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THE DEPENDENT CLAUSE

by Lisa Jane Walden

SUPERTITLE: LONDON, EARLY NOVEMBER 1976

1 INT. JOEY’S APARTMENT, LOUNGE ROOM – DAY

The lounge room is bare and dark. Heavy black curtains have been pulled  across the windows, blocking out the sunlight from outside. VELVET, a thin woman in her twenties with long blonde hair, sits in the middle of the floor, surrounded by boxes and papers. She’s wearing pyjamas and her hair is pulled back in a loose ponytail. A box of tissues sit next to her as she shuffles quietly amongst a stack of papers. There’s a knock on the front door, adjacent to the lounge room.

VELVET

No one’s home, come back later.

MARC (V/O)

Velvet, it’s me. Let me in, okay?

Velvet continues to ruffle through the papers, not making an attempt to get up.

VELVET

Go away and don’t come back later then.

MARC (V/O)

Look, I’m sorry, all right? Come on, let’s talk.

Velvet stands up and walks to the door, opening it. MARC, a thin man in his twenties, stands in the doorway.

VELVET

I don’t want to talk to you. Even if I did, there’s nothing to talk about. You’re damn lucky I’m not calling the cops right now.

MARC

Velvet, you know I didn’t do anything. You know I wouldn’t hurt you.

VELVET

You’d hurt Joey. And you have. And where the hell is he now, Marc? He’s in a grave, many years too early because of an overdose that was caused by what you gave him. 

MARC

It’s not my goddamned problem he was too stupid for his own good. Not to mention how much he’s cost me by stealing. I told you to leave him and come with me.

VELVET

Oh, yeah, good one. Like life was going to be any better with the supplier, huh?

Velvet shuts the door, but Marc puts his foot in the doorway.

MARC

Quit avoiding me, Velvet.

Velvet opens the door again.

VELVET

How can you say that? You didn’t show up when I needed you, you haven’t been around for the past week! Where the fuck have you been?

MARC

I’ve been out!… Come on, let me in.

Velvet steps away from the door, sitting back down in front of the papers. Marc walks in, shutting the door behind him. He puts his hands in his jean pockets, staring around the room.

Rather dark in here, isn’t it?

VELVET

I like the dark.

MARC

You’ve never liked the dark.

VELVET

You wouldn’t know what I like so shut the hell up.

Marc pauses for a moment, then walks over to Velvet and crouches down next to her.

MARC

What are you doing?

VELVET

Shifting through Joey’s things so don’t bloody well touch.

Marc raises his hands in surrender.

MARC

I wasn’t about to.

There’s quiet for a moment. All that’s heard is the rustling of papers. Marc clears his throat, uncomfortable.

So… when you moving out?

Velvet looks up sharply at Marc.

VELVET

What do you mean, when am I moving out?

MARC

Well… I thought… that with Joey gone… you’ll be moving out… you know, to your parents’…

Velvet laughs bitterly.

VELVET

You know my parents don’t want me back. Besides, the apartment’s mine now. I’m not moving out.

There’s another moment of quiet.

And I’m not moving in with you.

MARC

I never asked you to.

VELVET

You were going to, though. You never did like me living here, living with Joey. I know you didn’t, so don’t say otherwise. I can live here by myself now. 

Marc picks up one of the papers, slowly unceasing it in his hands.

MARC

I’m sorry.

VELVET

Don’t touch Joey’s fucking stuff! You don’t even know what you’re sorry for.

Marc drops the paper.

MARC

I know I’m sorry for what’s happened.

VELVET

You said yourself it’s Joey’s fault. Don’t say what you think I want to hear.

MARC

What do you want to hear?

Velvet stands, walks to the door and opens it. She looks back at Marc.

VELVET

I want to hear that you’re leaving, and that you’re never coming back. That you’ll never see me again.

MARC

You can’t be serious.

VELVET

Since when do I fucking joke around? Piss off.

Marc gets to her feet, staring at her.

MARC

Velvet, if I leave, you might never see me again.

VELVET

I know, that’s the whole damn point. Piss off.

Marc walks to Velvet and holds her hands in his.

MARC

I love you, Velvet. You know that.

VELVET

And I don’t love you. I’ve never loved you. We fucked a couple of times and that was it. You know who I loved.

