
INT. LONDON FLAT, KAT’S BEDROOM - DAY

Kat (13) is lying on the bed in a teenage girl’s room:  
Wall to wall posters, trinkets and clothes everywhere.   
Lots of tech too - a computer and various gadgets, with 
their cables strewn around like spaghetti.

She is surfing the web on her tablet PC when her mum 
SARAH walks in, hands on hips. 

SARAH
Hand them over.

KAT
Excuse me. Have you heard of knocking?

Sarah ignores her and starts to conduct a fingertip 
search around the room. 

SARAH
It’s not going to stop us you know.

KAT
Stop what?

SARAH
Idaho.

KAT
What, the ‘home of the potato’? 
Can’t think of anywhere more thrilling.

Sarah has checked all the drawers. She now pushes Kat and 
her pillows forward to check underneath.

KAT
Oi!

SARAH
Where are they?

KAT
I don’t know what you’re talking about.

SARAH
The passports!

KAT
How should I know? You probably lost 
them. Have you checked your own stuff 
properly? You know how flaky you are.
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But Sarah isn’t listening, she’s spotted something weird 
about the music system. The disc drawer is slightly ajar. 
Sarah’s eyes narrow.

SARAH
I thought CDs were ‘dead tech’.

Sarah presses the eject button on the disc slot. The 
drawer pops out, delivering the missing passports.

Sarah flashes her daughter a stern look and swipes them.

Kat pretends to ignore the incident and returns to 
surfing the web.

SARAH
(striding out)

Get packing. They might come first thing.

Kat scowls.

INT. LONDON FLAT, SARAH’S BEDROOM - DAY

Sarah’s room is a complete mess - upside down, and inside 
out.

Sarah is half-buried in her wardrobe, flinging clothes 
over her shoulder onto the bed.

KAT
Do they know about what’s happened to us? 

SARAH
They don’t care.  

KAT
Not even that I don’t have a dad, and you 
don’t have a husband? 

SARAH
They repossess people’s homes for a 
living.  They wake up every morning and 
kick puppies.

KAT
And that we’ve nowhere to go?

Now Sarah stops and looks up wearily.

SARAH
We do have somewhere to go.

Kat theatrically rolls her eyes - a teenager.

SARAH
Your grandparents are being very kind.
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KAT
Yeah, if we join their weird Idaho-an 
cult. 

SARAH
It’s not a cult.  Or weird.

KAT
Eating squirrels and going to bed at 
seven o’clock is weird.

SARAH
I’m sorry you think so.

KAT
Yeah, well I’m sorry you’re deluded.

SARAH
And I’m sorry you haven’t packed your 
stuff yet!  Now, where did I put your 
dad’s ashes?

She searches around until Kat witheringly points to an 
urn already in the suitcase.

SARAH
Oh.  Good.

Sarah keeps gathering stuff. 

KAT
Did you ask everyone?  What about Les and 
Miriam?

SARAH
They’ve just taken on a lodger.

KAT
So why not dad’s family in Scotland, 
again?

SARAH
They don’t want us.

KAT
Did you even ask?

SARAH
I already know, okay?  Now... have I got 
the ashes?

Sarah rechecks the urn, then remembers something else, 
and heads into the corridor.

SARAH (O.S.)
And don’t bother looking for the 
passports again, you won’t find them. 
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Kat checks she’s gone, before furtively rootling in the 
suitcase, but instead  of finding the passports, she 
finds a small clear plastic box which contains a memory 
card with the words KAT and DAD written on the front.  

She frowns - odd. 

SARAH (O.S.)
Kat! Packing!

KAT
Okay, okay.

LATER....

INT. LONDON FLAT, CORRIDOR OUTSIDE KAT’S ROOM - EVENING

Sarah tries the door but it won’t open.  She bangs on the 
door.

SARAH
Kat! What’s going on?  Open this door.

The door flies open, music BLARING out.

Seething, Kat glares at her mum.

KAT
(over the music)

Tell me again why we’re not going to 
Scotland?

SARAH
Turn it down!

Kat points a remote control over her shoulder and the 
music stops mid-beat. She awaits an answer.

SARAH
I... I just don’t get on with your 
grandfather, okay?

KAT
Why not?

SARAH
Look, Kat, now is not the time.  Just 
help me get all our stuff into the car, 
then I’ll drive it round the corner so 
the bailiffs won’t see it.

KAT
(emphatic)

I want to go to Scotland.
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Sarah turns to go.

SARAH
We are not discussing this anymore.

KAT
Yeah, that’s your solution for 
everything, isn’t it?

SARAH
Look, I’m the adult here.  You’ll just 
have to trust me on this. 

KAT
Oh sure, and adults always know best.  
How to be an adult: One - Ignore things;  
Two - Keep secrets; Three - TELL LIES! 

Kat slams the door.

Fed up, Sarah throws her hands in the air.
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