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Lost & found 
by Anne Holmes 

 

 

INT. NIGEL’S OPEN PLAN LOUNGE/KITCHEN - DAY 

NIGEL PORTMAN, 26 (going on 50)and overweight, puts 

a half full mug on a coffee table covered with 

papers, takeaway containers, and other debris. The 

whole place is a mess. He opens his front door, 

finds a piece of paper stuck to it which he rips off 

and reads: 
 

I DON’T NEED A HEARING AID.  

CLEARLY YOU DO. THERE IS SUCH  

A THING AS NOISE POLLUTION.  

IT INCLUDES DOLLY PARTON. 
 

 

EXT. NIGEL’S COTTAGE - DAY 

Smiling, Nigel slams his door. 
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S BEDROOM 

Nigel’s neighbour MAGGIE CARTER, 62, is awakened by 

the slamming door. A car door slams and an engine 

starts up. Maggie grimaces. 
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S OPEN PLAN LOUNGE/KITCHEN - DAY 

Tightening the belt on her dressing gown, Maggie 

opens her front door. 
 

 

EXT. MAGGIE’S COTTAGE - DAY 

A small, fluffy grey cat is curled up on her paper. 

Maggie waves a hand at it. 
 

MAGGIE 

Shoo. 
 

The cat ignores her. Maggie yanks the paper from 

under the cat, shuts the door.  
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN 

Maggie, now dressed, sits at a desk by the front 

window, talking to her agent BILL on the phone. 
 

MAGGIE 

I’m not expecting you to sell it,  

Bill. No one’s interested in my  

memoirs. 
 

BILL’S VOICE 

Oh, come on, Maggie, you’ve had  

an interesting life. Why shouldn’t  
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I find a publisher? 
 

MAGGIE 

Because I’m not famous, none of  

the men I’ve slept with were famous  

and every time I thought I was going  

to get a scoop some war broke out  

on the other side of the planet. 
 

BILL’S VOICE 

So, why’re you writing it? 
 

MAGGIE 

Why? I don’t know. Maybe I should  

take up macramé. Or I could just shoot 

myself before I die of boredom.  
 

Maggie sees the cat parading along on the other side 

of the window. She leans forward, bangs on the 

glass. The cat, startled, tumbles off. Maggie 

smiles. 
 

 

EXT. MAGGIE AND NIGEL’S COTTAGE - NIGHT 

Maggie is leaving as Nigel arrives home. He unlocks 

his door, opens it. 
 

MAGGIE 

Your bindweed is getting into my  

garden. 
 

Nigel looks at Maggie, shrugs. Neither notice the 

cat sneaking through Nigel’s open door. 
 

NIGEL 

If it’s in your garden, it’s your  

problem. 
 

He goes inside. 
 

MAGGIE 

Cretin. 
 

 

INT. NIGEL’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Nigel, in the kitchen opening a can of lager, hears 

a noise and sees the cat licking an old takeaway 

container. He grabs the cat and tosses it outside, 

then turns his stereo on. Country and western music 

fills the room.  
 

 

EXT. MAGGIE’S COTTAGE - DAY 

Maggie opens her door. The cat is again on her 

paper, beside which is a pint of milk. More gently 

than the previous morning, she shifts the cat, picks 

up the paper and the milk.  
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INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - DAY 

Maggie adding milk to her tea. She hesitates, then 

gets a bowl and pours milk into it. She carries the 

bowl to the front door. On her desk, a printer is 

churning out pages. 
 

 

EXT. MAGGIE’S COTTAGE - DAY 

Maggie opens the door and puts down the bowl. The 

cat starts lapping up the milk. Maggie reaches out 

to pat the cat, withdraws her hand, stands and goes 

back inside. 
  
 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - DAY 

Maggie is reading the printed pages, looking 

annoyed. She chucks the pages into a wastepaper 

basket. 
 

MAGGIE 

God, if I don’t give a damn about  

this woman’s life, why the hell  

should anyone else? 
 

 

EXT. NIGEL’S COTTAGE - NIGHT 

Nigel arrives home to find a council rubbish 

collection schedule pinned to his door. The 

following day’s date has been circled. He snatches 

the sheet, glances over, sees the cat and milk bowl.  
 

