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INT. COMMUNITY CENTRE HALLWAY - NEAR NOTICEBOARD - DAY

We open on a noticeboard [EVERY SCENE CUT SHOULD RETURN TO 
THE SAME FRAME OF THE NOTICEBOARD] - a hand reaches in and 
pins a post-it note advert in a free space. 

The note reads: “Want to learn piano in 10 easy steps? Call 
me for more info. 01273 655 321. £30 per hour.”

We see JACK stepping backwards away from the noticeboard. He 
admires the advert and smiles to himself before walking away.

CUT TO:

We return to the noticeboard again. We see that someone has 
written: “No way! This is crap!” in big letters over JACK’S 
advert. 

JACK is clearly agitated by the graffiti, and noticeably hurt 
by the comment. He takes down the advert and replaces it with 
a fresh one. 

This time he doesn’t smile to himself before walking away. 

CUT TO:

We return to the noticeboard once more. 

This time someone has written: “No one wants to lurn [sic] 
your stopid [sic] piano!”.

JACK
(to himself)

Seriously?

JACK takes down the advert and replaces it once more - 
defiant still. 

He looks around to see if anyone is watching. He gets a sense 
that someone is, but cannot be sure.

After a moment lingering, JACK walks away. 

CUT TO:

We see the noticeboard. 

Someone has written on JACK’s advert: “Stop posting this shit 
hear [sic]! I will hurt you pursonally [sic] next time. You 
suck!”

JACK is surprised and shocked by the threat - a little 
extreme to say the least. 



He knocks on the office door and opens it - we see SUSAN sat 
at a computer desk some distance away. 

JACK (CONT’D)
Excuse me?... I’ve been using the 
noticeboard offering piano lessons, 
and I keep getting these negative- 
well, it’s more like graffiti, 
comments.

SUSAN continues to type away on her computer - ignoring JACK.

JACK (CONT’D)
...Did you hear what I-

SUSAN
(frustrated)

What do you want me to do about it?

JACK
I assumed you work here.

SUSAN
What does it look like to you?

JACK is slightly taken aback. 

JACK
I want to make a complaint. This is 
a public noticeboard, and I should 
not be subjected to messages of 
hate. 

SUSAN
(under her breath)

God, we have a snowflake.

JACK
What did you call me? 

SUSAN
You can leave a comment in the box 
next to you. Don’t steal the pen 
though, it’s the only one we’ve got 
a budget for. 

JACK looks down at a “comments” box - which is a tupperware 
box with a half eaten sandwich inside. 

CUT TO:

We return to the noticeboard

A hand reaches in and we see an advert that has now been 
laminated. 
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We see JACK - who is looking pretty pleased with himself. 

He walks away. 

CUT TO:

We return to the noticeboard - JACK’s laminated advert has 
been hidden by a larger piece of paper, which reads: “I’m 
offering piano lesons [sic] cheaper than all the others!”

JACK
What the actual? I don’t believe 
this! 

JACK takes down the notice which is covering hers.

SUSAN (O.S.)
Oi! 

JACK turns to see SUSAN’s head hanging out of the office 
door.

SUSAN (CONT’D)
Put that back! It’s against policy 
for anyone to remove notices from 
the board. 

JACK
But-

SUSAN
Do I need to call security? 

JACK
This-

SUSAN
Steve?! 

JACK
Okay- okay! 

JACK puts the notice back - but to the side of his advert.

SUSAN (O.S)
That’s not where it was. 

JACK reluctantly puts the notice back over her advert.

JACK
This is ridiculous! My post has 
been defaced, I’ve been threatened, 
and now someone is-

JACK turns to see that SUSAN is no longer there. 
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Clearly annoyed, he marches over to office. 

JACK (CONT’D)
Have you got some sort of vendetta 
against me posting on the 
noticeboard?

SUSAN is back sitting at her desk, typing away. 

SUSAN
A little paranoid, aren’t ya’? 

JACK
No, it’s just, well, you know? I’m 
just trying to use the noticeboard, 
like everyone else, but someone 
keeps tampering with my advert.

SUSAN
It’s a public noticeboard, what do 
you expect? Maybe no one cares for 
your shitty piano lessons.

JACK
Shitty?!

SUSAN
If you’ve got a problem with how 
things are run around here, I 
suggest you use a different 
noticeboard, otherwise I can’t help 
you.

JACK
(under his breath)

Tell me something I don’t know. 

SUSAN
Owl’s have really long legs.

JACK
What?

SUSAN turns and faces JACK - rolling her eyes.

SUSAN
You asked me to tell you something 
you didn’t know.

JACK is lost for words - he huffs and leaves the office in a 
storm. 

CUT TO:

We return to the noticeboard once more. 
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JACK pins a larger A4 size advert to the noticeboard taking 
up much of the space. The advert now reads: “Pay what you 
want for the best quality piano lessons in town. You won’t be 
disappointed!”

Jack walks away, and as he passes the officer he throws two 
fingers in the air at SUSAN - who doesn’t look up, but throws 
a middle one right back at him.

CUT TO:

We return to the noticeboard once more.

JACK returns to find half a dozen or so post it notes 
sprawled out over the noticeboard, that read: “the worst”, 
“awful”, “so bad!”, “crap”, “rip-off”, “you’d have to pay 
me!” etc.

JACK is close to tears now - the comments hurt him deep. 

We can hear a sniggering coming from the office OFF SCREEN - 
presumably it is SUSAN.

JACK
(screaming)

Arrrrrggh!! 

SUSAN (O.S.)
Cough, cough! 

JACK looks over at SUSAN - who is hanging out of the office 
again.

SUSAN (CONT’D)
Can you keep the emotion down? Some 
people are trying to work in here. 

Silence.

SUSAN then disappears from view. 

JACK clenches his fists. 

He then grabs the noticeboard off the wall and marches it out 
of the building and towards a large skip. She throws it in - 
after a little struggle. We hear it break.

CUT TO:

We see a new noticeboard has been pinned to the wall, but now 
a disclaimer has been attached: “This is a public 
noticeboard, any attempt to sensor [sic], gain addvantage 
[sic] from, whinge, complane [sic] or irritate lovely Susan 
in the office will be banned from using it =)”
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JACK reads the notice but then sees another notice, which 
reads: “And we highly recomend [sic] this local piano teacher 
---->” 

JACK follows the arrow to see a new, shiny advert from the 
person he is apparently in competition with. 

It’s clear JACK no longer has the energy to carry on the 
fight - he slumps his shoulders, defeated. 

He sobs.

HOLLY (O.S.)
Umm, excuse me? Do you mind-

JACK turns and sees HOLLY (30s) standing behind him. 

HOLLY (CONT’D)
I’d like to pin this to the board.

JACK steps aside - HOLLY half smiles, politely, and steps 
forward towards the noticeboard. 

She pins a notice to the board that reads: “Local dog 
trainer, over ten years of experience, get your puppy 
professionally trained today!”

JACK
(to himself)

Pah! Professionally trained? As if.  

HOLLY
Something wrong?

JACK
(sheepish)

No, nothing.

HOLLY slightly awkwardly walks away - JACK stays routed in 
front of the noticeboard and watches as HOLLY leaves - who 
checks back a couple times to see him still watching her.

Once HOLLY is out of sight, JACK scrambles for a pen from his 
bag. Finding one, he scribbles something on the noticeboard.

Smiling to himself, JACK breaks into a cackle laughter as he 
walks away. Disappearing from view.

We return to the noticeboard to see that JACK has scribbled 
over HOLLY’ advert. It reads: “No way! This is crap!” 

THE END
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