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FADE IN: 
 
INT. RICHARD’S BEDROOM – NIGHT 
 
RICHARD SPACEY sits at the edge of his bed. His face is 
expressionless as he stares at the wall. Blank eyes. 
 
   FEMALE VOICE (OC) 
  (distant, yelling) 
 God damn it! Richard where the hell 
 are you? 
 
The voice snaps Richard out of his daze. He slips his feet 
into a pair of old house slippers. 
 
INT. VARIOUS PARTS OF THE HOUSE – NIGHT 
 
Richard slowly walks through house. Apparently making his 
way to the voice that called to him. 
 
   RICHARD (VO) 

The only times I am needed in her eyes 
are the times she needs something done 
that are too small to burden herself 
with. In her eyes, I am merely a live 
in beast of burden. Even the most 
minuscule of tasks are too much for her 
it seems. Over the last two years I 
have become the sole emissary of her 
every taunt, need and desire. 

 
INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT 
 
Richard walks into the room. He is uncomfortable. Stiff. 
 
MELISSA SPACEY is lying on the couch, half drunk. An empty 
glass fills her hand which is hanging away from her body. 
 
   RICHARD 
 I’m here. 
 
Melissa strains herself to look at him. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Where the hell have you been? 
 



   RICHARD 
 I – I was in the guest room. 
 
She waves her glass at him, slightly. 
 
He takes the hint and gently takes the glass from her hand. 
 
INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT 
 
Richard sets the glass on the counter and opens the 
refrigerator freezer door. He pulls out a frosty bottle of 
vodka and fills the glass just over half full. He puts the 
vodka back in the freezer. 
 
   RICHARD (VO) 
  (while doing his tasks) 

We were happy once upon a time. That 
was before she discovered that an 
unhealthy hourly dose of vodka and pain 
killers would deaden her senses to the 
world. We loved each other at one 
point. I treated her as any good 
husband would. She treated me as though 
I were the light in her life. But, of 
course, those times have long gone. And 
with those times we were also stripped 
of the innocence of our love. 

 
As he shuts the door something catches his eye on top of 
the refrigerator –  
 
A BOX OF RAT POISON sits alone. It appears as though it’s 
looking down at Richard. 
 
Richard eyes the yellow box for several seconds. He is 
seemingly staring the rat, on the cover, in the eyes. 
 
He finally picks up the glass and leaves the room. 
 
INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT 
 
Richard hands the glass to Melissa.  
 
She takes it, her eyes never leaving him. She sniffs the 
clear fluid. 
 
   MELISSA 



 You didn’t do anything to it did you? 
 
Richard looks at her for a moment before finally smiling. 
 
   RICHARD 
 Of course not. 
 
She sips the vodka a couple times. Finally she is brave 
enough to drink half the liquid. She notices Richard is 
still watching her. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Why are you still here? 
 
   RICHARD 
 I was thinking - -  
 
Melissa begins to chuckle, cutting him off. 
 
   MELISSA 
 That’s a first. 
 
Richard ignores the comment and continues - -  
 
   RICHARD 
 I was thinking maybe we should try 
 separating for a little while. Maybe 
 us being together isn’t the good idea 
 we were thinking it was. 
 
   MELISSA 
 What leave me here alone? Your 
 poor, sick wife? 
 
   RICHARD 
 You’re not sick, Melissa. 
 
He smiles, hoping to lighten the mood. 
 
Melissa suddenly seems angry. 
 
   MELISSA 
 How the hell do you know? Are you a 
 fucking doctor now? 
 
Richard suddenly resents saying anything at all. The smile 
disappears from his face. 



 
   RICHARD 
 No. 
 
She drinks more of her vodka. 
 
   MELISSA (CONT) 
 You’re turning out just like your 
 father. Your mother warned me. She 
 said you would. But no! I didn’t 
 believe her. I married your sorry 
 ass anyhow! 
 
Richard is clearly getting upset. 
 
Melissa notices. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Go back upstairs. You’re pathetic. 
 And I want to be alone. 
 
Richard leaves the room. 
 
Melissa sips more of the Vodka and then rests her head on 
the arm of the couch. 
 
INT. CHILD’S ROOM – NIGHT 
 
Richard slowly walks around the room. He gently touches 
stuffed animals and other toys that are placed throughout 
the room. 
 
He stops at a small half size bed and sits at the edge. 
 
He is emotionless as he looks around the room. 
 
