I NT. A LIVING ROOM - NI GHT
Phot ogr aphs. Souvenirs. Menori es.

Shadows junp across the walls. The fight between the
sodi um gl ow of the streetlanps and the cathode-ray gl are
of an old tel evision.

An el derly lady, SALLY, watches a news report of |ooters,
their arns full, running froma burning electrical store.

Fi sts pound the door O S.
She j unps.

VOCE (O S.)
Sally? Are you in there? W’ ve
got to go. They’'re downstairs. |
think they ' re going to torch the
pl ace.

Sally visibly relaxes at the sound of the famliar voice.
She p-u-1-1-s herself up fromher chair, wal ks over to the
tel evision. She switches it off.

The chaos and pandenoni um from bel ow burst up into the
si | ence.

VO CE (O S.)
Sal | y?!

Sally wal ks over to a bookcase. She lingers on a black and
whi t e photograph of two | overs. Not rnuch ol der than the

ki ds running through the streets outside her wi ndow. The
girl holds a flower in her hands.

Sally strokes the photo frane and then turns it face down.
She pulls a | eather bound book fromthe shelf behind it.
Pressed between its dry pages is the very sane flower from
t he phot ogr aph.

Sally turns it in her fingers, slips it into her pocket
and neatly places the book back.

She wal ks calmy over to the door, unbolts, opens it.
VO CE (O S.)
C non. Have you got everything
you need?
Sally gives a sad smle and | eaves her hone.

FADE QOUT.





