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ASSISTED LIVING

“Just the tip”

TEASER

HARD CUT TO:

EXT/INT. PARKING LOT/RECEPTION - SUBURBAN LONDON, ENGLAND - DAY

MUSIC CUE: Grime, female vocals (e.g. Lady Leshurr)

A bike SCREECHES to a stop outside a run-down building 
signposted as “Four Acres Residency and Assisted Living”. 
NATALIE, 23, your average, stoner-girl-next-door type, stumbles 
off her bike, getting her earphones caught as she locks it. She 
yanks them off.

MUSIC ENDS.

She pushes and pulls the entrance door, then shakes it in 
frustration. The intercom CRACKLES.

RUTH(V.O.)
Natalie?

NATALIE
(without pressing the button)

Yeah. I’m late. Sorry.

The door BUZZES and Natalie enters. RUTH, 37, a round, 
aggressive woman with a surgical face mask bunched up under her 
double chin, crosses her arms beside an empty reception desk. 
The phone is ringing.

NATALIE
(out of breath)

I’m Natalie. Sorry I’m late.

RUTH
Heavy night last night, was it?

Natalie, sweating, peels off her jumper.

NATALIE
Nah, I... I’m just unfit.

(pointing to the ringing 
phone)

If you want to...

Ruth strides off down the corridor and Natalie follows, still 
flustered. Ruth stops to pull out a crumpled uniform from a 
closet.
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RUTH
We’ve got an eight.

NATALIE
(scoffing)

Size? Size eight? That’s not 
happening.

RUTH
We like a can-do attitude ‘round here. 

(firmly)
Try it.

Natalie reluctantly undresses. As she struggles to pull the 
tunic over her head, care assistant TYE, 25, a tall, British-
Pakistani East End rude boy, passes through with a mop to lech 
at Natalie.

NATALIE
(muffled)

It doesn’t... I can’t...

TYE
(unsure)

Can I...?

NATALIE
(muffled, frustrated)

Can you...?

Tye lends a hand and tugs the tunic over Natalie’s chest. She 
finally sees him and flinches back against the wall.

TYE
Nice to meet you. I’m Tye. How’s it 
going?

Natalie scowls, feeling a little violated. Tye shrugs and walks 
off, hiding his offence.

TYE (CONTD.)
(calling back)

You can always thank me later.

Tye exits.

RUTH
Our resident sex pest, Tyrone. Be 
careful with that one.

NATALIE
(heaving in the skintight 
uniform)

You don’t have anything bigger?
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RUTH
(beckoning Natalie down the 
corridor)

Mask please.

INT. RESIDENT’S LIVING ROOM / STAFF CORRIDOR - DAY

A masked NATALIE follows RUTH into the near empty living room.

RUTH
Look lively, ladies.

The few residents that are awake, eye Natalie suspiciously; 
JOYCE, 80, a widowed, elderly version of Regina George, tuts 
loudly to rouse her fellow mean girls; PATTY, 79, a purse 
lipped widower, and ERIN, 89, a confused waif with late stage 
dementia.

GREGG, 24, a boyish, socially awkward, blonde nurse, rushes by 
and exits.

NATALIE
Is this everybody?

JOYCE
(loudly, across the room)

Where’s our Trish?

RUTH
(ignoring the question and 
ushering Natalie through to 
the staff corridor)

Break room to the right. Office up 
ahead. 

(yelling)
Sin? Fresh meat for you.

Ruth exits leaving Natalie alone. SINITA, 35, a British-Indian 
woman with a thick Birmingham accent, peeks out from the 
office, displeased.

SINITA
(with a friendly manner)

About fucking time. Get in here.
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Natalie follows Sinita into a cramped office. ERIC, 33, a 
scrawny accountant in a cheap suit, sits at one desk.

SINITA (CONT.)
So, welcome.

Gregg arrives, clearly busy and stressed.

SINITA (CONT.)
(to Gregg)

She’s all yours.
(to Natalie)

You’ll be covering my desk while I’m 
gone. Reply to any formal complaints 
in my inbox and forward anything with 
numbers on it...

(pointing to Eric)
...to the poor excuse of a man in 
front of me. And; don’t be late again, 
will you?

Sinita dons a pair of sunglasses and a homemade mask,  and 
exits dramatically. Natalie raises her eyebrows.

ERIC
(not looking up)

Summer holidays, Majorca. Three weeks. 
Just got her vaccine passport.

NATALIE
(to Gregg)

I report to you then?

GREGG
(apologetically)

Is that ok? We have a lot to do.
 (gesturing her back into the 
corridor)

If you want a bigger uniform, I can 
sort that for you.

NATALIE
(faux-outraged)

You calling me fat?

GREGG
(turning to her in distress)

Oh god, no. No! I mean... just you 
look a bit uncomfortable.

NATALIE
(putting a hand on Gregg’s 
arm naturally)

I’m kidding. Dude. Calm down. 
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I’d love one a bigger uniform, yeah. I 
feel like a fucking Victorian hooker.

(pause)
‘Scuse my french.

FADE OUT.

END OF TEASER
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ACT 1

FADE IN:

EXT/INT. GARDEN/RUSSELL’S BUNGALOW - DAY

NATALIE and GREGG cross the garden to one of five bungalows. 

