PROOF (Fine Line Features, 1992)

56. INTERIOR. CELIA’S HOUSE – NIGHT – DAY 7

The light comes on, revealing Celia’s modest house.  Celia and Martin enter the lounge room.

CELIA: I prepared a light supper.

MARTIN: Will this take long?

Celia guides Martin towards an armchair.

C: You can sit here.

It should gradually become obvious that the walls are covered in photographs, and every photograph is of Martin: Martin in the park, Martin asleep, Martin walking.  Martin sits in the chair, and Celia sits in one nearby.  Just above Martin’s head, on the wall, is a framed photo of Martin and Bill.  All the photos are telephoto, or blown up.  None of them are posed – Martin has been photographed without his knowledge on all occasions.  Celia removes her sweater and sits down.

C: I’m a bit of a photographer myself, Martin.

M: Really?  What do you photograph?

C: Things I love.  I don’t think you know how fond I am of you.

M: I’m getting a fair idea.

Martin takes the port and sniffs it, while Celia exits briefly.  Martin sits alone a moment, surrounded by photos of himself.  Celia enters the room again.  She brings food on a tray.  Martin smells the food.

C: Your favorite cold meats.

She begins to undo her blouse and walks closer to Martin.

C: For so long I wanted you in my house.  And now you’re here.  I would have preferred to begin the night without the photograph – but it was clear you wouldn’t ask me out of your own volition.  But the photo doesn’t matter now.  Tonight’s been all I hoped for and more.  Hopefully more.

M: Is supper self-serve?

C: I never knew my father.  And my mother died ten years ago.  Now there’s only me.  And you.  You and I have a lot in common.  We’re both motherless.  Both alone.  Do you ever get the feeling of being watched?

M: All my life.

C: You never knew when it was me.

M: Celia.  Why don’t we get to the point?

C: Have you ever wondered why I’ve stayed working for you all these years, when you’re so deliberately cruel to me?

M: I have asked myself that question.

C: And what was the answer?

M: You…like it?

C: I don’t like it.  I hate it.  Ask the question again.

M: What quest – 

C: Why do I stay with you?

M: I don’t know.

C: Yes you do, Martin.  No more game playing.  Games are over.  Time for truth.

M: All right, Celia.  I know why you stay.

C: Can I ask you something?

M: Yes.

C: I get the feeling that you’ve never been with a woman, am I right?

M: I think we’re getting a little personal here.

C: You’re thirty-two years old, Martin.  Isn’t it about time we did?  There’s no need to be afraid.  Have you ever touched a woman…?

Celia touches Martin’s hand.  He flinches and goes to pull away, but she grabs him.

M: Please Celia – 

C: Feel this.

Celia places Martin’s hand over her heartbeat.  Martin doesn’t struggle to pull away.

C: Feel it thumping in there?  It’s beating fast.  Faster than usual.  That’s where the music got you, isn’t it?  That’s where you get me.

Celia slides Martin’s fingers onto one of her breasts.  Martin is breathing quickly, in a mixture of fear, repulsion and desire.

C: I’m greedy, Martin.  I want you all to myself.  I used to have that, but things have changed.  I have to change them back.  Take this opportunity, Martin.  It may not come again.

Celia slowly reaches down and begins to undo Martin’s fly.  She reaches inside.  Martin gasps.  Martin reaches for Celia’s face.  He finds it.  He pulls her down so that he can kiss her on the mouth.  They kiss passionately.  Celia slips her hand beneath Martin’s shirt and strokes his skin.  Martin strokes Celia’s breasts.  Suddenly Martin panics.

M: No.  I can’t.

C: Trust me.

M: I can’t.

C: Don’t be scared.

M: I’m not scared.

C: You want me.

M: I don’t.  I don’t want anyone.  Leave me alone!

Martin stumbles to his feet and lurches for the door.

M: Where’s the door?  Where’s the door?

C: Don’t go.  Don’t leave me. (She calls out to him.  He finds the door and runs outside.) Your fly’s undone!