Finally, after several seconds of sitting on the bed, he 
lays back and rests his head on a small pillow. Tears 
slowly form in his eyes until his emotions take him to a 
full sobbing. 
 
FADE OUT: 
 
INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT 
 
Richard sits on his floor writing in a journal. 
 



   RICHARD (VO) 
Her blood is tainted and she forces me 
to become a child once more. I know 
that I should leave. Sneak away in the 
night like a burglar running from a 
crime. But there are so many things 
that need to be finished before I could 
do anything like that. 

 
The sound of running water is heard faintly. Richard looks 
up to acknowledge the sound. He quickly goes back to his 
writing. 
 
   RICHARD (VO) 

Maybe I should kill her.  
 (beat) 
I don’t know why writing that 
distresses me to any degree. The idea 
has plagued my mind many times. The 
thoughts use to only sneak into my 
conscious when we would argue or she 
would make me feel less than I am. But 
now the thoughts are continuous. Almost 
constant. 

 
Richard quits writing. He looks over his written words 
before finally writing again. 
 

  RICHARD (VO)    
I often burden myself with thought of how 
I would do it. 
 (beat) 
Rat poison. Overdose. Electrocution.  

 
The water is shut off. 
 
Richard looks up once more.  
 
He closes his journal and sits it beside him. 
 
INT. HALLWAY – NIGHT 
 
Richard slowly walks down the hallway. His gaze is dead set 
on a door at the end of the hall. 
 
INT. BATHROOM – NIGHT 
 



Richard opens the door to see –  
 
Melissa sitting in a bathtub full of bubbly water. 
 
   MELISSA 
 What the hell are you doing? Can’t 
 you see that I am in here. 
 
The glass of Vodka, this time full, sits beside the tub. 
 
Richard just looks at her with blank eyes. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Can you hear me? Richard? 
 
Richard turns his gaze to a hair dryer hanging on the wall. 
It’s plugged in. 
 
He lifts the hair dryer from its hanger. 
 
   MELISSA 
 What the hell are you doing? 
 
Richard flips the power switch to on. 
 
   MELISSA 
  (yelling) 
 Put that down! Right now! 
 
Richard gives his wife one last look. He tosses the hair 
dryer into the water. 
 
Melissa’s body instantly begins to jerk through the water. 
 
Richard watches. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Can’t you hear me, you fucking  

retard? 
 
Richard snaps out of his daze. 
 
Everything is normal. The hair dryer still hangs on the 
wall. 
 
   RICHARD 
  (stuttering) 



 I’m sorry. I didn’t realize –  
 
He backs out of the room and shuts the door behind him. 
 
BLACK SCREEN: 
 
   RICHARD (OC) 
 No matter how much I am appeased by the  

idea, I’m not really sure I could ever  
kill her. 

 
INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT 
 
Richard is on the floor writing. He watches his pen strokes 
carefully. 
 
   RICHARD (VO) 

When I am close to taking her 
life, I sometimes remember the 
good times we shared together. But 
mostly I remember the moment when 
I realized things were changing. I 
often wonder what I could have 
done differently. What could I 
have done to make things be any 
different? 

 
INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT  
 
Richard is lying on his side. He watches the bedside clock. 
It reads 3:33 AM. 
 
Melissa is beside him. She lies on her back staring at the 
ceiling. 
 
An awkward silence fills the dimly lit room. 
 
Finally -  
 
   MELISSA 
 Do you think this is the end? 
 
It takes Richard a moment to reply. 
 
   RICHARD 
 The end of what? 
 



   MELISSA 
 The end of this. Our life? 
  (beat) 
 Our marriage? 
 
   RICHARD 
 No. I think everything has changed 
 drastically but I don’t think this is 
 the end. 
 
They are quiet for a moment. They both silently stare at 
opposite objects. 
 
   MELISSA 
 I think we should take some time apart. 
 
   RICHARD 
 I think you’ve had to much to drink. 
 
   MELISSA 
 No I haven’t, Richard. 
 
Richard rolls over to face her. She doesn’t move. 
 
   RICHARD 
 Honey. This is going to be hard but we 
 need each other if we are going to make it 
 through this with our sanity. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Maybe I don’t want to make it. Maybe I don’t 
 want to go through another situation that 
 I have to fight to survive. You were bad enough. 
 
The last line has stung Richard. 
 
   RICHARD 
 What in the hell is that supposed to mean? 
 