NATALIE
So where’s the ‘Four Acres’?

Gregg laughs hesitantly as they enter a bungalow into a 
cluttered living area. RUSSELL, 72, an unshaven old hippy with 
emphysema, sits half-naked, struggling to hide his ashtray.

RUSSELL
A bit of warning, if you would, 
Gregory! I’m not even dressed.

GREGG
(slowly and loudly)

It’s trousers on by 10 remember? 
Anyway, I want you to meet our new 
placement Natalie.

RUSSELL
Excuse me, love.

(covering his crotch with a 
newspaper)

You’ve caught me unannounced.

NATALIE
Nice to meet you.

GREGG
(feigning confidence, with a 
robotic kind of charm)

Russell lives privately but with daily 
care, same with the other, er, 
bungalows. If they don’t... come in 
for their meals, which Russell here 
doesn’t, a HCA, normally Tye or Trish, 
will bring them over, check on them, 
wipe them down, that sort of thing.

RUSSELL
(sarcastically)

It makes me feel very loved.

GREGG
(opening a window and 
tidying)

He’s on the Quit Smoking program to 
little avail.
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Even with end-stage COPD he fails to 
connect tobacco with an inevitable 
early grave. If you see him with 
anything, please remove it and make a 
note in his file. And check his Amazon 
deliveries.

RUSSELL
(copying Gregg’s robotic 
tone)

Yes Gregory, I’ve made the 
connection... I’m the one on the 
fucking ventilator. Firstly, I haven’t 
seen anyone from that joke of a 
program in months. Secondly, take that 
bloody mask off, you look a pillock. 
And thirdly, I see you tampering with 
my post, I’ll flaming well kill you.

(sweetly, to Natalie)
No offence, love.

GREGG
Russell can be a very frustrating man 
to work with. Tye’s best with him. We 
should move on, allow him get dressed.

RUSSELL
Ah-no! Hang about, would you? I’ll 
stick on some keks. We’ll have a brew. 
No masks in the house though, love.

GREGG
You’ll have to come in with the others 
if you want to be waited on.

RUSSELL
And subject myself to that group of 
incontinent shitstains? No thank you.

NATALIE
I don’t mind making one...

GREGG
That’s really not necess-

RUSSELL
(cutting in happily)

Thanks, love.

LATER.

With Gregg gone, Natalie and Russell drink their tea.
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NATALIE
Why don’t you wanna go inside with the 
others then?

RUSSELL
Bigots, the lot of them. Hate the 
Chinese, hate the muslims, hate life 
if you ask me.

(beat)
Enough about the past. While you’re 
sitting on my sofa and drinking my 
tea, it’s only right I get to ask you 
the personal questions.

NATALIE
Sure.

RUSSELL
The establishment? Good or bad?

NATALIE
Bad.

RUSSELL
Religion?

NATALIE
Bad.

RUSSELL
Recreational drug use?

NATALIE
Good?

The front door SLAMS.

RUSSELL
Roguish men of Pakistani parentage?

Before Natalie can answer...

TYE (O.C.)
Ey-up! Keks on, I’m coming in.

TYE enters, stopping at the sight of Natalie.

RUSSELL
Have you met the new lass yet, Tyrone? 

TYE
Briefly but memorably.
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NATALIE
I was just leaving.

RUSSELL
No. You sit. Let’s expand on religion, 
shall we?

TYE
Russ, c’mon man. We’ve got shit to do.

RUSSELL
(holding a silencing finger 
up to Tye)

I’ve a right to know who’s changing my 
oxygen tank. You should know, love, 
Tye here may look a shaman but he’s 
actually an atheist, so you can’t 
offend him.

NATALIE
I don’t really care if I offend 
anyone, especially not him. Religion 
is just a means of control invented by 
power-hungry men, if you ask me.

(beat, Russell nods eagerly)
And if we weren’t busy dividing 
ourselves up by who or what we believe 
in, we might actually have a chance at 
addressing real questions, like 
fucking... corporate oil lobbyists, 
our crumbling democracy, or the fact 
that our nation’s biggest domestic 
export is fucking high-tech weapons to 
the Saudis. It’s all bullshit.

RUSSELL
(gleefully)

Houston! We’ve got a live one.

TYE
(to Natalie)

You’re right up his street.

RUSSELL
If I profess my love to you today 
Natalie, you will come back, won’t 
you?

TYE
He just wants a maid, is all.
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RUSSELL
You’re very much mistaken, Tyrone. 
Although having a bit of female blood 
around the place wouldn’t hurt.

TYE
I’m not enough for you anymore, is 
that it?

RUSSELL
I wouldn’t mind some respite from your 
chat about Brazilian prostitutes.

Natalie scoffs.

TYE
(feigning annoyance)

It’s sex workers. And that was because 
Bolsonaro unjustly... ah, Fuck it. 
We’ve got shit to do anyway, you 
bastard. 

(to Natalie)
You. You’re coming with me whether you 
like it or not. Gregg’s orders.

NATALIE
(unhappily)

You?

TYE 
You didn’t tell me your name earlier, 
so...?

NATALIE
It’s natalie. Nat.

TYE
(impatiently, motioning to 
the door)

Miss Natalie. We leave now.

