
INT. PATSY’S SHOEBOX APARTMENT - NIGHT 

 

PATSY sits pensively on a ratty couch, elbows on her knees and hands 

clasped together. She sits in silence, her eyes fixed to the wall across 

from her. A burner phone is on the coffee table in front of her. The city 

is quiet save for a lone car now and again. 

 

The phone rings violently in the silence, and she picks it up, answers and 

places it to her ear. 

 

A voice warbles on the other end of the line, then cuts out. PATSY lowers 

the phone, rises pensively and pockets it. She walks to the front door and 

exits the apartment room, shutting the door behind her. 

 

CUT TO: 

 

EXT. ABANDONED BUILDING - NIGHT 

 

PATSY and HENCHMAN DAMO, NICKY and BOYD are sitting in a dusty old grey van 

outside an abandoned looking building. The HENCHMEN are organising their 

various firearms, and PATTIE sculls sports drink from a bottle. 

 

DAMO squiggles his comms unit into his ear. He is weathered from working 

these gigs, and has lost patience for any faffing around. 

 

DAMO 

NICKY, check in. You keep us monitored over’ead. You, stick ahead. Keep 

your ‘ead down. I hit you, your problem. 

 

NICKY (into radio comms unit) 

Check, standing by. 

 

PATSY coughs on her drink a little and wipes her mouth. She fiddles with 

her comms unit for a moment before putting the sports drink away under her 

seat, replacing it with a thick black ski neckwarmer. 

 

PATSY 

Check. Standing by. I’m set. 

 

PATTIE pulls the neckwarmer over her head. 

 

INT. ABANDONED BUILDING - NIGHT 

 

BOY 1 and 2, in their late teens, stand in the middle of the room. They 

fidget and shuffle their feet. Occasionally, they look out the broken 

windows of the building at the moonlight. 

 

At the other end of the room, a door weakly creaks open. The silhouettes of 

DAMO and PATSY stalk into the room. As the light hits them in the center of 



the room and they stop, DAMO comfortable rests his hands in his jacket 

pockets. 

 

PATSY’s nose and mouth are concealed by her neckwarmer. She stares at the 

boys coldly, a predatory gaze. The boys shuffle towards each other a little 

bit, their eyes flicking from DAMO to PATSY. 

 

DAMO 

Thanks for coming, fellas. Now, let’s get done with this cos I gotta get 

back to the missus before she sees I’m out late again. 

 

The boys stand transfixed for moment. BOY 1 slowly steps forward, his gaze 

stuck on PATSY. She stares unblinkingly back. JEM reaches into his pocket, 

and pulls out his fist. He stretches his arm out to DAMO. 

 

DAMO steps forward abruptly to BOY 1, closing his hand around his fist. He 

moves close until his and BOY 1’s noses are centimeters apart. BOY 1’s eyes 

widen and he freezes over. 

 

DAMO (hushed) 

Little more discretion next time mate. 

 

He releases BOY 1, who stumbles back into his friend. DAMO watches them as 

he uses both hands to unfold the piece of paper BOY 1 gave him, and looks 

at its contents. He sighs loudly, and rubs the bridge of his nose. 

 

DAMO (looking up from rubbing his nose) 

Now, mate. You’re wasting my time. 

 

BOY 1 

We’re not! It’s all there! 

 

DAMO 

This? Useless. Old news. You come to me, you better have something worth my 

bloody time. I’m not impressed. 

 

BOY 2 (hushed to BOY 1 over his shoulder) 

Should just go ahead… 

 

BOY 1 

Shush! 

 

DAMO 

Whats that then? You heard that right? 

 

DAMO motions to PATTIE. PATTIE inclines her head, eyes fixed on the boys. 

She shifts her feet into a stance like she will run at them at a moment’s 

notice. 

 



The boys confer, hissing at eachother with wide eyes. BOY 2’s gaze keeps 

flicking to PATTIE. She focuses her gaze on him, then flicks her line of 

sight to DAMO. He looks over to her briefly, but just long enough to tilt 

his head. Affirmative. 

 

NICKY (over comms) 

He gonna rabbit? 

 

DAMO 

Can’t outrun us mate. May as well give the rest over. 

 

BOY 1 

We don’t know anything else! 

 

 

Pause 

 

DAMO (flatly, blunt) 

Ankle. 

 

PATTIE sucks in breath sharply through her nose, and swipes a hand through 

the air like swatting a fly.  

 

There is a loud crack, and BOY 1 screams and falls to the ground. His foot 

bends at an awkward, unnatural angle. 

 

BOY 2 flails back, scrabbling to get away from PATTIE. He doesn’t watch 

where he is going and runs into the wall. 

 

PATTIE holds her hands up as though in a fighting stance, and stalks over 

BOY 2 with minute, slow paces. DAMO squats down next to BOY 1 and grips the 

front of the boy’s jacket. He looks at BOY 2, who is frozen but poised to 

sprint away. 

 

DAMO 

Now, mate, you tell us the rest here, otherwise it’s gonna be more than a 

little snapped ankle that’s gonna bother you both. 

 

 


