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DRAFT ONE, FINAL.

Clearly I remember, picking on the boy.

Seemed a harmless little fuck. 

But we unleashed a lion.

                                  - Jeremy, Pearl Jam.
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Based on the Play “Kissing Isiah” by Deron Turner.

KISSING ISIAH

A Film by

Deron Turner

MUSIC SOUND SCORE

CLASSICAL, BREEZY CONTEMPORARY.

SOME ELEMENTS OF MODERN ROCK AND R&B.

DEADPAN SERIOUS MELODIES.

METHODICAL RIFTS.

ORIGINAL BALLADS.

YOUTHFUL DRUM BEATS MIXED WITH

SERIOUS LYRICS.

SOULFUL VOICES BACKED BY HARMONIOUS

BANDS AND ORCHESTRAS.

SUICIDE GREGORIAN CHANT NUMBER, WITH

CHORISTERS.

SUSPENSEFUL MUSICAL INTERLUDES.

AND ALL OF THIS, ORIGINAL.

FALL 1990. 

FADE IN:  

-A DAY DREAM-

INT. ENGLISH BROWNSTONE. A BOY’S BEDROOM. DAY.

A  MOST UNUSUAL WEDDING. AT THE ALTER, YOUNG ISIAH AND

HIS TEACHER. MR. ADAM HALE, 11 YEARS HIS SENIOR.

THIS “CEREMONY”, CONTINUES UNTIL THE RICE STARTS TO FLY.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

THE SOUND NOW: MUSIC. AT A LEVEL ONLY A SIXTEEN YEAR OLD COULD LOVE.

INT. ENGLISH BROWNSTONE. ON THE BOTTOM  LANDING OF THE STAIRS. MORNING.

ISIAH’S FATHER, WELL PAST FIFTY, WORKING CLASS BLUE COLLAR GUY. CALLS UP THE STAIRS TO HIM.  

FATHER

Get the fucking lead out this morning if you 

want a bloody ride in with me lad!

INT. ENGLISH BROWNSTONE. BOY’S BEDROOM. MORNING. ESTAB.

ISIAH STANDS IN FRONT OF THE MIRROR. HE SPLASHES ON COLOGNE. CALLING DOWN.

ISIAH

Just a minute father.

CALLING UP.

FATHER

You’re not going to get any where in this bloody

life playing hide the sausage with your sweaty palms

every morning, now get a move on mate!

INT. BOY’S BEDROOM. MORNING.

CLOSER ON ISIAH NOW. IN THE MIRROR.

CALLING DOWN.

ISIAH

I said all right already. It’s a bloody half hour away, it is!

ISIAH MOVES IN CLOSER TO THE MIRROR NOW.

STARING INTENTLY AT THE IMAGE NOW.

ANGLE ON THE IMAGE. HE SPEAKS NOW.

ISIAH

Jezz. You are a fucking Queer.

A Fairy. A Bender. A fucking Poofter. A Knob Shiner.

A Shirt Flap Lifter. A Faggot. A Cock Sucker. A Dick Licker.

A Nancy Boy. A Dodgey Bloke. And a Tart as well.

HE SHRUGS, ITS ALL TRUE.

INT. BOY’S BEDROOM. MORNING.

ISIAH DRESSES NOW, THE STANDARD HIGH SCHOOL UNIFORM-

OF ANY ENGLISH INSTITUTE OF LEARNING. GRAY SLACKS, WHITE SHIRT, STRIPPED TIE AND NAVY BLAZER WITH SCHOOL CREST ON THE BREAST POCKET. 

THIS IS TO BECOME ONE OF OUR CONSTANT IMAGES OF HIM. ALWAYS IN THIS UNIFORM. HE’S AN ATTRACTIVE YOUNGMAN, WITH FINE DELICATE FEATURES, DARK EYES AND A DEVIOUS SMILE. ALWAYS  STARING AT HIMSELF BROADLY IN A MIRROR. HIS YOUTHFUL GOOD LOOKS AND SMOOTH BOYISH FACE APPEAR YOUNGER THAN HIS SIXTEEN AND A HALF YEARS. HIS MYSTIQUE SEEMS TO COME FROM HIS COLD, UN-NERVING STARE. HIS BROWN-GRAY EYES BURNING DEEP INTO EVERYTHING THEY GLANCE OPON. WITH BOYISH SEXUAL CHARM, HIS APPEARANCE WOULD SUGGEST A YOUNGMAN IN LOVE. BUT THERES JUST SOMETHING ABOUT THIS KID, AND ALL IS NOT WELL IN HIS WORLD. NOT WELL INDEED.

AND NOW THE PRODUCTION COMPANY LOGO APPEARS FLOATING IN SPACE TRAVELING EVER CLOSER UNTIL, SUDDENLY IT’S READABLE. IT DISAPPEARS IN A MOMENT.

THERE IS A MOMENTS HESITATION AND THEN THE WORDS IN RED LETTERS:

KISSING ISIAH

WORDS ON SCREEN NOW: A CAPTION.

“Veiled as I am. Behold, in what a disorder you have plunged me”.

INT. EXITER HIGH SCHOOL. CLASSROOM. MORNING. 

THE UNIFORMED STUDENTS SIT FOCUSED ON THE FRONT OF THE CLASS.

OPENING CREDITS SPLASH ACROSS THE SCREEN.

EXT. EXITER SCHOOL. THAMSEMEAD, ENGLAND. MORNING. 1990.

ISIAH EXITS THE CAR, HIS FATHER BEHIND THE WHEEL, RUSHES HIM OFF. HE RUNS HURRIEDLY HE’S LATE AGAIN.

THE CAR PULLS OUT, BURNING RUBBER. 

INT. SCHOOL HALL’S. MORNING.

ISIAH RUNNING AS FAST AS HIS LEGS WILL CARRY HIM UNTIL-

HE SLIPS AND BOOKS AND PAPERS FLY EVERYWHERE.

INT. CLASSROOM. MORNING.

ALL EYES ON ADAM HALE (TEACHER). TWENTY SEVEN YEARS OLD. FINE CHISELED FEATURES GIVE WAY TO TALL DARK EUROPEAN GOOD LOOKS AND THICK DARK WAVY HAIR, RUBY RED FULL LIPS. 

HIS PALE EYES SHOW JUST A FRISSION OF DANGER, MIXED WITH A RUGGED, BUT AN AMBIGUOUS SEXUAL ENERGY. THIS MAN IS VERY SEXY, REALLY GOOD LOOKING, GREAT BODY.

ADAM

Photographs express vividly the images of what the

photographer sees, but the written word.

Ah, the written word can make us all weep.

Infact, even to sell bad writing today, you have to be pretty good.

ANGLE ON THE CLASSROOM DOOR AS ISIAH BOLTS INTO THE ROOM.

HE HURRIEDLY TAKES HIS SEAT. DISHEVELED.

ANGLE ON ADAM NOW.

ADAM cont.

Unlike photography, literature is an occupation

in which you have to keep proving your talents to people 

who have none.

ADAM TO A BLACK STUDENT.

ADAM cont.

And as you put it, the blacker the berry the sweeter the juice maybe

true in Jazz Malcolm. But not in prose, Okay?

THERE IS LAUGHTER.

AND THE BLACK KID SLINKS DOWN INTO HIS SEAT.

TO ISIAH NOW.

ADAM cont.

Thank you for joining us today, Isaih.

Only thirty two minutes late this morning.

It’s getting better every day. 

Five months and you should be right on time.

ISIAH

I hope I haven’t missed much sir.

ADAM

Is that so? We shall see then, on exam morning.

Now, your last evenings assignment and your tardy note.

ISIAH HANDS ADAM A FOLDED SLIP OF PAPER.

ISIAH

I’ve got my note. But, about the assignment.

Well, you see, I had this other thing as well.

ADAM

Truth is the most valuable thing we have.

Let’s economize it shall we?

LAUGHTER.

ISIAH

Yes sir.

ADAM

My office, after class. We’ll continue to call it your little writer’s 

conference, if you will. You may write your assignment

at that time if it pleases you. You owe me five.

ISIAH

Yes sir. It would please me very much sir.

ANGLE ON JAMIE SEATED.

JAMIE

I’m sure it would please you to no end, lick ass!

ISIAH

Oh fuck off Jamie!

CLOSE NOW ON JAMIE, SIXTEEN YEARS OLD. HE HAS A HEALTHY ATHLETIC GLOW, AND A HANDSOME FACE WITH A SHOCK OF RATHER UNRULY BROWN HAIR. HE IS OF AFRO- EUROPEAN DESCENT WITH HONEY BROWN SKIN AND CARRIES HIMSELF CAREFULLY THE JOCK. 

JAMIE

I don’t do that, you queer bent bastard!

ISIAH

What’s the matter with you Jamie, your Mom

not put out last night?!

JAMIE

You little fucking bugger!

ANGLE ON THE BOYS.

ADAM

Stimulating as this adolescent banter is, if it pleases

you both, do write it down in a series of pissy

little notes that you may freely pass amongst yourselves.

The main goal, being that you would spare the rest of us.

SOTTO VOCE.

ADAM cont.

Perhaps I’ll even grade them for you both in detention.

JAMIE

If it’s all the same sir, I’d rather not pass notes to

Queer’s in class. Know what I mean?

ADAM

Note’s to Queer’s? Careful, slander is still very serious.

Which brings me back to your little piece of inspiration Malcolm.

Black like me ?.. 

MALCOLM SHRUGS. JAMIE CONTINUES ANYWAY.

JAMIE

What slander? He is Queer sir.

ADAM

And this can be proven beyond all shadow’s of any doubt?

Let’s say, even in a court of your peer’s? Careful, of self incrimination.

JAMIE

Well, yeah. The Lad, likes Lad’s sir. Go on, ask him what

he does down in that park at night. It’s full of Queers it is.

ISAIH

You didn’t say that last week after the football did you, Jamie?!

Did you ?! Do you want to fuck me again after the practice,

do you ?! Crooked Dicked little shit you are!

AND WITH THAT JAMIE’S ALL OVER ISIAH.

UNTIL ADAM STEPS IN BETWEEN THEM.

INT. ADAM’S OFFICE. DAY.

ADAM, JAMIE AND ISAIH ALL SEATED. A PAUSE AND THEN.

ADAM

Disenfranchised youth. That’s what the youth report will say.

Is that what you both want?

ISAIH

No sir.

JAMIE

He started it.
ADAM

Yeah well, you both started it.

JAMIE

That thing that you said. About the slander?

He can’t go on saying that stuff about, after the football can he?

Because nothing happened you know-

ISIAH

Oh just piss off Jamie. We both know exactly what happens!

-DAY DREAM, ISIAH’S POV-

INT. LOCKER ROOM. NIGHT.

ISIAH AND JAMIE. ISIAH GIVES JAMIE A HAND JOB

THROUGH HIS FOOTBALL SHORTS. CLIMAX.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

ADAM

You two sound like a pair of stuck pigs. 

Hardly proper young Lad’s.

JAMIE

I don’t want everyone going around thinking that I’m

a Goddamn fairy! If everyone thinks that I’m a Fag,

it’s because of him! Everybody’s fucking Queer.

But not me! Do I look like a Fag to you?!

ADAM

Doesn’t matter what I think. What do you think?

ISIAH

Yeah Jamie, what do you think?

JAMIE

Fuck off Isiah!

ISIAH

I think you’re a pre mature ejaculator is what I think.

I think you should go back to remedial reading.

Learn how to read the Karma Sutra, 

Control that big Willie of yours a bit more.
JAMIE

There, do you see?! This is bullshit! We’ll settle this later.

It ain’t over mate, not by a long shot!
TO ADAM.

JAMIE cont.

I’ve got practice waiting on me Sir.

AND WITH THAT JAMIE TURNS AND EXITS THE OFFICE AS ISIAH ADDS GASOLINE TO THE FIRE.

ISIAH

See you after the football tonight. 

Locker room Okay with you again, or shall we go into the bushes this time?!
ADAM

You do know, that he’s probably going to bash you something

terrible after the practice? You do know that don’t you?

ISIAH STANDS LOOKING THE ROOM OVER NOW. HE READS THE DIPLOMA’S ON THE CHERRY WALLS, STUDIES THE LARGE PAINTINGS AND ART WORK.

LONG SILENCE. EVENTUALLY, HE LOOKS UP NOW AT ADAM, HIS BROWN EYES BURNING THROUGH HIM. HE SPEAKS SOFTLY.

ISIAH

Yeah, I know. Everyone does. But I actually kind of like it you know.

Sometimes, especially with Jamie. I like to let him win.

It makes him Randy. You have no idea how horny he gets.

ADAM

And to think, just last week you were telling me you had no mates.

ISIAH

Oh, nothings changed with that. I still don’t have any mates.

Not to speak of anyway. Just never works out is all.

You see, I just end up shagging them and then they bash me.

ANGLE ON ISIAH NOW. ARC SHOT.

ISIAH cont.

Enough about me. We do this every fucking single day.

You never answer my questions do you?

How old are you? Why haven’t you answered any of my notes this week?

ADAM

Because I’ve told you to stop writing me letters like that.

Everyday, I think you’ll stop but you just go right on flirting 

and writing those pissy little notes. Everyday, you’re very 

consistent atleast.

ISIAH

Then why don’t you try answering them back!

ADAM CLOSES THE DOOR NOW. ANGLE ON ADAM.

ADAM

What is this, this little game that we’re playing here?

ISIAH

It’s no game. I like you. Infact, I’m in love with you.

It’s exactly as I’ve told you. I’ll be Seventeen in four months and 

no longer your student. So it’s not so far fetched you know.

Morally I mean, it’s not even so terrible at all. Not when you really 
think about it. And you have thought about it. I know you have.

I mean, about us. Together. And I’ve kept your little secret 

haven’t I?! You know, I would never tell anyone about us. Ever.

We’re a total fucking secret. Just the Queer and the closet case.

ADAM

That’s because there is nothing to tell.

ISIAH

You act as if I never saw you two together. 

ADAM

That’s outside of this place. And that person happens to be 

a good upstanding Doctor. And he also happens to not be

Sixteen bloody years old! Jesus!