INT. EMILE’S BEDROOM/RESIDENT’S LIVING ROOM - DAY

EMILE, 75, a glamorous ex-actress with Parkinson's, shakily 
applies makeup while NATALIE and TYE change the bedsheets.
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EMILE
(dramatically)

You can take one’s motor skills, 
darling, but you can never take one’s 
fabulousness.

TYE
Emile here starred on broadway back in 
the day. Didn’t you, Emile?

NATALIE
You were an actress?

EMILE
Am, dear, am. Always sought the big 
screen. Even married a producer for 
all the good it did me. Theatre, 
mainly, and some regrettable adverts.

NATALIE
Cool! Making movies is a hobby of 
mine, kind of... or, used to be.

EMILE
(brightening, turning)

Features? Plays? Darling, film me all 
day any day. What’s your focus?

NATALIE
I- I’m not... I don’t even have a 
camera anymore so...

EMILE
Nonsense. These days you can shoot a 
perfectly good movie on your phone. My 
stepson showed me. This is perfect, 
I’m the star, you’re the director. 
It’s destiny.

Emile dances shakily over to her walker.

TYE
(humouring her)

Lights, camera, action, baby.

Natalie smiles.

MINUTES LATER.

Tye wheels Emile into the living room and helps her into her 
armchair. The RESIDENTS watch Natalie suspiciously.
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TYE
(into an imaginary 
microphone)

Krrr. All passengers alight here. 
Please take all your personal 
belongings with you.

EMILE
(patting Tye’s bum)

Thank you, pet.

TYE
Our pleasure.

EMILE
(addressing the room)

Our new friend Natalie will be 
directing a movie, and she’s given me 
the starring role. 

NATALIE
Er-

TREVOR, 76, who once would’ve passed as a ‘lad’s lad’, pipes up 
from the male corner of the room.

TREVOR
Unless she’s directing Custard Creams 
into my mouth, I don’t wanna hear 
about it.

PETER
She’s not coming near me. She’s 
probably mutated in’t she. Tryna kill 
us off.

NATALIE
I’m vaccinated folks, I don’t have 
anything.

ERIN
(angered)

You don’t have biscuits?

JOYCE
There’s no biscuits, Erin. She’s a 
director.

ERIN
I know that!

NATALIE
I never said-
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JOYCE
Are you a liar? We can’t stand liars.

Natalie glances concernedly at Tye.

TYE
(brightly)

We’ve actually got cake later, folks! 
Erin, you can have some of that.

The mood lifts.

TYE (CONTD.)
Natalie, come with me.

Natalie and Tye exit.

INT. MR NIELSON’S BEDROOM/WASHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

TYE leans nonchalantly on the doorframe outside Mr Nielson’s 
bedroom and reassures NATALIE.

TYE
They can be like that. Latch onto 
things. I wouldn’t take it too 
personally.

NATALIE
Ok.

TYE
Try not to make any promises in 
future.

NATALIE
I didn’t make any!

TYE
Even so, it might just be better if 
you apologise straight up.

NATALIE
(petulantly)

Thanks for the tip.
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TYE
(cheekily)

I can give you more than the tip if 
you’d like?

NATALIE
(not amused)

Dude.

TYE
I’ll give you my whole tree of wisdom.

(entering Mr Nielson’s room 
before she can respond)

Rickyy! Rickayy! Rise and shine, it’s 
a beautiful morning, and I’ve got a 
beautiful young nurse ready to give 
you the wake-up call of your life. Say 
hello to Natalie, she’s new here.

In bed, MR NIELSON, 80, an ex-military resident with dementia, 
blinks, confused.

NATALIE
Hi there.

Tye lifts the wet covers and grimaces.

TYE
Time for that catheter fitting, is it 
Ricky?

MR NIELSON
Keep your voice down!

TYE
That’s the third time this week, 
Sarge. I’ve told you, if it happens 
again...

MR NIELSON
Shh, shh. You have my word.

TYE
(to Natalie)

If I lift him from the top, are you 
alright to take off his boxers?

Natalie makes eye-contact with Tye to gauge his seriousness. 
She reluctantly does so while Mr Nielson gapes at her chest. 
Halfway through, Mr Nielson thrusts his groin into Natalie’s 
face, his nightshirt barely covering an erection.
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NATALIE
(staggering back with the wet 
boxers)

Jesus fucking christ!
(to Tye)

Why’d you have me at that end?

TYE
(releasing Mr Nielson)

I gotta show you the ropes, don’t I?

MR NIELSON
Don’t be shy, petal. Come back.

Natalie exits indignantly with the wet clothes towards the 
washroom. Tye follows, hysterical.

NATALIE
Don’t!

TYE
Ah, come on. He doesn’t know his arse 
from his elbow.

In the washroom, Natalie fills the washer and starts it.

NATALIE
Seems pretty lucid to me.

TYE
C’mon, the poor guy just pissed 
himself. For all he knows, it’s still 
1956 and it’s his wedding night.

NATALIE
How does he even still...?

TYE
With a girl like you undressing him?

NATALIE
(locking Tye’s eyes in 
confrontation)

You know what? I think you saw that 
coming.

TYE
Have you seen how tight your shirt is?

NATALIE
(grinning despite herself)

You are such a creep.
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Natalie heads back to the bedroom, reversing into Tye upon 
sight of the still-erect Mr Nielson.

