
INCOMMUNICADO

Written by

Greg Stewart



INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Ash (21) and his Mum (50’s) are watching the TV. The thin, 
tinny noise from the TV fills the room.

Ash is tall and thin and is dressed in a t-shirt and 
tracksuit bottoms. His grey socks have holes in. He sits back 
on the sofa at the edge of the room, arms folded. 

Mum sits on the floor, close to the screen, engrossed in a 
reality TV show. She is still in her dressing gown and 
cradles a cup of tea.

Ash looks in the direction of the TV but he isn’t watching 
it. He focuses on the back of his Mum’s head where the grey 
hairs are showing through her dye.

Mum’s eyes open even wider at the TV - which is reflected in 
her pupils. Ash begins to bite his nails and then lifts his 
legs up in front of his chest. Mum makes some snorting noises 
in reaction to the programme. 

ASH
(V/O)

In the beginning the universe is 
contained in a single drop of 
matter. 

He looks around the room at the thick patterned wallpaper. In 
places it is curling away from the wall.

ASH (CONT’D)
(V/O)

It explodes into life, travelling 
at thousands of billions of miles 
per second, and slowly, over 
millions of years, settles. 

The room has too much furniture. The shelves and cupboard 
tops are filled with ornaments and knick-knacks. Some are 
quite dusty. Magazines are piled in a corner. There is an 
aura of ruin.

ASH (CONT’D)
(V/O)

The cosmos. The planets. Stars. The 
oceans rumble. Evolution. The 
shifting of the plates. 

Ash closes his eyes. 

ASH (CONT’D)
(V/O)

Volcanic eruption... 

He opens them again and his eyes bore into the back of his 
mother’s head. She senses something and turns around. 



MUM
What’s the matter with you?

Ash blanks her. She studies him for a moment then turns back 
to the TV. 

Ash closes his eyes again. The repetitious TV voices distort 
into echoing, jarring noises inside his head. 

Slowly he presses his fingers into his forehead.

EXT. HIGH STREET - DAY

Cars shoot past on a busy road.

Ash and his Mum are waiting at the traffic lights. He looks 
fed up. She clicks her teeth impatiently.

The signal changes to green and they cross. Ash looks at the 
fronts of the cars waiting. The cars seem eager to cross the 
lights. The exhausts pour out their fumes.

Mum has already crossed. He quickens his pace to catch up.

Walking along the busy pavement, Mum takes a mirror from her 
purse and examines her face.

ASH
(V/O)

There’s no getting away from it.

She puts the mirror back into her purse.

MUM
Time it takes to get down the post 
office and back – before you know 
it it's gonna be three o’clock. 

Ash nods. She counts the money in her purse as she walks and 
then pulls out some scratch cards, counting how many.

MUM (CONT’D)
If he’d told me before I might have 
had the money. 

The scratch cards are back in the purse. Now she’s counting 
stamps. 

MUM (CONT’D)
I’ve got enough on my plate without 
extra money for stamps.

She pulls out a packet of invitation cards from her handbag.

MUM (CONT’D)
I hope when I’m eighty you’ll do 
something like this for me.
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Ash just stares ahead.

ASH
Have you invited Frank?

MUM
Gran doesn’t like Frank. Besides, 
he wouldn’t come. 

ASH
Yes he would – send it.

MUM
You gonna pay? 

Ash puts his hand in his pocket.

MUM (CONT’D)
Postage going up all the time. I’ll 
give that postman a piece of my 
mind. When I see him.

Ash pulls some change out of his pocket and pushes 50 pence 
into her hand.  

ASH
(V/O)

What’s she expect him to do, reduce 
the price for her? Stupid woman.

They continue walking.

MUM
And you’re no better, morbid swine 
that you are.

Ash creases up his face in response.

MUM (CONT’D)
Poor Jim getting over Julie and you 
goin’ on about bloody – well you 
know. 

ASH
Does he ever listen to me?

MUM
What’ve you got to say? 

As she speaks, we focus on the features that show Mum’s age. 
Her eyes dart to and fro, she never once looks at Ash 
directly. Her hands shake and fuss with her purse. He watches 
her agitation.

MUM (CONT’D)
Always feeling sorry for yourself 
when you hardly set foot in the 
world. 
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Don’t know what’s the matter from 
morning to night. If your father 
was alive he’d give you what for.

She walks on ahead, leaving Ash behind on the street. When 
she is ten paces ahead Ash suddenly stops dead. A man in a 
suit behind him bumps him slightly and mutters as he has to 
go around. 

Ash closes his eyes. His Mum is still walking.

He opens his eyes very slightly and can still see her. He 
closes them again tight. People passing him give him strange 
glances. 

Eventually he opens his eyes again and his Mum is out of 
sight. He looks around and then starts walking.

EXT. STREET – EVENING

Ash sits on the wall outside his house. It’s getting dark and 
there’s no one else around.

Across the road, only one house has a light on upstairs. Ash 
looks up at the light and the figures moving inside.

He glances back at his own house, where JIM (27) and his Mum 
are sat at a table in the front room, talking. He looks back 
to the house across the road.

