FADE IN:

eXT. log cabin - dAY 1891

The cabin and surrounding area in working order. 

MONTAGE OF STILLS:

Showing the decline of the area from 1891 to current day.

END MONTAGE:

eXT. lOG CABIN - current day

Behind the log cabin some forty meters away, a house now stands. GRANT and PATRICIA KENNETH enter the area through a gate with their two daughters; JAMIE, aged ten and not easily impressed and SOPHIE, aged eight and more agreeable.

Grant takes in the scene.

grant

This is amazing. Look at all the history girls.

jamie

It's an old shack.

GRANT

This is the kind of inspiration I'm looking for.

patricia

Didn't I tell you this is a good idea?

gRANT

You did.

JAMIE

Are you writing another book?

GRANT

That is what I do darling.

He rubs her head. She pushes it away.

JAMIE

Boring.

PATRICIA

And?

GRANT

As usual dear, you were right and I am a wart on the butt of humanity. 

PATRICIA

Thank you.

She gives the 'I told you so' smile and walks toward the cabin.

iNT. lOG CABIN - mOMENTS LATER

Old saddles and equipment hang from hooks on walls.

gRANT

Look at this wood. Couldn't you make some great furniture out of this?

pATRICIA

Don't get any ideas. My dad would kill you.

GRANT

He wouldn't miss it.

Sophie inspects the cabin and notices the stables next to it.

sophie

Dad! Can we get a horse?

GRANT

Ahhh ... Not too sure darling. Ask your mother.

Grant turns to Patricia and shakes his head.

pATRICIA

Don't make me the baddy.

jAMIE

Can we go home now? I'm bored.

PATRICIA

In a minute or two.

eXT. chicken run - mOMENTS LATER

The family marvels at a large bottle tree beside the chook run. They try to join hands around it but fail.

gRANT

Should have brought the camera.

pATRICIA

We live here now. You can come back anytime.

Grant nods - corrected again.

Sophie notices a large sawn-off tree stump next to the run. Its top is darkly stained.

sOPHIE

What is that?

gRANT

Probably blood.

SOPHIE

Oooo!

Jamie is suddenly interested. She stares at the stump.

jAMIE

Cool. But still boring.

jAMIE (CONT'D)

Why is it blood?

Grant points to the chicken run.

sOPHIE

Oooo!

Grant smiles and scans the scene.

gRANT

I need you to tell me everything you know about your family.

iNT. living room - mOMENTS LATER

Two old paintings protected with glass planes hang from the wall. Portraits of a couple. The man, well tanned and wearing a workers hat is  EDWARD SMITH. The woman, pretty and gracious is SARAH SMITH. 

Grant and Patricia stand before the paintings.

pATRICIA

I'd like you to meet Edward and Sarah Smith. My great, great .. great grand parents I think. Edward trained horses. He was considered a master and even when he moved his family here, his clients still continued to use his services. 

gRANT

(pointing)

And her?

PATRICIA

Sarah. Don't know too much about her, she died young. I know she loved the city but like all dutiful wives of the day she followed her husband to the country.

Grant shakes his head, thinking of the wonder of it all.

GRANT

Might Google them. See what comes up.

iNT. girl's bedroom - eVENING

Grant checks on his two daughters, they are asleep. He switches off the light. 

iNT. office - mOMENTS LATER

Grant sits at his computer with a blank page staring at him.  He types.

'The sun beats down on the wild and harsh terrain. A land that has not yet felt the hard steel of plough and pick or the ambition of man. It would have to get ready, for a man was coming.'

dISSOLVE TO:

eXT. stable yards - afternoon 1891

Edward works a stallion with a short whip, forcing a trot. The horse rears and blots out the sun. He steadies the beast and rubs its neck.

eXT. lOG CABIN - mOMENTS LATER

Sarah works her garden beside the cabin on her knees. Her dress is nice but dirty.

PAUL HANNISON, a distinguished gentleman walks toward her, carrying a brief case.

paul hannison

Good day ma'am.

Sarah turns and sees the man. She quickly gets to her feet and adjusts her dress. She then notices her poor dress standard.

sarah smith

(continuing the adjustments)

You will have to excuse my inappropriate attire. I was not aware we were to receive a guest this morning.

PAUL HANNISON

Apologies are not necessary I assure you. 

