
HANNAH'S BIRTHDAY



FADE IN:

INT. FEMALE STAFF TOILETS - NIGHT

An uncovered bulb buzzes on casting a bleak light on the 
staff toilets of a restaurant.

It is a messy clutter of make-up, underwear, and private 
mementos. On the vanity, a birthday balloon floats above a 
flower arrangement. 

A leaky tap drips into the silence. 

Slam. A bloodied hand crashes open a cubicle door.

HANNAH, a waitress in her 40s, wearing a filthy uniform, 
stumbles out. 

Hannah grabs onto the sink to hold herself up. Her fingers 
are slippery with blood; it drips onto the linoleum.

Bent over, gasping, Hannah notices the forming puddle. She 
looks up and sees her lacerated left wrist. 

The faucet roars on. 

Hannah tries to wash off the blood; she rubs her wrist over 
and over again. More blood seeps out and the sink splatters 
with red. 

Hannah flicks on the mirror lights.

A radio turns on and a trashy love song blares out mid track. 
It serenades her as she tries to hold the edges of the wound 
together.

The mirror shows a bruised neck, smudged lipstick, and hair 
that is ripped from its band. 

Deeper in the mirror, black shadows seep through the edges of 
the cubicle door. A hand forms and creaks the door open. 

Hannah looks up into the mirror. For a split second, she sees 
the reflection of a dead woman resting on the toilet seat; 
dark shadows ooze out of her ears, nose, eyes, and mouth. 

The door bangs shut. 

Hannah looks back at her shocked reflection; her neck is no 
longer bruised. 

She looks down at her left wrist. The blood is gone; her 
wound is healed, the sink is spotless.



She jerks her hands back from the basin. 

Hannah slowly turns around to face the cubicle door. She 
reaches out to open the door. 

The bathroom door handle rattles; it is locked.

LANA, another waitress, is heard knocking impatiently.

LANA (O.S.)
Hannah? Come on, open up. I need to 
take a piss.

Hannah pulls her hand back, hugging it to her chest. 

HANNAH
Hang on, I’m just getting changed.

LANA (O.S.)
I’ve seen you naked. It’s nothing 
special.

Hannah rips off her uniform and tosses it into the laundry 
basket. She grabs a fresh dress from the uniform rack and 
pulls it on.

The song on the radio finishes. The same trashy love song 
starts over again. 

Hannah stops what she is doing, staring at the radio. She 
quickly turns it off. 

The bathroom door handle rattles again.

LANA
Hurry up! I haven’t got all night.

HANNAH
Just a second!

Hannah ties her hair into a tight ponytail and uses a compact 
to fix her lipstick. 

She unlocks the door. 

Lana barges in; she is a voluptuous woman hiding her 60 years 
with heavy make-up.

LANA
What’s with you?

Lana rushes to the cubicle door and yanks it open.
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HANNAH
Wait!

The toilet is familiarly vile, but there is no dead woman.

LANA
What? I gotta go.

HANNAH
Nothing. Sorry.

Lana shuts the door in her face. Hannah listens to her piss.

LANA (O.S.)
You better get out there, before 
your regulars get shitty.

INT. SERVICE CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Hannah walks down a long service corridor. 

The guts of the building lie exposed on cement walls, 
fluorescent lights flicker from the ceiling. 

Hannah slows as she passes the service door, mesmerized by 
the glowing green exit sign. 

RAY, a sloppy man wearing a chef’s uniform, comes out through 
the kitchen door.

He heads towards Hannah, lighting a cigarette as he passes a 
no-smoking sign.

RAY
You back for more?

Hannah presses against the wall to avoid him, he crowds her 
anyway; his rounded belly rubs against her as he turns 
sideways, as if to make room. 

RAY
You see Lana?

He stutters out a stream of smoke into her face.

HANNAH
No.

Hannah makes a hasty escape down the corridor. At a safe 
distance, she glances back over her shoulder. 

Ray leers at her as he sneaks into the women’s toilets.
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INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Hannah steps through the staff door and is bombarded by the 
sound and sight of a busy restaurant. 

The restaurant is a fancy affair of white tablecloths and 
shiny dinnerware. An open design, Hannah stands between the 
exposed kitchen and a long bar.

