1. I was trying to create a really nice, trusting bond between Miko and his mum, have I achieved this, and does it feel authetic?
2. The aim of the camera asides was to create an immersive feeling for the reader/ audience. Has this worked?
3. Do you think it generally works, and any other feedback?
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INT. COFFEE SHOP. DAY.

MIKO (16) is a tall boy with long dark hair tucked into a Starbucks cap and striking eyeliner, stands behind the counter. He is wearing a Starbucks uniform, holding a cup and looking unhappy. Colleagues work around him, moving past him. Miko is still, holding a cup and looking at the camera, a pen tucked behind his ear. Chatter and coffee machine sounds fill the background. Rain outside.

MIKO
(monotone, bored)
Welcome to Starbucks, what can I get started for you today?

CUSTOMER
(clearly in a rush)
Tall black americano please.

MIKO
Name? 

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to the camera)
I’m awful at making coffee. My customer service is terrible too. They put me on tills because I can spell. That might be the only reason I still have a job, to be honest. 

Other characters cannot hear MIKO’s asides to us. He reaches up to the pen on his ear, and then puts it in his mouth to tuck his long hair back into place, before looking expectantly at the customer, who taps his foot. 

CUSTOMER
Steven.

MIKO
(scribbling name on cup, to the customer) 
Two minutes. (He passes receipt and cup back to a colleague behind him.)

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to the camera)
Well. That and the fact that no-one in their right mind works in a service station coffee shop. (Looking around him at his colleagues, then back to the camera.) I’m only here because money is tight. I don’t even drink coffee.



EXT. STREET. DAY.

MIKO is walking home from work and it is raining. He does not own a coat. His shoes have holes in so his feet are wet. Thunder sounds overhead. Rain gets harder. MIKO pulls his sodden denim jacket closer around his shoulders and walks a bit quicker, with a look up to the sky. 

MIKO
(to the camera)
I’m just so bored. Every day I go to school, I go to work, I go home. I make Mum and I dinner, Read Elbow a story, bed. Where’s the adventure? I think I read too many John Green novels, all those teenagers have exciting adventures to go on, Amsterdam, Alabama… you know… Just… not Berkshire.

He shrugs, and stoops to pick up a very wet ginger cat, and then continues, vaulting the garden gate, cat under his arm.

ELBOW meows pathetically

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to Elbow)
You and me both Buddy, you and me both. 

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to the camera)
Elbow here has more fun than me. He at least goes on high speed mouse hunts with minimal success. Though he did catch a frog once. 

ELBOW meows again 

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to ELBOW)
That’s right, Mate. (musingly) That was quite an afternoon.




INT. MIKO’S FLAT. EVENING


MIKO takes us up the stairs, and into the flat above his Mum’s (ROSETA’s) shop.  It has narrow hallways, low light from the candles in the living room and kitchen off of the hall we are currently in. There is one yellow bulb hanging from the ceiling, with no shade. MIKO walks to the rustic kitchen, sets Elbow down on the table and pulls a tea towel off of a nearby chair. He wraps the cat up, drying him off and moving around the table to reach all of his angles, ducking under the pot rack hanging from the ceiling.

ROSETA
(from another room)
Miko! Is that you?

MIKO 
Hi Mum! Good day? 

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to the camera) 
I love my Mum. She’s cool, as far as mums go. Last week, she suggested we spend the evening together, and I didn’t have work anyway, so we went out to the woods looking for the badger settlement, just ‘cause she knows I like the woodland wildlife. Sweet right? 

ROSETA
(moving closer, until she’s leaning against the doorframe, watching MIKO dry ELBOW off)
Yeah it was okay, Mrs Dennis came in again, looking for a reading on her son’s job, I think it’s going to be good; her cards look promising… (realising he is drying a cat with a tea towel) What on earth are you doing? 

ROSETA (CONT’D)
(to Elbow) 
What’s he doing to you, my boy?

ELBOW meows pitifully

MIKO 
(to the camera, shooting us a look)
See? It’s not only me that talks to him. He’s deaf too, so he can’t hear even if he could understand. Doesn’t stop us though, (to Elbow) does it Kiddo?

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to ROSETA) 
I’m drying him; he got stuck outside in the storm. That sounds like a good day to me. What are we making for dinner? (covers ELBOW’S ears despite deafness, and in a faux whisper) Because if we don’t get cooking soon, I may have to eat our Elbow.

ROSETA laughs, and MIKO grins cheekily. He throws the tea towel into a washing basket in the corner of the room, like a basketball player. Both celebrate and laugh when it goes in.

MIKO
Call me Usain Bolt!

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to the camera)
See that? It’s called irony.

ROSETA
(taking a seat at the table. ELBOW curls on her lap, purring)
I don’t know dear, see whats in the fridge?

MIKO
(moving toward the fridge and opening it)
How about lasagne?

ROSETA 
Sounds good love.

MIKO 
(head in the fridge, to camera inside)
She always says yes to whatever I suggest. We cook together, but I always make her cut the onions, they ruin my eyeliner.

