Labour Day for Harry Cleese


Written by Finn Over

INT: a PRISON VAN, lit within only by the gaps in the window bars. The light, filtered through the bars and the tinted windows, is a greasy yellow. Slumped in the seat is HARRY CLEESE, a man in his late 20’s with curly dark hair and a beard, dressed in a fine blue suit. He is a very tall well-built man, but never before has he looked so small and powerless. His collar hangs open askew, his cheeks are bruised, and his eyes are bloodshot from grieving.
(as the voiceover starts, the scene transitions to a HIGH COURT: HARRY sits in the dock before JUDGE KEKILL ROPPS, a middle-aged man with a greying beard and close-cut hair. ROPPS has dull green eyes, almost yellow, and his robes are intricately patterned in a manner reminiscent of snakeskin. 
JUDGE ROPPS(he has a South African accent):
Harry Reginald Cleese, age 28. Stepson of Andy Ryan Cleese, the famous businessman. You were born to a life of luxury, yet ever since your childhood, you seem to have preferred one of violence.
HARRY winces: the scene transitions to a zoo: HARRY'S MOTHER, ALISON KAMEINI, a dark-haired Iranian woman, pushing her SON'S PRAM through a ZOO. She stops the pram and walks off to buy an ice-cream.
CLOSE ON: HARRY'S PRAM, next to a wide hedge. From the foot of the hedge slides A MASSIVE GABOON VIPER, flicking its tongue repeatedly. 
HARRY'S POINT-OF-VIEW: the VIPER slides into the pram, getting right into HARRY'S face, wiping the screen with its tongue.
CUT TO: ALISON, obtaining an ice-cream. The sound of AGITATED HISSING fills the air, followed by SCREAMS. ALISON spins around and drops her ice-cream, then runs back to:
THE PRAM. A bunch of SCREAMING SCHOOLGIRLS are surrounding it, staring within. ALISON pushes through the girls until she reaches the pram, and stares down to see:
HARRY, lying in his pram with the VIPER.  Its jaws hang open lifelessly, its spine snapped in several places. HARRY himself is unscathed, cheerfully waving the snake's head around like a Slinky. 
BACK TO: THE TRIAL. HARRY smiles faintly, but his smile drops as JUDGE ROPPS continues.
JUDGE ROPPS:
At the age of 12, you lashed out and hit your music teacher when he took his criticism a little too far.
HARRY'S SCHOOL YEARS: 12-YEAR OLD HARRY is holding a violin and being shouted at by his LOUD-MOUTHED, MESSY-HAIRED TEACHER MR. LINES.
MR. LINES: 
YOU'RE NO GOOD AT ALL AT THIS, MASTER CLEESE!! YOU WERE SUPPOSED TO HAVE MEMORISED THIS PIECE, BUT ALL I'M GETTING IS DISCORDANT SLIDING AND SCRAPING! AT THIS RATE YOU'LL NEVER MAKE A MUSICIAN, WILL YOU, BOY?!
MR. LINES slaps HARRY hard over his head with his baton. HARRY'S expression hardens and he swings backwards with his violin, hitting MR. LINES directly in the ribs. MR. LINES gives a choked cry of pain and falls to the floor clutching at his ribs, while HARRY stares between him and the broken violin in his hands with abject horror.
END OF FLASHBACK: BACK TO THE TRIAL.
JUDGE ROPPS:
That teacher nearly died from his injuries, but your charge was cleared. And again, at the age of 16, you joined a bunch of street hoodlums and got charged with assaulting twenty-four Scottish businessmen outside a pub in Shepherd's Bush.
FLASHBACK: ANONYMOUS POINT OF VIEW. A SIXTEEN-YEAR OLD HARRY, wearing denim street clothes and a Burberry hat, glaring at the unseen person. He draws his fist back and punches.
A CRACK AND A SCOTTISH SCREAM. CUT TO: HARRY punching another SCOTTISH PERSON. Another CRACK, another SCREAM, and the transition continues twenty-two times in fast succession, HARRY'S knuckles growing bloodier and his expression more enraged following each punch.
END OF FLASHBACK: HARRY, visibly shaking, as the JUDGE continues.
