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ABBEY ROAD. EXT. NIGHT

FADE IN FROM BLACK.

An empty street, in the background a yellow light flashes.

CUT TO: A beacon flashing next to a zebra crossing.

[PAN] A building with lights on, a sign reads ’ABBEY ROAD

STUDIOS’. ABBEY ROAD STUDIO CORRIDOR. INT. NIGHT

A mans feet walk down the corridor.

SUPERIMPOSED TEXT: 9th November 1966.

A hand opens a door.

MUSIC playing.

The man, BRIAN EPSTEIN, grimaces and slowly shuts the door.

He walks off. The ’recording’ signal in the hallway is on.

ABBEY ROAD STUDIO SOUND ROOM. INT. NIGHT

Epstein enters. The male SOUND ENGINEER removes his

headphones to listen.

EPSTEIN:

How’s it sounding?

Sound Engineer hands Epstein the headphones.

SOUND ENGINEER:

You’re the judge.

Epstein brings the headphones to his ear and nods along.

ABBEY ROAD RECORDING STUDIO. INT. NIGHT

MUSIC PLAYING: ’With A Little Help From My Friends’.

Left handed, a man strums a bass guitar. Reveal this to be

PAUL MCCARTNEY. He turns his head.

[PAN] Next to Paul is GEORGE HARRISON, playing lead guitar.

He smiles and looks to the other side, JOHN LENNON sings.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

LENNON:

What would you think if I sang out

of tune..

Cut to RINGO STARR on drums.

LENNON:

Would you stand up and walk out on

me...

ABBEY ROAD STUDIO SOUND ROOM. INT. NIGHT

Epstein nods and clicks his fingers to the tune.

LENNON:

Lend me your ears and I’ll sing you

a song..

ABBEY ROAD RECORDING STUDIO. INT. NIGHT

Lennon sings.

LENNON:

And I’ll try not to sing out of

key. Oh.

All Beatles are on screen.

BEATLES:

I get by with a little help from my

friends, Mmm.

Lennon smiles and looks to one side. [PAN] Harrison is

singing as is Paul.

BEATLES:

I get high with a little help from

my friends. Mmm, I’m gonna try with

a little help from my friends. Do

you need -

Paul halts.

PAUL:

Stop, stop, stop.

The band all stop.

PAUL:

Sorry.



3.

ABBEY ROAD STUDIO SOUND ROOM. INT. NIGHT

Epstein leans into the sound desk.

EPSTEIN:

What’s wrong?

ABBEY ROAD RECORDING STUDIO. INT. NIGHT

Paul looks forward.

PAUL:

It’s that same bloody bit

everytime. Needs to be perfect.

ABBEY ROAD STUDIO SOUND ROOM. INT. NIGHT

Epstein is bent over the sound desk.

EPSTEIN:

Ok. From the top.

Music restarts.

Epstein flicks off the talk-back and stands back.

EPSTEIN:

(to Sound Engineer)

How much is this costing mate?

Epstein looks at his watch. [PAN] The wall clock shows 2:16.

FADE INTO. The wall clock shows 4:28.

Sound Engineer is lazed across the chair asleep. Epstein

leans over the desk, face buried in hands.

EPSTEIN:

Right. That’s a night.

ABBEY ROAD STUDIO CORRIDOR. INT. NIGHT

PAUL, LENNON, HARRISON, STARR and EPSTEIN walk back down the

corridor.

HARRISON:

You nailed it.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 4.

PAUL:

No, the key is all off.

HARRISON:

It was fine. You’re just tired.

Don’t you think Ringo?

Ringo shrugs and says nothing.

PAUL:

No it was awful.

Harrison shakes his head and tuts.

LENNON:

He is right.

HARRISON:

John!

LENNON:

I’m just sayin’. We want it right

don’t we?

EPSTEIN:

Exactly. And that’s what these

sessions are for, to work out the

tweaks. Now go on, get some sleep.

Epstein opens the door.

