
THE COBBLER'S FATHER

Written by

Robert j. Lee



INT. CRISPIN’S KEY CUTTING AND SHOE REPAIR - NIGHT

HENRY CRISPIN, (60s) a tiny bespectacled man, leans over his 
work desk where a leather boot has been unstitched and 
opened. He has a magnifier attached to his glasses as he 
works on the boot with small tools.

At the back of the small, cluttered shop stands JOE (16, 
eager) sorting uncut keys by sizes and hanging them on the 
wall.

Crispin looks up at Joe.

CRISPIN
You can head home once you’ve done 
that, Joe. Enjoy your first day?

JOE
S’fine thanks Mr. Crispin. I’ll get 
the hang of it pretty easily. 
Especially if I’m sticking to the 
keys... I didn’t even think 
cobblers still existed. You must 
love shoes.

CRISPIN
To tell you the truth Joe, I loath 
them. If everyone reverted back to 
their bare-footed ways I would be 
the happiest man in the world.

Joe sits on a stool.

JOE
Well... This may seem like an 
obvious follow up question but-

CRISPIN
-Why this? Transferable skills, my 
boy. I’m good with my hands. Have 
you not heard the story of my 
father?

JOE
No, Mr. Crispin.

Crispin takes the magnifier off his glasses and motions to a 
photo of him and his father when he was a boy.

CRISPIN
He was an horographer. The best in 
the country some said. The name 
Peter Crispin was synonymous with 
the finest time pieces one could 
buy. Pocket watches, wristwatches, 
mantle clocks, grandfather clocks, 
you name it, my father perfected 
it. 

(MORE)



The happiest day of his life was 
when the Prince of Wales himself 
was photographed wearing one of my 
father’s wristwatches at the 
cricket.

He looks at his old, calloused fingers.

CRISPIN (CONT’D)
I started as his apprentice when I 
was a teenager. He taught me 
everything about clockwork and I 
soaked it up like a sponge. I loved 
every second. He would carve the 
wood, cast the parts by hand.

JOE
So why don’t you-

CRISPIN
-My Father retired at sixty-five, 
spent his days tending his garden 
and carving intricate wooden 
animals. I took over his shop. You 
should have seen that place, the 
walls lined with clocks, all tiny 
works of art. I looked after that 
place for ten years, mainly 
repairs. I was never as good at 
building them as my father was.

He looks at a small brass clock on his desk. It’s stopped at 
4:05.

CRISPIN (CONT’D)
Then one day he was cutting wood 
and he had a heart attack and at 
that very moment... All the clocks 
and watches just... stopped. There 
must have been two hundred time-
pieces in that shop. It was a 
sudden deafening silence. Every 
face forever saying 4:05pm.

Joe looks at his watch.

CRISPIN (CONT’D)
I tried everything I could but I 
never got them to go. I had to 
close the place up. Shoes are 
simple compared to clocks.

He stands up and turns the desk lamp off.

CRISPIN (CONT’D)
Come on, Joe, my boy. Your parents 
will be waiting.

2.

CRISPIN (CONT'D)