DENNIS, a suave, middle-aged man, is standing at the bar with 
TEEN HANNAH. The young girl is dressed as if for a date; her 
skirt too short, her blouse too tight. 

BRIAN, a bartender with movie star looks, pours them drinks 
as he flirts with the girl. 

Brian spots Hannah and swaggers over.

BRIAN
Here’s my birthday girl.

Hannah stands frozen, staring at the couple in shock. 

Brian notices her distraction and looses his smirk.

BRIAN
A table for two. Somewhere private. 

When Hannah turns to acknowledge him, he regains his grin and 
winks at her.

HANNAH
Of course. 

She picks up two menus and hides behind a professional smile 
as she joins the customers.

HANNAH
If you could follow me please.

Hannah puts their drinks on a tray and leads them to a 
romantic table by the windows. 

Dennis gallantly pulls out a chair to seat his date. 

Hannah hands over their menus, interrupting the girl as she 
tugs down the hem of her skirt.

TEEN HANNAH
Your name tag is missing.

HANNAH
I’m Hannah, I’ll be your server 
tonight. The specials are...
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TEEN HANNAH
Anna?

Hannah fusses with her order pad, refusing to look at her.

HANNAH
No, Hannah. H-A-N-N-A-H.

Teen Hannah stares up at her averted face, frowning. 

Dennis reaches over the table and takes her hand, forcing her 
attention back to him.

DENNIS
(to Teen Hannah)

Same backwards, same forwards.

Teen Hannah withdraws her hand; he lets go reluctantly.

HANNAH
The specials tonight are... 

DENNIS
We won’t be ordering off menu.

Dennis opens his menu, dismissing Hannah. 

A man at another table snaps his fingers in the air. It is 
YOUNG DENNIS; the same man, 10 years younger.

Hannah turns to looks towards the summons. Her head swivels 
between the two men; they wear the same sports jacket.

HANNAH
Excuse me.

Hannah walks over to the family table as if in a trance. 

A little girl, CHILD HANNAH, sits between her parents; she 
wears her prettiest party dress. 

Her mother, NAOMI, argues with Young Dennis in loud whispers 
as she cuts into her steak.

NAOMI
How young was the last one Dennis? 
Eighteen?

Young Dennis turns away to snap his fingers again. 

Hannah is standing at their table, mesmerized by his 
daughter; Child Hannah gazes back at her solemnly.
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YOUNG DENNIS
This won’t do! This is not what my 
wife ordered. 

Hannah pulls her eyes away from the child to look at the 
woman. She can only see the back of her head.

HANNAH
Ma’am?

Naomi ignores Hannah as she swigs her red wine and glares at 
her husband. 

Young Dennis yanks his wife’s plate away from her and angrily 
cuts through the sirloin. Blood pools out.

YOUNG DENNIS
I clearly said medium. This is raw.

Hannah picks up the plate. 

HANNAH
(louder)

Ma’am?

Naomi finally looks up, gazing drunkenly at her. 

Hannah steps back, startled by recognition.

NAOMI
I didn’t think you’d come back.

HANNAH
No, Ma.. I mean Ma’am. I’m sorry. I 
was on a break, Ma’am. 

Hannah hurriedly escapes to the kitchen window. 

The staff door opens and Lana comes through, smug and 
satisfied, carrying a birthday cake.

LANA
Here. Compliments of the chef. 

Hannah now balances blood and frosting. She dumps the dinner 
plate on the kitchen counter.

HANNAH
Table four, too bloody. And too 
many candles; she’s seven tonight. 

Ray ambles over carrying a barbecue fork. His lips are 
stained with Lana’s red lipstick. 
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Hannah watches as Ray picks up the steak, dumps it on a fresh 
plate and hides the cut edges with gravy.

HANNAH
You gotta zippo?

RAY
Table six!

Ray turns his back on her and returns to his grill. 

LEON, an unusually young waiter, hurries over to collect the 
order. He hands over a zippo.

LEON
I’ve been holding your tables.

HANNAH
Thanks, I owe you.

LEON
No sweat. I’m down to one. 

Leon scurries off.

Hannah heads to the bar. 