ABBEY ROAD STUDIO CAR PARK. EXT. NIGHT

It’s raining. They all open umbrellas up and separate. Paul

approaches his Aston Healy and turns.

PAUL:

You coming or what?

HARRISON:

Sure you’re driving’s good enough?

PAUL:

(muttering)

Oh sod ya then.

Paul gets in his car alone and turns on the ignition.

Harrison gets in with Epstein.

The Aston Healy wheel spins and speeds off out the car park.



5.

CAR. INT. NIGHT

Paul drives along, breathing heavily.

RADIO DJ:

And next up on 100 percent number

1’s...

MUSIC plays: We Can Work It Out.

Try to see it my way, Do I have to

keep on talking till I can’t go on?

While you see it your way, Run the

risk of knowing that our love may

soon be gone. We can work it out.

We can work it-

Paul turns off the radio.

ROADS. EXT. NIGHT

The car drives along.

CAR. EXT. NIGHT

Through the window screen a figure in a bright red coat is

walking away from the car in the rain.

ROADS. EXT. NIGHT

The car slows down, beeps once, and pulls up beside this

woman, RITA. She stops and faces the car. The window comes

down.

PAUL:

Fancy a lift?

RITA:

You sure? I’m going to Ladbroke

Grove.

PAUL:

Yeah come on, you’ll catch your

death in this weather. Hop in.

Rita enters the car.
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CAR. INT. NIGHT

Rita straps her belt on.

RITA:

Thank you ever so much.

PAUL:

It’s fine.

Paul drives.

STREETS. EXT. NIGHT

The car resumes its journey.

RITA:

Nice car. Must’ve cost a pretty

penny.

PAUL:

Money isn’t everything dear.

CAR. INT. NIGHT

Paul is focused on the road.

PAUL:

What are you doin’ out at this time

of night.

RITA:

My boyfriend’s ended it.

PAUL:

Oh.

RITA:

Yeah. What were you up to?

PAUL:

Oh nothing.

Rita turns to Paul.

RITA:

Come on, you must’ve been doing

something?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 7.

PAUL:

No really.

Rita pokes him in the stomach.

RITA:

Cheating on the misses?

PAUL:

No. I was in the recording studio.

RITA:

Abbey Road? You’re in a band.

You’re..You’re.. Ahhh!

Rita smothers Paul, he jolts.

PAUL:

Please.

RITA:

Paul McCartney, Paul McCartney!

Rita continues to grab Paul. He tries to shake her off.

PAUL:

Please. I’m driving.

Rita screams as she tries to hug him.

PAUL:

Let me go!

Paul pushes her into her seat and stares at her.

PAUL:

I’m trying to-

Rita screams. Paul turns to face forward. They are heading

for a yellow lorry.

STREET. EXT. NIGHT

The Aston Healy crashes into the lorry. It flips and lands

on it’s roof. The horn is going.

The passenger door opens and Rita crawls out. She is

bleeding heavily. The car is on fire.

MUSIC fades in: We Can Work It Out (Instrumental)

Rita rushes to Paul’s side of the car. He bangs on the

window.

(CONTINUED)
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Life is very short and there’s no

time.

BYPASSER (male) pulls Rita away from the burning car. She

tries to kick free.

For fussing and fighting for my

friend.

MUSIC: We Can Work It Out (Instrumental) fades and dies.

The car is on fire. Paul’s hand falls motionless down the

window.

The car burns..

FADE TO BLACK:

TITLES: Paul: The Other One

STREET. EXT. DAY

FADE IN:

Blue lights flash. A police car.

A small group of people stand watching. Police usher them

back.

Lennon, Harrison, Starr and Epstein stand by watching.

FIREMAN holds a hose. The burning car starts to extinguish.

In the crowd, Rita stands crying. Fireman continues to

extinguish the flames and then jumps back as the car

explodes. The crowd all step backwards, Rita falls to her

knees.

Harrison and Starr freeze. Lennon turns away. Epstein hurls

his watch to the ground.

Rita, on her knees, bangs the ground.

RITA:

(crying)

I’ve killed him. I’ve killed Paul

McC-

Epstein picks her up.

