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“DARK HOUSE”

FADE IN:

INTERIOR - MARTHA GRANTHAM’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Through the dimly lit room a television set flickers powerfully. ‘THE CABINET OF DR. CALIGARI’ plays, its music rising as THE SOMNAMBULIST carries off the GIRL through the windows and out into the night. 
TITLES END 

GEORGE ELLIS is asleep on a large couch directly in front of the set illuminated only by its flickering light. MARTHA, 28, a small beautiful raven haired woman sits upright, cradling George’s head in her lap, blankly staring at the screen and stroking his dark brown shaggy beard that makes him look older than his thirty-two years. 

The music rises and jolts George awake. He wipes the sleep from his eyes and peers at the screen yawning. Martha switches on a small table lamp to her left, illuminating the spacious, well furnished apartment. 

A statue of the Virgin Mary stands at the corner of the coffee table in shadow. George stirs, turns away from the screen and groans disapprovingly but Martha’s soft Yew York Catholic brogue soothes as she strokes his hair. 

MARTHA 

Don’t complain. You wanted to watch it! 

GEORGE 

Me, complain? Wouldn’t dream of it. 

George smiles, his clipped tones betraying his middle- class east side upbringing. He turns back to face the screen, looks at it blankly for a second and then reaches over and turns the sound off. 

MARTHA 

Next time I choose the video. 

GEORGE 
Sorry. I plumped for culture, 
not Keanu Reeves. 

MARTHA 

At least his movies keep us awake. 

GEORGE 

You awake. I don't have the 
hots for him. 

George gets up. walks into the kitchen and turns on the light. 

                         MARTHA
              
And neither do I!

GEORGE ( O.S.) 

So who dragged me to Canada to
see his Hamlet. Canada of all places! 

Martha smiles and begins to mouth some words under her breath. 

MARTHA 

Although I guess that was 
the best place for it. 

GEORGE ( O.S.) 

Although I guess that was 
the best place for it! 
She raises her eyes to the heavens and gets up, turning the statue of the Virgin towards the television as she goes. She pats it on the head softly and walks out. 

The tape is still in the video, silently playing as George and Martha’s voices drift in from the kitchen. 

MARTHA (O.S.) 

He looked great though. 

GEORGE (O/S) 

His codpiece was enormous. I've admitted 
that. Shame it was just the words he had 
trouble with.
As the movie continues to play, the statue of the Virgin Mary begins to shake, like someone treading on hot coals and then tumbles silently onto the carpet below. 

INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Martha and George sleep in bed with Martha facing towards the outside and George on his back, as the sounds of NEW YORK emanate through the window, car horns honking, laughter, a distant gunshot. Whether because of or in spite of the sounds George’s closed eyes flick savagely from side to side. 

Moonlight shines onto his face as the sound of glass being cut, begins to drown out the New York noise. 

DISSOLVE 

INT - STAIRS OUTSIDE MARTHA"S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Through the downstairs window a pair of black leather- gloved hands can be seen cutting the glass. A circle falls to the plush carpet and makes no sound.  

' 

INT - MARTHA"S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

George groans, but remains asleep, the outside world now silent and still as clouds cut off the moonlight and plunge the room into darkness. 

INT - THE DOWNSTAIRS WINDOV - NIGHT 



The window is open and the red net curtains blow faintly in the breeze, as a dark human shadow passes over them. 

INT - MARTHA"S BEDROOM - NIGHT 



The door of the room is open but slowly swinging shut as George turns over in his sleep. Martha is now on her back wide awake and staring madly upwards at a FIGURE IN BLACK (leather, head to toe, face also completely covered) holding a mezzaluna (moon shaped blade with two handles) at her throat. 
George slowly wakes and stares at Martha as the moonlight breaks through and creates a crazy silhouette around them both. His eyes widen, fearing the inevitable as the intruder begins to push down on the blade. 

    GEORGE (Screaming)
NO!!!!!! 

INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

George's eyes fly open. He slowly turns his head to see 

Martha alive and well, the nightmare over. He breathes a sigh of relief, turns and stares towards the ceiling, sweat trickling down his brow. (Beat) 

From the bottom of the bed comes the Figure in Black, a broad smiling slit cut into the leather mask as he 

puts the same blade to George's neck. He begins to push down violently before George has the chance to scream, his mouth opening too late as the blade cuts through. 

INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Martha's eyes bolt open and she sits upright sweating heavily. The sounds of the city are back, car horns, drunks shouting and laughing. Sounds that should irritate. Martha smiles, rises, goes to the window of the bedroom and looks out. 

A cat screeches in the distance as Martha looks down at her white nightdress. (Beat) First one, then two drops of red spill onto the material over her breast. She stares for a second in confusion before bringing her hand to her neck trying to stop a stream of blood pumping out of a large slash, freshly cut. She turns, reaches out, then falls. 

INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Her eyes bolt open once more, hands ripping the sheets ~ knuckles white and tears silently falling down her face. 

Slowly she turns her eyes towards George at the side of her who is now on his side turned away from her. She stretches out her arm towards him and places it on his shoulder. Martha begins to cry violently as he sits up in confusion and holds her to him as she sobs. 
               GEORGE 
     Hey. (Beat) Another bad one? 

                         MARTHA (Through the tears)
               Yeah. 

                         GEORGE 
               Going to be o.k.? 

                         MARTHA 

               (Beat). I better go and wash my face. 

Martha pulls away, gets up and walks out of the room wiping away the tears still streaming down her cheeks as George looks on, anxiously. 

INT - THE BATHROOM - NIGHT 

The light flickers on and through the mirror above the washbasin Martha stares at herself, turns on the faucet and bends to splash water on her face. As she does the Figure in Black is reflected in the mirror. He stares at her for a few seconds and then retreats behind the door. 

Martha turns and stares into the darkness for a second  

before grabbing a towel and drying her face. 

She switches off the light and walks out, her reflection highlighted by a streetlamp shining through the hall window. The Figure in Black steps out behind her as Martha walks into the bedroom, closing the door. 

INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Martha locks it and leans against the door as George sits up in bed watching her. 

                         GEORGE
               What's wrong? 

                         MARTHA 

               Nothing. 

                         GEORGE 
               There's no-one out there.
INT - OUTSIDE MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

                         GEORGE (O/S) 

               We've talked about this. 

The black gloved hand of the Figure in Black rests calmly against the door. 

INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

                         MARTHA 
               I know. 

                         GEORGE
               So why lock it? 

Martha says nothing but just turns and unlocks it again as she looks at George, her hand resting against the wood. 

INT - OUTSIDE MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

The black gloved hand mirrors Martha's, as though touching. 

INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Martha looks at the door handle, (Beat), then moves back to the bed. She moves under the covers facing away from George, who turns and puts his hand on her shoulder. 

                         GEORGE 

               Can I do anything? 

                         MARTHA 

               I don't know. can you? 

Her voice quivers with the strain of talking. She bites 

her lip as her brow furrows deep in thought. George sighs and softly touches her head before turning away and pulling the covers over himself. 

Martha remains lying there, her eyes wide open. 

INT - OUTSIDE MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 



The Figure in Black takes his hand away from the door and clenches his fists before moving down the stairs towards the open window, the circle of glass still on the carpet. 

DISSOLVE 

EXT - OUTSIDE MARTHA'S APARTMENT - NIGHT 

The old brownstone is situated in one of the better areas of MANHATTEN, where even the graffiti has style and humour. 

A TOM CAT chases a FEMALE over the sidewalk and across the street as a black leather boot comes crashing down behind them. Every streetlamp is lit and every window is dark as the Figure in Black begins to walk down the middle of the road, silent but for the distant screeching of the female cat. 

DISSOLVE 

EXT - ANOTHER STREET - NIGHT 

Stationery cars, lamp posts, homes begin to flash by as  

though they were moving. Above the Empire State gets rapidly closer, before the speed of movement makes everything a blur. 

DISSOLVE 

EXT - OUTSIDE FRANK MILNE'S STUDIO - NIGHT 

The concrete sidewalk is cracked and litter swirls in the stream down the gutter. An empty condom packet moves in circles and drops away out of sight. The studio is atop an old apartment block on West 135th Street, no more than a stones throw from Yankee stadium. 

A large sign advertises Marlboro, as the Marlboro man rides off into the sunset smoking his cigarette. 

Through an open window we can see ANDREA KANSKA, a girl in her mid-twenties with striking features and long auburn hair striking poses in a red swimsuit. Every few seconds a camera flash goes off. 

INT - FRANK MILNES' STUDIO - NIGHT 

FRANK MILNE'S deep Brooklyn accent cracks the air around it. 

                         FRANK (0/S)
               O.K. That's enough for tonight. 

Andrea stops posing and watches Frank as he begins to pack away his cameras and equipment. He runs his fingers through his greasy, unkempt hair showing a receding hairline sitting back over a pudgy lived in face. 


                        FRANK (cont.) 
               You know you're a lot better 
               than I thought you'd be. 

Andrea puts on a robe and smiles quietly to herself whilst shaking her head. 

                        ANDREA (Polish accent)
               Thanks. (Beat) But you tried 
               that line three weeks ago, remember? 

Frank drops his flash and bends to pick it up as she laughs generously. 

                        FRANK (Smiling)
               Did it work? 

Andrea slowly sashays near and runs her finger down his face, making her accent deliberately stronger. 

                        ANDREA (Purring) 

               You'd have remembered if it had. 

She glides away into an adjoining bathroom and closes the door. 

                        FRANK 

               So why don't we go get something
               to eat? 

                        ANDREA (0/S) 

               I'm a model. You know we don't eat,
               and we're too skinny for sex. 
                        FRANK 

          They all say that. 

Andrea opens the door laughing, her hair tied back and now in jeans and a sweatshirt. 

                        ANDREA 

                Shouldn't that tell you something?
                        FRANK 

                Yeah, but I'm too horny to 
                figure it out. 

Andrea takes her coat from behind the bathroom door and puts it over her arm. 

                   ANDREA
                Sorry. 

She looks into the bathroom mirror one last time and walks back into the studio. 
                        FRANK
                You must date! 

                        ANDREA (Smiling) 

                I do! But give me a rain check,
                I haven't been sleeping well. 

                        FRANK 

                I know the feeling. 

EXT - CAR PARK UNDER FRANKS APARTMENT BLOCK - NIGHT 

Moonlight shines down illuminating the entrance to the car park, as overhead lights, mostly broken try to light the rest. One flickers on and off. 

A dark human shadow moves over the cars. 

An elevator sits at the far wall. Its light comes on, the doors open and Andrea stands alone clutching her purse. She moves out of the elevator humming 'Somewhere Over the Rainbow' from' The Wizard of Oz' and begins to walk briskly to her car. 

A Coca-cola can is kicked over and rattles under one 

of the cars. Andrea stops and looks behind her as the elevator doors slowly close. She turns and begins walking even faster. 

                        ANDREA (Singing) 
                Somewhere over the rainbow, way up
                high, there's a land.. 

A human shadow creeps over the elevator. 

                        ANDREA (cont.) 

                that I dream of, once in a lullaby. 

The Figure in Black appears and follows her. Andrea looks over her shoulder, her breath catching in her throat. 
                        ANDREA (Barely audible) 
                No. 

She breaks into a run the sound of her heels clattering through the space like gunshots rebounding off the walls. The Figure in Black continues to walk silently but somehow begins to make up ground. Andrea drops her purse and looks back at it in desperation. 

Suddenly he appears in front of her as she looks back running towards what she fears. The Figure in Black opens his arms as though to embrace her as she looks forward again. 

                        ANDREA (Screaming) 

                Aiiiiieeeeeeee…… 

Unable to stop her momentum her feet slip and she falls, always looking up towards the Figure in Black as he bends over her. Eyes wide, she turns away. 

                        FRANK (0/S)
                What' s wrong? 

Andrea turns back to see Frank standing over her. 

                        FRANK (cont.) 
                You dropped your purse. 

Frank holds it in his hand as she desperately looks around for a sign of anyone else. 

                        ANDREA 

                You! (Beat) It was you!
                        FRANK 

                What? Look I know I'm no oi1 
                painting but surely I'm not 
                as bad as all that. 

                        ANDREA (Recovering)
                You should look in a mirror. 
               (Beat) Sorry. 

                        FRANK 

                Gonna be o. k? Let me drive you home. 

Andrea gets up and takes her purse back. 
                        ANDREA  
                I'll be fine. 

                        FRANK 

                You said that upstairs. 

She opens her purse, retrieves her car keys and looks around. (Beat)
                        ANDREA 
                Still hungry? 

                        FRANK (Smiling)
                For what? 

                        ANDREA 
                Food! 

                        FRANK 

                Oh that. I guess so. 

They walk to Andrea’s car, a battered old Pontiac as she rubs her forehead worriedly. 

                        FRANK (cont).
                Shall we take mine? 

                        ANDREA 

                No. I wouldn’t want you to
                run out of gasoline. 
Frank laughs and gets into the passenger seat as Andrea looks out into the shadows one last time and gets in.

She starts the engine all the while checking her mirrors, 
backs the car out at high speed, then comes to an abrupt halt. 

                        FRANK 

                You must have taken lessons 
                from my first wife! 

Frank holds onto the dashboard tightly as she smiles. 

EXT - THE CAR PARK - NIGHT 

Her car speeds through the car park, up the ramp and into the night.

