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EXT. THE GARDENS – 3:00pm 

HAROLDS GNOME, predominately red in colour, is stuck in an 
overly contented pose, playfully holding a HAMMER in his hands 
above his head. He is inanimate, visible above the bleak and 
small garden around him. 

He is peeking over a short 2ft brick wall, a low divide 
between two back gardens. NORMANS GNOME, who is blue in colour 
and also in a pose of enhanced contentment, is situated in the 
almost clinical garden next door. This gnome is instead 
holding a GUITAR in his hands as though playing it. The two 
gnomes are directly facing each other over the low wall. 

Looking at the guitar of NORMANS GNOME, ‘Asturias’, a dueling 
classical guitar solo plays, implying that it is coming from 
his little ceramic instrument. 

A few seconds of NORMANS GNOME ‘playing’ the guitar ensues.  
HAROLDS GNOME is then seen. The voice that follows appears to 
originate from this inanimate gnome, however actually comes 
from HAROLD (O.S)(Male, 77 – Strong Lancashire Accent). 

HAROLD (O.S) 
Will you turn that bloody racket 
down; I can hardly hear m’self 

think over ‘ere. 

Focus upon NORMANS GNOME through a couple of seconds of 
interrupted silence. Returning back to HAROLDS GNOME. 

HAROLD (O.S) 

Did you ‘ear, Norman... Norman did 

you ‘ear?... turn that bloody 

garbage down! 

We now see both of the inanimate gnomes on either side of the 
wall, as though a soap opera scene has developed between them. 

NORMANS GNOME appears to respond, but his voice comes from 
NORMAN (O.S) (Male, 79 – Mellowed Lancashire accent). 

NORMAN (O.S) 
Don’t you dare talk to me about 
garbage Harold! 

(beat) 
To the more violent guitars strums within the music, in a 
western movie style, without dialogue, focus upon the eyes of 
the two gnomes, as though they are locked in a showdown  

NORMANS GNOME is once again focused upon; he is still in the 

same position. As NORMAN (O.S) speaks, focus moves away from 
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the two gnomes to reveal more of the garden behind them. 
Behind the gnomes are two old men, HAROLD and NORMAN, arguing. 

NORMAN (O.S) 
Look at them… Just look at them… ! 

NORMAN, a clean shaven and pristine looking man dressed in a 
white shirt, brown tie, brown trousers and waistcoat, is on 
the right side of the wall pointing towards HAROLDS bins. He 
has a trowel in his hand. Next to him sits a small portable 
radio from which the music is coming. 

NORMAN 
…They’ve been there since last 
Tuesday… LAST TUESDAY!! 

HAROLD, a short and stubbly looking man wearing a wooly jumper 
and flat cap, is on the left side of the 2ft wall leaning upon 
one of his three disorganized bins. 

HAROLD 
Since Thursday at the earliest! 

NORMAN 
Tuesday! 

HAROLD mimics NORMAN, using his hands to imitate the mouth. 

HAROLD 
(Condescendingly imitating ‘Tuesday’) 

Nieur-nieur  

NORMAN despairingly tuts and shakes his head. 

HAROLDS taking out a cigarette and lighter from his pocket, he 
attempts to light the lighter. Low on fuel, it doesn’t light.  

NORMAN, trying to block out HAROLD, begins to hum along to 
‘Asturias’ as he prunes a tall plant in his garden.  

A loud plastic clanging noise interrupts this! HAROLD has, out 
of protest, tipped over one of his own bins in his garden 
causing the rubbish to spill out across his own patio.  

HAROLD looks to NORMAN antagonistically and, with a cheeky 
smirk on his face, shrugs as though to say… ‘Why the fuck not 
Norman?’ 

In response to this, NORMAN gradually increases the volume of 
‘Asturias’ on his stereo.  

Similar to before, NORMAN looks back to HAROLD with a cheeky 

smirk on his face, returning the shrug with a “touché Harold!” 

HAROLD grumbles!  
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NORMAN grunts! 

HAROLD turns back to his cigarette, finally manages to light 
it then begins to smoke. He exhales.  

The smoke, escaping his mouth, floats from the cigarette and 
passes over towards NORMAN, who grimaces when the smoke wave 
hits him. NORMAN coughs and grumbles. 

HAROLD 
Now what? 

NORMAN 
That dirty habit! 

HAROLD 
Dirty habit?... Dirty habit?... 

HAROLD jabs his cigarette in the direction of NORMAN. 

HAROLD 
You just be grateful I don’t parade 
my sopping wet underwear about, 
every BLEEDIN’ morning, on what can 
only be described as a flagpole, 
for the entire neighborhood to wake 

up t’!  