EPSTEIN:

Shh. Shh. Shh.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 9.

RITA:

It’s my fault, it’s all my fault.

EPSTEIN:

It’s not your fault.

RITA:

It is. I was in the car with him.

She opens her blooded hands then shows them to Epstein.

RITA:

I did this to him. I killed Paul

Mc-

Epstein covers her mouth.

EPSTEIN:

You didn’t kill Paul.

He takes a tissue and wipes her hand.

EPSTEIN:

You didn’t kill anyone. Right.

She stares at him.

EPSTEIN:

(forceful)

You didn’t kill anyone.

Teary eyed, Rita nods. Epstein drags her away past the crowd

and police and towards the ambulance.

EPSTEIN:

Check her over will ya.

AMBULANCE WOMaN (paramedic) nods.

AMBULANCE WOMAN:

Sure. Hold a sec.

She opens the ambulance doors. Paul’s sheet covered corpse

is dragged on a stretcher and lifted into the ambulance by

two men. Rita clinches her hair.

Ambulance Woman puts an arm around Rita.

AMBULANCE WOMAN:

Come on.

Rita and Ambulance Woman step into the ambulance.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 10.

EPSTEIN:

Thanks. Ambulance Woman grins and

shuts the ambulance door. It pulls

away. Epstein runs his hand over

his face slowly, stops, and then

punches the bonnet of the police

car next to him.

EPSTEIN:

Fuck!

AMBULANCE. INT. DAY

Ambulance Woman has an arm around Rita.

The sheet is lifted and Rita looks. She gags, then cries,

and buries her head into the Ambulance Woman.

STREET. EXT. DAY

Blue lights flash.

Epstein is with an assosciate, James.

EPSTEIN:

This can’t get out Jimmy you ’ear

me. This can’t get out.

JAMES:

Alright, alright. Relax.

James puts his hands on Epstein’s shoulders, Epstein takes a

deep breathe.

JAMES:

I’ll get on the blower to check the

paps ain’t got hold of it yet.

EPSTEIN:

Good lad.

JAMES:

Don’t worry.

James leaves. Epstein looks at the firemen checking the

scene then turns his attention.

Policemen move the crowd along. A reporter, Tommy Taylor,

jots on a pad of paper. Epstein approaches.

(CONTINUED)
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EPSTEIN:

Can I help?

TOMMY:

Oh, Mr Epstein. I’m ever so sorry

for your loss. But if you could

spare a few moments.

EPSTEIN:

A few-

TOMMY:

Yes. To give me your thoughts on

this tragedy. I’m sure the public

would take great comfort from your

words.

Epstein grabs Tommy’s pen. Tommy stares, shakes his head,

and reveals a new pen.

EPSTEIN:

No. The public don’t need

comforting. They don’t need

anything.

TOMMY:

Mr McCartney was-

Epstein clasps his hands around Tommy’s and the notepad.

EPSTEIN:

Is.

TOMMY:

(stuttering)

- is one of the worlds most loved

icons. This devestating news is

massive. People need to know.

Epstein casually puts some money in Tommy’s shirt pocket,

puts an arm around him and begins walking.

EPSTEIN:

Now, let me explain a thing or two

about what people need.

Lennon, Harrison and Starr embrace.

LENNON:

What’s he doing with that journo?

Starr shrugs. Epstein and Tommy continue to walk into the

horizon, the carnage is ongoing on the street behidn them.

(CONTINUED)
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EPSTEIN:

Now you, you need money. Right?

That’s why you do this job. That’s

crystal. And I’m a powerful man, I

can make things either very easy or

very difficult for you.

The car has steam coming from the extinguished flames.

HOSPITAL. INT. DAY

Doctors surround a table, with a body lied across it.

DOCTOR 1:

Nothing we can do here.

DOCTOR 2:

Call it?

They all nod.

DOCTOR 1:

Time of death. 5 o’clock.

The doctors all hang their heads. Doctor 1 fans the cover

sheet up.


