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EXT. A CAR PARK - DAY

An ice creamvan sits in a car park. It is enblazoned with
the words “M Fluffy Whiffletop” and a | arge, cartoonish

| ogo featuring a giant ice creamcone with arnms, |legs and a
smling face.

There is a small queue of people at the serving hatch, al
dressed in black. The person serving fromthe hatch cannot
be seen.

The MAN at the front of the queue gets his ice cream and
wal ks away fromthe van towards a building identified by
the sign: The Dove of Eternal Rest Crematorium

The man enters the building, licking his ice cream

I NT. CREMATORI UM - CONTI NUQUS

Organ nusic plays tastefully in the background. There are
around twenty MOURNERS in here, huddled in groups. TWD
YOUNG CHI LDREN run round and round the seating, |aughing
and scream ng

There is a table at the front of the room hol ding vari ous
bouquets and a floral tribute spelling out “Paul”. Behind
the table is a curtain, currently cl osed.

One of the children runs to the curtain, opens it a little
and peers through.

I NT. REAR CHAMBER OF THE CREMATORI UM - CONTI NUOUS

The child sees a table at the back of the room upon which
stands a coffin, its |lid open. Three bl ack-cl ad heavi es,
SYD, DAVE and ROGER, gather round the coffin, backs to the
child, looking dowm at its unseen occupant.

A fist suddenly shoots up fromw thin the coffin, and
knocks Dave to the floor.

Syd and Roger attenpt to restrain a man who is struggling
to get out of the coffin. This is PAUL. He is in his early
twenties, and | ooks healthier than you d expect a man in a
coffin to | ook.

SYD
He cl obbered Dave.
ROGER
If you weren't dead I'd kill you
for what you just did to Dave.
PAUL
"’ mnot dead! |I’m not dead! Wy

are you doi ng this? Wy?



Cl ose on one of the heavies turning and addressing the
canera directly.

SYD
Way? Way i ndeed? The solution to
this conundrumlies shrouded in a
fog of nystery, for who can know
why deat h nmust cone when it does?
And who expects, when staring
into the pal e inpassive face of
the reaper, that his heartfelt
plea for truth will be answered?

Change angle to reveal that the last shot was fromthe
P.O V. of Roger. There is a pause.

ROGER
Are you back on the glue?

SYD
Yeah, sorry. Hold himdown while
I nail the lid on

Syd wal ks to the other side of the room Paul spots the
child by the curtains.

PAUL
Get hel p, please, get help!

The curtain closes as the child quickly retreats into the
mai n room

PAUL (cont’d)
Oh Jesus, why are you doing this?

Roger is hol ding Paul down by his shoulders, but it is a
| osing battle.

ROGER
Don’'t make nme cone in there and
shut you up

Paul manages to struggle to his knees. He grabs Roger by
the throat and drags himdown into the coffin. The |id
snaps shut.

Syd rushes to the coffin, hamrer in hand. He can hear the
sounds of a mgjor fist fight comng fromw thin the casket,
whi ch shudders and bunps a little on its stand. He
tentatively reaches towards the clasp on the Iid of the
coffin..

...which opens with a bang, and up pops Paul. Syd raises
t he hammer and smacks Paul in the mddle of the forehead
with it. Paul instantly holds his hands to his face and
screans. That hurt.



Syd peers past himinto the unseen recesses of the coffin.

SYD
Roger, stop fucking about and get
out here so we can finish the

j ob.

PAUL
Job? What job? What is going on
her e?

CH LD (O S.)

| got you an ice cream

Syd whirls round and Paul | ooks surprised: the child has
poked its head through the curtain and is hol ding out an
ice cream cone. The ice cream has chocol ate sauce on it.

SYD
Ice crean? He wants to give you
an ice cream That’s irony.

CH LD
No, it’s chocol atey.

Paul seizes his nonent, grabs Syd from behind, drags him
into the coffin. The Iid slanms shut.

After the sound of another big fist fight, during which the
coffin junps about a bit, the lid opens once nore and Pau
stunbl es out and on to the floor.

He picks hinmself up, and runs towards the curtain.

As he reaches the curtain, the child | ooks up at himand
rai ses the hand hol ding the cornet towards him Paul
recoils slightly.

PAUL
No thank you.

