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FADE IN:

EXT. SIDE-STREET - DAY

Baked bean tins threaten to spill from a shopping bag.

MAVIS, late 50s, trudges past modest brick homes, a bulging

shopping bag in each hand weighting her down.

NEIGHBOUR, 40s, exits his front gate. He stops dead in front

of her, oblivious, his neck craned to the sky, searching.

Mavis sidesteps around him, shaking her head in annoyance.

She turns onto the driveway next-door.

INT. MAVIS & ABEL’S BUNGALOW - KITCHEN - DAY

ABEL, late 50s, sits at the table poring over a newspaper.

A door closes O.S. He peers over his glasses as Mavis

enters, wincing at the volume of tinned goods in her bags.

He folds the paper. A single word headline covers the entire

front page: WHEN?

MAVIS

There was a queue for bottled water

again. Halfway to the fish counter.

I don’t know where people are

putting it all.

She transfers a steady stream of baked bean tins from the

shopping bags into a cupboard.

Abel crosses to the sink and checks the taps -- water

tumbles from the faucets. He switches them off, satisfied.

ABEL

Still there.

He squints through a window, eyes roaming the sky.

MAVIS

Bumped into Linda at the bus stop.

ABEL

What did she have to say?
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MAVIS

Said her Kevin’s taking the kids up

to Norfolk.

ABEL

Late in the year...

MAVIS

Well, it’s hardly a holiday.

He tilts, puzzled. She nods to the paper.

ABEL

What if they land in Norfolk?

MAVIS

That’s what I said.

ABEL

What did she say to that?

MAVIS

Rented a boat, apparently.

EXT. BACK GARDEN - PATIO - DAY

Mavis stirs a cup of tea. She sits at a table, a plate of

jam tarts before her -- elevenses.

Abel refills a bird-feeder nearby.

MAVIS

Do you think they’ll like us?

ABEL

We’re likable aren’t we? I think

we’re likable. It’s all about

making a good first impression.

MAVIS

I expect the language will be a

struggle.

ABEL

We’ve been to Provence with barely

a spot of French between us. We

made do.

MAVIS

You ought to check your good suit.

You’ve not worn it since Fred’s do.

Abel straightens the feeder back into place.
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ABEL

Wouldn’t hurt to give the car a

wash. I’ll put that on the list.

VEGETABLE PATCH

Mavis, gloved, on her knees weeding a small garden patch.

Abel tends a row of vegetables, carefully checking the

leaves, cutting away any sign of blight.

MAVIS

They were talking about enslavement

again on the radio.

ABEL

The ghouls.

MAVIS

(re: the leaves)

Has it been nibbled?

ABEL

I can’t tell, I don’t think so.

MAVIS

It’ll be crinkly along the edges.

ABEL

I know a nibble when I see one.

MAVIS

Apparently advanced societies have

a habit of enslaving inferior ones.

ABEL

Who’s saying we’re inferior?

MAVIS

Not me. Was on the radio.

He waggles a pair of carrots as evidence.

ABEL

That’s what progress looks like.

Homegrown carrot soup. Come a long

way from hurling rocks at woolly

mammoths.

MAVIS

I didn’t say we haven’t.
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ABEL

They’re a dab-hand with radiowaves

and what-have-you, I’ll give them

that. For all we know they won’t

turn up. All this bottled water and

boat buying over nothing.

MAVIS

Linda said he’d rented it. Are you

sure that’s not been nibbled?

PATIO

Mavis and Abel relax around the table. A tea-pot and

biscuits on a tray before them -- afternoon tea.

An argument drifts from a neighboring house:

WOMAN (O.S.)

Stop it, you’re upsetting the kids!

MAN (O.S.)

You don’t know, no-one knows.

WOMAN (O.S.)

Why would they come all this way

just to make us their sex slaves?

MAN (O.S.)

Them experts what said it. I’ll not

wait round to find out. Kids,

upstairs now, pack a bag...

MAVIS

Did you get the step-ladder back?

ABEL

There’s a thought. Maybe I ought to

pop round.

MAVIS

Did he even use it?

ABEL

I’ll doubt it. That’ll have gone

the same way as the hedge trimmer.

MAVIS

Do you think we should leave?
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ABEL

Where would we go?

MAVIS

We could see about renting that

caravan.

ABEL

What if they land on the coast?

Fine first impression that’ll make,

you and me in a tatty old Sprite.

MAVIS

They might appreciate a little

culture. Might not have caravans

where they come from.

ABEL

Pay our taxes don’t we?

MAVIS

So?

ABEL

Let the council sort it out.

MAVIS

They can’t even pedestrianise Wood

End. How do you think they’ll cope

with flying saucers?

ABEL

Probably charge them to park.

MAVIS

Oh, you’re a bitter man--

ABEL

Why should they get away with it? I

never have. I’m from here.

INT. MAVIS & ABEL’S BUNGALOW - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Mavis and Abel sit at the table eating beans on toast.

The THRUM of a helicopter grows. Their eyes wander the

ceiling, tracking its passing with uncertainty.

The sound recedes.

Abel checks the taps -- still working. He returns to his

seat, placated.



6.

BEDROOM

Abel perches on the bed peeling off his socks.

BATHROOM

Mavis stands before the mirror, applies moisturiser.

INTERCUT MAVIS AND ABEL:

MAVIS

They’re always like lizards on T.V.

...or insects. Do you think they’ll

be like lizards or insects?

ABEL

Don’t mind as long as they keep

away from my veg.

MAVIS

What if they’re like that dumpy one

what rides the bike?

ABEL

I doubt they’ll have come all this

way for the cycling.

MAVIS

I wonder what they do eat...

She pauses at her own question, troubled.

ABEL

(under his breath)

It’ll be beans if they come here...

Mavis swishes mouthwash, spits.

MAVIS

They sound ’throaty’, that clip

they play on the news, they sound

very throaty. Like old Fred with

all his roll-ups. ...Can you smoke

in space?

Her question is met with silence.

Mavis peers into the bedroom -- no Abel.
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EXT. BACK GARDEN - PATIO - NIGHT

Mavis steps from the house wrapped in a dressing gown. Abel,

likewise attired, gazes at the stars.

ABEL

Hope they like rain.

MAVIS

I hope they like us. I’m too old to

be enslaved, superior race or

otherwise.

ABEL

They’ll have to come through me

first.

MAVIS

Ooh, I’ll keep you around.

ABEL

We’ll get doctor’s notes, have them

sign us off with bad backs. It’ll

be light duties for us.

He tightens, eyes tracking a point in the sky. Mavis follows

suit. They hold there, cowed with wonder -- not without a

touch of concern.

ABEL

Plane.

MAVIS

Thought as much. Don’t forget to

lock up.

She slips back inside.

Abel meets eyes with the Neighbour, likewise watching the

plane from a window. Neighbour hurries the curtains closed.

Abel shrugs and steps inside, drawing the patio door shut

behind him. Several locks CLICK into place.

The plane traverses silently overhead, running lights

blinking against the cosmos...

FADE OUT