ISIAH

But I saw you outside of that Theater. You kissed him.

The whole world may as well had seen it. It’s not like the two

of you tried to hide it or anything. But I’ve told you,

my lips are sealed. He really looks such a Cunt though.

ADAM

I’m sure you must really enjoy this Homo erotic grandstanding.

ISAIH

Don’t you.

ADAM

No. No I don’t. But here is one for you just the same.

Let’s pretend that you really are in love with me. As it were.

It happens like that sometimes, older guy, younger guy. 

Girl. Whatever, but tell me, do you really think that I would stick my Cock anywhere in you? You’re a Mean, Childish little prick. And you’re totally fuck up in the head to even be talking like this to me. And it won’t gain you any favors in my book.

CLOSE ON ISIAH NOW. ARC SHOT. 

ISIAH GAPES AT HIM COMPLETELY BEWILDERED AND TAKEN ABACK BY THE HOSTILITY OF HIS TONE. 

AND NOW SUDDENLY WE CAN SEE THE SHOCK

AND SADNESS IN HIS EYES. HE LOOKS LIKE A FRIGHTENED CHILD.

ADAM cont.

THE COUP DE GROCE.

And I wouldn’t touch it with Jamie’s. Not on your life mate.

ISIAH FROWNS IN INDIGNATION BEFORE TURNING AND RUNNING OUT OF THE DETENTION OFFICE. ADAM FALLS DOWN INTO HIS CHAIR NOW.

A PAUSE AND THEN.

EXT. PUBLIC PARK. A BENCH. DUSK.

ISIAH SITS ON A BENCH. HE DRINKS A PINT OF ALE. WATCHING THE FACES.

THIS IS A VERY CRUISEY PUBLIC PARK AND MEN STROLL ABOUT ON THE PROWL.  IN THE B.G. ARE THE PUBLIC TOILETS WHICH SEEM TO BE A HOT BED OF ANONYMOUS SEXUAL ACTIVITY.

AN OLDER GENTLEMAN CRUISES ISIAH NOW AND EVENTUALLY MAKES HIS WAY OVER TO WHERE HE SITS ON THE BENCH. IN THE B.G. THE SUN SETS QUICKLY NOW.

MAN ONE

Do you think it’ll rain?

ISIAH

How should I know, do I look like a bloody weather girl to you?

THE MAN SITS DOWN BESIDE HIM ANYWAY.

ISIAH LOOKS UP NOW TO SEE THE MANS FACE AND BODY. HE SIGHS HIS DISAPPOINTMENT.

MAN ONE

Lovely night.

ISAIH

Yeah, fucking swell night.

MAN ONE

What’s got you mate?

ISIAH

I haven’t got any mates. Not you or any, Okay?

Just fucked up problems is all, so just leave it alone Okay?

MAN ONE

Problems? You’re a fucking kid. What problems have you got on?

ISIAH

Oh piss off!

MAN ONE

So why did you come out here than?

ISIAH

Wouldn’t you like to know?

MAN ONE

How old are you, come on I’ll take you to your Mom?!

ISIAH

Is this foreplay?

MAN ONE

Foreplay, you want foreplay?

It’s not bloody foreplay that you need, it’s just a good fucking 

shag is all.

ISIAH

Let me guess, you’ve got a ten inch Willie and it’s got my name written all over it I suppose?! So fucking original, and just what I wanted to hear from a Randy old Git tonight! Thanks.

MAN ONE

Oh fuck off with you too then!

THIS GENTLEMAN SHOOTS A BIRD ON HIS EXIT. 

SOON ISIAH EYES AN EXTREMELY HANDSOME YOUNGMAN OF ABOUT TWENTY TWO YEARS OLD. THE TWO MAKE EYE CONTACT. THE STRANGER SOON TAKES A SEAT NEXT TO ISIAH.

A NERVOUS PAUSE AND THEN.

MAN TWO

Hello. Fancy meeting you here.

ISIAH

Yeah, you as well. Very fancy indeed.

MAN TWO

You’re quite lovely tonight. 

ISAIH

Yeah? You’re a bit delightful as well. Out jogging tonight?

MAN TWO

Listen, relax. 

ISIAH

Okay.

A PAUSE.

MAN TWO

Fancy a quick shag in the bushes then?

ISAIH

Shit, I thought you’d never ask. What are we waiting for then?

EXT. PUBLIC TOILETS. NIGHT.

ISIAH AND THE YOUNGMAN WALKING TOWARDS THE TOILETS.

INT. PUBLIC TOILET. NIGHT.

ISAIH AND THE YOUNGMAN DISAPPEAR INTO A  DIMLY LIT STALL AND BEGIN TO UNDRESS EACH OTHER AS THE CAMERA

WITH THE TWO FRAMED OVERHEAD, SEEMS TO WIDEN AND PULL OUT AND UP FROM THE STALL AND THE TOILETS ALL TOGETHER.

ISIAH’S VOICE NOW.

ISIAH V.O.

It’s much less important sometimes who it is, just so long as it is 

somebody. With love however, you get everything. Soul and body.

Mind and spirit. But the truth is, there is always time for that. 

The soul and the spirit are immortal. 

But the flesh. The flesh rot’s. We need to consume and enjoy the flesh

while we can. As much as we can. Thank God for these anonymous faces. There’s just something about shagging a total stranger. Gods gift to Men. I think God’s been overly generous to Men really. 

I mean, you never hear of Women just going out to a public place and 

shagging every bloke in sight. I think it’s because, it use’s up

little pieces of your soul. It fucks up a part of you.

Spill your seed onto an already wet concrete floor and right at that very second, you know. Sex, when you Love someone, but have it with someone else, is a waste of spirit.

-A DAY DREAM-

EXT. PUBLIC PARK. OUTSIDE THE TOILETS. DAY.

ADAM AND ISIAH IN A PASSIONATE EMBRACE SECONDS AWAY FROM MAKING LOVE.

THE SOUND OF ISIAH’S VOICE OVER CONTINUES THROUGHOUT.

ISIAH V.O. cont.

It’s only when I close my eyes that I can feel my true soul mate.

Feel his glance opon my face. It’s warm. And then I smell his smell’s.

His cologne. I smell only his smells, taste only his lips. Feel only his tight  embrace around me. His warmth. To make love to the one that you love. To be made love to, by the one who loves you back.

That must be what heaven is. Heaven on earth.

THIS VOICE OVER IS SHATTERED NOW.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

INT. THE BROWNSTONE. BOY’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

ISIAH STANDS STARING INTO THE MIRROR, TEARS STREAM DOWN HIS FACE.

HIS FATHER’S VOICE BOOMS LIKE A DRUM FROM THE BOTTOM OF THE STAIRWAY LANDING.

HE CALLS UP TO ISIAH.

FATHER

Move your ass and come and have your supper!

ISIAH

Oh fuck off Dad! I’ve told you already, I’m not hungry.

FATHER

Well, come and have your tea then!

ISIAH

I don’t want any tea. I just want to be left alone.

FATHER

Are you on drugs now, or are you still playing with your Willie?!

ISAIH

Oh please. Hardly. Look just fuck off, Okay?!

INT. THE BROWNSTONE. BOTTOM OF THE STAIRS. NIGHT.

FATHER FROWNS A GLANCE TOWARDS UPSTAIRS. IN THE B.G. A MIDDLE AGED WOMAN PUTTING DINNER ON THE TABLE.

INT. BOY’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

ISIAH RETURNS TO THE MIRROR. WE SEE NOW, THAT HE IS DRIVING A LONG NEEDLE- LIKE- PIN INTO AND EVEN THROUGH HIS FOREARM. HE SEEMS OBLIVIOUS TO THE OBVIOUSLY EXCRUCIATING PAIN.

HE SWIGS FROM A BOTTLE OF WHISKEY AND APPEARS TO GET OFF ON THIS SELF INFLICTED CRUELTY.

INT. BOY’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

ON THE DOOR, ISIAH’S POV AS THE DOOR BURST OPEN.

HIS FATHER STORMS IN NOW AND PUNCHES HIM IN THE CHEST.

ISIAH FALLS TO THE FLOOR.

FATHER

I’ve told you to watch your bloody language in this house

when Sheila’s here! 

HE EYES THE BOTTLE OF WHISKEY NOW.

FATHER cont.

And stay the bloody hell out of my whiskey you little

juvenile delinquent! Look at you, half knockered.

And where’ve you been all day?! You come into this house when I 

tell you, you got that?!

A PAUSE LOOKING DOWN AT HIM.

A CALM FALLS OVER HIM NOW. ALMOST A GENTLENESS  IN HIS TONE. THERE IS A STRANGE, REMOTE EXPRESSION IN ISIAH’S EYES NOW.

FATHER

Now Sheila’s staying over tonight, so come on down and

have your supper. I’ll be at her house tomorrow night.

I won’t ask you to come.

THEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER FOR A MOMENT AS ONE FIGHTER TO ANOTHER. 

FATHER cont.

You are not going to run her off like you did your Mother, do 

you understand that?

A STRANGE SILENCE. ISIAH HAD DECIDED TO IGNORE HIS FATHER UNTIL.

FATHER cont.

Where’d you get those cut’s from?

ISIAH RAISES HIS HEAD NOW BEFORE SPEAKING, ICY AND VENOMOUS.

ISIAH

I don’t want to talk about it Okay?!

A SLIGHT PAUSE. FATHER’S FACE SET IN A MASK OF COLD INDIFFERENCE.

FATHER

Five minutes. And wash up, I know what you’ve been up to

in here Lad. Lucky you don’t go blind or sprain a wrist.

FATHER LEAVES THE ROOM NOW, SLAMMING THE DOOR BEHIND HIM.

ISIAH’S FACE BLANK. HE RISES TO HIS FEET NOW AND HEADS FOR THE DOOR.

INT. THE BROWNSTONE. DINNER TABLE. NIGHT.

SHEILA, ISAIH AND FATHER AT THE TABLE EATING NOW.

THE MEAL IS SOME KIND OF BLAND ENGLISH FAVORITE AND ISIAH 

GRAPPLES WITH HIS UNENTHUSIASTICALLY. WITH THE EXCEPTION OF THE CLATTER OF CUTLERY THERE IS A PROFOUND SILENCE. ISIAH’S FOREARMS IN BANDAGES, BLOOD STAINS SOAKING THROUGH.

FATHER

Jesus, you may be excused Isiah. And next time wear a long sleeved 

shirt would you?!

ISAIH EXITS THE TABLE NOW.

ANGLE ON SHEILA NOW, SHE LOOKS SICKENED BY THE BANDAGES BUT RELIEVED NOW THAT HE’S OUT OF HER SIGHT.

EXT. THAMSEMEAD, ENGLAND. STREET.  MORNING.

ISIAH WALKING ALONGSIDE THE ROAD TO SCHOOL.

STUDENTS IN CARS ZIP PAST HIM AT BREAK NECK SPEEDS.

SOME HONK, OTHER’S SHOUT PROFANITIES OUT THE WINDOWS.

THERE ARE ALSO ABOUT FIVE TO SEVEN OTHER PEDESTRIANS ON THEIR WAY TO SCHOOL BUT ISIAH TAKES MOST OF THE CURSE WORDS AND EVIL TAUNTS.

A SCHOOL BUS STOPS AHEAD OF THE PEDESTRIANS AND THE YOUNGSTERS BOARD THE BUS, ISIAH OF COURSE, PREFERS TO WALK AND HE DOES.

INT. CLASSROOM. MORNING.

ALL EYES ON ADAM AT THE BLACK BOARD, AS ISIAH ENTERS LATE AGAIN.

ADAM

I do so look forward to our afternoons together

Isiah. As usual, see me after the class.

ISIAH

Yes Sir. No note today, just late is all.

ADAM

Sit down then, we’ve wasted enough time on it.

ISAIH

Yes Sir. Thank you Sir.

ISIAH GOES TO TAKE HIS SEAT, BUT ON THE WAY 

INTO IT, THE CHAIR IS LIFTED OUT FROM UNDER HIM.

HE HITS THE FLOOR WITH A THUD. THERE IS LAUGHTER.

HE STANDS AND FIXES HIMSELF, HE SITS NOW.

-A DAY DREAM -

INT. CLASSROOM. NIGHT.

ADAM RUSHES TO ISIAH’S AID THE SECOND HE HITS THE FLOOR.

ADAM AND ISIAH ARE ALONE IN THE CLASSROOM, BOTH SPOT LIGHTED. SOAP OPERA STYLE.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

INT. CLASSROOM. MORNING.

ISIAH STARES OUT BLANKLY, FACING STRAIGHT AHEAD.

THE SOUND NOW HIS V.O.

ISAIH V.O.

The only thing we ever really have, when we don’t have everlasting 

Love, is fear. There is so much fear in here. Fear.

It’s everywhere. It sweeps us all away and drowns us in

the squandering weaknesses of a life less manageable with each 

passing hour. And then it drops us into another Century.

ISIAH cont.

A Century that is not our own. A time so hard.

No one could have ever imagined it could be so hard just to live in this

place, even one more day is a day too many. 

Tormented and tattered to the bone. Raped raw, by God’s misguided

damnation of free will and ever lasting Love and life.

Set up for failure from birth, and when we fail to achieve any of our life’s goal’s and promise’s, which we all undoubtedly will.

 Those blind promise’s of Life, Love and the pursuit of Happiness.

Don’t exist. Not in this Century. And so, once again I’ve Come Undone. Finally, that stupid phrase makes sense. 

INT. ADAM’S OFFICE. DAY.

ADAM READS A LETTER. OCCASIONALLY HE GLANCES OVER AT ISIAH.

ISIAH SITS GLOOMILY STARING OUT THE WINDOW. THERE IS COMPLETE SILENCE. HIS JAW, CLENCHED IN COLD ANGER. HIS EYES STRAIGHT AHEAD. OUTSIDE. IN THE B.G. THE FOOTBALL PLAYERS DOWN BELOW ON THE PRACTICE FIELD RUN AMUCK.

EXT. DOWNTOWN THAMESMEAD. PACKAGE STORE. AFTERNOON.

