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FADE | N:

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - MORNI NG

The POSTMAN t akes a package fromthe back of his van, wal ks
up the pock holed drive and rings the bell of the weather
worn bl ue door.

The Postman is young, |ate teens, acne scars still evident -
but not fresh, uniformtoo starched and new, his first
proper job, first nonth or two, naybe.

A few nonents | ater he rings again.

He gl ances to the side wi ndow, no signs of life.

He raises his hand, about to ring for a third tine, when the
door cracks open a hair’s breadth.

POSTMVAN
Package nate.

The door cracks open further.

ROY, 80s and superficially frail, all liver spots and
shavi ng ni cks, peeks through the gap.
ROY
| D?
POSTMVAN
M Green, | deliver your post every

day, do we need to go through this
ri gmarol e agai n?

ROY
Yes, we do. ID, please, young man.

Post man si ghs and rummages in his pocket.

He hol ds up his | D badge.

POSTMAN
kay now?

ROY
Cl oser, please... can't see very
wel | .

Post man shoves his ID forward a few i nches.

Roy retreats from peeking for a nonent.



CHAI N RATTLES.

Door opens fully.

Roy is in old fashioned pin-striped pyjamas and a dog eared
tartan dressing gown. On his head is perched a noth eaten
mlitary beret. A couple of carefully polished nedals adorn
the [ apel of his gown.

He waves his wal king stick at the box.

ROY
VWhat is it?

POSTMAN
Dunno M Green, but you need to
sign for it.
The postman hol ds out the bul ky package.

Roy grabs it suspiciously as the postman retrieves his
di gital signature scanner.

POSTNVAN
Just there, please M G een.

He i ndicates where to sign with his finger.

Roy hooks his wal king stick over his armand takes the
stylus in arthritic hands.

Very deliberately, he scribbles a big X on the screen.

POSTMAN
Jeez.

Roy shuffles, turns, to shut the door.

POSTVAN
Have a nice day M G een.

ROY
Hunph.

The door slans shut.

Postman smles ruefully and retreats to his van.



| NT. HALLWAY - MORNI NG
Roy | ocks the door, smles, puts the chain back on.

He turns the package over in his hands, feeling the weight
and shaking it slightly.

He noves his wal king stick back into his hand, maneuvers the
box under his arm and heads through to the kitchen.

I NT. KITCHEN - MORNI NG

Roy sets the package down on the table and anbles over to
one of the kitchen drawers.

He rummages for a nonent, returning with a small knife.

He places his stick over the back of one of the chairs,
sizes up the box and noves in.

Wth a few surprisingly deft flicks of the knife, the
package i s open.

ROY
VWhat's all this then?

The external wapping is off, revealing a brightly col oured
box.

"1 Robot - your robot vacuum cl eaner.’ Reads the | abel.

Taped to the box is a snmaller envelope, 'Dad’, handwitten
on it.

Roy pulls it free and opens it.

Reads.

"Dad, thought this would help a bit round the house. It’s
fully charged - just put it on the floor and switch it on.
Il be round later to see how you two are getting on.
Love Wendy.’

Roy drops the note back on the table.

ROY
Bah, bl oody rubbi sh.

Roy retrieves his stick, sweeps it over table and connects
solidly with the boxed vacuum



ROY
Good ri ddance.

He wanders slowy, unsteadily, out of the kitchen.

After a few nonents the sound of god-awful daytinme TV
pervades the house.

Alow WH R cones fromthe box, followed by a slightly | ouder
TI CK.

I NT. KITCHEN - NI GHT
Roy FLICKS on the |ight.
The box is sem -open, inpact damage fromthe fall

He noves to the kettle, fills it at the tap and switches it
on.

He turns to exam ne the mangl ed box as he waits for the
kettl e.

He flicks the box top off with his wal king stick.

The IROBOT is circular, new and shiny, mnimalist design,
| arge power button on it’s top.

ROY
Ugly thing, ain't ya.

In the background, steamrises and the kettle switches off.

Roy doesn’t notice as he bends and flips the i Robot over to
| ook at the underneath, all wheels and brushes.

ROY
(distractedly)
Bl oody, woodl ouse.

Roy gl ances at the Quick Start guide, a cursory gl ance -
mal e gl ance, no nore.

Roy slowy places the unit on the floor and prods the power
button with his wal ki ng stick.

Not hi ng.
He prods with his stick again, harder this tinmne.

Not hi ng.



ROY
Bugger .

Roy pulls back for one final assault on the power button.

| ROBOT
Whir, click.

Small |ights fade up, the i Robot spins in acircle, a | ow
WH RRI NG HUM acconpanyi ng the novenent.

