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INT. THE CLARK FAMILY CAR. EXT. PETROL STATION – SUNDAY AFTERNOON 

FRANK CLARK (58 years-old, Glaswegian) sits alone in his car at the 
petrol station. His son JAMIE CLARK (22) opens the passenger door and 
hands him a takeaway coffee cup. 

FRANK
Thanks.

JAMIE
Absolutely freezing.

They drive forward towards the closed shuttered doors of the automatic 
carwash. A green light gives them the signal to move into the tunnel.

JAMIE
Still don’t understand why you don’t just hose it 
down.

FRANK
(cutting the ignition) It’s 7 minutes. 

JAMIE
It’s laziness. 

FRANK
Well, God forbid you should ever lift a finger.

Jamie shakes his head as the mechanised process begins. The car is 
sprayed by water, gently obscuring the window. 

FRANK (cont.)
A clean car is important. It says something about 
you. Why are you in town anyway? It’s a Sunday. 

JAMIE
It’s a Sunday. As in it’s God’s day? Day of rest?

FRANK
Ah must have slipped my mind this particular taxi 
service is 24 hours a day, 7 days a week.

JAMIE
Shall I call up Dan? ‘Sorry Dan – can’t come to 
your birthday - it’s the day of rest’. 

A light foam begins to spray on the car – patterning the windscreen.

FRANK
And will you be requiring this service again later?

JAMIE
No I’ll stay at Jen’s, some extra shifts came up.

Jamie looks disinterested out his window at a slippery when wet sign.



FRANK
Want to grab a beer one evening?

JAMIE
Yeah sure.

FRANK
Wednesday?

JAMIE
Uh sounds good (turns towards him) hang on what?

JAMIE
Well that’s odd. 

FRANK
What’s odd?

JAMIE
Asking me for a beer. You never ask me for a beer.

FRANK
What are you on about?

JAMIE
What’s going on? What are you doing in town anyway?

FRANK
Nothing, I’m just in town. 

JAMIE
You’re just ‘in town’. 

FRANK
Yeah

They both look out as the water continues to wash over the car. 

JAMIE (cont.)
Is there a wee bit on the side you’re seeing then? 
Or are you working for the mob now?

FRANK
What?

JAMIE
Well what’s all this cloak and dagger for? (mock 
paranoia) Is this…a secret meeting in a car wash?

FRANK
For fuck’s sake Jamie, it’s just a beer. 

Frank looks out his window - the water outside repels him back.

JAMIE (cont.)
What are you in town for?



FRANK
I’m seeing a doctor.

JAMIE
What’s wrong with our doctor?

FRANK
Nothing, this guy’s a…specialist. 

The car is battered with water as Jamie stares at Frank expectantly.

FRANK (cont.)
I’m sick, Jamie. I’ve got cancer. 

Outside the foam rollers begin to spin, engulfing the car and cutting 
light.

JAMIE
Are you joking?

FRANK
No – why would I - 

JAMIE
- since when?

FRANK
Since my scan…

JAMIE
When was that?

FRANK
A couple of weeks ago.

Frank makes a gesture to suggest he doesn’t know what more he can say. 

JAMIE
Are you kidding me? And in a car wash, a fucking 
car wash you decided now was the perfect time to 
tell me this – 

FRANK
- Jamie – 

JAMIE
- I know, I’ll cage him in and then tell him I’m 
going to fucking die. Brilliant.

 
FRANK

What am I supposed to do? Tell me exactly where and 
when is a good time to give this kind of news.

JAMIE
A text would have been better than this. 



FRANK
Oh shut up, Jamie.

The noise slowly descends as the car wash enters another stage. 

JAMIE (cont.)
Where is it? 

FRANK
Pancreas.

JAMIE
Is that…a bad one?

FRANK
I think they’re all pretty bad, Jamie. It’s cancer. 

JAMIE
Yeah but has it, like, spread, when it you know – 

FRANK
-we don’t know. There’s another round of scans 
(reaching into his pocket)I’ve got a leaflet - you 
can read that.

JAMIE
Oh fuck this - 

FRANK
- I’ve sat down with your mother. We’ve got 
options. 

JAMIE
You brought a leaflet.

FRANK
No it was just in my pocket. He gave it to me on 
Friday. 

JAMIE
Jesus this is madness. What are we doing here, Dad?

FRANK
I didn’t plan to tell you in the bloody car but you 
went on and on and on. 

JAMIE
When were you going to tell me? The ‘drink’ this 
week?

Frank stares out of the window next to him, his eyes red. Jamie sits 
stunned in the drivers seat shaking his head.

JAMIE (cont.)
So what are you doing now?

FRANK



We thought we should begin treatment as soon as 
possible to get ahead of it. 

Frank raises his voice as a crescendo of noise builds around the car.

FRANK (cont.)
Two this week and then every week for the 
foreseeable future while we wait for results. Your 
mother and I have talked through the options -

JAMIE
(overwhelmed) - sorry I cant - I’ve got to get out 
- (trying at the door) Open the fucking door.  

FRANK
I can’t just open the door, we’re in a car wash. 

JAMIE
(crying and hitting the door) This. Fucking. Car. 

FRANK
Come on (tries to draw him in) 

JAMIE
(pushing him away) Get off me.

FRANK
Hey – Hey (pulling Jamie’s head to his) 

He releases him and they sit for a moment, heads bowed. The dryer slowly 
begins to rise above the car. 

FRANK
I’m sorry it was in a car wash you found out I had 
cancer. 

JAMIE
Yeah, are you sure it’s not in your brain?

A green light flashes and they drive out of the car wash. 

JAMIE (cont.)
What even is the pancreas?

FRANK
It’s the – you know – it’s next to your stomach - I 
don’t know - read the leaflet. Right, then. 
Station?

JAMIE
No, I’m not going now am I? Let’s just - drive.

They exit the petrol station and drive off, sitting in silence.

END