She puts down the cake, removes the extra candles and 
rearranges the rest into an orderly pattern. 

Brian saunters over, cleaning a glass.

BRIAN
I didn’t get you the job so you 
could ignore me.

HANNAH
I’m busy.

BRIAN
What? Flirting with the old guy? He 
likes them younger. 

Over at the table, Dennis gives Teen Hannah a wrapped 
present. 

Hannah looks away from them and lights the candles. 

HANNAH
It’s his daughter.

BRIAN
He hit on you?
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HANNAH
You always think that.

Brian pours a vodka and tonic into the clean glass and puts 
it onto the bar next to her.

BRIAN
Meet up with me after shift?

Hannah pushes the glass away.

HANNAH
I’m working. 

BRIAN
I’m not gonna wait forever.

Preoccupied, Hannah doesn’t see Brian get pissed off at her. 

Hannah adds a knife to the tray, takes a deep breath and 
heads to the family’s table. 

Hannah breaks into loud, enthusiastic singing.

HANNAH
Happy birthday to you...

The waiters all stop serving, and sing automaton. 

HANNAH AND STAFF
Happy birthday to you. Happy 
birthday dear Hannah. Happy 
birthday to you. Hip hip hurrah. 
Hip hip hurrah.

YOUNG DENNIS
Come sit on my lap honey, so you 
can reach the candles.

NAOMI
I don’t think that’s necessary.

YOUNG DENNIS
Hannah.

The little girl obeys. 

Hannah pushes the cake towards the child.

HANNAH
Close your eyes and make a wish.

The little girl squeezes her eyes shut, and blows out the 
candles. 
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Young Dennis strokes her hair, staring at the child with a 
pleased expression. 

Naomi digs out a bottle of pills from her handbag. She 
swallows them down with her red wine. 

Hannah’s hand clenches on the cake knife. 

Over at the windows, Teen Hannah holds a gold necklace 
between her fingers, staring down at the number sixteen 
pendant.

DENNIS
I want us to be together. It’s not 
wrong; it was never wrong. I love 
you.

HANNAH
Are you ready to order?

Flustered, Dennis picks up the menu. 

Teen Hannah takes an embarrassed swallow of her drink.

DENNIS
For starters, I will have the baby 
duck in orange glaze; Hannah will 
have the rabbit con fit...

Dennis drones on in the background.

Hannah’s eyes are drawn to the thin scars on the girl’s left 
wrist. 

Teen Hannah notices and rearranges her bangles, hiding the 
scars. She looks up defiantly at Hannah. 

Hannah is the first to look away.

Hannah walks away from the table looking dazed. She pegs up 
her food order at the kitchen window.

HANNAH
I’m taking my break.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - NIGHT

Hannah bashes through the corridor’s service door into a dark 
alleyway. 

She reaches up behind a gutter to retrieve a hidden pack of 
cigarettes. 
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Hannah lights one up and takes a desperate drag, staring into 
the night. Soft indecipherable whispers drift down to her. 
She looks up. 

High up on the neighbor’s roof, shadows emerge and shape 
themselves into indistinct demon forms. They creep to the 
edge of the roof whispering to her. 

An arm forms and reaches out to her. 

Hannah drops her cigarette and backs away from them. 

She collides with Brian as she tries to escape through the 
service door. 

BRIAN
Now, wait a minute. You said you’d 
hang with me.

Hannah looks back up at the roof top; the demons are gone. 

She tries to push past Brian to get inside. He won’t let her.

HANNAH
I have to get back.

BRIAN
Won’t you be sweet for once?

He backs her into the dumpster.

INT. SERVICE CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Hannah stumbles into the corridor, leaving the service door 
ajar. Her face is bruised, her lipstick is smudged, and her 
hair is ripped from its band. 

Hannah pulls up her torn underwear and ties a knot in the 
waist band to make it whole. 

She uses the wall for support as she makes her way back to 
the bathroom.

INT. FEMALE STAFF TOILETS - NIGHT

The uncovered light bulb buzzes on. 

Slam. A bloodied hand crashes open the cubicle door. 

Hannah bashes her way out, gasping for air. She swivels on 
the spot, looking frantically around the bathroom. 