FADE DOWN 

FADE UP 
INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - DAY 

Martha is asleep in bed, lying on her side, daylight streaming onto her figure through the window At the side of her, on the bedside table, an alarm clock begins to ring loudly, startling her awake. She groans.

                        MARTHA
                Trouble-maker. 

She slams the alarm clock off and elbows George in the ribs 

                        MARTHA (cont.) 

                Your turn to make the coffee. 
George groans disapprovingly and turns onto his back 

rubbing the sleep out of his eyes 
                        GEORGE (Groaning)
              You said it was your turn today 
                        MARTHA 

                I said it was my turn tomorrow 
George sits up and swings his feet onto the floor, pausing resignedly on the edge of the bed. 
                        GEORGE 

                So te11 me when tomorrow shows up, 
                I could do with a lie in. 

George ambles out as Martha lies on her back staring at the ceiling. 

INT - MARTHA'S BATHROOM - DAY 

The heat of the water rapidly steams up the glass door 

of the shower as Martha turns her back to the sprinkler bends her head back and rinses out her hair, the soap suds clinging to her body as they wash away. 

The door to the bathroom has swung open and outside stands George watching, holding a tray bearing two cups and a full pot of coffee. 

Martha opens the door, steps out and sees him. He grins luridly as she puts a towel around herself.
                        MARTHA 

                Checking out the merchandise? 

                        GEORGE (Smiling) 

                Something like that. 

                        MARTHA (Firmly)
                Try another aisle! 

Martha reaches out and slams the door shut in his face. 

INT – OUTSIDE MARTHA'S BATHROOM - DAY 

George looks at the closed door for a moment with a pained expression. 

                        GEORGE 
                I was just wondering where 
                they'd put a health warning. 

Eventually he shrugs and walks into the bedroom still holding the tray. 

INT - INSIDE MARTHA'S BATHROOM - DAY 

Martha is leaning back onto the washbasin looking at the 

door as tears begin to stream down her cheeks. She wipes them away, but the strain of the previous night has left her pale and drawn.
FADE DOWN

FADE UP 

INT - MARTHA'S LIVING ROOM - DAY 

Two unwashed plates showing half eaten lasagna lay discarded in front of the sofa, the statue of the Virgin Mary still on the floor beside them. Martba walks in  followed closely by George. 

                        GEORGE 

                You didn't even have any coffee 

                        KARTHA 

                Seeing you drool into it put me off. 

                        GEORGE (Adamantly) 

                I did not drool.

Martha turns to face him. 

                       GEORGE (cont.) 

                (Beat) Much. 

Martha turns again and walks into the kitchen as George picks up the plates and follows. 

INT - MARTHA'S KITCHEN - DAY 

The white tiled floor reflects the sunlight streaming through the windows as Martha opens the refrigerator and looks in . She brings out a brown paper bag and puts it on the counter. Inside are four neatly made pastrami sandwiches and an apple. 

She smiles as George tries to scrape some of the crud on the plates down the sink. 
                       MARTHA 

                Did you make these? 

                       GEORGE (Not looking) 

                Did you? 

                       MARTHA (Smiling) 

                Creep. 

He turns and grins, scratching his beard absently. 

                       MARTHA (cont) 

                Bribe the teacher? 

                       GEORGE 

                Something like that. 

                       MARTHA 

                Well. . . . 

                       GEORGE
                Must try harder. 

Martha picks up the brown bag.
                       MARTHA 

                An apple? 

Martha takes out the apple and throws it to him. 
                       GEORGE 

                Too much? 

                       MARTHA 
                Much. If your writing was as
                clichéd, we'd never eat. 

George walks over and holds Martha around the waist. 

                       GEORGE 

                Speaking of eating... 

Martha looks skyward as George nestles his face into her shoulder. 

                       MARTHA 

                Do me another favor and don't write
                today, you're not in the mood. 

                       GEORGE (Smiling) 

                Oh I'm definitely in the mood. 

                       MARTHA 

                Well hold that thought for 

                tonight and I'll consider it. 
George lets go of her waist in mock shock. 

                       GEORGE 

                In front of your parents!?.
                Kinky! 

                       MARTHA (Remembering) 

                Their anniversary! Damn. Did
                we buy them something? 

George sighs as he takes a plate of pastrami out of the fridge. 

                       GEORGE 

                Yes. Tickets for the Yankees for
                your Father and for the opera for 
                your mother. Just like last year. 

Martha stands on tiptoe and kisses him on the cheek like a little girl. 

                       MARTHA 
                You're a doll. 
                       GEORGE 

                You know one year I'd like to
                get to go to the opera. 

                       MARTHA 

                And leave me with the Yankees.
                Please. I saw too many with Dad 
                as a kid. He didn't realize I was
                a girl 'till I got my first bra. 

Martha looks around the kitchen thoughtfully. 

                       MARTHA (cont) 

                Am I cooking tonight? 

                       GEORGE 
                Of course. 

                       MARTHA 
                What? 

                       GEORGE 
                Chinese. 
                       MARTHA 

                Chinese! I am being ambitious 
                this year...Chinese what? 

                       GEORGE 
                Does it matter? 

                       MARTHA 

                S'pose not. Gotta go. 

Martha picks up the sandwiches and flicks the wok hanging from one of the cupboards making it swing back and forth and walks out. 

                       GEORGE <Calling after her) 
                It'll be ready when you get back! 

                       MARTHA (O/S) 

                O.K.! 

INT - THE HALLWAY - DAY 
Martha pads through the hallway towards the front door, 
stopping to slip on her low heeled shoes. At her side 

is the window that was cut through in her dream. She reaches out and touches the pane of glass which is still intact, smiles, opens the door and walks out. 

George walks to the open door drying a wine glass with 

a towel as he watches Martha get into her car.
                       GEORGE
                One day I'm gonna teach her 
                how to close a door as well.
He kicks it shut with his foot.  

EXT - NEW YORK FREEWAY - DAY  

Martha sits in her car in one of those long exhaust 

fumigated traffic jams sweating profusely as the New York sky-scrapers bear down on either side. She checks her watch, takes out a cigarette and lights it as a 

large meat wagon sits next to her pumping out fumes 

the engine ticking over and revving up now and then. 
                       TRUCKER (O/S)
                They'll give you cancer. 

Martha looks up to her left. A LARGE GREASY TRUCKER is sitting in the cab, looking down and grinning at her, his gruff voice matching his appearance, as the sun beats down on them. 

                       MARTHA 

                And the exhaust fumes wont. I suppose? 

The Trucker scratches the bare arm sticking out of his cut off lumberjack shirt and looks down towards Martha' s cleavage. 

                       TRUCKER 

                There are plenty of things to 
                suck on that aren't such a health 
                risk let's face it. 

The Trucker laughs like he's sounding the horn of his cab. matching the constant honking of other cars and noise in the air. 

                       MARTHA (To Herself)
                I wouldn't bet on that. 

She looks ahead but the cars stand still on the shimmering road in front. 

                       TRUCKER (Softly)
                Martha… Martha. 

Martha turns and looks into the cab above. The leering face of the Trucker replaced by George's, twisted in the same grin from outside the shower that morning. Martha's eyes widen. (Beat) 

The Trucker laughs, breaking the illusion and George's face fades away. 

                       TRUCKER (cont.) 
                See a ghost, lady? 

He laughs again as Martha turns back to stare at the 

road ahead, the cigarette burning away as she grips the steering wheel, ash dropping off the end onto the dashboard. 
                       TRUCKER (O/S)
                Hey, lady! 

Martha takes a drag on her cigarette and checks her watch again, biting her lip nervously. 

                       TRUCKER (O/S)
                Hey, lady! 

Martha looks up. 

                       MARTHA (Angrily) 
                Look just FUCK OFF! 

Martha turns and stares straight ahead as suddenly the Figure in Black rises to a sitting position in the back seat of her car. 

                       TRUCKER (O/S)
                You should be so lucky. 

                       MARTHA (Shouting) 

                What's wrong? Aren't I a lady no more? 

The Figure in Black begins to move forward as Martha glances in the rear view mirror. 

                       MARTHA <cont.> 

                Aiiiieeeee! ! ! ! . . . 

Her car suddenly lurches into the car in front, breaking off her scream, as her head bumps into the steering wheel. 
Martha remains slumped over as steam begins to rise from beneath the bonnet. 

She fearfully turns her head towards the back seat. The Figure in Black is gone and she slumps back, her face white and bloodless. 

A WOMAN walks to the driver's side of the car. 
                       WOMAN 

                WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING? 

Martha remains slumped back, staring ahead. 

                       WOMAN (cont) 
                Lady? ..Lady? 

Tears begin to steam down Martha's face as the woman 
stares intently at her. 

                       WOMAN (cont)
                Are you o.k.? 

FADE DOWN

FADE UP 

EXTERIOR - SCHOOL YARD - DAY 

Martha walks into the empty playground past a row of 

swings and a climbing frame. As she passes the swings 

begin to move back and forth of their own accord out of her sight. 

The school is made of brick freshly painted white and looking new, but wire meshes cover the windows and spiked metal guards the roof. 

A YOUNG GIRL distractedly stares out onto the playground 

but as Martha passes she smiles and waves. Martha waves back as she reaches the front steps. 

JOSEPH KESEY, mid 40's and balding, stands on the top 

step looking at his watch, his brow furrowed, deepening the lines that are already there. 

                       MARTHA 

                I know, I know, I'll make up the time. 

                       JOSEPH (Sternly)
                Four times this month Miss 

                Grantham is hardly the kind of 
                timekeeping I expect from my staff. 

Martha stops on the second step looking up as Joseph straightens the cuffs of his shirt. 

                       MARTHA 

                Understandably but.. 
                       JOSEPH 

                It is difficult enough getting 

                pupils to show up on time. I really 
                shouldn't have to keep a watchful 
                eye on those employed to set them 
                a good example. 
                       MARTHA
                Admittedly, so... 

                       JOSEPH 

                So it wont happen again! 

Martha looks to the floor like an admonished student. 

                       MARTHA 

                (Beat) No Mr Kesey. 

Joseph holds one of the double doors open for Martha. 

                       JOSEPH 
                Good. Then I think you have students  
                waiting. 

Martha looks up at him smiling as the wind blows the hair combed over his forehead into the air. 

                       MARTHA (Sarcastically) 
                Yes, Mr Kesey. 

Martha climbs the last steps, pulls open the other door and walks through leaving Joseph holding onto his before he lets it shut, grimacing mournfully. 

                       JOSEPH 

                One more feminist and not a 
                woman amongst them. 

INT - SCHOOL CORRIDOR - DAY 

Martha's face drops as she walks down the corridor. Joseph walks down the steps behind her into the yard and out of sight. 

                       MARTHA 
                Dickhead. 
INT - A CLASSROOM - DAY 

Some THIRTY CHILDREN about the ages of ten or eleven 

are sitting down taking advantage of Martha's absence. All are chatting, laughing, screaming. Rolled up bits of paper fly across the room from left to right and back again. 

One. BILLY EARL sits on top of his desk with his legs crossed, his head resting on his clenched fists staring down at SUSIE RYAN who is sitting behind him. 

She is an awkward young thing, with black rimmed welfare 

spectacles and a dress that looks two sizes too big on her thin and undeveloped body as she looks down at an open book. 

Suddenly Billy rips the glasses off her face and puts them behind his back, laughing. 

                       SUSIE 

                Hey! Give those back. 

                       BILLY (With a Deep South accent) 
                Get real. 

Susie stands and makes a grab for them, but he moves too quickly and throws them to a GRINNING BOY across the room who puts them on. 

                       SUSIE
                Don't! 

Susie goes over to the Grinning Boy whose eyes look twice as large behind the lenses. He throws the glasses over her head back to Billy as the class begins to quiet down and take an interest. 

                       BILLY (Calling out)
                Come an' get 'em. 

Susie walks over only to have them thrown back over her head again as the class begin to giggle. She turns back to the other boy, desperation quickly creeping into her voice. 

                       SUSIE 

                You'll break them. 

                       BILLY 
                Again? 

As she reaches the Grinning Boy he throws them back to Billy. 

                       SUSIE 
                No! 

Billy looks down at the glasses and holds them by the arms, looking at Susie as he slowly spreads them wider and wider.
                       SUSIE (cont) 

                Don't!! 

He continues to stretch the arms until they are obviously at breaking point as the classroom seems to hold their breath. 

                       SUSIE (cont)
                Please. Dad'll………

                       BILLY 
                You shouldn't keep breakin' 'em. 
                       SUSIE 

                N0 DON'T. 

Tears begin to stream down her face as A BOY turns from his vigil at the classroom door. 

                       BOY (Fearfully) 
                Miss Grantham's coming. 

Suddenly everyone dashes back to their seat and sits up straight. Billy tosses the glasses back to Susie who nearly drops them and calmly takes his seat as Martha walks through the door carrying a heavy set of text books. She places them on her desk as Susie, still standing, sobs as quietly as she can manage. 

                       MARTHA 

                First of all I'd like to     
                apologize for being late, but I'm
                here now, so perhaps someone can 
                tell me why Susie is crying. 

(Beat) 

                       MARTHA (cont) 

                Bi1ly……… Why is Susie upset? 

Billy slumps back in his chair and looks at Martha, smiling. 

                       BILLY
                Who?? 

Martha sits on the side of her desk. Behind her is the blackboard on which someone has written 'WIRED' in large chalk letters. 
                       MARTHA 

                Don’t play games Billy. 

