that goes behind 
the Church...

MILLIE
The one that comes out at Preston?

JACK
Aye, that’s the one. I was about 
halfway down it when I came across 
nine figures carrying a coffin.



MILLIE
Oh dear, who’s died?

JACK
Figures, Millie, not people... They 
were cats. Eight cats carrying a 
wee coffin and one walking at the 
head.

MILLIE
Oh Jack.

JACK
I swear on the Holy Bible it’s 
true. I’ve had two pints, nursed 
them really and apart from a 
growing desire for a long piss I’m 
absolutely fine.

MILLIE
Okay then. What did you do?

JACK
I did what any respectful Christian 
would do, I got out of their way 
and took off my hat. But that’s not 
the oddest part, m’love. The cat at 
the head of the tiny precession, a 
big black tom-cat e’was, he looked 
at me as he passed and he spoke...

Tom, the cat in the corner, opens one eye and turns an ear 
towards the table.

JACK (CONT’D)
“Tell Tom Tildrum that Tim Toldrum
is dead.” he said in a voice as 
clear as me own. And off they went.

Tom suddenly jumps up from his basket and springs onto the 
table between Jack and Millie.

TOM
Tim Toldrum is dead? That means I 
am now the king of the cats!

He jumps down and runs out through the cat flap on the door.

Millie and Jack look at each other.

Mille downs the rest of her cider and holds the glass out to 
Jack.

MILLIE
Pour us a wee dram will ye, love?
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