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SCENE 1: INT: VOICEOVER

MICHAEL (V/O)I woke this morning with a feeling of 
surprise that I was still alive. I dreamt 
that I’d died and it left me with a strange 
feeling. Relief to some extent but I was 
also quite disturbed. 

I remember that my phone was ringing late 
last night and that I didn’t answer it. I 
heard the voice - the muffled voice - of 
someone leaving a message, but I have yet to 
listen to what it says.

My life has been frequently mundane and 
despite the occasional isolation, I have 
been content. I have suffered some periods 
of depression. But I have always thought 
that life is not really meant to be enjoyed, 
rather it is something that we just have to 
get through. Recently my life has been 
blighted by the mark of a vicious man. A new 
level of endurance. Perhaps that is why I 
don’t want to greet the world today and so 
far have remained in my darkened flat. 

F/X A CLOCK CHIMES SEVEN TIMES

I’ve noticed the young man upstairs come and 
go more often, now that I am at home all the 
time. Conversely, he doesn’t seem to have 
noticed me at all – which is how it should 
be. 

In my previous life I would dress and travel 
each day for work. Never thinking much about 
what I was doing. I had practiced such 
actions to the point of soulless robotocism.  

The office would always be cool and lacking 
in real air. The people within were, to me, 
blank sheets of paper and the work was dull. 
But it was work... and it kept me from total 
isolation. I would remove my jacket and 
carefully descend into the chair as it was 
necessary to do. With a perverse relish I 



would begin the first of my tasks – I long 
ago learnt that to practice work without 
some sort of relish just made the days 
longer and the frustration worse. And yet, 
so often, in engaging upon it, when the 
brief zeal of the morning had subsided, I 
would often feel suddenly abandoned – by 
whom or what I have no idea, but abandonment 
is definitely the right word. Abandoned to 
the meaningless life of an office worker.

It is something I used to dwell unhealthily 
upon. It can seem that we are all just 
statistics, not real people. Vessels 
designed to fill the spaces that would be 
left without us. No more significant than 
molecules forming part of a larger, 
altogether more frightening creature that 
lives only to consume and eventually be 
consumed. 

And so it carries on to the next and the 
next. 

I don’t miss the working life. Yet, I am 
aggrieved that I had to give it up and was 
not free to walk out of my own volition. And 
it’s not just the practical difficulty of 
losing and finding another job. There’s the 
humiliation that went with it.

I think it is often first learnt at school. 
My school enveloped me in waves of silence 
and humiliation. Perhaps it was the way I 
looked. Tall, untidy, bespectacled and too 
serious. It was enough to bring the scorn of 
the other boys and pseudo-intellectual 
females and sports teachers of course. My 
parents were long dead and I was not aided 
by my distant guardians who saw only fit to 
provide me with material support. I am sure 
that the humiliation of walking across an 
affronted schoolyard would be enough to 
buckle Atlas. 

My father was born in 1938. A year that my 



history book tells me saw terrorist attacks 
between the Jews and the Palestinians. The 
year that oil was discovered in Kuwait. That 
colour television was first demonstrated. 
The year we met Pinky of Brighton Rock and 
the Angels with Dirty Faces. The year of 
Kristalnacht. It is probably thought of by 
some as a good year. Perhaps by my father? I 
never knew him. He died before I could talk. 
He died a violent, unnecessary death. How 
violence swarms through every year I read 
about or remember. 

One of my teachers used to say. ‘We are all 
worms... never forget you’re a worm’. I 
promised him I wouldn’t. He definitely 
included himself in the statement so I don’t 
think it was designed to make me feel bad. 
But it stayed with me. On the one hand it 
taught me to accept the humiliation – if we 
are all worms then it is understandable that 
each might well feel the need to humiliate 
the next, in an attempt to escape from their 
own wormhood; but on the other hand it 
didn’t tell me how to fight back. Because 
worms don’t fight. They just... worm. 

School is supposed to present you with 
armour for the world but instead gives you 
nothing but facts and discipline. Of course 
for a time I thought that the facts were the 
armour. That knowledge was the power. That 
intelligence and a certain degree of moral 
awareness would shield me through life and 
lift me up onto the podium of success. But 
that isn’t true. It is nowhere near enough.