She looks around the classroom searching for a hint in someone’s face. 

                       MARTHA (cont) 

                Does anyone know why Susie is crying. 

                       BILLY 

                Get real Miss, only pigs squeal. 

Everyone laughs except Susie and Martha.

                     MARTHA 

                I’m disappointed. I thought out of
              all my students you’d have the guts 
              to tell the truth, but you’re obviously 
              as scared as Susie.. Is that why you 
              pay her so much attention?
Billy frowns and looks at Susie, as she wipes away a tear
and runs her fingers through her hair self- consciously. 

                       BILLY 
                She just cries a lot, like my Mom
                since we moved here. Pop says it aint
                nothing. 

Martha stands up. 
                       MARTHA 

                Then your Father is obviously the
                same kind of idiot his son is 
                turning out to be. Susie! Sit down. 
                And if he bothers you again, (Beat) 
                kick him in the nuts. 

All the girls in the class begin to giggle. Susie sits down behind Billy whose head has bowed a little and smiles broadly revealing a large metal brace on her teeth. Martha turns away from the class and seems to be stifling the giggles herself as she wipes a tear from her eye and picks the text books off the table. 
Through the glass in the upper third of the classroom door the Figure in Black suddenly rises and stands outside looking in. Martha turns with the books, her head towards the door as suddenly she sees him. 

                       MARTHA (Screaming )
                NOooooo... . 

The books fall as Martha takes a step backwards clutching at the desk for support. 

                       MARTHA (cont) 

                No...Please...Who are you? 

The Figure in Black remains motionless staring at her. 
                       MARTHA (cont) 
                Children, get back…

Martha begins sobbing, violently as all the children stare open mouthed at her. Billy looks over to the window, but sees nothing. Martha looks at the children and then back at the door as the Figure in Black points at her. 

INT - OUTSIDE MARTHA'S CLASS - DAY 

Through the window we see Martha scream, but the Figure in Black has disappeared. Martha stops, looks towards the children, slowly rises off the desk and opens the door peering into the corridor. 

                       MARTHA (To the children) 

                Stay here and don't come out. 
Martha walks out and looks down the corridor which sits empty and silent, her footsteps the only sound on the cold; hard, black tiles. 

INT - MARTHA'S CLASSROOM - DAY 

All the children begin to gossip about what just 
happened as Billy turns and calls over to the Grinning Boy. 
                       BILLY 

                She's as flaky as my Mom! 

Everyone begins to laugh as Martha walks back into the 

room holding her forehead. It goes quiet as she stands 

looking at the children as they sit staring at her. 
Slowly Billy puts his hands behind his head and smiles at her. 

FADE DOWN
FADE UP 

INT - DR. JOANNA CHAPPEL'S OFFICE - DAY 

JOANNA CHAPPEL sits behind a large antique desk in a room that betrays her obvious success, wealth and fondness for modern art. She is in her early 40's, but you wouldn't be able to tell, with a neck and face free of wrinkles, olive skin and black hair tied tightly back. There is a trace of an English (R.P.) accent underneath the New York twang. 

                       JOANNA 
                So, then? 

Andrea is reclining on a dark leather couch, underneath a bookcase that runs the length of the wall. 

                       ANDREA 

                He was in front of me, like, 

                like, . . . . . 

                       JOANNA
                Like? 

                       ANDREA 

                Like, . . . . . I don't know and 
                then he disappeared. But I know 
                he was real, I know. 

Andrea takes off her earrings, gold hoops, expensive and cradles them in the palm of her hand as Joanna gets up and leans on her desk for support, rubbing her temples carefully. 

                       JOANNA 

                And this was the fourth time in as 
                many days that you've seen it, him! 

Andrea nods and looks out of the window. 

                       ANDREA 

                It's getting so I can't sleep. 
                (Beat) Like no matter how hard I run. 
                  JOANNA
                No escape. 

Joanna takes a cigarette from a gold and marble box on her desk and offers it to Andrea. She shakes her head, so Joanna puts it into her own mouth and lights it instead, inhaling deeply. 

                       JOANNA (cont) 

                Every neurotic patient feels

                the same in the beginning. 
                       ANDREA 

                You think I'm neurotic? 

                       JOANNA 

                Well something's certainly at 
                work up there. 

Joanna points to her own head. 

                       JOANNA (cont) 

                Although I must admit the shape
                your neurosis has taken is pretty
                unique. 

                       ANDREA (Firmly)
                I'm not neurotic! 
                       JOANNA (Laughing)
                You know if I had a dollar for 
                every time I heard that. 

Joanna looks around her office. 
                       JOANNA (cont)  

                Oh, . . . I do! 

She laughs again, but Andrea doesn't join in. 
                       JOANNA (cont) 

                Sorry. My sense of humor isn't to  
                everybody's taste. 

Joanna goes and sits on the couch and puts her arm 

around Andrea as she looks down at the earrings in her hand. 

                       ANDREA 

                Aren't they beautiful? 

                       JOANNA
                They suit you. 

                       ANDREA 

                Of course. I pump and I grind and 
                pose in silly little bikinis, and
                I buy these. 

Andrea holds one up so that it catches the light and sparkles. 

                       ANDREA (cont)
                And these are beautiful, aren't 
                they! (Beat) I'm not neurotic or
                anything. He's out there. 

Joanna puts her hand with the cigarette on Andrea's shoulder. 

                       JOANNA 

                So don't go out there. Let's look 
                for him in here first. 

Andrea takes the cigarette out of Joanna's hand and 

smokes it nervously tightly clutching the gold in her hand. 

DISSOLVE 

INT - SCHOOL STAFF ROOM - DAY 

Martha is sitting, smoking nervously, staring ahead but seemingly without seeing. Around her we can hear the chatter of a busy staff room. 

                       ROSIE (O/S) 

                Martha. Martha....Martha!!! 

Martha jumps slightly and looks up to see ROSIE VALDEZ, a small Hispanic woman in her early twenties, very beautiful and quite pregnant, looking across at her. 

                       ROSIE (cont)
                You were lost, girl! 

Martha smiles. 
                       MARTHA 

                Sorry. .What were you saying? 

Rosie strokes her enlarged stomach. 

                       ROSIE 

                Melanie thinks Jose', after the 
                opera guy. What do you think? 

Martha looks over, across the small square coffee table separating them to MELANIE SHAW, a blonde woman in her late thirties, with a throaty, smoke-husky voice wearing too much make-up. 

                       MARTHA 

                I guess. What does hubby think? 

Rosie laughs and picks her coffee mug up off the table. 

                                     ROSIE 
                He don’t care, now he knows he’s
                getting a boy, (affecting her husband’s  
                voice) to carry the name of Valdez.  
                Wouldn’t care if we called him stupid. 

                       MELANIE 

                You’ll never get away with being 
                that honest. 

All three of them laugh as Martha puts out her cigarette and relaxes back into her chair. 

                       MELANIE (cont) 

              And why’d you have to be so
              stereotypical and get pregnant 
              in the first place. You know that 
              explosion in the west side wasn’t 
              a bomb, it was just a pregnant 
              lady blowing up. Is it worth it? 

                       ROSIE 

                Hey... .My Jose will be different!
                       MELANIE 

                Hah.. There's only one thing that
                motivates men, and they're not often
                very good at that! 

                       MARTHA 

                No, but you can teach them to be better. (         
               (Beat) If you've lots of time to spare. 

                       MELANIE 

                Men are too dumb to learn! 

Rosie and Martha both turn and stare at Melanie with their eyebrows raised, as she stirs her coffee fiercely. 

                       MELANIE (cont) 

                What?. .O.K. O.K... .So I hate

                my ex-husband. Just wait until you 
                hate yours. 

                       MARTHA 

                How is he, by the way? 

Martha points to Rosie's stomach. 

                       ROSIE 

                Like he has a choice. He put 
                it there. 

All three start giggling as Joseph Kesey walks past them holding a cup of coffee and checking his watch. He stops and looks down. 

                       JOSEPH 
                Ladies. 

                       MELANIE (Under her breath)
                That's a bit optimistic. 

Martha and Rosie stifle the giggles again. 

                       JOSEPH 

                Miss Shaw? May I have a word 
                with you in my office, please.
                It wont take long. 
Melanie looks up at him as he actually smiles at her and runs his fingers through the little hair that he has.
                       MELANIE 

                Of course. With you in a second. 

                       JOSEPH
                I'll be waiting. 

Joseph turns and walks out of the staff room adjusting his tie as Melanie stands up, takes a perfume spray out of her bag, sprays it on her neck and then down her cleavage. She winks to Martha, turns and walks out as Martha stares open mouthed at Rosie. 

                       MARTHA 

                No! 

Rosie nods and takes a sip from her mug as Martha shivers. 

                       MARTHA (cont)
                Why? 

Martha begins to stir her coffee, her eyes fixed intently on Rosie. 

                       ROSIE 

                It could be love. 

Martha points at Rosie's stomach with the spoon. 

                       MARTHA
                And you could just be fat. 

                       ROSIE 

                Or the budget has been cut and
                five members of staff are on the
                way out. 

                       MARTHA 

                And she doesn't intend to be 
                one of them. 

Martha begins sucking on the spoon. 
                       ROSIE 

                Winter's coming. 

She looks down and strokes her stomach again. 

                       MARTHA 

                I didn’t realize it could be 
                that cold. 
Martha resumes stirring her coffee and staring ahead, biting her lip. 
DISSOLVE 

INT - MARTHA'S DINING ROOM - NIGHT 

Chinese Pepper Beef is sitting in the middle of the 

table on a hot plate, spitting, as Martha begins ladling it out onto four plates. 

                       MARTHA (Shouting)
                It's ready! 

George comes through into the dining room followed by 

Martha's father VINCENT GRANTHAM: and her mother MIRIAM.
                       GEORGE 

                Mmmm. Smells good. 'What is it? 

He winks at Martha, who smiles. 

                       MARTHA 

                I've told you its.. (Beat)
                Chinese. 

                       VINCENT (a faint Italian accent)
                Chinese? 

He sits down at the table, his white silver hair framing a pudgy, elderly face atop a widening girth. 

                       MARTHA 

                What's wrong with Chinese? 

                       MIRIAM 

                Nothing dear, nothing at all. 
Miriam pats Martha on the shoulder. She sits down next to Vincent, her permed black hair and rake thin body in sharp contrast to his. 

                       GEORGE 

                I.. .er. ..We thought it would 
                make a pleasant change for you. 

                       VINCENT 
                Change? Change my ass! It's 

                all we seem to eat since Mim
                stopped cooking. Chinese take out. 
                       MIRIAM 

                Now they weren't to know dear. 

Miriam takes a long drink from the wine glass she's been holding as Martha and George sit down. 

                       MIRIAM (cont)
                So whose going to say grace. George? 

George looks at Martha. 

                       GEORGE 
                Martha? 

                       MARTHA 
                Dad? 

He looks up at her, the fork already poised and ready in his hand. 

                       VINCENT 

                (Beat) It's getting cold. Amen! 

He quickly begins eating the food as Miriam smiles weakly and finishes the wine in her glass. 

DISSOLVE 

INT - MARTHA' S DINING ROOM - LATER 

Martha is staring into her half empty wine glass at the yellowish liquid as her Father shovels another mouthful of food down his throat. Everyone else has finished, as he levers the last mouthful from his plate and sits back chewing. 

                       GEORGE 

                Not hungry Mrs Grantham? 
                       MIRIAM 

                Oh no. But then I'm not a big eater. 
                ..It was lovely though. Wasn't it 
                Vinnie!? 

Vincent slaps his stomach and grins. Six cans of Budweiser sit empty in front of him. 
                       VINCENT 

                Not bad Mim, not bad. Not for our
                little girl anyway, who gets better
                every year. 
VINCENT leans over to George.
                       VINCENT (cont) 

                Didn’t use to be that way. I swear
                to god she could burn water. 

George laughs and Martha kicks him under the table, then begins to gather up the plates from the table. 

                       GEORGE
                Shall I? 

                       MARTHA 

                No I'll manage. I think I know 
                how to load a dishwasher. 

Vincent pops open another can of Budweiser and takes a 

drink as Martha walks into the kitchen with the dishes. 

                       VINCENT 

                We used to have a dishwasher you
                know George. 

                       GEORGE 
                Really? When? 

                       VINCENT 

                Back when Martha's mother used 

                to cook. 

Vincent laughs and hits George on the shoulder. 
                  GEORGE 

                Oh, I see. 

                       VINCENT 

                Hasn't washed a dish in six 
                months, have you Mim? 

                       MIRIAM 

                Oh now. . . 
                       VINCENT 

                Six months, I swear to God. I said
                to her, when are you going to cook?
                You know what she said? 

                       MIRIAM 

                VINCENT!! 

                       VINCENT
                WHAT??? 

                       MIRIAM 

                You're embarrassing me. 

Martha walks back in from the kitchen. 

                       VINCENT 

                Don't be stupid! Couldn't manage
                she said. Manage what I ask you. 
                Twenty seven years of cooking and 
                now she can't manage to cook. 

Miriam takes a long drink from her wine glass as Vincent looks on. 

                       VINCENT (cont)
                Always like a fish George. Cost me a 
                fortune over the years. Never marry
                a fish. 

George looks over at Martha who raises her eyes to the heavens. 

                       GEORGE 

                I wont. 