ISIAH EXITS THE PACKAGE STORE. HE PUTS A RATHER LARGE BROWN PAPER SACK INTO HIS BACK PACK AND BOARDS A CITY BUS.

EXT. PARK STREET. THE CITY BUS. PRE- DUSK.

ISIAH STEPS OFF OF THE BUS AND WALKS ACROSS THE STREET TO THE PUBLIC PARK. HE GOES OVER TO HIS BENCH TAKING THE BROWN PAPER SACK OUT OF THE BACK PACK NOW.

INSIDE THE  PAPER SACK  IS DINNER AND A SIX PACK OF ALE. HE ALSO PULLS OUT AN ALMOST FULL BOTTLE OF WHISKEY.

HE EATS DINNER NOW, AND PEOPLE WATCHES.

EXT. PARK. DUSK. 

THE SUN PAINTS THE SKY IN A BEAUTIFUL ORANGE AND PURPLE WITH WHITE AND BLUE-GRAY CLOUD STREAKS.

JAMIE APPEARS IN HIS DIRTY FOOTBALL UNIFORM AT THE TOP OF THE HILL. HE’S WALKING WITH HIS BIKE.

EXT. THE PARK BENCH. DUSK. 

ISIAH SEES JAMIE OVER THE HILL. TOO LATE TO RUN, DWARFED BY THE VAST PARK. FROWNING NOW, HIS FIST CLENCHED.

JAMIE SEES HIM ON THE BENCH AND MAKES A BEE LINE TOWARDS HIM NOW.

EXT. PARK BENCH. DUSK.

ISIAH AND JAMIE. 

JAMIE

Christ. The one day I cut through the park. I suppose now you’ll 

tell everyone that I was out for a shag?

ISIAH

I’m too knockered for this Jamie.

If your going to kick my ass, just do it already. Surprising as it

may come to you, you’re really just not that hard to get over.

JAMIE SURPRISES ISIAH NOW AND SITS DOWN.

THERE IS A PAUSE AND THEN.

JAMIE

What is wrong with you, you think I like fucking with you

everyday? Look, we used to be mates. And now, I can’t even make 

a bloody joke.

ISAIH

Used to be Jamie. That’s a long time. 

We’re not kids anymore. And I don’t see you coming

around knocking anymore.

JAMIE

Can I ask you, why’d you go and tell anyone who

would listen what we used to do?!

ISIAH

You denied it all anyway, didn’t you?

What’s it matter anyway?

JAMIE

It matters Isiah. I’m not fucking Queer.

I mean, not like you are. It bloody matters a lot.

I’ve got a girl now. Like you should.

ISIAH

Yeah well, learn from your parents mistakes and use 

birth control Okay?

LIGHT HEARTEDLY.

JAMIE

Piss on you.

ISIAH

Fancy an Ale?

JAMIE

Like old times?

ISIAH

Can’t go back to those day’s can we, I’m 

a bender now remember?

THEY OPEN THEIR BEERS NOW. 

JAMIE

It’s not what you are Isiah, it’s who you are really.

I mean, we got along since we were five. But one day, I looked up and 

you’d changed. All of a sudden. It’s like you’ve just 

become this whole other person is all.

ISIAH

I didn’t change, I just don’t like fake people is all.

It’s you who’ve changed. Everything about you is fake.

Right down to the football. Last year you didn’t even like sports.

JAMIE

Well it’s Okay to have a bloody unexpressed thought

sometimes, Isiah. You should try it sometime.

THEY SIT IN SILENCE FOR A BEAT, EACH OPENING ANOTHER BEER.

AS THE SUN DISAPPEARS BEHIND A DISTANT CHURCH SPIRE.

SOMEWHERE, A BELL TOLLS THE ANGELUS.

-FLASHBACK-

EXT. A RIVERBANK. DAY.  1986.

ISIAH AND JAMIE PLAYING IN THE TALL GRASS ALONG THE SHORE.

THEY STUMBLE OPON A YOUNG BOY OF ABOUT 17 ASLEEP IN THE GRASS. BUT AS THEY APPROACH THE YOUNGMAN, IT BECOMES CLEAR THAT HE IS NOT ASLEEP AT ALL BUT RATHER, HE IS DEAD.

HE IS AN IRISH REPUBLICAN SOLIDER, SHOT AND LEFT FOR DEAD.

JAMIE RUNS OFF AT ALMOST PUNISHABLE SPEEDS, ACROSS THE SAVAGE, ROCKY TERRAIN. 

THE CAMERA PULLS SLOWLY UP AND AWAY TO REVEAL ISIAH  WHO KNEELS, HOLDING THE HAND OF THE DEAD SOLDIER NOW.

THE VIEW NOW, FRAMED FROM UP ABOVE TO REVEAL HIS ISOLATION ON THE IMMENSE, EMPTY, PITILESS LANDSCAPE.

ISIAH LEANS FORWARD WITH A TEAR FALLING DOWN HIS CHEEK AND KISSES THE BOY HIGH ON HIS FOREHEAD AND THEN  RISES TO HIS FEET, TURNS AND WALKS AWAY, NOT LOOKING BACK. JAMIE LONG GONE.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

JAMIE

I’ve not thought of that day in years.

After I figured out he was Irish, I just thought, better

him than me. Or my Mom or Dad. I don’t even know why you 

would think of that day. It’s best left forgotten don’t you think?

ISIAH

I just never saw anyone run so fast since that day.

JAMIE

Well, we were just kids. We grew up fast that Summer

didn’t we?

THERE IS A LONG MOMENT OF QUIET NOW AND THEN.

JAMIE cont.

All of those years you and me. Thick as thieves.

Only to finish up like this. Mortal enemies.

ISIAH’S EXPRESSION ALMOST TENDER FOR A MOMENT.

HE WATCHES JAMIE NOW, EYES GLITTERING IN THE MOON LIGHT, THEIR EXPRESSION PIERCING.

JAMIE cont.

I  wanted you to know, that It wasn’t me who lifted your 

chair this morning. It was Samuel. It wasn’t right, but you have to

JAMIE cont.
understand those bloke’s. I mean, they don’t hate you.

They’re just frightened of you. You make them uncomfortable.

Especially, Samuel. I’d watch out for him if I were you.

ISIAH

I’m not afraid of Samuel’s. He’s got a four inch Willie.

Plus, he knows I’d tell all about the suck off behind his Dad’s

garage when we were fifteen.

He got his knees a bit dirty that day if I recall.

Wanted to see me everyday for two weeks straight after that.

JAMIE

No way! You and Samuel?!

No fucking way! Fuck me! You and Samuel?!

The next time I want the ball, he’d bloody well better start

passing it over that’s for sure. Fuck me!

THEY SHARE THIS MOMENT NOW. A PAUSE AND THEN.

JAMIE cont.

I just wish that I could help you sometimes.

You know, be a mate to you again, sometimes. But you’re just 

always too serious about everything. And everything’s turned sexual

with you. Everything’s not about who or what you shag.
Not all the time anyway. And serious. Your just too damned serious

all the time now. It’s like it’s you against the whole school. 

The whole world.

ISIAH

What’s wrong with serious and sexual?

JAMIE

And what’s wrong with light hearted and fun, just being a kid again?

Having mates? It’s not so bad you know. Being a kid around here.

ISIAH

I never said it was. There’s nothing wrong with it I suppose.

In fact, I recommend bad skin and a constant stiffy to everyone.

It’s kind of like a disease really.

JAMIE

Well, you only live once. And then there are the Bill’s,

the Wife, the Kid’s with the flu and all of the other shit that goes

with being an Adult. You know, fucked up responsibilities.

ISIAH

Well finger a Virgin, and sniff it twice. Look at that, Jamie’s 

become a fucking Philosopher on me.

JAMIE

Oh bugger off. 

JAMIE DOWNS THE  BEER NOW WITH ONE FINAL SWALLOW.

JAMIE cont.

I’ve got to be getting on anyway. Thanks for the Ale.

It’ll be dark soon, careful you’re not Queerbashed by the squirrels.

They’re a pretty nasty bunch with your kind I hear.

ISIAH

You’re such a Breeder. 

JAMIE

Proud of it. Laters.

ISIAH

Yeah, Laters. Hey, thanks. Just for stopping by and not smashing

my face.

JAMIE

Your welcome. Let’s just keep a distance at School though.

ISIAH

Not to worry, I have a reputation to up hold anyway. 

JAMIE RIDES OFF NOW. ANGLE ON ISIAH NOW. AS HE SURVEYS THE

NIGHT WALKERS IN THE PARK NOW.

-A DAY DREAM-

INT. ADAMS BEDROOM. NIGHT.

ADAM AND ISIAH CUDDLED TOGETHER ON THE LOVE SEAT

IN FRONT OF A GIANT FIREPLACE. A BIG PLUSH BED IN THE B.G.

FIRE BURNING BRIGHTLY, LIGHTING THE ROOM IN ROMANTIC

COLORS OF SPLENDOR.

ADAM AND ISIAH’S EYES BURN INTO EACH OTHER.

PRESENTLY WE HEAR ISIAH.

ISIAH V.O.

And so it was, with each climax until it dawned on me.

That if I could just have him physically, then, I wouldn’t even

care if he did it out of pity. If he’d just stay with me for the physical,

I wouldn’t care if he only stayed out of pitiness.

Because the truth was, I didn’t exist without him.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

INT. BOY’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

ISIAH IN THE BED NOW, HE MASTURBATES UNDER THE BLANKET.

ISIAH V.O. cont.

And so I prayed to God, that he would find it within 

his heart to bring me my love in this physical sense. And in that

prayer it was agreed, that if he did, I would Love him in Jesus

forever and ever. And that night, for a little while, he did.

When I closed my eyes, he did. And I Loved him over and over again.

It was quite Lovely actually.

INT. BOY’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

ISIAH’S MASTURBATORY CLIMAX, AND THEN HE CRAWLS TO THE SIDE OF THE BED. HE IS IN A DESPERATE SOB NOW, COVERED ONLY WITH THE BED SHEETS. HE STANDS LOOKING INTO THE MIRROR AGAIN FOR WHAT SEEMS LIKE HOURS. THE SOUND NOW: MUSIC.

AND NOW HE BEGINS TO MUTILATE HIS BODY AGAIN. CUTTING DEEP INTO HIS CHEST WITH A RAZOR. BLOOD POURS DOWN ONTO THE CHEST OF DRAWERS. NO PAIN SEEMS TO REGISTER IN THESE SAD, 

BLANK EYES. AS HE WATCHES THE BLOOD FALL AND POOL INTO ITS RESTING SPOT ATOP THE CHEST OF DRAWERS. HIS EYES WIDE WITH A MADNESS AND A DISTANCE FROM REALITY NOW.

DISSOLVE.

FADE IN:

INT. ADAMS OFFICE. AFTERNOON.

ANGLE ON ADAM NOW. 

ADAM SITS BEHIND HIS LARGE MAHOGANY DESK, ISIAH SITS AT THE SMALL WOODEN STUDENTS DESK, INTENTLY FOCUSED, HE WRITES IN A NOTE BOOK.

THERE IS A LONG MOMENT OF SILENCE AS ADAM WATCHES HIM INTENTLY FOCUSING ON HIS EVERY MOVE.

FINALLY, ISIAH LOOKS UP AT ADAM, A FAINT SMILE ON HIS FACE.

ADAM ACKNOWLEDGES THIS, COMES AROUND FROM HIS DESK AND TAKES UP THE PAPER ISIAH HAS JUST FINISHED WRITING. HE RETURNS TO HIS CHAIR, EYES STILL FOCUSED ON ISIAH.

AN UNCOMFORTABLE  SILENCE AND THEN.

ISIAH

I had a dream about you last night.

ADAM

Really, did I live?

ISIAH SHOOTS HIM A LOOK.

ISAIH

And then some. You were quite Alive in my dream.

I mean, Happy even.

ADAM

Let me guess, Happy Gay?

ISIAH FROWNS IN DISAPPOINTMENT NOW.

A PAUSE AND THEN.

ISIAH

Why do you hate me so much?

JAMIE

I don’t. I don’t hate you Isiah. I’m bloody terrified of you, but

that’s not hate. It’s a healthy fear is all.

ISIAH

Then why for the last two years have you ordered me here

everyday, just to sit here and stare at you for an hour and a half?!

If you’re afraid of someone you avoid them.

But if you’re really fond of them ?...

ADAM

It’s called in School detention. And it’s my job.

It gives you the chance to catch up on your missed assignments.

Thus, giving you the chance to Graduate with your mates.

ISIAH

Just me? That’s a laugh.

ADAM

No, not just you.

You simply have your own time for in School detention.

I’ve also got half of the idiots on the football team here everyday

as well. The Board sees it this way, you’ll have your detention

first, and then after the practice, everyone else, will have theirs.

You should be elated, it gives you a window of opportunity to escape your many Tormentors. All the other bloke’s are still on the Football field by the time you leave this office.  Trust me, it’s working out in your favor this way. 

ISIAH

So now I’m to believe that your doing me a favor?

ADAM

Isiah, you have no mates at this School.

Half of the Lad’s don’t know whether to Hump you, or Kill you.

Or both! Everyone’s terrified of you.

But I say, as long as you haven’t come in wearing a dress yet.

We’ll make it all work out. Let’s just stick with the Uniform, Lad.

ISIAH

Very funny. I don’t wear dresses. No more than you do.

And I’m not your bloody special Ed case either. But thank you,

I like the time alone with you. Really I do, I’ve come to look forward

to it actually. 

SILENCE. ADAM AVOIDS HIS EYES.

ISIAH cont.

I Love you so much. You have no idea, how much it hurts.

ISIAH’S EYES MISTY NOW.

ISIAH cont.

I’m sorry. I’m so sick of making a Git out of myself.

ADAM HESITANT FOR A MOMENT, COMES AROUND TO GIVE ISIAH A HANDKERCHIEF. ISIAH WIPES HIS FACE NOW.

SILENCE. ADAM CLOSES THE DOOR NOW. 

ADAM

Why don’t you talk to me, about what you want to do after

you fly the Coup here. What’s next? 

ISIAH

What are you talking about, I don’t know?

Your suppose to be my Counselor. Not just my Punisher.

ADAM GAPES AT HIM, COMPLETELY BEWILDERED.

