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This is a silent film, in that we hear no dialogue as such: the 
actors mainly use gestures. When we do hear them speak, it can't 
be in any distinguishable language: some sort of muttering or 
gibberish would do.  

We do, however, hear a virtually constant soundtrack of pertinent 
sounds e.g. the buzz of people conversing, laughter, sneezing, 
farting. In addition to the sound of cutlery on crockery etc in 
the restaurant scenes, 1-32, there is also music from a quartet in 
a corner of the restaurant. They come into shot occasionally, 
playing palm court music. 

The action changes rhythm in sequences 1-32 -e.g. frenetic while 
the waiters set the table, sad when the maître and the chef 'tell' 
their stories, etc.- and the music could echo this. 

Despite the lack of dialogue, I have kept to a traditional 
CHARACTER/DIALOGUE format: this indicates the sequence of events 
and actions and the desired meaning to be conveyed, as well as 
where the viewer's attention will be focused. 

In sequence 5 I describe the WAITERS' movements as almost worthy 
of a ballet. It may be a good idea to try to strive for a 
choreographed, ballet feel to the whole of the dialogueless, mimed 
sequences 1-32. This careful ballet would have to break down into 
chaos from sequence 31. 

1. Int. Restaurant. The entrée 

During the Restaurant sequences (1-32), we never see a window or 
any reference to outside, so we don't know whether it's day or 
night. But the DINERS' attire will suggest it is evening. 

We see someone entering, who we will take to be the O'Leary who 
lends his name to the title. We will be mistaken in thinking so, 
though we won't know this till the end. I'll refer to him as OUR 
MAN. 

OUR MAN 
OUR MAN enters a restaurant, followed by 
another man. Judging by the DINERS' and 
WAITERS' reactions, OUR MAN is very well 
known.  

OUR MAN is immaculately turned out: expensive clothes & jewellery 
etc, tasteful and discrete yet out of the reach of most of us. He 
is hardly ever out of shot, whether in a master shot, close-up, 
overhead shot etc. The handheld camera moves constantly, fly-on-
the-wall style. We appear to be witnessing something rarely seen, 
intimate even, despite the obvious importance of the events. 

He enters flanked by another man, CONSIGLIERE (à la Robert Duvall 
in The Godfather). For most of the film, we will see him behind 
OUR MAN; CONSIGLIERE's arm will come into shot, his jacket, cuff 



and cufflinks etc., but never his face, the camera cutting him off 
at his lapels. This is a deliberate device to con us into thinking 
he isn't an important character. The actions carried out by 
CONSIGLIERE up to sequence 32 are of secondary importance and done 
in the background. 

OUR MAN 
Try as he might, he can't manage to reach 
his table. At every step of the way his 
progress is checked by well-wishing DINERS, 
greeting him, wanting to shake his hand and 
thank him, some ostentatiously, others more 
discretely.  

The camera follows him, alternating between close-ups of him, 
shots from below waist height, ground level and his POV, bobbing 
up & down, a lurching accompaniment to his route.  

HANDS 
Hands to be shaken are thrust out from 
behind him, several hands grasp his at 
once.  

OUR MAN 
He turns to try and see who the hands and 
the thanks belong to. 

Not for one second does his good mood let up, his patience is 
superhuman. His gratitude and surprise at the welcome he is 
receiving is genuine. 

2. Int. Restaurant. OUR MAN's POV 

The camera reveals the restaurant's occupants as OUR MAN sees them 
while trying to get to his table. 

DINERS 
Those who don't approach him or try to 
touch him nudge one another and discretely 
motion towards him, like fans refusing to 
believe they are in the presence of their 
idol.  

Various waiters are dotted around the room. 

WAITERS 
They are beaming with pride, both at OUR 
MAN and the reception he is getting from 
their diners.  

STAFF 
We notice kitchen staff peering through the 
kitchen doors to witness the scene, and 
other people in livery peeping round the 
main doors to the restaurant. 

Maybe this is a hotel dining room and these people are hotel 



staff, doormen and receptionists. 

One of those who we see for a fraction of a second, in a dark 
uniform and peaked cap, doesn't look like a hotel employee, but we 
can forget UNIFORMED MAN. 

It is easy to tell that they are all dying to approach OUR MAN and 
bathe in his greatness, but daren't as they are on duty. Everyone 
looking at him knows it is rude to stare, he has a right to 
privacy, but… You would swear they were witnessing something holy. 