He looks her over and smiles.

pAUL HANNISON (CONT'D)

Besides, I'm sure you would be the most beautiful woman in any room. 

sARAH SMITH

Even in these rags.

PAUL HANNISON

Even so.

She loves the compliment. He gets to the point.

pAUL HANNISON (CONT'D)

Is your husband home Mrs. Smith?

Sarah smiles then leads Paul to the stables beside the house. They lean on a rail and watch Edward brush down the horse.

PAUL HANNISON (CONT'D)

Your husband's reputation has reached as far as the capitol. Seems he has a way with them, like no other.

sARAH SMITH

He loves his horses. Quite possibly too much, if that is imaginable.

Edward notices the audience and ties the horse to a post. He makes his way to them.

PAUL HANNISON

Morning Edward.

edward smith

Paul. 

sARAH SMITH

He has journeyed from the city. Says you are renowned.

Edward nods once, not liking compliments.

SARAH SMITH (CONT'D)

(to Paul)

I do miss the city. All the excitement and the-

Sarah remembers her husband and checks herself.

sARAH SMITH (CONT'D)

But my home is here now. With my boys.

eDWARD SMITH

I beg you to excuse my wife, she longs for a life more worthy of her breeding.

pAUL HANNISON

Apologies are not necessary. I come with a proposition Edward. 

Paul raises his briefcase and Edward stares at it.

Later, Edward shakes Paul's hand who then turns and walks. Sarah walks to her husband's side.

sARAH SMITH

Exciting news I pray.

Edward gives her a smile.

eDWARD SMITH

Business... Nightfall is almost upon us. Supper will not cook itself.

Her spirit sinks a little. She turns and walks toward the cabin. Edward stares at Paul walking away.

bACK TO:

iNT. oFFICE - mOMENTS LATER

Grant looks at his work, smiles and gives a couple of reassuring nods. A noise echoes through the halls and Grant jumps a little.

He lurches from his chair and makes his way to-

iNT. hallway - cONTINUOUS

He stops and looks both ways. Another noise, softer than before. He spins his head.

A ghost! Sarah Smith! She stands near a doorway, beckoning with her hand for Grant to follow.

Grant gasps at the vision and anxiety fills his being. He doesn't know what to do. He looks away then back - just to be sure.

The ghost turns and passes through the door. 

Grant, still in shock can't help but follow, at least to the door.

His shaking hand reaches for the doorknob. He turns it and old metal squeaks. The door opens - slowly.

Sarah is there! Still beckoning.

gRANT

Shit!

He closes the door, waits a few moments then opens it again. He sees Sarah walking toward the cabin.

gRANT (CONT'D)

Don't do it. Don't do it.

He does it. He takes a step. Then to his surprise, another.

eXT. house - cONTINUOUS

The grass is wet and raises his anxiety even higher, but he can't stop.

He passes through the small gate connecting the former residence to the new. Sarah stands at the cabin door. She turns and faces Grant.

He feels awkward, as if he is meant to do something, but he doesn't know what. Something passes from behind him, through him and then in front of him. HE JUMPS!

Another ghost! A man, young and tall. His name is JAMES.

James reaches Sarah and together they enter the cabin. 

Grant tries to move his feet but they are frozen to the earth. A sudden realization of where he is hits him hard. He twirls on the spot and runs back to his house.

iNT. lIVING ROOM - mORNING

Grant studies the faces in the paintings. An image is reflected on the glass of Sarah's portrait. 

Grant jumps and turns, almost in one motion. Patricia is there, now smiling at her husband's fright.

gRANT

Are you trying to give me a heart attack?

pATRICIA

(still amused)

Is your insurance paid up?

GRANT

Nice.

He shakes the dread off his shoulders and faces the paintings again.

gRANT (CONT'D)

You said she died young. How?

pATRICIA

Horse accident I think.

Grant is confused - who has ever heard of such a thing?

GRANT

What, like speeding? Drink riding or something?

PATRICIA

No I think she got kicked in the head.

Grant grimaces.

gRANT

Not the way I want to go.

PATRICIA

Is there a perfect way?

Grant remembers something.

GRANT

Was there any other buildings around here. Say for example, something built where this house now is?

PATRICIA

I think there was a worker's hut. It could have been here.

Grant closes his eyes and inhales. He remembers the previous night's anxiety.

pATRICIA (CONT'D)

Are you all right?

gRANT

You wouldn't believe me. Don't even think I do.