ANGLE ON ADAM.

ADAM

I am your Counselor. Guidance Counselor,  I think we both know

that you’re completely beyond any guidance at this point.

You’ll get home and laugh at that later.

ADAM RETURNS TO HIS CHAIR, BEHIND THE DESK.

ADAM cont.

Let’s have a look at your assignment then, shall we?

Why don’t you read it too me. 

ADAM SLIDES THE PAPER BACK TO ISIAH, ACROSS THE DESK.

ADAM cont.

Remember, it doesn’t have to Rhyme or even make complete sense.

Words, strung together can do wonderfully dirty work.

So, why don’t you just relax and let’s have it.

ISIAH

Are you sure?

ADAM NODS. THERE IS A NERVOUS PAUSE AND THEN.

ISIAH cont.

Okay. I have to Warn you. It’s about a dead Irish boy I found.

Some time ago. He was Killed, near the River. I just never 

forgot about him. I write about him, alot.

ADAM

That’s Okay. Let’s hear it.

ISIAH PICKS UP THE PAPER NOW, SLOWLY BEGINS TO READ.

ANGLE ON ADAM AS ISIAH READS THIS MOST DISTURBING POETRY ALOUD NOW.

ISIAH reading

I thought I saw you tonight.

I thought I saw you again tonight, but I lost you in the Holocaust

of dreams. I thought I saw you tonight, but the apparition made me scream. I thought I saw you tonight, hovering at the foot of my bed, but then I realized how foolish I am. Because, you’re already dead.

ADAMS FACE, IMPRESSED, UNTIL-

ISAIH cont.

Come to me my Necrophilic Son and caress your dead Mother’s breast. Together we’ll force the coffin nails and steal the sex we deem best. Enter into this forbidden beast with no thought, no remorse. Spew your life into this dead, by your act fulfilling Oedipus’ dread. Your seed will die within these walls, for no children can be

bred. How foolish I, you’re already Dead.

ON ADAM, HIS MOUTH LEFT WIDE OPEN. SILENCE.

ISAIH cont.

You hate it. I shouldn’t have read it out loud.

ADAM

It’s the creative process that’s really important. How did you 

enjoy the process?

ISAIH

It was fine. But, you didn’t like it. I can tell.

Look, it’s just stupid thought’s put to quill and parchment anyway.

If you’d like, I could write you something else. 

From me to you, straight from the heart. A Poem perhaps?

-FLASHBACK-

EXT.  MOVIE THEATER. DOWNTOWN, THAMSEMEAD. NIGHT. RAIN.

ADAM AND A MALE FRIEND MAKE THEIR WAY FROM A MOVIE 

THEATER. IN THE SHADOWS ACROSS THE STREET ISIAH WATCHES.
THE PAIR STOP BRIEFLY BEHIND AN ALLY AND EXCHANGE A BRIEF KISS BEFORE HEADING OFF TO THEIR SEPARATE CARS. BUT ADAM LOOKS UP TO SEE ISIAH NOW. STARTLED, CONCERNED.

ISAIH, SOAKING WET, LOOKS EXTREMELY CRUSHED. HE WALKS AWAY.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

ANGLE ON ISIAH NOW. HE’S CONCENTRATING DESPERATELY.

ADAM DOESN’T MOVE NOW BUT INSTEAD WATCHES HIM.

AT THIS MOMENT ISIAH LOOKS PALE NOW. SMALL. ALMOST CHILDLIKE IN APPEARANCE.

SILENCE. THEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER. 

FINALLY.

ISIAH

That night. When I saw you in town?

I lied. I followed you home first. I’d followed you home, to tell

you something. Did you know that, could you feel me watching you?

THE CAMERA ARC’S THE FACES NOW.

ADAM STARING PIERCINGLY AT ISIAH. 

ISIAH, REALIZES THIS NOW AND OFFERS A QUICK COMPENSATION.

ISIAH

Don’t look at me like that. I wasn’t stalking you if that’s what you’re 

worried about. I just wanted to talk to you. I wanted to tell you something. But it was too complicated. It was much too complicated.

And then he showed up. And you looked so good, so happy.

You were sex on legs that day. And then, I just thought, I’d watch for a minute. Only a minute, I didn’t mean any harm.

A PAUSE.

ADAM

Is that how you spend your night’s, watching me, like some

lunatic?! Who else knows how you spend your evenings?

Who else knows?!

ISIAH

Knows what?! Look I already told you, I wasn’t stalking you.

ISIAH HIDES HIS FACE IN HIS HANDS, HIS EYES MOIST NOW.

ISIAH cont.

No one knows anything. I already told you, I don’t discuss us, 

with anyone. I’d never do that! Never. 

And it’s not a Goddamn wand that I have, waving over your bloody head or something. I shouldn’t have told you. I just needed to 

speak with you!

ISAIH SOBS DESOLATELY NOW AND WITHOUT CONTROL.

ADAM ATTEMPTS TO CALM HIM.

ADAM

Okay, I’m here now. It’s Okay. What was so important?

ISIAH

It was just complicated is all. And I thought it was all so very 

beautiful. And I screwed it all up. I should have just left.

It just gave me such great comfort. Just watching you from the street.

And I felt good that night. And I don’t have many good days. But you made me feel better. Even, after he showed up. I still felt better.

Because, that’s what you do to me. You make it better.

ADAM’S FACE AS HE CONSIDERS THIS.

ISIAH cont.

I shouldn’t have told you any of this.

People hate me because I’m honest about everything. And they hate it. I had to tell you. I’ve tried to tell you about it, so many times.

Everyone’s so busy trying to be loved for something they’re not.

Because they’re so afraid of being hated for what they are.

And now, it’s in your eyes too. You just think that I want to hurt you in some way. The truth is, I don’t want to hurt you at all.

I love you, but you don’t realize that yet. And now you just wonder 

what damage I intend to do your Career. Your personal life.

But I don’t care for any of that. With you, or with out you.

ADAM

Well you certainly know an awful lot about me don’t you?

ISIAH

Please don’t be angry with me, I couldn’t bear it.

And I can explain-

ADAM

Explain, snooping about?!

ISIAH

Really, I just needed someone to talk to. Someone to listen to me.

Only, I just couldn’t seem to get the words to call out.

Perhaps I just knew, that I didn’t belong there. I felt like a fish

out of the tank. But looking in. Please, just don’t be angry with me.

I don’t think I could stand it.

ADAM 

And what was it, that was so important? I think I need to know.

ISIAH

You already know. I didn’t mean any harm. Really I didn’t.

ADAM

Okay. I need you to listen to me very carefully now.

You must promise me that you won’t follow me home again. 

You mustn’t  follow any of the faculty to their private residencies, ever. You’ve got to find someone who’s nice, and your age.

I think you’re a great lad, really I do. But there can’t be an us.

It just won’t work, do you understand? I’m not angry with you.

I’m sorry if I haven’t always been as understanding with you, as I 

could have been. Because, I do understand. I’ve been where you are.

And these things, They just have a way of working themselves out.

But I need to make it clear, Isiah, the next person might not 
understand that you just needed Someone to talk with. Or that it’s just a crush that you have. People are always going to fear what they don’t understand. And then, they’ll feel as though their private lives are in danger from many things. For safety, from becoming public.

ISIAH

Are they afraid of silence, or the truth.

ADAM

Sometimes it’s in the silence that we can hear the truth.

Look lad, honesty is a wonderful thing. But the truth is not something, that we wear on our shirtsleeve. And not all truths are meant to be shared. I want you to promise me, that you won’t follow any faculty home anymore. And I’ll promise to be a better listener for you. Have we got an agreement?

ISIAH

Of course. You know I’d do anything for you.

I won’t do it again. Okay?

ADAM

Thank you. Now, do you feel any better?

ISIAH

Yes. I do. Can I ask you something now?

ADAM

Well, we’ve certainly shared today, why not.

ISIAH

How Old are you?

ADAM CONTEMPLATES TO ANSWER OR NOT.

ADAM

I’m Twenty Seven. Now times up. You’re a free man again.

Leave your paper on the desk. By the way, you get an A for your

work today. I think you’re ready for the Exam too. You’re caught up too. Don’t you think you’re ready?

ISIAH

I don’t know.

ADAM

I think you are. All right, get out of here. 

I’ve got the Footballer’s next.

ISIAH

I’m in no rush today. My old Man’s coming back tonight.

ADAM

Won’t he miss you then?

ISIAH

No. He’s going to beat my Ass is what he’s going to do. I drank his

whiskey.

ADAM

I remember those day’s as if they were yesterday. Trust me.

He won’t kill you about it. It’s too messy.

ISIAH

Guess I’d better be off then. Face the music.

ISIAH HESITATES AT THE DOOR, TURNS TO ADAM NOW.

ISIAH

About my Honesty?

ADAM

Yes?

ISIAH

I’m a fraud after all it seems. My old Man? 

He’d kill me if he knew. I mean, he’d really kill me if he knew, that I

was Dodgey. He hasn’t got a fucking clue. And I can’t tell him.

I want to, but I just can’t. Do you know what I mean?

ADAM CONSIDERS THIS, HIS EYES CLOSE TO MISTING OVER.

ADAM

Yeah. I think I do.

ISIAH

I’d better be on.

FINALLY ISIAH EXIT’S, ADAM COLLAPSES INTO HIS CHAIR, LIGHTING A CIGARETTE, DRAINED.

MOMENTS LATER THE INTIRE FOOTBALL TEAM STORMS INTO

THE OFFICE, THEIR SPIRITS HIGH.

ANGLE ON ADAM, HE TAKES A BOTTLE OUT OF HIS DESK DRAWER

AND POURS A TALL ONE BEHIND THE DESK.

THE SOUND NOW.  MUSIC THROUGHOUT THE FOLLOWING.

INT. THE BROWNSTONE. BOY’S BED ROOM AND HALLWAY.  NIGHT

ISIAH’S GETTING BEATEN BY HIS FATHER.

FATHER

Let go! Let me go! Fight like a Man!

ISIAH

Please!

FATHER

Let me go!

ISIAH

I can’t, please!

ISIAH HAS HIS ARMS AROUND HIS FATHER, PINIONING HIM.

FATHER

Damnit let go!

ISIAH

Please!

ISIAH CLINGS TO HIM TIGHTLY, HIS FATHER NOW WEARY AND TIRING. HE WRENCHES AN ARM FREE AND HITS ISIAH IN THE GUT,

STUNNING HIM. THEN HE HITS HIM AGAIN, HARD, SEVERAL TIMES,

METHODICALLY UNTIL ISIAH DROPS TO THE FLOOR IN AN UNTIDY 

HEEP. FATHER TURNS NOW, BREATH NOT COMING, AND WALKS AWAY NOT LOOKING BACK.

ANGLE ON ISIAH, ON THE FLOOR.

INT. A PUB. LATER THAT NIGHT.

A SPECTACULARLY DINGY BAR.

FATHER SITS DRINKING AT A TABLE, TALKING WITH HIS MATES ABOUT THE FIGHT WITH THE BOY. LOTS OF GESTURES, AND LAUGHTER. NOTHING AUDIBLE.

AN ABRUPT CUT; AS THE CAMERA SEGUES INTO-

INT. BOY’S BED ROOM. LATER. NIGHT.

ISIAH STANDS AT THE MIRROR, SHIRTLESS. HIS EYES BLANK.

WE CAN SEE NOW, VARIOUS BRUISES AT VARIOUS STAGES OF HEALING. HIS FRAME SMALL AND  FRAIL LOOKING. RIBS DISCOLORED. HE STANDS IN THE MIRROR CUTTING INTO HIS ARMS WITH A POCKET KNIFE, SHAKING WITH RAGE, A GHASTLY VISION.

DISSOLVE.

EXT. EXITER SCHOOL HOUSE AND GROUNDS. MORNING.

THE CHILDREN/ STUDENTS, FILE INTO THE SCHOOL BEFORE THE BELL.

INT. CLASSROOM. AFTERNOON.

ADAM AT THE BLACK BOARD.  

ANGLE ON ISIAH’S CHAIR, EMPTY.

ADAM GLANCES THE DOOR ONCE IN AWHILE LOOKING FOR ISIAH.

BUT HE’S NOT COMING TODAY.

INT. CLASSROOM. LATER, SAME AFTERNOON.

THE BELL SOUNDS NOW AND THE STUDENTS FILE OUT OF THE CLASSROOM.

EXT. THE BROWNSTONE. AS A CAR PULLS UP. PRE DUSK.

ADAM EXIT’S THE CAR READING A SLIP OF PAPER AS HE CLIMBS 

THE STEPS TO ISIAH’S BROWNSTONE. HE READS THE NUMBERS.

THEY MATCH THE SLIP OF PAPER IN HAND, AND HE MOVES TO DOOR.

INT. BOY’S BEDROOM. PRE DUSK.

ISIAH’S IN BED, ADAM ENTERS THE ROOM SLOWLY, CAUTIOUSLY.

THEY ACKNOWLEDGE EACH OTHERS PRESENCE NOW.

AN UNCOMFORTABLE SILENCE, AND THEN.

ADAM

Your front door was open.

ISIAH’S BODY COVERED WITH BLANKETS, HIS EYES SWOLLEN FROM A NIGHT OF TEARS AND FIGHT.

ISIAH

What do you want. I’m not your responsibility you know?

A SLIGHT PAUSE.

ADAM

Missed you today. We had an Exam. I gave it today, Because I 

thought you were ready for it. We discussed it yesterday.

ISIAH

And here, I thought you didn’t care.

ADAM

Jamie pointed out your flat for me. Wrote it down for me.

ISIAH

No more hand jobs for him then.

THERE IS SILENCE, ISIAH TURNS HIS FACE FROM ADAM.

ADAM 

If this is an excused absence?

I suppose I could let you make up the Exam, if you’re sick?

HE TURNS TO ADAM NOW, VENOMOUS, AND THEN MORE CONTROLLED.

ISIAH

You serious? Fuck me!

Look what do you want from me?! I told you already, I drank his whiskey up! Look, I don’t want to talk about this right now, so just give it a rest Okay?! I’d show you out but as it is, I can hardly walk all right. Look, I just think you should get out of here, Okay?

