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FADE | N:

| NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

A baby’s crib, a colored nobile glides effortlessly above,
playing a sweet nursery rhyne. In the corner, a |one teddy
bear sits, eyes bright, patient, waiting expectantly.

Across the room MELANI E REYNCOLDS, 30's, velour tracksuit,
raven hair scraped back, tight, harsh, hunms al ong tunel essly
whi | e runmagi ng around in a cl oset.

She turns, revealing a prematurely aging face and nmakes her
way across the roomto an arnchair, inviting, also aging,
cracked | eat her.

In one hand a bottle of Bel vedere vodka and a glass. In the
ot her an ashtray containing a pack of Marlboro and a Zi ppo
[ighter carefully balanced. Stability in notion.

Her di stended belly and stretched attire proudly announce
i mm nent Mot herhood. She eases herself into the chair.

MELANI E
Aahhh! Ni ce.

She pl aces the ashtray on the chair arm the glass and
bottl e between her | egs as she massages her bunp.

MELANI E ( CONT' D)
| |ove these nonents. Just the two
of us. Qur secret tine.

She pours herself a | arge vodka and gently places the bottle
on the other arm the glass back between her |egs. Skilful,
practi sed.

MELANI E ( CONT’ D)
Like 1"ve told you before, if Daddy
knew | did this, he’d get real nad.

Deftly renoving a cigarette, she zippo's it and inhales
deepl y.

Bef ore exhal ing she takes a huge slug of vodka, swall ows,
cl oses her eyes, savors the nonent.

Twi sts of gray-blue snoke snake their way from Mel anie’s
nostrils



MELANI E ( CONT’ D)
But Daddi es don’t understand. They
just don’t know what Monmm es go
t hr ough.

Anot her slug followed by the preordained nicotine hit.

MELANI E ( CONT’ D)
The sickness, the back ache, bl ood
pressure, raging hornones, God!
...And worse of all the rejection.
Too fat and ugly | guess. Not Iike
before. Not hot!

One nore huge hit of alcoholic nectar and a draw, so severe
it propels sparks into the air. A veritable Vesuvius.

She exam nes her glass and then her snoke.

MELANI E ( CONT' D)
No. | need this! In fact | deserve
it!

The nusery rhyne stops. Melanie s head snaps up toward the
nobi | e.

MELANI E ( CONT’ D)
You know we started decorating your
room but had to stop...Didn’t know
whi ch color to use. Pink, Dblue,
sone said yellow Uughh

Slug, draw followed by a top up.

MELANI E ( CONT’ D)
Y’ see, Daddi es al ways want to know.
Monm es don’t. Just want a
surprise. Boy, girl, no matter. A
surprise is all...Healthy.

Mel ani e | eaves the sanctuary of her chair and wal ks across
to the crib, drink in one hand, Marlboro in the other. She
rubs her belly.

MELANI E ( CONT’ D)
Maybe a girl?...1°d dress you up
every day. You' d be so cute! W'd
go to pageants and then you d be a
nodel or a novie star. A real
beauty. Men’d go crazy.

She reaches out and touches the crib.



MELANI E ( CONT’ D)
A boy? Oh, then Daddy’ d be so
happy. He’'d teach you to fight, to
drive, to date girls, drink,
fish....My God what fun you' d both
have.

She | aughs as she spins away, slightly high and shuffles
back to the chair. Reaching her resting place she bends down
to stub out the dying remains of her snoke.

Suddenly, a light knock on the door. Ml anie tuns quickly
spilling the ashtray and it’s contents onto the fl oor.

MELANI E ( CONT’ D)
Shi t !

She pl aces her glass on the vacant arm and stoops to clear
up the ash-spill.

A man speaks.

MAN (O S.)
Mel ?...Mel, you O K?

Mel ani e panics, retrieves the ashtray and cigarette butt and
bl ows away the remaining incrimnating evidence, silently,
guiltily I ooking over her shoul der at the door.

MELANI E
Yeah. Yeah, |I'mfine. Just in here,
t hi nking, praying a little. You
know, usual stuff.

She ninbly rises, grabs the glass and bottle and heads to
the closet on a m ssion of self-protection.

The door swi ngs wi de open. Mel anie freezes. BRAD REYNOLDS
30’s, muscular, tee shrt, jeans, sneakers, stands franmed in
t he doorway.

BRAD
What the hell are you doing?

Mel ani e desperately tries to hide the drink and cigarettes.
Brad nmakes his way across the room stands behind his wfe.
Mel ani e hangs her head.

MELANI E
Not hi ng. .

Brad angrily sw ngs her around.



BRAD
Not hi ng? You call this nothing?

He smashes the ashtray from her grasp, grabs the bottle and
gl ass and throws them across the room

BRAD ( CONT’ D)
You bitch!...You prom sed ne...you
prom sed ne never again... God!
Forget ne...you prom sed our baby!

He roughly grabs her and throws her to the ground.

BRAD ( CONT’ D)
You are pathetic! A disgrace!

Brad stands over her, threatening. He prods her with his
finger as she cowers and attenpts to crawl into the corner.

BRAD ( CONT’ D)
You' re sick you know that?

Brad drags her back into the center of the roomby her hair.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Ch no. Not this tine honey. You
ain’t gonna hide this tine.

Mel ani e screans.

MELANI E
Stop! Pl ease stop! | promse..

Brad shouts in her face, spit spraying fromhis nouth.

BRAD
You want to be a nother?...1 pity
any kid you bring into this
worl d...you selfish...

Brad strai ghtens up, regains sone of his conposure.

BRAD ( CONT’ D)
Now it’s nmy turn to make you a

prom se...|l prom se you that |I'm
gonna wal k outta that door and
that’'s the last you Il ever see of
me!

Mel anie how s and throws herself at Brad clutching his |eg.



MELANI E
Don't |eave...you can’t, not
now. ..l need you. .

Brad reaches down and prises her hands fromhis shin. He
gl ances at the broken ashtray, bottle and gl ass.

BRAD
Looks |i ke you got all you need.

Wth one nore disdainful |ook he | eaves.
Mel anie lies on the floor sobbing. The front door sl ans.

Now besi de herself, she crawls to the crib, reaches up,
grabs the guard rail and pulls herself onto her knees.

Ri vers of tears course down her distressed countenance. She
peers through the bars at the enpty mattress, caresses it.

Slowy she pulls two pillows fromunder her tracksuit top.

Overcone with enption she throws herself onto the
down-filled surrogates, buries her head and wail s.

MELANI E
Forgi ve ne! Pl ease forgive ne
little one...It was all ny fault!
I still can’t stop!

FADE QOUT:
THE END



