The Other Roman Holiday

EXT. TERMINI STATION, ROME – EVENING, RAINING
A couple stand in a graffiti-covered bus stop with their luggage. They are MIKE and KAREN, both white, 40-something, Northerners. A pharmacy’s green neon light flashes behind them. There are no other people around.

KAREN 
(looking away from Mike)
I told you we should’ve packed an umbrella.
MIKE
And I told you it never rains here. The 
weatherman said it’d be fine.
KAREN
You know you can’t trust weathermen. 
They only say that so they don’t 
have to put the work in.
		MIKE
Well if you think that you probably 
should’ve packed one yourself.
	(BEAT)
I just don’t see how it’s my fault
That you didn’t pack an umbrella.
		KAREN
It’s not just about the umbrella, Michael.
Karen grabs one of the suitcases and storms off into the rain and out of shot. Mike watches and takes a deep breath. He follows her with the rest of the luggage.
EXT. BUSY ITALIAN STREET – SAME
Karen is walking, almost running, down the street. Her wet hair is stuck to her face, and she keeps moving it with her free hand. We see Mike chasing after her in the background, but his shouts are blocked out by the traffic noises and rain.
Karen eventually stops at the entrance to an alleyway. Mike catches up with her and places his hand on her shoulder.
					MIKE
				(out of breath)
			What you doing making me run like
			that for? You know I’ve got bad legs, love.
					KAREN
			I never said you had to come with, you decided
			to follow me.
Mike sighs and looks down the alleyway.
					MIKE
			Is this the place then? Looks nothing like
			the pictures.
					KAREN
			It wasn’t raining in the pictures…
Karen walks down the alleyway. Mike follows.
INT. HOTEL ITALIA STAIRWELL – SAME
Karen is stood in the elevator. There is plenty of room left. Mike doesn’t even look in the elevator but begins carrying the bags up the stairs. Karen shakes her head and presses the button. The doors close.
INT. HOTEL ITALIA RECEPTION – SAME
The elevator doors open. Karen steps out and looks around. She shrugs her shoulders and walks towards the reception desk. The receptionist, CARLO, is elderly and amicable.
					CARLO 
(In Regional Italian)
			Hello, dear lady, welcome to Hotel Italia. 
Do you have a booking?
					KAREN
			Sorry, I don’t… don’t speak Italian.
					CARLO 
(In strained English)
			Ah, English it is! I thought there was a certain…
			Britishness about you.
Carlo looks over Karen’s shoulder and notices Mike coming up the stairs with the luggage.
					CARLO
			And this must be your husband, yes?
			He is a very brave man taking the stairs, even
			I get the elevator nowadays.
Karen shrugs her shoulders as if to say “who knows”. Mike walks over with the luggage and shakes Carlo’s hand.
					CARLO
			Welcome to Hotel Italia, sir. May I take your 
details, please?
Mike nods and hands over the booking information. He pulls Karen aside.
					MIKE
				(whispering)
You fancy going pub in a bit? We passed one
on the way in if you want a drink.
		KAREN
	(shaking her head)
I think I’m just going to go to bed. It’s been a long
day already. And we’ll be walking loads tomorrow.
	(BEAT)
You can go if you want though, means I get the bed
to meself for a bit.
Karen nudges Mike gently. He nods.
					CARLO
			That should be everything now. Room 47 is yours for
			the next five days, and if you need anything – 
Carlo presses the bell on the reception desk.
					CARLO (CONT’D)
			You know where to find me.
Mike and Karen take the room key from the desk and walk down the corridor. Carlo smiles and watches them leave.
INT. HOTEL ITALIA ROOM 47 – NIGHT
Karen is lying in bed. Half a glass of wine is on the bedside table and she is flicking through various Italian-speaking television channels. She finds an English-speaking channel (reruns of the original Hawaii Five-O or something similar) and settles on it.
EXT. CORMAC’S IRISH BAR – NIGHT, LIGHT RAIN
An obviously-English 20-something COUPLE, are stood outside of the bar, talking to each other. Their conversation is almost silenced by the loud country/pop music from inside. 
Mike walks over to the couple and waits for them to notice him.
					MIKE
			Y’alright there guys, how’s it going?
The couple nods in response and gives him the thumbs up.
					MIKE (CONT’D)
			Is it any good in there? You know, for an old
			bloke like me?
					COUPLE
			That depends what you’re looking for, mate. A pint
			or a prozzie?
					MIKE
				(laughing awkwardly)
			Just a pint. Think me wife might have something to
			say, otherwise.
					COUPLE
				(smirking)
			She can only say something if she knows.
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