No offense, just not a good time for me is all.

ADAM ON THE VERGE OF GREAT EMOTION, LIFTS THE BLANKET AT ONCE AND GAPES ISIAH’S WOUNDS. HE IS HORRIFIED, ISIAH SNATCHES THEM BACK QUICKLY. BUT IT’S TOO LATE, THE DAMAGE

HAS BEEN SEEN. A PAUSE AND THEN.

ISAIH

Stop staring at me. I’m absolutely Ugly.

ADAM ON THE VERGE OF ANGRY TEARS, AND RAGE ITSELF.

ADAM

It’s going to be Okay. I’m going to go and call you some help.

ISIAH

I don’t want it, I just want you to leave me alone!

I’m absolutely horrible. Especially for you. I’m Ugly.

ADAM

You mustn’t say such things-

ISIAH

Why not, it’s true. I’m Ugly and he’s made me Uglier.

ISIAH BEGINS TO WEEP NOW.

ADAM

Can you stand up, where are your clothes?

I need you to come with me now, we need to see the nurse.

ISIAH

I’m not going Okay, so just stop it!

ISIAH AVOIDS ADAM’S EYES, ADAM STANDS HELPLESS.

ISIAH

Please, you really should go now. 

My old Man’s going to be home soon. You know how it is?

Please, just go.

ADAM CONSIDERS THIS FOR A WHILE, LOWERS HIS EYES NOW.

ADAM

I bought you your lesson’s.

ISIAH

It just keeps getting better.

ADAM

Look, someone’s going to have to look at you.

I can’t just leave you here like this!

ISIAH

I absolve you, there, feel better?

Now go with God. Someone needs to. Please just go!

ANGLE ON THE BEDROOM DOOR, FATHER BURST IN NOW.

THE ROOM STARTLES, ADAM FOR A MOMENT GAPES AT THE MAN TO ASTONISHED TO SPEAK.

FATHER

Who the fuck are you!

ISIAH

Fuck me!

ADAM

Adam Hale, I’m Isiah’s Literature Instructor.

I’m also his Senior Guidance Counselor. We missed him at Exam’s

this morning. I rang you, but there was no answer. Five times.

FATHER

Guidance Counselor huh, is that some sort of academic funny?

HE SIZES ADAM UP IN A MOMENT.

FATHER cont.

My boy in trouble again, what’d you do this time lad?!

ADAM

No. No trouble. I bought his lesson. But I wonder if I might 

have a word in private?

ISIAH

Please, don’t!

FATHER’S EYEBROWS RAISED AND HIS ANGER IS GROWING.

FATHER

What about, you say it’s no trouble the boy’s in?

What’s this word you’d like to have with me in private then?

BOTH ON THE VERGE OF A MAJOR FLARE UP, AT ANY MOMENT.

ADAM

This boy tells me, he can’t walk!

FATHER

Can’t walk, that’s what he tells you?

ADAM

He tells me that you put those marks all over him, and it’s because

of your beatings that he can’t walk!

FATHER

Can’t walk huh?! And that’s what he tells you?

ADAM

I don’t need to  tell you Sir, that those are very serious allegations!

FATHER

Allegation’s?! Shit, you are a teacher after all!

TO ISIAH NOW.

FATHER

Can’t even walk, is that what you told him?!

TO ADAM NOW.

FATHER cont.

Who the fuck do you think you are?! What do you think is 

really happening here, what’s really going on mate?!

Did he also tell you that I found him cutting on himself, did he 

tell you that?! Did he just so happen, to spill them little beans?

No, only the beatings! He wouldn’t tell you, that he comes up here

and just starts cutting on himself like a fucking piece of meat?! 

Did he mention that little tid bit? Of course not! 

Yes, I beat the shit out of him, kid got no fucking respect for adults! Raise a fucking hand to me, and I’ll knock you in the teeth too!

Can’t walk? He walks just fucking fine, it’s his brain 

that’s the fucking problem mate!

TO ISIAH NOW.

FATHER

Isiah, you get up. Get up and walk for this over educated brain trust here! Get up and walk like a man!

ISIAH CLIMBS FROM THE BED MASKING OBVIOUS PAINS.

HE GOES TO HIS FEET NOW, HE LOOKS TERRIBLY PALE, HIS WOUNDS, PULPY, RED AND PURPLE-BLACK, FIST SIZED MARKS, ON 

HIS STOMACH, CHEST, BACK AND RIB CAGE. BANDAGES COVER OTHER, MORE SERIOUS WOUNDS OF THE FLESH.

ISIAH

I’m fine Mister Hale, really I am. See?

ISIAH, HOBBLE’S A CIRCLE FOR US, HIS RIBS CLEARLY BROKEN.

ADAM EXPLODES AFTER WITNESSING THIS SPECTACLE OF FEAR AND INFLICTED PAIN.

ADAM

You Sir, are a bully! And with every fiber of my soul, I’ve every

intention of reporting this to the proper authorities!

ISIAH

Stop it! Just stop it, can’t you see that you’re just making it

worse for me?! 

ADAM SHOCKED, REALIZES HE PROBABLY HAS MADE THINGS WORSE, GRAPPLES WITH THIS THOUGHT NOW.

ISIAH cont.

You’re just making things worse. Why did you even come here?

ISIAH, GATHERS CLOTHES AND STORMS OUT OF THE ROOM .

EXT. STREET’S. NIGHT.

ISIAH GIMPING ON DOWN THE STREET.

INT. BOY’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

ADAM AND FATHER ON STUNNED. LOST FOR THE NEXT COURSE OF ACTION, UNTIL-

FATHER

You get the hell out of my flat!

AND WITH THAT FATHER TURNS AND WALKS AWAY OUT OF THE ROOM.

ANGLE ON ADAM FOR A MOMENT. HE IS STUNNED, AND WITHOUT WORDS.

EXT. THE PARK. LATER SAME NIGHT. FOG AND DRIZZLE.

PEOPLE LURKING ABOUT, A STEADY STREAM IN AND OUT OF THE TOILETS. LOTS OF STRANGE FIGURES BEHIND TREES AND BUSHES.

AN INJURED ISIAH STANDS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE BUSY PARK.

SUDDENLY, TO THE ABSOLUTE HORROR OF YOUNGMEN AND OLD ALIKE WHO ARE ON THE PROWL FOR SEX, ISIAH THROWS BACK HIS HEAD AND UTTERS A LONG-DRAWN-OUT, BLOOD-CURDLING ANIMAL CRY, SOMEWHERE BETWEEN INJURY AND LOSS OF A CUB, MIGHT DESCRIBE IT BEST.

MEN SCATTER FROM THE DARKEST OF CORNERS NOW.

DISSOLVE.

EXT. ON THE WINDOW OF A SMALL FRAMED HOUSE. NIGHT. FOG AND DRIZZLE.

THICK SHRUBBERY PROVIDES GOOD CONCEALMENT, AS ISIAH

PEERS INTO ADAM’S WINDOW. 

INT. ADAMS SMALL HOUSE. NIGHT. 

INSIDE, ADAM PACE’S THE FLOOR TALKING ON THE TELEPHONE.

HE LOOKS UPSET, EVEN WORRIED. THE HOUSE IS SPARSELY DECORATED, BUT DONE IN EXTREMELY GOOD TASTE. ROBERT MAPLETHORPE PHOTOS ADORN THE WALLS AS WELL AS  

OTHER, VERY FINE ART WORKS. THE FURNITURE IS ALL BLACK LEATHER AND SLATE GRAYS WITH NATURAL RED WOODS AND EXPOSED BRICK THROUGHOUT, COMPLIMENTED BY LARGE IN DOOR TREES.

EXT. ON THE WINDOW OF THE SMALL FRAMED HOUSE. NIGHT. FOG AND DRIZZLE.

ISIAH TWO FEET ABOVE THE GROUND AT THE WINDOW, PEERING INSIDE AT ADAM.

ADAM SHOULD BE OVER HEARD TO SAY;

ADAM over heard.

I don’t know exactly what to do Josh.

Well, all I do know, is if he doesn’t show up

for class tomorrow I’ve got to call everyone.

I’ve been out looking for him for over an hour.

I’ve got work in the morning. I wished you were too.

ISAIH LISTENS INTENTLY, HAVING HEARD ATLEAST THIS MUCH, HE TRIES TO GET IN CLOSER AS ADAM SPEAKS SOFTER NOW.

HE LOESS’S THE BALANCE HE HAD ON A SMALL ROCK AND FALLS TO THE GROUND, HARD.

HE PICKS HIMSELF UP, AND RUNS OFF NOW. SMILING WIDELY.

INT. ADAMS SMALL HOUSE. NIGHT. 

ADAM, NOT SURE IF HE’S HEARD A NOISE GOES TO THE WINDOW. TOO LATE. HE SEES NOTHING, CLOSES THE CURTAIN AND RESUMES 

HIS PHONE CONVERSATION.

EXT. THE BROWNSTONE. LATER SAME NIGHT. FOG AND RAIN.

ISIAH OPENS THE FRONT DOOR AND GOES INSIDE NOW, SLOWLY.

INT. THE BROWNSTONE. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT.

FATHER ASLEEP ON THE SOFA. BOTTLE OF WHISKEY IN HIS LAP.

ISIAH TURNS THE LAMP NEXT TO HIS HEAD OFF, HE OPENS AN EYE, LOOKS AT ISIAH, SAYS NOTHING BUT HOLDS HIS BOTTLE TIGHTER NOW, DRIFTING BACK TO SLEEP. AND WITH THAT, ISIAH WALKS ON UP THE STAIRS QUIETLY.

INT. CLASSROOM. NEXT MORNING. CLOUDY.

ADAM AT THE BLACKBOARD. 

ANGLE ON THE STUDENT’S NOW, THEY ARE INTENTLY FOCUSED STRAIGHT AHEAD. 

 AND NOW WE SEE, ISIAH AT HIS DESK, WATCHING ADAM CLOSELY.

ADAM, TEACHES AT THE BOARD, WELL AWARE OF ISIAH’S 

ACHES AND PAINS.

INT. ADAMS OFFICE. AFTERNOON.

ISIAH SITS ON THE CORNER OF ADAM’S DESK. SHIRTLESS.

ADAM TENDS TO HIS WOUNDS, FIRST AID KIT OPENED WIDE.

OCCASIONALLY ISIAH WINCES IN PAIN THROUGHOUT WHAT FOLLOWS.

THERE IS SILENCE, AND THEN.

ADAM

He’s bloody awful to you. Are you absolutely sure you won’t 

see the nurse?

ISIAH

Please, no nurse. Besides, I think your doing a bang up job, Mate.

ADAM

I’m no nurse. 

ISIAH’S RADIANT THIS AFTERNOON. HE BEAMS, ALL SMILES, HIS COLOR RETURNED, CHEEKS ROSY, LIPS RED, FULL. HE EATS FROM A TIN OF BISCUITS.

ISIAH

No, it’s more like the good Doctor is it?

ADAM

Hold still. What’s with you, I don’t see what’s funny here.

ISIAH

Nothing. It’s just, I just realized something is all.

ADAM

What’s that?

ISIAH

In order for me to get close to you, all I have to do is get my Ass Bashed. Think I’ll swing by the Football field on my way home.

ADAM

Yeah well, hardly seems worth it to me.

ISIAH

Well , you’re not me, are you Doc?

ADAM

Look Isiah, I need you to get serious here.

This crush that you have, I think it’s sweet, really, but I think

we’ve got some issues that need discussing. I need you to bury the 

crush, and talk to me Okay?

ISIAH

It’s not a bloody crush, stop saying that. You came to rescue me.

ADAM

It is a crush. And I’m flattered, really I am. But-

ISIAH

You think I’m too young and stupid to be in love.

You think I don’t even know what love is, but you are so wrong.

I know what love is. And I’ve seen and done things, lot’s of things.

But now, I just want to do them with you. So don’t insult my feelings and try and tell me what I feel is some bullshit. Because I know what’s real. And what I feel for you is real, even if you don’t feel it back. It’s very Real for me. It’s the only thing that’s certain in my whole life. You! And I think that you know it too.

Deep down, I even think that you feel it too.

Can you honestly tell me that you’ve never either by accident or 

intentionally caught yourself flirting back at me?

Adam, you flirt with me just as much as I flirt with you.

It’s nice like that, Adam.

ADAM

Don’t call me that!

ISIAH

It’s your bloody name, why can’t I call you by your Name?!

ADAM

Because we are not on a first Name basis. You’re my bloody

Student Isiah! 

ADAM ANGRY AND STILL CONSIDERING ALL THINGS SAID, LOOKS 

ALMOST A KID HIMSELF NOW.

ADAM cont.

We’re almost done here. I think you should have these Looked at.

I’m positive you’ve got atleast two broken ribs. There could be more.

But, I give up.

ADAM FUMBLES WITH THE FIRST AID KIT NOW, LOOKING AWAY.

ISIAH

Shit. I’ve gone and pissed you off. Fuck me! I’m sorry, really I am.

ADAM

No, you didn’t piss me off. I’m just worried for you Isiah.

Truth is, I don’t get involved with my students. It’s just not right.

It’s not you. I’m just not available Okay? And I don’t want you going around with these ideas. I need you, to just work on some 

other things. Some personal things. Home things.

THERE IS SILENCE.

ISIAH

I could quit. School I mean. I wouldn’t be you student anymore.

ADAM

Oh shut up. 

SILENCE.

ADAM cont.

I really must report all of this. These bruises.

ISIAH 

Please don’t do this to me.

I’m out of that house in four months, it’s Seventeen I’ll be!

Please, just let it go already.

SILENCE. ADAM STRUGGLES WITH THE THOUGHT AND IMPLICATIONS OF THIS. HE CONTINUES AVOIDING ISIAH’S EYE.

ADAM

Have you thought any more about University, or a Job?

ISIAH

Sure, University with my marks. You must be fucking choking 

up on the inside Doc. It’s Okay to just let it all out.

Go ahead and just laugh in my face. University.

THIS SEEMS TO BREAK THE TENSION OF THE ROOM.

ADAM

It’s not impossible for you to attend University.