3. Int. Restaurant. The arrival at the table 

The camera has carried out a Herculean task in following OUR MAN's 
odyssey through the restaurant from all kinds of angles. It 
mightn't have been as exciting as the welcomes received by the 
Beatles in airports during the sixties, nor as spine-tingling as 
(so I'm told) the opening sequence of Saving Private Ryan, but we 
did experience moments of tension, anguish and even seasickness as 
he approached his own table. 

OUR MAN 
He finally reaches the tranquil oasis of 
the table reserved for him. 

The camera operator can at last put the camera down on the tripod. 

MAÎTRE D' 
He bows and welcomes him. They discuss what 
he can have. MAÎTRE D' summons CHEF.  

CHEF 
He approaches and he discusses 
specialities, describing with his fingers, 
eyes and lips in minute detail the 
intricacies of each dish. 

OUR MAN & MAÎTRE D' 
They watch CHEF's hands, as spellbound as 
cobras. 

MAÎTRE D' & CHEF 
Then MAÎTRE D's hands join with CHEF's 
telling stories, first CHEF to MAÎTRE D' 
then MAÎTRE D' to CHEF, about how they 
became indebted to OUR MAN. 

OUR MAN 
He gets them to notice him again; he wants 
something simple and frugal. 

MAÎTRE D' & CHEF 
Mais non! No way! CHEF & MAÎTRE D's 
gestures imply that they are going to make 
a great fuss. 

CHEF calls his cooks over, MAÎTRE D' does 
likewise with his waiting staff. They each 



tell their troops what has been agreed. 
MAÎTRE D' describes the serving plan & CHEF 
the cooking plan, each using different yet 
strangely complementary sets of elegant 
hand and body gestures. 

THEIR RESPECTIVE TROOPS 
Their troops then come up with additional 
suggestions, using less elaborate but still 
eloquent gestures of their own.  

MAÎTRE D' & CHEF 
They are delighted at their troops, and 
beam with pride. 

OUR MAN is as absorbed in the gestures of this haute cuisine top 
brass meeting as if he were a circus spectator. He wanted at the 
beginning to impose on them his desire for simple food, but is now 
resigned to being given the best.  

Cut to: 

4. Int. Restaurant. DINERS' tables 

DINERS 
They have all heard the extravagance of the 
planned meal and are suitably impressed, 
though not surprised, as it is obviously in 
keeping with his status.  

Back to: 

5. Int. Restaurant. OUR MAN's table. The waiting choreography 

OUR MAN 
He looks sheepishly at the diners at the 
nearby tables, shrugging as if to say it is 
out of his hands. 

CHEF  
He and his troop plotters leave OUR MAN for 
the moment and head animatedly to the 
kitchen. 

MAÎTRE D' & WAITERS 
A choreography begins, conducted by MAÎTRE 
D', of WAITERS bringing cutlery, vases of 
flowers, ashtrays, soda siphons, glasses, 
bottles of white wine, rosé, red, ice 
buckets, jugs of beer etc, other WAITERS 
changing the tablecloth and more WAITERS 
removing what the others have already put 
down. 

This may resemble a ballet. Indeed the waiting staff could be 
wearing stockings instead of trousers. This waiting staff 
choreography continues in the background through subsequent scenes 



until the appearance of the wine. 

OUR MAN 
He puts his elbows on the tablecloth. 

WAITER 
One of the WAITERS ticks OUR MAN off. 

OUR MAN 
He does as he's told. This WAITER tsunami 
is impressive but it's making him seasick. 

Cut to: 

6. Int. Restaurant. DINERS' tables 

DINERS 
Groups on each table talking about OUR MAN, 
peeking at him.  

They're not gossiping maliciously; we see their bearing is too 
reverential.  

DINERS 
Many break out into applause. 

DINER 
One DINER stands and shouts 'torero'. This 
is greeted with much applause and nodding 
approval. 

Back to: 

7. Int. Restaurant. OUR MAN's table. 

DINERS' POV of OUR MAN. 

WAITERS 
They, too, seem to be infected by the 
DINERS' enthusiasm, responding to this like 
a football team being spurred on by a 
crowd.  

OUR MAN 
He wants to ignore everything, but is too 
well-mannered. His savoir faire tells him 
to acknowledge these people graciously.  

He's on the verge of bursting into tears.  

8. Int. Restaurant. OUR MAN's table. DINERS pay respects 

OUR MAN's POV of DINERS. Some DINERS will start approaching OUR 
MAN. They can't help but be attracted to him like to a magnet. 
He's magnetic and enigmatic. 