Melissa takes a minute to realize what she has said. Then 
suddenly she regrets saying anything. 
 
   MELISSA 
 I didn’t mean it like that. 
 
   RICHARD 
 Then what did you mean, Melissa? 



 
She doesn’t answer him. 
 
He gets frustrated. 
 
   RICHARD 
 Answer me. 
 
Melissa hesitates. 
 
   MELISSA 
 You weren’t exactly the easiest person 
 to live with, Richard. You are so... 
 complicated. 
 
   RICHARD 
 Explain. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Explain what? You know exactly what I 
 mean. Everything has to be exactly your 
 way and - -  
 
Richard cuts her off. 
 
   RICHARD 
 If it seemed that way it was because I 
 was trying to keep you happy. That in its 
 self was a full time job because we all know 
 that if you’re not happy than no one is. 
 
Melissa looks over at him. 
 
   MELISSA 
 I am a very happy person. I’m easily 
 contented. 
 
   RICHARD 
 So that’s why everyone is on eggshells around 
 you. Everyone is afraid to make you mad. Even 
 Andrew was. 
 
Quickly, he regrets his last statement. 
 
Tears of anger and humiliation fill Melissa’s eyes. 
 



   MELISSA 
 Get out. 
 
   RICHARD 
 What? You can’t throw me out of our home. 
 
   MELISSA 
 I want you out of this room. 
 
Richard looks into her eyes. She looks back. 
 
Finally he gets up, quickly, and heads toward the door. 
 
Melissa sits up in bed and watches him storm across the 
room. 
 
   MELISSA 
 You are a mean stubborn prick! 
 
Richard opens the bedroom door. 
 
   RICHARD 
 You’re a fucked up bitch! 
 
   MELISSA 
 Fuck you! 
 
   RICHARD 
 Fuck you! 
 
He slams the door behind him. 
 
Tears slowly well up in Melissa eyes until she finally lets 
go. She reaches into her nightstand drawer and pulls out a 
small bottle of whiskey. She chugs the bottle while she 
cries loudly. 
 
EXT. BEDROOM – NIGHT 
 
Richard stands outside the door, leaning on the wall. 
 
We can hear Melissa's sobs in the BG. 
 
Richard is affected emotionally by the sounds. He rests his 
head on the wall. 
 
INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT 



 
Richard, on the floor, is back to writing in his journal. 
 
   RICHARD (VO) 

I was once asked by someone close why I 
would stay with someone like her. The 
reason, I guess, is an ordinary one. I 
love my wife. I could never leave her 
here alone. Alone to face the world 
that we have created. 

 
He looks at a picture of a small boy in a picture frame on 
the nearby bedside table. 
 
   RICHARD (VO) 

She is a haunted vessel that begs to be 
exorcised, my wife. Though it would 
seem she is set in her ways I know deep 
down she is in as much pain as she puts 
me through. Ever since Andrew died two 
years ago she hasn’t been the same. She 
drinks more. So much that I think she 
needs the alcohol to function half way 
normal. She doesn’t seem to complete 
even the most elemental of tasks unless 
she has downed half a bottle. Losing a 
three year old child is the hardest 
thing in the world to go through, it 
seems. Especially when you know that 
you could have kept the death from 
happening. She knows she shouldn’t have 
left him the tub alone, but she did 
anyway. I know that the guilt eats away 
at her in some form. 

 
Richard quits writing. He just looks at his journal. He 
seems to think about what he has just written. 
 
INT. BATHROOM – DAY 
 
Melissa is gently washing a small boy in the bathtub. As 
she washes him, he plays with toys that are floating along 
the water top. He is happy. So is Melissa. 
 
A phone rings in the BG. 
 
INT. KITCHEN – DAY 



 
Richard is cooking. Water overflows from two pots. Smoke 
bellows out from a skillet. He is having a hard time. 
 
INT. BATHROOM – DAY 
 
The phone still rings in the BG. 
 
Melissa looks up. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Richard! Get the phone! 
 
The phone still rings. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Richard! 
 
Constant ringing. 
 
Melissa sighs. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Andrew? Mommy will be right back. 
 You stay right here. 
 
Melissa jumps up and runs out of the room. 
 
Andrew continues to play with his toys. 
 
INT. BEDROOM – DAY 
 
Melissa grabs the phone from the hook. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Hello? Hi, mom. Sorry we’re all really 
 busy. Yeah, we’ll be there in the morning 
 to drop Andrew off. Around 7? Okay. Love  

you too. Bye. 
 