We cut to NORMAN’s washing line with a series of gleaming 
white briefs hung up. The underwear is hung perfectly. 

After a couple of seconds of silence. 

HAROLD (O.S) 
makes me feel sick! 

NORMAN  
(Sarcastically patronising) 

You’re right Harold… Clean clothes 

ARE disgusting! 

HAROLD  
No, no, no!... Just. Yours! 

The two gnomes are still smiling and looking at each other 
over the low wall.  

Behind them the old men’s domestic continues. 

HAROLD 
(self-satisfied) 

Oh, if you could see your face now! 

NORMAN, having had enough, shakes the trowel in his hands in 
the direction of HAROLD. 
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NORMAN 
Say another smug word! I dare y’! 

HAROLD 
(melodramatically mocking) 

Sweet Jesus Norman, I’m bricking it 

Just take a look at me, I’m ab-so-
lute-ly… 

NORMAN 
Pathetic! 

A moment of silence follows. In a similar style to the gnomes 
from earlier, there is a close focus on the eyes of the two 
old men, in a western duel style. Continuing... 

HAROLD 
Yet charmin’ly good lookin’! 

HAROLD has a little snigger and lifts his flat cap like a 
gentlemens top hat before placing it back on his head.  

NORMAN 
I’d rather tear my own eyes out! 

HAROLD mockingly laughs.  

HAROLD 
(taunting) 

Go on then, tear ‘em out so I can 
laugh at you as you stumble round 
trying to find your geraniums! 

NORMAN 
Oh grow up. 

NORMAN retreats back to tending a plant in his garden trying 
to block HAROLD out as best he can. 

HAROLD 
Or, lock y’self and that crappy 
little music box of yours away in 
your room forever more. 

(beat) 
And never bother me again! Now 
THERE’s a solution for ya... 

NORMAN 
Grow up Harold! 
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HAROLD (O.S) 
Move away Norman, far away! Go sign 
yourself into one of those stinky 
retirement homes 

(beat) 
..in Australia! 

NORMAN 
Very mature! 

HAROLD 
Or build a ten foot wall right here 

between our gardens, so that I 
never have to see your ugly, slimy, 
grubby looking mess of a... 

HAROLD slows down in thought as he completes the sentence. 

HAROLD 
face...ever... again! 

Both of their faces slowly shift in this thought and their 
eyes simultaneously roll up to the left in an almost 
choreographed thought. 

Above both of their heads, conveniently placed, two light 
bulbs, on the wall of HAROLD’S house, flicker on. 

 

INT. B&Q HARDWARE STORE – 1PM 

HAROLD and NORMAN are in the same B&Q store, walking down 
different aisles. They are pushing trolleys and walking with 
an intense purpose. They are audibly mumbling, moaning, 
grumbling or sneering to themselves as they walk. 

We sharply cut from one old man to the other, mixing between 

the range of sounds they make in this time. No words are said 
here, we are simply left with a collage of grumbles from the 
old men. It is a twenty second mega-mix of the grotesque mouth 
movements and sounds they have both made. 

It stops as HAROLD reaches the brick aisle and grabs a hold of 
one brick. He looks at it. 

HAROLD AND NORMAN (O.S) 
(beat) 

Perfect! 

HAROLD turns his head to find NORMAN on the same aisle as him, 

about 10 feet away. NORMAN is holding the same brick in his 
hand. Behind their eyes they realize that they have agreed 
upon something, but are too stubborn to show it. Instead they 
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simply stare each other directly in the eyes and do not break 
this hold. 

After a hesitant beat, one by one, the old men, very slowly, 
transfer a brick from the shelf to their trolleys, mirroring 
each other exactly as they do; never dropping the menacing 
gazes their eyes are locked into.  

It is animalistic and stubborn. Neither are prepared to admit 
that they agree in this decision, nor are they prepared to 
admit defeat and choose another brick, instead they cautiously 
battle it out, one brick at a time. 

We watch as, in this trance, they hesitantly move the first 
three bricks, of many, from shelf to trolley. 

 

EXT. THE GARDENS – MIDDAY 

Focus upon HAROLDS GNOME and the hammer he holds in his hands. 
His head and shoulders are, at this point, fully visible over 
the top of the wall. 

Moving away from him it becomes apparent that the wall is now 
a brick taller than before. In both gardens rests a large 

stack of bricks. 

HAROLD and NORMAN, in their own gardens, are building with a 
great distance between each other, as far as is possible in 
the length of their small gardens. 