JUDGE ROPPS:
And then, your acclaimed marriage to finance mogul Megan Thebes in 2012 ended four years later with the crimes of which you stand accused today.
A FLASHING MONTAGE OF RUSHED, INDISTINCT IMAGES: Roaring flames, two little boys screaming, shouting, gunfire, and a woman's mourning sobs. It rounds off with HARRY lying bewildered before the bullet-riddled bodies of his five-year old sons, stained with their blood, staring wildly at the pistol somehow in his hands.
ANGLE ON: MEGAN THEBES, her lovely face flushed with tears, barely able to look at her husband. She covers her mouth as though she might vomit.
END OF FLASHBACK: HARRY, now pretty close to tears himself. JUDGE ROPPS fixes him with a hard stare.
JUDGE ROPPS:
Miss Thebes is filing for divorce against you. In the absence of any other culprits, we find you guilty of your sons' murders, and sentence you to twelve years...
BACK TO: HARRY in the PRISON VAN. He sees something and leans up in his chair- as much as he can, given his feet and hands are cuffed together. 
EXT: The entrance to A MASSIVE IRON PRISON COMPLEX, shaped like the gaping jaws of some gigantic anglerfish, its teeth open and hungering for the next entry.
JUDGE ROPPS(V/O):
Twelve years in Charybdis Penitentiary, our highest security prison.
BACK TO: JUDGE ROPPS, raising his gavel.
JUDGE ROPPS:
Take him away. (brings down the gavel with a resounding thud)
BACK TO HARRY. He stares at the anglerfish-shaped gate with horror as the van drives ever closer to the gaping jaws.
CLOSE ON: the entrance of CHARYBDIS PENITENTIARY, water churning around the monstrous teeth.
ANGLE ON: one of the "eyes" of CHARYBDIS- a window of bulletproof glass high up on the head. An OILY, DARK-HAIRED LITTLE MAN is staring out of the window at the approaching van.
BACK TO: INT. of CHARYBDIS PENITENTIARY, the van zipping into its mouth just as the iron teeth start grinding down, with an intense grinding noise.
CLOSE ON: HARRY, staring intensely ahead.
CAPTION: LABOUR DAY FOR HARRY CLEESE
TRANSITION: A MUGSHOT WALL. HARRY is holding up his card and dressed in a simplistic blue-and-grey jumpsuit. In front of him sits MR. KRAYON, a tall, smartly-dressed warden very similar in appearance to Idris Elba. They're shortly joined by MR. EAKERS, a short, but chirpy brown-haired man, somewhat like an ant.
MR. EAKERS: (he has a Scouse accent):
Hello, Krayon. Who's this new fella?
MR. KRAYON:
This is the new bloke, Eakers. One Harry Reginald Cleese, of Cleese Enterprises. He's here on charges of delinquent violence and murder.
MR. EAKERS:
Ooh, nasty. Who's he supposed to have murdered?
MR. KRAYON: 
His sons, apparently. They found him with a gun in his hands and the bullets in their bodies.
MR. EAKERS:
Ugh, celebrity crimes. Where we putting him?
MR. KRAYON:
Orders of the Governor, Eakers. He goes to 216, with the Princess.
ANGLE ON: HARRY(by this point visibly concerned):
Sorry, what? Who's this Princess? Who are you putting me with?
HARRY'S voice is surprisingly soft.
ANGLE ON: KRAYON AND EAKERS, sharing a mock-sympathetic look and sighing. KRAYON stands up first.
KRAYON:
It's better if we show you, son.
INT: The PRISON CORRIDORS. KRAYON AND EAKERS are escorting HARRY, while other prisoners bypass them.
KRAYON:
Most modern prisons are divided into two types: gents' and ladies'. Not us. Not Charybdis. We believe all genders are equal, which means all crimes are equal, and therefore all prisoners should be put in the same jails as equals. And the prisoners you'll be staying with are the worst of the lot.
He points out several doors with prominent names and large glass windows exposing the occupants.
KRAYON: 
Pat Rockless and Eck Hillies. Cousins, operatives in the same Irish gang. We put them in after we caught them joyriding round the streets of Galway with a rival ganglord's son strapped to the hood of their Jaguar. They'd killed him first, of course.
PAT AND ECK, two blond Irish men, stare through the window at HARRY as he passes.
