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INT. HALLWAY EN ROUTE TO THE TOILETS - EVENING

JESSICA hurries along an empty hallway toward the Ladies',
rubbing tears away with a tissue and is followed shortly by
MARTIN

MARTIN
Jess, wait.

JESSICA stops and turns to MARTIN

JESSICA
(sharply)

What?

MARTIN stops, unsettled by JESSICA's tone and unsure what
to do next.

JESSICA (CONT'D)
What, Martin? What do you want?
Huh? Do you want to talk now? You
sure it wouldn't harsh the buzz of
your evening?

MARTIN
Stop...

JESSICA
Because I'd hate to make you feel
uncomfortable with my girlish need
to prattle.

MARTIN
Is that what you think...?

JESSICA
What I think doesn't matter, does
it? What I want doesn't matter.
Apparently it's all about what you
want. What you need.

MARTIN
Jess...

JESSICA
(explanatory tone)

I get that you're hurting, Martin.
I get that it's painful to think
about, let alone talk about. I get
that you feel torn between wanting
to forget that he's gone and

needing to remember that he



3.to forget that he's gone and

needing to remember that he
existed. Do you know why I get all
of this? Do you?

MARTIN
Jess...

JESSICA
(shouts)

Because he was my fucking brother,
Martin. He was my twin fucking
brother. We were the same fucking
zygote!

MARTIN
I thought that was just identical
twins...

JESSICA shushes him with a raised finger and stern glare.

JESSICA
Oh is this ever not the time to
correct me on biology.

(continuing)
You can give it your "I just need
some time" to every other jack-ass
who comes along, but you do not get
to give that shit to me. Where's my
time, Martin? Huh? Between Mum's
clinical depression and Dad's
constant need to reminisce. Huh? No
time there. How about everyone and
their fucking condolences, huh?
Where's my time there.

JESSICA punctuates her questions by punching MARTIN's
shoulder

JESSICA
Why do you get to take time? Huh?
How can you dare to act like you
miss him more than I do? Why won't
you help me? Why can't you be there
for me?

Long pause. JESSICA moves away from MARTIN covers her face
and cries, MARTIN hesitates and eventually moves forward to
hug her. JESSICA flinches away and holds out a hand to stop
him.

JESSICA
Please don't touch me. I am
insanely angry at you right now.

MARTIN
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MARTIN

What, because Lee made a speech?

JESSICA
(laughs through tears)

Oh Martin, do you ever get anything
right?

MARTIN
Jess, I know why you're upset and I
deserve most of what you've said to
me. What I don't understand is why
you're shouting at me now.

JESSICA
Because, Martin, it's becoming more
and more obvious that you used me.

Beat.

MARTIN
What? Jesus Jess, no, you can't
think that I...

JESSICA
What else am I supposed to think,
Martin? All through the last few
weeks of his...

(sobs, unable to say it)
All through that time we were
together and then, bam. Double
whammy. Suddenly you've both left
me and nothing makes sense any
more.

MARTIN
Jess, I never meant...John, he
wanted...

JESSICA
(fiery)

I think this is the point at which
I'm meant to ask "was it me? Did I
do something wrong?" but, you know
what? Fuck that, because...

(pause, deep breath,
regains an icy composure)

well, it's you, isn't it? It's just
you being who you are: running to
safety no matter who gets left
behind...

MARTIN

Jess, that's not...I made a...
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Jess, that's not...I made a...

JESSICA
I don't blame you for it, Martin.
I'm not blaming you.

(beat)
But I can't forgive you for it,
either.

Long pause, MARTIN first gawps and then glares at JESSICA
who holds his gaze with a firm resolve.

MARTIN
Fuck you and your high horse, Jess.
I don't want your fucking
forgiveness. After all, I already
got what I wanted, didn't I?

JESSICA slaps MARTIN. After a brief shocked pause MARTIN
turns and walks quickly away to return to the dining hall

INT. FUNCTION HALL DINING TABLE - EVENING

MARTIN returns to the table and sits down next to ANTHONY
who looks hard at his face for a moment, eyes flickering
from left to right

ANTHONY
(pointing, still eating)

This side of your face is glowing,
Martin. Is it because your talk
with Jessica went really well? Are
you half flushed with joy? Or maybe
50% embarrassed?