MARC

You could’ve been with me, Velvet. I could’ve protected you.

VELVET

If I had been with you, I’d have been kidnapped, raped and left for dead in the alleyway within three days by one of your customers. I needed a man, not a boy. A man that could protect me and that could give me a roof to live under and that I could depend on. And now someone who loves me has taken what matters most to me away. Ironic, isn’t it?

There’s a moment of silence, before Marc slams his hand against the wall in anger, making Velvet jump.

MARC

Fuck, Velvet! For the past eight months I have tried to be there for you, no matter how much I hate that fucking bastard. I can’t do it anymore! There’s no getting through to you.

VELVET

You don’t need to do it anymore. Piss off.

Marc walks out the open door and turns on his heel on the doorstep. They stare at each for a moment.

MARC

Well, is this it, then?

VELVET

The wedding would have killed you.

Velvet slowly shuts the door on Marc’s astonished face, and locks it.

FADE OUT

SUPERTITLE: LATE OCTOBER, 1976

FADE IN

2 EXT. BACKSTREET – NIGHT

Velvet walks along the dark street quickly. The street is lit by street lamps, with DRUNKEN MEN lying on stairwells and PROSTITUTES standing under the lights. She pulls her jacket around herself and stops suddenly, staring ahead.

VELVET

Joey?

On the edge of a small flight of stairs leading to an apartment building sits JOEY, in his mid forties, handsome, tall and thin. He wears faded jeans, a black jacket and an electric guitar is slung across his back. Velvet keeps walking and stops again at the foot of the stairs. Joey smiles and flicks his cigarette lightly.

JOEY

Hey, Vel.

VELVET

What are you doing out here?

JOEY

I forgot my keys.

VELVET

How long have you been waiting? 

Joey shrugs.

JOEY

An hour? I don’t know… maybe two…

VELVET

And not another soul walked in or out in that entire time?

JOEY

Do rats count?

Velvet stands on the lowest step.

VELVET

You told me you were going to cut back.

They both look down at the cigarette in Joey’s hand.

JOEY

I am. This is the thirty-fifth one today.

Joey sighs.

Here.

Joey offers the still-lit cigarette to Velvet, who takes it and slips it between her lips. Joey stands as Velvet unlocks the front door and they walk inside the darkened building, closing the door behind them.

3 CONT INT. JOEY’S APARTMENT, LOUNGE ROOM – NIGHT

The front door opens and Joey and Velvet walk in, Joey shutting the door behind him. The lounge room is empty except for a few pieces of furniture, and closed doors lead to other rooms. The room is dark, but the curtains are open and the light from the streetlamps light up the room. Joey walks across the room and drops his guitar on one of the chairs. A large packet of cocaine lies on the coffee table. Velvet sees it and walks over to it, staring down.

VELVET

Joey, what’s this?

Joey wiggles out of his jacket and tosses it over the back of the chair, his back to Velvet.

JOEY

What’s what?

Joey turns around and sees Velvet staring down at the cocaine. He sighs and runs his hand through his hair.

Oh, that… well, you know what it is.

VELVET

I know what it is. I want to know how you got it.

Joey walks to Velvet and picks up the cocaine, then kisses the top of her head.

JOEY

Don’t worry your pretty head. 

Velvet pulls away from him in annoyance.

VELVET

How did you get it?

JOEY

What does it matter?

VELVET

It matters to me. That’s more than what you’d usually get. 

Joey tosses the cocaine on the table, then takes a step towards Velvet.

JOEY

Velvet, don’t get upset. Just because I got a heap in one go doesn’t mean I’m gonna use it all in one go. I got more than usual so I don’t have to spend money in lots of smaller amounts, all right?

VELVET

You’re avoiding the question.

JOEY

It doesn’t need to be answered.

Joey kisses Velvet, then walks off into the kitchen. Velvet sighs, then walks across the room, closing the heavy curtains and sending the room into darkness.

DISSOLVE

4 INT. – JOEY’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM – NIGHT

The bedroom is dark but bathed in an orange glow, due to the street lights coming through the closed, thing, orange curtains. There’s a figure in the bed, and we see that it is Velvet, asleep. The door is shut but there’s a thin strip of light under it, and a digital clock reads 2:34am in glowing digits. Velvet’s arm drifts over the empty side of the bed, and she opens her eyes to find Joey not there. She sits up and stares at the door.