 

INT. NIGEL’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Nigel roots in his cupboard, finds a tin of tuna, 

opens it and forks some onto a saucer. 
 

 

EXT. NIGEL’S COTTAGE - NIGHT 

Nigel opens the door, puts the tuna down. The cat 

trots over and starts eating. Satisfied, Nigel shuts 

the door.  
 

 

INT. NIGEL’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Nigel at his computer, a photo album open on the 

desk. There are family photos, as well as individual 

pictures of Nigel, his sister and his younger, 

slimmer, better looking brother. Nigel puts his 

brother’s photo in the scanner, returns to 

registering for on-line dating. He is clicking on 

and changing options: 
 

NIGEL (types) 

I consider myself average. 

(changes to) 
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I consider myself athletic. I  

work in banking. 

(changes to) 

I work in the media. 
 

He pauses to swig his beer and light a cigarette, 

goes back to typing. 
 

NIGEL (types) 

I drink. 

(changes to) 

I drink socially. I smoke. 

(changes to) 

I smoke socially. 
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Maggie is also at her computer, typing. 
 

MAGGIE (types) 

Like Martha Gellhorn, I found that  

military authorities tended to treat  

female journalists like lepers. 
 

She deletes the sentence. 
 

MAGGIE 

Good idea, Maggie, remind everyone  

you’re not the world’s most famous  

foreign correspondent.  
 

 

INT. NIGEL’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Nigel continues to alter his profile. 
 

NIGEL (types) 

I live alone. 

(changes to) 

I live with a cat.  
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Maggie is still at her computer. She leans back in 

her chair, shakes her head. 
 

MAGGIE 

I give up.  
 

She switches the computer off. 
 

 

INT. NIGEL’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Nigel has nearly finished his registration. On 

screen: 
 

NIGEL (types) 

Last summer I went to Benidorm.  
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(changes to) 

Last summer I took sky diving  

lessons. My best date was the cup  

final. 

(changes to) 

My best date was a champagne hot  

air balloon ride. 
 

 

EXT. NIGEL AND MAGGIE’S COTTAGES - DAY 

Maggie opens her front door. There is a big bin bag 

between the two doors. Scowling, Maggie picks it up, 

only then spotting the cat curled up by Nigel’s door 

next to the empty tuna plate. Maggie shoves the bin 

bag into Nigel’s wheelie bin, pushes it on to the 

pavement beside hers.  
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - DAY 

Maggie pours out some milk, gives it to the cat. Her 

hand again hovers over the cat’s head. This time she 

pats it. The cat starts purring. Maggie smiles.  
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - DAY 

Maggie working at her computer. The post arrives. 

She picks up a bill and an A4 envelope, then opens 

the door, looks out at the cat, curled up in the 

sunshine. She opens the A4 envelope, astonished to 

find it contains Jugs magazine, an impossibly large 

breasted woman adorning its cover. She turns the 

envelope over, sees it is for Nigel, holds the 

magazine up to the cat. 
 

MAGGIE 

Would you live with a man who  

subscribed to this? 
 

The cat looks up, blinks at her, goes back to sleep. 
 

MAGGIE 

No, I didn’t think so.  
 

 

INT. LOCAL SHOP - DAY 

Maggie pauses in front of the cat food, hesitates, 

adds four tins to her basket. 
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - DAY 

Maggie at her computer, writing. The cat appears at 

the window, mewing. Maggie opens the window to let 

the cat in.  
 

 

EXT. NIGEL’S COTTAGE - NIGHT 
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Nigel arrives home. As he inserts his key, the cat 

jumps out Maggie’s open window. He hesitates, goes 

to her door, knocks. The door opens. 
 

 

MAGGIE 

Yes? 
 

NIGEL 

You shouldn’t leave a ground floor  

window open at night. It’s an  

invitation to burglars. And rapists. 
 

Maggie gives him a withering look.  
 

MAGGIE 

Since you’re here.  
 

She picks up Nigel’s envelope. 
 

MAGGIE 

I opened it before I realised it  

was yours. 
 

Nigel, sheepish, takes the proffered envelope. 
 

NIGEL 

You could’ve just put it through  

my door. 
 

MAGGIE 

Yeah, I could have. 
 

Maggie shuts her door. A moment later the open 

window slams shut.  
 

