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THE BATTLE FOR BLOXHAM WOODS
By

The Slagg Brothers

"THE BATTLE FOR BLOXHAM WOODS"

FADE IN:

1 EXT. FARMER’s field (MIDDLE) - DAY

Two battle lines face each other. A row of POLICE with helmets, riot shields, and batons face a row of ragtag environmental protestors, The Green Army; some of them are nervous, others seem keen.

SGT ROCK (33) faces forward. He turns his head to look down his line of police.

Sgt Rock

(Shouts)

Right, lads. Charge on three. Let’s do the Super proud.

MICHAEL (25) walks down the line of protestors.

MICHAEL

Remember. They’re only allowed to use reasonable force.

WEEDY PROTESTOR (22)

Can you shout it a bit louder?

MICHAEL

How loud?

WEEDY PROTESTOR

Loud enough for the cops to hear?

MICHAEL

Relax. You’ll be fine.

WEEDY PROTESTOR

Promise?

MICHAEL

Promise.

MICHAEL has fingers crossed behind his back. He walks past the WEEDY PROTESTOR, who notices.

WEEDY PROTESTOR

Oh gawd, oh gawd.

PC BARNES (20) breaks rank and stumbles forward.

Sgt Rock

Easy, Barnes, easy.

WEEDY PROTESTOR crosses himself. His hands shake.

Weedy protestor

Our father… err… Hail M-m… Why did I always bunk off Sunday School? I know. For what we-

Sgt Rock

One.

Weedy Protestor

Are about-

Sgt Rock

Two.

Weedy Protestor

Receive, may-

Sgt Rock

Three.

Weedy protestor

Lord-

The POLICE charge the GREENS in slow motion and silence.  The only sounds are a heartbeat, rapid breathing, and the WEEDY PROTESTOR’S prayers.

WEEDY PROTESTOR

Make us-

PC BARNES closes on WEEDY PROTESTOR.

WEEDY PROTESTOR

Truly-

PC BARNES swings baton at WEEDY PROTESTOR.

WEEDY PROTESTOR

Thankful.

A bang.  The screen goes black.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

Wait.  Rewind.

The sequence replays backwards at speed, with accompanying video lines, as the NARRATOR speaks.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

If you want to know why a small wood became the scene of the most expensive, most publicised environmental protest in British history then we need to do the impossible. And travel back in time.

A muted clip from a costume drama.

Narrator (V.O.)

That’s too far.

2 EXT. DAUBENY’S CAR - DAY

DAUBENY (55), MINISTER FOR TRANSPORT, sits in the back of his chauffeur-driven car. He talks on the phone.

Narrator (V.O.)

Perfect. Daubeny, Minister for Transport, thirty years in politics, and an environmental Attila the Hun.

Caption: ‘Natural Selection.’ A question mark appears at the end. The words fade and then the question mark fades.

DAUBENY

Yes. Yes, I agree. The city needs a new relief road.

(Pause)

No, you don’t have to convince me, Prime Minister. I sit in it

A library clip of London gridlock.

DAubeny (O.S.)

every bloody day.

3 INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

DAUBENY watches a presentation. A large map hangs on the wall; three lines, red, yellow, green, run across it. As the PRESENTER speaks, DAUBENY looks distracted and bored. DAUBENY sighs loudly and looks at his watch. The PRESENTER fingers his collar then points to the map.

PRESENTER

… of the three possible routes, we will put forward detailed cases highlighting pros and cons of-

DAUBENY

I haven’t got time for all this.  Which route is best?

PresEnter

But I haven’t highlighted the-

Daubeny

That’s not the answer I asked for.  Which is best?

PRESENTER

The cheapest and quickest would be the yellow route.

Daubeny

Then that’s where it goes.

PRESENTER

But the consultation phase-

DAUBENY

Is complete. Thank you. Now, time for refreshments.

CUT TO:

DAUBENY stands in a corner of the room. He holds a cup of tea and eats a biscuit. His DEPUTY (45) approaches.

DEPuty

Bit harsh, even for a self- professed bastard like yourself.

DAUBENY

Oh, he’ll live.

DEPUTY

He’s right, though. There will have to be a consultation phase.

DAUBENY

In name only.

DEPUTY

Pardon?

DAUBENY

It’s simple. We move the green and blue routes closer to sleepy little hamlets and country estates. Drop hints at future access to the third airport then we select the route that causes the least possible uproar.