Hannah raises her left wrist to her eyes; it is severed.
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She rushes to turn on the mirror lights. The radio blares out 
the same trashy love song. 

She changes the channel; it’s the same song. She changes the 
channel, over and over again. The same song plays on all the 
channels. 

Hannah turns her head to stare at the shut cubicle door.

INT. SERVICE CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Lana struts down the corridor, hips swaying. 

A tendril of demon shadow creeps in through a gap at the 
bottom of the service door. 

Oblivious, Lana pulls shut the door on her way past. The 
demon disintegrates. 

Lana tries to open the bathroom door; it is locked. She 
knocks impatiently.

LANA
Hannah? Come on, open up. I need to 
take a piss.

She waits. No one answers. 

Lana presses her ear against the door. The indistinct sound 
of a radio is heard from inside. It shuts off abruptly.

LANA
You getting changed? 

HANNAH (O.S.)
Yes.

Relieved, Lana settles against the wall and checks her nails.

LANA
I’ve seen you naked. It’s nothing 
special.

She adjusts her uniform so that her cleavage shows. Her name 
tag is now positioned over her nipple. 

Lana gets impatient and rattles the door handle again.

LANA
Hurry up! I haven’t got...

The door unlocks and opens up a crack.

11.



INT. FEMALE STAFF TOILETS - NIGHT

Lana shoves through the door. 

Hannah blocks her from going any further. Hannah is neat and 
tidy and wearing her name tag.

LANA
What? I gotta go.

HANNAH
What night is it?

LANA
I dunno, Sunday? What’s the 
difference.

HANNAH
The date, what is the date?

LANA
Geez, it’s your birthday, okay I 
get it. Happy fucken returns, okay? 

Lana pushes past her, rushing for the toilet. 

She shuts the cubicle door, yanks off her undies, sits down, 
and pisses.

LANA
You better get out there, before 
your regulars get shitty.

Lana hears the bathroom door bang shut. She pulls out a 
compact and lipstick, touches up her red lips.

INT. SERVICE CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Ray leaves the kitchen, lighting a cigarette as he passes the 
no-smoking sign. 

He sees Hannah further down the corridor, standing under the 
neon exit sign. 

Hannah's hand is shaking as she reaches out to open the 
service door. 

RAY
You back for more?

Hannah pulls her hand back and turns to face him; she stares 
him down as she wipes the tears off her face. 
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HANNAH
Lana is waiting for you.

Ray stops halfway down the corridor, looking uncertain.

RAY
Is that right?

He stubs out the cigarette and walks past her. Hannah holds 
her ground, refusing to be intimidated. 

Ray hesitates at the end of the corridor and looks back. 
Hannah is standing at the service door, watching him. 

Ray escapes into the women’s staff toilets.

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Dennis leads Teen Hannah to the bar with a proprietary hand 
at her waist. 

Teen Hannah reaches to take off her coat and Dennis takes 
over.

DENNIS
Allow me. This is what you’re 
wearing?

Teen Hannah ignores his appraisal and walks up to the 
bartender. She likes what she sees. 

BRIAN
What can I get you?

TEEN HANNAH
I’ll have a vodka and tonic.

Dennis dumps the coat on a bar stool and interrupts their 
moment.

DENNIS
A whiskey on the rocks for me and 
sparkling water for my date.

TEEN HANNAH
I want a vodka and tonic. 

DENNIS
Hannah. 

HANNAH
Dennis. He still thinks I am a 
little girl. No fruit.
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BRIAN
Sorry baby-doll, you gotta be 
twenty-one.

Brian pours the drinks. 

While Dennis is looking out at the tables, Brian adds vodka 
to the water. He winks at the girl and she grins back at him.

Dennis turns back to the bar.

DENNIS
We want a table for two, somewhere 
private.

Hannah steps into the restaurant. 

Brian spots her and swaggers over with a smirk.

BRIAN
Here’s my birthday girl.

Hannah won’t look at him. She grabs two menus and rushes past 
him to get to the couple.

HANNAH
Follow me.

They hurriedly pick up their drinks and follow her. 

Hannah leads them past the empty window tables to one in the 
middle of the restaurant, next to a bunch of old bitty 
grandmas. 