ANTHONY (23) is at the window. He closes the curtains.

ASH
(V/O)

Anthony’s father is dying but no 
one wants to talk about it. 

Jim and Mum are standing, still talking.

ASH (CONT’D)
(V/O)

They don’t want to talk about it. 
Shut up Ash you’ve got no tact. I 
only want to talk about it. Just 
don’t say a word and let him be. I 
don’t want to talk to Tony about it 
do I? Just shut up. 

Jim closes the curtains.

Ash gets up from the wall.

ASH (CONT’D)
(V/O)

What’s talking about it going to do 
anyway, make him die quicker? 
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INT. KITCHEN - EVENING

Mum is serving food onto the plates.

ASH
(V/O)

Bloody morbid you are she says. 
Obsessive. 

Mum’s eyes dart feverishly around the kitchen.

EXT. STREET – EVENING

Ash looks up at the closed curtains. There is a shadow of Jim 
sat at the table.

ASH
(V/O)

Be more like your brother. Jim. Jim 
and his fucking ex-girlfriend.

INT. KITCHEN – EVENING

Close up on Mum’s ageing face as she shouts out.

MUM
Ash. Tea.

INT. DINING ROOM - EVENING

Ash, Mum and Jim sit at the table. Jim talks, but the 
conversation is at a very low volume.

JIM
She’s starting a new job now - so 
Gemma said. I don’t know if that’s 
the best thing for her, you know – 
she always wanted to work with 
children so it doesn’t really make 
sense to me.

Ash is staring at them both blankly while Mum nods 
sympathetically. 

JIM (CONT’D)
I just don’t know how I’m going to 
cope with going out in the same 
crowd anymore. I might just make a 
total clean break.

ASH
(V/O)

On, and on and on and on.

Mum is still nodding. 
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Ash stares down at his plate of food. He hasn’t touched any 
of it. 

A woodlouse crawls from under the chips, then another. Then a 
spider. Soon the plate of food is crawling with insects. Ash 
picks up his fork and pushes the food and the insects around. 
Some of the insects crawl onto his fork.

Jim and Mum are wolfing their food down as they talk – 
although we can’t hear their voices anymore. 

Ash is leaning forward, examining the insects.

MUM
(loud)

Sit up.

Ash’s eyes spring upwards. Jim and Mum are looking straight 
at him. He straightens. They stare.

ASH
I’m not well.

Jim rolls his eyes and takes another mouthful of food. 

MUM
(to Jim)

So what’s this new bloke do?

JIM
Something at the hospital...

As they go back to their talk their voices distort into 
animal noises, pigs and dogs grunting and snorting.

With a dazed expression Ash listens for a few seconds.

Then he opens his mouth wide as if screaming – but no sound 
comes out. Mum and Jim do not respond. 

Having finished the food, they get up and leave him sat 
alone. In the next room, they’ve turned the TV on. 

INT. BEDROOM – EVENING

Ash is in his bedroom. It is small and claustrophobic. The 
wallpaper and posters give a sense of darkness but scattered 
around are remnants of his younger childhood – books, toys 
and games.

Ash sits on the bed. The TV downstairs is suddenly turned up 
louder. Ash is muttering to himself. 

ASH
I told her didn’t I? I told her I 
wasn’t well. What more does she 
want me to say?
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He kneels on the floor and goes to the bottom drawer. He 
pulls it right out and from the space underneath he removes a 
knife and some cotton wool.

As the knife cuts into the back of his hand, the voices from 
the TV disappear and turn into a test signal sound. Ash grits 
his teeth at the pain and quickly exchanges the knife for the 
cotton wool, which he holds over the wound. 

INT. HALL - MORNING

Ash comes down the stairs listening for signs of life. There 
are sounds coming from the kitchen. He creeps to the 
telephone in the hall and dials a number. 

While it rings at the other end, Ash stares at the fanlight 
above the front door. The glass pattern sparkles.

EXT. STREET – MORNING

The house across the road has all of the curtains drawn. We 
can hear the telephone ringing.

INT. HALL - MORNING 

Ash waits as the phone still rings. Then it clicks as someone 
picks it up.

ANTHONY’S FATHER
(O/C)

Hello?

ASH
Uh, hello. 

Ash puts his hand on his head.

ASH (CONT’D)
Is Anthony there?

ANTHONY’S FATHER
(O/C)

Who’s that?

ASH
Ashley. Ash.

ANTHONY’S FATHER
(O/C)

He’s out, Ash. 

ASH
Oh right.
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ANTHONY’S FATHER
(O/C)

Back later. I’ll tell him you rang.

Ash hesitates, unsure whether the conversation is going to 
end. 

ASH
How are you?

ANTHONY’S FATHER
(O/C)

Oh. Bearing up. Thank you. How are 
you, Ash? You sound a little quiet.

Ash opens his mouth but no sound comes out. 

ASH
I, uh...

He looks up at the fanlight again. The sparkle has gone. His 
gaze lowers to the floor.

ASH (CONT’D)
I’m okay thanks.

ANTHONY’S FATHER
(O/C)

Good. Well I’ll see you.

ASH
Yes. Bye.

