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| NT. TENEMENT - HALLWAY - DAY

To the top step, a silky white leg steps with its
hi gh- heel ed shoe.

Frances cones upon the McG | licuddy Apartnment (6A) in a black
m nk coat, which |ooks as if it’s eating her alive.

knock- knock- knock- knock- knock.
Frances stares around as she waits.

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.

)
he hell is it?

FRANCES
Ms. MG Illicuddy, it’s Fran--

She pauses and smles, devilishly.

MA
(CS)
Who?
FRANCES
Ms. MG IIlicuddy, it’s your
daughter-in-law... Ms.
McG || i cuddy.

She stands there with a smrk on her face as she hears the
stonping toward the door.

| T OPENS

Ma stands there, inebriated all over, with a cigarette in
her hand and a frown upon her face.

FRANCES
|’ m Frances. Ms. MG IIicuddy, how
do you do?

She hol ds out her hand to shake, but receives only a scow
in return.

FRANCES
| was in the neighborhood. |
thought I'd just drop in and see if
you needed anything... like say,
anot her bottle of gin?

A plume of snoke twirls around Frances’ face.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

Ma ashes her cigarette on the floor.

MA
Wt is such a useful sexual device.
It’s no wonder ny seventeen year
old son fell so hard... right into
your lair. Ya know, I’'mnot really
in the position to be giving things
away, but since ny son was the gold
of your latest heist, is there
anything else | can offer you?
Per haps ny soul ?[stares her up and
down] Yours seens to be conpletely
covered in grine.

FRANCES
Ms. MG Illicuddy... Mu...

Ma’ s eyes shoot open. Her nose flares in fury.

FRANCES( CONT’ D)
|”ve conme to bury the hatchet--

MA
What a poor choice of words for a
woman who decapitated her first
husband. And don’t you think you' ve
done enough burying in this city?

FRANCES
Your son certainly has.

MA
What did you just say?

Frances is forced back by Ma's infuriated steps forward into
t he hal | way.

MA

You show your face at ny doorstep
and inply that nmy boy is sonme kind
of hit man? One certainly created
by you, no doubt. But... he’'s
nothing like you. No! | didn't

rai se a gangster. It was your

i nfluence which corrupted his brain
i ke you did the |ocal governnent.
But his heart, which bl eeds through

the pours of that face... Make no
m st ake, he will be rem nded that
it still beats, one day. | just

hope that that day cones before you
decide to bury the hatchet, once
agai n.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

Frances and Ma glare at one anot her before Frances YOLKS HER
UP and dangl es Ma over the side of the banister. The bl ack
floor at the bottomof the six-floor DROP creates the
appearance of a bottonless pit.

FRANCES
| tried, Ms. MG IIlicuddy. | nade
the effort. | came here with the

best of intentions. But now, now
|"mturning off the lights... M.
will not allow your shadow to cast
over ny marri age.

MA
The bul b bl ew out | ong before you
two wal ked down the aisle, you
scurvy, cradle-robbing
night-crawier. My boy isn't
nocturnal and when he is finally
able to see, you'll both realize
that it was you, and you al one, who
replaced it.

They share a stare-off for a BEAT.

FRANCES
Vell, it certainly won’t be you.

Frances flips her legs over the railing and Ma drops, head
first, silently--

VWHAM

Frances stares over the banister, |ooking down. She then
turns to see Ma’'s next door NEI GHBOR at her apartnent door,
just staring, mumin shock.

Frances smrks and starts down the stairs.

FRANCES
Ch, you might want to call for an
anbul ance. [stops, | ooks]
Actually... tell themto send a
coroner.

Frances di sappears down the steps.

The Nei ghbor runs over and peers over the railing, jaw
droppi ng, but barely a sound made.

CLOSE IN on Ma's figure; the white in the center of the
bl ack hole. Frances circles down around the body |like a crow
in her black m nk coat.