Grant walks from the room as Patricia expresses a small amount of concern.

iNT. oFFICE - nIGHT

Grant types on his computer again.

'Edward accepted Paul Hannison's generous offer to train a new generation of racing horses. But he would need help if it was to succeed, and he found it in'- 

Grant thinks for a moment. He accepts his decision and types-

'James.'

dISSOLVE TO:

iNT. dINNER TABLE - eVENING 1891

The family gather for the evening meal. Sarah sits opposite Edward and next to James. She is well dressed but the three men in her family are not. James has done his best.

sARAH SMITH

Well it's nice to see that someone has the decency to make an effort for supper.

James looks at his clothes, knowing they are inadequate. 

james

These are the best clothes I have ma'am. Not nearly as nice as yours, but-

Sarah notices the lads anxiousness and takes his hand.

sARAH SMITH 

They will do just fine. 

Edward looks at her hand. James pulls his away a little but she holds it tighter.

sARAH SMITH (CONT'D)

Grace. William would you mind?

The five hold each other's hands and bow their heads. Edward keeps his eyes open. He stares at Sarah's hand.

wILLIAM

For what we are about to receive, may the Lord make us truly thankful, Amen.

SARAH SMITH

Amen.

The hands are released but Sarah holds onto James' a fraction longer.

eXT. sTABLE YARDS - dAY 1891

James works a horse as Edward watches from the rail. 

eDWARD SMITH

Keep him moving.

Later, James brushes the horse down. 

eDWARD SMITH (CONT'D)

My wife has taken a liking to you.

James stops brushing for a moment. Then continues, focusing on the horse.

jAMES

It must be difficult for her. The change in lifestyle. I'm sure it is the company she likes.

EDWARD SMITH

It is difficult and I appreciate your company also.

JAMES

You have given me a new life Edward. I am in your debt.

EDWARD SMITH 

We all have a past we keep secret within us. 

James looks at Edward with surprise.

eDWARD SMITH (CONT'D)

All we can do is make up for our wrongdoings and hope when it is time for God to judge us, we have done enough to settle his anger.

jAMES

I will do my best Edward.

EDWARD SMITH

It is our actions that make us James. Remember that.

James nods.

EDWARD SMITH (CONT'D)

I leave tomorrow for three days. I place their safety in your hands.

James feels the burden of responsibility but nods anyway.

iNT. bEDROOM - nIGHT

Grant sleeps on his side. He opens his eyes. Sarah's face stares at him - he freezes, eyes wide!

gRANT

Jesus. Somebody?

Sarah beckons with her hand again, then walks from the room.

gRANT (CONT'D)

Don't even think about it.

He lies there for a few moments then rolls over. Patricia is asleep beside him. He maneuvers the blanket from his body, trying not to wake her.

GRANT (CONT'D)

Stupid.

eXT. hOUSE - mOMENTS LATER

Sarah's ghost walks toward the cabin again. This time Grant waits...

James walks by again.

Grant follows, keeping his distance to-

eXT. lOG CABIN - cONTINUOUS

The two ghosts enter the cabin. Grant makes his way through the gate and cautiously creeps to the cabin wall.

He hears voices from within. Sarah laughs and fear rushes over Grant again. 

Flash! It's suddenly daylight and the cabin and surrounding area are restored to the year 1891.

Grant finds a crack in the timber. He takes a step then peeks through the hole.

iNT. lOG CABIN - cONTINUOUS

Sarah takes James in her arms and kisses him. He pulls her against his chest. They kiss passionately.

eXT. lOG CABIN - cONTINUOUS

Grant is stunned at the vision and his face is frozen. For some reason, he checks to see if anyone is watching him. He shakes his head then returns his view to the lovers inside.

iNT. lOG CABIN - cONTINUOUS

James lowers Sarah onto the rough timber bed. His nervous fingers fiddle with buttons. They kiss again.

eXT. lOG CABIN - cONTINUOUS

gRANT

(quietly)

Why the hell does she want me to see this?

A noise catches his attention and he turns to the bushland. After a few quick head jerks scanning the area, he sees Edward walking toward the house.

gRANT (CONT'D)

Fuck it.

He waits for Edward to see him, knowing he can't hide but he doesn't see him. Edward reaches the cabin yard and makes for the door.

His dog barks then runs toward the chicken run. Edward gives the dog his attention.

eDWARD SMITH

What have you found this time?