TWO CHILDREN 
They get up from their table, urged on by 
their smiling parents, but are in two minds 



about approaching him.  

OUR MAN 
He happily gestures to them to approach.  

TWO CHILDREN 
They gleefully run up to him. They want 
autographs and signed photos. 

OUR MAN 
He is happy to oblige, signalling behind 
him for CONSIGLIERE to give him something. 

CONSIGLIERE 
He opens a briefcase and hands OUR Man a 
bundle of photos and an impressive-looking 
fountain pen. 

JOURNALISTS & PHOTOGRAPHERS 
They approach as CONSIGLIERE backs away. 

OUR MAN 
He smiles his way through a short interview 
& photo call, signing autographs for the 
WAITERS and KITCHEN STAFF. He makes the TWO 
CHILDREN's day by having the photographers 
snap him with them on his lap. 

He sighs, but not out of exasperation or boredom. He knows, as do 
we, that he is not going to be able to eat in peace, but what the 
hell! If he wants to eat in peace he can eat at home. This comes 
with the terrain, he isn't fazed by it. The sigh is one of deep-
down contentment. 

EXUBERANT WOMAN  
An exuberant woman approaches OUR MAN.  

She has the air of an elegant society lady, maybe a sophisticated 
actress.  

EXUBERANT WOMAN  
She wraps herself around his neck and 
whispers something obviously sexy (to judge 
from his raised eyebrows).  

OUR MAN 
He nods to whatever she said. 

EXUBERANT WOMAN  
She gives his cheek a loving pinch.  

OUR MAN 
He blushes. 

EXUBERANT WOMAN  
She disappears under the table. 



ANOTHER DINER 
He timidly approaches. 

OUR MAN 
OUR MAN nods to him. 

ANOTHER DINER 
He starts telling everybody a story 
illustrating OUR MAN's generosity. 
Overcoming his innate shyness, he takes his 
wallet out to proudly show off a photo 
which proves his point to DINERS and 
WAITERS.  

OUR MAN 
Rather embarrassed, OUR MAN shakes his 
head, but… 

DINERS AND STAFF WITHIN IN EARSHOT  
…he is soon applauded by those DINERS and 
STAFF within earshot. 

OUR MAN 
He notices somebody amongst the DINERS: an 
old lady at a table. His eyes light up and 
he goes over to her. He takes her hands and 
kisses them, proffering her all kinds of 
praise. She is embarrassed by the attention 
but is delighted to see him. He motions to 
CONSIGLIERE while still looking at and 
speaking to her. 

CONSIGLIERE 
He approaches the table with his back to 
us, opens his briefcase and hands an 
unfeasibly huge wad of notes to OUR MAN. 

OUR MAN 
He thrusts the notes into her hands. She 
doesn't want them but his hands trap the 
money in hers. 

JOURNALISTS & PHOTOGRAPHERS 
They rush over to this table, smelling a 
photo opportunity. 

OUR MAN & OLD WOMAN 
Tears well up in their eyes. 

OUR MAN 
He sees her CRIPPLED BUT BRAVE & SMILING 
DAUGHTER, in a neck brace & with her arms 
in plaster. His eyes light up, as do hers. 



9. Int. Restaurant. OUR MAN's table. The arrival of the wine 

MAÎTRE D' 
His attention is caught by staff at the 
kitchen door. He nods to them, and claps to 
his WAITERS for them to cease their waltz. 
He politely gets OUR MAN's attention and 
requests that he should return to his 
table. He hurries over to the kitchen door. 

OUR MAN 
He comes and sits back down while motioning 
to the woman and her daughter to phone him 
some day. 

MAÎTRE D', SOMMELIER & WAITERS 
They bring in, very carefully & with great 
ceremony, a bottle of wine on a plush, 
purple cushion with gold braiding. They try 
not to disturb the yeasty deposit or even 
touch the layers of dust on the outside. 

SOMMELIER 
She very gently puts the bottle down on OUR 
MAN's table. She ever so delicately wipes a 
bit of the label for him to read it, 
looking away so that he doesn't notice her 
tears. 

MAÎTRE D' 
He takes his kerchief from his breast 
pocket and wipes away SOMMELIER's tears. 
Then he uses this kerchief for her to blow 
her nose into.  

