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FADE IN:

INT. PASSAGEWAY – EVENING

JON is on his way up the stairs towards the communal room. We track him from behind and watch him bravely enter the room and meet the full force of his flat-mate, RACHEL FORESTER, mouthing properties to her boyfriend that sounds as though it’s coming from a book of etiquette.

JON
Evening.

The camera holds on Rachel standing in union with her boyfriend against him. They neither acknowledge Jon’s presence nor offer him any dialogue. Instead, they drown his greeting by speaking in the language of tea parties and civilisation. They are throwing culture at him – colonial culture that distances him and establishes their own identity by demonstrating how different to them he is.

Jon looks at them with changed eyes. They no longer resemble the people that he moved in with. Order, logic and reason slip away from him as he is pushed back by their grim isolation. It plants a seed in his mind, growing into something that begins to tear away at him. In spite of being sunk into invisibility, he courageously rises above it by rescuing a drink from the fridge.

As he is about to exit Rachel says:
RACHEL
Oh, your rent cheque’s due, Jon. 

Her voice is impersonal and cold, and gives him a sense of gratification to label Jon as some insignificant other. He is not one of them and should be treated as an outsider. 

Jon only pauses to acknowledge the message but does not turn round. His invisible enemy is no longer formless and vague but has a shape. It is the discrimination of black English men as opposed to African men or black people in general.

He exits and retires to his room.





DISSOLVE TO:

LATER – JON’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

You are looking at a dungeon and the inmate is Jon. This is his bedroom – but it is also his prison when he has nowhere else to go. At present he is in solitary confinement, and what we are witnessing is a man dying of loneliness. We see him sitting on his empty bed as he has done for many nights, listening to the moans of Rachel and her boyfriend having sex next door. As the camera moves in on him, we hear the lovemaking become louder and louder. They are reaching a climax, and their passion now degenerates to her orgasmic cries. The noise slams into his mind like an ice-pick. All of his inner thoughts scream at him, making brief excursions into his soul. He shuts his eyes for a moment because this is too much for him. He wants them to stop. But they don’t. They just keep on and on until at last there are moans of post-coital satisfaction. She has been filled.

Jon opens his eyes and we see that he has a lost look in them. He is denied sex, and is held a social and sexual prisoner in his own room. He settles into the grave that is his bed, sinking into the sleep of powerlessness and helplessness.





DISSOLVE TO:

INT. COMMUNAL ROOM - DAY

Jon walks into the communal room. Rachel is seated on the sofa watching the television.

JON
Evening.
Only silence comes back at him.

There is no expression of malice or intent on her face, but it’s there in the air – a vague, formless invisible enemy.

He walks over to the kitchen, turns on the light and then enters.
INT. KITCHEN – EVENING

He puts the kettle on to make a cup of tea.

Rachel walks into the kitchen, refusing to talk to him.

He looks at her expectantly, but doesn’t offer her any friendship.

She takes a packet of crisps out of her cupboard, exits the kitchen and turns the light off, leaving him alone in the kitchen. VERY ALONE.

INT. COMMUNAL ROOM - EVENING

Rachel sits on the sofa in darkness watching the television. Jon walks in from the kitchen and sits next to her. No words are exchanged, emphasizing the lack of connection between them. It is a painful sequence revealing two adults leading parallel lives. Despite their close proximity they are avoiding each other: he, drinking his tea, and she, watching the television in silence. The camera studies them like a third character, observing their behaviour without intervention. 

Rachel switches the television off with her remote control, gets up and turns on the light. She then goes into the store cupboard, takes out the vacuum cleaner and begins hovering the room. She pushes the suction head by his feet, forcing him to raise his legs. There is a brittle quality to her actions with all the elements of an enemy attack. 
When she is finished, she switches off the vacuum cleaner, and returns it to the store cupboard. Just as she is about to leave, Jon breaks the silence.

JON
Rachel, we need to talk.

She looks at him expressionlessly without saying a word. It is a nothing look, giving him no encouragement whatsoever to continue.

JON
I’ve handed in my notice to the landlord. I’ll be moving out at the end of the month.
There is a slight uneasiness in her expression as though she were taken by surprise. Perhaps regret – a little regret for the way that she has treated him. She wants to make peace with him, but instead she says with real sincerity and feeling:

RACHEL
Perhaps if you didn’t remind me so much of

my old boyfriend we would’ve got on better.

Whatever she means by got on better he does not want to delve into. He’d prefer it if it went undefined, because although he has a high tolerance level to accommodate friendship from any society, he is most certainly not attracted to her.

With an air of decision he turns and leaves the room.

She is left alone in the communal room – VERY ALONE, and she wishes she weren’t.





FADE OUT.