He takes a few steps but hears a feminine laugh. He stops and turns.

Grant feels Edward's eyes staring through him. But he is frozen.

Edward walks to the barn and Grant moves to the side to allow the man some room. Edward peeks into the same gap.

iNT. lIVING ROOM - mORNING

Grant stands before the paintings.

gRANT

This isn't going to end well is it?

He stares at Sarah.

gRANT (CONT'D)

Just rest in peace, please.

Patricia and the two girls enter the room.

pATRICIA

There you are.

She notices his fixation.

pATRICIA (CONT'D)

Still researching for the book.

gRANT

How much do you know about them? 

He faces her.

gRANT (CONT'D)

I mean how much do you really know?

She's confused.

pATRICIA

I told you all I know. We're going into town, do you need anything?

GRANT

Are you sure it was a horse accident?

PATRICIA

Pardon?

GRANT

Sarah's death. Was there an autopsy?

PATRICIA

Not sure they had autopsies back then.

jAMIE

Are you thinking what I'm thinking.

SOPHIE

What are we thinking?

pATRICIA

I think your dad is taking this book way too seriously.

gRANT

Am I?

jAMIE

I'm thinking, murder.

sOPHIE

I don't even know what that means.

Grant glances at both girls then back to Patricia.

gRANT 

(softly)

I've seen things.

pATRICIA

And that's enough for now.

She grabs the girls' hands.

pATRICIA (CONT'D)

Let's go.

The three females leave and Grant continues his study of Sarah's face. 

eXT. lOG CABIN - nIGHT 

Grant pushes through the gate, cringing for some reason at the squeaking it makes. He looks up to see Sarah and James enter the cabin.

This time he waits and sure enough, Edward arrives.

Grant moves a little closer. A few more steps.

Edward reaches for a whip.

iNT. lOG CABIN - mOMENTS LATER

James lies on top of Sarah. They are in the midst of passion. Edward stands at the bed's base.

A whip wraps around James' neck! His eyes open wider from the pain and the realization of what is happening.

Edward pulls violently on the whip, ripping James from his wife's body. Sarah sees her husband and covers herself.

eXT. lOG CABIN - mOMENTS LATER

Edward drags James awkwardly from the cabin. He struggles for air and tries to speak but cannot - the whip has its hold.

Grant watches from his distance. His face shows the unpleasantness of the scene. 

Edward pulls James toward him with the whip and lets an array of punches loose on the young man's face.

James falls to the ground unconscious. Edward peers back to the cabin.

eXT. chicken run - mOMENTS LATER

Edward drags James to the blood stained log. The log waits... James torso thumps onto it, his head almost hanging over the edge.

Edward raises an axe. His face is full of anger. He screams and swings the axe.

Grant jumps in shock and turns away.

INT. lOG CABIN - mOMENTS LATER

Sarah fixes her dress and waits for her punishment. She sees a figure pass by the cabin through the cracks.

INT. oFFICE - dAY

Grant frantically types entries into a search engine. A family tree page loads. He types some more and the Smith family history loads.

He scans the lines, looking, searching for names. He jots down a few.

The computer loads another page - a registry of marriages and divorces. He types in a name.

He studies the page.

gRANT

Divorced.

He types again. The page loads.

gRANT (CONT'D)

Divorced.

He types again and the page loads.

His face shows the result - Divorced.

iNT. paGOLA - AFTERNOON

Patricia's family have gathered for a barbecue - her two sisters, SUSAN and KAREN with their husbands PETER and HANK and her brother LARRY and his wife RACHEL.

Grant places a tray full of meat beside the salads and bread.

PETER

How's the book coming along?

gRANT

Almost writing itself.

larry

I've got a pitch for you.

Grant gives his attention but something else rules his thoughts.

lARRY (CONT'D)

(reaching for a steak)

A man cheats on his wife and- 

Rachel

An autobiography.

They laugh. Larry smiles but ignores her.

LARRY

Anyway. He discovers the woman he is entangled with is his wife's sister-

Rachel chokes on her drink.

susan

What do you dream about?

GRANT

Somebody dies I guess?

lARRY

How did you know?

GRANT

Old story. Probably done too many times.

LARRY

Well sorry for wasting your time.

GRANT

Don't be offended but do you realise how many transcripts publishes receive every year with the same plot? To be noticed, you have to come up with something they haven't seen before.

karen

And your book is different?

