
EXT. RURAL ZULULAND - DAWN

First rays over expansive scenery.  Breathtaking.

INT. FARMHOUSE/KITCHEN - DAY

Grace, looking tired, cooking eggs in front of a huge Delongi
gas stove. 

Rest of the kitchen dusty, a few old tins on shelves. 

A car hoots outside. Grace looking up through the window.

EXT. FARMHOUSE PORCH - MORNING

Grace walking out to greet HENRY -- a gentle-faced bull of a 
Zulu man. Steady gaze, wearing Ranger khakis.

He paces towards her carrying a few brown bags of groceries, 
the strangest of smiles on his face.

HENRY
Henry Mabuza. 

(extending his hand)
You must be Grace.

GRACE
(shaking his hand)

Yes. Hello Henry.

He holds on to her hand for just a moment longer than is 
appropriate, and releases.  

Awkward beat.  Something about that smile.  And the head-
tilting way he gazes at her is making Grace a little 
uncomfortable.

HENRY
(the groceries)

Thought you might need a few 
things...getting in so late 
yesterday.

GRACE
That’s uh...very kind, please come 
through.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

GRACE
Coffee?

HENRY
Thank you...sweet and black. 

Henry, looking around the old kitchen.



HENRY
This place has long history.

GRACE
(wry)

So I'm told.

He turns, stares at her.

HENRY
When I first saw you...
I was wondering...

She looks up, teaspoon hovering...

HENRY
(sly grin)

I was wondering when last...you
swallowed a nice...big...

(pacing slowly towards 
her)

...fat...black...worm..?

Clung.  She drops the spoon and backs away from him in abject 
terror.  The look on her face says it all.  God help me, he's 
gong to rape me right here.  Her hand whips into the sink and 
suddenly she's clutching a bread knife, pointed at him.

GRACE
You stay away from me!  I'll 
scream, I swear to...

He just stands there, arms folded, grinning.  Confident.  

Grace, her jaw goes slack as fear gives way to realization, 
recognition.  She slams the knife on the table, steadies 
herself, head hung low.  While Henry chuckles.

She looks up at him, grinning, and feeling very foolish.

GRACE
Bhekithemba!

Henry, a big sweet 'n naughty smile.

GRACE
I can’t believe it! It’s you!

Grace comes over -- gives him a big hug.

HENRY
When I saw your name on the request 
for a foreman, I knew it had to be 
you. 

Grace nods, smiles, overcome with nostalgia.
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GRACE
You’ve been here all this time, 
never left?

HENRY
This is home, the home of my 
ancestors.

GRACE
And what’s with ‘Henry’?

HENRY
(smiling)

Not all white folk can pronounce 
Zulu as well as you do. 

Grace laughs.

HENRY
Remember the hut we had in the lime 
tree next to the school?

GRACE
I do.  Those were wonderful... 
uncomplicated days...

(they both reflect.)

She looks at him.

GRACE
And no...

He looks up.

GRACE
(wincing at the memory)

...I don't eat worms and insects 
anymore.

He chuckles.  

A beat as they consider each other, the time between them.

GRACE
Are you going to help me rebuild my 
house?

HENRY
I will try...but you must help too.

She smiles at this.

INT. ANGIE'S WINDOW - NIGHT

Angie's reflection appears, filling frame. 

Tap. Tap. 
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The branch of a Yew tree, like a bony finger, tap-tapping at 
the pane.

Nothing strange about that, except -- there isn't a breath of 
wind. 

Tap. Tap. 

Angie pads closer to the window.

HER POV - PANS

Along the length of the tapping branch, to a fork where a 
chain hangs. 

Swaying. Creaking. Obscured behind leaves. 

Something, or someone, is pulling...no...swaying from the 
chain, causing the branch to tap-tap at the window. 

Angie is rapt. 

Then:

Bang! Creeeak! Bang! 

She looks up.

THE SKINNING SHED

door fanning lazily in breeze, opens and shuts --

-- bang...Creeeak...Bang. 

Angie's eyes glued to the shed.  

She suddenly sucks in air -- looking down, startled.

POV - THE FLOOR

Water pooled around Angie's bare feet. 

Her attention pulled from the window, she follows the 
streaming water to its source. 

It's coming from underneath the

BATHROOM DOOR

Angie, slowly turns the handle, gently pushes the door open.

Ankle deep water. Bath is overflowing, but the taps are off.

Angie standing there, wide-eyed, apprehensive.
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A SUDDEN FLASH

A FACE -- the young black man from the night before -- his 
head being pulled up out of the bath by some invisible hand. 

His head clearing the water -- gasping for air like a 
drowning man.

From the corner of his eye -- seeing Angie, silent scream, 
eyes pleading with her for help. 

Then --

-- KAPLASH! --

His head shoved back into the water by an invisible force.

FLASH.

The vision gone.  Angie just standing there staring at the 
bath.  No water in it now. 

Then -- a muffled “Drrrrrrrrrr” 

She snaps her head towards the sound -- from down the hall.

-- “Drrrrrrrr” --

Angie, moves towards the eerie sound, leaves frame, our focus 
shifting to something in the background -- on the rack 
amongst clean white towels, hangs a dirty threadbare hessian
sack.

INT. CORRIDORS - POV - NIGHT

Angie drifting through the inky hallways, listening intently.

POV - CORRIDORS

The “Drrrrrrr” sound coming from the last room, far left.

INT. RADIO ROOM - NIGHT

A low hisssss from the CB console. 

In background, Angie appears -- listening closely to the 
radio. 

Behind the white noise, another sound, whispering voices. 
Unintelligible. Zulu.

INT. MAIN BEDROOM - NIGHT

Grace asleep. 

Her eyes open slowly --
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