I NT. CREMATORI UM - CONTI NUQUS

Paul stunbles through the curtains into the main room and
is faced by the assenbl ed nourners.

Included in the throng are three near-identical elderly
worren: MAUREEN, BERYL and AGNES. They are evenly spaced in
the room so each tine one speaks Paul must turn his head
to see them

PAUL
Hel p... Please help, 1'"'m.. They
tried to put nme in a coffin.

The crowd just stares.



PAUL (cont’d)
And |’ m not dead.

MAUREEN
You' re quite sure about that?

PAUL
What does that nean? (slowy, as
if toachild) I need help, there
are three nen in there trying to
put ne in a coffin.

MAUREEN
It’s not without precedent, young
man. This is a funeral, after
all.

PAUL
But |' m not dead.

BERYL
So you keep saying, but I'd
suggest you take a | ook at the
evi dence, Paul .

She gestures towards the floral tribute.

AGNES
Is this going to take very |ong?
| have another two funerals to
get to today.

PAUL
I"’msorry if nmy nysterious life
or death struggle is ruining your
social life, but...

MAUREEN
Paul , Paul, Paul. Nobody
begrudges you your little nonment
in the spotlight, it is your big
day after all, but we all cane
here for a funeral. Do you really
want to disappoint all these nice
peopl e, hm?

Paul is stunned, then conposes hinself and clears his
throat as if he’'s going to make a speech.

PAUL
I would like to thank you all for
comng, really, it means a lot to
me, | mean, | don’t recognise a
singl e one of you but still...
Oh, except you, hi Uncle
Jefferson.



There is a quiet but enthusiastic “hello” from sonewhere in
t he crowd.

PAUL (cont’d)
My only conplaint, if |
absolutely had to pick nits,
woul d be that it all seens a
touch premature, what with nme
bei ng alive and not actually
fucking dead at all.

The three ol d | adi es gasp.

BERYL
Vll | never. There is absolutely
no need for |anguage. Now
suggest you get back into the
coffin. We’ll just pop you in the
oven and say no nore about your
charmng little outburst.

WOVAN' S VO CE (O S.)
Paul ? What are you doi ng?

Paul turns to see a m ddl e-aged woman wal ki ng i n through
the entrance. She is dressed all in black, and a bl ack vei
covers her face. Paul is relieved to see her.

PAUL
Mun? Mum I’ min a bit of trouble.

PAUL’ S MUM
Oh Paulie, why won't you get in
the coffin?

PAUL
VWhat ? You know about this?

PAUL’ S MUM
Paul , they explained it to ne,
it’s all perfectly above board.
Apparently it happens all the
tinme.

Paul starts to back away fromhis slowly advanci ng not her.

PAUL
You' re nmd.

PAUL' S MUM
Don’t judge nme. It is so hard to
| ose a son. | was inconsol abl e

when you died. Please, this
funeral is very inportant to ne.
I need closure. Don’t deny ne

cl osure, Paul!



MAUREEN
Hasn’t she suffered enough, Paul ?

Paul noves towards the front door, wal king over chairs in
order to avoid his num wal ki ng down the centre aisle.

PAUL
You' re all insane. Hello! |’'m not
dead.

MAUREEN

He’ s not dead he says. You took
the ice cream Paul

PAUL
What? | took the... What is that
supposed to nean? | didn't take
the ice cream

PAUL’ S MUM
They explained it all Paul. You
can’t deny you took the ice
cream It’s all there in black
and white. On paper. They showed

me the paper, Paul. | think you'd
better get back in the coffin.
Sorry.

BERYL
You took the ice cream

PAUL
No, no, no. | was just offered an

ice creambut | didn't take it.

AGNES
Wel |l of course you didn't take it
today. You nust be full of ice
cream

Everybody nods in agreenent, and |laughs as if this is the
funni est joke ever.

BERYL
He'll turn into an ice creami f
he's not careful!

The curtains at the front of the roomfly back to revea
Syd and Roger

SYD
Freezel

Paul turns tail and runs out of the exit.



EXT. CREMATORI UM - CONTI NUQUS

Paul runs out of the building and into the carpark outside.
He huffs and puffs for a nonment, catching his breath.

A single drop of mlky white liquid dribbles down his
forehead, |ike sweat. Puzzled, Paul w pes it away.

He frantically | ooks this way and that for a hiding place.