VELVET

Joey?

There’s no response.

Joey, are you okay? Are you coming to bed?

There’s still quiet. All that can be heard is a cough and snort beyond the door, as well as a car and high pitched laughter from outside.

JOEY (V/O)

Don’t worry, Velvet; go back to sleep. I’ll be there in a little while.

Velvet waits for a moment, then lies back down and drifts off to sleep. There’s quiet for several long seconds, before a heavy thump is heard from beyond the door.

FADE OUT

SUPERTITLE: SEPTEMBER 1976

FADE IN

5 INT/EXT. – CAFÉ – DAY

From inside a warm, lively café, Velvet is seen beyond the windows walking briskly down the sidewalk. She wears boots, pants and a winter jacket. The sun is out, but outside is wet due to an obviously previous shower. Velvet walks to the café door and pushes it open.

6 CONT INT – CAFÉ – DAY

Velvet walks in and shuts the door. The air is filled with glam rock music playing softly and the chatter of other DINERS. HENRY, the manager, comes over to greet Velvet with a smile.

HENRY

Hey, Velvet!

Velvet smiles warmly, and they hug.

VELVET

Hi, Henry.

HENRY

I haven’t got you rostered down for a shift today…

VELVET

Yeah, I know, I’m meeting Marc here.

Velvet points to an empty corner table.

Is that table free?

HENRY

Yeah. Take it. You want me to bring you over a coffee or something?

VELVET

That’ll be great.

Henry walks away and Velvet goes over to the table. She takes off her jacket and places it carefully over the chair, before sitting down and fiddling with a napkin. After a few moments, Marc, dressed in jeans and t-shirt, comes over.

MARC

Hi, Vel.

VELVET

Hi, Marc.

Marc leans in to kiss Velvet’s cheek, but she turns her face away. Marc sits, but before either say anything, Henry comes over smiling with the coffee. He sets it down in front of Velvet.

 HENRY

Here you go.

VELVET

Thanks.

HENRY

Tell Joey I say hello.

VELVET

Sure.

MARC

Could I get a lemonade?

Henry’s smile disappears as he looks at Marc.

HENRY

Right.

Henry leaves. Velvet looks at Marc.

VELVET

Thanks for meeting me here. I know this is usually your night-time.

MARC

Anything for you, Vel.

VELVET

Yeah, well… I need a favour from you.

MARC

What sort of favour?

Pause.

VELVET

In few words, I’d like you to stop selling coke to Joey.

Henry returns, dumps the lemonade in front of Marc, and leaves.

MARC

I see. Does Joey know about this?

VELVET

No. He doesn’t know I’m talking to you or that I’m here. He’s asleep; I told him I was running errands.

MARC

So I’m an errand now.

VELVET

No, you’re not. You know how it is.

Pause.

MARC

So, why, Velvet?

VELVET

I’m worried for him. He’s been taking more than ever now and when he really zones out he’s convinced about the devil and Satan. Plus you’re getting bloody expensive.

MARC

But I’ve got the good quality shit.

VELVET

Your saying that about cocaine does not fill me with confidence.

Pause.

MARC

I don’t know, Velvet.

VELVET

What’s more important? The money or his health?

Marc’s silent. Velvet stares at him.

Fucking hell, Marc! It’s not like Joey’s your only customer!

MARC

You want him off the coke, don’t you?

VELVET

I want him happy. I just don’t want him to take too much.

MARC

As well as stop his orgies and Satanic visions.

VELVET

Shut the hell up!

MARC

You can’t change the man, you know. You’ve heard what Kathleen tried to do, and look where they are now. What makes you think he’ll go off the coke for you?

VELVET

Are you going to fucking stop selling him coke or aren’t you?

Marc stares at Velvet for a few moments grudgingly, then sighs.

MARC

Fine. Only cause you want me to, though.

VELVET

I knew you would.

Velvet swallows the last of the coffee, then digs around in her coat pocket and throws some change down on the table. She stands, throwing on the coat.

Pay Henry with that, will you?