OUR MAN  
He reads the label and makes the sign of 
the cross, gobsmacked and terrified at the 
same time; this can't be happening! He 
can't help but cry. He grasps each of the 
WAITERS in turn by the hand, kissing their 
knuckles; he's speechless, his words 
drowning in his tears. He composes himself, 
and beckons CONSIGLIERE to him, as he holds 
onto MAÎTRE's & SOMMELIER's hands for 
support. He leans backwards and whispers 
something to CONSIGLIERE, obviously about 
the WAITERS.  

CONSIGLIERE  
He takes out his filofax and scribbles down 
what OUR MAN tells him. CONSIGLIERE, a man 
for whom the world no longer holds any 
surprises, is shocked by such generosity. 



As we don't see CONSIGLIERE's face, his shock must be ingeniously 
expressed using his hands and his restricted body language. 

WAITERS WITHIN EAVESDROPPING DISTANCE  
They can't believe their ears. 

They must stand to gain an awful lot from whatever OUR MAN is 
saying. 

OUR MAN  
He then motions to all of them except 
SOMMELIER to leave him alone for a while. 
He handles the wine bottle and says a 
prayer in honour of all those who trod the 
grapes to produce every single drop. Only 
then does he nod to SOMMELIER to carry out 
her sacred duty. 

SOMMELIER 
She proceeds to slowly open this holy 
object with both humility and pride, as if 
her whole life has been preparation for 
this moment. 

10. Int. Restaurant. OUR MAN's table. The arrival of the food 

It is time for the food. If the wine was art, the food is likely 
to be a religious experience.  

From the kitchen, MAÎTRE D' shepherds another team towards OUR 
MAN's table.  

CHEF AND HIS TROOPS 
They are so aware of the perfection of what 
they have created that they seem almost 
ashamed to be bringing the trays to OUR 
MAN's table, with no trace of pride or 
smugness.  

All talking and music stops. We hear the sound of silence for the 
first time; everyone present realises the gravity of the occasion. 
The tone is almost one of sorrow, the small cortège are almost 
like pall-bearers carrying a coffin.  

CHEF  
He kisses OUR MAN's forehead and fingers, 
nodding to his men to leave and give OUR 
MAN some breathing space. 

MAÎTRE D', CHEF AND HIS TROOPS 
They move away. 

CHEF  
He stops, turns and approaches OUR MAN's 
table again. He takes a fork out of his 
pocket. A battered, gnarled old fork. His 
own fork. Maybe a family heirloom going 



back generations of CHEFS. He looks at it. 
He looks at OUR MAN. He looks upwards, 
almost in prayer. 

OUR MAN  
His complete attention is given over to 
CHEF. He has an inkling of what is about to 
happen, but scarcely dares to think it may 
be true. He gulps, and seems to have broke 
out into a sweat. 

CHEF  
He spits on the fork and lovingly wipes it 
on his sleeve. He hands it to OUR MAN, with 
tears in his eyes.  

OUR MAN  
He accepts CHEF's fork, equally overcome 
with emotion. 

The music starts up again. Something uplifting. OUR MAN is now 
alone, if you don't count the people staring at him.  

Cut to: 

11. Int. Restaurant. OUR MAN 

Close-up of OUR MAN's stomach rumbling. 

Back to: 

12. Int. Restaurant. DINER's tables 

CHEF  
He walks back to the kitchen doors, where 
MAÎTRE D' and the others pat him on the 
back and hug him for what he has done.  

OUR MAN  
In the meantime he has poured himself a 
little wine. He savours the bouquet. He 
leans forwards and smells the food.  

Cut to: 

13. Int. Restaurant. DINER's tables 

DINERS 
Word has got round of what is afoot. All is 
a-hush. Everyone looks expectantly at OUR 
MAN's table, forks in hand and mouths 
gaping open with half-chewed food. This 
will be a historic occasion, something to 
tell their grandchildren. Nobody wants to 
miss a second of it. 

Back to: 



14. Int. Restaurant. OUR MAN's table. Eat, drink & be merry 

He doesn't know where to start nor even if he should. But work of 
art or not, his duty is to desecrate it: this is expected of him, 
if he isn't to offend anybody. 

OUR MAN  
He tucks in with great gusto, swilling down 
each forkful of food with hearty slurps of 
wine. He eats, drinks, stops, leans 
forwards to smell everything again so he 
will remember it all. He's in heaven. He 
burps, excuses himself. 

Cut to: 

15.  Int. Restaurant. Segue of smiling, delighted faces 

The camera flits quickly from one group of people to another.  