Hannah pulls a chair out for Teen Hannah.

DENNIS
We want a window table.

HANNAH
I’m sorry, they’re all reserved.

As the girl sits, Hannah places a white cloth napkin on the 
girl’s lap, covering up her thighs. She hands her a menu. 

Teen Hannah notices that Hannah wears a name tag.

TEEN HANNAH
Your name’s Hannah?

HANNAH
Yes, Hannah. H-A-N-N-A-H.

Hannah watches Dennis expectantly. 
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Predictably, Dennis leans across the table to take Teen 
Hannah’s hand.

DENNIS
Same backwards, same forwards.

Over at the family table, Young Dennis watches with disgust 
as Naomi swallows her steak down with red wine. 

YOUNG DENNIS
Stop drowning yourself, I said I 
was sorry.

A trail of red spills out of the side of her mouth. She makes 
a show of wiping it off. 

NAOMI
Is that what you think? That I give 
a shit about your perversions?

Naomi cuts into the bloody steak again. 

Young Dennis snaps his fingers impatiently in the air.

YOUNG DENNIS
And when you carried on Naomi, did 
I moan? 

NAOMI
How young was the last one...

Hannah rushes past, grabbing the plate on her way.

In the kitchen, a lipstick stained Ray is frying steaks 
humming happily to himself. 

Lana kisses her hand and pats his cheek as she passes him to 
fetch the birthday cake. 

Ray watches as Lana arranges the candles, bending over the 
bench unnecessarily, giving him a show.

HANNAH
Table four, too bloody. 

Ray turns to see Hannah leaning over the counter, dumping the 
steak into a bin. 

He transfers a badly cooked steak onto a plate of vegetables 
and ambles over. 

Ray thumps the plate onto the counter.
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RAY
Table six!

Leon hurries over to collect the order. 

Hannah is waiting for him, holding out her hand expectantly. 
He gives her his zippo.

LEON
I want it back this time.

Hannah grabs him before he can rush off.

HANNAH
Wait! What do you mean by “this 
time”?

LEON
What ya on about?

HANNAH
You didn’t say that before. Last 
time you said, “I’ve been holding 
your tables”. 

LEON
So what?

HANNAH
How do I stop it?

LEON
Let go of me.

HANNAH
Tell me!

Leon breaks free and rushes off to table six where he waits 
to be served by himself. 

Hannah stares at the doppelgangers as they whisper together, 
sneaking peaks at her.

Lana comes out of the staff door; before she can say 
anything, Hannah grabs the cake off her. 

Hannah yanks out the extra candles as she rushes past the 
bar, lighting the rest en route. 

Brian eyes are fixated on her as he polishes a glass behind 
the bar.

Child Hannah looks up when a birthday cake is put down, right 
in front of her.
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HANNAH
Happy birthday, Hannah. Quick, make 
a wish and blow out the candles.

Child Hannah squeezes her eyes shut, and blows out the 
candles. 

Young Dennis reaches over to stroke her hair. 

Naomi reaches for her glass but Hannah gets there before her, 
knocking it over and spilling red wine all over the table.

HANNAH
I’m so sorry!

Hannah mops up the mess with Dennis’s napkin, accidentally on 
purpose, splashing wine on him.

At her table, Teen Hannah pulls out a gold necklace from a 
jewelers box. Her father has shifted his chair closer to hers 
for a semblance of privacy from the grannies.. 

DENNIS
You’re old enough to understand; 
she was pregnant when I met her. I 
loved you from the first moment I 
saw you. You were so little, so 
sweet.

TEEN HANNAH
Why are you telling me this?

DENNIS
I want us to be together. It is not 
wrong; it was never wrong. I love 
you.

He reaches out to stroke his daughter’s hair. She is staring 
down at the number sixteen pendant.

HANNAH
Can I get you another drink?

Teen Hannah sculls downs her vodka and hands over the glass.

TEEN HANNAH
More of the same.

Hannah heads to the bar but freezes when she sees Brian 
waiting for her. 

Hannah desperately looks around; the entrance of the 
restaurant catches her eye. 
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She dumps the empty glass on a table and escapes through the 
front door.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - NIGHT

Hannah bashes through the door. She stops running mid-flight. 