                       VINCENT 

                So what did I say? 

He puts his hand over Miriam's and smiles. 
                       VINCENT (cont) 

                I said then we'll order out. And we 
                have done ever since, isn't that right 
                and helping our Chink neighbours in the 
                process. 

Miriam smiles weakly at George. 
                       VINCENT (cont) 

                Compromise George. That's the key 
                to a successful marriage. Look at 
                the two of us. Twenty seven years. 

Martha sits back down at the table. 

                       GEORGE 

                Whatever you say. It's your 
                anniversary. 

                       VINCENT 

                Twenty seven years. 

Both Vincent and Miriam take a hearty drink at the same time. 

                       MIRIAM 

                Twenty seven years. 

                       VINCENT 

                Any plans for my daughter, George. 
                       GEORGE 

                Well.. 

                       VINCENT 

                She'd make a good wife, her 
                cooking's nearly as good as her
               _mother's used to be. 

                       MARTHA 
                Dad! 

                       VINCENT 

                What? I don't mind paying. 
Miriam smiles broadly. 

                       MIRIAM 

                And I could bake the cake. 

                       GEORGE (absently) 

                If I put one in the oven, maybe. 
George looks first at Martha and then to Miriam and Vincent and bursts out laughing. 
                       VINCENT 

                Just marry her first. Mim's 
                Father had to come after me 
                with a shotgun. 

George and Vincent burst out laughing again. The smile has faded on Miriam's face to match Martha's. 

                       MARTHA
                Jesus, Dad! 

Martha gets up quickly and walks into the kitchen. 

                       VINCENT (Shouting)
                What'd I say now;.. .whatever it 
                was, was an accident! 

Vincent finishes the Budweiser and stares at it. 

                       VINCENT (cont) 

                Just an accident. I didn't mean no harm. 

Miriam follows Martha with the wine glass in her hand, leaving George smiling weakly. 
INT - MARTHA'S KITCHEN -  NIGHT 
Martha is bent over the dishwasher slowly filling it as Miriam walks over and places her hand on Martha's shoulder. As she looks around, there are tears running down her cheeks. 

                       MIRIAM 

                Hey, come on.. .I'm sorry! 

Miriam hugs Martha, who has no choice but to hold two of the plates behind Miriam's back, grains of boiled rice falling to the floor. They part and Martha manages to put the plates down and wipe her eyes. 

                       MARTHA 

                Why sorry, Mom? He's the one that's
                spent my entire life reminding me
                that I was a mistake.. . 

                       MIRIAM
                You weren't a mistake! 
                       MARTHA 

                You would say that. 

Miriam takes a drink. 

                       MIRIAM (Resolutely)
                You weren't a mistake as far 
                as I am concerned. 

                       MARTHA 

                Only because you got to keep 

                Dad..And he wonders why I don't 
                go to the Yankees anymore. 

Miriam turns and leans back onto the washbasin. 

                       MIRIAM  

                He loves you so much, and he's 
                so proud of what you're doing. 
                He just can't show it that's all. (Beat) 

                       MARTHA 
                Bull!! 

Martha takes the glass out of Miriam's hand, drinks it in one then refills it from a bottle on the counter. 

                       MARTHA (cont)  
                You're becoming an alcoholic, you
                know that? 

Martha gives the glass back to her Mother. 

                       MIRIAM 

                There are very few options left when
                you get to my age. You either become
                an alcoholic or get plastic surgery. 

Miriam takes a drink whilst holding onto her neck.  
                       MARTHA
                And Dad wont pay for that. 

                       MIRIAM 

                Oh he would, I think. In fact 
                he'd probably love the idea. 

                But if you're gonna get tight, 

Miriam raises her glass and looks into it. 
                       MIRIAM (cont)
                ...this is definitely the best 
                way to do it. 

Martha fills another glass and raises it as well. 

                       MARTHA
                Hear, hear. 

Martha begins to drink but Miriam keeps staring into 

her glass. Martha stops drinking as her mother slowly begins to cry. 

                       MARTHA (cont)
                Momma? 

Miriam begins to sob as Martha puts her arms around her, and soon Martha is crying as well. 

Suddenly, through the window behind them the Figure in Black becomes apparent and as they cling onto each other for support, he watches. 

Miriam and Martha separate and lean on the counter with their backs to the window. 

                       MIRIAM 

                God we're pathetic. 

They both take another drink. 

                       MIRIAM (cont) 

                I'm a drunk, celebrating twenty 
                seven years of what turned me into
                a drunk in the first place...
                Does that make sense? 

                       MARTHA 
                Just. 

They drink again, draining their glasses, both wiping their mouths and licking their lips. 

                       MIRIAM 

                And you're dating an agnostic 
                with a beard. 

                       MARTHA 
                God help us. 
They both burst out laughing, as the Figure in Black recedes back into the shadows, grinning manically. 

                       MIRIAM 

                Nice meal by the way. 

                       MARTHA
                Thanks. 

Miriam grins whilst looking down in-to her glass. 

                       MIRIAM
                You must give me the recipe,
                one day. 

                       MARTHA 

                I thought you didn't cook. 

Miriam glances at Martha, raising her eyebrows. 
                       MIRIAM
                True, true. If only I could get 
                a man to do it for me. 

Martha giggles into her glass, then kisses her mother on the cheek. 

                       MARTHA 

                Come on, let's go blow out 
                those candles. 

                       MIRIAM 
                You got cake? 

                       MARTHA 
                Of course not. 

Martha begins to walk out of the kitchen taking her glass and the bottle of red wine with her. 

                       MARTHA (cont)
                George got it. 

Miriam follows her, glass in hand, as the Figure in 

Black comes back out of the shadows again and moves up close to the window, peering in. 
INT - MARTHA'S DINING ROOM - NIGHT 

They walk back into the dining room, but Martha stops 

in her tracks as she sees her father, who has already 

cut the cake and is just about to bite into it. He looks up and grins apologetically. 

DISSOLVE 

INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

George sits on the edge of the bed, looking up and grinning as Martha undresses. After a second she turns and catches his stare. 

                       MARTHA (cont)
                You'll go blind! 

                       GEORGE 

                Not if I only look. You have 
                to do more than look to go blind. 

Martha throws her skirt over George's head as he begins 

to giggle, more than a little drunk. He pulls it off as 

Martha throws her blouse at him. 

                       MARTHA 

                Then there's something for you. 

                       GEORGE (folding the blouse)
                I prefer what was in it. 
                Need help with the rest? 

                       MARTHA (Firmly)     
                No. You were no help tonight so
                why start now. 

George stops folding and sighs heavily, scratching his beard and looking at the floor. 

                       GEORGE
                Meaning? 
                       MARTHA (Upset)
                Meaning, my Father spends all evening                      
                treating me like a nobody, and you get  
                drunk and help him. 

Martha stops undressing and begins to comb her hair furiously in the dressing table mirror. 
             GEORGE 
           What? 

                             MARTHA 

                You know what I mean,...It's you’re a          
                anniversary, say what you like....
                after all she is your daughter. 

Martha gets up and closes the curtains. 

                       GEORGE 
                Oh come on! 

                       MARTHA
                Oh come on! 

She opens one side slightly and peers outside nervously. George gets up and pulls back the covers on his side of the bed. 

                       GEORGE 

                What the hell. So I'm a 
                little drunk. 

                       MARTHA 

                Of course we have to keep a 
                sense of humor about these things. 

                       GEORGE 

                That's not what I meant. Look 

                what brought this on? I barely 

                know the man. 

Martha walks to the wardrobe, opens the door and stands behind it as she takes off her bra out of George's sight. 

                       MARTHA 

                So you can only support me when 
                you know the bastard personally. 
                Thanks a lot. 

Martha puts a nightdress over her head, letting it fall to the floor and then removes her panties, tossing them onto a chair in the corner. 
                       GEORGE
                He's your Father. 
                       MARTHA 

                And you're the man I love... 

George sits on the edge of the bed, rubbing his temples with both fore-fingers. 
                       GEORGE 

                And you love your Father. 

Martha sits next to George and puts her head in her hands as he begins to rub her back. 

                       GEORGE (cont)
                Don't you? 

Martha looks at him for a second and then puts her head back in her hands and stares out through her fingers. 

George puts his hand around Martha's shoulder and begins to rub her neck. She pulls away. 

DISSOLVE 

INT - FRAIK MILNE'S STUDIO - NIGHT 

Andrea is sitting on a chair in the middle of the studio with her head in her hands. She looks up at Frank packing away his photo equipment. 

                       ANDREA 

                Will you be long? 

                       FRANK
                Two minutes. 

He zips up a large camera bag on the floor and smiles at her as he runs his fingers through his hair, which looks clean and trimed. 

                       FRANK (cont) 

                Go down. I'll lock all this 

                up and we can go for a coffee.
                You know my car don't you? 

Andrea smiles.
                       ANDREA 

                The one with the stains on the
                back seat...yes I know it. 

She gets up a little hesitantly. 
                       FRANK 

                God help us a model with brains! 

She laughs, picks up a small coat and slips it on. 
                       ANDREA 

                Like finding a politician with
                integrity, you think? 

                       FRANK  
                Never happen! You must be 

                thinking of somewhere else. 

Andrea walks over to the door and reluctantly opens it. 

                       ANDREA 

                You're probably right. You coming? 

Frank turns his tripod upside down and retracts the legs. 

                       FRANK 

                Yep. I'11 see you down there. 
                Like you said just don't sit in
                the back. 

Andrea looks around the studio at the lights waiting to be packed away whilst nervously playing with her earrings. 

                       ANDREA (Beat) 
                O.K. 

She opens the door a little wider. 

                       ANDREA (cont)
                See you downstairs. 

Andrea walks out letting the door close behind her and as Frank watches her go he stops packing immediately. 

                       FRANK 

                You certainly will.
INT - ELEVATOR IN FRANK'S BUILDING - NIGHT 

Andrea pushes the button for the basement and leans back against the back of the lift as it begins its descent,
the lights flashing downwards above the door. 

EXT - UNDERGROUND CAR PARK - NIGHT 

The car park seems dormant and still, the only movement the lights of the lift flashing downward above the double doors. 

INT - FRANK MILNE'S STUDIO - NIGHT 

Frank has put on a smart tailored jacket and stands in 

front of a full length mirror adjusting his tie and humming to himself. On a table behind him lay a large bunch of red roses. 

EXT - UNDERGROUND CAR PARK - NIGHT 

The doors of the elevator open to reveal Andrea 

standing inside. She looks out to her left and right and seeing no-one steps out. 

INT - FRANK MILNE'S STUDIO - NIGHT 

Frank stands in front of the mirror combing his hair and still humming to himself contentedly. 

EXT - UNDERGROUND CAR PARK - NIGHT 

Andrea reaches Frank's old black Porsche and puts her hand on the passenger door. Suddenly the Figure in Black rises on the driver's side and her eyes go wide in horror. 

                       ANDREA
                Oh God no! 

She begins to run. Her car sits on the opposite side 

of the park, and as she runs she looks back. The Figure in Black hasn't moved a muscle. 

                       ANDREA (cont)
                Fuck you. 

She turns her head back to her car. The headlights flicker on for a second, blinding her. As they switch off the Figure in Black stands unmoving at the driver's side, stopping Andrea in her tracks. They stare at each other for a second, before Andrea begins to run back towards the elevator. 

As she reaches it we see the light above the door moving upwards. She presses the button to bring it down. 

                       ANDREA (cont)
                Come on, Come on! 

The shadow of the Figure in Black falls across her. 

She sees it on the door and slowly lets her head rest 
on the double doors before turning. Tears are streaking the mascara down her face as the shadow gets larger and darker. She does not sob. 

INT - ELEVATOR IN FRANK'S BUILDING - NIGHT 

Frank is clutching the bunch of roses in his right hand as he punches the button for the basement with his left. He smells the flowers and smiles. 

                       FRANK
                Romance! 

EXT - UNDERGROUND CAR PARK - NIGHT 

Andrea sits dead, her back to the double doors of the elevator. Her eyes wide and staring and her hand clutching at her heart like she's pledging allegiance to the American flag. 

Her mouth sits open in a silent scream, her tongue purple and bloated. 

Suddenly the doors open revealing Frank inside smiling. Andrea falls into the lift, causing Frank to jump back and the flowers to fall to the floor around her. 

FADE DOWN 

FADE UP 

INT - A HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT (The Past) 

Martha is sitting at a dressing table brushing her hair 

which looks decidedly shorter. Slowly she turns and looks upward as a knife is brought to her neck cutting quickly. Her eyes widen as blood begins to pump out. 
INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Her eyes snap open, sweat trickling from her brow as 

she massages her neck underneath her hair. With a mixture of resignation and fatigue she sighs. 

                       MARTHA 

                God... 

The snoring figure of George is at the side of her as she stares up at the ceiling. As his snoring rises in intensity she quickly jabs him in the ribs jerking him awake. He turns and looks at her. 

                       GEORGE
                I'm sorry. 

                       MARTHA (Coldly) 
                You're a man. You snore. 
George turns on his back and stares at the ceiling as well. 

                       GEORGE 

                I didn't mean that. You were right
                about,...well, about tonight. I'm sorry. 

Martha turns and looks at him. 

                       MARTHA
                You sure? 

                       GEORGE 

                I'm a poor drunk, I revert 
                to childhood. 

                       MARTHA 

                I thought that was after sex. 