SCENE 2: INT. OFFICE - DAY

MICHAEL (V/O) That day at the office seemed no different 
to any other day. Yet at ten o’clock I learn 
there is a change in seating and within the 
hour I find myself positioned next to a man 
called Anthony. I have seen him around but 
never at close quarters. He is thick set, 
with dog eyes and a meandering pen hand. He 



nods in my direction and I nod back, not 
wanting to engage without necessity.

The day continues.

At ten to five, the first conversation is 
struck up.

ANTHONY Are you going soon?

MICHAEL My train is at five-fifteen. I leave five 
minutes before.

ANTHONY I was just thinking. I’ve been watching you 
work today...

MICHAEL (V/O CLOSE) I didn’t like that part straight away. 

ANTHONY ...and I think I could help you with some 
areas... of your work.

MICHAEL (V/O) What the hell did that mean? 

ANTHONY There are shortcuts, on the database, you 
don’t seem... to be using them. Not now, but 
tomorrow, I’ll go over it with you.

MICHAEL (V/O) And so it was. It would seem a small thing 
of annoyance but for the subsequent events. 
It was the start. It was his foot in my 
door.

SCENE 3: INT. OFFICE – DAY

MICHAEL (V/O) The next day Anthony showed me the 
shortcuts, which blew over me like exhaust 
fumes. I couldn’t take them in and mentally 
held my breath and used the opportunity to 
study his bulbous ears, which, as I glanced 
sideways, stared at me like the Cheddar 
Gorge. I thanked him and he returned to his 
seat, instantly striking up a conversation 
about sport. I continued my work, managing 
to use none of what he showed me and simply 
agreeing with most of his observations. As 
my concentration started to drift, Anthony 



caught me completely by surprise. He 
approached my desk. I thought nothing. He 
placed two hands on the clear wood to my 
right. I felt irritated that more advice was 
coming. He brought his mouth close to my 
ear. I suddenly felt very uncomfortable and 
was about to withdraw when he spoke.

ANTHONY I want two hundred and fifty to start. Use 
an office envelope. Place it in my top 
drawer before the end of the day. You have 
your lunch to visit the bank. Don’t react 
accusingly or tell anyone. I have something 
on you that will ruin everything.

MICHAEL (V/O) He backed away and I was left frozen. Slowly 
I turned and stared at him – to be sure I 
hadn’t imagined the incident. He gave me one 
sharp look from his hound eye and then 
resumed his work, not speaking or even 
looking at me for the rest of the day. I 
carried on, not quite knowing what else to 
do. 

When I was a teenager I would watch this 
pretty girl who lived across the road. She 
was a little older than me but I liked her. 
Something about her walk and she always 
carried lots of books... it was a foolish 
idea because she never even noticed me, yet 
still now and then I would watch and hope. 
But then I was seen, by a girl – a neighbour 
- who thought to ridicule me -  to have 
power over me I suppose. And I was ashamed. 
Can you believe that? I probably still have 
it. The shame. It might account for some of 
what I did next.

Blackmail. Coldly revealed between blacklist 
and Black Maria to be a tribute exacted on 
the Scottish borders by land pirates, in 
return for protection and immunity. Racket 
money. A payment extorted by threats or 
pressure, especially by threatening to 
reveal a discreditable secret. But what? 
What did Anthony know? There was no girl 



across the road any more.
 
I felt so angry. How dare this man bully me 
in this way? And to expect me to just give 
him two hundred and fifty pounds - just like 
that. Without care of my self-respect. Let 
alone the can of very ugly worms that would 
spill in my lap by paying him. And it 
wouldn’t just be two hundred and fifty. Even 
for the most limited of blackmailers, the 
first charge is followed by another, and 
another. Two fifty, three hundred, five 
hundred. Where would it end?

Yet, my ability to accept the humiliation 
was strong. As perverse as it sounds, I was 
tempted to comply.

What if he planned to make something up? Or 
what if there was no error on his part and 
he simply intended to reveal a lie he’d been 
told. I felt sick at the thought. To be 
placed in a position where even those I 
disliked saw me as some criminal pervert or 
whatever else he had in store for me, was 
something I couldn’t bear. I would flounder 
in the face of such scandal. 

