
INT. DRIVING CAR - 4:40AM

ENVIRONMENTAL SHOT: THE SUN BEGINS TO POKE OVER THE HORIZON. 
THE GOLDEN HUE OF SUNRISE BURSTING BETWEEN TREES.

Jenny's phone rings. She stares at the screen, clearly not 
wanting to answer.

<ANSWERS> Places the phone to her ear. Callum pours his 
hurtful lies into her ear. 

MARTIN ROSE
(whispering)

That him?

Jenny nods meekly.

We witness her inner journey:

from hope... 

JENNY ROSE
(on phone)

So where are you?

To anger...

JENNY ROSE (CONT'D)
(listlessly into phone)

Please stop lying to me, baby.

To sucker punched...

SHE HITS THE SPEAKER BUTTON, angling the phone towards Dad.

CALLUM ON PHONE
(wasted/defiant)

She's just a fucking mate, Jen. 

WE HEAR feminine giggling and a woman's voice in the BG.

CALLUM ON PHONE (CONT'D)
So don't leap in with your green 
eyed monster shit. 

Silence over both sides of the phone.

CALLUM ON PHONE (CONT'D)
Fuck, babe. It's the middle of the 
night and I'm still getting it. I 
don't know what you want me to say.

Martin grabs the phone.
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MARTIN ROSE
BE THERE FOR HER, YOU FUCKING 
PRICK.

Jenny pulls the phone back.

We hear the woman whispering and giggling.

CALLUM ON PHONE
(intimidating)

He don't get to talk to me like 
that, Jen. Sort your head out.

MARTIN ROSE
I'LL SORT YOUR FUCKING HEAD OUT 
WITH A CHISEL AND A LUMP OF FOUR BY 
TWO... YOU SCRAGGLY LITTLE CUNT. 

JENNY ROSE
(meekly)

Dad. Please. I'm trying. Please, 
Callum. I need you.

MARTIN ROSE
Don't fucking apologise to him.

Martin grabs the phone back.

MARTIN ROSE (CONT'D)
Should be ashamed of yourself. 

Jenny grabs the phone back.

CALLUM ON PHONE
(mocking)

Jen... the caveman's still talking. 
Make it stop.

(laughs)
Pot. Kettle. And all that.

(pause)
It's not good for the bairn. All 
this. And you... Should be careful 

(beat)
old timer. You'll give yourself an 
aneurism. 

More subdued giggling.

MARTIN ROSE
You fucking leech.
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CALLUM ON PHONE
And you, my little piss riddled 
drunkard are nothing more than a 
cock womble!

(winding up the debate)
But Jen... we're golden, right. Old 
Billy big bollocks there. The 
drunk. He's on it. 

(pause)
So... we good? Couple of Yagers, 
snifter or two... and I'll be back 
to wet the baby's head in the...

Jenny clicks off the phone.

...To self pity... and gut punched sadness as a single tear 
rolls down her face.

JENNY ROSE
(broken/meekly)

Bye.
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