Martha stops rubbing her neck and pulls her hair back over it. She smoothes the bed clothes down over herself as though she's removing bread crumbs. 

                       GEORGE 

                That as well, but I don't 

                mind that so much. (Beat) My
                book's not going well, I guess
                I drank to lighten the load. 

She lays there, her bare arms over the covers. 
                       MARTHA 

                You don't need to drink to 

                lighten the load, you know.......
                there are other ways. 

Martha remains still but the corners of her mouth are beginning to turn up as George puts his hand beneath the covers and turns to kiss her. 

Passion begins to build slowly and purposefully. 

Within moments they are pawing savagely at each other, grinding themselves into one another like giddy adolescents. Martha's nightdress is pulled over her head and flung onto the floor. 

Suddenly George stops and smiles down at Martha. He winks and begins to kiss his way down Martha's body. 

                       MARTHA 

                Don't. . . 

She stops him as he looks up at her. 

                       GEORGE 

                Why? (Beat) Why wont you let me.
                I want to... 

Martha puts her finger to his lips, hushing him. 

                       MARTHA 
                I know soon! 

George climbs back up and lays at the side of her as they kiss. Martha quickly climbs on top of him. 

                       MARTHA 

                Besides, you're the one who's 

                book isn't going well, remember? 

Martha kisses his neck and then begins to make the same descent on his body. 

                       GEORGE 

                Oh yeah, I remember! 

George closes his eyes and smiles. After a few heavy moments George begins to lose control and he groans loudly as the inevitable occurs and Martha is left kneeling on the floor with her head buried in his groin. 
Suddenly, instead of George, the Figure in Black rises to a sitting position on the bed. Martha raises her head to see him looking down at her. 

                       MARTHA (Screaming) 

                Aaiiiiieeeee... . 

She scrambles to her feet and backs away from him as he sits on the edge of the bed, motionless apart from his 

head turning to follow her wherever she goes. She opens the bedroom door and dashes out slamming it behind her. 
As it slams, it is George once more sitting on the bed, confused and worried. 

                       GEORGE 

                Martha?... 

INT - MARTHA'S KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Martha dashes into her kitchen, tears streaming down her face. She rushes to a kitchen drawer and pulls out a large kitchen knife about eight inches in length, turns back towards the door and stands with it raised above her head. 

Seconds pass as slowly the door begins to inch its way forward, first one finger, then another swathed in 

black making their way around the doorway. Martha begins to back away as the whole hand appears. 

She raises the knife still further and backs into the open arms of the Figure in Black standing waiting for her. His arms enfold her. 

                       MARTHA (Screaming) 

                NOOOOO...... 

INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Martha's eyes bolt open as she lays on her back screaming. She sits up in bed, but the scream does not stop. 

George rises into a sitting position and begins to shake Martha, who's scream eventually dies into a series of intense sobs. She falls into his arms and he embraces her. 
                       GEORGE 

               Sshhh. Come on now. I'm here. 
               I'm here. 

Martha looks up and holds his face between her hands intensely searching every inch of it. 

                       GEORGE (cont)
               It's me It's me. 

Martha screws up her face to try and stop the tears coming but eventually they break free once more. 

                       GEORGE (cont)
               Oh now. 
George holds her to him closely. 

                       GEORGE (cont) 

               Sshhh. Don't worry. I'm here. 
               I'll make the nightmares go away. 

INT - MARTHA'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

The Figure in Black is sitting in one of Martha's arm chairs, motionless. There is no sound apart from the faint sobs of Martha coming from upstairs. 

His two arms rest on the arms of the chair. his hands gripping tightly onto the edge as he does not move. 

DISSOLVE 

INT - SCHOOL STAFF ROOM - DAY 

Joseph Kesey is sitting in one of the arm chairs in the staff room and laughing at something with Melanie Shaw. 

                       JOSEPH 

               You're right Melanie.. .er Miss 
               Shaw. If you don't mind me saying
               this I've always admired how 
               perceptive you seem. 

                       MELANIE 

               My ex-husband thought so too,
               Mr Kesey. 
Joseph drinks hurriedly from the coffee mug on the small 

table in front of him. 

                       JOSEPH 
               Joseph, please. 

He checks his watch, tutting to himself at the time and stands up looking around. 

                       JOSEPH (cont..) 

               I see Kiss Graham is late again. . . . . . 

As he says this Martha walks through the door behind him. She stops for a moment and looks over at the two of them. before crossing the room and pouring herself a cup of coffee. 

                       JOSEPH (cont)
               Yes well. 

Joseph checks his watch again, tutting more deliberately this time. 

                       JOSEPH (cont) 

               Very well done Kiss Grantham. 

Martha looks over towards him. Her hair is untidy and 

her clothes don't quite match. what with her green skirt and red shoes. 

                       JOSEPH (cont)
               You have all of forty-five seconds
               to begin your class. 

Martha looks down into her coffee, then without taking a sip places it back onto the table and briskly walks out as Melanie also stands up. 

                       MELANIE 

               Guess I'd better hit the road as well. 

                       JOSEPH (Smiling) 

               Nonsense. Melanie. Sit and 

               finish your coffee. I insist. 

She sits back down awkwardly and crosses her legs. 

                       JOSEPH (cont)
               Lunchtime perhaps. 
Melanie nods, and with a smile Joseph turns and walks out. She picks up her coffee and stares into it, before putting it back down, rising and walking out as well. 

INT - DR. JOANNA CHAPPEL'S OFFICE - DAY 

Joanna is sitting in her brown leather chair drinking what looks like brandy. She turns the digital clock on her desk to face her. It reads 9:45 a.m. Sighing, she holds the glass to her head and looks down at the New York post which has Andrea's face plastered all over it next to a picture of Frank. The headline reads: 

PHOTOGRAPHER HELD IN KODEL SLAYING 

as tears begin to drop on the page, one by one, until Joanna wipes her eyes and sniffs. 

The disembodied voice of her secretary, BEVERLEY, comes through, the intercom. 

                       BEVERLEY (O/S)
               Dr. Chappel? 

Joanna clears her throat and presses the intercom to talk. 

                       JOANNA
               Yes? 

                       BEVERLEY (O/S) 

               There's a new patient waiting,
               shall I send her in? 

Joanna rubs her temples firmly. 

                       JOANNA
               Give me a second, Beverley. 

She opens her desk drawer and puts the glass inside next to three other empty ones. She gets up and looks out of her window at the New York skyline, and the yellow cabs below, being hailed by numerous morning travelers. 

                       BEVERLEY (O/S)
               Dr Chappel? 
Joanna takes a cigarette from out of the box on the table and lights it, smoking furiously. 
                       JOANNA 

               Thank you Beverley....
               Who's the patient? 

                       BEVERLEY (O/S) 

               A Mrs Maggie O'Niell.
               Shall I send her in. 

                       JOANNA (Deep in thought) 
               What?.. Yes, yes of course. 

She takes the hair band that is pulling the hair back from her face out, causing it to tumble about her shoulders and sits back. 

She takes another drag on the cigarette that's been burning in the ashtray, straightens her blouse and places the cigarette back in the ashtray as there are two timid knocks on the door. 

                       JOANNA (cont)
               Come in. 

The door opens and MRS MAGGIE 0'NIELL peers in from behind it, a woman in her early sixties with a face that suggests older. She wears an old Dodgers baseball cap and a cardigan that comes down to her knees, with an Irish clover stitched onto it. 

Joanna ushers her in from behind the desk. 

                       JOANNA (cont) 

               Come in. Close the door and
               come and sit down Mrs O'Niell. 

                       MAGGIE (faint brogue)
               I'm not mad. I told that young 
               girl I'm not mad. 

                       JOANNA 

               No-one said you were mad, now come
               and sit. 

Maggie sits in front of the desk and puts her battered old handbag on her lap. 

                       MAGGIE 

               She looked at me like I was mad. 

She looks around the office as Joanna follows where her eyes are going, resting on this picture or that. 
                       JOANNA 

               I collect modern art. See anything
               you like? 

Maggie sniffs and looks back across the desk. 

                       MAGGIE 

               No! I collect cats. I've got 
               twenty seven. 

Joanna writes on her pad and smiles comfortingly. 

                       JOANNA 

               That's a lot of cats. 

                       MAGGIE 

               What are you writing? 
She peers over the desk frowning and trying to read upside down. 

                       JOANNA 

               Twenty-seven cats. Could be important. 

                       MAGGIE
               I'm not mad! 

Joanna laughs out loud. 

                       JOANNA 

               No-one thinks your mad. Does 

               your husband think so? Is that why
               you're here. 

                       MAGGIE
               He's dead. 

                       JOANNA
               Oh,...I'm sorry. 

                       MAGGIE 

               So was he. He didn't like cats. 

                       JOANNA 

               Oh. 
She surreptitiously writes this down as Maggie begins to fumble in her bag. 

                       MAGGIE 
               I've got money. 

She pulls a handful of dollar bills from out of her handbag, and dumps them on Joanna's desk, pushing them towards her. 

                       JOANNA
               Oh, well... 

                       MAGGIE 

               I came because you're a woman. 

                       JOANNA 

               Oh well, thank you!                

                       MAGGIE 

               The last one thought I was going
               senile, accused me of imagining 
               things, and I told him I'm not. 

                       JOANNA
               What things? 

Maggie fumbles in her handbag again. 

                       MAGGIE 

               Not things. Thing. 

She begins depositing things on the desk, handkerchiefs, pens, a cat collar and several boiled sweets before pulling out a piece of paper and handing it to Joanna. 

                       MAGGIE (cont)
                Him! 

Joanna opens it up to find a rough but very distinct drawing of the Figure in Black in black pencil. She lights another cigarette, even though there is still one burning in the ashtray. 

                       JOANNA
                You've seen him? 

                       MAGGIE 

                I've told you, I'm being followed
                and the cops in this city.. .well!! 

Joanna pauses and moves to put the cigarette in the 

ashtray before noticing the other still burning. She puts it down anyway. 

                       JOANNA 

                Has anyone else seen it, 

                apart from you? 

Maggie looks down into her bag for a second and then takes the drawing back of the desk and folds it up. 

                       MAGGIE
                I'm not mad. 

She puts the drawing back in her handbag and scoops 

the other assorted junk off the desk back in as Joanna picks her cigarette up and inhales on it deeply. 

INT - MARTHA'S CLASSROOM - DAY 

Martha is sitting behind her desk reading and marking a pile of papers as the class sit silently reading through an American translation of 'Hamlet'. She sits back and looks at them, at Billy, who seems very disinterested, his mouth open in a perpetual yawn. He catches Martha's eye on him and smiles, sugary sweet. 

Martha looks out of the window. FLASHBACK SEQUENCE 

INT - POOL ROOM OF A BAR - NIGHT 

Martha is in a pool room with three others. Her hair 

is much shorter and she wears jeans and a cropped top revealing her stomach. She is sitting next to a WOMAN and both are drinking beer out of the bottle, as they watch two men play pool. 

One of the men, TONY, short and muscular, is an obvious 

expert who sinks ball after ball. Every time he does so he looks up and grins at IAN, who does not return the smile. Eventually he turns away and moves towards Martha. 

                       IAN 

                Kiss for luck? 

                       MARTHA
                You need it!! 

She rises from her stool and they kiss as she stands 

on her tiptoes to reach him and runs her hand through 

his jet black hair, the juke box playing loudly behind them. 

Tony taps him on the shoulder with his cue and Ian looks around. 

                       TONY
                I missed one. 

Ian smiles and looks down at the table. He looks at Martha and then bends, shoots and misses the shot by a mile. Tony turns away to conceal his laughter, whilst Martha and the other Woman don't bother to conceal theirs. 

                       MARTHA (Shouting)
                Give it up!.. Even I could whip you. 

Ian scowls as she laughs, shakes her head and takes another drink, as without warning Tony offers Martha his stick. 

                       TONY (To Ian)
                And I'm betting ten dollars that she can.
                       IAN (Whining)
                It'll ruin the game. 

Martha stops smiling and resolutely takes the stick from Tony. She circles the table looking at the three balls of his that remain. 

                       IAN (cont) 

                Come on, I'll play you next. 

Martha bends and sets up her first shot as she looks up at Ian and smiles. 

                       MARTHA
                Scared? 

Martha takes the shot and pots the first. 

                       MARTHA (cont)
                Ruin the game? 

She walks around the table all the while looking at Ian. 

                       MARTHA (cont)  
                Sit down. This wont take long. 

She bends and pots the next ball with ease as Ian sits on his stool and picks up his bottle of beer and drinks. By this time SEVERAL KEN are beginning to take an interest in the proceedings as Martha lines up the next shot, a difficult cut into the left corner pocket. 

                       IAN (Shouting)
                Ten dollars you blow it! 

Tony stands up. 

                       TONY   
                I'll take some of that. 

He pulls ten dollars out of his pocket and puts it on the side of the table. Martha does the same as Tony looks around at the six men looking on. 

                       TONY (cont)
                Anyone else? 

All of them put down their beers and reach into their pockets. Tony turns back to Ian with their money and places it on the table. 

                       TONY (cont)
                You mind? 

Ian smiles and shakes his head. 

                       IAN 

                Why should I? She's my girl.
                (Shouting) SUCKERS!! 

Martha bends over the table and as everyone looks on, she draws back the stick and pots the ball with ease. 

Ian coughs into his beer as everyone cheers and laughs as Martha stands and smiles at him. 

