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INT. AT HOME - 2PM

FADE IN

Living room, couch, chairs, dinner table, tv & radio.

TIM, 32, slim, weak.

Tim is sitting on chair watching TV.

KYM, 29, close cropped brown hair, hazel eyes.

Kim walks into room.

KIM

How’s my best friend this

afternoon?

TIM

No very well, I shouldn’t have got

involved with drugs.

KIM

You can’t help it, you were just

out of jail.

TIM

I ken, but I mean I wouldn’t be

this week. And if I sit here I’ll

probably be taken away on a

stretcher. Never mind a wheel

chair.

KIM

Fancy going out for a coffee then.

TIM

Aye OK then.

KIM

Right. I’ll get us ready then.

Kim walks out the room to get there jackets.

KIM

Come here then, so we can get your

jacket on.

TIM

A’right but we’ll just leave my

chair in the house.
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CONTINUED: 2.

KIM

Will you be OK walking?

TIM

Look, if I was unsure I’d just take

it.

INT. CAFE - 3PM

Tables with chairs, coffee bean pictures on walls, Tim

sitting on a brown leather sofa.

Kim walks round with cups of coffee and a cake for each of

them.

TIM

Oh, a muffin, that’s nice of

you. I only asked for a cuppa.

KIM

I thought we could do with

something to have with our

refreshments.

Kim takes a sip from cup then takes a bite of cake.

FADE OUT

EXT. OUTSIDE CAFE - 4PM

FADE IN

Kim and Tim are walking to bus stop. Tim begins to struggle

as he walks down road.

KIM

Are you OK.

Without Tim getting a chance to answer he falls over, lands

on his nose and face with nothing to land on.

Kim gets out her mobile and speaks in tears.

FADE OUT
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3.

INT. HOSPITAL - 6PM

FADE IN

Kim walks in to the hospital to see here friend. She sits

down next to him holds 1 of his hands as she cry’s.

KIM

Oh, Tim, Tim. There is so much we

could’ve done together.

At that moment Tim shows slight consciousness and turns his

head to Kim speaking with slight and croaky speech.

TIM

I love you.

Tim drops his head, stops breathing and the machine he’s

connected to beeps confirming his death.

FADE OUT
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