Velvet walks away from the table, out the café door and out of sight. Marc stares after her for a few moment, then scowls and hits the bottom of Velvet’s chair with his foot. The chair falls over.

DISSOLVE

7 INT. – JOEY’S APARTMENT, LOUNGE – DAY

The apartment is lit up by sunshine. Joey, dressed casually in a long-sleeved shirt and jeans, is tidying the lounge, glam rock is playing on a radio. On the coffee table lies a straw and a piece of cocaine-coated paper. He picks it up and walks through an archway into the kitchen.

8 CONT INT. – JOEY’S APARTMENT, KITCHEN – DAY

Joey walks into a small but neat kitchen. He presses down with his foot the lever on the rubbish bin, and watches as the lid springs up. He drops the paper and straw into the bin and leaves back through the archway. 

9 CONT INT. – JOEY’S APARTMENT, LOUNGE – DAY

Joey walks back into the lounge and strolls to the window looking down over the backstreet, looking out casually. Then something below catches his eye and he looks down.

10 CONT INT/EXT. – BACKSTREET – DAY

Marc, who has caught Joey’s eye, is standing on the footpath in front of the stairs leading towards the apartment building. Outside is still sunny, but wet. Marc’s hands are deep in his jeans pockets, and his face is a mix of nervousness and annoyance. Suddenly he looks up at the window at Joey.

11 CONT EXT. – BACKSTREET – DAY

Marc watches as Joey opens a window and leans out, staring down at him.

MARC

Hello up there!

JOEY

What the hell do you want?

MARC

Lovely day, isn’t it?

JOEY

Cut the crap. What the hell do you want?

MARC

Is Velvet around?

JOEY

No, she’s gone out to do errands, or something. I was half-asleep when she told me. Been gone for a couple of hours. I’ll tell her you were looking for her.

Joey makes to close the window.

MARC

Wait! It’s you I want to speak to.

Joey leans out again, his face suspicious.

JOEY

What about?

MARC

Nothing in particular. Just a friendly chat, man-to-man, you know.

JOEY

That’s bullshit if I’ve ever heard it. How stupid do you think I am, letting you in my apartment without Velvet around? You’ve probably got a gun hidden on your body somewhere and kill me.

Marc pulls off his t-shirt.

MARC

Look, Joey, no gun! I’ll do a strip right here and now so I can prove to you I don’t have one on me.

Marc begins to unbuckle his jeans. Joey closes his eyes.

JOEY

Don’t, Marc. Spare the world that nightmare.

Joey opens his eyes as Marc buckles his jeans and pulls his t-shirt back on, glaring.

Oh, get inside. It’s unlocked.

Joey pulls the window shut as Marc walks up the stairs and lets himself inside.

12 INT. – JOEY’S APARTMENT, LOUNGE – DAY

Joey walks away from the open front door of the apartment into the lounge, with Marc following behind. Marc closes the door.

JOEY

I’m not feeding you.

MARC

I wouldn’t expect for someone so unhospitalitable to feed me. 

Marc spots Joey’s guitar lying on a chair, walks over and stares at it.

This the guitar the old man gave you?

JOEY

No, that’s the guitar I found at the bottom of the Thames. Of course it’s the guitar the old man gave me, I only have one. Don’t fucking touch it.

Marc looks at Joey with a raised eyebrow.

MARC

Shesh, chill, man.

Marc sits down on the couch and rests back while Joey turns off the radio and grabs a packet of cigarettes and a lighter off the coffee table. He sticks a cigarette between his lips and lights it. Marc watches.

Does Velvet mind if you smoke inside?

JOEY

Do you see Velvet around?

MARC

No.

JOEY

Right then.

Joey walks to the window and opens it. He leans against the wall, a considerable distance away from Marc. 

What Velvet doesn’t know doesn’t hurt her. Besides, I got the window open, so shove off.

The edge of Marc’s mouth twitches slightly in annoyance. Joey stares at him for a moment, before tapping some of the ash out the window and exhaling hard.

Oh for fuck’s sake! Look, if you’re not here to kill me, what do you want to say?

MARC

Velvet came to talk to me today.

JOEY

Should I call the papers?

Marc glares at him; Joey smirks slightly.

MARC

We talked about coke.