WAITERS DINERS STAFF PHOTOGRAPHERS 
JOURNALISTS 

Everybody beams with joy. He has burped. He 
likes it! Success! 

Back to: 

16. Int. Restaurant. OUR MAN's table. The DELEGATION 

OUR MAN  
He savours everything. Every mouthful takes 
him to a higher pleasure level. He burps 
again, with great gusto. He looks up and 
acknowledges everybody's cheers at his 
burp. He gives them all another little 
burp. His eyes, nose and ears are getting 
as much sensory enjoyment out of this meal 
as his taste buds and belly.  

Meanwhile…  

DELEGATION 
Some people come into view and approach OUR 
MAN's table.  

Their mutually hostile body language, their features and their 
clothes -I'll be pathetically obvious and say that they might look 
like Arabs & Jews wearing Celtic & Rangers scarves- suggest they 
have violent, insurmountable differences of opinion. 

OUR MAN  
He listens to their arguments as he 
alternates between gulp of divine wine and 
mouthful of heavenly food. 

DELEGATION 
They become increasingly vitriolic, 
forgetting just who they are in the 



presence of.  

Cut to: 

17. Int. Restaurant. DINER's tables 

DINERS 
Everyone else is shocked at this 
DELEGATION's lack of consideration. How can 
they be so insensitive?  

Back to: 

18. Int. Restaurant. OUR MAN's table. The DELEGATION 

OUR MAN  
He takes another swig of wine. Then he 
thinks a lot, swilling the wine around his 
mouth, slurping it between his teeth, 
swirling the glass with sensual abandon 
under his nose, lost in sensory bliss as 
his other hand shovels more food inside 
him.  

The DELEGATION's faces reveal a very tense situation, whereas OUR 
MAN's face reveals food & drink nirvana. The camera flits from one 
face to another.  

DELEGATION  
They realise OUR MAN is now paying little 
attention to their words and posturing. 
They cease arguing and all stare at OUR 
MAN, holding their breath.  

Tenser music. 

OUR MAN  
He swallows. 

The camera pans down from his face to where the wine would be in 
his stomach if we could see through his clothes, flesh and ribs. 

Cut to: 

19. Int. Restaurant. DELEGATION's faces 

DELEGATION 
We have a close-up of their eyes following 
the camera down to his stomach. 

Back to: 

20. Int. Restaurant. OUR MAN's table. The DELEGATION 

OUR MAN's stomach takes a while to send his brain its verdict 
about the wine, with the camera following the verdict upwards from 
his stomach to focus on where his brain would be if we could see 
through his skull.  

Cut to: 



21. Int. Restaurant. DELEGATION's faces 

DELEGATION 
We have a close-up of their eyes following 
the camera back up from his stomach to his 
head. 

Back to: 

22. Int. Restaurant. OUR MAN's table. The DELEGATION 

OUR MAN  
His brain's winey verdict finally explodes.  

Very tense music. 

OUR MAN  
He sips, and gives his pronouncement. 

Very, very tense music. 

OUR MAN  
Another delayed explosion, his 
pronouncement hits everybody's brain. 

Cut to: 

23. Int. Restaurant. Segue of smiling, delighted faces 

The camera flits quickly from one group of people to another. 
Everyone within each group turns to their neighbours and hugs them 
in relief and disbelief. 

DINERS 
They all smile and applaud.  

His Solomon-like wisdom has appeased the DELEGATION.  

DELEGATION 
They are gobsmacked. 

MAÎTRE D', CHEF, SOMMELIER AND TROOPS 
How simple!  

MUSICIANS 
How come nobody else hand ever offered such 
an obvious yet perspicacious solution! 

Back to: 

24. Int. Restaurant. OUR MAN's table. The DELEGATION 

OUR MAN  
OUR MAN swallows the rest of the wine he 
has in his mouth. 

SOMMELIER 
She rushes up for the honour of topping up 
OUR MAN's glass. 



OUR MAN  
He motions for SOMMELIER this time to use a 
pint glass. He quaffs half of it, licking 
his lips. He looks at SOMMELIER again, 
takes the bottle, holds it up, winks, 
smiles and nods. 

DELEGATION 
They kiss his hands, embrace, and sing OUR 
MAN's praises to the whole dining room, 
commending him to their respective gods as 
they retreat, arm in arm.  

We just know they'll now be allies and blood brothers for the rest 
of their lives. 

25. Int. Restaurant. The news spreads 

Everything everyone has always thought and said about OUR MAN has 
just been confirmed. They've witnessed history in the making. 