Melissa hangs the phone up. 
 
INT. BATHROOM – DAY 
 
Melissa walks into the bathroom. She sees something that 
stuns her. She screams. 
 



   MELISSA 
 Richard! 
 
INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT 
 
Richard continues writing again. 
 
   RICHARD (VO) 

I am obscured with the idea of her 
dying. I think that somewhere in my 
wife’s soul, there is still the person 
I married six years ago. Hints of what 
used to be shine through at times. She 
just waits to be released. 
  (beat) 
Other times I think that she would be 
better off dead. Put her mind and body 
to ease. Put me to ease. 
  (beat) 
I notice that as time goes on, my 
thoughts of death and my thoughts of my 
wife seem to mix more often than not. 
Usually they mix well. 

 
INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT 
 
Richard slowly enters the room. 
 

   RICHARD (VO) 
Some days I think of what I would do if 
I were to find my wife dead by her own 
doing. Would it be easier? Would I feel 
responsible? Would it ease the thoughts 
of wanting to take another life? 

 
A cold lifeless Melissa rests on the couch. 
 
   RICHARD (VO) 

Maybe she would die by the result of 
realizing pain killers and alcohol 
don’t mix. 

 
Richard just looks at her with no remorse. 
 
INT. MELISSA’S BEDROOM – NIGHT 
 



Melissa is sprawled across her oversized bed. Her wrists 
are slit. Blood soaks into the sheets. 
 
   RICHARD (VO) 
 Maybe she would slit her wrists and 
 bleed to eradication. 
 
INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT 
 
Richard is on the floor still writing in his journal. 
 
He sits the journal down and stands up. 
 
INT. RICHARD’S BEDROOM – NIGHT 
 
Richard still writes in his journal. 
 
   RICHARD (VO) 

The thoughts of killing her and myself 
come and go as well. To strip us both 
of our vitality, at times, seems like 
the best plan. Neither one of us would 
have to live with the criminality of 
Andrew. We would no longer have to deal 
with the fact that we have let 
ourselves sink into the lives we live. 

 
INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT 
 
Melissa’s dead body is propped up at the kitchen table. She 
has been shot in the head. Blood is splattered across the 
kitchen table. Thick crimson fluid still pours from her 
mouth and nose. A gaping hole drips rapidly in the back of 
her head. 
 
Richard sits across from her, looking at the sight before 
him. His face is basically expressionless although his eyes 
are moist. 
 
Slowly, he puts the gun in his mouth. He closes his eyes 
tightly. 
 
BLACK SCREEN: 
 
A GUN SHOT. 
 
INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT 



 
Richard still sits, this time on the edge of the bed. A 
small pistol is lying next to him. 
 
He continues writing in his journal. 
 
   RICHARD (VO) 

I cerebrate the many ways she would 
die. Some painless. Some hurt me to 
even think them. But through all the 
thoughts I am not sure what I would do. 
Kill her or wait for her to murder 
herself? Let both of us die or let us 
continue living? The desideratum is 
almost too much at times. 

 
Richard looks up from his journal. 
 
FADE OUT:  
 
INT. HALLWAY – NIGHT 
 
Richard slowly walks down the hallway. 
 
INT. MELISSA’S BEDROOM – NIGHT 
 
Richard peeks in the door. 
 
Melissa is sleeping on the bed. An empty glass hanging from 
her dangling hand. 
 
Richard slowly walks over to her and notices –  
 
A FRAMED PICTURE is tightly gripped against her chest. The 
picture is of Richard, Melissa and Andrew. They all look 
happy. Like a family. 
 
Richard smiles to himself. 
 
He notices Melissa is losing grip on the glass and he 
quickly grabs it, knocking her arm at the same time. 
 
Melissa’s eyes slowly open. She notices Richard. 
 
   RICHARD 
 I’m sorry. I was just - - 
 



He turns and moves quickly to the door. 
 
Melissa stops him before he reaches the doorway. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Please! Stay. 
 
Richard slowly turns back to her. 
 
Melissa motions for him to sit on the bed. He does, with 
extra ease. She acts tired and maybe a little drunk. 
 
Melissa notices the picture. She grips it tightly in her 
hand and sits up a little more. 
 
Richard watches her as if she is a bomb waiting to explode. 
 