JOEY

Good for you.

MARC

How she wants me to stop selling you the coke.

Joey pauses. He stares at Marc for a moment, his brow furrowing.

JOEY

Why?

Marc stands, annoyed.

MARC

It’s your own goddamned fault! She’s worried sick about you – you, of all people – and is terrified you’ll go along and overdose yourself! When it comes to you and coke, you’re one of the most self-centered, selfish bastards on the face of the earth! Don’t you fucking care about her?

JOEY

Of course I fucking care about her! What did you tell her?

MARC

That I wouldn’t sell it to you, of course. I’ll do what makes her happy. You know I love her.

Joey looks smug.

JOEY

She’s my girlfriend, not yours, remember?

Marc pulls his hands into fists and looks away from Joey. His face is a mixture of anger and upset. 

Oh, you’re still not upset over that small incident… what is it now… five, six months ago? Move on.

MARC

You’re a cradle snatcher.

JOEY

Like I care. Trust me, I have no problem with you. I’m sure Velvet would like it very much if you could get over your apparent little problem with me.

Marc walks to the door and pulls it open.

Hey, where you going? Is our man-to-man chat over already?

Marc looks back at Joey, his face bitter.

MARC

How do you intend on getting coke now?

Joey smiles.

JOEY

Same way I’ve always done. Ta-ta.

Marc leaves, slamming the door behind him.

FADE OUT

SUPERTITLE: August, 1976. London, England.

FADE IN

13 INT. – JOEY’S APARTMENT, LOUNGE – DAY

The lounge is bright and sunny, due to the curtains being open and the warm summer sunshine flooding into the room. Joey sits on the couch, his guitar across his lap, studying a music sheet in front of him on the coffee table in serious thought. A cigarette juts out from the corner of his mouth. As he picks up a pen beside the paper to make a mark, Velvet walks in through the front door, looking very happy and pleased with herself. She walks behind the couch and behind Joey, pulling him back and tugging the cigarette out of his mouth.

VELVET

Hey!

They kiss.

JOEY

You’re looking mighty happy.

VELVET

I’m allowed to be happy.

JOEY

Why’s that?

VELVET

I got a job.

Velvet puts Joey’s cigarette between her lips as he turns around and stares at her. He’s impressed.

I’m a waitress in one of those cafes. And what are you looking so damn impressed about? I can get a job.

JOEY

I didn’t say a word.

There’s a knock on the door. Velvet answers it, to find that it’s Marc. In the background, at the sight of Marc, Joey promptly attempts to become absorbed in his music again, but his eyes are glancing at the pair.

MARC

Hey, Vel –

VELVET

I got a job. I’m a waitress.

MARC

Good on you, Velvet.

Marc hugs her, she doesn’t seem to be all that bothered by the hug. In the background, Joey furiously scratches his pen along the paper. Velvet pushes past Marc.

VELVET

I’ll be back later, Joey.

Joey nods. Velvet leaves, pulling the door shut behind her. Marc stands in the room, staring at Joey, who takes no notice of him. After a moment, Joey puts down the pen.

JOEY

Hello, Marc.

MARC

Hello.

After another moment, Joey looks up at Marc.

JOEY

What is it?

MARC

I bet you’re pleased Velvet has a job.

JOEY

Of course I’m pleased.

MARC

Why?

Joey stands, annoyed. Marc involuntarily steps backwards. 

JOEY

You and your bloody mind games. Now Velvet can make her own money.

MARC

I see. 

Pause.

So, will you let her have the money or are you going to take it?

JOEY

It’s none of your fucking godamned business!

MARC

I care about her.

Joey sneers.

JOEY

I’m sure you have her best interest at heart.

MARC

You’ve fucked it up once with Kathleen.

Joey, in rage, storms towards the door and throws it open, nearly throwing the door off its’ hinges. Marc walks rapidly backwards, away from Joey.

JOEY

If the only fucking reason you come to my apartment is to insult me, piss off!

MARC

You end up being unfaithful to everyone, you know.

There’s a long pause. Joey and Marc look like they’re ready to kill each other. After a few moments, Marc walks out the door, pulling it shut behind him.