KITCHEN STAFF  
They rush out of the kitchen  

EXUBERANT WOMAN 
She gets up from under the table, tossing 
one of his socks to the floor.  

SOMMELIER & WAITERS  
They arrive with another bottle of wine. 

EXUBERANT WOMAN 
She takes over from SOMMELIER, pushing her 
out of the way. She unscrews the cap on the 
wine bottle, then seductively and playfully 
pours OUR MAN another pint of this 
ambrosia.  

OUR MAN  
Head bowed in shyness, he coyly plays with 
the peas on his plate, as if nothing had 
happened.  

EXUBERANT WOMAN 
She kisses him, whispers something to him. 

OUR MAN  
He nods with a wry smile on his face. 

EXUBERANT WOMAN 
She rushes off, ecstatic. 

26. Int. Restaurant. The signing 

OUR MAN  
He beckons to CONSIGLIERE again. 



CONSIGLIERE  
He starts to take huge blank cheques out of 
his briefcase, handing them one by one to 
OUR MAN.  

The cheques are like the presentation ones made to lottery 
winners, but printed on illuminated parchment. 

OUR MAN 
With the pen from before in one hand and 
his glass of wine in the other, between 
forkful of food & swig of wine he signs 
each cheque as CONSIGLIERE hands him it. 

CONSIGLIERE 
He then takes each cheque back, replacing 
each signed one with a new blank one. 

EXUBERANT WOMAN  
She returns, holding another stunning girl 
by the hand, maybe a top fashion model.  

CONSIGLIERE 
He sets about handing out cheques to DINERS 
and STAFF, starting with EXUBERANT WOMAN & 
EXUBERANT FRIEND. 

EXUBERANT WOMAN & EXUBERANT FRIEND 
They take their cheques. Both of them are 
overjoyed. They kiss OUR MAN effusively and 
thank him for his generosity. 

OUR MAN  
He modestly shrugs this off. 

EXUBERANT WOMAN & EXUBERANT FRIEND 
They dive under his tablecloth with renewed 
enthusiasm.  

OUR MAN  
He picks up his knife & fork and carries on 
happily juggling between eating, drinking 
and signing. 

27. Int. Restaurant. The babe in arms 

The music takes a doleful turn. 

ELDERLY COUPLE 
A humbly dressed, weeping ELDERLY COUPLE 
are bringing a swaddled, sickly looking 
baby to OUR MAN. A PRIEST is with them. 

PRIEST 
He is mournfully praying and flicking holy 
water over the baby. 



OUR MAN 
He puts his glass, pen & fork down and 
reaches for the babe in arms, showing great 
concern on his face. 

28. Int. Restaurant. The siren 

Up to now, the camera has lingered, patiently taking time over 
small details to build up an atmosphere, trying to help us make 
sense of events: the food, CHEF's emotions, OUR MAN's savouring of 
the food, etc. Not any more. 

The story from hereon in will whiz along, as if we were 
desperately running out of budget and we didn't know if we'd have 
enough film stock left. Hopefully, everything will be confusing 
for the viewers; if you miss something, that is your problem. 

SIREN (OFF) 
A siren goes off.  

Everyone is stock-still. Nobody looks round to see what the siren 
means. They must already know. Everybody who has been looking at 
OUR MAN looks away from him. 

GUNSHOT (OFF) 
A gunshot is heard. 

OUR MAN  
HE slumps to the table.  

BLOOD 
This oozes from his temple. 

ELDERLY COUPLE, PRIEST & ADJACENT 
DINERS  

They all glance at OUR MAN in slight 
disgust, wiping his splattered blood from 
their clothes and faces. 

29. Int. Restaurant. The bigger picture 

While they wipe his blood off, we notice everyone's attitude has 
changed. Everything is matter-of-fact, there's no more respect or 
reverence. The only emotions shown & expressed are relief, disgust 
& the wish to bugger off as quickly as possible. 

Pan out: We now see the whole of CONSIGLIERE for the first time. 

CONSIGLIERE 
Just behind OUR MAN, he puts a pistol back 
in his holster, and violently hurls the 
filofax and briefcase at OUR dead MAN's 
head, scattering photos cheques and 
banknotes over the slumped body. He takes 
off his jacket, reaches just out of shot... 

UNIFORMED MAN from sequence 2 comes into shot as the camera pans 
back further than any time so far. 