 

EXT. NIGEL AND MAGGIE’S COTTAGES - NIGHT 

Nigel puts down more tuna, goes back inside. Country 

and western music starts up. Maggie’s door opens. 

The cat abandons the tuna and trots inside.  
 

 

INT. NIGEL’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Nigel is flipping through Jugs, waiting for his 

computer to come on. A message pops up on the 

screen, including a photo of Rachel, a buxom young 

woman. Nigel grins. 
 

NIGEL 

All right. 
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - DAY 

Maggie’s front door is open. Odd job man JOE is 

standing by the window. He yanks it up, 
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demonstrating it will open no more than four inches 

with the new locks.  
 

JOE 

Right, Miss Carter, you’re done. 
 

Maggie reaches for her purse.  
 

MAGGIE 

Thanks, Joe. 
 

JOE 

Don’t worry about it. Only took a  

coupla minutes. 
 

EXT. NIGEL AND MAGGIE’S COTTAGES - DAY 

Nigel comes out wearing a tweed jacket and a flat 

cap. He sees Joe putting away his tools and hears 

him talking. 
 

JOE 

You can pay me when I come back  

to do a cat flap. You’ll want that  

before winter. 
 

 

MAGGIE’S VOICE 

The cat’ll be long gone by then.  

It’s just a stray. 
 

JOE  

(laughs) 

There’s no such thing as a stray  

– just cats who haven’t decided  

who they want to live with yet. 
 

Nigel smiles, gets in his car as Joe emerges, opens 

the door of his van. They drive off in opposite 

directions. Maggie appears with her shopping 

trolley,  heads down the street. One of the trolley 

wheels squeaks loudly. 
 

 

INT. NEWSAGENTS - DAY 

Close up of the card Nigel has just written. It 

reads:  
 

 

Nigel hands the card to the NEWSAGENT.  

FOUND:  

SMALL, LONG HAIRED  

GREY CAT. 

RING 07777 666 555  

OR COLLECT FROM  

8 LILAC LANE 
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NEWSAGENT 

That’s a pound for the week. 
 

 

INT. BUTCHERS - DAY 

The BUTCHER hands Maggie a wrapped portion of meat. 
 

BUTCHER 

One filet steak. Five pound twenty. 
 

Maggie opens her purse, counts out money. 
 

BUTCHER 

You don’t normally have steak. 
 

Maggie hands over money. 
 

MAGGIE 

It’s not for me. 
 

The butcher turns towards the till. 
 

BUTCHER 

Got a visitor, have you?  
 

When he turns back, Maggie is gone. He shrugs, turns 

to next customer. 
 

INT. NIGEL’S BEDROOM - DAY 

Nigel having an internet chat with RACHEL. A print 

out of Rachel’s photo is above his desk. On the 

computer screen:  
 

RACHEL 

What’s your cat’s name?  
 

Nigel thinks desperately.  
 

NIGEL (types) 

Fluffy.  
 

RACHEL 

Oh my God, that’s my cat’s name,  

too. He sleeps with me every  

night!  
 

Nigel looks at Rachel’s photo.  
 

NIGEL (types) 

Lucky Fluffy!  
 

Outside his open window he can hear the squeaky 

wheel of Maggie’s trolley as she returns.  
 

MAGGIE’S VOICE 

Okay, pampered cat. You get steak  

for dinner. 
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Nigel looks back at the computer screen.  
 

RACHEL 

Gotta go. See you Thursday! 
 

NIGEL (types) 

Can’t wait.  
 

 

INT. FISHMONGERS - DAY 

Nigel points at the smoked salmon. 
 

NIGEL 

I’ll have a pound of that. 
 

FISHMONGER 

That’ll be fifteen quid. 
 

NIGEL 

How much? 
 

FISHMONGER 

It’s not farmed, you know. Best  

wild. 
 

NIGEL 

  Give me half a pound. 
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S BEDROOM - DAY 

Maggie is woken up by the sound of power tools. 
 

 

EXT. MAGGIE AND NIGEL’S GARDENS - DAY 

Maggie opens her back door. Her garden is a riot of 

colour, immaculately tended. Nigel’s garden is a 

disaster area, overgrown, replete with rusted tools 

and paint tins. Maggie looks towards Nigel’s back 

door, sees him installing a cat flap. Nigel turns, 

gives her a challenging grin. Maggie looks at his 

garden. 
 