                       MARTHA 
                Sucker!! 

                       IAN 

                What the hell you do that for? 

                       MARTHA 

                It's a pool room, not a bed-room.
                Pay up sexy! 

                       TONY 

                Pay up man, eighty dollars. 

Ian looks at the table. Four of his colors are covering four of the pockets, and the black is nestled tightly on one of the cushion. 

                       IAN 

                Double or quits! 

                       MARTHA  
                Don't Ian. It's not worth it. 

                       IAN 

                Don't tell me you're scared now? 
                Double or quits. What do you 
                say Tony?? 

Ian takes his wallet out of his back pocket. 

                       TONY (Quietly) 

                Cool it man. Like she said, 
                it's not worth it. 

Ian counts $160 out of his wallet. 
                       IAN 

                No balls Tony? 

He raises the money in the air, waving it like a flag at the other men. 

                       IAN(cont) 

                What do you say boys, double 
                or quits? 

Tony walks over to Martha as the other men reach into their pockets again. 

                       TONY 

                Can you make it? 

                       MARTHA 
                Yes, but……

He turns quickly to Ian reaching into his pocket again. 

                       TONY
                I'll take it. 

The six men give Tony their money as Ian places his on the table and Tony looks to Martha for her ten. 

                       MARTHA 

                Ian! This is ridiculous! 

                       IAN (Firmly)

                What!!! 

(Beat) 

                       MARTHA
                Fine! 

She takes out ten dollars and hands it to Tony as he places all of it next to Ian's. $320 

Martha walks around the table looking at all the 

angles as Ian stands up and watches drinking his beer. Martha bends and draws back her stick. Everyone stops drinking as she hits the white and the black ricochets off four cushions and rolls slowly towards the bottom corner. 

It drops and the bar erupts with cheers and laughter. Martha can't help but smile as she shrugs her shoulders at Ian who lays his stick against a wall, slams his beer down on the table and storms out. 

                       MARTHA (cont)
                Ian!! 

FADE DOWN

FADE UP 

INT - MARTHA'S OLD BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Martha and Ian are both standing and shouting wildly at each other. 

                       IAN
                You're a silly over 
                competitive BITCH!! 

                       MARTHA 

               Then you shouldn't have been 
               such an asshole. 

Ian slaps Martha hard across the face. She pauses for a second rubbing the hurt gingerly 

                       MARTHA (hurt)
               Baffan cula! 

                       IAN
               And you've never even been to 
               Italy, so cut that shit! 

Martha turns and punches him hard on the chin, sending him a few steps backwards but he turns and angrily slaps her even harder sending her to the floor. She screams and lunges at his face scratching deeply into his cheek. 

                       IAN (cont)
               Fuck, you bitch. 

Almost immediately a knife is drawn and he slashes Martha's neck. She brings her hand to her throat as blood pumps out of it. She just stares at Ian who's mouth has dropped open in shock. 

                       IAN (cont) 

               I. . . 

He drops the knife and runs out of the room as Martha slumps to the floor, blood slowly spreading over the room's clean cream carpet as she stares upwards. 

FADE DOWN

FADE UP 

INT - DR. JOANNA CHAPPEL'S OFFICE - DAY 

Martha is lying on the brown leather couch with Joanna sitting next to her. Martha's hair is still short and the scar is angry red and clearly visible. Joanna puts her arm around Martha as tears begin to well up in her eyes. 

END FLASHBACK 

INT - MARTHA'S CLASSROOM - DAY 

Martha continues to look out of the window, preoccupied as Billy Earl stops reading and looks behind him at Susie who has her nose down close to the pages of the book. He smiles and looks up at Martha still in her own thoughts, as he opens his desk as quietly as possible and takes out a matchbox before closing it again. 

He opens it slightly, quickly closes it and turns. 

Susie is still reading intently, not noticing as he opens the matchbox above her desk and tips out a 

large black spider. It falls and crawls quickly down the desk onto Susie's book. 

                       SUSIE (Screaming)
               Aaiiieeee. 

Susie falls backwards onto the floor as the spider stops moving and stays on the book. Suddenly a large exercise book comes crashing down on top of it as Martha looks at Billy in disgust. 

                       MARTHA 
               Get up Susie!....BILLY!!! 

He doesn't move as Martha reaches over and opens his hand that is still clutching the matchbox. 
                       MARTHA (cont)           
                I'm sick of you treating that girl 
                like dirt! Now get up! 

Billy looks around. 
                       BILLY 
                Why? 

Martha grabs him by the scruff of the neck and drags him out of his seat to the front of the class. 

                       MARTHA
                Here's why! 

She picks up a large, thick wooden ruler and holds it aloft. 

                       MARTHA (cont)
                Hold out your hand. 

Billy looks up and grimaces. 

                       BILLY 

                For a measly spider. 

                       MARTHA 

                HOLD OUT YOUR HAND!!! 

Billy holds out his right hand and the ruler comes crashing down on top of it immediately as he grits his teeth and turns his head away from the pain. Martha brings the ruler down again and again each time harder and more viciously than the last. 

The class look on wide-eyed and open-mouthed as she raises the ruler again higher than before. Billy looks up, tears streaming down his cheeks. Martha stops and breathlessly places the ruler back down onto the table as Billy closes his hand without a sound. 

Suddenly the school bell rings and all the class turn their heads towards the door, but make no attempt to move out of their seats. 

                       MARTHA (Breathlessly)
                That's the end of today's lesson....
                You may leave. 

All the children get up and begin to leave. Martha looks down at Billy who wipes a tear from his cheek, turns and walks out. 

As the last child leaves and closes the door she begins to sob uncontrollably and sits behind the desk with her head in her hands. Slowly she starts taking things out of the drawer and putting them in her briefcase. There is a picture of George, which she stares at for a second as the tears continue to flow down her face. 

INT - OUTSIDE MARTHA'S CLASSROOM - DAY 

Joseph Kesey stands, leaning with his back to the wall, at the side of the classroom door as through the glass we see Martha put the picture of George into her briefcase, wipe her eyes and walk out. Joseph frowns as the door opens. 

                       JOSEPH 
                Miss Graham? 

Martha stops and looks around, resignedly. 

                       MARTHA
                Mr. Kesey! 

He stares coldly at her. 

                       JOSEPH 

                Have you anything to say for yourself? 

Martha looks past him into her classroom. 

                       MARTHA 

                Is there any point? 

                       JOSEPH 

                Well perhaps you should try 
                and explain what just happened for
                when I have to deal with that 
                boys father. 

                       MARTHA 

                I wouldn't count on that. 


                       JOSEPH 
                What? 

Martha smiles. 

                       MARTHA 

                Billy’s not the type to run for help,
                I think I just realized that. 

                       JOSEPH 
                Or perhaps he’s now too scared 
                to run for help. 
Martha stops smiling. 
                       JOSEPH (cont) 

                You may consider yourself officially 
                suspended awaiting disciplinary action. 
                Leave now please! 

Martha turns to walk off but stops and turns back. 

                       MARTHA (Sarcastically)
                May I go to the toilet? 

Joseph turns and walks off, briskly. 

                       MARTHA (To herself)
                I'll take that as a yes then, shall I? 

Martha turns and walks off down the corridor. 

INT - LADIES REST ROOM - DAY 

She walks through the first door of the rest room, the second of which leads to the main area, stops and leans against the wall at the side of the second door, the upper third of which is plain glass. 

                       MARTHA (cont)
                Damn it! Get a grip. 

She wipes away the tears forming in her eyes, puts her hands on her knees and bows her head to recover. Through the window of the second door we can see the cubicles in the rest room. Suddenly the Figure in Black rises above one of them holding a rope, the end of which he threads over a pipe running across the ceiling, and begins to pull with great effort on the end. 

Slowly we see the figure of Rosie Valdez being pulled 

up by the rope around her neck, dead or unconscious. The Figure in Black ties off the rope and allows her to hang there, swinging slightly. 
Martha raises her head, the tears have stopped. She 

picks her briefcase off the floor, turns and opens the door and walks in. As she does, she looks up, backs up towards the door and drops the briefcase. 

                       MARTHA (Screaming)
                NO!!!!!!!!! 
The Figure in Black rips away part of Rosie's dress to reveal her pregnant stomach. He pulls a six inch knife from his boot and holds it against her belly button obviously about to cut into her. Martha's eyes widen. 

                       ROSIE (O/S) 

                What’s wrong? 

She looks down to the next cubicle to see Rosie peering out from behind the door. Martha looks back up to the Figure in Black and Rosie swinging back and forth. 

                       ROSIE (cont)
                Martha? 

Rosie flushes the toilet and walks out towards Martha who is still looking up at the Figure in Black staring down at her. 

                       ROSIE (cont) 

                Come on honey! Take it easy. 

She puts her arm around Martha and leads her to one of 

the wash basins. 

                       ROSIE(cont)
                What's happened? 

                       MARTHA (Shakily) 
                Nothing....nothing! 

Martha peers down into the washbasin. 

                       MARTHA (cont)
                I'm sorry. God!
Martha looks into the mirror above the bowl. 
                       MARTHA (cont)
                Christ almighty! 
The Figure in Black is nowhere to be seen. No rope! Io dead Rosie! Just Martha's face staring back at her and her friend looking increasingly worried. 

                       ROSIE 

                Why'd you scream? 

Martha turns and looks above the cubicle. 

                       MARTHA 

                I thought I saw a rat. 

Martha turns back towards the washbasin and looks at herself in the mirror. 

                       MARTHA (cont) 

                A big one! 

Martha turns on the faucet and a stream of hot water crashes into the bowl. 

                       ROSIE 
                That's all? 

                       MARTHA 

                That's all....Startled me 
                for a while... 

Martha turns off the faucet, bends and washes her face and neck in the warm water. The heat from which is beginning to steam up the mirror. 

                       MARTHA (cont) 
                Honest....I'11 be fine. 

As Martha stands straight Rosie hands her a towel. 

She wipes her face and neck, pushing the hair away from it, and for the first time Rosie sees the large scar running from the back of her neck, almost to the front. Her eyes widen at the sight as Martha wipes the steamed up mirror and sees her looking agape. 

                       MARTHA (cont)
                What's wrong? 

                       ROSIE 
                Oh, nothing………

Rosie looks to the floor. 

                       MARTHA 

                I'll be fine, honest. I haven't
                been sleeping well, and it spooked me t             
                that's all. I'm fine now. 

Rosie looks back up. 
                       ROSIE
                Your neck. 

Martha suddenly realizes and pulls her hair back over the scar as quickly as she can. 

                       MARTHA 

                It's nothing. 

Martha turns and pulls the plug out of the basin as Rosie puts her hand on Martha's shoulder. 

                       ROSIE 

                You can tell me. 

Martha's head drops to her chest and she sighs heavily. 
                       MARTHA 

                I always wanted a good excuse for
                growing my hair. (Beat) Don't tell
                anyone. 

                       ROSIE 

                I wont. 

Martha looks back up at herself in the mirror, wiping some more steam off the mirror with her hand. 

                       MARTHA
                It happened four years ago. 

Rosie turns and looks at Martha through the mirror. 

                       MARTHA (cont) 

                I was seeing this guy called Ian,... 

DISSOLVE FLASHBACK SEQUENCE 

INT - MARTHA'S OLD BEDROOM - NIGHT - REPRISE 

The knife slashes Martha's neck and the blood begins to pump out. Martha tries to hold it in as she stares at Ian. He drops the knife, runs and she slumps to the floor, blood spilling onto the carpet. 

DISSOLVE 

END FLASHBACK. 
INT - LADIES REST ROOM - DAY 

Martha stands with her hand over the scar on her neck as 

Rosie looks on. 

                       MARTHA 

                I survived, just...Ian got the
                medics there in time, but I never
                saw him again, nor did anyone 
                else for that matter. 

Rosie pulls the hair away from the scar covering it and looks, curiously. 

                       ROSIE 

                I don't know if I could cope 
                with that. 

                       MARTHA 

                Well, good things sometimes come
                out of bad. I got George because 
                he was writing an article on 
                domestic violence and came to see 
                me. Glad really... 

Rosie stares at Martha who smiles for a second then looks up towards the ceiling above the cubicles nervously. 
FADE DOWN

FADE UP 

INT - SCHOOL HALLWAY - DAY 

Martha picks up a pay phone in the hallway and rests the 

handset on her shoulder. She opens her purse, looks 

inside and removes a business card which reads 'Dr. Joanna Chappel. Call 24 hrs: 301 588 7652. Martha bites 

her lip and then begins to dial as she puts the handset 

to her ear. 

                       MARTHA  

                Hello? Can I speak to Dr. Chappel  
                ...what?.No a former patient of hers.                      
                Martha Grantham. Thank you! 

Martha puts the card back in her purse and looks down the deserted corridor. 
                       MARTHA (cont) 

                Joanna? Hi, how are you? Good.. 

                Good.. Me? Not so good, that's why I 
                called. Can I come and see you tonight?
                It's that serious..(Beat)...Eight then... 
                Bye, and Joanna... .thanks! 

Martha puts the phone back onto the receiver and slowly walks away down the corridor. 

INT - DR. JOANNA CHAPPEL'S OFFICE - DAY 

Joanna puts the phone down, lights up a cigarette and 

takes the hair band out of her hair, letting it fall around her shoulders again as the intercom crackles into life. 

                       BEVERLEY (O/S)
                Dr. Chappel? 