DEPUTY

The yellow one?

DAUBENY puts down the tea and picks up another biscuit. He holds it up for the DEPUTY to see.

Daubeny

Exactly. The public is left believing we care for their opinions. And any protestors are perceived as an unreasonable minority going against the majority. The trick is …

DAUBENY waves his free hand in front of the biscuit.  The biscuit has gone.  The DEPUTY looks impressed.

There was no majority. No one wanted the road. The protestors are simply the smallest of the many objecting minorities.

DEPUTY

Crafty sod. Where’s the biccy?

DAUBENY smiles and points at the floor. The DEPUTY grins.

4 INT. FARMHOUSE KITCHEN - NIGHT

A ramshackle kitchen. FARMER sits at a table in candlelight, opening mail. He wears a coat, fingerless gloves, and muddy wellies. The flicker of a television filters through the opened door behind him.

Farmer’s WIFE (O.S.)

The new road’s coming this way.

FARMER

How d’ya know?

FARMER groans and places a letter marked ‘LAST REMINDER’ on table. He opens another.

FARMER’s WIFE (O.S.) 

Just said so. On the news.

FARMER

Fat lot of good it’ll do me.

FARMER’s WIFE (O.S.) 

Oh, I don’t know. More people, more cash in the economy. That’s what Lucy, at the Spar, said.

FARMER

They’re gonna be whizzing past at seventy miles an hour. How’s that gonna put cash into my pocket?

He puts another bill over the first. Opens another.

FARMER’s wife (O.S.) 

Never look on the bright side. That’s your problem.

FARMER

This is the bloody bright side.

A loud click, the TV flicker stops.

FARMER’s Wife (O.S.) 

Got a quid for the telly?

He mimics her sentence quietly, pulling a face.

FARMER

I’m wearing hand-me-downs from a church mouse and you ask if I’ve got any cash? Look down the settee, I often find money …

He stares at the opened letter, mouth opening and closing.

5 INT. C.I Hunter’s home - lounge - DAY

LOUISE HUNTER (42) – dowdy with lank mousy hair turning grey – and FRIEND sit watching telly.

Louise

I feel so … Oh, I don’t know … so unfulfilled. Surely there’s more to life than this?

She indicates the room with her hand.

Friend

It’s called marriage, sweetie.  You get used to it after the first twenty-five years.

Louise

Never expected to give up my life tho’. I’m just a support; an extension to his life and his precious bloody career.

Friend

A support, hey? Tell him to get underneath for a change.

Louise

That’s a laugh. Always too tired.

Friend

Then spice it up, Lou. Do the unexpected. Go for spontaneity. Men love it.

6 EXT. Roadside protest – DAY

A frog jumps onto tarmac. A fast car approaches. A loud zoom as the car passes. A wet splat.

A group of GREENS from The Green Army, stand on the hard shoulder. They hold placards ‘Save the Frampton Frogs’ and ‘Frogs are people too!’ STEVE (40), the deputy, a thin, bedraggled hippy has a wad of fliers. He holds one out, offering it to passing cars. None stop.

BULLER (30)

This is hopeless, man. No one stops. No one cares.

STEVE

Hmm. I take what you’re saying on board. You’re saying revamp the publicity. Get our message heard.

BULLER

Yeah. Whatever, Steve.

BULLER looks at the others and rolls his eyes.

STEVE

I like the idea. It’s got legs.

BULLER

Which is more than that poor frog’s got.

STEVE

Let’s go see Michael, run it past him and brainstorm some solutions.

A car zooms by, a splat. The GREENS sigh and walk off.

7 EXT. Green encampment (A FIELD) - Night

MICHAEL, The Green Army leader, STEVE, BULLER, and some GREENS sit around a camp fire.

Michael

Sorry. I’m not convinced.

STEVE

I hear what you say. You’re saying we need some lateral thinking.

Michael

I said that?

STEVE

It’s certainly radical, granted. But it just might work.

STEVE begins to walk away.

Michael

What? What did I say? Anyone?

STEVE (O.S.)

I’ll get it sorted by morning.

8 EXT. Roadside protest - DAY

A frog hops onto tarmac. A zebra crossing has been painted crudely across the road. A road sign says ‘Caution Frogs.’ The GREENS wait. A car approaches. It slows at the sign.

Michael

Look! It’s working.