CONSIGLIERE 
...and puts on another jacket & a peaked 
cap which… 

UNIFORMED MAN 
…UNIFORMED MAN hands him. 

The camera panning out reveals some people wearing headsets and 
carrying walkie-talkies. This also gradually reveals people and 
parts of the restaurant that were out of the camera's field of 
vision during sequences 1-32. 

Both those DINERS we have seen, e.g. MUSICIANS, DELEGATION, and 
those we haven't are standing around, many weren't even sitting at 
tables. Now we start to suspect that they weren't actually DINERS 
in an actual restaurant. Here in the wings, they were given their 
cues and marshalled by those walkie-talkie people. They should 
remind us of jobbers or journeymen, hanging round waiting to get 
paid. This after all is what they are. 

After CONSIGLIERE's costume change, him & UNIFORMED MAN are now in 
identical uniforms. UNIFORMED MAN is carrying a rifle with 
telescopic sight & is accompanied by a… 

PRIEST 
He is mechanically & unsympathetically 
muttering something from an open Bible.  

CONSIGLIERE, UNIFORMED MAN & PRIEST have identical symbols or 
badges, either on their chests or epaulettes. 

This unshaven, scruffy PRIEST is different to sequence 27 PRIEST, 
who is now standing in the background with the other DINERS, 
undoing his dog collar, helping CRIPPLED BUT BRAVE & SMILING 
DAUGHTER remove her neck brace and plaster casts. Sequence 29 
PRIEST is a real one. 

The DINERS are busy waiting round: removing glasses, hats & false 
moustaches & wigs etc., undoing shirt collars & ties, chatting and 
lighting up. 

Everybody who had been given photos, banknotes or cheques tears 
them up scornfully and throw them at OUR MAN. 

30. Int. Restaurant. Wrapping up 

Pan out further: We notice various men and women in normal 
clothes, who mill around collecting ties, jackets, bits and bobs 
from the tables etc. A girl, ENVELOPE GIRL, comes into view, 
carrying a load of brown envelopes and a clipboard. 

ENVELOPE GIRL 
She is constantly stopping, telling each 
person who flags her down to sign her 
clipboard before she can give them a brown 
envelope. 

DELEGATION MEMBER  
He is pleased to see ENVELOPE GIRL. He 



hurries to her, beckoning her over. 

DELEGATION MEMBERS 
The other DELEGATION members rush up to 
ENVELOPE GIRL. They fight one another to be 
the first to sign for their envelope. 

MUSICIANS  
They make the most of the DELEGATION's spat 
to sneak in and be the first to get their 
envelopes from ENVELOPE GIRL. 

EXUBERANT WOMAN 
She rises with her EXUBERANT FRIEND from 
under the table. She grabs the second 
bottle of precious wine, takes a swig, 
gargles and spits it over OUR MAN's slumped 
body. 

EXUBERANT FRIEND 
She takes the bottle and does likewise, 
with a look of total disgust on her face. 
She then notices ENVELOPE GIRL & smilingly 
calls her over.  

EXUBERANT WOMAN & EXUBERANT FRIEND 
They tear up their cheques and throw them 
at OUR MAN. 

This is the last time anybody pays any attention to OUR MAN. 

Cut to: 

31. Int. Restaurant. OUR MAN's slumped body 

Close-up of the torn pieces of banknotes and cheques. They must 
have been personalised: some of the pieces have OUR MAN's photo on 
them. 

Back to: 

32. Int. Restaurant. Wrapping up further 

OTHER PEOPLE WITH WALKIE-TALKIES 
They come into shot, some carrying large 
bags and boxes, which they fill, retrieving 
props & items of clothing, clearing tables. 

SPARKS 
They turn off lights we hadn't noticed 
before, dismounting bounceboards, rolling 
up cables, etc. 

BOOM OPERATOR 
She turns off a tacky-looking reel-to-reel 
tape player & hey presto… 



…no more palm court music! I don't know whether you had noticed, 
but when the musicians stopped 'playing' some time ago -to go off 
in pursuit of ENVELOPE GIRL- the music didn't stop. 

POLICEWOMAN  
She approaches OUR MAN's table and stands 
by his body, without looking at him or 
acknowledging his existence in any way. 
With her walkie-talkie, she guides two men 
carrying a large black bag through the 
crowd towards the table. 

UNIFORMED MAN 
He holds up 2 matches. 

CONSIGLIERE 
He picks one first. 

UNIFORMED MAN 
He looks at his match. It's longer. 