The car park is enpty apart fromthe ice creamvan. Pau
runs to it, |ooks around again, then tries the door on the
van. It opens, and he junps in.

I NT. | CE CREAM VAN - CONTI NUOUS

The interior of the van is sparsely furnished. There is a
table with a netallic M Wi ppy-style ice cream machi ne on
it. Also on the table is a |arge, ornately-decorated book

And there is a high-backed bl ack | eather sw vel chair,
facing away from Paul .

VA CE
Wul d you like an ice creanf

PAUL
What? No, no | don't really.

VA CE
Very wise. ‘Cos if you eat too
many. . .
Then the swivel chair sw vels...

Reveal i ng MR FLUFFY WHI FFLETOP, a gi ant ice cream cone, the
ice cream machine’s | ogo nade fl esh.

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP

...you’ Il turn into an ice cream
PAUL
You... | know you.
MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
Do you?
PAUL
You're... You are a giant ice

cream cone.

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
And you’'re a dead man.



PAUL
No, |’ m not.

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
Then I’ m not a giant ice cream
cone.

PAUL
What ? But you are.

M Fluffy spins round on his chair

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
And so it goes, round and round
and round. Now, will you get back
in the coffin?

PAUL
Do you have anything to do with
what’ s been happening to ne
t oday?

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
Oh dear. What’' s been happening to
you today?

PAUL
I was ki dnapped from outside ny
honme this norning, knocked out
and when | woke up | was being
stuffed into a coffin by three
big, ugly, er, heavies...

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
Henchnmen. The termis henchnen.
You knocked one of them out, i
believe. He will be... Dealt
Wit h.

PAUL
And it turns out I'mat a
funeral. My funeral

MR FLUFFY VH FFLETOP
Ri ght. Yes then.

PAUL
Yes?

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
Yes, | do have sonething to do
with all that.

M Fluffy throws a rolled up newspaper to Paul, who catches
it, unrolls it and studies the front page.



The headline reads: LOCAL MAN WNS LI FETI ME SUPPLY OF | CE
CREAM

There is a photo of a grinning Paul shaking hands with M
Fl uffy.

PAUL
I knew I’ d seen you before
somewhere. Ch ny CGod, | renenber,
this was, what, two years ago?
Ww, |’ve eaten a one heck of a
| ot of ice cream since then,
t hank you very nuch.

MR FLUFFY WH FFLETOP
Seens like a lifetine ago, eh?

PAUL
| can’t believe |I'd forgotten..
It m ght have been the hamer
blow to ny head earlier..

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
I have one of those faces. And it
was a very long time ago. A whole
[ifetinme away.

PAUL
Yeah. Funny how time flies. I'11
be honest, | got a bit sick of

it. Like, everything tastes
slightly of ice creamthese days.
| think I've eaten too nuch.
Everyone says if | eat nuch nore
[l turn into an..

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
Yes, it seens like a lifetine
ago. You wi nning the contest. For
alifetime’s supply of ice cream

PAUL
You keep saying that.

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
Terns and conditions Paul, terns
and condi ti ons.

M Fluffy reaches for the book that lies on the table. It
is large, dusty and has a small paper bookmark stuck in the
m dst of its pages.

M Fluffy opens the book at the bookmark, renoves it and
throws the book away.



10.

He produces a pair of pinze-nez reading glasses froma
conceal ed pocket and puts themon. He peers at sone tiny
witing on the bookmark and coughs theatrically.

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP (cont’ d)
Terns and conditions... No
pur chase necessary, blah bl ah
bl ah, prizes non-transferable,
bl ah bl ah bl ah. Ah yes, here we
are. The duration of the lifetine
referred to in the term
“Lifetinme’s Supply of Ice Creant
is left at the discretion of the
conmpany, M Fluffy Wiiffletop Ltd
- that’s nme - and can be
term nated with extrenme prejudice
with no prior notice given.

He renoves the pinze-nez.

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP (cont’ d)
| take it you did not read the
smal | print?

PAUL
You re telling ne...

During the next speech, M Fluffy works hinself up into a
rage.