ISIAH

Don’t need that. You see, I intend to Marry up.

He’s well educated too.

ARC SHOT NOW.

ISIAH cont.

And he’s young. Not too young mind you. He’s no kid.

He’s handsome. And kind. Very attentive to the little details.

But it seems he’s quite shy when it comes to affairs of the heart.

ISIAH’S EYE’S BURN THEIR WAY INTO ADAM’S SOUL.

ISIAH cont.

And he’s sex on legs. Makes me melt he does.

SILENCE. WHEN ADAM DOES SPEAK, HIS VOICE CRACKS AT THE WORST MOMENT POSSIBLE, HE KNOWS THIS TOO.

ADAM

Good luck with that. 

ADAM SHUTS THE FIRST AID KIT NOW.

ADAM cont.

All done.

ISIAH

Don’t need Luck. I know you’ll make an honest boy out of me.

ISIAH HOPS DOWN NOW, INCHES AWAY FROM ADAM. ADAM STEPS BACK QUICKLY, ISIAH PUTS HIS SHIRT ON CAREFUL OF HIS RIBS.

ISIAH cont.

Don’t think I’ll be able to wear white to our Wedding though.

Hope you won’t mind, maybe an off -off white, like Gray.

ADAM MAKES A JOKE ANYWAY, SWEAT BEADING DOWN HIS FACE.

ADAM

Not as pure as the driven snow any more?

WITH THOUGHT.

ISIAH

I’m as pure as any bit of snow, that’s been driven in by a motor car.

ISIAH MOVES IN A LITTLE CLOSER.

ISIAH cont.

I really want to thank you, for everything.

No one’s ever been so kind.

ADAM

Your more than welcome.

ISIAH ABRUPTLY REACHES OUT A HAND AND TOUCHES ADAMS FACE. ADAM HESITATES THROUGH A LONG SILENCE, ISIAH REACHES OUT THE OTHER HAND NOW. SUDDENLY A LONG KISS.

ADAM PULLS OFF NOW. A MOMENT OF SILENCE.

AND THEN-

ADAM

Please don’t do that again. 

SILENCE.

ANGLE ON ISIAH, NERVOUS.

ADAM

 I think you’d best be on now. It’s getting late.

ISIAH

Yeah. I think so too. 

HE MOVES TO EXIT, STOPS.

ISIAH

I love you.

ISIAH EXITS. ADAM FALLS BACK INTO HIS CHAIR NOW AND STARES OUT THE WINDOW.

THE CAMERA RISES SLOWLY AWAY FROM HIM AND BACK OUT THROUGH THE WINDOW.

EXT. PRACTICE FIELD. THE BOY’S BUSY IN PLAY. AFTERNOON.

THE SAME SHOT CONTINUES, DESCENDING SLOWLY TO THE STREET LEVEL UNTIL IT PICKS OUT ISIAH WALKING NOW, THE FOOTBALL PLAYERS IN THE FAR B.G. HE MOVES ALONG THE CAMPUS WALKWAYS NOW, LIMPING NOTICEABLY, HE IS IN THE GRIPS OF A JOY AS BIG AS THE WORLD IS. HE SMILES, EVEN AMID THE VOCAL TAUNTS OF THE FOOTBALL PLAYERS. HE CAN’T HEAR THEM TODAY.

-DAY DREAM-

EXT. RIVER BANK. DAY. WINTER CLOUDS.

ISIAH, CLEARLY IN A PANIC, IS RUNNING ALONG THE SAME RIVER BANK AS THE DEAD SOLIDER, SWEAT STREAMING DOWN HIS FACE, FALLING EVERY FEW FEET, MOVING AS FAST AS HE CAN.

UNTIL HE COMES OPON THE DEAD SOLIDER. HE LEANS IN TO SEE THE FACE. IT’S ADAM’S FACE. ANY CALM LEFT IN HIM IS SHATTERED NOW AND HE BURIES HIS HEAD INTO THE CHEST OF THE CORPSE AND SOBS..

EXT. RIVER BANK. NIGHT. BIG MOON.

ISIAH LOOKS OUT TO THE RIVER NOW, THE MOON LIGHT SHINES BRIGHTLY AND ISIAH’S EXPRESSION IS BLANK AND SOMBER.

HIS FACE A  MASK OF DISPAIR, BREATH RISING IN THE NIGHT AIR..

-BACK TO PRESENT-  

INT. BOY’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

THE SOUND NOW; MUSIC ON ISIAH’S RECORD PLAYER.

“SHOW AND TELL” AL WILSON.

ISIAH POSTING PHOTOGRAPHS OF ADAM ALL OVER THE ROOM,

HE DANCE’S ABOUT KISSING THE PICTURES.

THIS CONTINUES THROUGHOUT THE SONG, OR UNTIL THE DOOR 

BURST OPEN TO REVEAL HIS FATHER.

FATHER

I told you to turn that shit down Ten times!

FATHER RIPS THE RECORD OFF OF THE PLAYER AND SMASHES IT.

ISIAH 

What did I do to deserve that?! I didn’t touch your liquor!

You drank it all last night watching the football in your chair.

FATHER

Ten bloody times I’ve screamed for you to turn it fucking down!

And if I knock you around, I suppose you’ll run and tell the world?!

Since when is what goes on in this flat public business to be

hashed out for God and Queen?

ISIAH

It’s not Sir. Look, I told you already, he just bought my lesson by. 

That’s all. No more, no less.

FATHER

I see, no more, no less?

Do I look bloody stupid to you Son?!

ISIAH

You don’t look like much at all to me Father.

I’m busy. I just don’t want to talk about it, Okay?

FATHER

You know, you get away with a lot.  But I’ve been watching you.

No mate’s, late nights out, God knows where.

Cutting on yourself, like some fucking nut!

Do you know what I think?

ISIAH

Oh for fuck sake! No, what do you think Father, say it?!

FATHER SLAPS HIM ACROSS THE FACE, HARD.

FATHER

You watch your bloody tone with me lad!

I’ll tell you what I think.

FATHER LOOKS AROUND THE ROOM NOW, FOR OPEN DRUGS, ETC. 

WHAT HE SEES THOUGH, ARE THE PHOTOGRAPHS OF ADAM ALL OVER THE ROOM. AND NOW HIS EYE’S GLAZE OVER IN A SHOCK AND DISBELIEF. IT ALL HITS HIM AS IF IT WERE A BAG OF BRICKS. ALL AT ONCE NOW.

AND NOW, ISIAH KNOWS THAT HE KNOWS. THEY READ IT IN EACH OTHER’S FACES, THE MOVEMENTS.

SILENCE.

FATHER

What is this? What is this Shit?!

HE MOVES ABOUT THE ROOM, COLLECTING THE PICTURES.

FATHER cont.

What is this, what are you, dodgy now too?

Is that why you’re always getting at School.

ISIAH

No! Everybody gets it at School.

FATHER

Is that so? And is everybody at School, that’s getting it, keep pictures

of the handsome young teacher all over?

ISIAH

It’s not like that. Really, it’s not.

It’s not like that at all. You’ve got it wrong. It’s not like that.

FATHER

Then what is it like, Son, you tell me?!

Come on, what’s it like?

SILENCE, ISIAH’S EYES FALL TO THE FLOOR.

FATHER cont.

What’s it like?! Tell me!!

SILENCE AND THEN.

ISIAH

I can’t.

FATHER

Oh, you can’t. Jesus Christ.

HE FALLS BACK ONTO THE BED NOW. 

ISIAH STANDS TEARS STREAMING DOWN HIS FACE.

SILENCE.

FATHER cont.

I’ll kill him. I’m going to kill him.

ISIAH

No!

FATHER

Then you talk to me, you tell me what the bloody hell is going

on here! What’s it like?!

ISIAH

Something’s are just hard to say, Okay.

Something’s, are just too hard to say!

FATHER

I’ll kill him. I’ll blow a hole in him is what I’ll do!

ISIAH SNAPS NOW, BLOWING UP.

ISIAH

No! I love him, do you understand?!

I love him, and I think I’ve always loved him.

ISIAH SLIDES DOWN A WALL NOW, SITTING ON THE FLOOR.  

HE SOBS, HIS KNEES DRAWN UP HIDING HIS FACE.

FATHER

You Love him? What, what is this?

What the fuck are you talking about?!

ISIAH

I love him. I love him so much, it hurt’s. It hurts!

There, are you Happy?! I’ve said it, I’m Dodgy, a Queer, a Bender!

Congratulations, you’re the last person in all of England to not know!

ISIAH SOBS DESOLATELY NOW.

HIS FATHER SEES ONLY RAGE NOW AND GRABS HIM UP OFF OF THE FLOOR, HIS LIMP BODY LIKE A RAG DOLL. HE SLAPS HIM, HARD. 

ISIAH, COVERS HIS FACE DEFENSIVELY, BUT IS PUNCHED IN THE GUT. FALLING TO THE FLOOR IN A CRUMPLED MASS, HOLDING HIS STOMACH. HIS FATHER KICKS HIM NOW, HARD, AND THEN HE KICKS HIM AGAIN. HE GRABS ISIAH UP AND MAN HANDLES HIM OUT THE BEDROOM, THROUGH THE HALL, DOWN THE STAIRS AND TO THE FRONT DOOR, TOSSING HIM INTO THE STREETS. ISIAH HITS THE STREET, HARD. FATHER SLAMS AND LOOKS THE DOOR NOW.

FATHER

You get out of my flat, do you hear me!

Get out, of my house!

EXT. BROWNSTONE. NIGHT. DRIZZLE.

ISAIH IN THE STREET ON HIS BACK, NEIGHBORS GATHERING NOW.

INT. BROWNSTONE. NIGHT.

FATHER COLLAPSES ONTO HIS CHAIR. HIS WORDS NOW ALMOST SILENT.

FATHER

Get out of my house. You’re not Welcome here, Anymore.

EXT. BROWNSTONE. NIGHT. DRIZZLE.

ISIAH ALMOST UNABLE TO WALK AT ALL, SEVERELY INJURED. TRIES TO PICK HIMSELF UP. BUT HE CAN’T MANAGE IT ALONE.

 A CROWD GATHERED TO GAWK IN MASS NOW.

EXT. STREET. NIGHT. DRIZZLE.

JAMIE COMES OUT OF A NEARBY HOUSE AND HELPS ISIAH GAIN HIS FOOTING, HELPING HIM TO HIS FEET. THE TWO CONTINUE ON 

DOWN THE WET STREET NOW. ISIAH LEANING ON JAMIE FOR SUPPORT. AND THEY SIMPLY WALK ON DOWN THE STREET

UNTIL THEY DISAPPEAR OUT OF THE CAMERAS VIEW. ON LOOKERS

WHISPERING IN AUDIBLY.

INT. BOY’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

FATHER TOSSES THE ROOM IN A RAGE.

AS HE PACKS A SUIT CASE FULL OF ISAIH’S CLOTHES.

ANGLE ON A PILE ON THE FLOOR. GAY PORNO, ASSORTED GAY PARAPHERNALIA AND GAY LOOKING CLOTHES, PICS OF ADAM.

DISSOLVE.

EXT. TEACHER’S PARKING LOT.  EXITER SCHOOL. DAY BREAK. RAIN.

ISIAH WAITS BEHIND A TREE, FOR ADAM.

AS DAYBREAK DAWNS, HE LOOKS A SIGHT, DARK CIRCLES UNDER HIS EYES, PALE, SOAKING WET AND POORLY DRESSED FOR THE ELEMENTS.

WITH EACH CAR THAT PULLS IN, HE SPIES THE TERRAIN, AND THEN DUCKS BACK BEHIND COVER. UNTIL FINALLY, ADAM PULLS IN AND PARKS. FEARING HE’LL BE SEEN BY OTHERS, HE PITCHES PEBBLES AT ADAM TO GET HIS ATTENTION, AND HE DOES. ADAM APPROACHES CAUTIOUSLY AT FIRST AND THEN, OPON SEEING HIM QUICKLY. NO WORDS TO BE SPOKEN, HE WRAPS HIS COAT AROUND HIM, TAKES HIM INTO HIS ARMS, AND LEADS HIM IN DOORS.

INT. OFFICE. DAWN.

ISIAH PACES THE FLOOR OF ADAMS OFFICE, HE STOPS TO LOOK OUT THE WINDOW EVERY FEW SECONDS. CLEARLY TERRIFIED TO DEATH OF EVERYTHING AND EVERYONE NOW.

ADAM ENTERS MOMENTARILY WITH TEA AND FOOD NOW, CLOSING THE DOOR BEHIND HIM.

ADAM

Dear lord, what’s happened to you?

BUT ISIAH WON’T SPEAK. HE BOBS BACK AND FOURTH NOW, EATING AND DRINKING THE TEA, HIS EYES GLAZED OVER.

ADAM cont.

I’m calling your Father.

ADAM DIALS THE HOUSE, BUT THE PHONE RINGS WITHOUT ANSWER.

ADAM

I can’t help if you don’t explain what’s happened.

I want to help you, please. Isiah, you must talk to me.

Do you need the Police, has there been an accident?

ISIAH JUMPS UP NOW AND STARTS FOR THE DOOR.

ADAM MAKES A START TO STOP HIM, BUT ISIAH WAIVES HIM OFF.

THERE IS A MADNESS IN HIS EYES NOW AND ADAM STOPS. 

INT. EXITER SCHOOL, HALLWAYS. 

ISIAH WALKS AWAY AND OUT THE DOORS. ADAM CAN ONLY WATCH. HE DISAPPEARS AROUND A CORNER.

ADAM GOES BACK TO HIS OFFICE NOW AND STARTS TO DIAL NUMBERS. AND NOW THE HONORS STUDENTS BEGIN TO SHOW UP. OBLIVIOUS.

EXT. ACROSS THE STREET FROM EXITER SCHOOL. WOODED TRAILS.

MORNING. CLOUDY. 

ISIAH, BEHIND SOME BUSHES LOOKS ON AT THE SCHOOL, AS IT’S PARKING LOT BEGINS TO SLOWLY FILL NOW. HE WINCES IN PAIN.

EXT. EXITER SCHOOL. PARKING LOT. CLOUDY.