Joanna pushes the intercom button. 

                       JOANNA
                Yes Beverley? 

                       BEVERLEY (O/S) 

                Maggie O'Niell's on line two.
                It doesn't sound good. 

                       JOANNA 
                Put her through. 

Joanna presses line two and Maggie's voice comes through the intercom. 

                       MAGGIE (Nervous)
                Dr. Chappel? 

                       JOANNA
                Yes Maggie? 

Behind her voice are the sounds of twenty-seven wailing cats. 

                       MAGGIE (O/S) 

                Oh thank God.... Help me. He's here,
                ...I can feel he's here. 

                       JOANNA
                In the house? 

Joanna puts her cigarette down and moves closer to the intercom trying to hear everything. 

                       MAGGIE (O/S)
                Oh dear,... Oh dear.. 

                       JOANNA 

                Don't upset yourself Maggie, 

                remember what we talked about. 

                       MAGGIE (O/S)
                But what do I do? 

Joanna smokes nervously again, stands and looks out of the window overlooking Manhattan. 

                       JOANNA 

                Be calm and don't panic. Now
                have you actually seen him. 

                       MAGGIE (O/S) 

                I think so... .ssshhh me darlings.
                He's somewhere in the house..
                I know it. Oh sweet Mary.
                       JOANNA
                Have you called the police? 

                       MAGGIE (O/S) 

                They think I'm mad...Oh my
                poor little ones, who's going to 
                look after…………Jesus!!! 

Maggie's voice trails off and for a moment all the cats stop wailing in the background. 

                       JOANNA
                Maggie?? 

Joanna moves back close to the intercom, speaking in whispers. 

                       JOANNA (cont)
                Maggie? 

Suddenly it erupts, screaming. Joanna flinches as the sounds of glass breaking and furniture being smashed burst through the intercom. 

                       MAGGIE (Screaming) 

                Aaaiiieeeeeee.... 
Her screams match those of her cats around her. 

                       JOANNA
                Maggie, Maggie?? 

Maggie's screams continue until there is a sharp intake of breath, and then,.. .silence! 

                       JOANNA (cont) 

                Maggie?... Maggie! Maggie?! 

Through the intercom comes the sound of a faint breathing in the background. 
                       JOANNA (cont)
                Is that you? 

Suddenly through the intercom comes a deep mocking laughter. Tears begin to stream down Joanna's face as she sits back in her chair and turns the intercom off, bringing her knees up to her chest and sobbing into them. 

Quickly she turns the intercom back on. 

                       JOANNA (cont)
                Beverley? 

                       BEVERLEY (O/S) 
                Yes Dr. Chappel. . 

                       JOANNA 

                Call the detective on Andrea's case
                and tell him to go to Maggie O'Niell's  
                address. 

                       BEVERLEY (O/S) 

                Mrs O'Niell who just called?
                       JOANNA 

                OF COURSE!!! Sorry.. Not your fault..  
                Sorry. 

Joanna picks up the cigarette in the ashtray that has nearly burned away and takes a drag on it. 

                       BEVERLEY (O/S)
                I’11 call now. 

                       JOANNA 

                Thank you Beverley. Oh, did you
                get the files I asked for. 

                       BEVERLEY (O/S)
                Not yet. 
                       JOANNA 

                Do it before the police get here. 

                       BEVERLEY (O/S)
                Police? 

                       JOANNA
                Yes. 

Joanna turns off the intercom and settles back in her chair, smoking furiously. She begins to tie her hair back up, but somehow can't manage it to her satisfaction. 

                       JOANNA (Shouting in frustration) 

                DAMMIT, DAMMIT!!! 

She lets it fall and just sits there staring at the wall. 
FADE DOWN
FADE UP 

INT - DR. CHAPPEL'S OFFICE - NIGHT 

Joanna is sitting in the same position in complete 
darkness. She strikes a match that illuminates her face and lights a cigarette with it before blowing it out. 

Some light does come through the frosted glass in the main door, as we see a shadow cross in front of it. Joanna pulls a gun from her top desk drawer and points it at the door. 

                       JOANNA (Shouting) 
                It's open!! 

The door opens and Martha slowly enters, peering into the gloom. 
                       MARTHA
                Joanna? 

Joanna quickly slips the gun back into her drawer and 

turns on the table lamp, smiling. 

                       JOANNA
                So it's you. 

She takes another drag on her cigarette and puts her feet up on the desk. 

                       JOANNA (cont)
                Take a seat, it's free. 

Martha closes the door behind her.

                       MARTHA 

                Clock not running? 

                       JOANNA 

                I'll just charge some poor
                bastard double. 

Martha sits on the brown leather couch and looks out of the window at night-time Manhattan. 

                       JOANNA (cont)
                 Don't sit there, I think someone's
                 put a curse on it. 

Martha stands up and Joanna laughs. 

                       JOANNA (cont) 

                 So what's so important that it
                 interrupts my drinking? 

Joanna has the bottle of Vodka on her desk and pours herself a full glass of it. 

                       JOANNA (cont)
                 Want one? 

Martha takes the glass from Joanna's hand as she 

reaches into her desk and pulls out another one which she fills straight away. 
                       JOANNA (cont)
                 Spit it out then, before I 

                 get too drunk to hear anything. 

Martha sits in front of the desk and takes a drink. 

                       MARTHA 

                 It started a few nights ago. 

The digital clock on Joanna's desk reads 8:07pm.
DISSOLVE 
INT - DR. CHAPPEL'S OFFICE - LATER 

The digital clock on Joanna's desk reads 9:18 pm as 

Martha sits back in her chair, smoking a cigarette and sipping her vodka. 

                       MARTHA (cont)  
                 You must think I'm insane. 

                       JOANNA
                 Who's to say As Nathaniel once said.

                       MARTHA 
                 Who? 

                       JOANNA 

                 Nathaniel Lee, a restoration playwright,
                 as he said, “they called me mad, and I  
                 called them mad, and damn them they 

                 outvoted me!”....We could take a vote
                 if you like. 

                       MARTHA
                 Would I win? 

                       JOANNA 

                 Who's to say? 

                       MARTHA 

                 You're the psychiatrist. 

Joanna finishes off her cigarette and stubs it out in the ashtray, the last of the smoke rising to meet the rest still hanging heavy in the air. 

                       JOANNA 

                 So you would think...Look there's 
                 not much I can do tonight, but I 
                 suggest you take these and get a good 
                 nights sleep. 

She opens her -top drawer and pulls out a bottle of white pills. 

                       JOANNA (cont) 

                 No more than three a night, 
                 they're strong....Put you to sleep
                 quicker than a Jackie Collins novel. 

Martha takes them and looks at the label. 

                       MARTHA 
                 Will I dream? 

Joanna lights another cigarette, whilst rubbing her temples tiredly. 

                       JOANNA 

                 You shouldn't, but there are 

                 no guarantees....The only way 

                 to make sure you don't dream
                 .....is not to sleep. 

Martha puts the bottle in her purse and finishes the rest of her vodka. 

                       JOANNA (cont) 

                 Come back in a couple of days, o.k.? 

                       MARTHA
                 O.k.. .thanks! 

Martha puts her glass back on Joanna's desk and stands up biting her lip. Joanna looks up at her, her eyes all bloodshot. 

                       JOANNA 

                 Do you think he's real? 

                       MARTHA 

                 As real as he needs to be, I guess. 

INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

George sits on the edge of the bed, pulls his 

sweatshirt over his head and throws it on the floor as Martha walks into the room in her nightdress, steps 

over the sweatshirt and sits down on the edge of the bed as well. 

                       GEORGE 

                 I know what you need. Turn around. 

Martha turns away from him as he begins to massage her shoulders. George smiles as Martha's head flops forward onto her chest and she sighs thankfully. 

                       MARTHA 

                 Down a bit, to the left...... God! 

George kisses her shoulders as he continues to work on them with his hands. Slowly he begins to pull down the straps of Martha's nightdress. She stiffens and stops him, her hands tightly gripped over his. 
                       MARTHA (cont) 

                 Do you mind? 

George smiles through his disappointment. 
                       GEORGE 

                 Course not. 

He pulls the straps back over Martha's shoulders and kisses them both. 

                       GEORGE (cont)
                 We'll cuddle instead. 

George pulls Martha back onto the bed and they snuggle close to each other w1th Martha's head resting on his chest. They embrace tightly and he kisses Martha 

on the lips and smiles. As the kiss lingers, their embrace becomes tighter and more passionate. 

George rests his hand on Martha's thigh and slowly 

draws it up under her nightdress, as she buries her 

head in his chest. He kisses her slowly, tenderly but as his hand reaches its highest point she lets out a loud sob and tears begin to roll down her face. He freezes. 

                       MARTHA 

                 I'm sorry I'm sorry. 

He cradles her face in his hands and wipes away the tears on her cheeks. 

                       GEORGE 

                 Hey....Hey! I'm the one that 
                 should be sorry....Christ I'm 
                 sorry....Come here. 

They hold each other tightly but after a few seconds Martha pulls away and sits up on the bed wiping her eyes. 

                       MARTHA 

                 I'm going downstairs for a while. 

George sits up, concerned. 

                       GEORGE 
                 What for? 

                       MARTHA 
                 I'm o.k...honest. I've got work to do.
                 You sleep, I'll be up later. 

Martha quickly moves of£ the bed wiping her eyes as George watches her walk out. He looks at himself in the wardrobe mirror for a second. 

                       GEORGE
                 Shit! 

He flops back onto the bed, putting his hands over his face and groaning in frustration. 

INT - MARTHA'S KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Martha walks over to her purse, hanging off one of the kitchen chairs and takes out the bottle of pills. She puts them on the table, opens a kitchen drawer and takes out a large kitchen knife. She sits down with the knife in her hand and picks up the bottle of pills, staring at it. 

Suddenly she throws the bottle of pills into the waste basket and sits tightly clutching the knife. 

FADE DOWN

FADE UP 
INT - MARTHA'S KITCHEN - DAY 

Light streams through the windows surrounding Martha 

as she sits, eyes wide and bloodshot, holding the knife. The table is littered with several empty cups of coffee surrounding half eaten chocolate bars and ashtrays full of cigarette butts. 

Her face is chalky white apart from two large dark circles under her eyes, topped off with hair that is all knotted and tangled. As she continues to stare forward, tears begin to stream down her face. Slowly she stands, raises the knife high above her head and begins to plunge it violently downwards. 

INT - DR. JOANNA CHAPPEL'S OFFICE - DAY 

Its descent ends in the mahogany leather topped desk 

in Joanna's office, as she sits behind it and looks up at Martha. The knife sticks upright and stays there, Martha pointing towards it. 

                       MARTHA (Angrily) 

                 I sat up all night with that. 
                 You've got to help me do something
                 about this. 

Joanna pulls the knife out of her desk. 

                       JOANNA 

                 You didn't take the sleeping pills? 

                       MARTHA  
                 It comes in my sleep. 

Martha sits down in front of the desk, clawing at her hair and trying to keep awake. 

                       JOANNA
                 Does it? 

                       MARTHA 

                 O.k and when I'm awake, but mostly
                 in my sleep. 

                       JOANNA 

                 Oh well that's alright then. 

She offers Martha a cigarette. 

                       MARTHA 
                 Thanks. 

Martha takes one and bends over as Joanna lights it 

She lights one for herself and watches as Martha tries to get it into her mouth with her hands that are violently shaking. 

                       JOANNA
                 Too much coffee? 

                       MARTHA 

                 Amongst other things. 

Joanna sits back down behind her desk. 

                       MARTHA (cont)
                 Any ideas? 

Joanna smiles. Her eyes are also bloodshot and her face white. 

                       JOANNA 

                 Not really....Did it, he, 
                 come last night? 

                       MARTHA 

                 No. I don't know. I get the feeling 
                 I'm being watched, made to wait... 
                 I don't know what for. 

                       JOANNA  
                 Something terrible? 

                       MARTHA 

                 Probably. 

Joanna gets up and walks over to a desk in the corner of the room and picks up a hand mirror. 

                       JOANNA
                 Well I agree! 

Joanna walks back to the desk and holds the mirror in front of Martha's face. 

                       JOANNA (cont) 

                 And that's probably one of the reasons 
                 why. You're exhausted, strung out,
                 on the edge. Literally. 

Martha looks up at Joanna and arches an eyebrow. 

                       MARTHA 

                 You're no picture yourself you know. 

                       JOANNA
                 Thanks. 

Joanna sits down, opens her drawer. pulls out five thick brown files and throws them across the desk to Martha, their contents spilling out in all directions. 

                       MARTHA
                 What are these?
                       JOANNA 

                 People like you. Dead people,...
                 or to be more precise, dead women.
                 Another happened yesterday. 

Martha begins to look through them, at the faces of Andrea Kanska and Maggie O'Niell, first as they looked in life and then how they looked in death, screaming! 

                       MARTHA 

                 Why didn't you tell me last night. 

Joanna stands up and walks over to the drinks cabinet, 
facing away from Martha. 

                       JOANNA 

                 Because they're dead and I 
                 didn't want to worry you. 

She pours herself a drink and turns to face Martha. 

                       JOANNA (cont) 

                 But, by what you've said you 

                 appear to be next on the list. 

Martha looks at her as Joanna takes a long drink. 

                       JOANNA (cont) 

                 And I'm fresh out of ideas. 

                 You're the sixth in three weeks. 

                       MARTHA 

                 All patients of yours? 

                       JOANNA 

                 No, I wish. Then there might have been a  
                 link.. .Two were, now you! 

Joanna fills her glass again. 

                       JOANNA (cont) 

                 Different ages, backgrounds, 

                 lives...same deaths. All dead from
                 heart failure in a ten day period. 

She drinks again and runs her fingers through her hair that resembles Martha's, all twisted birds nest. 

                       MARTHA 

                 I thought I was the only one. 

Joanna laughs. 

                       JOANNA 

                 No, you can have the comfort 

                 of being part of a group thing. I just            
                 can’t give group therapy to dead people,   
                 although lord knows I've tried. 

She sits back down behind her desk and begins to look through the files again. 

                       MARTHA
                 Group psychosis? 

Joanna puts down her glass and holds up a picture of Maggie O'Niell after death. 

                       JOANNA 

                 Ever seen a psychosis do that 
                 to someone. 

Martha takes another drag on her cigarette, then stands and walks over to the bar. 

                       MARTHA
                 May I? 

                       JOANNA
                 Sure, help yourself. 

Martha pours herself a drink and turns back to Joanna. 

                      MARTHA (cont) 

                 Weren't you wearing that last night. 

Joanna looks down at her blouse. 

                      JOANNA 
                 What? Oh, yeah! But then I haven't
                 been out of this office for the 
                 past three days. 

                      MARTHA 

                 You can't be that busy. 

Joanna looks up at Martha and takes another drink as her eyes begin to tear up. 

                      MARTHA (cont) 

                 Oh. (Beat) Any suggestions? 

Joanna laughs through the tears. 
                      JOANNA 

                 Just one
                      JOANNA/MARTHA (Together) 
                 Kick him in the nuts!!.. 

They both begin to giggle furiously for a second or two, but it soon dies. 

                      MARTHA (Shouting) 

                 WHAT THE HELL AM I GOING TO DO? 

                      JOANNA 

                 Introduce yourself. ..Buy him a drink. .                       
                 If I knew do you think I'd be here? 

Joanna picks up one of the photographs. 

                      JOANNA (cont)  
                 They all looked scared..That's all
                 I know. 

                      MARTHA 

                 Do I look scared? 

                      JOANNA
                 Don’t I? 

Suddenly Martha looks at her watch. 

                      MARTHA
                 Shit! 

                      JOANNA 
                 What? 

                      MARTHA
                 Got to go. 

Martha puts the glass down and picks her purse up. 

                      JOANNA
                 Outside. 

                      MARTHA
                 Of course outs... 

Martha pauses and looks down at Joanna. 

                      MARTHA (cont) 

                 Get a grip of yourself. You haven't 

                 even seen the son of a bitch and I
                 have to try and save my job. 

                      JOANNA
                 And your life? 

                      MARTHA (Smiling)
                 One thing at a time. You need to 
                 get out in the fresh air a bit more
                 ........... Keep the knife. 

Martha storms out of the room and slams the door shut behind her. Joanna smiles and raises her glass in a mock salute. 

                      JOANNA
                 That's my girl. 

EXT - SCHOOL CAR PARK - DAY 

Martha's car screeches to a halt as she jumps out immediately and begins to run towards the school. 

INT - JOSEPH KESEY'S OFFICE - DAY 

Joseph is sitting behind his desk in the sparsely decorated office. A dead plant sits behind him un-watered for weeks 
as there is a loud knock on the door and Martha opens it and walks in. 

                      JOSEPH (Sarcastically)
                 Come in...Oh you already have! 

Martha is breathing heavily as she sits down. Joseph looks at his watch. 

                      JOSEPH (cont) 

                 This just about sums it up
                 doesn't it. 

                      MARTHA
                 I'm sorry, I... 

                      JOSEPH 

                 Do you really think you're 
                 fit to teach? 

Martha looks down at herself, straightening her outfit and clearing her throat. 

                      MARTHA
                 It's just that
Joseph stands up. 

                      JOSEPH 

                 Look at you. And to set the record 
                 straight the boy's Father made a complaint
                 this morning... .So much for feminine  

                 intuition. 

He begins to walk around behind Martha, eyeing her intently. 

                      JOSEPH (cont) 

                 I may be able to keep the heat off you
                 this time and save your position here, but   
                 what's to convince me that I should. 

Martha looks around at him a little confused. 

                      MARTHA 

                 The fact that I'm a damn good teacher! 

Joseph stops directly behind her as Martha turns her head back to face away from him. 
                      JOSEPH 

                 There are many damn good teachers here,
                 so I have to ask myself is that enough.
Joseph places his hand on Martha's shoulder, squeezing firmly. 

                      MARTHA 

                 What are you saying? 
Joseph smiles. 

                      JOSEPH 

                 I'm asking whether or not I 
                 can rely on you. 

Martha looks at his hand. 
                      MARTHA 

                 Like Melanie, you mean. 
Joseph moves his hand and sits on his desk in front of Martha, smiling sickly sweet. 

                      JOSEPH 

                 I’ve always found Ms. Shaw to be reliable,
               but let’s say her teaching leaves something 

                 to be desired. Much as it pains me to 
                 say it, you are the better teacher and I 
                 have to think of the students welfare. 

Joseph leans over looking directly at her, too close for comfort. 

                      JOSEPH (cont) 

                 What’s good for them is good for the  
                 school, but as you know I have to cut 
                 someone from your department. 

                      MARTHA 

                 And you would hate it to be me? 
He puts his hand on Martha’s knee, his thumb stroking the material of her stocking. 

                      JOSEPH 
                 Of course. 

Martha looks down at his hand and then back up into his smiling face. 
                      MARTHA 

                 For the good of the students? 

                      JOSEPH 

                 All you have to do is prove your
                 reliability, to me! 

Martha smiles and places her hand on top of Joseph's. 

                      MARTHA 

                 Then I don't think there wi11 
                 be a problem. 

She squeezes his hand. 

                      JOSEPH 

                 I'm sure you wont regr... 

Squeezing his hand tighter and tighter, digging her nails in deeper and deeper and deeper. 

                      MARTHA 

                 No problem at all. 

Her nails break skin. 

                      JOSEPH (Fearful)
                 CHRIST!! 

Suddenly Martha lets his hand go, blood running down it. 

                      MARTHA 

                 I'm just not the reliable sort. 

Joseph nurses his hand, trying to stop the flow of blood, the drops speckling the carpet at his feet. 

                      JOSEPH
                 YOU EVIL BITCH. 

Martha stands up, angrily. 
                      MARTHA 

                 Let's just say I'm the victim of 
                 cutbacks in the education system shall we.
                 And we'll forget yesterday and today 

                 ever happened! You scratch my back and 
                 I'll scratch... 

Martha looks down at his hand and giggles manically. 

                      MARTHA (cont)
                 ... yours!! 

Joseph goes and sits behind his desk, his voice too shaky to carry any real weight. 

                      JOSEPH 

                 GET OUT. BEFORE I THROW YOU OUT! 

Martha stops smiling. 

                      MARTHA (Resignedly)
                 I'm already gone. 
She turns and walks out, slamming the door behind her, the noise reverberating around the room. 

FADE DOWN

FADE UP 

INT - MARTHA'S CAR IN THE CAR PARK - DAY 

Martha furiously wipes away the tears rolling down her 

cheeks as she drags on a cigarette, the smoke filling the inside of the car. She looks across to the playground, the swings and climbing frames sitting empty and unused as she starts the car, throws the cigarette out of the window and drives off. 

EXT - MARTHA'S APARTMENT - DAY 

The door opens and George steps out holding a piece of paper. He closes the door, locks it and walks off looking down at the shopping list. 
INT - MARTHA'S APARTMENT - DAY 

In the hallway the phone on the wall begins to ring as the Figure in Black sits in the living room, in the armchair, his hands tightly gripping the arms as the phone rings off. 

EXT - MARTHA'S APARTMENT - DAY 

Martha screeches to a halt in her car, gets out and 

slams the door shut, pulling her bag over her shoulder 

in frustration and wiping her eyes as she walks towards 

the front door. She hears the phone begin to ring again. 

                      MARTHA
                Dammit! 

Martha fumbles through her purse, retrieves her keys and quickly opens the door. 

INT - MARTHA'S APARTMENT - DAY 

She grabs the phone off the wall. 

                      MARTHA (cont)
                Hello? 

Leaning against the wall she kicks the door closed 

with her foot and throws her bag down on the floor at the side of her. 

                      MARTHA (cont) 

                Hello, Dad!. .Look I've just got in.
                George?. .No I don't know where he is. 

The Figure in Black is no longer in the armchair. 

                      MARTHA (cont) 

                ...I'm home because I just quit 
                my job, o.k!! 

Suddenly a hand swathed in black pushes the receiver down cutting Martha off. She swings around and stares up in horror as the Figure in Black looms over her. 
She opens her mouth to scream as his fist punches her in the face, sending her flying into the wall. As she drops to the floor she is grabbed by the ankles and dragged into the living room. 

The Figure in Black drops her feet, picks her up and hurls her across the room into the wall sending a lampshade crashing to the floor. Martha looks up as his fist rains into her face once again. 

Slowly she looks around groggily, the room looking empty. 

                      MARTHA (cont) 
                What the……

Suddenly she is picked up and hurled to the floor again, as the Figure in Black bears down on her. She begins to 

crawl away. 

                      MARTHA (cont) 

                N0..no! 

She shields her face, crawling away until her back is against the wall. On the wall is a mirror, but as the Figure in Black passes, she sees no reflection. Her 

eyes grow wider as he punches her in the face again and again, but her face doesn't show a mark. 

She looks back around and again sees nobody as suddenly she is lifted by some force and thrown into the armchair. She looks around, but just sees the empty room as her breath begins to get even more labored and more painful. She clutches at her chest as the Figure in Black's hand rests on her shoulder. She cannot move as he slowly walks around in front of her. a large grinning slit cut into his mask. 

As she sits there he looks down and slowly unzips his fly in front of her face. Martha looks ahead and then looks up. 

                      MARTHA (cont) 

                You've got to be kidding! 

She lunges forward and head butts him in the groin sending him back doubled up in pain. Martha quickly dives to her left and grabs the statue of the Virgin Mary that sits on the coffee table. The Figure in Black lunges forward and she brings the statue around striking him on the side of the head. 

He stands for a second, gingerly rubbing the pain and then slaps Martha across the face as hard as possible sending her to the floor again. 

He moves forward but Martha whirls around and hits him with the statue, gets up and strides forward raising the statue high above her head, bringing it down again and again and again. He does not drop as Martha continues clutching at her chest again the breath wheezing through her mouth, the blows getting successively weaker and weaker. 

The Figure in Black seems to disappear, but Martha carries on striking the air as she falls to her knees still clutching her chest. 
Slowly she brings the statue high above her head, one last time, as the Figure in Black appears beneath her.
                      MARTHA
                Hello, boy! 

She brings it down with both hands and a crack rings through the air around them. 

The statue falls into two pieces and the Figure in Black lays motionless beneath her. 

                      MARTHA (Breathlessly)
                I'm Martha, pleased to meet you. 
                Thought we should be introduced.
She collapses on top of him under the strain, breath wheezing painfully through her chest, but as the seconds pass it eases and she sits back up and puts her hand on the Figure in Black's leather mask. 

                      MARTHA (cont) 

                So...let's see your pretty face. 

She pulls it off to reveal a completely faceless, hairless, white skinned individual and she looks away in disgust. 

                      MARTHA (cont)
                Shit. Was I wrong! 

                      GEORGE (O/S)
                Wrong about what? 

Martha looks around to see George standing in the 

doorway pulling his keys out of the lock and holding 

a bag full of groceries. She looks down to see the Figure in Black has disappeared. 

                      MARTHA (Quickly)
                Nothing. 

George looks puzzled. 

                      GEORGE 

                What are you doing on the floor? 

He looks around. 
                      GEORGE (cont)
                And what the hell happened to this room? 

Martha just looks at him and grins. 

DISSOLVE 

INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Martha is laying on her back in bed, asleep and smiling as her eyes begin to flick savagely from side to side. The sound of glass being cut begins to screech through the night.. 

DISSOLVE 
INT - A WINDOW - NIGHT 

The Figure in Black is once more cutting a hole in the 

glass. The circle falls onto the plush carpet making no sound at all. 

INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Martha's eyes still flick from side to side, but the smile has left her face as George snores at her side. 

DISSOLVE 
INT - A WINDOW - NIGHT 

The curtains blow softly around the open window, the 

Figure in Black is nowhere to be seen. 

INT - A BEDROOX - NIGHT 

The bedroom door is open and a figure sleeps in 

bed, his back all that's showing. He snores but his sleep is disturbed and he turns slowly onto his back. 

Joseph Kesey's eyes open as the Figure in Black suddenly rises from the bottom of the bed and presses a mezzaluna to his throat. 

                      JOSEPH 

                Aaaarrrrrghghhhh 
The blade begins to slightly cut the skin as the Figure in Black reaches up and pulls off the mask. 

It's Martha! 

She smiles broadly down at Joseph, his eyes wide and staring as she begins to push down on the blade, her eyes reflecting the light of the moon. 

DISSOLVE 
INT - MARTHA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Martha turns on her side, her smile growing wider in her sleep. She puts her hand on George's stomach, his snores continue unabated, unaware of her pleasant dreams
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