
SATURDAY

Written by

Alexa Brown

info@alexabrown.co.uk



EXT. A WELL-KEPT CITY PARK

A father sits on a park bench with his two children, Carl (6, 
thick glasses, legs swinging) and Maisie (12, too long for 
her clothes, slightly greasy hair in a plait).

A hot day. The park is filled with children screaming and 
laughing, noisy queues at the ice-cream van, and magpies 
squawking.

The father turns to Maisie.

FATHER
How’s your Mum then?

MAISIE
S’alright.

She shrugs.

Carl pokes at a ladybird that has landed on the bench. Maisie 
slowly shrinks by four inches.

CARL
Mum says if I ask one more time 
about a rabbit she doesn’t know 
what she’ll do but I certainly 
won’t have a rabbit, that’s for 
sure, but can I though, Dad?

FATHER
Not if your Mum says no.

Carl exhales loudly.

FATHER (CONT’D)
What are you reading in English, 
Maisie?

MAISIE
Nothing. Holidays.

FATHER
No homework then?

MAISIE
No. Done it.

The father glances at his watch. Maisie’s legs no longer 
reach the base of the bench.

Silence.

FATHER
Is thingy still coming over?

CARL
Peter?



Carl squints at his father in the sunshine.

FATHER
Yeah.

CARL
Yeah he is. I like him. He’s funny. 
He said he had two rabbits when he 
was small and he told Mum they got 
it on and they were both boys!

Carl chuckles contentedly. Maisie shrinks more rapidly. Her 
arms are the length of a school ruler, her head the size of a 
deflated balloon.

FATHER
How about you, Maisie? You like 
him?

MAISIE
Dunno. S’alright.

A pigeon lollops along the path in front of them. 

Maisie is the size of a large stuffed toy.

FATHER
Oh yeah, I don’t know if I can do 
next Saturday. I’ll let your Mum 
know either way. Might be busy.

Carl wriggles, eyeing the ice-cream van.

FATHER (CONT’D)
Thought I’d let you know now, just 
in case.

Maisie continues to deflate and shrink and reduce in size 
until she is no larger than a school lunch-box.

CARL
Can we have ice-cream?

FATHER
I already said yes. When we go.

A passing terrier begins to bark at ducks on the pond while 
its owner shouts ignored instructions. The father looks at 
his watch again.

Maisie shrinks to the size of a fir cone.

FATHER (CONT’D)
Right then. Back we go.

A small pop, then nothing. Carl and his father stand up and 
walk away from the bench towards the ice-cream van. The sun 
continues to blaze down.
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