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The Image

Blackness ...

Marred only by the steady sliding of rain,

Like moving polythene,

Brushing down the windows.

It is night.

The main room of the house

Resembles a junk shop

And an artist’s studio rolled into one -

It is old,

Shadowy and frighteningly desolate.

Only the sound of the steadily falling rain.

Empty rooms

Empty staircases

Empty hall

Empty

Empty

Empty

No one in the house,

But the ARTIST,

A rather plumpish man of about thirty-five,

He is dressed in old clothes ...

He stands before an easel,

In the centre of the room.

Beside him,

Half-hidden in the shadowy corners of the room,

Are his paintings, dusty and half-finished.

His brush

Dabs away, carefully,

Engrossed in its task,

To paint - to create the image of a young man on the canvas -

A three-quarter portrait ...

Of a lean-faced YOUTH,

Standing, pathetically holding out his arms,

As if beseeching the onlooker for something -

To do something -

To be something -

The rain

Splashes down

On the windowpanes.

The ARTIST

Takes up some paint on his brush -

Suddenly he freezes -

As if he has heard or seen something.

He stands ...

Tensed ...

Alert ...

Frightened.

The dark paint

Trickles slowly

Along the poised handle of the long white brush.

He stands tensed

The paint

Drops ...

Onto his sweater,

Leaving a dark stain.

There is no one in the room

As he backs away from the picture ...

The portrait which stands ...

Only the sound of the rain

The brush drops

To the floor -

Splattering the paint across one of the many small rugs.

The painting stands quietly.

The ARTIST

Goes ...

Into the hall.

It is deserted.

He goes ...

To the front door -

His feet

Kicking aside a pile of books -

So that he can get to the door.

He opens it.

Only the rain - 

Nothing more.

He stands for a moment,

Then fumbles for a cigarette.

Lights it.

The door shuts.

As he shuts it,

A SHADOW passes across it -

From the outside;

The shadow of a person.

He flings open the door again.

He sees nothing.

He shuts the door ...

And crosses the dark hall ...

Back into the main room.

The portrait

Is in there ...

In the centre of the room.

He walks round it,

Smoking quietly ...

The smoke

Drifts across the darkened room,

White veils of softly writhing smoke ...

Up ...

And







MIX

Around the picture,

The ARTIST walks -

Then he turns his head -

At the window -

Black outside - the rain ...

Pouring down outside ..

A DARK SHAPE outside passes by -

He walks ...

To the window and looks out -

Only the sound of the rain -

His hand

Splayed against the glass

Far away ...

In the centre of the room,

Stands the portrait on the easel -

But it is the back of the easel that can be seen.

The ARTIST ...

Walks away from the windows ...

And bends -

To pick up the brush ...

He walks slowly ...

Towards the picture -

His brush poised ...

Past the portrait,

Where the rain washes the windows - 

A FACE - 

Lean young man’s face is pressed against the glass - 

Only the face - 

Everything else is black -

For a moment -

The ARTIST

Has seen it ...

He rushes from the room -

Out into the hall -

Hesitates

Then rushes up

The huge staircase,

Dusty, covered with an old carpet

On which reside piles of books and general rubbish.

He stops on the landing,

Pauses for breath ...

Then walks ...

Swiftly into one of the bedrooms -

Through ...

To one of the windows.

He looks out -

Down

Into the wet blackness of the garden.

His face tenses,

Eyes open in fear.

Standing in the dark,

Motionless,

Is a FIGURE wearing a white shirt.

He is too far away and it is too dark to distinguish more.

The FIGURE is staring straight ahead into the dark,

Arms outstretched -

The corner of the ARTIST’s lip quivers -

A creak,

Then a crash.

He swings round -

The door has slammed shut.

He crosses, slowly

And opens it -

Looks out -

The hall

Is empty.

Back ...

He goes to the window ...

The FIGURE

Is still there.

Suddenly, it looks up.

The ARTIST

Swings back against the wall -

Scared.

Only the sound of falling rain

Is counter-rhythmed now,

By his heavy breathing.

Takes another peep out of the window.

The garden is empty.

Frightened,

The ARTIST goes onto the landing.

He pushes his stiff fingers

Across the side of his forehead

Into his hair -

Then slowly, very slowly,

Takes his hand away -

He can see his hand - outstretched fingers

Gliding past the darkened shapes of the hall ...

Then through them -

A door can be seen, slowly opening.

He crosses ...

Looks in

And is satisfied that the room is empty.

He walks, frightened along the landing -

Watching the rails slide by ...

At the bottom of the stairs -

Standing with arms outstretched

And wearing the same white shirt and jeans as the portrait

Is the lean-faced YOUTH.

He stands motionless -

Looking up.

The ARTIST

Stops breathing for a moment -

His hand catches against the rail of the banister

The YOUTH has gone.

The ARTIST

Is terrified.

He half-rushes, half-slides ...

Into the nearest room.

The room is in darkness.

His eyes dart nervously about,

Trying to peer

Into the darkness.

His

Hand grasps and slithers helplessly across the wall,

Groping for the light switch.

Something white

Moves in the darkness.

The ARTIST gasps out -

The light is flicked on.

The YOUTH stands at the far side of the room -

Is seen for a moment -

Young, perhaps twenty, lean, good-looking,

With hair that is uncombed,

Ruffled by hands,

His white shirt is crumpled, slightly soiled, open at the neck.