GRANT

You have no idea.

KAREN

Well please elaborate.

Grant ponders whether or not to continue. He decides to.

gRANT

Did you all know that Edward employed a worker called ... Well I call him James.

pATRICIA

Is this a continuation of your 'I've seen things' remark?

Everyone is suddenly interested.

hank

Oh please continue.

Grant looks at Patricia who is not impressed.

gRANT

I know you'll say I've lost it or something but, every bloody night, Sarah leads me-

pATRICIA

Excuse me. Sarah?

GRANT

I tried to tell you but you wouldn't listen. I've seen her. She takes me to the old cabin and her and James make love.

hANK

This is gold.

pATRICIA

Somebody stop him.

gRANT

But Edward shows up. Just comes home early like who would've known right? But he sees them and .. well what would you do?

hANK

Watch!

His wife slaps him.

GRANT

I watched alright. I watched as Edward unleashed his rage on James. God .. I can't even tell you what happened.

rACHEL

What about Sarah? What happens to her?

GRANT

I never see. But a horse accident, please.

Patricia holds her head in her hands, ashamed of her husband.

gRANT (CONT'D)

I'm going to tell their story in this book.

Patricia jerks her head from her palms.

pATRICIA

Don't you dare!

GRANT

It's the truth.

PATRICIA

Truth! You have a bad dream and claim it's the truth. Have you lost your mind? This move was suppose to help us with our problems not create new ones.

Grant frowns at her for airing their laundry. 

GRANT

Fuck your self righteousness. I'll write what I want.

The gathering is now unsettled.

PATRICIA

You write that .. and we are done.

Grant stares her down. Everyone feels the anxiety.

hANK

Well. Pisses on Larry's idea. 

Peter lets an outburst of laughter through his lips then quickly subdues it.

lARRY

Thanks for the support mate.

Hank nods. 

gRANT

Done are we? Like the rest of your family that has ever lived here?

Patricia is confused by the question. Grant lobs a pile of papers on the tables. Family trees and marriage records.

gRANT (CONT'D)

Every married couple that has ever lived here since them has ended up divorced. Is that a coincidence?

The other guests question each other if this could be true.

rACHEL

Oh my God he's right.

pATRICIA

What are you talking about?

gRANT

This is real. They're pulling us apart. It's her game and she won't stop until we're divorced, or worse.

PATRICIA

WHAT?

GRANT

Their marriage ended in murder. Maybe that's her end game but who kills anymore yeah? Now we get divorced instead.

The diners ponder if this could be real. They look inside the house through the open French doors.

lARRY

If you guys get divorced. We are not moving here.

iNT. oFFICE - dAY

Grant types on his computer. He finishes the final page and types 'The End.'

Patricia stands behind him. She closes her eyes, knowing he is going through with it.

iNT. lIVING ROOM - mOMENTS LATER

Grant stands before the portraits, staring at Edward.

gRANT

Everyone will know who you really are. I'll make sure of it.

iNT. bEDROOM - nIGHT

Grant is woken by Sarah's face again. He doesn't flinch anymore. He only frowns.

gRANT

Go away. I'm telling the world the truth. Isn't that enough?

Sarah raises a hand. She holds an old cup. James' ghost sits up in the bed, right beside Grant.

Grant is startled by the new variation of the vision. He turns to Patricia and shakes her.

gRANT (CONT'D)

It's happening. Wake up.

Patricia rolls and moans. James takes the cup and drinks. He gives it back to Sarah who smiles. She stands and exits the room.

Grant shakes his wife again.

GRANT (CONT'D)

You're missing it.

James gets to his feet and follows Sarah a distance behind. Grant watches then looks at Patricia who refuses to awaken.

He's up and following the ghosts. Down the hallway, out the door and to the old cabin.

eXT. lOG CABIN - cONTINUOUS

Daylight consumes the scene again and grant is near blinded by its power. He covers his eyes, adapting to it.

Sarah enters the barn and closes the door. James makes his way forward and Grant is with him, questioning his actions with facial expressions.

James peeks through the gap and watches Sarah brush her hair. Grant searches frantically for Edward - he isn't coming!

He faces the show again. James takes the door knob and twists. He enters the cabin and Grant follows.

iNT. lOG CABIN - dAY 1891

Sarah turns and sees James coming slowly toward her. She mouths a few words but Grant cannot hear them. James continues and Sarah's face changes from pleasantness to concern.