KRAYON:
Cleo Temnestra, leader of the Mycenae Cartel. Spanish mother, English father. We nabbed her after she cut up her husband in the bath for cheating on her.
CLEO, a tall, dark-haired woman, is seated on a couch in the corner, but her eyes follow Harry across the room, with a predatory gaze.
KRAYON: 
And you, my son, you're going in with one of the hardest customers in the yard.
They stop in front of a door behind which sickly green light fills the room.
Princess Meddiyah. Daughter of King Ayteesh of Colchi. Acclaimed cultist back in her country, but we couldn't touch her there. Then she emigrated to Africa with a rich boy like yourself, nephew of a prominent business mogul. 
MR. EAKERS:
And she butchered her boyfriend’s uncle.
HARRY stares at him in a disturbed manner.
Literally. He was hanging from a hook by his ankles and his stomach was open from here to here(indicates with his fingers).
HARRY winces.
And then she set her kids with the boyfriend on fire. You could see the bodies and all. Fried black like burnt popcorn, they were.
HARRY has a vomit-contemplating expression.
KRAYON:
I nearly forgot, son, but I hope you weren’t planning on going rebound while you’re in there, ‘cos that’s where these little fellas come in.
He snaps two ORANGE-AND-BLACK CUFFS onto HARRY’S wrists. They automatically tighten.
HARRY:
Ow! What did you just put on me?
KRAYON:
These? They’re nanomachine containers, son. We can detect your every impulse with them. If you try sleeping with this lady, the nanos spread all over you, and you’re gonna be stinging like mad. It’ll feel like you’ve taken a bath in a scorpion tank. So you have been warned.
He unlocks the cell door and coaxes HARRY inside.
We’ll be dropping in again at dinner-time, Harry. Be a good boy while we’re out, won’t you?
KRAYON closes and locks the door, and he and EAKERS walk away.
INT: MEDDIYAH’S CELL, dark and illuminated with sickly green lights.  HARRY walks tentatively around, when he comes across a short Irish boy, possibly 18, who wears a simple white shirt and apron. This boy is Ian Layers.
IAN:
Hey, stranger? What can I do you for? Do you want anything medicinal, or shall we just fix you up with some eco-friendly shower kit?
HARRY:
No, I’m not buying anything, mate. I’ve just moved in here. I’m Harry Cleese, your new cellmate.
IAN(EYES WIDENING):
The Harry…? (grabs his hand and shakes it eagerly) Glad to have your company, sir! My name’s Ian Layers, I’m Ms. Meddiyah’s assistant. Please make yourself at home while I run and fetch her for you. (he runs off) Hey, Ms. Meddiyah! We’ve got a celebrity flatmate!
HARRY smiles and shakes his head, then hears music starting up over the loudspeaker system: “Everywhere” by Fleetwood Mac. As the music builds, he sniffs, hearing squeaking, and steps around a corner into a wide, open room. What he sees makes his mouth go wide.
ANGLE ON: A TALL MARBLE SCULPTURE of A WOMAN WITH THREE CROWNED HEADS, HOLDING A WHIP IN ONE HAND AND A TORCH IN THE OTHER. The sculpture is adorned with countless POLECATS and has a lit vivarium full of SNAKES at its feet. The MUSIC comes from a CD PLAYER next to the sculpture. HARRY steps closer to the sculpture, noting the intricate detailing.
MEDDIYAH(V/O):
It’s a nice song, no?
HARRY turns around and starts. Standing directly behind him is PRINCESS MEDDIYAH, a tall South Asian woman who wears a simple jumpsuit with multiple vivid colours. She has long black hair and solid golden eyes that seem to glow in the low green light.
HARRY: (RECOVERING HIMSELF)
Sorry?
MEDDIYAH:
This song. Everywhere. I watched the music video, you know. It’s based on the poem of a highwayman, a man stealing priceless treasures for the woman he loves. (she laughs) We’re both so similar, you know.
HARRY: 
Who are?
MEDDIYAH:
Highwaymen. Children of the crossroads. Children of the between-places. Disciples of Hermes, the father of thieves…(she points to the SCULPTURE) and Hecate, the mother of witches. (she flashes a crocodilian grin) Like me.
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