MAGGIE 

Your aunt would be rolling over  

in her grave if she could see  

how you’ve let her garden go. If  

you hadn’t been too cheap to bury  

her. 
 

She goes back inside. 
 

 

INT. NIGEL’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Nigel opens his door, lures cat inside with salmon, 

which he places by the cat flap.  
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EXT. MAGGIE AND NIGEL’S COTTAGES - DAY 

Maggie opens her door, looks around. She walks to 

Nigel’s front window, peers in. The first thing she 

spots is a luxurious wicker cat bed. 
 

 

MAGGIE 

You sod. 
 

She looks at the rest of the tip that is Nigel’s 

kitchen and lounge, shakes her head, turns away. 
 

MAGGIE 

Bloody hell. How can anyone live  

like that? 
 

 

INT. LONDON RESTAURANT - NIGHT 

Nigel is led to a table where RACHEL is waiting. Her 

hair is shorter and she’s put on some weight, but is 

clearly the woman in the photo. Rachel sees him 

thinking this. 
 

RACHEL 

Yeah, but who was your picture of? 
 

NIGEL 

My brother. There’s a strong family 

resemblance. 
 

RACHEL 

Not that strong.  
 

Nigel hesitates. Rachel waves towards the empty 

chair. 
 

RACHEL 

Oh, go on, sit down. You’re here now. 
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Maggie at her computer. At floor level, a foam ball 

bounces off her foot. She looks at the cat, picks up 

the ball, tosses it to the cat, who catches it and 

knocks it back at her. Maggie smiles at the cat, who 

crosses the room, jumps on Maggie’s lap, then onto 

her shoulder, purring loudly, Maggie rubs her cheek 

against the cat’s fur.  
 

MAGGIE 

You’re really something, aren’t you? 
 

The cat still on her shoulder, Maggie opens a new 

document on her computer. 
 

 

MONTAGE:  
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‘What’s New Pussycat?’ plays over intercut shots of 

Nigel and Rachel in restaurant, getting on well, and 

Maggie pounding away on her keyboard, the cat curled 

up on her desk.  
 

 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - DAY 

Maggie working at the computer. The cat jumps on the 

desk and out the window. Maggie looks from the cat’s 

tail disappearing to the computer screen, smiles, 

types “The End”, opens her e-mail programme. 
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - DAY 

Maggie comes through from the kitchen, drying her 

hands, answers the ringing phone.  
 

MAGGIE 

Hello? 
 

BILL’S VOICE 

Maggie! I just read the story you  

sent me about the old lady and the  

cat. Where the hell did that come  

from? 
 

MAGGIE 

I decided I should try fiction. 
 

BILL’S VOICE 

Have you thought about writing  

children’s books? There’s a huge 

market. 
 

MAGGIE 

Children’s books? Are you drunk? 
 

 

INT. NIGEL’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Nigel enters, sees the cat exit through the flap. 

About to pursue it, he looks around, realises what a 

tip his place is, and, dropping a cat collar on a 

side table, starts madly tidying. 
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Maggie in her cottage playing with the cat.  
 

 

INT. NIGEL’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Nigel hiding all his girlie magazines. 
 

 

EXT. NIGEL AND MAGGIE’S COTTAGES - DAY 

Nigel outside his front door with last of the 

salmon. 
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NIGEL 

(whispering) 

Fluffy? 
 

The cat comes out of Maggie’s window and Nigel lures 

it into his cottage.  
 

 

INT. NIGEL’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - DAY 

Nigel locks the cat flap, leaves.  
 

 

INT./EXT. NIGEL’S CAR - DAY 

As Nigel pulls into the station carpark, his mobile 

rings. He answers it. 
 

NIGEL 

Nigel Portman. 
 

MAN’S VOICE 

You’ve got my cat. 
 

NIGEL 

What? 
 

MAN’S VOICE 

I saw your card at the newsagents.  

I’m on my way to your house. 
 

NIGEL 

What? No. No cat. Hello?  
 

Nigel looks at his phone. Call ended. 
 

NIGEL 

Shit, shit, shit.  
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE - DAY 

Maggie answers her phone.  
 

MAGGIE 

Hello? 
 