She tries to pass James but he grabs her arm. She tries to break free but he is too strong.

Grant's face is filled with confusion and fear. 

James and Sarah struggle against each other. Her clothes are torn and she slaps James across the face.

He is enraged and slaps her, forcing her abruptly against the wall. She falls and bangs her head on the bed post. 

James stares at her, knowing what he has done. 

Grant hears a noise and turns. Edward stands in the doorway, staring at his wife.

iNT. oFFICE - mOMENTS LATER

Grant sprints into the room. He searches for a telephone through the mess on the desk.

gRANT

Come On! Damn you!

He finds it and pushes buttons like a mad man. He makes a mistake and has to start again. He does it slower this time. 

He waits....

gRANT (CONT'D)

Come on you sleeping fuck!

KEVIN (V.O.)

What.. Hello.

gRANT

Kevin! Stop the book. Just fucking stop it right now!

kevin

Huh. Grant? Is that you?

GRANT

Of course it's fucking me. 

KEVIN

What time is it?

GRANT

You need to pull the book from the press. Just stop the-

KEVIN

It's too late. It's done. They go on sale tomorrow. Or today whatever the frigging time is.

Grant stares at absolutely nothing. Kevin mutters some words.

iNT. lIVING ROOM - dAY

Grant stares at the portraits again.

gRANT

You win.

iNT. bEDROOM - dAY

Patricia sits before the dresser brushing her hair. Her two daughters jog into the room.

sOPHIE

When do we get to see daddy?

pATRICIA

It's his weekend next OK? A couple of more days.

SOPHIE

But I miss him.

Patricia places the brush on the dresser and faces the kids.

PATRICIA

I know it's hard. For all of us but it will get easier. Why don't you both make him something? Something special.

The girls contemplate the idea then accept it. They exit as Patricia watches them.

She faces the mirror again - Sarah's ghost stands behind her but Patricia does not see her.

dISSOLVE TO:

title over:

Six Months Later

iNT. book store - dAY

Posters of a book titled 'History Repeating' line the windows and walls. Grant signs a couple of autographs. 

His phone rings and he takes it from his pocket. He answers-

pATRICIA (V.O.)

Hello. How is the publicity going?

gRANT

It's fantastic. Every one loves a ghost story. Especially when you write yourself into it. They're all falling for it.

PATRICIA (V.O.)

That's great. When are you coming home?

GRANT

Four days I think. I'll let you know.

eXT. hOUSE - dAY

DAVID, a late-twenties physical man works in Patricia's garden. He swings a pick a few times, the last swing striking something buried.

He pulls on the pick but the object won't budge. He works the ground around it. Dirt is pushed to the side revealing a long handle. There is something metal at one end. 

The telephone rings and David jumps to his feet. He looks around.

pATRICIA

Patricia! Patricia?

He shrugs then continues with his find.

iNT. oFFICE - cONTINUOUS

The telephone rings. The answering machine picks up the call. Grants voice speaks 'Hi, you've reached Grant and Patricia Kenneth. We're busy at present so please feel free to leave your name and number, and we'll return your call. Bye.' 

gRANT (V.O.)

Hey babe it's me. Just letting you know that I'll be home early. Possibly by the morning. Everything's wrapped up here so all we have to do is sit back and count the money.  

(he chuckles)

See you tomorrow.

eXT. verandah - mORNING

Grant steps onto the verandah carrying a brief case and dressed in a suit.

He hears laughter from inside.

gRANT

Is that you babe?

He walks around the corner toward his bedroom. The window comes into view and he smiles.

The smile vanishes. Patricia and David lie in his bed, making love.

She laughs again and Grants face sinks. Sarah's ghost appears at the foot of the bed, but Grant does not see her this time. 

The ghost stares at the lovers and smiles. She senses something and her head jerks around. She sees Grant and her eyes open wide. She is filled with anticipation, having waited for this day so long.

Something catches Grant's attention. A flicker or reflection of metal. He turns to see- An axe. The axe! Edward's axe!

His face is now even more confused. Where did it come from? How did it get hear?

He faces Patricia again. Sarah urges him with deathly eyes.

A hand takes the axe.

dISSOLVE TO:

title OVER:

What Maketh The Man?

fADE OUT.

THE END