I didn’t know what to do. I agonised for 
several hours. Then, at lunchtime, I left 
for the high street. As I walked, slowly, a 
plan formed.

I withdrew the money. Then I paid him. I 
also left him a note.

(READ AS A WHISPER) I do not understand what 
you think you can achieve by this extortion 
as there cannot be any foundation to your 
blackmail, however I pity your need for 
money. To be so cheap and morally destitute 
that you have to resort to such scandalous 
action is a sorry affair. I pity you and 
therefore give you the money. Not because I 
am afraid of you, but because I feel sorry 
for you. I let you off this one incident. If 



you continue to make these demands of me I 
shall go straight to the police. If you 
attempt to falsify a story about me, either 
to the police, or to anyone within our 
working community, then you had better 
understand that I am well connected with the 
local authorities... 

(V/O) This part was a lie but I felt obliged 
to have something other than my 
condescension to deter his fantasy with. 

(READ AS A WHISPER) ...and feel confident 
you would only place yourself in further 
trouble. My character is good and I ask you 
to consider your own life and the problems 
you must face if this has appeared to you as 
a reasonable course of action.

SCENE 4 INT. OFFICE – DAY

MICHAEL (V/O) Anthony had taken the envelope away with him 
and I hadn’t seen him open it. I had a 
restless night but arrived early at work the 
next day to assess his response when he 
arrived. He didn’t. He phoned in sick. 

Had he remained home because of guilt and 
self-realisation of his deed? Or was he 
simmering with anger and calculation at how 
he would next draw me into his scheme? I did 
little work and by lunch time the anxiety 
was unbearable. Then he rang me.

ANTHONY (D) Michael. You have made a mistake. I am not a 
fool and I am not in desperate need of 
money. 

MICHAEL I see. 

ANTHONY (D) Do you? I know something about you. 
Something that will ruin everything for you. 
I told you this before and you refused to 
take it seriously, whether you cannot accept 
that someone would know the truth about you 
or whether you are so wrapped up in yourself 



to actually think it is not a crime I do not 
know, but I know it and you will play my 
little game or it will be revealed.

MICHAEL This is outrageous…

ANTHONY(D) This will be the last time we speak and from 
now on whenever I want a payment, I shall 
leave an envelope in your desk with a number 
on the back in pencil. This will be the 
amount you will deposit in the envelope 
which shall in turn be left in my desk. 
There will be no further discussion on it. 

F/X THE PHONE IS PLACED DOWN

MICHAEL (V/O) I had to find out more. What did he think he 
knew? Or worse still, what did he know? I 
was doubting myself already. What had I 
done? Every moment of past self doubt was 
struggling to the surface, holding up it’s 
wriggling arm for attention. Yet there was 
nothing of substance that would come to me. 
Did he think I was someone else? I racked my 
brains but couldn’t come up with anything. 
I’d not even embarrassed myself that I could 
remember, let alone committed a crime. And 
he had called it a crime. 

I went home that day almost desperate, but I 
knew that I couldn’t pay him anything else. 

SCENE 5 INT. OFFICE – DAY

MICHAEL (V/O) The next day he was back and we did not 
speak. There was no envelope. I waited, 
ready not to pay, but there was nothing. The 
day dragged and I did little work.

The next day was similar although time 
passed a little quicker. Soon the week was 
done and I began to imagine – or perhaps 
just hope – that nothing more would come of 
the whole charade.  

Midway into the second week was payday and 



his second envelope was there when I arrived 
at work. Anthony however, was not, and so I 
realised he must have placed it there after 
I had left – the evening before. I turned it 
over. Written in sharp grey pencil was the 
figure.

Three hundred.

My stomach turned. It was already higher 
than the first time. It was however, 
payable. My confidence that I would not pay 
wavered. If he had asked for more, if it had 
been too difficult to pay then it would have 
been easier to refuse. But I knew I had to 
keep my resolve. I would not pay. 

I seized the moment and scribbled on a 
company slip, ‘There will be no money’, then 
I thrust the envelope into his drawer. Now 
would be the test. I felt simultaneously 
excited and scared.  