14 DISSOLVE EXT. BACKSTREET – NIGHT

Velvet walks along the dark street quickly. The street is lit by street lamps, with drunken men lying on stairwells and prostitutes standing under the lights.

15 CONT EXT. ALLEYWAY – NIGHT

Velvet turns a corner into an alleyway, where Marc waits in the shadows. Velvet comes to a stop in front of him. They’re lit up by the light of a street lamp in the street.

VELVET

Have you got it?

MARC

Of course I’ve got it.

Marc takes out a packet of cocaine from his pocket as Velvet does the same with money. They exchange.

Who’s money is it?

VELVET

Joey’s.

Velvet turns to go.

MARC

Wait, did you come on your own?

VELVET

Yes.

There’s a pause.

It only happened once.

Velvet leaves and walks back up onto the street.

16 CONT EXT. BACKSTREET – NIGHT

Velvet walks quickly back along the backstreet. At the apartment building, she climbs up the stairs. The window pane on the front door is shattered. She opens the door and walks inside.

17 INT. BUILDING CORRIDOR – NIGHT

Velvet walks along the corridor to the apartment. At the apartment, the door is wide open. She walks inside, pulling it shut.

18 CONT INT. JOEY’S APARTMENT, LOUNGE – NIGHT

Velvet walks into the lounge. The room is dark, with the curtains closed. She tosses the packet of cocaine on the table, and is about to sit down when feminine laughter is heard v/o beyond the shut bedroom door. Velvet walks over to the door, opening it.

19 CONT INT. JOEY’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM – NIGHT

Velvet stops inside the doorway in shock. In the bed lies Joey, two men, a woman and CHRISTIANE, a pretty teenage girl of thirteen years. They’re stoned, they’re naked and their limbs are tangled up together. The curtains are wide open. Joey looks at Velvet with a look of terror and guilt.

JOEY

Velvet…

Velvet continues to stare, her face furious but pale.

VELVET

Again…

Christiane sits up, her long hair falling down in front of her face. The woman strokes the back of her neck. Velvet stares at Christiane.

Who is she?

Pause. No one wants to answer.

Who is she, you bastards?

CHRISTIANE

My name is Christiane.

Christiane gets out of the tangle of bodies and sits on the edge of the bed. Velvet picks up teenage clothing from the floor and throws them at her.

VELVET

Get dressed and go.

Christiane slowly begins to dress. On the opposite side of the bed, Joey sits up, running a hand through his hair. His face is guilty.

JOEY

Velvet…

VELVET

I don’t want to hear it. Get them out of here.

Velvet leaves the room, shutting the door behind her. 

20 CONT INT. JOEY’S APARTMENT, LOUNGE – NIGHT

Velvet picks up the cocaine and walks across the room. Fury has disappeared from her face and she looks sick and upset, tears  beginning to fall down her cheeks. She opens a door, revealing a bathroom. She walks inside and slams the door shut behind her.

21 INT. JOEY’S APARTMENT, BATHROOM – NIGHT

Velvet locks the door, then turns and faces the toilet. Slowly, she kneels down and promptly throws up into the bowl. Her hair falls slowly over her shoulders. As she continues, sounds of people moving about is heard o/s and eventually doors closing and shutting. Velvet pulls back from the toilet, wiping her mouth with her hand, then pressing herself against the wall, she slides down to sit on the cold tile floor. She tips her head back with her eyes closed, continuing to cry, holding the packet of cocaine tightly in her hands. After a moment, there’s a knock o/s on the closed door.

JOEY (V/O)

Velvet? Are you okay?

Velvet opens her red eyes and turns her head to look at the door.

JOEY (V/O)

Velvet, I’m sorry…

VELVET

If you were sorry…

Pause.

Why? You promised not to do it again.

JOEY (V/O)

I never promised.

VELVET

You promised.

JOEY (V/O)

I don’t remember promising.

VELVET

I remember you did.

Pause.

JOEY (V/O)

It was only sex.

VELVET

It’s always only sex.

JOEY (V/O)

With you, it’s different.

VELVET

You told me it was only sex last time. 

JOEY (V/O)

It was. Velvet, please unlock the door.

VELVET

No. Why?

JOEY (V/O)

For fuck’s sake, I don’t know! It’s just me. You can’t try to change me. You know that. Everyone knows that.