NIGEL’S VOICE 

You’ve got to get the cat out of my  

house. The spare key’s under the mat. 
 

MAGGIE 

What? 
 

NIGEL’S VOICE 

There’s a man coming to get the cat. 
 

MAGGIE 

What? 
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INT. NIGEL’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - DAY 

Maggie enters, amazed to see how tidy the room is. 

She lifts the cat out of the cat bed, turns to 

leave. At  the door she spots and picks up the cat 

collar Nigel dropped on the side table.  
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE - DAY 

Maggie watches a MAN approach and knock on Nigel’s 

door. After three progressively louder knocks, he 

returns to his car, but does not leave. Maggie opens 

her door. 
 

 

EXT. NIGEL AND MAGGIE’S COTTAGES - DAY 

Maggie pulling the door to behind her. She motions 

to the man to roll down his window, then nods 

towards Nigel’s cottage. 
 

MAGGIE 

He’s away for the weekend. 
 

MAN 

I just talked to him. 
 

MAGGIE 

Maybe you did, but he’s still away.  
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE - DAY 

The cat is pulling at the door which Maggie didn’t 

properly shut. 
 

 

EXT. NIGEL AND MAGGIE’S COTTAGES - DAY 

The man is still in his car, looking at Maggie. 
 

MAN 

Why didn’t he tell me he was away? 
 

Maggie shrugs. Behind her the door opens a crack and 

the cat crawls around it, walks up to Maggie and 

rubs against her leg.  
 

MAN 

That’s my cat. 
 

Maggie picks up the cat as the man gets out of his 

car. When the cat sees the man, it freaks, tries to 

claw its way off Maggie’s shoulder. Maggie holds it 

firmly.  
 

MAGGIE 

Don’t be ridiculous. This is my cat.  
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The man makes a move towards Maggie. The cat leaps 

off Maggie’s shoulder, bolts back into the house. 

Nigel’s car pulls up. Maggie quickly makes eye 

contact with him, then turns to the man. 
 

MAGGIE 

That’s my nephew. You might get past  

me, but you won’t get past him.  
 

The man hesitates, looks at Nigel, gets in his car 

and drives off.  
 

NIGEL 

You all right, Miss Carter? 
 

Maggie glances at Rachel climbing out of the 

passenger seat, takes in her T-shirt which says “I  
CATS” and turns back to Nigel. 
 

MAGGIE 

Bastard tried to steal your cat. 
 

Maggie goes inside her house as Nigel, hiding his 

astonishment, turns to smile at Rachel. 
 

 

INT. MAGGIE’S LOUNGE/KITCHEN - DAY 

Maggie finds the cat cowering behind a chair, bends 

over and strokes it.  
 

MAGGIE 

If that prick ever owned you, he  

doesn’t deserve to get you back. 
 

She reaches picks up the cat collar, looks at the 

name, shakes her head. 
 

MAGGIE 

Fluffy? Oh, my God. 
 

After putting the collar on the cat, she lifts it on 

to her shoulder, walks back to the door.  
 

 

EXT. NIGEL AND MAGGIE’S COTTAGES 

Nigel and Rachel wait by Nigel’s open door. Maggie 

comes out with the cat on her shoulder. Nigel 

registers surprise that the cat has its collar on. 

Rachel squeals with delight, holds out her hands. 
 

RACHEL 

Oh, Nigel, she’s even fluffier than  

my Fluffy. 
 

Maggie hands the cat to Rachel, rolls her eyes at 

Nigel. Nigel puts his arm around Rachel, guiding her 

into his cottage. Maggie leans against her doorway. 
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Nigel’s door is still open and Maggie can hear him 

speaking to Rachel. 
 

NIGEL’S VOICE 

Fluffy’s kind of adopted the old  

dear next door.  
 

 

RACHEL’S VOICE 

Cat’s are so sensitive. 
 

NIGEL’S VOICE 

Yeah. I’m thinking she needs Fluffy  

more than I do. 
 

RACHEL’S VOICE 

Oh, Nigel, you’re pretty sensitive,  

too.  
 

The cat comes out of Nigel’s cottage. Maggie scoops 

it up, puts it on her shoulder, smiles and shakes 

her head. 
 

MAGGIE 

Children’s books? Jesus, why not? 
 

 

THE END 