MARTIN
Not now, Ant.

ALICE
Where's Jessica, Martin? Is she
coming back to eat her main?

MARTIN
I don't know, Alice, and right now
I really couldn't give a shit.

ALICE
Well, there's no need to be rude.
She's probably in the bathroom.
I'll go check on her.

ALICE leaves the table and heads back the way MARTIN just

came.
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came.

ANTHONY
(affected ignorance,
still eating)

What's really puzzling is why it
looks like it's the shape of a
hand. Why is that, Martin?

MARTIN
Anthony, I swear to God...

INT. FUNCTION ROOM LADIES' TOILETS - EVENING

ALICE enters to the sound of crying.

ALICE
Hello, is someone in here?

Pause, crying is hastily stifled.

JESSICA (O.S.)
No?

ALICE approaches the locked cubicle from which JESSICA's
voice originated.

ALICE
Jess? Your fish is getting cold.

JESSICA (O.S.)
(laughs)

Oh God, no. The evening will be
ruined.

ALICE
Well, there'll always be dessert to
look forward to...

JESSICA (O.S.)
Yes, right, and that's pretty much
meant to be cold so...

ALICE
Well, honestly it depends on the
dish. Some of them are served warm.

JESSICA (O.S.)
Alice?

ALICE
Yes?

JESSICA (O.S.)
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JESSICA (O.S.)

Did you want something? Because I'm
kind of in the middle of something
here.

ALICE
Ok, no you're right, sorry, I'll
leave you to it. I just wanted to
check whether you were alright.

ALICE starts to head for the exit before hesitating and
returning slowly.

ALICE (CONT'D)
Are you?

JESSICA (O.S.)
What?

ALICE
Are you alright?

(beat)
I wouldn't ask but I thought I
heard you crying as I came in. I
always find it odd when people hide
away to cry.

JESSICA (O.S.)
Alice.

ALICE
I mean, I understand the idea of
like, what is it, catharsis? Is
that it? You know, just letting it
all out or whatever...

JESSICA (O.S.)
Alice.

ALICE
Right, sorry, I'm talking too much
again. Your turn. Go.

JESSICA (O.S.)
(sighs)

I'm fine, Alice. Go back and enjoy
your fish.

ALICE
Right. Good. That's that.

(turns to leave,
hesitates)

Except...is that a lie?

Pause. JESSICA bursts into tears once again.
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Pause. JESSICA bursts into tears once again.

ALICE (CONT'D)
Right, probably a yes.

(puts hand up and starts
stroking the cubicle door
in an awkward comforting
gesture)

There, there. There, there.

JESSICA (O.S.)
It's just all gone so wrong and it
doesn't seem to be getting better.
It feels like it will never get
better, you know?

ALICE
Since John died you mean?

JESSICA (O.S.)
(pause)

Yes. No. No, since he got sick, I
suppose.

ALICE
With leukemia?

JESSICA (O.S.)
Yes. Please stop helping.

ALICE
Sorry.

JESSICA (O.S.)
Also, what are you doing out there?

ALICE
(confused)

I'm just providing emotional
support...

JESSICA (O.S.)
No, I mean physically. You're
rattling the door.

ALICE stops her comforting stroking of the door

ALICE
Nothing.

JESSICA (O.S.)
Whatever. Hold on, I'm coming out.

Sound of flushing and JESSICA emerges wiping her eyes with
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Sound of flushing and JESSICA emerges wiping her eyes with
some toilet roll. JESSICA goes to the mirror.

ALICE follows and leans awkwardly against a neighbouring
sink.

JESSICA
Jesus, look at the state of me.

ALICE
So why's Martin so upset?

JESSICA
Because he's an arsehole?

ALICE
Oh, really? Why's that?

JESSICA
If I knew that, Alice, I probably
wouldn't be hiding in the bathroom
stall and crying.

ALICE
But I thought you were crying
because of John's...

JESSICA
Alice.

ALICE
No. Yes. Sorry. It's just that...I
just thought...

JESSICA
(with strained patience)

Martin's only a small part of the
problem, Alice. But right now I'd
rather not talk about him or John.
Ok?

ALICE
Ok. 

(pause)
So what should we talk about?

JESSICA
Fuck talking. Let's get a drink.