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
I"’mtelling you that when you
accepted the Lifetine’s Supply of
Ice Cream you accepted that the
duration of your life would be
decided by ne. It’s a standard
clause in these conpetitions. You
have to think of the bottomline,
Paul . You're young, healthy, you
could Iive for years. You didn't
expect to be gobbling ny creany,
tasty, frosty goodness for
decades to cone, did you Paul ?
It’s sinply not realistic, Paul.
My sharehol ders woul dn’t al | ow
it, Paul. You took the ice cream
Paul . It’s time to pay for it.

M Fluffy lunges at Paul with an aninmalistic roar.

EXT. OQUTSI DE THE | CE CREAM VAN - CONTI NUOUS

Syd and Roger |ock the van door fromthe outside, and | ean
against it.



11.

SYD
He' || pay for what he did to
Dave. | wouldn’t want to be in

t hat boy’s shoes. The boss can be
a bit hot-headed at tines.

The van starts to rock.

I NT. | CE CREAM VAN - CONTI NUOUS

A titanic struggle between man and gi ant ice cream cone
ensues. Punches, kicks and no-hol ds-barred westling.

There is a lull in the fight. The conbatants eye each ot her
warily while gasping for breath.

PAUL
You can’t get away with this. |
am not dead!

cracks his knuckles, which are grazed and a
oody fromthe fight.

— <<

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
You took the ice cream Mrally,
| egally, ethically, every which
way but actually, you are dead.
You can’t fight it Paul. You
can’t fight nme. | am bi g business
Paul , how do you fight the
corporate worl d?

Paul has been studying his knuckles. They are coated with
bits of white - ice creamfrompunching M Fluffy' s face.
He absently licks the back of one of his hands.

PAUL
You' re not the corporate world,
M Fluffy. You re a fucking big
ice creamcone. I've had it with
you, with the |ot of you. You
gi ant ice cream cones, you
carni vorous cl owns, you
aristocratic peanuts, you nen
made of tires. You think you can
stonp all over nme because you're
cute and because you have a
m ghty corporation behind you?
Vell it stops here! You think I
can’t fight you? What do you
think 1’ve been doing these | ast
two years, with nmy lifetine's
supply of ice creanf Practice!



12.

Paul |aunches hinself at M Fluffy and sinks his teeth into
the lightly whipped ice creamthat nakes up the corporate
nonster’s head.

EXT. QUTSI DE THE | CE CREAM VAN - CONTI NUOUS
Cl ose on Syd, who addresses the canera directly.

SYD
“Battle not with nonsters |est ye
becone a nonster”. That's
Ni et zsche.

He brings a clear plastic bag up to his nouth and starts
huffing it |ike an oxygen mask.

Angl e: Syd and Roger are | eaning against the side of the
van, which is rocking ferociously on its axle. Syd sniffs
gl ue, Roger reads a newspaper.

ROGER
“Today is a good day to surprise
a close friend with news or a
smal |l gift.” That's Capricorn.

Then... the rocking stops.

The two nmen de-lean and nake their way to the rear of the
van, waiting for the door to open.

Which it does, to reveal a giant ice creamcone. It |ooks
like M Fluffy Wiiffletop, although perhaps the features
have changed slightly. It steps unsteadily down fromthe
van, then straightens.

SYD
Everything all right, Boss?

MR FLUFFY WH FFLETOP
Yes, we won't be having any nore
problems with that one, Sydney.
VWere' s Dave?

SYD
Paul knocked himout. He, er,
well, the long and the short of

it is, he failed you boss. You
want we should go kick his face
of f or sonething?

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
No, let himlearn fromhis
m stakes. | think this could be
t he beginning of a new, nore
conpassi onate era for the M
Fluffy Wiiffletop corporation



13.

SYD
So you’'re saying, just a light
ki cki ng, you know, work the
ki dneys. ..

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
No Sydney, those days are over.

The two nen and one ice cream cone wal k towards the
crematorium Qutside the door stands the child from
earlier.

CH LD
Can | have an ice cream pl ease
sir?

MR FLUFFY VWH FFLETOP
You'll turn into an ice cream one
of these days.

Syd, Roger and M Fluffy all laugh heartily. The child does
not | augh, just gazes longingly at the ice cream van.

I NT. | CE CREAM VAN - CONTI NUQUS

Propped in the corner of the van lies a huge cornet, arnms
and legs intact, with a big bite mark taken out of the top
of it.

O her than a single mlky-white trickle running down the
wafer, it is entirely enpty of ice cream

END.