TYE
It’s a sign of health.

NATALIE
Is it?

TYE
Maybe he’s just had a bit of a 
stimulating morning.

Natalie searches the bedside cabinet for clean underwear, 
spotting a VHS tape under the TV labelled ‘XXX Turkish 
Delights’

NATALIE
‘The fuck is this?

TYE
It’s called a tape, Natalie. How young 
are you nurses graduating?

NATALIE
You knew he had this?

(screwing her eyes up at a 
sheepish-looking Tye)

You gave it him?
(Realising)

You sold it? You sold it to him, 
didn’t you!

TYE
Alright, Sherlock, calm down.

NATALIE
(containing her disbelief)

You’re selling porn?

TYE
It’s called a side hustle. 

(beat)
Please don’t tell on me.

NATALIE
You sell hardcore porn to elderly 
people in your care and you expect me 
not to say something?

TYE
If anything, it’s softcore... And it’s 
natural... an escape from here, you 
know?
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NATALIE
It’s natural to watch underage Turkish 
girls get fucked by some disembodied, 
purple 10-inch dick, is it?

TYE
You been watching the wrong kinda 
porn.

(smirking)
Plus, I think you might be projecting 
some of your own issues about the 
industry onto this whole situation... 
and maybe if you got your hands on 
some better samples...

(trailing off seeing 
Natalie’s anger)

I was gonna stop. I do see your point. 
I’ll stop.

Natalie shakes her head, speechless and exits.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

NATALIE sits on the wall, eating an apple and talking 
impatiently into her phone.

NATALIE
It’s going well. Yeah. Yeah.

(beat)
Yes, I know.

(beat)
Yeah.

(beat)
Yes Mum. This one time could you just 
not give me your opinion.

(beat)
Yes, I’m here now. I’m not just 
gonna...

(groaning in frustration)
You’re the reason I even started this 
course! And now you’re saying -

(beat)
Don’t be like that.

Tye comes outside to smoke a cigarette and listens in.
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NATALIE (CONT.)
So why all of a sudden...

(beat)
That’s what I’ve been trying to fu- 
tell you all along. Sorry. I mean... 
but really.

(beat, disbelieving)
A tattoo? Mum. Are you sure you’re 
alright?

(beat)
Can we talk about this later, please? 
Do you want me to come round?

(beat)
But I’ll come if you want me to.

(beat)
Do you or do you not want me to come 
round?

(beat)
 So I’ll be round later then. OK. Bye.

Natalie hangs up and Tye silently offers her a lit cigarette.

TYE
That sounded intense.

NATALIE
(taking the cigarette 
gratefully)

Mothers, am I right?

TYE
(laughing hesitantly)

You were a little harsh I thought.

NATALIE
No. You don’t get to moralise.

TYE
OK.

(beat)
You won’t tell anyone about earlier, 
will you? I kinda need this job.

NATALIE
I’m undecided.

TYE
I’m not a bad guy.

NATALIE
Isn’t that Epstein said?

TYE
Ah, fuck off.
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NATALIE
You fuck off.

They both stay put, smoking in peace.

TYE
Can I just ask you don’t judge me 
based on this?  

Natalie studies Tye’s face and finds it earnest. 

NATALIE
(trying not to smile)

I’ll think about it.

Natalie stubs out her cigarette and walks back to the entrance. 
The reception phone RINGS.

NATALIE (CONTD.)
(voice distant)

Why is there no one answering this 
fucking phone?

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT 1
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ACT 2

FADE IN:

INT. RESIDENTS’ LIVING ROOM - DAY

NATALIE and TYE pass juice and cake to RESIDENTS while GREGG 
administers medication. JOYCE, PATTY and ERIN scowl at Natalie.

NATALIE
They’re all on the same medication?

GREGG
It’s just fluoxetine. It keeps 
everything calm. Less tearful.

NATALIE
Anti-depressants? Can I have some?

(seeing Gregg’s reaction)
That was a joke. 

(beat)
When do they have therapy then?

GREGG
Not currently. Ruth says, funding cuts 
blah, blah, blah. It’s a mess.

NATALIE
What do they do all day then? 

GREGG
You’re pretty much looking at it.

Natalie looks around at the idle residents. PETER, 80, plays 
with his dentures, EMILE attempts to moisturise her feet. 

NATALIE
Wouldn’t running activities actually 
be cheaper than dosing them all up? In 
the long run? And healthier?

GREGG
(sheepish)

I’d have to ask accounts.

Natalie goes to take her own slice of cake and gets sized up by 
Joyce, Patty and Erin.

JOYCE
You’ll be busting out of those seams 
if you’re not careful, poppet.
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NATALIE
(sarcastically)

Ah, well, then at least I could 
breathe!

JOYCE
So, we’re all going to be in a movie 
are we?

NATALIE
(walking closer)

Mrs Parker got the wrong end of the 
stick on that one. There is no movie. 
I ... er, apologise.

JOYCE
(annoyed, pointing to Emile)

Fine, then. You tell that old slapper 
there’s no way she’s ever going to be 
in the pictures again so she best shut 
up about it.

PATTY
Are you courting, Natasha dear? 

NATALIE
Natalie but nope, I’m single.

