
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My Monsters and Me 

By Matt Atkinson 
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INT. FIGGIS STUDIOS - MORNING 

We open in a bright kitchen - almost straight out of a 

children’s cartoon. As the camera slowly zooms out, it is 

revealed to actually be a miniature set for a children’s 

cartoon. HAROLD, a wizened animator, mutters under his breath 
as he crouches over something, working away intently. 

 

He finally stops tinkering, letting out a sigh of relief. He 

holds in both of his hands the miniature stars of his new show 

- HANDS and FROWNY. He takes an extraordinary amount of care 
when placing them in their respective seats, brushing them 

down obsessively and ensuring that they are in perfect 

position. 

HAROLD 

Don’t go anywhere you two! 

 

HAROLD smiles at his joke as he gazes at his models, before 
moving to sit at a desk covered in storyboards and concept art 

of children’s cartoon characters.  

 

HAROLD picks up a pencil and some paper, ready to do some more 
work when the phone on his desk rings --  

 

HAROLD steels himself as he lets the phone ring a couple more 
times before biting the bullet and picking it up. 

 

HAROLD 

You’ve reached Harold Figgis, how may 

I -- 

 

Loud yelling cuts him out immediately - it’s his producer. 

HAROLD waits patiently for a chance to talk, exasperated. 
 

HAROLD 

I understand that the studio wants to 

change the schedule but as I’ve 

already said, the animation process 

is long and - 

 

HAROLD’s pleas fall on silent ears as the producer cuts him 
out, their loud voice projected somehow even louder across the 

phone line. 
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PRODUCER (OVER THE PHONE) 

YOU HAVE DEADLINES AND QUOTAS TO FILL 

MR. FIGGIS, THIS STUDIO IS STRUGGLING 

AND YOU ARE YET TO MAKE AN EFFORT TO 

CHANGE. YOU DON’T EVEN OWN A COMPUTER 

FOR HEAVEN’S SAKE! 

 

The producer slams the phone down on their end, leaving HAROLD 
with the dial tone and ringing ears. He sighs, placing his 

phone back down on his desk. He dials another number and waits 

until the call connects.  

 

HAROLD 

Jean love - I’m sorry… It’s looking 

like I’m going to be staying late at 

work again - 

 

Unintelligible screeching comes from the other end of the 

phone. Jean must not be impressed. HAROLD waits patiently for 
her to finish.  

 

His gaze wanders to a framed photo of himself and his wife on 

his desk - He looks so much younger in the photo without the 

dark bags he currently has under his eyes. 

He hears a slight dip in the screeching - and seizes his 

chance. 

 

HAROLD 

I know dear, it’s a pain but I’m so 

close to getting the studio back on 

top again. Save some hotpot for me -- 

 

Jean screeches again over the phone - it’s doubtful there’ll 

be any hotpot for HAROLD. He sighs, leaning back in his chair. 
 

HAROLD 

… Thanks love. I’ll see you tonight. 

Love you lots. 

 

HAROLD places the phone back in its place on 
the desk. He looks over at HANDS and FROWNY in 
their set. He talks to them. 

3 



 

HAROLD 

Guess I won’t be having hotpot 

tonight. 

 

He sighs sadly, crossing his hands together in his lap and 

gazing longingly at the posters and drawings adorning his 

walls. All of them contain characters he created in the past, 

from a time it’s obvious he wishes he was back in. 

 

He looks to his left, at the small kitchen set. The script for 

it lies open on the table, detailed handwritten notes all over 

it. HAROLD gets up from his chair and scoops up the script. He 
flicks through a couple of pages, before looking down at the 

set and the miniatures within it.  

 

A thin smile crosses his lips. HAROLD places the script back 
on the table, crouching back down next to the set. He grabs 

hold of HANDS and FROWNY, beginning to play with them in a 
mock argument. 

 

HAROLD 

(Talking as HANDS) I’M ANGRY AT YOU 
EVEN THOUGH I DON’T UNDERSTAND HOW 

HARD YOU WORK AND I’M TAKING OUT MY 

ANGER ON YOU BECAUSE I HAVEN’T BEEN 

SATISFIED IN YEARS! 