There are ten seconds of silence as each of the men work 
independently. NORMAN looks over to HAROLD, who is drinking a 
can of John Smiths, and rolls his eyes. 

The silence continues for a few more seconds. 

NORMAN 
(under breath) 

Cement?… might as well be using 
water! 

HAROLD clearly hears the remark but chooses to ignore it.  

NORMAN 
Might as well be using water here! 

Again HAROLD pretends not to hear. NORMAN however is clearly 
trying to provoke a response. 

NORMAN 
Might as well be using wat… 
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HAROLD 
I’m not bloody deaf Norman…  

HAROLD picks up a bag of cement mix and, with a small chuck, 
plonks it into NORMANS garden next to his little guitar 
playing gnome. He points towards the cement bag. 

HAROLD 
Be. My. Guest! 

With a scowl, NORMAN gets up and stomps over to a bucket of 
cement in his own garden. He reaches down to pick up the 
trowel from inside the bucket but there is a resistance. Using 

more force to pull it out, the trowel finally gives way 
spraying cement up and covering his face. 

There is a brief hesitation as both old men take in what has 
happened. NORMAN wipes away the cement from his eyes and 
starts to chuckle at the comical mess he has made upon his 
face. HAROLD shares in this laughter!  

When their eyes meet the laughter fades down, leaving only an 
awkward air around them. NORMAN heads back towards his house. 

 

EXT. THE GARDENS – MIDDAY (NEXT DAY) 

NORMANS GNOME and his guitar are seen against the backdrop of 
the growing wall. It is yet another brick taller and now all 
that can be seen of HAROLDS GNOME over the wall, from NORMANS 
GNOMES perspective, are his eyes peeping over it, and the 
hammer held above his head. 

Upon seeing NORMANS GNOME, and his guitar once more, the same 
soft classical guitar instrumental, ‘Asturias’ begins to 
repeat in the background. 

HAROLD 
Oh, not that load of baloney again! 

NORMAN 
It isn’t baloney, it’s culture. 

HAROLD 
It’s crap! 

NORMAN 
It’s culture! 

HAROLD 
It’s crap culture! 

NORMAN 
It’s culture!! 
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There is a brief pause in the argument. We glimpse back to 
NORMANS GNOME and then HAROLDS GNOME. 

HAROLD 
Well it’s hardly culture you can 
sing along t’! 

 

EXT. THE GARDENS – MINUTES LATER 

HAROLD sets a small stereo player down on one of his two 
remaining upright bins and presses play. The song that follows 

is ‘Hit the Road Jack’ by Ray Charles which plays over the top 
of ‘Asturias’. 

NORMAN extends his frown but continues to work, attempting to 
block out HAROLDS music. Soon after, HAROLD makes his way down 
the wall singing along and dancing as he does. 

HAROLD 
(singing) 

Hit the road Jack, don’tcha come 
back, no more, no more, no more, no 
more!  

HAROLD 
Come on Norman; don’t pretend you 
don’t know the words. 

HAROLD picks up his trowel and, using it as a microphone, 
begins impersonating Ray Charles by singing along. 

NORMAN, frustrated, shuts off his own music, ‘Asturias’ stops. 
HAROLD is still singing and dancing. 

HAROLD 
(singing) 

Woah Woman, oh woman, don't treat 

me so mean. 
You're the meanest old woman I've 
ever seen. 

NORMAN, seeing this spectacle, tries to hide a smirk behind a 
frown. He is amused by the fool HAROLD is making of himself. 

HAROLD 
I guess if you said so 
I'd have to pack my things and go. 

Hit the road Jack, don’tcha come 
back no more 

HAROLD points his trowel (microphone) towards NORMAN. 
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HAROLD 
It’s culture Norman! 

HAROLD takes trowel (microphone) back for himself. 

HAROLD 
Don’tcha come back no more! 

NORMAN is at this point too stubborn to take part though 
begins to subtly grin and bob his head to the sound.  

‘Hit the road Jack’ continues to play during the following 
montage; this song is all that is consistently heard. 

MONTAGE – ‘BUILDING A RELATIONSHIP’ 

-NORMANS mouth slowly changes from a frown to a smile and his 
head bobs in time with the music as HAROLD dances. 

-HAROLD cracks open a can of John Smiths and takes a drink 
from it. 

-HAROLD and NORMAN are energetically singing and dancing along 
to the song, with big smiles on their faces. 

-Focus on a small segment of the wall as it grows two layers 

through a stop motion sequence in time with the music. The 
wall grows to 4 feet tall. 

-HAROLD and NORMAN share a muted conversation underneath the 
music. HAROLD is telling NORMAN a joke. 