PATTY
Oh no! How sad! How old are you?

NATALIE
It’s fine. I’m 23.

JOYCE
You should marry soon.

NATALIE
(through a mouthful of cake)

Ha! Yeah. Right.

JOYCE
(pursing her lips)

Marriage is a declaration of love 
eternal, my dear. 

ERIN
(in her own world, singing)

Jesus’ll make an honest woman out of 
me.

PATTY
You want to be alone for the rest of 
your life? What about your children?
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NATALIE
Slow your roads, ladies.

JOYCE
If you can’t take your future 
seriously, how can anyone?

NATALIE
Life’s a joke anyway, isn’t it?

PATTY
You’ve got a lot of growing up to do, 
girly.

NATALIE
I guess I have.

PATTY
(claws out)

You might want to be careful of what 
comes out of that mouth of yours, as 
well as what goes in.

JOYCE
No man likes an attitude. And before 
you know it you’ll be middle-aged, fat 
and alone.

The women cackle, relishing in the feeling of letting loose.

NATALIE
(faux sincere)

You’re all so right. Thank you so 
much. It was lovely to get your 
feedback.

ERIN
You’re very welcome. God bless.

Natalie walks off.

JOYCE
(with Natalie still in 
earshot)

Another slut with an attitude problem. 

PATTY
Like every one of them that comes in 
here.

Natalie exits.
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PETER
Here, you don’t reckon she’s one of 
them carpet munchers, do you?

JOYCE
I don’t think? That’s something that 
boggles the mind, that.

MR NIELSON
(in his own world, quietly)

Girl on girl. Nice.

INT. RECEPTION/MEDICAL ROOM - MEANWHILE

NATALIE leans against the reception desk and takes the RINGING 
phone off the hook. Peace. Natalie’s own mobile vibrates. 

NATALIE
(picking up)

Hello?
(beat, checking the caller ID 
in confusion)

I told you not to call me.
(beat)

You had so many chances. Now just 
please go away. I’m not in the mood.

The caller’s muted voice rises aggressively and Natalie hangs 
up just as GREGG enters from the living room.

GREGG
Everything OK here?

NATALIE
Not really, no.

GREGG
Come with me and we can talk about it.

They walk over to the medical room and Gregg demonstrates how 
to prepare dressings.

NATALIE
Are the women here always so mean?

GREGG
Stay out of their way. They’re just 
bored.
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NATALIE
We have no money, I get that, I live 
that. But surely if we just did 
something with them - papier fucking 
mâché, I dunno... anything - then 
they’d be a less spiteful maybe?

GREGG
You’re an idealist, it’s nice. But if 
I stopped for two seconds to think 
about how to change things, we’d all 
be waist-deep in crap by Wednesday. 
Pass the gauze please.

Natalie passes it. She receives a text, reads it and sighs. 

NATALIE
Fuck my life, Gregg.

GREGG
(reddening at her directness)

No, No. Why’d you say that?

NATALIE
Today has been such a bitch of a day. 
My mum’s calling, my ex and I 
didn’t... this isn’t... it’s not what 
I expected quite frankly. I think I 
might even be out of my depth a bit.

GREGG
We all are really. I wouldn’t beat 
yourself up about it.

NATALIE
I just need something to take my mind 
off of this sadness.

GREGG
C’mon, what have you got to be sad 
about?

NATALIE
I dunno, being stuck in a dying body 
on a decaying planet in an expanding, 
unknowable universe? Now I’m here, 
somewhere I never dreamed I’d be, with 
the smell of piss serving as a 
constant reminder of my own mortality. 
And, no one even wants me here.

GREGG
Jesus, well, I guess when you put it 
like that...
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Tears stream silently down Natalie’s face. Gregg panics.

GREGG
Hey. Hey. Hey now.

(rubbing her shoulder)

NATALIE
Don’t touch me. I’ll cry.

GREGG
It’s not so bad. We want you here. I 
can help you with anything.

NATALIE
Really?

GREGG
Yeah.

NATALIE
Can I have a hug?

GREGG
You just told me not to touch you.

NATALIE
I changed my mind.

Gregg hesitates, in a professional quandary. His biology gets 
the better of him and he opens his arms. They hug for a while.

NATALIE
(muffled against Gregg’s 
chest)

Thank you.

GREGG
(trying to stay stoic)

You’re very welcome.

INT. RESIDENTS' LIVING ROOM - DAY

NATALIE walks through the living room, stopping as she sees the 
residents staring. She readjusts her mask, resolute.

NATALIE
Everything alright?
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JOYCE
In honesty, we were just questioning 
your suitability for the job.

NATALIE
I only need to settle in a bit. I’m 
dealing with some personal issues and-

PATTY
We’ve all got personal issues, love. 
Difference is, you’re being paid to 
leave yours at the door and handle 
ours instead.

NATALIE
(beat, staying calm)

What do you want me to do?

JOYCE
There would be a rather long list, if 
anyone cared so much as to write it 
all down.

PATTY
She can’t change things. She’s barely 
been here two minutes.

JOYCE
Everyone’s always palming off 
responsibility. No one truly cares.

NATALIE
You know what. Let’s do it. If you can 
tell me what you want, I’ll try and 
sort it. Just don’t make judgements 
about me before you even know me, OK? 
Please.