ISIAH’S FATHER PULLS IN, AND EXITS THE MOTORCAR WITH ISIAH’S

SUITCASE IN HAND. HIS STRIDE IS QUICK AND DETERMINED.

EXT. ACROSS THE STREET FROM EXITER SCHOOL. WOODED TRAILS.

MORNING. CLOUDY. 

ISIAH WATCHES HIS FATHER ENTER THE SCHOOL NERVOUSLY.

INT. EXITER SCHOOL, HALLWAYS. 

FATHER STOMPING DOWN THE HALL, PARTING CHILDREN WITH HIS BIG ARMS ALONG THE WAY TO ADAM’S OFFICE. ISIAH’S PACKED SUITCASE IN HAND.

EXT. ACROSS THE STREET FROM EXITER SCHOOL. WOODED TRAILS. MORNING. CLOUDY.

ISIAH WALKS QUICKLY NOW, THROUGH THE TRAILS AWAY FROM THE SCHOOL, IN A PANICKED RUSH TO MAKE DISTANCE.

INT. EXITER SCHOOL, HALLWAYS.

FATHER EMERGES FROM THE CLUTTER OF STUDENTS LOITERING BEFORE CLASS, HE LOOKS ONE WAY, THEN ANOTHER AND CONTINUES TO ADAMS OFFICE UNDAUNTED AND DETERMINED.

INT. OFFICE. MORNING.

ADAM ON THE PHONE, THE DOOR SUDDENLY BURST OPEN TO ADMIT 

FATHER, PLAINLY IN A STATE OF OVER-EXCITEMENT. HE LOOKS LIKE A MAD MAN, EYES WIDE, TEETH CLENCHED, THE OLD DECREPIT FLOWERED SUITCASE IN HIS LARGE HANDS.

HE HAS ADAM’S ATTENTION NOW, AS HE REACHES FOR A CHAIR AND PUTS IN FRONT OF THE DOOR; ADAM PUTS THE PHONE ON ITS HOOK NOW.

SILENCE, AND THEN-

ADAM

I’ve just been on the line with the social services department.

Isiah was here this morning at dawn, hysterical.

He wouldn’t speak to me. Perhaps it’s best if we spoke.

The Authorities are probably at your residence even as we speak.

FATHER

Is that so? 

ADAM

Yes. That is so. 

HIS APPEARANCE STARTLES ADAM NOW, AND HE BLINKS OF A FEAR WITHIN NOW. HE KNOWS THE DOOR IS BLOCKED, AND IT’S AS IF WE CAN SEE HIS MIND START TO WORK TOWARDS A SURVIVAL PLAN. HE SURVEYS POSSIBLE WEAPONS HE COULD USE, ESCAPE ROUTES, ETC. BUT FIRST, HE’LL TRY TO OUT WIT FATHER WITH CONVERSATION.

ADAM

He didn’t look well at all. I’m very concerned for him at

this point. Perhaps, the best course of action would be to form a

search party. That is, assuming you don’t already know were

to find your Son?

FATHER

You fucking pedofile. You do know that I should kill

you right now, don’t you?

ADAM

I’m not exactly following just what is going on here.

What’s going on?

FATHER

Oh, now you just don’t understand?

No Idea then?

ADAM

No. Do you want to play charades about it?

FATHER

Don’t fuck with me, I’m not Sixteen years old you shit!

HE TOSSES THE SUITCASE AT ADAM, HARD. IT HITS HIM BEFORE 

HE HAS TIME TO REACT, AND ISIAH’S CLOTHES SPILL OUT ALL OVER THE DESK AND FLOOR NOW.

ADAM

Okay, that’s enough!

FATHER

Oh, enough, enough?!

HE FUMBLES IN HIS COAT POCKET NOW, FINALLY GETS A HOLD OF SOMETHING. IT’S A BAG OF GAY PARAPHERNALIA. HE DUMPS IT OUT ONTO THE DESK NOW. SILENCE, AND THEN HE FUMBLES IN THE OTHER POCKET, PULLS OUT A REVOLVER NOW, POINTING IT WILDLY ABOUT THE ROOM.

FATHER cont.

You have the stones to talk to me about enough?!

You of all people, talk to me about enough?

You’re stuffing my kid, and you talk to me about enough?

I should kill you, do you understand dead?!

Do you have any remorse at all?

You seduced a child. A child! How could you?

HE REALLY HARDENS UP NOW, A SILENCE AND THEN.

FATHER cont.

And now, you’re going to take him.

Do you understand? You’re going to take him, or I’ll kill 

you right here. Right where you stand!

ADAM

There’s been a huge misunderstanding Sir.

He kissed me, I didn’t kiss him. You’re Son, has these feelings.

A crush really. But it’s nothing. It’s true, he’s Gay. But we are

not anything but Student and Teacher.

FATHER

You fucking lying Fairy, prating around with these little children.

Tell me something, do you Fancy all of your lads? Is that what your

kind do, get these jobs where the picking’s are always in your favor?

Tell me, do you fuck all of your lads?!

ADAM

No! I don’t fuck any of my lads!

FATHER

I should cut your Willie off.

ADAM

Look, Isiah’s just a Gay kid with tons of confusing thoughts swimming about in his head. But it’s just Gay he is, he’s not a bad person. And it’s your compassion and love that he needs now, more than ever. Not your scorn. I don’t think the poor boy can handle much more. The boy needs help. Now.

SILENCE, FATHER PUTS THE GUN DOWN ON THE DESK NOW.

ADAM SNATCHES IT UP QUICKLY. CHECKS THE CHAMBER. NO BULLETS. HE PISSES HIMSELF NOW.

FATHER

You take him. You take him, or everybody’s going to know what kind of after School things are really going on here, mate. 

ADAM

Sooner or later, you’re going to have to deal with your child. It’s 

help he needs, not the back of your hand! He needs his Dad.

FATHER

If he shows himself at my door, I will kill him.

Do you understand that? You’d best take care of him now.

ADAM

My God, do you even hear what it is you’re saying?

FATHER

Me? You seduced him. You Fucked him! 

He cuts on himself, and I think it’s because if you. Head games your playing, or maybe you really won’t touch him, I don’t know. I don’t want to know anymore.

But what I do know, is that he says he loves you. And it’s you that he gets. You won the prize, you win. What a prize it is too.

You take him home. If he comes back to me, I don’t know what 

I’ll do. He yours now.

AND WITH THAT HE SIMPLY TURNS AND WALKS AWAY. HE DOESN’T 

TURN BACK. HIS FACE STONE, BLANK. ADAM RELEASES HIMSELF NOW, HIS EXPRESSION TORMENTED.

ADAM

Please wait! Please.

HE IS GONE NOW.

ADAM cont.

Fuck me!

INT. THE PARK. A WATER PUMP HOUSE. NIGHT. RAIN.

A FIRE BURNS DOWN IN A LARGE  COFFEE CAN, WHICH SITS ON THE COLD CEMENT FLOOR OF AN OLD WATER PUMP HOUSE ON THE PARK GROUNDS. THE OLD WOODEN DOOR BARELY HANGS ON TO IT’S HINGES HAVING BEEN SMASHED IN BY ISIAH AND JAMIE THE PREVIOUS NIGHT. 

SLUMPED IN A CORNER OF THIS VERY SMALL, DIRTY SPACE, ISIAH, HIS BACK LEANING AGAINST THE WALL, ADAMS COAT FROM THE PREVIOUS DAY DRAPED OVER HIM, HE LOOKS LIKE A WOUNDED PUPPY. HURT, COLD, TIRED, SCARED, HUNGRY, LOST AND FRIGHTENED. 

THE ONLY SOURCE OF LIGHTING HERE COMES FROM THE FIRE IN THE CAN, AND A STREET LAMP IN THE PARK, WHICH SNEAKS BEAMS

OF SOFT LIGHT INTO STRANGE CORNERS OF THE PUMP HOUSE.

THIS PUMP HOUSE HAS LONG BEEN ABANDONED AND WAS PROBABLY BUILT SOMETIME AROUND THE TURN OF THE CENTURY,

BUT TONIGHT, IT’S HOME TO ISIAH AND THE PARK RATS.

AND NOW ISIAH CLOSES HIS EYES, RELUCTANTLY, AND DRIFTS OFF TO SLEEP.

DISSOLVE.

EXT. THE PARK. NIGHT. RAIN. 

ADAM WALKS THE PARK LOOKING FOR ISIAH. BUT HE IS NOWHERE

TO BE FOUND.

A MONTAGE NOW; THE SOUND NOW: MUSIC THROUGHOUT.

EXT. THE STREETS OF THAMSEMEAD, ENGLAND. NIGHT. RAIN.

MOVING.

INT./ EXT. ADAM’S MOTOR CAR. NIGHT. RAIN. MOVING.

ADAM DRIVES THE STREETS, SEARCHING FOR ISIAH.

HE CHECKS THE BARS AND HUSTLER AREA’S OF TOWN.

INT. MONTAGE. NIGHT. RAIN.

HE CHECKS THE HOSPITALS, THE POLICE STATION, TRAIN STATION,

BUS DEPOT. NO SIGN OF ISIAH. THE MUSIC CONTINUES INTO-

EXT. ROAD ATOP A HILL, THAMSEMEAD. DAWN. CLOUDY AND CHILLY. ADAM PARKED.

ADAM STANDS LOOKING DOWN ON THE SOMBER TOWN, A STRANGE

MIX OF EIGHTEENTH AND NINETEENTH CENTURY BUILDINGS, HILLS AND A FEATURELESS TERRAIN, BROKEN ONLY BY SMOKE STACKS,  FACTORIES, PUBS AND A RIVER. THIS DAWN, IT LOOKS THE WORST PLACE ON EARTH TO BE WITH OUT SHELTER, AS THE WINDS WHIP IN FROM THE NORTH AND THE RAIN PUSHES OUT, ADAM KNOWS, THE SNOW CAN’T BE FAR OFF. AND HE WEARS A TROUBLED,  EVEN PAINED EXPRESSION.

INT. ADAM’S CAR. DAWN. CLOUDY. MOVING.

ADAM RACES THROUGH THE TOWN, TEARS WELLING UP IN HIS EYES NOW.  HE DRIVES ON A CURVY ROAD AT BREAK NECK SPEEDS.

EXT. NEAR THE BROWNSTONE. AT JAMIES HOUSE. MORNING. CLOUDY.

JAMIE STANDS OUTSIDE TALKING WITH ADAM. ADAM IN THE CAR.

NOTHING AUDIBLE.

MOMENTS LATER, ADAM PEELS OUT AND THE CAR DISAPPEARS FROM THE CAMERA’S VIEW AT A HIGH RATE OF SPEED.

INT. THE PARK. PUMP HOUSE. MORNING. CLOUDY.

ISIAH ASLEEP UNTIL HE WAKES TO SEE ADAM STANDING ABOVE HIM. HE STARTLES AWAKE AT ONCE. 

ADAM REACHES DOWN AND SCOOPS HIM UP NOW.

INT. ADAMS MOTOR CAR. MORNING. CLOUDY. MOVING.

ADAM RACES THROUGH THE SLOWER MOVING TRAFFIC,

ISIAH IN THE PASSENGERS SEAT. HE LOOKS PALE, SICKLY, ALMOST TRANSPARENT. DRIED BLOOD POOLS AROUND HIS MOUTH AND NOSE. DIRTY.

EXT. HOSPITAL EMERGENCY DEPT. MORNING. CLOUDY. MOVING.

AND NOW ADAM PULLS INTO THE HOSPITAL DRIVE QUICKLY PARKING. HE RUNS AROUND THE CAR AND SCOOPS ISIAH UP FROM THE PASSENGER SEAT, RUNS INTO THE EMERGENCY DEPARTMENT.

ISIAH IN HIS ARMS.

INT. HOSPITAL EMERGENCY WAITING ROOM. DAY.

ADAM PACES THE WAITING ROOM. UNTIL-

A NURSE SUMMONS HIM, AND HE FOLLOWS HER TO-

INT. HOSPITAL RECOVERY ROOM . ISIAH’S ROOM. DAY.

ADAM ENTERS SLOWLY AT FIRST, AND THEN SEEING THAT ISIAH IS UP, STEPS COMPLETELY INSIDE THE ROOM. THE NURSE EXITS NOW,

LEAVING THE TWO TO HAVE PRIVACY.

ISIAH, NOW CLEAN, TWO INTRAVENOUS TUBES IN HIS ARMS, OTHER THAN THAT, HE LOOKS MUCH BETTER NOW. PLATE OF FOOD HALF EATIN ON THE TRAY IN FRONT OF HIM. 

SILENCE AND THEN-

ISIAH

I knew you’d come for me. We’re good together right?

ADAM

Cut the shit Isiah. There is no us and there never will be, an us.

You’ve got to understand that. 

ISIAH

Then why are you here if you really believed that?

ADAM

Because I care. I care about you, and I care what happens to you.

Because, we need to talk.

ISIAH

So, how’d you find me?

ADAM

Jamie. He told me he helped you break into the old pump house.
You we’re wrong. You do have mates.

ISIAH

Such a Wanker. He’s homophobic you know?

And yet, he’s a closet Homo. Do you fancy that? It doesn’t make 

any sense really, does it?

ADAM

I know what’s happened at home. With your Dad.

ISIAH

He knows. For the first time in my life I’m not afraid of anyone or

anything, not anymore. Except you. I’m afraid of you.

Because of the things that you make me feel. Inside.

It Hurts so much sometimes, and then, at the same time it’s 

just killing my insides, It feels fucking fantastic too! It’s hard

to explain. Have you ever felt like that about another person before?

SILENCE.

ISIAH cont.

And now, I have no more secrets. None. That was the

last one. You should try it sometime too. I think you’d feel

a whole lot better. Trust me. It’s liberating actually.

Anyway, I’m glad he knows. And I’m glad that you know.

He knows about you too, by the way.

ADAM

Isiah, what he knows is a lie. Remember you’re honesty.

How could you possibly feel good about that. There is no us, no we.

Not like that.

ISIAH

Stop saying that! Of course there is. You wouldn’t be here if there wasn’t. You’re sex on legs today by the way. 