BULLER

Great idea, Michael.

The group agrees. The car revs up, a zoom, a wet splat. The GREENS sigh. BULLER wipes blood from his face.

BULLER

What a shit idea, Steve.

STEVE

Now why didn’t I think of that? That’s brilliant, Buller.

BULLER

Think of what?

CUT TO:

A frog hops onto tarmac. SLUG, a slow, very stoned hippy is dressed as a lollypop man. A truck approaches. SLUG ambles into the road and holds up a stop sign. He looks nervously at the others on the hard shoulder.

Steve

Trust me, Slug. This’ll work.

The truck looms, SLUG’S eyes widen.

STEVE

It’s okay.

The truck and SLUG’S wide eyes. A loud air horn.

MICHAEL

Run, Slug, run.

The squeal of brakes. A splat. A thud. GREENS follow an arc in the air. They turn away with expressions of pain.

GREENS

Ooh!

CUT TO:

A PARAMEDIC stands by a small ambulance.

PARAMEDIC

Lucky you called us straight away.

Michael

Will he live?

PARAMEDIC nods and gets in the ambulance. The GREENS cheer. The words ‘Animal Ambulance’ are seen. GREEN 1 runs up.

GREEN 1

Heard the news? Bloxham wood’s getting the chop.

MICHAEL

C’mon, let’s go save some trees.

STEVE

What about the frogs? Maybe we can build a little flyover for them?

A car passes, a wet splat, a frog flies through the air.

MICHAEL

Face facts. The frogs are goners.

The GREENS disperse.

slug (O.S.)

Don’t go. Please.

CUT TO:

SLUG lies on the hard shoulder, leg at odd angle.

SLUG

I can’t feel my toes, guys.

BULLER

That’s all the pot you smoked last night, man.

SLUG

Stay ‘till the ambulance, please.

STEVE

Ahh.

STEVE lifts a mobile up to his ear and whispers.

STEVE

Ambulance, please.

9 EXT. GREEN ENCAMPMENT (A FIELD) - DAY

The GREENS are breaking up camp. MICHAEL, TIMMO (24), and SAFFRON (23) watch the progress. MISTER FACTS (44) stands with his back to them, packing a rucksack. A woodpecker hammers in the distance, birds sing, a cuckoo is heard.

MICHAEL

Bloxham. Ain’t that where your parents live, Timmo?

Timmo

Not far.

MICHAEL

Could drop by. Introduce Saffron.

TIMMO

Yeah. Maybe.

MISTER FACTS

(Deep Welsh accent throughout)

Did you know Saffron is the world’s most expensive spice?

MICHAEL / TIMMO / SAFFRON

(Irritated)

Yes.

During MISTER FACTS speech the country sounds die away.

Mister facts

But I bet you didn’t know that the Saffron filaments are actually the dried stigmas of the saffron flower, Crocus Sativus Linneaus…

JUMP CUT TO:

… each flower contains just three stigmas which are hand picked. It takes over 75,000 flowers to make one pound of Saffron.

(Pause)

Absolute silence.

Bastards. All gone, haven’t you?

MISTER FACTS turns. A row of cars is disappearing into the distance. He picks up his rucksack and runs after them.

MISTER FACTS

Wait. Wait. I haven’t told you about its medicinal qualities.

10 INT. LAWyer’s office - DAY

FARMER sits opposite the LAWYER, who reads a letter.

FARMER

So? What does it mean?

Lawyer

It’s a Compulsory Purchase Order for the lower fields.

FARMER

Can I stop them?

LAWyer

No. Why would you want to?

FARMER

Cose the land’s been in the family for centuries. Farming’s me life.

Lawyer

But there’s compensation.

Farmer

Compensation? How much?

Lawyer

About three-quarters of a million.

FARMER

One more question.

(Pause)

How fast can I get a divorce?

11 EXT. COUNTRY LANE - DAY

FARMER drives down lane to farm. FARMER’S WIFE runs up the lane towards his car. She waves excitedly.

FARMER’S wife

Have you heard the good news?

farmer

(Mumbles)

Shit!

(Speaks to wife)

No. What news?

FArmer’s wife

Protestors are in the woods. We might still keep the farm.

Farmer

What?

12 EXT. FARMYARD - DAY

FARMER walks out of house. He carries a shotgun with the breech open. He snaps it shut.

FARMER

Won’t be long, dear.
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