She takes one last look at the picture and sits it on her 
bedside table. She looks at the picture for several seconds 
before - -  
 
   MELISSA 
 Things will never be the same, will  

they Richard? 
 
Richard searches for the right words. 
 
   RICHARD 
 There is always hope. 
 
Melissa smiles, slightly. 
 
   MELISSA 
  (to herself quietly) 
 There’s always hope. 
 
They sit silently for a moment as Melissa stares at the 
picture. Richard still watches her. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Do you ever think of when we used 
 to be - -  
  (beat) 
 Happy? 
 
   RICHARD 
 Yes. All the time. 



 
Tears are welling up in Melissa’s eyes. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Where did we go wrong? Where did we 
 fuck everything up so badly? 
 
   RICHARD 
 I don’t think that’s a question we 
 will ever be able to answer. 
 
Silence as Melissa eyes the picture. 
 
Richard is slowly becoming more emotional as he watches his 
wife. 
 
   MELISSA 
 I miss him, Richard. 
  (beat) 
 So bad. 
 
   RICHARD 
 So do I. But time heals most. 
 
   MELISSA 
 It’s been two years and I still feel 
 the same as the day he died. 
  (beat) 
 Time hasn’t healed anything. 
 
Richard doesn’t say anything. 
 
Melissa wipes the tears from her eyes. She notices the 
glass in Richard’s hand. She then looks him in the eyes. 
 
   MELISSA 
 Would you mind. 
 
Richard looks at the glass and then back at Melissa. 
 
   RICHARD 
 Of course not. 
 
He stands up and leans over to kiss Melissa but she turns 
her head. 
 



Richard is saddened by this but he stands and leaves the 
room. 
 
Tears begin to flow freely from Melissa’s eyes. She sobs. 
 
INT. HALLWAY – NIGHT 
 
Richard stops walking. 
 
Melissa’s sobs can be heard OC. 
 
Richard looks at the glass and continues on. 
 
INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT 
 
Richard is ready to put the Vodka back in the freezer when 
he notices the box of rat poison still sitting on the 
refrigerator. 
 
Richard pours some of the powder from the box. It hits the 
Vodka and slowly sinks to the bottom of the glass. 
 
INT. BATHROOM – NIGHT 
 
Richard walks in with the glass still in his hands. 
 
He sits the glass on the counter and begins to dig through 
the medicine cabinet. He finds a pill bottle full of pills 
and empties a handful into his hand. 
 
Slowly, he pops each pill in half and lets the powdery 
contents inside fall into the glass. 
 
INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT 
 
Richard walks into the room. He hands the glass to Melissa. 
 
She seems a little more calm than when we last saw her. Her 
face is red and her eyes are bloodshot though. 
 
Richard sits on the edge of the bed, not looking at her. 
She notices. 
 
Melissa eye’s the contents of the glass. Then she takes a 
sip. She looks over to Richard, tears slowly welling in her 
eyes. She looks at him for a long moment. Finally she downs 
the liquid in one drink. She drops the glass to the floor. 



 
Richard watches as the glass bounces and rolls to a stop on 
the carpet. 
 
FADE OUT: 
 
BEDROOM –  
 
Richard sits in the same spot. 
 
Melissa lies behind him. Her skin is pale and her breathing 
is short and rapid. 
 
Tears escape Richard’s eyes. But he never turns to look at 
his dying wife. 
 
FADE OUT: 
 
BEDROOM –  
 
Richard rests in face against the side of Melissa’s, who 
now appears dead. He cries loudly. Melissa is motionless. 
 
   RICHARD 
  (gurgled whisper) 
 I love you. 
 
FADE OUT: 
 
BEDROOM –  
 
Richard, still crying, lies beside Melissa. He is curled up 
beside her, almost lying on her. 
 
He grips the pistol tightly in his hand which rests on his 
chest. 
 
He glances over slightly and something catches his eye. 
Something strong enough for him sit up. 
 
ANDREW sits in the corner of the room. He is playing with a 
red toy truck. 
 
   RICHARD 
  (whisper) 
 Andrew? 
 



Andrew looks up at him and smiles. 
 
   ANDREW 
 Mommy. 
 
Richard looks over at Melissa. She is still in the same 
position. 
 
He slowly looks back over to Andrew. 
 
He and the toy are gone. 
 
Richard looks at the gun tightly griped in his hand. 
 
FADE OUT: 
 
THE END 