ADAM

Wake up Isiah, what are you doing? This has gone on long enough.

You need some help. And that’s why I’m here. You’ve been cutting 

into yourself. The Doctor tells me, atleast two of them required more 

than thirty two stitches. That’s frightening.

ISIAH

That’s nothing! And it doesn’t hurt half as bad as not having you.

It’s not even a fraction of the Hurt that your giving me, right now!

ISIAH TURNS AWAY NOW.

ISIAH cont.

He doesn’t want me to come around anymore. Did you know that?

SILENCE.

ISIAH cont.

She didn’t want any of us. Just went out to get a pack of smokes

and kept going. I always thought it was his fault you know.

The reason she never came back. But then, when I was a kid.

She’d call, And they’d talk. And she never even asked to speak to me.

And then, one day. She just stopped calling any of us.

Why doesn’t anyone ever want me? Am I that hideous?

Am I such a horrible person, I can change.

ADAM UNABLE TO GIVE AN IMMEDIATE ANSWER, FALLS INTO A CHAIR NOW. HE GRAPPLES WITH THE WORDS TO COMFORT A LOST CHILD. ISIAH’S ALL CRIED OUT, WAITS FOR THE ANSWER.

IN SILENCE THEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER.

ADAM

No. No you’re not a horrible person. I think you know that too.

And you don’t have to cut into your flesh, to feel alive. No one does.

And I assure you, you’re going to be fine. And your Father.

Your Father want’s you very much. He’s just afraid right now.

But that’s not your fault. It’s not.

And I want you to know, no matter what anyone tells you,

It’s Okay to be who and what you are. It’s Okay to be dodgy.

Don’t change anything, it just wouldn’t be right.

ISIAH

I feel so alone. It hurts, It really hurts.

ADAM

I know mate.

I made some phone calls. And I found this wonderful place.

HE GIVES ISIAH A BROCHURE.

ADAM

I found this place, in the country side. And it’s a place that can help you. They want to help. And I want you to let them Help you.

And, they specialize in Lad’s like you. You know, Dodgy.

ISIAH

I couldn’t. I just can’t. I won’t know anyone.

ADAM

Yes you can. You can do this.

You can’t go back to your flat, it’s just not safe there for you anymore.

ISIAH
I can’t be without you either, so what?! I’m not going.

SILENCE AND THEN-
ADAM

It’s not up to you anymore, or me, or your Father or any one for that 

matter. It just has to be done now. You can’t stay in the bloody park, 

you’ll be bashed and God knows what!

ISIAH

I won’t do it.

ADAM

Please, Isiah, don’t make it harder. 

Four months is all, and you’ll be Seventeen. 

ISIAH

But I want to Graduate with my mates!

ADAM MAKES A JOKE TO BREAK THE TENSION.

ADAM

You haven’t got any mates.

ISIAH

I thought you were my mate.

ADAM

I need you to listen to me closely. This is very important.

You have to go to this place. The park, is a very Dangerous place

 for a boy your age. Especially that particular Park!

ISIAH

What are you, afraid some randy old Git’s going to flash me his Willie? Well your too late. Or are you afraid that I’ll be bashed by the other Queers, because those are the only people that ever go there. Our kind of people! What about you and I? You see, I can’t go.

ISIAH’S FACE LIGHTS UP SUDDENLY, HE GLARES AT ADAM NOW.

ADAM

What?

ISIAH

I’ll go. If you only, let me spend one evening with you.

And we don’t have to do anything, we could just sit and talk, all night. Please say yes, and I’ll promise to go to that prison 

camp for you.

ADAM

It’s not a prison camp. 

SILENCE, ISIAH’S EXPRESSION DARKENS.

ADAM cont.

I just, don’t think that’s such a good idea Isiah.

RIGHT NOW AT THIS VERY MOMENT, ISIAH IS PLEADING FOR HIS VERY LIFE, AND WE SEE THAT IN HIS EYES.

ISIAH

On your sofa! I mean, I’ll sleep on your sofa. Just one night.

Tonight?! We’ll talk, and then in the morning, I’ll go. I promise.

I just need to be with you, tonight. I just need to be close to you.
No one will ever know either, how could they?! And I won’t touch you at all, I promise. And I’ll make the Tea and everything.

Oh God, please just say yes for me! Take me with you?!

AND HE TURNS OFF. GONE.

ADAM ALMOST UNABLE TO GET THE WORDS OUT, KNOWS THIS IS A GRAVE MOMENT IN THIS BOY’S LIFE.

ADAM

I don’t , think that’s going to be possible Isiah.

I’m sorry. The thing is, I thought maybe, I’d come and see you.

Sometime. Check on you. On weekends, maybe.

Maybe, I could even bring Jamie around sometime.

ISIAH

Wow. Okay. I don’t know what to say. I feel like such a fucking Git!

ADAM
Don’t-

ISIAH

Don’t what?! Look like an asshole, cry, dance a fucking jig, 

don’t what?!

ISIAH’S WORDS ACTUALLY HURT HIM NOW, HE HAS TROUBLE FORMING THEM, HE DRY HEAVES.

ISIAH

I just don’t know If I can do this anymore.

You see, it’s just not as easy as you think to fix.

And I know you’re trying so hard to help me, really I do.

I think I just need a bit alone now.

ISIAH VOMITS ON HIMSELF, ITS REALLY MESY. 

ISIAH cont.

It hurts. It hurts so much. I love you, so much!

HE VOMITS AGAIN, THIS TIME HE TURNS HIS HEAD TO THE SIDE.

ISIAH cont.

Why can’t you just love me back, the way that I love you for just one fucking night?! Let me prove how much I love you Adam?!
That’s all I ever wanted from you.

That’s all I ever Wanted, to love you, and be loved by you, and only you! You don’t even care about that, do you?

THE WORST SEEMS TO HAVE PASSED NOW.

SILENCE AND THEN.

ADAM

I should get the nurse, for you.

When you’re feeling a little better, perhaps I’ll drive you to that place. Nice long drive in the country. Late Supper. We could talk, 

like mates. You should, wipe your face.

ISIAH

Why? I haven’t got a tissue.

ADAM

I’ll get you some, when I get the nurse. 

Then you can wipe it proper. Be right back.

ADAM EXITS THE ROOM TO SUMMON THE NURSE.

INT. ISIAH’S HOSPITAL ROOM. DAY.

ADAM RETURNS WITH THE NURSE AND TISSUES.

BUT ISIAH IS GONE. ADAM FRANTIC, RUNS OUTSIDE TO LOOK FOR 

HIM, BUT HE WON’T BE FOUND TODAY. 

DISSOLVE.

THE SOUND NOW: MUSIC. A GREGORIAN CHANT CHORUS, WHICH CONTINUES THROUGH THE FINAL CREDITS GROWING LOUDER AND LOUDER OVER TIME.

INT. EXITER SCHOOL, HALLWAYS. ONE WEEK LATER. SUNNY DAY.

ANGLE ON ISIAH AS HE ENTERS THE BUILDING, HE CALMLY WALKS

DOWN THE LONG, CLEAN HALLS TO ADAM’S CLASSROOM.

TRACKING SHOTS NOW, ANGLE ON ISIAH, HIS EYES GLAZED, HAIR UNKEMPT, HE SHAKES WITH RAGE, FEAR AND MADNESS. WHAT LITTLE PEOPLE COULD BE FOUND WONDERING THE HALLWAYS PART WHEN THEY SEE THIS GHASTLY IMAGE APPROACHING AND WITH GOOD REASON.

HE LOOKS LIKE A MAD MAN, AS HE MUMBLES IN-AUDIBLY TO HIMSELF- EVER FOCUSED ON WHAT EVER TASK HE HAS IN MIND.

HE ROUNDS THE FAMILIAR HALLWAYS WITH DETERMINATION AND CONCENTRATED THOUGHT, SLOWLY, CASUALLY.

INT. CLASSROOM. SUNNY DAY.

ADAM AT THE BLACKBOARD, STUDENTS FOCUSED STRAIGHT AHEAD. THERE IS A MOMENT AND THEN;

ANGLE ON THE DOOR, AS IT OPENS TO REVEAL ISIAH. 

TEETH CLENCHED, SURVEYING THE FACES OF THE ROOM.

A DEFINING SILENCE NOW.

ISIAH STEPS INTO THE ROOM NOW, THE CLASSROOM SILENTLY

ATTENTIVE TO HIM RIGHT NOW, ALL EYES.

HE WALKS OVER TO ADAM NOW, WHO’S SHAKING LIKE A LEAF UNSURE OF ANYTHING RIGHT NOW, AND HUGS HIM. IT’S A TIGHT EMBRACE. AS IF HE WOULD FLY AWAY IF HE LET GO, HE HOLDS TIGHT TO ADAM FOR A LONG MOMENT. AND WHISPERS INTO HIS EAR.

ANGLE ON ADAM AND ISIAH.

ISIAH

I decided to go. To that place.

You were right. Everything’s all fucked up now.

In my Head and I can’t seem to make any sense of it anymore.

Voices, when it shouldn’t be voices.

ADAM

My God, half of Thamsemead’s been looking a week for you.

Are you all right?

ISIAH

I’m Okay now.

ADAM

Thank God. No more running away.

ISIAH

I want to go to that place now. Will you still drive me there? It’s really important. I need to get there soon. I’m tired. 

Will you still take me there?

ADAM

Yes. Yes I will. I’m very proud of you. We all are.

ISIAH RELEASES HIS TIGHT GRIP OF ADAM NOW, STANDS

TOE TO TOE WITH HIM STARING INTO HIS EYES NOW. 

A MOMENT AND THEN;

SUDDENLY, HE PULLS A LARGE BLADE FROM HIS JACKET POCKET- AND WITHOUT HESITATION SLICE’S DEEP INTO HIS OWN THROAT FROM EAR TO EAR.

CUTTING DEEP INTO THE JUGULAR, BLOOD ABSOLUTELY EVERYWHERE. 

THE CLASS STUNNED FOR LIFE.

ISIAH DROPS TO HIS KNEES NOW, BREATH NOT COMING, FEAR SEIZING HIM NOW. HE REACHES OUT TO ANYONE AT THIS POINT,

HIS EYES WIDE OPEN, THEIR GAZE TERRIFIED AND PANICKED, NEVER WONDERING AWAY.

HE BEGINS TO GO INTO A SLIGHT CONVULSION,  AND THEN, SHAKES VIOLENTLY FOR A FEW SECONDS, DEATH COMES QUICKLY NOW.

KNELLING AT HIS SIDE ADAM TRYING TO HOLD RAGS, ANYTHING

AVAILABLE OVER THE LACERATION.

MORE BLOOD THAN IMAGINED NOW, EVERYWHERE, STUDENTS IN THE FIRST ROW EVEN COVERED, STUNNNED AND IN SHOCK SOME OF THEM VOMIT, OTHERS COVER THEIR EYES OR LOOK AWAY, SOME STARE ABSENTLY.

DISSOLVE:

-A FLASH BACK-

INT. THE BROWNSTONE. NIGHT.

ISIAH SNEAKS THROUGH THE HOUSE IN THE DARK.

HE MAKES HIS WAY TO HIS FATHERS LIQUOR CABINET, OPENS

A BOTTLE OF WHISKEY AND POURS A WHITE POWDER INTO IT.

AND THEN HE REPEATS THE PROCESS WITH THE OTHER BOTTLE.

REPLACES THE CAP AND CREEPS BACK OUT SIDE QUIET AS HE ENTERED.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

INT. THE BROWNSTONE. LATER. SUNNY DAY.

ANGLE ON FATHER IN HIS EASY CHAIR, TELEVISION ON.

AS THE CAMERA COMES AROUND TO THE FRONT OF THE CHAIR

WE CAN SEE NOW, THAT HE IS DEAD MAYBE TWO OR THREE DAYS.

FLYS HAVE FOUND THE CORPSE BY THIS TIME AND THE BODY IS BEGINNING TO BLOAT SLIGHTLY. A BOTTLE OF HALF FULL BOOZE LAY ON IT’S SIDE, ON THE FLOOR, CAP OFF. 

INT. CLASSROOM. LATER. SUNNY DAY. 

ANGLE ON THE FACES. STUNNED HORROR.

POLICE PERSONNEL TRYING TO CLEAR THE CLASSROOM.

A MONTAGE OF IMAGES NOW, FRAMED SLOWER:

INT. / EXT. POLICE CARS AND AMBULANCE’S RESPONDING TO THE BROWNSTONE. LATER. SUNNY DAY.

INT. / EXT. POLICE, FIRE, AMBULANCE RESPONDING TO THE SCHOOL. LATER. SUNNY DAY.

ANGLE ON THE FACES.

ANGLE ON ADAM AGONIZED, STANDING BLANKLY, COVERED IN BLOOD, IN THE SCHOOL HOUSE YARD. AROUND HIM A BLIZZARD OF CHAOS.

PRESENTLY WE HEAR THE VOICE NOW: OF ISIAH. THROUGHOUT.

ISAIH V.O.

Veiled as I am, behold, my love. In what a disorder you have plunged me. Since it is no longer possible for me to share in you all of those things I have always longed for. Then please,  give me this satisfaction and at least share in my pain, this pain in which you have dispensed opon me.

In that place, Love is shocked and modesty deprives me of the words.

My heart is surrendered to you at last. And it is to you, consequently,

that I have offered myself. I gave you my heart once, and you took it without difficulty and threw it aside with ease. And so, it is to you now, to bear with my passion, as a thing that, of right, belongs to you and from which you can not be detached.

Why should I conceal from you, love, the secret of my call? When

you know all to well, it was not determination nor devotion lost which brought me here. And your conscience is too faithful a witness to permit you, to disown it. 

If ever it pleases your heart to touch anothers. Ravish them, and speak not, nor breathe, but for their glory.

Until that moment of wonder arrives for you,

won’t you please think of me? My grace is at hand, right now, and though I shake with horror, I will honor myself, being Wedded to Heaven now, and not you.

WHITE OUT

BLACK SCREEN: WORDS NOW, AND THE SOUND;

CLOSING CREDITS, CLOSING MUSIC.

THE END.

KISSING ISIAH
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