-NORMAN is laughing. 

-A couple more layers of bricks are added to the wall through 
stop motion. NORMANS GNOME is seen in relation to this growing 
wall. 

-Focus closely on NORMAN’S mouth as he tells a joke/comical 

story over the wall to HAROLD’S amusement. They both laugh. 

-The wall grows a couple of layers through stop motion. It is 
now 5feet tall. As these bricks are added, from HAROLDS side 
of the wall, we see the view of NORMANS underwear laden 
washing line being blocked out. 

-HAROLD’S mouth moves from a frown to a smile 

-A few more bricks appear on the wall in a stop motion 
sequence. 

-Focus closely on NORMANS hand as it hits play on his radio 

system 

-HAROLD rolls his eyes. 
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-HAROLD’S hand hits play on his radio system. 

-Both playfully dance to the music. 

-HAROLD is using the wall as his ‘piano’ 

-NORMAN is seen singing into a brick. 

-More bricks are added to the wall in stop motion. The wall is 
now nearly 6 feet tall.  

-Both of the old men are laughing with each other. 

END OF MONTAGE 

HAROLD thoughtfully looks at two cans of John Smiths he has in 
his hands. After a few seconds of looking at the cans, he 
places one of them on top of the wall as an invitation to 
NORMAN. As he does this ‘Hit the road Jack’ fades away. 

There are a few seconds of peace as the can just sits on top 
of the wall.  

Eventually a hand, NORMANS hand, grabs a hold of it and takes 
it away on the other side.  

Slowly moving down the wall we see HAROLDS GNOME and the brick 
wall he is stood in front of. The click and fizz of NORMANS 
can being opened is heard. 

NORMAN (O.S) 
Cheers Harold 

After a beat of silence, the click and fizz of HAROLDS can 
being opened is heard. 

HAROLD (O.S) 
Cheers Norman 

Linger on the smile on HAROLDS GNOME’S face. 

 

EXT. THE GARDENS – MIDDAY (NEXT DAY) 

‘What would I do without you’, a Ray Charles blues song plays 
from HAROLDS speaker system. It overplays the action. 

HAROLD is sitting on a rusty green camper seat facing the 
brick wall from about 5ft away. We observe him from behind. He 
is very still. He has a can of John Smiths in his right hand 
and a lit cigarette in his left with smoke oozing from it.  

He takes a slow drink from his can of John Smiths. 
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He takes a drag from his cigarette, and exhales the smoke. We 
follow the cloud of smoke as it leaves his mouth and heads 
towards NORMANS garden. Only this time, the cloud hits off the 
now 6ft brick wall and dissipates into the air around it. 

HAROLD breaths out with a subtle sigh from his green chair 
whilst looking at the wall. 

After a few moments of watching the blank boundary in front of 
him, HAROLD stops the music on his stereo player leaving 
silence. He takes another sip from his can.  

NORMANS forehead slowly rises just above the wall, he is 

standing on his tip toes on the other side. His eyes just 
visible over the top of it. He speaks softly. 

NORMAN  
I were enjoying the sound of that 
one Harold. 

HAROLD looks up towards where NORMAN is. 

HAROLD 
I weren’t…  

Harold takes a short sip from his can. 

HAROLD 
Ray Charles usually makes me ‘appy! 

NORMAN  
You’re not? 

(beat) 
Happy? 

HAROLD glances over the brick wall in front of him. 

HAROLD 
Well, we could have chosen nicer 
bricks! 

There are a couple of seconds of silence as HAROLD takes 
another drag from his cigarette and slowly exhales.  

HAROLD 
Oh, I’m 77 years of age for 
Christ’s sake. What sort of an age 
is that to be building a blummin’ 
wall? 

A beat. 
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NORMAN 
It’s not just ANY blummin brick 
wall... It’s OUR blummin brick 
wall! Yours… 

We glance at HAROLDS GNOME  

NORMAN (O.S) 
and mine! 

Glance at NORMANS GNOME 

NORMAN 
Ours! 

See both men from above the wall.  

Returning to NORMAN. 

NORMAN 
You know… when I told Dorris next 
door on t’other side, that we were 
building this brick wall, she said 
to me, 

(imitating Dorris’ female voice) 

 ‘you’ve not got a bloody chance’ 
you’re 79 years old for Christ’s 
sake. A stupid age to be buildin’! 

HAROLD leaves a frustrated ‘tut’. 

HAROLD 
Well you tell... 

(sharply shouting) 
BLEEDIN’ DORRIS. DICKENS. to keep 
her POINTY. WITCHES NOSE. OUT OF 
IT!! 