The residents seem taken aback, watching as Natalie retrieves a 
pen and pad and waits expectantly. They slowly begin to chime 
in.

EMILE
Something other to read than the June 
2015 Woman’s Own special would be 
marvellous.

PETER
A new wireless... And a door knob.

PATTY
I’d like to know where that lovely 
queer lad went. Seated yoga he had us 
doing.
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NATALIE
Yoga? OK. Good.

JOYCE
I’d like to see other people.

DORIS, 88, a quiet, bookish lady, looks up from her Sudoku.

DORIS
Bookkeeper for thirty years I was, I 
miss the numbers dearly.

NATALIE
(joking)

Maybe you can look at our accounts and 
figure out where all the funding’s 
gone!

DORIS
If you can get your hands on 
statements for the last two fiscal 
years, I’d be happy to take a look.

PETER
And season two of Marco Polo.

EMILE
(piping up, emotionally)

I crave theatre, the arts. 

NATALIE
OK... maybe we can arrange to go 
somewhere nearby. The park? Bingo?

ERIN
Full house!

EMILE
I was thinking more Westend but I 
suppose bingo is better than nothing.

NATALIE
There’s a Mecca on the high street, 
right? If Gregg says yes, why not! 

EMILE
That lad’d bring you the moon if you 
asked for it nicely.

MR NIELSON
(with a wink)

I certainly would. Lezzer or no.
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NATALIE
I’ll, er, see what I can do.

JOYCE
Oh, and Natalie? I hope you understand 
that this is a test.

Natalie nods and gulps.

INT. OUTSIDE RUTH’S OFFICE - DAY

NATALIE talks with RUTH through her closed office door. The 
reception phone RINGS in the distance.

NATALIE
(loudly towards the door)

You didn’t even ask what I wanted to 
do.

RUTH (O.S.)
There’s enough to be doing without you 
swanning around pedalling false 
expectations.

NATALIE
(angrily)

So, what? We all just sit around 
waiting for each other to die?

Ruth throws open the door.

RUTH
They sit around, you do your fucking 
job. The thing you’re paid to do.

NATALIE
I’m not paid, am I! I’m on placement.

RUTH
Then why do you care?

NATALIE
Why do you not?! 
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RUTH
Don’t be so fucking naive. You come in 
here with your ponytail, flashing your 
perky tits at all your colleagues and 
then you turn your nose up at our 
process. This is the real world. And 
in it, you do as you’re told or you 
fuck off. So you best bite down and 
take it or I’ll tell your professor 
you’re a lazy, entitled know-it-all 
who doesn’t deserve a hot meal let 
alone a degree.

(breathing heavily)
Congratulations on your day one 
disciplinary. Now fuck off.

Ruth SLAMS the door. Natalie walks away, tearful and angry. TYE 
rounds the corner.

TYE
Hey, beautiful.

NATALIE
(maskness her sadness with 
faux anger)

You again.

TYE
Aw, you’re so mean. The weird thing is 
though... it actually kind of turns me 
on.

Natalie smiles wearily and exits quickly.

END OF ACT 2
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ACT 3

EXT. THE GARDEN/MISS GILES’ BUNGALOW - MOMENTS LATER

NATALIE approaches MISS GILES’ bungalow, stockings and cake in 
one hand, mobile phone in the other.

NATALIE
(into receiver)

Just at the top of Cliff road, you 
can’t miss it. Six o’clock, yeah? 
Perfect.

(hangs up and knocks on door)
Miss Giles? Are you in?

MISS GILES, 75, an artsy, sharp-witted feminist spinster with a 
Bristolian accent, opens the door wearing a linen shirt and 
Palazzo pants, leaning heavily on an umbrella.

MISS GILES
Where’d you think I’d be? Madame 
fucking Tussauds? Come in.

NATALIE
I’m Natalie, the new girl. I brought 
cake and compression stockings.

Miss Giles leads Natalie into the living room.

MISS GILES
Take that mask off, love. Apologies 
for not coming in to welcome you. 
Honestly, I’d rather stick hot pokers 
in my eyes than interact with those 
judgemental bigots.

NATALIE
(distracted)

I hear you.

MISS GILES
Alright, love, put the cake down, you 
look like you’re about to implode.

Natalie does so and sits, tearing up.

MISS GILES (CONTD.)
(bringing over tissues)

What’s the matter, love?
(beat)

If it’s any consolation, I think it’s 
a bit of a shithole here too.
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NATALIE
They’re all so angry and mean.

MISS GILES
Those old cunts can’t stand to see a 
pretty face smiling.

NATALIE
No. I’m a useless slob with a shitty 
job, no money and no direction and 
they can see right through me.

MISS GILES
Less of that.

NATALIE
Sorry, Miss -

MISS GILES
Lucy. Call me Lucy, please. 

NATALIE
(still crying, wiping away 
snot)

I need to do your stockings before I 
go home.

MISS GILES
(sitting and raising her 
legs)

By all means.

Natalie kneels at Miss Giles’ feet and begins changing her 
compression stockings, sniffing heavily.

MISS GILES (CONTD.)
Now, because I’m old, you can’t argue 
with what I’m about to say.