He carefully puts the phone down whilst biting his lip.

There is a clatter as the post comes through the letterbox. 

Ash holds a letter tightly in his hand. He has opened it 
already and he reads the contents rapidly. There is a 
childish sense of wonder painted across his face.

ASH (CONT’D)
Frank.

INT. KITCHEN – MORNING

Ash thrusts the letter into his mother’s hand. She frowns and 
quickly scans it.

MUM
He won’t come.

ASH
He says so – there.

Ash points to a line in the letter.
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MUM
He was probably drunk when he wrote 
it. You’re wasting your time. Who 
were you on the phone too?

Ash looks again at the letter. The handwriting is poor. He 
grits his teeth and holding the letter tight, storms out of 
the room. 

INT. BEDROOM – MORNING

Sat on the bed and resting a piece of paper on a book, Ash 
hastily writes a letter. He writes a sentence, and then 
crosses it out. He writes a few more words then crosses them 
out. He closes his eyes.

ASH
(V/O - impersonating)

Come in here Frankie and ‘ave a 
drink with yer mates. 

He opens his eyes and grits his teeth.

ASH (CONT’D)
(V/O)

Waste of time, pissing their lives 
away doing nothing. 

He writes more furiously. He pauses and reads back the lines 
he has written.

ASH (CONT’D)
(V/O)

Got to catch him before he goes off 
on one. 

EXT. STREET - DAY

Ash runs towards a post office box. He skids to a halt and 
slams the letter into the hole. He steps back and stares at 
the box. He is out of breath. It is a cold morning. His 
breath is visible. 

The post office box stares back at him. The opening is black. 
Everything around him is still. 

Ash looks down at the cut on the back of his hand and quickly 
pulls his sleeve over it. 

He slowly begins the walk back.

ASH
(V/O)

Once, in the community centre, I 
found a cat. It was half-dead. 
Funny brown and white thing. 
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Been run over or something. There 
didn’t seem much point in taking it 
home but I wanted to anyway. 

Ash is getting upset.

ASH (CONT’D)
(V/O)

Funniest feeling. 

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Ash is sat in the living room, waiting. Outside it is raining 
and the drops pour against the window. He has a look of 
resignation on his face.

Footsteps outside cause him to jump up. He peers through the 
window hopefully. It is Anthony – waiting in the porch. The 
knocker goes.

Ash sits down again. He waits. There is another knock. 
Reluctantly Ash goes to the door.

ANTHONY
(O/C)

All right?

ASH
(O/C)

Come in.

Anthony comes in the lounge. 

ANTHONY
You look terrible. What’s the 
matter?

Ash sits down in his chair and frowns in disagreement. 
Anthony sits on the edge of the chair opposite. Ash doesn’t 
look at him.

ASH
Gran’s party tomorrow. Frank’s 
coming.

ANTHONY
Really? I haven’t seen Frank for 
ages. You spoke to my Dad 
yesterday?

Ash nods. There is an uncomfortable silence.

Mum comes into the room and is surprised to see Anthony.

MUM
Anthony – hi – how is – uh... 
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Anthony smiles at her politely, sensing her discomfort. Ash 
smirks.

MUM (CONT’D)
How are things?

ANTHONY
You know.

He gets up again.

ANTHONY (CONT’D)
Not stopping. Just to see if Ash 
wanted to do something tomorrow, 
but I forgot about the party.

Ash looks up at him. Mum nods.

Anthony smiles again and leaves. Mum shows him out. Ash stays 
in his seat while he goes. 

Mum comes back into the room and looks at him disapprovingly. 
She starts tidying up, casting stern glances at him as she 
moves from one clearance to the next.

MUM
I hope you’ve got more life in you 
than this tomorrow. 

Ash looks away, putting his chin in his hand.

INT. HOUSE – DAY

The hall is empty.

The kitchen is empty.

The dining room is empty.

The living room is empty.

INT. HALL - EVENING

The front door opens and Jim, Mum and Ash come through. Mum 
and Jim take off their coats. Mum heads into the kitchen. Jim 
goes into the living room. 

Ash stays in the hall. 

MUM
(O/C)

I knew Frank wouldn’t come.

Close up on Ash’s eyes. They are empty of feeling. Ash goes 
upstairs. 
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INT. VARIOUS ROOMS - NIGHT

The house is still. Each room is quiet as the three sleep in 
their rooms. 

INT. DINING ROOM - MORNING

Jim and Mum sit at the table eating breakfast.

MUM
What time are you in today?

JIM
Eleven.

MUM
That’s good. 

She looks at her watch.

MUM (CONT’D)
Go and give Ash a shout.

Jim creases up his face.

JIM
Let me finish this first.

MUM
Go and get him up. Lazy bugger.

INT. BEDROOM - MORNING

All is dark. There is the sound of footsteps coming up the 
stairs. The door opens quickly. The light from the doorway 
shows Ash is in bed. Jim is already going back downstairs as 
he shouts.

JIM
Come on shithead. You’re late.

There is an empty bottle of pills on the bedspread. Ash lies 
half under the covers, eyes closed. He isn’t breathing. 

THE END
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