From two gardens away, Dorris Dickens (83, shrill Lanchashire 
voice) chirps up. 

DORRIS (O.S) 
I BLEEDIN WELL ‘EARD THAT! 

HAROLD AND NORMAN 
YOU WERE BLEEDIN WELL MEANT T’! 

Both of the old men exhale in detest. DORRIS can, for a short 
while, be heard protesting to herself in the background. Her 
words however are an inaudible mumble. HAROLD returns to his 

cigarette.  

NORMAN communicates from the other side of the wall.  
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NORMAN (O.S) 
Harold…  

it’s nearly done! Our fine creation 
is just a few rows from completion; 
OUR fine creation… it’s too close 
to give up on now! 

A second of thought. HAROLD exhales smoke. 

HAROLD 
Ohh, I’m sorry Norman. 

HAROLD stands up from his seat, picks up his stereo, and 
begins to walk away from the wall returning back to his house, 
leaving his gnome to face the wall on his own. 

NORMAN leans his back on the wall on his side. NORMANS GNOME 
is next to him, still facing the wall. 

NORMAN  
Harold!  

HAROLD stops where he is and is still. 

NORMAN inhales and then exhales.  

NORMAN 
…please don’t leave me to finish 
this on me own! 

A few motionless moments follow whilst HAROLD thinks and 
NORMAN anticipates a response.  

 

EXT. THE GARDENS – 3PM (NEXT DAY) 

The wall is now nearly complete, at 7ft tall, with only one 

brick left to place. HAROLD and NORMAN are both working hard 
but can no longer see each other over the wall. 

On one side HAROLD is wiping cement away from the last brick 
he has placed and, on the other, NORMAN is holding the final 
brick in his hands, applying cement to it.  

NORMAN 
This is it Harold... the final 
brick!  

HAROLD is looking towards the final gap in the wall. He forces 
a smile, with sorrow lingering behind his eyes. 

HAROLD 
…Of our fine creation! 
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NORMAN forces a small smile, looking at their ‘fine creation’. 
He applies cement to the final brick then takes a hold of a 
can of John Smiths, puts it to his lips and takes a short 
swig. 

Completing this action, HAROLD lowers his own can of John 
Smiths from his mouth on his side of the wall. 

HAROLDS GNOME is facing the harsh brick based divide, its 
hammer casting a bold shadow upon it. 

HAROLD (O.S) 
All those bricks in one place... 

makes y’ think… don’t it! 

NORMAN is viewed from behind, silently facing the wall with 
the final brick held out in his hands. There are a few seconds 
without anything at all being said, just the sight of an 
elderly man staring at a tall brick wall. 

HAROLD (O.S) 
‘bout what else we could have made 
with all those bricks...  

A barbeque perhaps, oh I’d of loved 
a barbeque…  

Return to HAROLD 

HAROLD 
Real pork sausages! 

Makes an ‘mmmm’ face. 

HAROLD 
Or, we could have made a beautiful 
lawn feature! 

NORMAN 
With bricks? 

HAROLD thinks for a second. 

HAROLD 
Maybe not a lawn feature… I don’t 
know… a pond then… one of those 
little ponds some people have in 
their gardens with those funny huge 
fish swimming round! 

Both of the men take a second to smile at this thought. 

HAROLD 
You know… we could have extended 
both our patios. 
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Or… 

HAROLDS face turns in contemplation. He stares at the wall in 
a few seconds of silent thought, then solemnly says through a 
reflective smile... 

HAROLD 
Or built a bridge!  

The silence continues. Above HAROLDS’ shoulders we see the 
final brick sized gap in the 7ft wall. 

HAROLD stares in anticipation. 

In his own time, the last brick is put into place by NORMAN on 
the other side of the wall!  

HAROLD is just left to stare at the blank wall completed in 
front of him. Silently he tries to take it all in.  

We follow his eyes along the wall past all the bricks which 
the old men have worked together to put in place.  

Floating to the top of it we see NORMANS hand as, from the 
other side, he places an unopened can of John Smiths on top of 
the wall. Returning the favour perhaps. 

Continuing the journey down the wall sends us back down to the 
ground to be reunited with HAROLDS GNOME.  

At first we see the shadow his bold gesture makes upon the 
wall... we then glide across the shape of his body… we focus 
upon his hammer raised high above his head angled towards the 
wall... then finally, we return to his face, to linger for a 
second or two on the contented look this small garden gnome 
bears. 

On this view, the click and fizz of a can being opened is 
heard. 

HAROLD (O.S) 
Cheers Norman 

 
The End 

 


