






































38 STONES IN HIS POCKETS 

CAROLINE. See you at the front door then. 

JAKE. I think you should have your sandwich first. 

CAROLINE. God no, I nev er eat af ter six o' clock. 

JAKE. Could you pretend and take it with you? 

CAROLINE. Why? 

JAKE. Because this is a small town and I will get the 

blame if you don't. 

CAROLINE moves away. 

. . . would you like this? 

CHARLIE (delighted). She gave me a sandwich. 

JAKE. She is driving me to the hotel for a drink ... I 
am going with her in the car . 

CHARLIE. Jesus man you're made ... did she notice 

the script? 

JAKE. What did I tel1 you Charlie, it's who you know 

in this business. 

CHARLIE. Tell her there could be a big part in it for her 

. . . brilliant death scene . . . 

JAKE. Sorry Charlie, Every man for himself . 

CHARLIE. Take it with you, just in case. 

.IAKE. Aye, all right. See ya. 

DAVE, a Cockney, approaches CHARLIE.

DAVE. Hey Charlie, fancy a line? 

C'HARLIE. What? 

l>AVE. Fancy a line?
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CHARLIE. Well I have never acted before but I'll give it 

a go. What do I have to say? 

UAVE. Coke. 

l'IIARLIE. COKE!! 

nAVE. Jesus mate, want a loud hailer. 

, 'IIARLIE. Sorry ... you got coke? 

IIAVE. Yeah. 

t 'IIARLIE. Happy days ... fuck I love the movies. 

Next morning . . .  interior . . .  changing room . . .

<.:HARLIE is rushing about getting ready, hyper still 

from the coke the night befare . . .  JAKE enters 

relaxed . . .  whistling to himself. 

t 'HARLIE and JAKE change into costume. 






























