(beat)
There will always be people in your 
life who will try to define you based 
on your job, your looks and your so-
called ‘success’. They’ll undervalue 
you to make themselves feel better. 
These people are bastards, darling, 
and the less affect they have on you, 
the damn better.

(beat)
Value yourself, cos no one else will 
if you don’t do it first. Take pride 
in this shitty job, especially if it’s 
all you’ve got. And as far as 
direction goes, you gotta heed what 
your guts are telling you. 
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That twinge that tells you left or 
right, yes or no, that’s all you need 
lovey.

NATALIE
I wanna do my mum proud, I wanna prove 
I’m not useless. But there’ll always 
be something for her to nitpick.

MISS GILES
Don’t be too hard on her. The 
menopause is a flaming horror story.

NATALIE
Don’t get me wrong, nursing’s a noble 
profession and I’d be lucky to-

MISS GILES
Nothing more noble than fixing some 
vegetable’s leaky catheter. 

(beat)
But I suppose you have other dreams.

NATALIE
Had.

MISS GILES
Given up already have you?

NATALIE
I wanted to be a film maker.

MISS GILES
So, make films.

NATALIE
I got rejected from every film school 
within a 400 mile radius and now I’m 
changing your socks. I’ve accepted it.

(beat)
What were your dreams, Lucy?

MISS GILES
My dream was to live in a world where 
women weren’t treated with derision 
simply for being women.

NATALIE
And you’re lecturing me for having 
failed dreams!

MISS GILES
Well, unlike you, I’ve not given up 
yet.
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NATALIE
A long way to go though.

MISS GILES
Progress is progress. Thanks to your 
generation I can now wear a skirt that 
shows off my labia. Baby steps.

NATALIE
I doubt anyone wants to see your 
labia.

(beat)
Sorry. Unprofessional.

MISS GILES
(laughing)

Oh, you’d be surprised.

NATALIE
We want equal pay too.

MISS GILES
Equal pay for the same soul-
destroying, market-is-king type jobs, 
you mean?

Natalie holds one of Miss Giles’ legs high in the air and tugs 
on the second stocking.

MISS GILES (CONT.)
Equality, Natalie, can swivel. 

(inciting revolution)
Me, you, we... want liberation damnit!

NATALIE
Easy, Lucy. You don’t wanna give 
yourself a hernia.

MISS GILES
(cracking up and flicking on 
Netflix)

You insolent little madam. If you can 
crack jokes then you can stop crying, 
can’t you.

NATALIE
I’m beginning to see why you don’t fit 
in with that lot. That man next door, 
he’s the same - honest, you know?

MISS GILES
Him across?

(Natalie nods)
I wouldn’t know. He avoids me.
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NATALIE
You should hang out. He’s like ten 
metres away.

MISS GILES
He’s always outside when I’m in. I 
think he likes it that way.

NATALIE
Seems like you’re being a coward.

MISS GILES
(pursing her lips)

Shut it you. Stranger Things or House 
of Cards.

Natalie grins, happy.

INT. STAFF OFFICE - MEANWHILE

RUTH stands confrontationally beside ERIC at his desk.

ERIC
I must’ve deleted your email by 
accident.

RUTH
I’ll delete you in a minute. You know 
I hate coming over here.

ERIC
Sorry.

RUTH
So what’s she like? Horrible?

ERIC
Oh yeah. From what I saw.

RUTH
(slapping his head)

You lech.

ERIC
Stop it! I did not.

GREGG enters.
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GREGG
Ruth. Wow. Twice in one day. It’s an 
honour.

RUTH
Are you being smart?

GREGG
No, but we do need to talk actually.

RUTH
Too right we do. New girl’s been 
kicking my door in, demanding 
‘change’. 

GREGG
I’ve been trying to tell you the same 
thing for years. Did you know we spend 
300 pounds on anti depressants a week? 
Eric just told me. And, first you 
scare off the Quakers and now Yogi 
Chris? And today I find out the Quit 
Smoking people have gone AWOL.

RUTH
You have no idea of the stresses I’m 
under.

GREGG
So tell me.

RUTH
Sinita knows.

GREGG
Sinita’s agency! She might be paid 
more, but she doesn’t care more.

(addressing the floor)
Look, I’m not telling you how to do 
your job, but these are all issues 
under your responsibility. This place 
literally cannot function if you don’t 
do -

RUTH
(with thunderous rage)

Stop! That’s it.

Gregg considers arguing, but backs off. Ruth exits. The two men 
grimace at each other.
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ERIC
She’s on her blob. 

(beat)
I guess. I’d leave her a few days.

INT. MISS GILES’ LIVING ROOM - LATER

NATALIE and MISS GILES watch TV intently.

NATALIE
What idiot would you go in?!

MISS GILES
They have to find Barb, you idiot.

Miss Giles notices GREGG peering through the window.

MISS GILES (CONT.)
Knew it wouldn’t be long before the 
Hitler youth came knocking.

NATALIE
Lucy! He’s nice!

Gregg enters and lurks in the hall, holding a new uniform.

GREGG (O.S.)
Natalie, could you come here a sec?

Natalie goes over, still watching the TV screen.

GREGG
This is not something we do with the 
residents.

NATALIE
Sorry I thought I was done for the 
day.

GREGG
Did you do Sinita’s emails?