Pause. 

VELVET

Each time I come back, you know that. I don’t know why.

Velvet reaches up and unlocks the door. Joey opens it and looks down at her, then looks at the toilet and flushes it. He crouches down in front of Velvet, moving her hair back over her shoulders. They stare at each other for a moment.

JOEY

I can’t promise anything.

VELVET

I know.

Joey takes the packet of cocaine out of Velvet’s clammy hands.

What are you doing?

Joey stands up and throws the packet into the toilet bowl. He stares down at it for a moment, then flushes it away. He looks down at Velvet, who’s staring up at him in surprise. He pulls her to her feet and holds her close as she rests her head on his shoulder. A few moments goes past.

22 DISSOLVE INT. JOEY’S APARTMENT, LOUNGE – NIGHT

Velvet sits on the couch, wearing her pyjamas, watching a glam rock music video on the television. Velvet’s face is blank, not taking in the video or the music. The curtains are open, as well as a window, due to the summer heat. Joey is nowhere in sight. Suddenly there’s a knock o/s on the closed front door, and Velvet gets up and answers the door. TWO POLICEMEN stand there, in uniform. The music continues to play during the scene.

POLICEMAN 1

Good evening ma’am. Are you Velvet?

VELVET

Yes.

POLICEMAN 1

We have a small problem with your partner, Joey. 

VELVET

What’s he done?

The second policeman sighs.

POLICEMAN 2

He, in an apparent drug induced state, is currently standing on top of a building ready to jump, and muttering about the Devil.

Velvet rushes to the couch to pick up a jacket, shrugging it on.

VELVET

Oh, shit… you haven’t left him alone up there, have you?

POLICEMAN 2

No ma’am. Another two men are standing by.

POLICEMAN 1

Would you like to come with us, ma’am?

Velvet walks back to them, staring from one to the other, disbelief plain on her face.

VELVET

Of course I’m fucking coming!

Velvet walks out the door to join the policeman and pulls the door shut. The glam rock music plays on.

23 EXT/INT. POLICE CAR – NIGHT

A police car drives quickly down the backstreet. We see Velvet, still dressed in pyjamas and jacket, sitting in the backseat of the car and staring out the window (facing camera). The lights of the street and shop windows are reflected on the window, but Velvet watches it all go past blankly. Glam rock music continues to play from the car.

24 CONT EXT. BUILDING ROOFTOP – NIGHT

 Velvet’s face fades into Joey’s face, who’s standing on the edge of the rooftop and staring up into the sky. His face is blank, but his eyes reflect a red and black swirled sky. PULL OUT to find the sky is a normal night-time colour. PULL OUT to see the rooftop. TWO MORE POLICEMEN stand nearby Joey, and there’s a door leading into the building. The door opens and the first two policemen along with Velvet come outside. The policemen join each other while Velvet runs across the rooftop and stands near Joey.

VELVET

Joey!

Joey turns his face towards her. He’s still blank. His voice is distorted.

JOEY

Get away.

VELVET

I’m not going anywhere. Get away from the edge, Joey. Now.

JOEY

Get away.

Velvet walks up to stand beside him.

I said get away!
VELVET

Baby –

JOEY

I need to join him.

VELVET

No, you don’t.

JOEY

Yes. He wants me to join him.

VELVET

We’ve been through this before. You do not need to join the Devil.

JOEY

You know I do. You’ve seen it. You’ve seen Him. You see Him every time you look out the bedroom window!

VELVET

That’s not him, Joey. 

JOEY

I don’t want him to take you…

VELVET

No one’s taking me anywhere. No one’s taking you anywhere.

JOEY

You don’t understand…

VELVET

Explain!

JOEY

I –

Joey takes a shaky step back from the edge, holding his head in his hands. His voice returns to normal.

Oh, fuck…

VELVET

Joey!

Velvet runs her arms affectionally around his waist. Joey doesn’t resist, his head still in his hands. Her voice softens.

JOEY

Oh, shit… fuck…

VELVET

It’s okay… it’s all right…

JOEY

Let me out…

VELVET

You are out. 

Velvet pulls Joey towards her and kneels down with him, stroking his hair gently. 

Enough is enough.

FADE OUT

END ACT ONE
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