CONSIGLIERE 
He sighs. 

UNIFORMED MAN 
He sneers and rubs his hands. 

33. Int./Ext. Evening Restaurant/Outside 

Pan out further: We see that the camera managed to hide from us 
the fact that this restaurant wasn't a restaurant at all. 

The camera slowly reveals partitions forming the walls of the 
restaurant. We must have been looking all the while at a 
restaurant set constructed inside a large building. 

The camera leaves that building behind and we follow CONSIGLIERE & 
UNIFORMED MAN as they walk off to our right, leaving everybody 
else to the jobs of clearing up and waiting to get paid. We see 
long, low huts with barred windows, metal fences topped with 
barbed wire. Searchlights scour the darkness. Uniformed men patrol 
with vicious dogs on leads.  

34. Ext. Evening. Huts/Football ground  

We start to hear the unmistakeable noises of a crowd, though we 
can't make out anything they shout or chant. 

After the huts, the camera takes us inside another building, past 
more partitions. The crowd noises get nearer. This time, will we 
accept whatever we see to be what it appears, or have we learnt to 
be more sceptical? Will we be expecting it to be another set? 

The camera stops when CONSIGLIERE & UNIFORMED MAN stop, near a 
football field. 

35. Ext. Evening. Football ground  

A FOOTBALL PLAYER is on the touchline with his back to the camera. 



We can see the number 10 on his shirt, but we can't make out the 
name on the back; COACH's arm around FOOTBALL PLAYER's shoulder is 
covering it.  

FOOTBALL PLAYER 
He is nodding, taking instructions from the 
coach.  

Pan up: The stadium scoreboard shows that the match is almost 
over.  

CRAZED COMMENTATOR (OFF) 
A voice is bellowing from a nearby tannoy. 
We can't make out his words, but he must be 
talking about this player. 

CRAZED COMMENTATOR (OFF) will continue till the end. 

Pan down: FOOTBALL PLAYER and COACH, still on the touchline. 

FOOTBALL PLAYER 
He nods to COACH's last instructions & runs 
onto the pitch, shaking hands with ANOTHER 
PLAYER, who runs off. 

Just then, CONSIGLIERE & UNIFORMED MAN come along the touchline 
as… 

FANS (OFF) 
…the crown cheer the appearance of FOOTBALL 
PLAYER.  

CONSIGLIERE & UNIFORMED MAN 
They nod to COACH & ANOTHER PLAYER. 

COACH & ANOTHER PLAYER 
They nod back and retreat a little. 

COACH 
He looks relieved that CONSIGLIERE & 
UNIFORMED MAN are here. He was expecting 
them. He's done his duty. He notices 
ENVELOPE GIRL, who is approaching the 
touchline with two assistants, pushing 
supermarket trolleys full of brown 
envelopes. He gestures to her. 

ENVELOPE GIRL 
She shakes her head at him, pointing at her 
watch, her wagging finger reminding him he 
has to wait till the appointed time, like 
everybody else. 

CONSIGLIERE  
He looks at his watch, pissed off. He 
yawns, looks at his fingernails and gives 
the inside of his itchy ear a good old 



seeing-to with his little finger. 

We hear a roar. Someone has scored a goal. From our position on 
the touchline we don't see any goal action, but the few ecstatic 
players who are in sight rush out of view to congratulate the goal 
scorer. 

The attitude of COACH & ANOTHER PLAYER, by contrast, is one of 
boredom and impatience, reminding us of the DINERS' 
jobber/journeymen stance in sequences 29-30. 

The tannoy voice goes ballistic. Then the fans start chanting. 

FANS (OFF) 
O'Le-e-e-a-a-ary, O'Le-e-e-a-a-ary. 

UNIFORMED MAN 
He raises his rifle a bit, examines the 
floor through the sight, raises the rifle 
and aims at the tannoy, casually 
calibrating the sight while humming music 
from the restaurant. He also makes 
childish, pretend-shooting "bang" noises as 
he moves his rifle, aiming at different 
things. 

36. Ext. Evening. Football ground. The siren 

CONSIGLIERE  
He looks at his watch again, nods to 
himself, then looks back at the pitch. 

SIREN (OFF) 
A siren goes off.  

UNIFORMED MAN 
He stops humming. His demeanour changes to 
one of cold efficiency. He quickly swings 
his rifle down and coldly aim at somebody 
on the pitch. We see his finger on the 
trigger as it starts to move. 

BLACKOUT 


