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FADE IN

INT. SOME ROOM - UNKNOWN

A man looks straight into the camera. He seems like a pleasant person as he begins talking to us in a very soft tone, telling us his story.

HIM

Oscar Wilde once said that the mystery of love is greater than the mystery of death. This is something that is completely true. After all, we all die. So, in essence, we’ll all solve the mystery of death...eventually. But do any of us really fall in love? I mean really... Maybe since the dawn of time, since man first walked on the surface of the planet not a single person has ever experienced true love. Is it possible that nobody knows what love is? I mean sure everybody has their own definition of it but are any of them really the right one? Nobody will ever know. We all die but not all of us experience true love and maybe not a single human being ever has.

(Pause)

I have. I know what true love is. And so does she. We both know it because we love each other. We always have. I can’t imagine what my life would be like without her. She’s truly mine.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

The man is asleep in his bed while she sleeps beside him. He is turned to her but she has her back to him. We see her feet touching his ankles. The man stirs awake.

HIM (V.O.)

It might sound silly but the thing I love about her the most is how cold her feet are. I always look forward to waking up after her feet have touched my ankles. At first it startles me. But then, I look at her and it warms me up to know just how beautiful she really is. 

The man pulls the covers over him and goes back to sleep.

INT. HOUSE - DAY

The man comes downstairs wearing a suit and drinking a cup of coffee. He picks up a briefcase and leans in, kissing her on the cheek. The back of her head is towards us as he kisses her cheek and starts for the door. She is sitting at the kitchen table, her brown hair flowing past her shoulders.

HIM (V.O.)

She doesn’t have a problem with being a stay at home wife. A housewife if you will. I’d go to the office...

INT. OFFICE - DAY

The man is sitting at a desk in an office building, typing something on the computer.

HIM (V.O.)

...while she stayed home and relaxed. God I love her. And nobody will ever understand. I even love getting her ice.

INT. GROCERY STORE - DAY

The man is piling a shopping cart full of bags of ice. People are looking at him strangely but he has a huge smile on his face.

HIM (V.O.)

She really loved her ice. I could never understand why they always looked at me strangely, but I guess they don’t know so it’s not their fault. Sometimes, I’d work with the ice so much my hands would get frostbitten.

INT. FREEZER - DAY

The man is pouring bags and bags of ice into a deep freeze in the basement of their house. The camera is fixed in the freezer, looking up at the man pouring the ice directly onto the camera.

HIM (V.O.)

After all, she did really like her ice.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

The man lies awake, smiling. We see her feet touching his ankles.

HIM (V.O.)

And then there was night. At night when her cold feet would touch my ankles. I love that as much as I love her. 

He reaches over, brushes the hair out of her eyes and kisses her forehead. He goes back to sleep before she wakes up.

HIM (V.O.,CONT’D.)

I always joke with her asking why someone with such a warm heart can have such cold feet. She just looks at me when I ask that question, like I should know the answer. But I don’t.

INT. SOME ROOM - UNKNOWN

The man is looking at us again, right at the camera. Telling us his story.

HIM

When we make love... I feel as if I’m in heaven. Like absolutely nothing at the moment could possibly ruin this. She seems so angelic, lying there. It’s almost as if she is in this state all the time. Watching me. 

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

The man and the woman are making love. He moves around on top of her under the covers. All we see are the shadows moving against the wall.

HIM (V.O.)

You know you absolutely love someone when they don’t make a sound when they come but you know. That’s what it’s like with her. She doesn’t make a sound but I know that she comes. That’s true love. The cosmic connection we share. It’s absolute true love. The kind of love Oscar Wilde was talking about. The kind of love that nobody will ever get to experience, ever.

INT. SOME ROOM - UNKNOWN

Again, the man looks at the camera.

HIM

We did have one argument. Just one. A long time ago. It wasn’t anything major. We yelled a lot. Well, I yelled a lot. She just sat there, a stunned look in her eyes. I solved the problem though. I changed her. I took her pillow and put it over her face until she didn’t move anymore. 

INT. BASEMENT - DAY

The man opens the deep freeze and pulls out the frozen corpse of his wife. He kisses her lips passionately and begins carrying her up the stairs.

HIM (V.O.)

She hasn’t said a word since. She doesn’t upset me anymore. Sure, it’s hard to prevent her from wasting away, but she does love her ice.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

The man props the corpse onto the chair in the kitchen and looks at her, then kisses her cheek.

HIM (V.O.)

Every time I look in her eyes, I hear the same thing. ‘I love you’. That’s what she’s saying. I mean, she doesn’t actually say it. But I know she means it. Because I love her and nothing will ever change that. Ever.

The man puts on his jacket, picks up his briefcase and heads for the door. As he closes the door, the corpse falls out of the chair and lands on the floor.

INT. SOME ROOM - UNKNOW

The man looks right at the camera.

HIM

She might not saying anything... But I love her. She might not do anything but I love her. And she loves me. And still... 

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Once again, her feet are pressed against his ankles and the man lies awake, smiling. 

HIM (V.O.)

...still there’s the feeling. The feeling of her cold feet against my skin. That feeling that communicates love. It’s just amazing. It’s beautiful.

INT. SOME ROOM - UNKNOWN

Looking right at the camera.

HIM

We all die. So we’ll all solve the mystery of death. But only we know the mystery of the love. The mystery Oscar Wilde said is greater than the mystery of death. It doesn’t matter. Whether it be the ice I need for her, her never saying anything, her never doing anything, her eyes full of love but her heart full of nothing, or her cold feet against my ankles... None of it really matters because we love each other. We love each other and nothing will ever change it. Nothing.

There is a still photograph of the man with his arms draped around the corpse of his wife. She stares at us with lifeless eyes as he kisses her cheek. 

FADE OUT

THE END
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