I saw him arrive. Swaggering like a bear 
after some idiotic banter with his file 
sloppy friend Kirk. Kirk... the man was the 
antithesis of the coiled panther that 
Douglas had been in the memorable films of 
my youth. This Kirk was all sallow and 
expressionless except for a moronic burble 
that passed as a laugh. Igor to the 
Frankenstein’s creature that tormented me.
Anthony gave me a swift, wary glance then 
sat at his desk. He did not open his drawer 
for some time - fifteen minutes in fact and 
I ground the keys on my computer with my 
fingernails. 

He pulled the drawer open, casually, 
presumably to retrieve something innocuous, 
then he stopped and stared at the envelope. 
Slowly he flicked it over – I could see the 
crumpled state, it had become squashed in 
the drawer at a funny angle – and then he 
felt inside and pulled out my note. He 
looked straight at me and I stared back 



defiantly. No more, I uttered silently. He 
smiled irritatingly then continued with his 
work.

At eleven, he rose from his desk and leaned 
slightly in my direction

ANTHONY (WHISPERING) The time has come.

MICHAEL(V/O) I felt sick again, and suddenly wanted to 
bargain with him, because now he could say 
anything, say absolutely anything about me 
to people and they would believe it. They 
would believe it because none of them knew 
me. It had always been that way. In that 
moment, in that second where there is an 
option to accept or reject, people will 
reject me. Maybe I reject them first... I 
don’t know. But when Anthony proceeded with 
the next part of his ugly blackmail, I 
should not have been surprised that others 
fell into line with him so quickly. 

F/X A CLOCK CHIMES SEVEN TIMES

F/X A PHONE RINGS THREE TIMES

MICHAEL Hello... 

HENDERSON (D) Michael I need you to come into my office. 
Straight away please.

F/X THE PHONE IS PLACED DOWN. SOUND OF MICHAEL’S BREATHING 
AS HE CROSSES THE OFFICE FLOOR AND GOES INTO 
HENDERSON’S ROOM.

HENDERSON Please, sit down. You are aware, Michael 
that I’ve called you in here for a very 
serious matter?

MICHAEL I do not have any idea why I am here.

F/X A DRAWER IS OPENED AND A LIGHT PACKAGE PLACED ON THE 
DESK

HENDERSON Can you tell me what is in this envelope?



MICHAEL I think... (DEEP BREATH) well, I think there 
is money in it.

HENDERSON Ah, so you admit that straight away?

MICHAEL I admit nothing. I just say that I think 
money is in it.

HENDERSON And if there is do you admit that you placed 
that money in there?

MICHAEL If it is the same envelope I am thinking 
of... then yes I did.

HENDERSON And how much money did you place in there.

MICHAEL Two hundred and fifty pounds.

(BEAT)

HENDERSON I am a little staggered at your confession, 
I didn’t think it would come so quickly. 

MICHAEL I have nothing to be guilty of.

HENDERSON Admittance of theft but no guilt? Were you 
simply borrowing the money?

MICHAEL I haven’t admitted theft, I just said that I 
placed the money in there. It was my 
money... I...

HENDERSON So Rachel stole it from you first?

MICHAEL Rachel?

HENDERSON Rachel Worthing. She stole it from you?

MICHAEL I do not know who Rachel Worthing is... I’m 
sorry but I don’t know what you are talking 
about.

HENDERSON I am saying Michael that three weeks ago you 
entered the third floor section A-J at a 
time unknown and stole five hundred pounds 



from Miss Worthing. You then proceeded to 
the first floor and sat at your desk and 
were seen counting said money and stuffing 
it into your drawer. You were unaware that 
you had been seen and obviously kept quiet.

MICHAEL I did none of those things. Who saw me, 
Anthony I presume?

HENDERSON You know damn well it was Anthony because 
when he approached you and told you that you 
should return the money you responded by 
attempting to bribe him – with this two 
hundred and fifty pounds. Although Anthony 
was a little slow in wanting to report the 
incident, he did eventually come to his 
senses and tell me.

MICHAEL So you are taking all this on his word. He 
has tried to extort money from me...

