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1. INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT

GEORGE (around 40, unshaven, scratched, with a bruise on his forehead wears a light coloured grey T-shirt, athletic trousers and sneakers) and ANNA (around 35, no make-up, her hair pulled up in a messy bun, scratched and with cotton wool and gauze covering her ear wears a nightgown, a robe and slippers) sit silently at the opposite ends of the table, smiling at one another.

GEORGE faces the wall, his elbow on the table and his head on his hand. ANNA sits on the edge of the chair, her hands are folded on the edge of the table. She looks straight in front of her at GEORGE. Behind her IVY covers a small area of the wall.

The table is two meters long, covered with a grey plastic, there are no other chairs. The kitchen is very clean and everything is in order.

ANNA turns and looks up at the CLOCK hanging on the wall. 
Just at that moment the CLOCK’S hands reaches MIDNIGHT, ANNA bends over the table.

                                                         ANNA

                                            (in calm, steady voice)

                                How many times did I tell you to paint it 
                                    red, to stick out? Why didn’t you?
                                                      GEORGE

                                         (raising his head from his

                                            hand, turning to ANNA)

                                            And what did you do? 
                                           Why didn’t you paint it?
                                        What were you doing all day?

                                                        ANNA

                                         Taking care of everything. 
                                       All you cared about was work.

                                                      GEORGE

                                          Why didn’t you paint it? 
                                            You had enough time.
                                                        ANNA

                                           It was rusty, I couldn’t.

                                                      GEORGE

                                                        (loudly)                                                                                                                   
                                   Rusty? It was rusty? Are you serious?
                                                        ANNA

                                                        A little.

                                         A little. On the handlebars.

                                                      GEORGE

                                           (bending over the table)

                                 Now you tell me. What do you mean? 
                                   How could you do that? Don’t you 
                                        understand it’s dangerous? 

                                    (he bangs his hand on the table)

                                      I’m talking to you. Don’t you 
                                         understand it’s dangerous? 

                                                        ANNA
                                (bending backwards, in a low voice)

                                              No! No, it wasn’t!

                                                      GEORGE 
                                     He put his little hands on them.

                                                        ANNA
                               He didn’t touch the rust. You didn’t 
                                    even realize he had a bicycle.

                                                      GEORGE

                                                        (loudly)

                                    I bought it for him. Remember?

                                                        ANNA

                                                Congratulations. 
                                        You made the right choice.

GEORGE dashes from the chair, the chair falls, goes towards her, grabs her, lifts her up, pushes her backwards, puts his hands around her neck and pushes her against the wall on the IVY choking her. Anna punches him violently on his back. Blood appears on  GEORGE’S T-shirt, due to an old wound. 
GEORGE  lets her go, grabs ANNA’S chair and throws it forcefully on the floor. He goes out of the room. 
ANNA turns towards the door. SOUNDS OF BANGING and THUMPING, things BRAKING. ANNA stands by the kitchen door, without going out.
                                                        ANNA 
                                                      (shouting)

                                    What are you doing? Come back. 
                               What are you doing? We are not allowed 
                                  to leave the room. It’s not in the rules. 
ANNA abruptly throws herself backwards. Now the wall is completely covered by the IVY. GEORGE enters the kitchen holding a small broken-down BICYCLE. He lays it on the table. ANNA stares at it. GEORGE walks to the opposite side of the table and stands there.

                                                      GEORGE 
                                Why weren’t you there? You should 
                                   have been in the square with him. 
                                               Where were you? 
                                                        ANNA 
                                                     I was there.

                                                      GEORGE 
                                                     You’re lying. 
                                                        ANNA

                                 I was there. He ran out in the street. 
                                         I didn’t have the time to…

                                                      GEORGE 

                              You weren’t paying attention. The kid 
                                    was on the bicycle in the street. 
                                That’s how much you cared for him!

                                                        ANNA

                              You never cared. You were always gone.

                                                      GEORGE 

                              I was working. And I’m also working now. 
                                            Do you understand that?

                                                        ANNA

                                  You don’t have a clue about the two 
                                  of us. You knew nothing about Tom. 
                                   You knew nothing about our lives.

                                                      GEORGE

                                            Your lives? Your lives?

                                                        ANNA

                                 You lived your life away from home. 
                                           You didn’t care about us.

                                                      GEORGE

                                                My life was here.

                                    You tried to turn him against me. 
                                      I was at work and you told him 
                                           I wouldn’t come home.

                                                        ANNA
                               You’re lying. You’re making things up.

                                                      GEORGE 

                                          Why did you exclude me?

                                                        ANNA

                                       I’m all alone. I’ve lost my life.

                                                     GEORGE

                                          And what about my life? 
                                           This is my house too.

                                                        ANNA

                                           You hardly remembered 
                                                    you had a son. 
GEORGE opens a drawer takes out a HAMMER, starts hitting the BICYCLE with the HAMMER, the wall behind him is covered in Tom’s paintings.
                                                        ANNA                  

                                             Don’t you dare do that. 
                                               You aren’t allowed.

ANNA grabs some FRUIT from the bawl on the kitchen counter and throws it at him. FRUIT splatters on the wall, on Tom’s paintings.
GEORGE continuous hitting the bicycle with the HAMMER, the plastic cover starts to get torn. ANNA pulls it.
                                                        ANNA

                                     You’re breaking the rules. Stop. 
                                         This is not the agreement. 
                                         It’s not part of the exercise.
Pieces from the BICYCLE are thrown in the air. 
ANNA looks up at the CLOCK. It’s hands show 12:15. She hesitantly approaches GEORGE.

                                                        ANNA

                                     End of time, stop, end of time.
A metal piece flies into ANNA’s face and scratches her forehead, she starts bleeding. Looks up at the ceiling at the wall behind GEORGE. ANNA’s face covered in blood, looks up at a point on the ceiling, straight in the camera, in despair.
                                                                                                                            CUT TO
2. INT. PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE – NIGHT

ANNA’s face covered in blood, looks in despair from a small TV screen. 

A PSYCHIATRIST (around 55, gray hair) is watching ANNA carefully on the TV screen. He is sitting on a large comfortable, black leather armchair. He is holding a 
clipboard with sheets of paper taking notes. He’s wearing a shirt, dark trousers and socks. His feet rest on a low stool. In front of him is a psychiatrist’s couch. Behind the TV, there is a crammed wooden bookcase covering the whole wall. The PSYCHIATRIST looks again at the TV screen. 
From the TV screen we see ANNA on her knees on the floor cleaning up the splattered FRUIT. GEORGE is gathering the broken pieces of the BICYCLE from the floor, on all fours. ANNA wipes the wall. GEORGE picks the torn plastic cover.
                                                                                                                      FADE OUT
                                                       THE END