She is in the alleyway again. She looks back and sees the 
service door behind her. 

Hannah runs for her life down an alleyway that never ends. 

She stops to catch her breath and looks around. She is back 
at the same place again. Desperate, she tries again; bolting 
away. 

It’s the same result.

Demons form out of shadow; they slink to the edge of the 
roof, whispering down into the alleyway. 

Below, Hannah runs past again. Panting, she glances up and 
stops. She is furious.

The demons stare back down at her. 

HANNAH
(yells)

What do you want?

A demon peals itself away from the rest and slithers down the 
wall. A foot away from her, it stops. 

Hannah bravely steps towards it. The demon forms a face. She 
is looking back at herself. 

The service door opens behind her. Hannah turns her head 
towards the sound. 

The demon returns to the roof top, hiding with the other 
shadows.

BRIAN (O.S.)
Now wait a minute, you said you’d 
hang with me.

HANNAH (O.S.)
Get away from me.

The demons creep back to the edge of the roof and look down. 

Brian backs Hannah into the dumpster. He tries to kiss her, 
but she struggles. He hits her and grabs her by the hair as 
he reaches down to rip off her underwear. 
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Brian throws Hannah to the ground, gets a choke hold on her 
neck and rapes her.

INT. FEMALE STAFF TOILETS - NIGHT

The cubicle door slams open with a bloodied hand. 

Hannah calmly steps out and looks around. 

She walks up to the light switch and turns it on. The radio 
blares out the same song. 

Hannah rips the radio from its socket and throws it across 
the room, smashing it against the wall.

She walks back to the cubicle door. She reaches out and opens 
it. 

A dead woman is collapsed on the toilet seat; her left wrist 
is massacred. She wears a name tag. Hannah is staring down at 
her own dead body. 

Outside, Lana rattles the door handle, knocking impatiently.

LANA (O.S)
Hannah? Come on, open up. I need to 
take a piss.

Hannah bends over and picks up a razor from a pool of blood. 
She pockets it. 

INT. SERVICE CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Lana rattles the door handle.

LANA
Hurry up! I haven’t got all night.

The door flings open. 

Hannah comes out in her filthy waitress uniform; neck 
bruised, lipstick smudged, ponytail ripped out, and blood 
dripping from her cut wrist. 

Lana takes one look and flees into the bathroom. 

Hannah walks down the corridor followed by a trail of blood. 
Lana’s screams can be heard coming from the toilet cubicle. 

Ray rushes out of the kitchen; his rounded belly wobbling.

RAY
Lana! Where’s Lana?
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He runs past Hannah, giving her a wide berth as he escapes 
into the bathroom. Lana’s screams cut off abruptly.

Hannah pushes open the service door as she walks past it. 

She continues down the corridor as demons pour in after her; 
they fill the space, climbing up the walls, swirling in 
pleasure as they follow her, whispering their encouragement.

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Hannah steps into the restaurant. 

The diners fall silent as they catch sight of the bloodied, 
dirty waitress. 

Demons creep out from behind Hannah, spreading out onto the 
ceiling, whispering their secrets. A few diners let out 
screams.

Brian and Teen Hannah stare up at the demons from the bar. 

Dennis takes one look then turns his face away from them. 

Hannah joins them.

HANNAH
A table for two? Somewhere private?

Dennis and Teen Hannah follow her to an empty window table. 
The rest of the diners watch in silence. 

Hannah pulls up a chair and sits down. The couple join her 
uncertainly.

HANNAH
Hannah.

The teenager pulls her eyes from the ceiling, and looks at 
Hannah. The room closes down in a moment of utter silence; it 
is just the two of them.

TEEN HANNAH
You forgot your name tag again.

HANNAH
You know who I am.

TEENAGE HANNAH
You are Hannah.

HANNAH
I am Hannah. *

The younger girl looks down at Hannah’s left wrist.
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TEEN HANNAH
Are we going to be okay?

HANNAH
Yes, this won’t happen again. 

Teen Hannah glances at her father. Dennis is griping onto the 
table’s edge, eyes fixed on his clenched hands. 

