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black screen

Two gunshots pierce the darkness followed by a female scream.

INT. a BEDROOM. Night

DAVE abruptly sits up in bed. White, early 30s, he is drenched in sweat even though naked from the waist up. He peers anxiously into the darkness, one hand pressed to his chest.

Removing his hand, he stares at his chest, then his palm, checking the texture of the moisture with his fingers.  

The fingers of his other hand are tangled in his wife’s braids. She has her back to him but stirs as Dave extricates his hand and leans over to kiss her reassuringly on the head. 

A furtive glance around the room — the digital clock reads 05.24. Snuggling up to his wife, he tentatively closes his eyes.

EXT. STREET. Day

A “FOR SALE” sign by a gate. Dave looks at the end-of-terrace Edwardian house at the other end of the garden path. With him is his wife, MINNA, a confident, bubbly, young black woman.

Minna

Well, what d’you think babes? Isn’t it gorgeous? Wait till you see the inside!

Dave gives a non-committal shrug and opens the garden gate, taking in as much as he can as they walk down the path. 

minna (cont’d)

It’s better than anything else we’ve seen so far. As soon as I stepped through the front door I knew this was the place. You know when you get a feeling? It just felt so right.

Unable to contain her excitement, Minna takes Dave’s hand as she rings the front doorbell.

DAVE

Actually, I did get a kind of déjà vu feeling a moment ago.

minna

See! Now that’s got to be a good omen.

Dave smiles and strokes her cheek gently. Minna responds by pursing her lips into an air kiss then beaming back at him. 

MR CAMPBELL, a black man in his 50s, opens the door. 

His smile quickly fades as he looks from Dave to Minna with some confusion, his eyes leaving their faces only to glance at their interlocked, colour contrasted hands.

Minna

Morning Mr Campbell! I told you I’d be back. This is my husband… Dr Daniels.

Dave

Just call me Dave.

Dave untangles his hand from Minna’s and offers it to Mr Campbell who just nods curtly and grudgingly lets them in. 

Minna walks through the door first, not noticing, in her excitement, Mr Campbell’s scornful look of betrayal. 

Dave drops his hand to his side and good-naturedly steps through the door. Mr Campbell slams the door shut behind them.

int. house for sale — hallway. day

Dave takes in his surroundings. A suitcase stands just inside the front door. New yet old-fashioned, it bears stickers and travel tags that conjure up tropical places from a bygone age. 

Looking up to the landing, his gaze drifts slowly down the stairs, as though watching someone come down towards him.

Dave’s breathing quickens and his stance begins to waver. 

Stepping back falteringly, he bares back against the front door and stares fretfully at the floor by his feet. 

minna

Dave! 

As though from nowhere, Minna and Mr Campbell are in the hallway, standing by the door of the front room. Mr Campbell seems disdainfully bemused.

minna (cont’d)

What’s wrong babes?

Dave

It’s… I… It’s nothing… Those long hours taking their toll, that’s all. 

minna

Should we come back another time?

Dave

… No. I’m fine. And we’re here now. So…


Mr Campbell

Let’s start with the living room then.

Mr Campbell’s diffident smile barely conceals his disdain as he turns to open the living room door.

INT. 1950s house — FRONT ROOM. Day

DANIEL, a young African man, sits nervously on the edge of the settee. Smartly dressed in a light suit, he shivers even though he still has his coat on. 

MRS SMITH, a plain but decent-looking white woman in a light summer dress, enters with a tray of tea and biscuits. 

She places the tray on a side table and smiles amiably at Daniel. He smiles back and nods his thanks as she leaves. 

His smile waning, he looks at the tray without enthusiasm and pats his rumbling stomach as he leans forward to stir the tea. 

An argument can be heard through the wall.

Mr Smith(VO)

Didn’t you think to tell that precious Christian charity of yours you had a teenaged daughter?

MRS SMITH (VO)

Well it’s not his fault they made a mistake, is it? Poor soul. And what difference does it make anyway?

MR SMITH (VO)

What difference does it make!? They’ve not just sent round a bloke, he’s a bloody darkie to boot!

Daniel holds the clinking spoon silent and listens intently.

MRS SMITH (VO)

Well he seems nice enough — he’s clean and polite… and anyway, we’ll still get paid in English money.

MR SMITH (VO)

And that makes it all right then, does it? I didn’t think we were so bloody hard up we had to take in his kind!

Daniel looks across the room at a cabinet displaying war medals and a picture of Mr Smith in military uniform. 

MRS SMITH (VO)

Think how he must feel, so far away from home and everything so strange. 

Quietly resting the spoon, Daniel’s gaze turns to the gaunt, naked figure of Christ on the cross above the mantelpiece. 

MR SMITH (VO)

I’m all for them coming over and bettering themselves, but you’ve got to draw the line somewhere! This is my house and I decide who lives under its roof, not some bloody commie charity!

mrs smith (VO)

(coldly)
Fine. 
Daniel clasps his hands nervously.

mrs smith (contd)(vo)

Why don’t you trot along to the pub and come up with some other idea to keep the roof over our heads then; and I’ll send him back to the commie charity.
We hear a door slam, then angry footsteps. 

Daniel lowers his head in silent prayer.

The door opens suddenly and MARY, a pretty, blossoming teenager, cautiously pops her head around it. 

Daniel looks up and her eyes hold his gaze as she smiles at him impishly. She leaves the room as suddenly as she entered. 

Daniel continues to look at the door, smiling tentatively. 

Turning back to the figure of Christ, Daniel drops his gaze hastily to the cold, unlit, empty fire grate.

INT. HOUSE FOR SALE — LIVING ROOM. DAY

Dave looks uncertainly at the fireplace. 

MINNA

What did I tell you? Is this a fireplace or is this a fireplace?

Mr Campbell

It’s not original. We put it in a couple years ago.

Minna

Dave…?

DAVE

Yeah. Sorry, I was just…

minna

What d’you think so far? Isn’t it everything I said it would be?

DAVE

Well… It’s kinda…

Mr Campbell leads the way out and Minna takes Dave’s hand impatiently as he takes one last glance around the room.

INT. 1950s house — DINING ROOM. Day

Daniel and the Smiths sit around the table in their Sunday best before a traditional English roast dinner. Mrs Smith prompts Daniel with an encouraging nod. They bow their heads.

Daniel

(timidly)

O Lord, we ask that you bless the food which we are about to receive… and may your continued blessing be on the Smith family who have so kindly welcomed me into the bosom of their home… Amen.

MARY

(chirpily)

And Lord, please bless Daniel’s mother, father and sisters in Africa and let them know that he is safe and well and doing well in his studies and will make a fine doctor some day. Amen.

Mrs Smith and Daniel say a silent Amen but Mr Smith tightens his jaw as his wife gets up to serve him dinner. 

Mary smiles coquettishly at Daniel from across the table. He avoids her gaze by staring at his plate on which Mrs Smith soon heaps a healthy helping of food before patting him encouragingly on the shoulder and moving on to attend to Mary. 

Mr Smith silently seethes at all the interaction going on.

int. house for sale — dining room. day

Mr Campbell stands impatiently by the door while Minna stands by the large windows overlooking the garden.

dave

Have you lived here long Mr Campbell?

Mr Campbell

Twelve years.

dave

Only twelve years…? 

minna

Only twelve years!? I’d be glad to live in a place of our own for six months!

dave

Yeah, I mean… It just seems like…

(to Mr Campbell)

Feels like you might’ve been here longer, that’s all.

Mr Campbell

Twelve years was more than long enough. Would’ve moved a long time ago if it wasn’t for my wife.

(bitterly mocking)

She liked the mixed neighbourhood.

minna

Well it is a nice area. I think we could grow old together here, eh Dave?

Dave

Yeah, well… Maybe we should see the rest of the house before we move in.

EXT. 1950s house — BACK GARDEN. Day

Light rain falls as Mrs Smith comes out of the kitchen door with a laundry basket and removes the washing from the line. Holding the full basket with both hands, she returns to the back door and nudges it effortlessly but nothing happens.

Giving the door a harder push, she cranes to look through the kitchen window and sees Mr Smith sneering at her as he takes money from a jar before leaving the room.

As her neighbour dashes out to take in her own washing, Mrs Smith acknowledges her with a civil nod but no eye contact.  

The rain falls harder, disguising her tears. She makes another half-hearted, futile attempt at the door.

EXT. house for sale — BACK GARDEN. Day


Dave struggles nervously but insistently to open the jammed back door. Obliviously, Minna continues to survey the garden.

minna

It’s huge! I was thinking we could have French windows from the dining room and we could even knock down the dividing wall between the living room and dining room and have one long, light filled room with views of the garden… 

Mr Campbell watches Dave but makes no move to help him.

minna (cont’d)

And a proper patio — or maybe decking… Dave, what d’you reckon?

dave

(edgily)

I’ve never really been big on gardens. 

Mr Campbell brushes past Dave and opens the door with practiced ease.

Mr Campbell

See. Nothing a bit of sanding won’t fix. It’s always been like that but we never really found it to be a problem we couldn’t live with.

minna

(exasperated)

Hel-lo! I thought the whole point of looking at houses and not flats was so we could have a garden!

dave

C’mon Minna, it’s about to rain. Let’s see upstairs.

Mr Campbell smirks at their discord before entering the house.

Minna scowls at Dave and he shakes his head wearily at her, offering his hand by way of reconciliation.

Minna ignores his hand and brushes passed him into the house.

INT. 1950s house — BATHROOM. Day

Daniel stands naked and wet in the bathtub. The door opens and, startled, he covers his genitals with both hands. 

Equally startled, Dave stops short then turns hastily to leave, bumping into Minna.

Dave

(steering Minna around)

I think there’s someone… I mean… I think we should see the bedrooms first.

minna

Why? What’s got into you? Or are we suddenly not into bathrooms now?

As he regains his composure, Mrs Smith timidly hands Daniel a towel, their hands almost touching as he takes it from her, before she hastily turns and leaves.

INT. 1950s HOUSE — MASTER BEDROOM. DAY

Mrs Smith enters the neat room and sits on the edge of the double bed. She clasps her hands in her lap as though in silent prayer, but soon begins to fidget her thumbs.

Minna and Dave enter the room. There’s no sign of Mrs Smith.

Minna walks to the bedroom and turns to look acerbically at Dave who seems a little frayed.

dave

Looks like they haven’t decorated in here for a while… It’s a bit draughty… But at least there’s another fireplace.

Minna rolls her eyes and turns to look out of window with exaggerated interest.

dave(cont’d)

Minna…

minna

You don’t like it, do you?

Dave walks over to Minna, kisses the back of the top of her head and wraps his arms around her. She doesn’t respond.

INT. 1950s house — 2nd BEDROOM. Day

Side by side on their stomachs, Daniel and Mary lay on the bed as he shows her pictures of his family and friends back home. 

She pours over every detail then smiles into his eyes. He returns her gaze, shyly at first, their faces coming closer.

Their lips finally meet in a gentle kiss just as the door opens. They jump apart. 

Mrs Smith stands in the doorway looking shocked and betrayed. 

We hear a key in a lock. A door opens, then slams, downstairs.

MRS SMITH

Come along now. You don’t want your father to find you here like this.

As Mary slips by, Mrs Smith gives her a look of rebuke then turns reproachfully to Daniel who stands ashamed and awkward.

INT. 1950s HOUSE — LANDING. DAY

Avoiding her mother’s eyes as she passes her in the doorway, Mary swiftly leaves Daniel’s room and goes into her own.

Dave and Minna exit the main bedroom and stand at the door Mary has just entered; it seems to be a spare or storage room. 

Mr Campbell stands at the top of the stairs, leaning churlishly against the banisters, seemingly paying scant attention to the couple and oblivious to the 1950s people.

mr campbel
It’s not huge… but it was good enough for my daughter before she moved out.
Dave looks dolefully at Minna who shrugs unenthusiastically.

INT. house for sale — HALLWAY. Day

Mr Campbell stands impatiently at the bottom of the stairs. 

As Dave tentatively make’s his way downstairs, there’s an uneasy silence between them. While Dave glances nervously at Mr Campbell, Mr Campbell makes a point of ignoring Dave.

Before Dave reaches the bottom of the stairs Mr Campbell turns abruptly and storms into the living room.

INT. 1950s house — HALLWAY. Day

Mr Smith, drunk and ruddy faced, stands in the hallway.

MR SMITH

Where the bloody hell is everybody? A man deserves a welcome in his own home!

Weaving on his feet, he gazes up and beams oafishly at Mary when she appears at the top of the stairs. 

Mary smiles back timidly as she smoothes back her hair and fiddles with the top buttons of her tight dress. 

Mrs Smith appears and stands beside Mary. She too fidgets nervously with her apron then descends the stairs calmly, each step moving her further into the role of dutiful wife.

Peering through the haze of his drunken stupor, Mr Smith’s look of familial pride slowly changes to one of suspicion.

He watches his wife approach, letting her help him off with his hat and coat. She hangs them on the coat stand before turning towards the kitchen.

Mr Smith’s gaze returns to Mary who begins to descend the stairs but is unable to match her mother’s composure. As Mary descends, Daniel appears at the top of the stairs.

Once Mary is within his reach, Mr Smith strikes out suddenly, hitting her across the face and sending her crashing against the wall. 

Mary’s cry brings Mrs Smith running from the kitchen and Daniel rushing down the stairs to comfort her. 

Mr Smith storms into the front room.

int. house for sale — living room. day

Mr Campbell enters the room and agitatedly searches behind a few ornaments on the mantelpiece till he finds a cigarette. 

The unlit cigarette dangling from his lips, he searches frantically through some drawers, opens one and a sees a small, framed wedding photo of a white man and a black woman in their 20s. He throws it back into the draw angrily.

Ripping the cigarette from his lips, he rifles through drawers until he finds what looks like a revolver.

int. 1950s house — hallway. day

Mr Smith exits the front room brandishing his ex-service revolver. Mrs Smith, still comforting Mary, sees him first and rushes to restrain and calm him.

Daniel turns to face Mr Smith and, seeing the gun, walks towards him, both arms open in a conciliatory gesture.

Mr Smith pushes Mrs Smith aside and shoots at Daniel. Twice. Daniel staggers, a look of agonised shock on his face.

An alarmed Mrs Smith brings both hands to her face, while Mr Smith, showing no remorse, weaves unsteadily on his feet.

As Daniel slumps awkwardly at Mary’s feet, she closes her eyes, bears back against the wall and screams.

A slow stream of blood trickles out to meet the hastily dropped, still smoking gun.

int. house for sale — living room. day

Mr Campbell lights his cigarette with the revolver lighter, takes a long, deep puff, then slowly exhales.

int. house for sale — hallway. Day

We hear a toilet flushing. 

Mr Campbell comes out of the living room and glances up the stairs expectantly, his breath now calm and even. 

Dave, one hand pressed against his chest, breathes deeply and staggers unsteadily. Though pale and trembling, Dave manages to remain stoically calm, his eyes moving from Mr Campbell to the floor near his own feet.

He looks up as Minna comes down the stairs in obstinate silence and both he and Mr Campbell watch her descend.

Dave, his palm still flat on his chest, looks from Minna to Mr Campbell and then down at his feet to where Daniel lays with one hand clutched tightly to his bloody chest. 

Mary is pressed against the wall in shocked silence. Mr Smith and Mr Campbell alternate in occupying the same space.

Though weakening, Daniel manages to wilfully hold Mr Smith’s gaze before turning deliberately to Mary.

Daniel

(reaching out his unbloodied hand to Mary)

It will be all right… It’s OK…

Ignoring her father, Mary reaches out and takes Daniel’s hand and, kneeling beside him, places her other hand on top of his other hand, which he still holds to his chest. The blood seeps through their interlocked fingers.

minna

Dave…? Dave what’s wrong?

Daniel turns to Mr Smith defiantly then turns and looks Dave in the eye and gives a weak but reassuring smile. 

Lifting Mary’s hand to his lips, Daniel kisses her lightly before his head lolls lifelessly to one side.

Dave

Nothing’s wrong princess… It’s OK. We’ll be just fine… 

Dave continues to look down at the carpet as the image of Daniel and a silently sobbing Mary begins to fade. 

Obviously shaken but breathing more easily now, Dave takes Minna’s hand and kisses it lightly but resolutely before leading her to the front door. 

He opens the door then turns to Mr Campbell.

Dave

It’s an amazing house you have here Mr Campbell… Expect to hear from us soon.

Mr Campbell glares icily at Dave who confidently holds his own until Mr Campbell, shamefaced and defeated, looks away.

EXT. STREET. DAY 

Dave and Minna step out onto the doorstep and the door closes. 

They walk hand in hand down the garden path till they reach the gate where they turn to take another look at their house. They turn to each other, Minna smiles gratefully, plants a kiss on Dave’s lips before they share a warm embrace. 

THE END
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