 

HAROLD turns to look at FROWNY in his other hand, mock 
surprise written across his face. 

 

HAROLD 

Oh no Frowny! Are you going to take 

that? 

 

HAROLD pulls a contemplative face. 
 

HAROLD 

(Talking as FROWNY) Um… Yeah. I’m 
going to take it. 

 

HAROLD gasps.  
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HAROLD 

(Talking as HANDS) PAH! YOU’RE SO 
PATHETIC! THIS IS WHY I ONLY COOK HOT 

POT, YOU HAVEN’T GOT ANY TEETH TO 

BITE IT WITH! 

 

HAROLD’s head whips back to look at FROWNY, feigned 
seriousness on his face. 

 

HAROLD 

Frowny, I think you should tell Hands 

what you told me. 

 

HAROLD 

(Talking as HANDS) WHAT IS IT? WHAT 
HAVE YOU BEEN SAYING? 

 

HAROLD 

(Talking as FROWNY) Well - I… ah…  
 

HAROLD 

Go on Hands. Tell her. 

 

HAROLD 

(Talking as FROWNY) It’s… well, you 
see - 

 

HAROLD 

(Talking as HANDS) OUT WITH IT YOU 
PRAT! 

 

HAROLD 

(Talking as FROWNY) I BLOODY HATE 
YOUR HOTPOT!! 

 

HAROLD gasps at the ‘drama’ - he stays still, feeling the 
silence between his two characters.  

 

HAROLD 

(Talking as HANDS) Well I never… You… 
You - YOU BASTARD! 
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HAROLD plunges the hand holding HANDS into the one holding 
FROWNY, mock cries for help and repeated insults from HANDS 
fly through the air. 

 

HAROLD mocks a struggle with trying to separate the pair, he 
tries to ‘pull’ HANDS away from FROWNY a couple times, only 
for HANDS to ‘launch’ themselves back towards FROWNY, hitting 
them again.  

 

HAROLD finally manages to pull them apart. 
 

HAROLD 

That’s enough you two! We’ve got more 

than enough on our plates without 

having to worry about the pair of you 

being at each other’s throats. Now. 

Apologise. 

 

He makes both miniatures shake their heads vigorously with 

choruses of ‘No!’. He pulls a face. 

 

HAROLD  

Go on… Both of you.  

 

FROWNY and HANDS refuse to look at one another. 
 

HAROLD 

If you don’t apologise, I won’t let 

you be on the show. And then you 

won’t become rich and famous. 

 

Both miniatures consider this. Eventually they both look at 

each other and mutter their respective ‘Sorry’, and hug. 

HAROLD beams. 
 

HAROLD 

There. All better! 

 

HAROLD places both HANDS and FROWNY back into their respective 
chairs, again taking utmost care to ensure that they’re 

positioned perfectly. He rubs his hands together, looking at 

his handiwork. 
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He considers something momentarily. He picks the script back 

up from the table, and heads back to his desk. He sits down, 

and tosses the script onto his desk. He takes a shaky breath.  

 

He leans forward, head in hands. He lifts his head to check 

the time on his watch. He drops his head back onto his desk, 

on top of some artwork of the characters currently on his 

miniature set. 

 

His eyes begin to close - tiredness overwhelming him. The 

camera begins to crawl away from him, and towards the 

miniature set. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

 

INT. KITCHEN SET - DREAM 

Light filters into the set, bringing the colours and 

characters within it to life. HANDS sits opposite FROWNY.  
They are eating what appears to be a dinner made of felt 

strips with comically oversized cutlery. HANDS is clearly the 
one wearing the trousers of whatever relationship this is. 

HANDS looks up from their plate at FROWNY.  
 

HANDS says something in gibberish, to which FROWNY looks up 
and hesitates, before nodding and going back to their plate. 

HANDS is seemingly not satisfied, speaking again in gibberish. 
FROWNY stops picking at their food, trembling slightly.  
 