HENDERSON It will not be good enough Michael, whatever 
you are about to fabricate because no, it is 
not just his word that ties all this 
together.

F/X SOUND OF THE ENVELOPE BEING OPENED

Do you see it? The mark?

MICHAEL The blue smudge?

HENDERSON It is an arrow. A blue arrow marked in the 
right hand corner. Marked purposefully.

MICHAEL What does it mean?

HENDERSON This is the mark that has marked you, 
Michael.

MICHAEL But what does it mean?

HENDERSON Perhaps you never noticed. Rachel Worthing 
reported the theft to me at the time and 
noted in her statement that the money had 
been collected from her grandfather, to be 



placed in a savings account. He had kept it 
in an old box and he had marked the notes, 
every hundred – as he used to do in his old 
garage – with a blue arrow. His company was 
called Blue Arrow Motors you see. You do 
see? There are a couple more in here like 
it. You probably have the other two still 
with the rest of the money you took...

MICHAEL But no... I didn’t take the money...

HENDERSON Oh?

MICHAEL It’s him... Anthony was blackmailing me.

HENDERSON Blackmail? Over what?

MICHAEL Nothing – a bluff, he said he would ruin 
everything... He must have switched the 
money.

HENDERSON He what?

MICHAEL I didn’t... put it in there...

HENDERSON I asked you clearly and you said to me that 
you placed this money in this envelope. You 
stated the correct amount. Are you 
retracting this statement? Presumably in the 
face of the evidence of the blue arrows. I 
am afraid that I have to call the police...

SCENE 6 INT. VOICEOVER

MICHAEL(V/O) I couldn’t think of what else to say. 
Everything was spinning. I couldn’t form a 
sentence let alone a comprehensive response. 
Of course I have plenty now... I could run 
rings around Henderson’s statement now... 

I am still so angry about it all. But I can 
see clearly how Henderson was piecing it all 
together. On the day there was no way I 
could have cracked his very proud, Holmes-
like vision.



He offered me a way out soon after and I 
took it. The evidence against me was 
circumstantial but was nevertheless strong. 
Perhaps it wouldn’t have stood up in a court 
but I didn’t want to take the chance. After 
a brief chat with the police I had to pay 
the money back and tender my resignation. It 
all happened surprisingly quickly. I did not 
get chance to confront Anthony or even clear 
my desk. 

MUSIC
SCENE 7: INT. BEDROOM – DAY

MICHAEL (V/O) It’s another day and events have taken a 
turn that I didn’t expect. I am suspicious 
of any good news but I cannot see how this 
can make anything worse so I’ve taken it for 
what it is. I’ve listened to the message 
that was left on my answer machine. 

Surprisingly it’s from Rachel Worthing. She 
wants to come and see me. She says she knows 
that I am innocent. I have often heard it 
said that when we are at are lowest ebb then 
light will come – but is it real light? Or 
just an illusion to keep you going a little 
further? I feel that although I am aggrieved 
at my office humiliation, I had just started 
to leave it behind. Yet, she knows I am 
innocent...

I have to pause for a few minutes and slowly 
absorb the words. Part of me does not want 
to go over the whole thing again. It would 
be too depressing. And even if vindicated 
somehow, I couldn’t go back to work. Not at 
the same office. My association with the 
theft would remain. But then maybe that’s 
not the point. Maybe there are other things 
to gain. 

F/X SOUND OF A DOORBELL

MICHAEL (V/O) She came the next day at twelve-thirty. It 
must have been her lunch break. She shook my 



hand and I knew then that she was in 
earnest. She was tall, in her forties, 
dressed smartly and wore no wedding ring. 
Her smile was a little reserved – she was 
probably embarrassed – I said nothing and 
showed her into the lounge – I’d tidied 
things up a bit that morning. She sat 
hesitantly.

RACHEL I must apologise, Michael. First of all, 
although I never pointed the finger at you 
myself, I confess that I didn’t question it 
when Mr Henderson explained to me that you 
were responsible. I was surprised - but then 
I never knew you so why shouldn’t it be 
true... from my point of view. But slowly, 
after a few days, I started to think about 
it. The first thing that occurred to me and 
in fact led directly on my trail to being 
here, was the second envelope.

