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SCENE  AUTONUM   INT. Police recruiting centre – DAY

A police recruitment officer (sergent Phillips) is sitting at a desk. Behind him are posters about joining the force etc. a young man (kevin Bradshaw) enters with a long coat on. He sits down opposite the policeman.

kevin:

Err, I was wondering if I might be able to join the police force.

Phillips:

Well, you’ve come to the right place 

he stands and they shake hands and sit again. he notices something on his hand and wipes it on his jacket before getting a pen and preparing to write down the details

I’ll just make a few notes.What’s your name son?

kevin:

It’s Kevin, Kevin Bradshaw

phillips writes the name at the top of the notepad and repeats it under his breath to himself as he writes

you see, I know I can be of use but I have a certain way of doing things

phillips: (intrigued)

Really? And what exactly do you do?

kevin

Well…(thinks for a while) you know spiders?

phillips:

Eh?

kevin:

Spiders, you know, eight legs and all that?

phillips:

Yes, yes, spiders, arachnids. What about them?

kevin:

Well I can do the same things as them.

phillips: (impressed)

Really?

kevin: (a little cocky)

Oh yes.

phillips

What, climb up walls, survive in plugholes that sort of thing?

kevin:

Absolutely

phillips raises his eyebrows and writes on the pad

phillips: (under his breath again)

Does whatever a spider can… (louder) What about webs then?

kevin:

Yes I spin a web

phillips: (under his breath again as he writes)

Spins a web. (without looking up) this web of yours, how big is it?

kevin:

Big as you like

phillips: (writing still)

Any size. 

he puts the pen down and looks at kevin

Well young mister Bradshaw that’s very impressive in a.. strange sort of way, but I can’t really see what place it has in the modern police force. Do you have any experience of criminal law at all?

kevin:

Oh yes, in fact I’ve already caught two burglars and a pickpocket- citizens arrest, of course

phillips

Very commendable son, wish there were more like you

speaks as he writes again

catches thieves

kevin:

Trouble is I can only catch tiny ones

phillips:

Tiny? What d’you mean.. midgets?

kevin:

If only I could work up to a midget, these are really tiny

phillips:

What are we talking about here, like the size of a kitten?

kevin: (embarrassed)

Smaller

phillips: (disappointed)

Mouse?

kevin shakes head and signals with his hand that it’s smaller still. Phillips peers at the gap between his fingers

that’s about the size of an ant for God’s sake!

kevin: (looks at the gap himself)

Well, no, more like…

opens his fingers an inperceptibly tiny amount

That.

phillips: (ponderous)

Fly?

kevin:

Yeah, just that big.. so far

we see that phillips is making an addition to his last note in brackets

phillips: (as he writes)

Just like flies. (looks up) Well young Kevin I commend you on both your methods and, indeed, on your unique scale of villain but I still don’t see a place for you at the Met. Don’t get me wrong, I mean there might be a list of unsloved crimes as long as your arm perpetrated by crooks the size of insects but I very much doubt it, and besides which we’d have to lock the little buggers up in matchboxes. 

he reads his notes to himself briefly and indicates to the pad

perhaps there’s something else you can do?

kevin:

Well I’ve got excellent night vision, I could work undercover for the vice squad as a lookout

phillips:

Fair enough, I’ll put it down (writing) lookout.

they sit in silence for a while

phillips: (reading to himself)

Kevin Bradshaw. Does whatever a spider can. Spins a web (any size) catches thieves

kevin looks hopeful

Just like flies

kevin looks depressed

Lookout

he puts the notepad down again and frowns

I’m sorry son but, broad as our modern recruitment policies are there’s just no place for someone like you on the force

kevin: (depressed)

Never mind, I just wanted to do my bit you know?

he shakes hands and gets up to leave

phillips:

Don’t take it to heart son, maybe you could do private security work or something. You know, bag a few larger suspects, change of image, that sort of thing. You could be a hero in no time, maybe even get a fancy uniform too. What do you say?

kevin:

Thanks but I already tried that

he opens his coat to reveal a string vest and a pair of old running shorts and boxing boots. On the vest is sewn a picture of a fly swatter and the initials “K.B” in magic marker

I couldn’t make a go of it.

he opens the door and leaves. his hand is stuck to the handle for a second. He pulls his hand free and walks out muttering “bloody stupid thing”
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