His jeans are blotched, faded and well worn.

His head lolls slightly on one side -

Arms outstretched.

He is the BOY in the portrait.

The ARTIST’s hand

Grasps for the door handle behind him -

The BOY

Moves forward

The hand

Finds the handle -

Opens the door -

Outside, rushes ...

The ARTIST ...

Down ...

The stairs ...

Into the main room ...

Stops ...

The portrait ...

Behind it, in the shadows,

Is the BOY.

The ARTIST rushes out ...

Into the hall -

To the door -

The bolt -

He can see 

The BOY

Is walking towards him

The bolt is fast -

The BOY is nearer -

The ARTIST is panic-stricken -

The BOY is in the hall -

In desperation, the ARTIST

Flees to the stairs -

The BOY advances -

Outstretched arms -

The ARTIST

Seizes an old iron bar, which is amidst the rubbish.

The BOY still advances -

The ARTIST backs away slightly,

The bar in his hand

Towards the stairs -

Then he smashes

The bar into the BOY -

Who collapses

Against the outside section of the banisters;

And with a twisting motion,

Crumples to the floor.

The ARTIST ...

Moves round ...

Over the BOY, lying motionless ...

He looks down ...

Carefully nudges the body

With his foot.

His hands move upwards

As the bar

Falls with a crash.

He sees

His hands - dirty from holding the bar -

As he slowly walks up the stairs ...

Across the landing ...

And into the bathroom -

He turns on the water -

Which runs and slides over his hands -

Between his fingers -

The rain runs and slides over the windows -

His hands

And splashes the water over his face -

Two arms stretch out from behind him and encircle his neck

He spins round in terror

The BOY’s face is nearly touching his -

It is all he can see - that face.

With a scream,

The ARTIST crashes ...

Out onto the landing -

The BOY is there

The ARTIST

Seizes the BOY

By the neck -

Throttling him.

The BOY is forced back against the railing of the stairs,

The ARIST smashes him to the floor -

The ARTIST withdraws

A small penknife -

The BOY rises, shakily, from the top step,

With arms extended -

Throws himself

On the blade -

Gasps -

As does the ARTIST,

Who backs down the steps, shakily -

While the BOY

Takes his hand away

From a small dark slit in his stomach -

His arms move outwards ...

Pleading ...

Then he staggers slowly down the stairs ...

A smile creeps across his face ...

The ARTIST ...

Backs down into the hall ...

And watches ...

As the BOY shakily ...

Steadily advances down the stairs -

His feet

Catch against a pile of books on the stairs -

They crash and slither noisily down the steps -

Then halfway down,

The BOY twists and falls against the side of the banister

Crumples against the rails -

And half falls for about four steps -

In a cascade of books and junk -

Then he stands,

Moves to the bottom

Where the ARTIST stands

Penknife poised.

He plunges

The blade ...

Into the BOY’s stomach, again.

The BOY collapses

Against the banister -

The knife rips upwards -

Flashes -

Down into the flesh of the neck -

The BOY’s face ...

Contorts with pain ...

Sways ...

Mouth open ...

Blood from the mouth ...

Falls downwards ...

Collapsing amidst the debris of books

At the foot of the steps ...

Down -

Comes the ARTIST with the knife ...

Frantically slashes

And rips

At the horribly contorting body of the boy -

The blade - down -

Into the eye -

The blade rises, bloodstained

The blood of the eye -

The BOY twists onto his stomach -

A single arm

Writhes across the books - blood on them -

The ARTIST rises ...

The BOY goes limp -

A terrible silence.

Only the rain.

The ARTIST looks down -

The BOY LIES -

Contorted, motionless amidst the pile of torn bloodstained Books.

Slowly,

The ARTIST walks through ...

Into the main room where it is dark ...

He stands

And looks at the portrait

His hand

Stained with blood,

Flattens into the squeezed-out colours on his palette ...

Behind him ...

In the hall ...

Very slowly ...

The BOY stands, turns and walks, arms outstretched ...

Into the room -

The ARTIST turns in terror -

As the BOY advances -

He turns again -

The BOY is advancing from the window -

From the hall -

From the side -

From across the room -

He turns -

Like a terrifying kaleidoscope -

The ARTIST screams, shouts in fear,

Gibberish - a high-pitched monotonous sound

With a pulsating rhythm is heard -

As one -

After -

Another -

Of

The

Boys

Advance

From the dark -

From the blackness -

They seem ...

To ...

Spin round ...

As the noise becomes unbearable,

Deafeningly loud, distorted ...

In panic ...

His mouth ...

He screams ...

The ...

Whirling ...

Bloody ...

Faces ... 

Of the BOY ...

Louder -

Nearer -

Nearer -

Nearer -

Nearer -

Nearer -

With an enormous crash,

The ARTIST flings himself at the easel,

Ripping and tearing the portrait into hanging shreds.

Silence as he lies there.

The easel lies on the floor, broken ...

The painting is destroyed ...

The ARTIST is alone, lying next to his work,

He is sobbing ...

The tears pour and slide down his cheeks ...

Just as the rain slides down the window-panes ...

Ceaselessly -

Across the room ...

On a small table, is a photograph of a lean-faced YOUTH -

Only the sound of the rain can be heard.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *

