INT. BEDROOM. NIGHT.

Marcus jerks awake. He wipes sweat from his head and rests his face in his hands. He swings himself out of bed and walks into the bathroom.

INT. BATHROOM SINK.

Marcus runs the basin tap and stares at his reflection in the mirror. Scooping up water and rubbing his face, he winces as he passes his jaw. He reaches into his mouth and slowly moves a loose tooth until it comes free in his hand. He throws it in the sink and pads it with tissue paper, but the blood soaks through it too quickly. He throws the tissue into the toilet and flushes.

TOILET.

The blood from the paper spreads in deep, red clouds through the bowl water, and as the toilet flushes all the water turns to blood. The toilet starts to fill. It rises higher and higher until it hits the brim.

INT. BATHROOM SINK.

Marcus scoops water from the sink, but returns with hands covered in blood. In the reflection of the mirror he sees blood run over the white porcelain of the toilet. He turns to see blood pour across the floor.

VO
(whisper)

He turns back to the mirror. A grey plaster mask, half smooth, half featured, stares back at him. The light bulb explodes.

INT. BEDROOM. NIGHT.

Marcus jerks awake. He is sweating and breathing heavily. He rubs his face with his hands. Moonlight illuminates the room, staggered shadows through the blinds. Swinging out of bed, he reaches for a blanket and wraps it around his shoulders.

EXT. ROOF. NIGHT.

Marcus steps out through the roof door into a garden of abstract sculptures. The city is dark around him, the only light comes from a bulb above the door. Marcus walks through the dark shapes and sits down in front of a row of female busts. He picks up a light from his tool bag and sets it next to the first bust. He puts his tools on his lap, rubs his face again, and picks up a small transistor radio. He turns it on. Static. He turns the dial. Static. He turns again and it turns into music.

“…candy coloured clown they call the sandma-”

He turns the dial again quickly. Another wisp of sound comes through and gets destroyed again with static. He changes it again. It is an incomprehensible foreign language spoken at great speed. The static keeps going, punctuated with shrill whistles. He picks up the radio and shakes it, then throws it on the floor. He sets to work.

EXT. ROOF. DAWN.

It is still dark apart from an orange glow radiating from the horizon. Marcus walks back through the sculptures to the door.

*                       *                       *

INT. GALLERY

Around the gallery floor are the female busts from the roof. Marcus stands behind a tressel table that is covered in wine and spirit bottles. The gallery owner stands in front of him.

“…so I think we need to re-evaluate.”

Marcus drinks.

“Just keep focused on theme. Think about the first run. Try and get back to that.”

Marcus drinks. The owner spends a moment contemplating him.

“They’re too cold, Marcus. There’s no life. Stone has life. It has stillness, and beauty, and age. These have none of that.”

“You asked for something new. There it is.” He drinks. “I’ll leave you to lock up.”

EXT. ROAD. NIGHT.

Marcus walks home. He steps off the main road and follows the footpath into a cemetery. He is surrounded by stonework. A silent city of slabs, tombs, statues and mausoleums around him.

He stops – on one side of the path a mausoleum, and on the other a statue of an angel. He stares the angel for a few seconds. The shadows make it look like it is crying, tiny  streams of black. As he turns to walk away he steps into somebody’s path. Three young men stand in front of him.

“Sorry. I didn’t… I didn’t see you. Sorry.”

As he tries to move around them they circle him, blocking his path.

“Look, I..”

Flash of white as he is hit. The blows rain down around him as he falls to the floor and curls his body into a ball. Laughter rings in his ears. Blood runs from wounds on his face. The men vanish into the cemetery, leaving Marcus bleeding on the floor. He struggles to pick himself up, but only falls down again. He sees the open door of the mausoleum in front of him, and drags himself towards it.

INT. MAUSOLEUM.

It is cold and dark, only a triangle of moonlight through the open door. Marcus collapses inside. With an expression of massive pain he sits himself up against the stone wall. He picks a cigarette from his pocket and lights it with hands covered in blood. The blood soaks into the cigarette and crackles as the heat burns it to black.

BLACK.

INT. MAUSOLEUM. DAY.

Marcus wakes. The pain is immense as he runs his hands over his battered face and body. He lights a cigarette and coughs heavily. He throws it away and leans back against the wall.

He opens his eyes and his expression changes slightly, from pain to curiosity. He sees something. With great effort he pulls himself to his feet and staggers over to the other side of the mausoleum.

He pulls away pieces of wood and tarpaulin to get to what he can see underneath. He uncovers a sculpture, the most beautiful statue he has ever seen. He runs his hands across the body and up to the face. Only half of it has been carved – the rest is a smooth curve. Marcus stares. He hears voices outside and leaves quickly.

*                       *                       *

INT. BATHROOM SINK.

He runs the basin tap and stares at his reflection in the mirror. Scooping up water and rubbing his face, he cleans away the dried blood and inspects his wounds. Reaching into his mouth, he slowly moves a loose tooth until it comes free in his hand. He throws it in the sink and pads it with tissue paper. The bleeding subsides.

Marcus walks away from the mirror and switches the light off.

EXT. ROOF. NIGHT.

Marcus steps out into his sculpture garden. The city is dark around him, the only light comes from a bulb above the door. He sits down at a row of unfinished female busts. He picks up his tools but sits motionless.

He picks up the radio from the floor. He turns it on to static. He turns the dial. Music.

“A candy coloured clown they call the sandman,

tiptoes to my room every night,

just to sprinkle stardust, and to whisper…

go to sleep, everything, is alright.”

I close my eyes, and I drift, away…”

Marcus puts the tools back in the bag and heads back to the door.

EXT. CEMETERY. NIGHT.

Marcus stands outside the mausoleum. He walks through the door and picks his way through the rubbish to the exposed statue. He drops his bag in front of it and runs his hands over it to clear the dirt away. He sets up his light and points it at the statue.

He takes a chisel from his bag and lines it across the smooth curve of the face, planning his movements, imagining matching the style of the half that has been carved already.

He moves to make a strike and pauses – fear that the stone will crumble, fear that he would make a mistake.

He points the chisel across from the left eye, mapping the first indent of the right. He raises the hammer slightly and prepares to hit. He closes his eyes.

One of the statue’s hands moves. Suddenly animated, it reaches up for his chisel hand and covers it gently. Marcus is unable to move. The hand repositions the chisel slightly. After a second Marcus taps. The hand moves. Marcus taps again. Their hands start to move quickly and fluidly over the surface of the face, marking each contour and line perfectly. They mark out the eye, the nose, the cheek, the mouth. Marcus makes the final stroke. He reaches in to blow the dust away from the mouth. The statue’s other hand reaches up and rests on his face. He leans in slowly and kisses the statue’s lips gently. As he does, warmth and colour start to seep through the grey, slowly at first, then deepening until it becomes flesh.

EXT. CEMETARY. DAY.

“Done by 12!”

A workman loads rubbish from the mausoleum into a van, while another stands in the doorway and smokes.

“You know what I wanna know?”

The smoker looks up and shrugs. “No.”

“What the fuck we’re going to do about that…”

He points in to the mausoleum.

INT. MAUSOLEUM.

On the floor, at the back, behind the piles of broken wood and tarpaulins, lies a statue – two bodies, perfectly entwined in stone.

