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INT. SMALL HOUSE - NIGHT

MEREDITH (30s, skirt suit, out of place anywhere but an 
office in the city) is sitting on the old dusty couch as NICK 
GREYMANE (60s, the solid physique of a retired labourer) 
brings a tray of tea out and pours them both a cup. He sits 
opposite her.

There is a newspaper on the coffee table. It is turned to a 
page that reads: Concert violinist Harlan Greymane dead at 93

Meredith clears her throat.

MEREDITH
I am a junior partner at the 
company representing your father’s 
estate and am in charge of seeing 
to his last will and testament. 
Now... obviously the bulk of his 
holdings went to his second wife, 
the current Mrs. Greymane but he 
made it very clear that he wanted 
you to have this.

She places an old violin case on the coffee table. Greymane 
holds his breath for a moment before leaning in to inspect 
the case.

GREYMANE
Meredith, was it?

MEREDITH
Yes.

GREYMANE
Are you an artist? A craftsperson 
of any kind?

MEREDITH
No, I... Well maybe a little bit 
of... No, no I’m not.

GREYMANE
There is something all true 
craftsmen aspire to. Perfection. 
But there has only been one man in 
history to ever have achieved it. 
One man. Late Seventeenth Century 
Italy... Nicholo Stradavari.

Greymane opens the case and takes out a beautiful dark 
violin. He holds it and inspects it with true reverence.

GREYMANE (CONT’D)
He made just over two hundred 
instruments in his lifetime, each 
with its own voice, its own name. 
This one is the Sleeping Beauty.



He takes the bow from the case and stands up. He tucks the 
instrument under his chin and plays. A beautiful, haunting 
song. The song ends and Meredith is transfixed.

MEREDITH
That was lovely.

GREYMANE
Every person to have ever played a 
Stradavarius becomes part of its 
history, part of its voice. Each 
one unique. The Sleeping Beauty’s 
history started when that first 
violinist picked her up three 
hundred years ago and it continued 
through the centuries to my 
father... and now to me... He loved 
this instrument more than he ever 
loved me or my mother.

MEREDITH
I’m... I’m sorry.

GREYMANE
Oh no, Don’t be. It’s the only 
thing I ever understood abut him 
because she’s the only thing I’ve 
ever loved as well. And now... Now 
I am part of her history.

MEREDITH
It’s certainly an amazing-

SMASH! Greymane swings the violin violently into the wall, 
smashing it to pieces. He repeats until it is just splinters 
on the carpet.

MEREDITH (CONT’D)
Why the hell did you do that?! It 
must be worth a fortune!

Greymane sits back down and picks up his cup of tea.

GREYMANE
I am now the most important part of 
The Sleeping Beauty’s history. I am 
the last one to ever have played 
her. I am the one who placed my 
fingers around her throat and 
watched the life drain from her 
eyes...

He looks up at Meredith, as if noticing her for the first 
time.

GREYMANE (CONT’D)
More tea Miss Brown?
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