MICHAEL(V/O) I blinked. Did she mean the second envelope 
that Anthony had given me? The one with 
three hundred written on it? The one I 
returned to him with my refusal? How could 
she? It was never discussed – not with 
Henderson, or the police, or anyone. And 
Anthony damn sure wouldn’t have mentioned 
it...

RACHEL You didn’t know about the second envelope 
did you?

MICHAEL No...

RACHEL Of course, how would you – it was never 
mentioned. And as you never stole anything 
how would you know. I’ll explain. When my 
money was taken – the five hundred – I was 
really angry. I was also angry because 
nobody in supervision wanted to really do 
much about it. They sympathised but 
basically told me it was my fault for 
leaving it there. Perhaps it was. Still I 
thought the blue arrow marks would lead 
somewhere and they said they’d keep an eye 



out for it but then that could easily come 
to nothing... I wanted quicker action. 
So, in true Nancy Drew style, I planted a 
set up. A second envelope full of blank 
paper. I planted it in my bag a week later 
and left it there, slightly on display. I 
wanted the thief to come back and while I 
might appear not to be looking, I would 
still see it. I’d catch him... or her.

Cindy – she sits next to me – said I was 
stupid because he’d never come back but I 
wasn’t so sure.

Anyway, I left it there for a few days. On 
the first I was really vigilant, spent most 
of the day in fact watching everyone who 
came within six feet of my desk, but then as 
the days slipped by I became more casual 
about it, on the fourth day I even left it a 
few times – how stupid am I? I still had 
real money in other parts of my bag – anyway 
at around four, I picked up my bag and 
realised the envelope was gone. I called 
myself every name under the sun. How could I 
have been so dull?

MICHAEL He took it again?

RACHEL Yes. I was sure it was the same person.

F/X RACHEL TAKES A SIP OF TEA

Anyway – I gave up after that. Realised my 
detective skills were hopeless and I 
resigned myself to losing the money. Then 
you were caught and that was it.

Until about a week ago, when I found the 
second envelope. It was still stuffed with 
the blank notes, and had been dropped into 
the waste in the third floor kitchen. 
I knew right away that unless you had been 
back to the office – which I know you 
haven’t – whoever had stolen my second 
envelope was still working there. That 



they’d decided enough time had passed and 
that they could dump it. They clear the bins 
every day.

Are you okay?

MICHAEL Yes, yes – I understand. But you have no 
idea who...

RACHEL I know you had said something about Anthony 
Drake framing you. But I don’t know your 
story – how you came to own the money with 
the blue arrows – that I would like to 
understand.

MICHAEL Yes, Anthony Drake, he tried to blackmail me 
at the start you see – wouldn’t say what for 
just wanted me to give him money. I was 
stupid enough to comply initially –

RACHEL You gave him money for no reason?

MICHAEL I... well it’s difficult – it’ll sound 
stupid now. I wrote him a note explaining 
that I pitied him for resorting to such 
action. I thought it would shame him into... 
I don’t know – rehabilitation.

RACHEL It does sound odd.

MICHAEL Yes. Much of my behaviour would probably 
seem that way. I understand that in paying 
him I created my own noose, but then when he 
upped the stakes and asked for more I 
refused. He went to Henderson with this cock 
and bull story, transplanted the blue arrows 
he’d obviously taken from you into the 
envelope of money I had given him and then 
when Henderson interviewed me I... I shot 
myself right between the eyes. Admitted that 
I’d placed the money in the envelope before 
I ever saw the blue arrows.

RACHEL I see. Anthony Drake stole my money.

MICHAEL Yes, but what to do now?



RACHEL We tell Henderson.

MICHAEL Did Henderson know about your second 
envelope?

RACHEL No.

MICHAEL We need to think carefully about what to do.

(V/O) We talked at length about what might 
happen if we took the details to Henderson 
and how we might feel if Anthony got away 
with this. And it was good to talk. Rachel 
was a good listener and at the end of our 
conversation I found that some of my 
bitterness had evaporated. I could still 
feel the anger if I wanted to, but having 
her believe me and also just having her 
accept me was a weight I had not expected to 
be lifted. Did I have any romantic notions 
about her? I would not be a man otherwise. 
She was unassuming, non-judgemental, a 
little uncomfortable but clearly brave. She 
was attractive in a subtle way and she made 
me wish I had made more of an effort myself. 
Many things about our meeting took me by 
surprise. Including the plot we hatched – 
which I think set alight the eager child in 
us both.

