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DARK WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

Surrounded by rickety shelving piled with boxes. STAN
(75), ailing watchman sits wearily on a box, |ooking at an
old polaroid, solely Iit by the faint beam of his torch.

CLCSE ON

The pol aroid shows a couple in their md-30"s, wearing
early 70's clothing | aughing over an Italian neal. Masses
of paper red hearts suggest Cupid hel ped with the decor.

Stan’s slips the picture into his jacket pocket.

He hobbl es towards the exit, coughing violently. Steadying

hi nsel f on the shelving next to himthe coughs rack Stan’s
body and the shelving. A bright red box falls fromthe top
shel f.

VO CE FROM BOX
Soit’'s like this.

The box lands, with no nore words or damage.

Coughing fit over, Stan trains his torch on the box and
advances on it slowy. Prodding the box gingerly with his
shoe, there is no response. He raps twi ce on the top.

VA CE FROM BOX
VWho' s there?

St an staggers back.

STAN
Conme out,|’ve a weapon

VO CE FROM BOX
(Flirtatiously)
Wiy not clinmb in and use it?

Stan hesitantly noves to open the box but stops short.

VO CE FROM BOX

- (Gggling)
Still even the mldest sauce
f I umoxes you

CATH(36),the lady fromthe polaroid, dressed the sane
energes fromthe box like a siren fromthe sea.

CATH
M ssed me?

STAN
(awed whi speri ng)
So nuch.

She stands smiling at him he stares in unbelief at her.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

CATH
Kiss nme then, you old fool.

STAN
| haven’t seen you since..

Cath clinbs out of the box

CATH
Since the | ast valentine s day
you failed to kiss nme?

STAN
(conpl eting his thought)
.. you di ed.

Cat h, noddi ng, takes his hand.

CATH
| waited though.

STAN
Here, in a box, all this tinme?

Cath takes his other hand and | ooks deep into his eyes.

CATH
Not al ways here but yes,| waited
all this tine.

They ki ss deeply and continue as if they will never stop.

Sunl i ght which had al ready been bl eedi ng under the door
grows brighter and brighter until the screen is nothing
but white.

The Iight fades so only early norning |ight peeks under

t he door, to show Stan and Cath are no | onger in the room
but an unopened white box with a corner splashed in red
sits where Cath’s box did.

JERMVAI NE (16), skinny and uncoordi nated i n novenent and
style struts into the warehouse, eyes cl osed, headphones
blaring. He trips and falls onto his hands and knees.

He turns to see the obstacle he fell over, Stan dead on the
fl oor,a gash on his head. He crawls to the body and
jiggles it gently.

JERNAI NE
St an? St an!

He whi ps out his nobile and punches the buttons urgently.

VO CE ON PHONE (O S)
Emer gency. Wi ch Service?