NATALIE
Caaan I do them in the morning?
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GREGG
I guess so.

(handing over the uniform)
Here, for tomorrow. 

NATALIE
Thanks. Hang on a sec.

Back in the living room, Miss Giles proffers a boxset of Marco 
Polo to Natalie and smiles kindly.

NATALIE (CONTD.)
I have to go now. But thank you.

Natalie follows Gregg outside and towards the main building.

GREGG
The girls tell me you’re a 
lesbian.

NATALIE
I wanted to ask you something.

NATALIE
Wha-? I’m a lesbian?

GREGG
The, er, girls said you were... you 
don’t have a boyfriend?

NATALIE
I didn’t realise they were compulsory.

GREGG
Course not. What were you saying?

NATALIE
I want to do some activities with the 
residents.

GREGG
I’m all for ideas, but you’ve gotta 
understand many of our residents are 
incapacitated or clinically depressed, 
so getting them active will take time 
and money that we don’t have.

NATALIE
Please don’t say no. That’s all anyone 
has said to me today.

Under Natalie’s puppy dog gaze, Gregg wavers and blushes. They 
stop at the main building’s patio door.

NATALIE (CONT.)
No money. All I need is an hour a day.
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GREGG
I suppose if you do all your jobs...

NATALIE
Of course! 

(biting her lip)
There was one other thing... I want to 
take them to bingo. 

(quickly, defensively)
I’ll take care of the booking, 
everything. It’s just five minutes 
walk from here -

Natalie stares pleadingly at Gregg, he gulps.

GREGG
Natalie, Ruth won’t allow it.

NATALIE
Fuck her. She doesn’t have to know.

(touching Gregg’s arm)
Didn’t Sinita say you were the one in 
charge?

GREGG
I really - I, 

NATALIE
It’ll mean the world to everyone. To 
me. Just say yes?

GREGG
I - OK. OK... Sure.

NATALIE
(hugging him excitedly)

Thank you! You won’t regret it.
(checking her phone, not 
noticing Gregg’s 
awkwardness)

Oh shit. I’ve gotta go.

Natalie exits into the building. Gregg is frozen, flustered.

EXT. FRONT PARKING LOT/ BUG’S CAR - DUSK

NATALIE jogs over to a parked car. BUG, 28, a stoned, bear-
sized Nigerian man, leans out the window and sucks his teeth.
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BUG
Sweet lord. You tryna give those old 
men a heart attack?

NATALIE
(grinning, she gets in the 
car)

Don’t play me. Imma need four. I’m 
stressed.

BUG
With the usual?

NATALIE
Bug, it’s not my place to say, but 
aren’t you supposed to be running a 
business?

BUG
Private expenses, innit.

NATALIE
(amused at his cheek)

Then sure.

Natalie hands over the cash and leans in to kiss Bug. They 
linger. Bug hands over four small bags of weed.

BUG
I think you like it too.

NATALIE
I think I might.

BUG
Wanna blaze one with me?

NATALIE
My bike -

BUG
Chuck it in the boot.

NATALIE
(after a split hesitation)

Ok, I’ll be two seconds.

Natalie exits flustered, stuffing the weed into her backpack. 
Tye sit on the parking lot wall, smoking and watching on.

TYE
(gleefully)

You are full of surprises. 
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I guess I should’ve known, the moment 
you started talking about corporate 
lobbyists...

NATALIE
How long you been sat there?

TYE
Long enough to see you snog your 
dealer.

NATALIE
That was not a snog.

TYE
That’s the bit you try and deny.

NATALIE
Hey, you of all people can’t judge.

(she fetches her bike and 
wheels it to Bug’s car)

I’m going home now. Good night.

TYE
With him?! What about your mum?

NATALIE
Ah shit... she’ll understand.

TYE
Priorities, eh?

(Natalie frowns)
Maybe we can hang out and smoke 
together sometime too?

NATALIE
(looking back)

Yeah, and we’ll watch a porno, shall 
we?

TYE
Not on a first date, Natalie.

Bug comes out to help stow Natalie’s bike, acknowledging Tye.

TYE (CONTD.)
(calling)

Nat? Google Lucy Anne Giles when you 
get a chance.
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INT. BUG’S CAR - MOVING AT DUSK

While driving, BUG lights a joint and turns on the STEREO. 

MUSIC CUE: Old school east coast hip hop

BUG
Who was he?

NATALIE
New workmate.

NATALIE googles Lucy Giles’ wiki page on her phone, scrolling 
through photos of pro-abortion protests and successful court 
cases.

NATALIE
Damn. Miss Giles! 

Bug passes the joint.

NATALIE
Thank you.

(taking a much-needed hit)
After we hang out at yours... you 
wouldn’t mind taking me to my mum’s, 
would you? Chigwell way? I sort of 
promised.

Natalie bites her lip hopefully, gazing across at Bug. He nods 
once. Natalie smokes and lightly rubs his leg in gratitude.

NATALIE
Today was weird. Like the real world 
is not quite as real as I thought it 
would be. You know?

BUG
(amused, enjoying the 
sensation of her hand)

That’s why you gotta feel the 
realness, Natalie darling.

NATALIE
You would say that.

MUSIC CONTINUES.

FADE OUT.

END OF EPISODE.
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