SCENE 8 INT. MICHAEL’S FLAT - DAY

RACHEL (V/O CLOSE) The time has come. You have been seen 
with the second envelope. Expose yourself 
within twenty four hours and perhaps leave 
quietly or be exposed in an event that will 
cause maximum humiliation. Yours seriously, 
a watcher.

MICHAEL (V/O) This was the note we typed and that Rachel 
is to deliver, in an envelope – what else – 
to Anthony’s drawer. She will enlist help 
from her friend Cindy and watch Anthony for 
his reaction. She’ll ring me as soon as 
anything interesting happens.



I am waiting by the phone. More than any 
other day in my life I wish I could have 
been at work. This kind of waiting is so 
painful. As I wander aimlessly from room to 
room the walls in the flat reveal detail 
that I have never noticed before.

F/X THE PHONE RINGS AND MICHAEL SCRAMBLES TO REACH IT 
QUICKLY

MICHAEL Hello?

(BEAT)

ANTHONY(D) You’re behind this. You do not threaten me.

(PAUSE AS MICHAEL RECOVERS HIS BREATH FROM 
THE DASH TO THE PHONE AND FROM HIS SURPRISE 
AT ANTHONY’S VOICE) 

MICHAEL You were seen – depositing the envelope. I 
know of your note but I did not place it in 
your drawer.

ANTHONY That much is obvious. I’m amazed that anyone 
would ally themselves to you, freak that you 
are. Still, you have nothing.

MICHAEL We both know the truth and now you have been 
seen. Get used to that fact and decide how 
you wish to be exposed.

ANTHONY I’m gonna kill you...

F/X THE PHONE IS QUICKLY PLACED DOWN

(BEAT)

MICHAEL (V/O) I want to imagine that he hadn’t said that 
last sentence.

For a few moments I congratulate myself on 
my firm response and control of the 
conversation. However, it’s soon clear that 
my hanging up had as much to do with 



cowardice as anything. He is going to kill 
me. Is he violent? I’ve no way of knowing. 
It is a truly chilling statement when 
uttered over the telephone by someone who 
clearly hates you. It couldn’t be possible, 
surely, that he would resort to violence – 
but then how would I know? I’m suddenly very 
afraid for Rachel. The thought of her has 
kept me occupied for much of the time I’ve 
been waiting. But if Anthony discovers her 
involvement... 

F/X THE PHONE IS PICKED UP AND A NUMBER DIALLED

MICHAEL Hello, can you put me through to Rachel 
Worthing? 

Oh, I see – no it’s okay – I’ll call again.

F/X THE PHONE IS REPLACED

MICHAEL (V/O) She was away from her desk. I do not think I 
will call again. I am being over cautious. 
He won’t do anything... 

It’s past four and I don’t want five to come 
and go with no other news. Although neither 
do I want another call from him. If there is 
no news then the thought of a night alone 
here, with the prospect of Anthony coming to 
the door...

I ring again but they say she is in a 
meeting. I consider going to the office - 
but for what? How foolish would it be of me 
to arrive when nothing had happened except 
for Anthony to have rung me? I do not want 
her to think me foolish.

(PAUSE)

F/X THE CLOCK STRIKES FIVE TIMES

The phones will have shut down now. I have 
no choice but to sit the evening out.



SCENE 9 INT. MICHAEL’S FLAT – EVENING

MICHAEL (V/O) I have made food and sit in my room, my head 
in a book – although I don’t think I’ve read 
more than ten words. It is gone seven and I 
cannot remember a time in my life when I was 
more tense. I fear him so much now. The time 
is making it worse. 

(LONG SILENCE)

F/X THE PHONE RINGS AND CONTINUES TO RING BEHIND THE NEXT 
VOICEOVER

(V/O) It is him. It must be. Yet I have to 
answer. I have no choice. It might be 
Rachel... Come on, quick – get it over with. 