TEEN HANNAH
Can you get us out of here?

Dennis grips tighter, knuckles turning white and his hands 
pull on the tablecloth. He doesn't look up.

DENNIS
She can’t leave. She’s mine. 

HANNAH
No, we’re not.

DENNIS
We belong together. It’s not wrong; 
it was never wrong.

The demons get louder as Dennis sticks to his mantra.

DENNIS
It’s not wrong, it’s not wrong, 
it’s not wrong, it’s not wrong... 

HANNAH
Dad, stop it. 

He shuts up abruptly.

HANNAH
Dad, look at us.

Dennis refuses. 

HANNAH
Look at us!

TEEN HANNAH
Look at us!

He raises his head and looks at the two Hannah’s. They stare 
back at Dennis in a moment of final reckoning. 

The women join hands. 

HANNAH
You can’t hurt us anymore. We 
won’t let you.

TEEN HANNAH
You can’t hurt us anymore. We 
won’t let you.

Dennis watches as the two women merge into one being.
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HANNAH
Now, look up.

Dennis obeys. 

On the ceiling demon bodies swirl in and out. 

Hannah’s demon turns to look down at Dennis. It forms her 
face, cries out in fury and launches itself down, bashing 
into his face, merging into his body through his ears, nose, 
eyes, and mouth. 

Dennis screams over and over again as he experiences Hannah’s 
nightmare. 

Hannah pushes back her chair and gets up. She turns and walks 
away. Behind her, the table is empty. 

Hannah heads to the kitchen. 

Lana is standing behind the counter, holding the cake out 
like a peace offering. Ray hovers protectively behind her. 

Hannah sees that there are seven neatly arranged candles on 
the cake. Lana hands the cake over and backs away into Ray’s 
protective arms. 

Hannah heads to the family’s table.

HANNAH
Zippo!

She catches the lighter mid-flight. 

The two Leon’s smile back encouragingly at her from their 
table.

Hannah puts the cake down in front of the little girl. The 
child is calm and undisturbed by the demons. Her father is 
gone. 

Naomi’s eyes are fixated on Hannah as she lights a candle.

HANNAH
(to Naomi)

Do you hear that?

Hannah lights another candle. The demons get louder.

HANNAH
That’s what I heard when your 
husband raped me on my seventh 
birthday. 
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Hannah lights another candle. 

HANNAH
You didn’t hear because you were 
too drunk to wake up.

And another. And another. One candle after the other. 

Tears run down Naomi’s face.

HANNAH
But that’s not going to happen 
tonight. You see, it’s Hannah’s 
birthday and she gets to make a 
wish.

All seven candles are now lit.

HANNAH
Honey, close your eyes and make 
that wish.

Child Hannah squeezes her eyes shut and blows out the 
candles. When she opens her eyes again, her mother is gone. 

Hannah takes the little girl’s hand and leads her younger 
self away from the table. 

At the bar, Brian is inching away towards the staff door. 

Hannah crouches down in front of Child Hannah.

HANNAH
Wait for me here.

Brian makes a run for it. 

Brian opens the staff door; a wall of demons fill the 
corridor. He backs away from them. 

Brian turns around to run; Hannah is waiting. 

She steps up close to him, gently wraps her hand around his 
neck, pulling him down to her. She curls her fingers into his 
hair and brings her lips to his ear.

HANNAH
I’ve got something for you.

With her left hand she reaches down into her pocket, and 
pulls out the razor. She clenches a fist into his hair, pulls 
his head back, and slits his throat. 
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Blood pours out as Hannah holds Brian up, watching him die. 
She drops Brian’s dead body to the ground. All is silent. 

Hannah looks up at the ceiling; her demons are gone.

HANNAH
Hannah, it’s time to go.

The little girl runs over to her. 

Hannah’s wrist is healed, she is neatly groomed and dressed 
in a clean uniform. Brian’s body is gone. 

As the girl takes her hand the restaurant comes alive again 
and the diners and staff go back to their own night’s 
repetition. 

Hannah leads the little girl to the restaurant door and opens 
it. A beautiful city street, colored with bright lights, 
stretches out before them. 

They walk out into the night. 

FADE OUT.

THE END
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