Roy steps back in surprise, teetering unsteadily before
remenbering to use his stick

i Robot noves off, hits the skirting board, turns and edges
along it. Moves away agai n and heads towards the doorway.

Turn, advance.
Turn, advance, turn, turn.
Scanni ng the room understanding it’s environment...

ROY
Hhrmm cut e.

| ROBOT
VWir. dick.

i Robot advances towards Roy, brushes his slipper and diverts
of f under the table.

ROY
Hey!

Roy noves forward carefully, peers under the table.
i Robot isn't visible.

i Robot appears from hi gher up, al nost behind Roy, beelines
strai ght for him again.

Roy is caught unaware as i Robot bunps into his ankle.

ROY
Arrghh.

Roy | urches forward, overbal anci ng, nmomentum grow ng.
The table neets his grasping hands, he steadi es hinself.

The abrupt stop forces one of Roy’'s nedals to drop to the
floor.



| ROBOT
VWhir, click.

i Robot scuttles over the fallen nedal, sucks it in.

The medal clicks around it’s underneath for a nmonment,
tasting it, then i Robot spits the medal out, tarnished and
bent .

ROY
Bast ar d.

| ROBOT
(1 ouder)
dick, whir.

i Robot noves off, turns with a jerk and di sappears round the
si de of the cooker.

Roy stares after it, visibly shaken.
He bends carefully to retrieve the nedal.

A sinister SCUTTLI NG enmanates from behind the cooker, a rat
in arnour, machinating.

i Robot pokes his head out, pauses, turns to glance at Roy,
noves back and scuttles sonme nore.

Roy gl ances at the kitchen door, the table that separates
himfroman open run and then back at the cooker.

| ROBOT O S.
Scuttle. Wir. dick.

Roy edges forward.

i Robot inches out from behind the cooker.

Roy edges back

i Robot di sappears from vi ew.

Roy scans the kitchen again, desperate.

He edges round the table the other way, quiet as a nouse.

He’' s hal fway round the table when i Robot appears and feigns
cl eaning the skirting again.

The subterfuge is dropped when it darts under the table,
hi ding from Roy’s view.



Sl o-nmo pinball sounds drift up, as the cleaner tries and
fails to negotiate the tangle of table and chair | egs.

ROY
Ha, that’s got you.

| ROBOT
Cick. dick. dick

Roy edges cl oser to the door, hallway beckoni ng.

| ROBOT
VWhir..

i Robot energes, inches away from Roy, spinning in a daze.

Roy senses his chance, seizes it as he brings his stick
heavily down on the i Robot power button.

Not hi ng.
Roy goes again, harder, effort etched on his face.
i Robot reacts, annoyed, VWH R al nost a BUZZ.

Roy senses his chance di sappearing and takes a final |unge
forward with his stick.

Overstretched, Roy plunges down.
Si mnul t aneously i Robot noves forward, targeting Roy' s feet.

For a nonent i Robot is stopped, skewered by the wal king
stick... but nomentum takes Roy forward, toppling.

i Robot skitters against the pressure, spins as the pressure
eases, gains traction.

Shoot s backwards to be | ost fromview as Roy crashes down on
top of the fleeing insect.

ROY
(screans in pain)

Arrrghh!

| ROBOT O S.
(sound f ades)

VWhir... whir... cli...

Roy groans, dazed.



i Robot is quiet, snothered by the geriatric westler’s body
sl am

CLI CK.

ROY
No. .

It isn’t the vengeful vacuum nmaki ng the noi se.

The key finishes turning in the |ock, and front door creaks
open.

VENDY O. S.
Dad?

ROY
I n here.

Wendy bustles into the room 50s, harried | ooking, but with
a warmsmle that fades when she sees Roy on the fl oor.

VENDY
Bl oody hel |, Dad.

Wendy rushes forward.

ROY
Hel p nme up.

Vendy helps himto his feet, retrieving his stick on the way
up.

Upright, stick in hand, Roy |ooks down at the i Robot.

He pokes the w eckage.

ROY
That’ Il learn ya.
VENDY
You okay, Dad, what the hel
happened?
ROY
Fine, fine, stop fussing.
VENDY
And?
ROY

And, that nechanical rat of yours
went for me.



VEENDY
(exasper at ed)
Daaad. . .
ROY
D d too.

Wendy | ooks at her Dad, |ove and sorrow play on her face in
equal neasure.

VENDY
kay, well let’s get you to your
arnchair and 1’11 clean up.
Roy harrunphs but holds his hand out to her.

The pair nmove slowy, out of the kitchen, disappear down the
hal | way.

Beat .
An al nost i naudi ble WHI R escapes i Robot.
It’s power light flickers, blinks.
On.
FADE OUT:
THE END