F/X MICHAEL PICKS UP THE PHONE

Hello –

F/X THE PHONE GOES DEAD STRAIGHT AWAY

(V/O) It was him, I know it. He will come 
now. I could ring the police, but what could 
I say? They probably would not come. I must 
lock myself in. My bedroom has a lock...

F/X MICHAEL RUNNING UPSTAIRS AND LOCKING HIS BEDROOM DOOR 
AND MOVING FURNITURE

There...

(Music)

SCENE 10 INT. MICHAEL’S BEDROOM – EVENING

MICHAEL (V/O) What was that? I must have fallen asleep, 
but now I hear something. Is someone 
outside?

F/X SMASHING GLASS AND THE SOUND OF FORCED ENTRY

MICHAEL (V/O) (GASPING) My throat... I can’t... like a 
stone.



F/X MICHAEL RUNS TO THE DOOR

ANTHONY (OFF) Where are you?

F/X FOOTSTEPS ON THE STAIRS

MICHAEL (V/O) It’s him. He’s coming up the stairs. I don’t 
know what to do... everything is moving too 
quickly. My heart. O God feel my heart. 

F/X KICKING AT THE DOOR WITH HEAVY BOOTS

I have to find something... to defend...

F/X THE DOOR CRASHES IN

ANTHONY Right you...

F/X THE SOUNDS OF MICHAEL’S BEATING ACCOMPANY THE NEXT 
PASSAGE

MICHAEL (V/O) I raise my arms defensively but he grabs me 
and throws me to the floor. A heavy boot 
catches my ribs and the pain is terrible. 
Another awkward blow cuffs my chin and his 
left hand grabs my wrist and hauls me up. 
Another blow to the gut and I am coughing, 
retching, leaning to the bed. The sound in 
my ears is all heavy groans as he labours 
over my beating and my own blood pumps 
furiously and deafeningly through my head. 
His voice comes through like a dull bear.

ANTHONY Who is your friend?

MICHAEL (GRUNTING AND MOANING) No.

ANTHONY Who?

MICHAEL Go to hell you -

ANTHONY You limping worm. You wouldn’t stand up if 
your life depended on it. I should crush you 
now. It would be doing you a favour.



MICHAEL (SHOUTING) Have you no... no humanity?

ANTHONY (SNARLING) Who is it, tell me? Spit it out 
you pathetic… Come on!

MICHAEL I don’t... she...

ANTHONY She? Ah now it’s coming. Found a girl to 
cuddle up to? Thought you’d reel me in? 

MICHAEL You’re raving mad.

ANTHONY Perhaps. Perhaps I’m the devil himself? I 
said I was going to kill you. Aren’t you 
frightened?

MICHAEL Why me? Why all of this?

ANTHONY Because I’ve seen your sort before. Freaks. 
Mild, quiet mummy’s boys. You make me sick. 
I had your number and I posted it. You were 
waiting to be picked...

Look at me! I’ve got blood on my hands. 
You’ll never have anything like that. You’re 
a fraud, a wet boy. A wet boy with a nursing 
bottle. Where’s you’re blood? What blood did 
you ever spill?

MICHAEL None...

(V/O) I put my hands to my mouth. The blood is 
there. He smiles. I stare back at him and 
there is a lull. He is like... an animal, 
sated by the blood. The violence has left 
him in a breath and I slump as I know now he 
will not kill me. He has finished with me. 
He makes a move to the door.

ANTHONY (MUMBLING) Don’t try it again.

MICHAEL (V/O) And then he was gone.

My own energy left me and I collapsed on the 
bed. Soon I fell asleep and did not wake 
till the morning.



F/X A CLOCK CHIMES SEVEN TIMES

SCENE 11 EXT. THE PARK – DAYTIME

MICHAEL (V/O) In the park there are only birds today. 
There is no sign of rain or of thunder and 
there are no people. I have had my fill of 
people for now. 

(BEAT)

Where is Anthony? Will he come back? He has 
left me – I do not think he will come back. 
It is not justice, it is just an escape. But 
maybe sometimes that’s all we can hope for. 
To escape. And I am not him. I am Michael. I 
am not Anthony. How much worse would that 
be? To be him?
  

END