HANDS tilts their head, repeating what they said. FROWNY 
shakes their head, softly speaking gibberish. Seemingly 

satisfied, HANDS returns to working away at their plate with 
their cutlery. FROWNY hesitates, before following suit. 
 

Dinner continues without much fuss until FROWNY reaches for 
their cup - knocking it onto the floor. FROWNY freezes in 
terror, watching with growing dread as HANDS slowly lowers 
their cutlery on the table. 

 

The silence is deafening - FROWNY is trembling more so than 
normal, waiting for the violent outburst. It never comes.  
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HANDS shrugs nonchalantly, picks up their cutlery and carries 
on eating. FROWNY breathes a huge sigh of relief, and collects 
their cup from the kitchen floor. 

 

Dinner resumes as normal, and stays that way right through to 

its conclusion. HANDS & FROWNY have both spoken to each other 
a couple more times throughout, mostly short questions or 

statements.  

 

Satisfied with their meal, HANDS leans back in their chair. 
FROWNY gets up from their seat, carrying their plate. 
Everything is going well, until FROWNY stumbles and this time 
drops a fork on the floor. 

 

HANDS leans forward in their seat, fixing FROWNY with a hard 
stare. FROWNY freezes, looking between the fork and HANDS. 
FROWNY shakily bends down to collect the dropped fork, and 
then places it back on the table. 

 

HANDS remains silent, the tension beginning to mount. After 
the mistake earlier, FROWNY is not expecting a reaction from 
HANDS. They are wrong. 
 

HANDS starts shrieking in gibberish, snatching the knife from 
their plate and advancing on FROWNY. FROWNY starts pleading, 
but these cries are drowned out by the shouting from HANDS. 
 

FROWNY stumbles back onto their chair as HANDS reaches them, 
plunging the knife into FROWNY. FROWNY shrieks as red ribbons 
begin to flow from where they were stabbed. HANDS continues to 
plunge the knife into FROWNY, throwing up more strips of red 
fabric. 

 

CUT TO: 

INT. FIGGIS STUDIOS - LATE MORNING 

HAROLD’s head lays on top of his folded arms as he sleeps 
peacefully at his desk. The shrieks from FROWNY can be heard 
from the set behind him. A few tatters of red ribbons fly up 

behind HAROLD. He continues to sleep peacefully, a small smile 
on his face. 

 

CUT TO: 
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INT. KITCHEN SET - DREAM 

FROWNY continues to shriek even after HANDS stops stabbing 
them. The red ribbons are everywhere. HANDS stands still, 
watching FROWNY flail about until they crash face first onto 
the table. The shrieking stops. 

 

HANDS stares at FROWNY. They are oddly calm. HANDS returns to 
their seat at the table, opposite FROWNY’s sprawled out 
corpse. HANDS places their knife back on top of their plate, 
before leaning back in their chair. 

 

CUT TO: 

INT. FIGGIS STUDIOS - LATE MORNING 

HAROLD wakes from his dream peacefully, easing himself into 
the back of his chair. He yawns and stretches, his eyes once 

again wandering over the artwork adorning his walls and desk. 

His eyes then wander over to the miniature set. He sighs, 

getting up from his desk and making his way over to the piece. 

 

Rubbing the sleep from his eyes, he looks down at the set. His 

eyes open in shock. He reaches in and picks up the miniature 

of FROWNY, covered in red. HAROLD raises an eyebrow. 
 

He looks from FROWNY, to HANDS, who is seated comfortably at 
the table. HAROLD pulls a face, before chuckling to himself. 
He removes all the red ribbons and places FROWNY back at the 
table. 

 

HAROLD crouches down to eye level with the set, inspecting it 
and his characters. He looks from HANDS to FROWNY again. He 
smiles. 

 

HAROLD 

What did I tell you two about 

fighting? 

 

HAROLD gets up and places himself back at his desk - 
inspiration has gripped him. He starts working away at his 

desk, and we slowly move away from him, so that the kitchen 

set joins the shot. It may not seem it, but something has 

changed. It’s looking just a little brighter. 
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CREDITS 
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