He considers this for a moment, realises he has already ruined it in the rain, shrugs and closes the fridge on us.




INT. MIKO’S KITCHEN. NIGHT. 


MIKO and ROSETA sit at the table each with a plate, eating. Elbow is fast asleep on ROSETA’s lap. The candlelight flickers unevenly, and the eat quietly for a moment. There is a mug of water in front of MIKO, decorated with leaves and mushrooms and a short colourful Ikea glass in front of Roseta, just quirky enough. The room is homely in a tired yet colourful sort of way. The green counters reflect the evening light nicely, giving the room a cosy glow. (1000 words)
 
ROSETA
You know love, it’s been a while since we’ve looked at your cards, hasn’t it?

MIKO nods with a mouthful of pasta. He sneaks a bit of lasagne to ELBOW, who is shuffling around on ROSETA’s knees. ELBOW takes it and hops lightly to the floor to eat it.

MIKO
(to the camera)
We do it once every few months, just to see, you know? Last time she told me I was going to need to do the homework my history teacher gave me, as he would be giving me a detention tomorrow if I didn’t. She didn’t even know I had homework. Then she sent me straight to bed… He did give me that detention, because I got distracted by a book, and then fell asleep. Hardly exciting.

ROSETA
It wasn’t too busy today, so do you want to do it after dinner?

MIKO shrugs, putting another forkful of pasta into his mouth. ROSETA stands up and puts her now empty plate by the sink before going to get her tarot deck from downstairs. Together they select the cards. 

MIKO
(to the camera)
It always goes something like this. (Sarcastically) I wonder who’s going to give me detention this week!

ROSETA considers each before starting to speak. MIKO looks initially bored and rests his head in his arms on the table, before sitting up straighter as he listens.

ROSETA
We have the fool, the ace of cups and the knight of wands. This is interesting Miko, it looks like there’s a big journey on the horizon for you. It’s somewhere you’ve never been and it’s going to be a journey of, of discovery. You are going to learn things about yourself. Just one person becomes important… you form a connection with them. We will have to do a more focused reading to understand what kind of relationship this is. You are going to be a hero to some… on your journey you will be something of a saint. There’s a lot of water here. Its significance is uncertain, but I think it’s a mode of travel for you, how you get to this place and home again.

MIKO
What. What?

ROSETA
I don’t know love. 

MIKO
So, all I need to do to get home is find the water?

ROSETA
I suppose… I do know that you won’t need to worry about your homework this week, eh? 

MIKO
(appears to miss this comment)
Mum, what does this mean? Why me? Where am I going?

ROSETA
They’re just cards my darling, I can’t get that much detail. I suppose you will have to wait and see.

She falls into thought for a moment, tapping her fingers on the cards in front of her. 

ROSETA (CONT’D)
(suddenly, as if out of a dream)
It’s late. To bed! 

She scoops up the cards, and kisses MIKO briefly on the forehead, before heading out of the room. MIKO sits still in the kitchen. Time passes, Light changes around him and he moves to make tea and then back to his chair. ELBOW moves around the room to, from the floor to the windowsill, to the table, stealing sips of the tea left forgotten on the table.

MIKO
(to the camera, holding his tea)
Well. That was strange, wasn’t it? A journey of becoming? What does that even mean? A connection? My mums job is great at getting me out of detentions but God the attention to detail is not there is it? Just got to… go with the flow…

He trails off and walks past the camera out of the shot, leaving us looking at an empty kitchen table, a mug of warm tea and the dawn light rising over the busy horizon of trees and buildings. ELBOW moves around the room as the light changes, settling on the windowsill for the night’s rest.





INT. MIKO’S KITCHEN. MORNING.


MIKO walks back into the kitchen wearing a slightly scruffy school uniform. He yawns and makes himself a bowl of cereal while humming to himself. He leans on the counter, hurriedly eating. ELBOW was asleep on the windowsill but he jumps down tripping him up as he turns to rinse his bowl in the sink.

MIKO
Mum! I’m off!

ROSETA 
(from another room)
Okay darling! Have a good day!

Miko gets his laptop from the sideboard, strokes ELBOW roughly and leaves closing the door behind him.





EXT. STREET. DAY.


MIKO walks down the street, headphone in one ear, scuffing his shoes on the pavement. 

MIKO
(to the camera)
Rough night. Mum has this way of making my brain… I don’t know, it just doesn’t stop. Couldn’t sleep. But it’s fine, I did my homework, so at least I won’t get detention. I reckon it’s like… a spiritual journey… like I don’t think I’m actually going anywhere… there’s nowhere to go. (shrugs) I dunno, I’m just trying to… (trips, and falls off the curb)

MIKO’s foot slips off the curb and falls down, everything goes dark around him.
MUSIC: 
We lose sight of him for a moment, before he falls through rings of light. They are still around him, like a car moving through a tunnel. MIKO appears to be unconscious, his long hair floating around him. Suddenly it cuts as MIKO hits a bed in an unfamiliar room. 

END OF EPISODE ONE.




