
TITLES 

The sound of static and a distant revolution. 

EXT. STREET – EARLY EVENING, THE FRIDAY BEFORE CHRISTMAS, 
VIENNA 1913. 
 
Snow is falling softly, creating a light blanket on 
the ground. Passing trams are full of people with 
packages on their way home. Streetlamps glow warmly. 
 
We see a bundle of winter clothes, GRETA SAMSA (25), 
leaves work for the week. Oversize man’s gloves on 
and a hat pulled low. 
 
A passer-by bumps into GRETA. She carries on. Folk on 
the street, laden with parcels and yet more parcels, 
hail cabs. We see the darkening, close-set buildings 
of the town frame the weaving bodies. 

CUT TO: 
 
INT. LIVING ROOM OF A HOUSE. NEIGHBOURS OF THE 
SAMSAS. 
 
A moustachioed BANKER husband, home from work, warms 
his elegant hands by the fireplace. Unobtrusive 
festive decorations twinkle. This is a secure home. 
His wife hands him his drink. 

BANKER 
      (to the flames) 
What a day. Lucky you, staying 
indoors.  
Oof! 

His LITTLE BOY, blonde and shining, runs into him to 
greet him. We see the figure of GRETA pass their front 
window, almost home. 

BANKER 
Go play with your trains. 

CUT TO: 

INT. SAMSA HALLWAY, COLD, NARROW AND DARK.  

The shape of GRETA unlocks the front door and enters. You 
see her breath as she speaks. 

 

 



GRETA 
       (to no one) 

I’m home.  

FADE TO BLACK: 

TITLE “METAMORPHOSIS” 

INT. GRETA’S BEDROOM, COLD, UNLIT.  

We catch our first glimpse of GRETA’S face in her 
dressing table mirror. Pale skin reflects the lamps 
outside. Pale hair scraped back, she avoids her own gaze 
and presses a finger to her cheek. The windows of the 
outside world glow. Her Sunday hat and her ribbons and 
collars lie dusty to one side. 

CUT TO: 

INT. NEIGHBOURS’ WARM LIVING ROOM.  

BANKER, empty glass in hand, uses his free hand to hold 
his wife’s hair off a slender neck. He kisses it. We see 
the golden hairs between his fingers glint in the 
firelight. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. SAMSA’S STREET.  

Three tall men, dressed in long black coats, sweep back 
from the public house. They talk animatedly and proudly. 

INT. SAMSA HALLWAY, NOW LIT.  

Three tall, dark shapes rattle at the front door, 
masculine voices muffled against the solid wood. 

CUT TO:  

INT. SAMSA KITCHEN. LITTERED WITH NEWSPAPERS, BLANKETS 
AND CLOTHES FOR MENDING. 

MR SAMSA, unbuttoned in his work uniform, bread roll in 
hand, wakes with a start and blinks. MRS SAMSA, starts 
from her empty daydream at the stove and springs into a 
panic of stirring and tasting. 

CUT TO:  



INT. SAMSA HALLWAY, NOW LIT.  

The three dark men are finally indoors. They fill the 
space with commotion. Coats off! Scarves take over 
furniture.  

CUT TO:  

INT. CORRIDOR 

A door to an unlit room sways gently. The hem of GRETA’S 
skirt sets a dust ball dancing in the untended spill of 
light. She hurries past the men to the kitchen, unheeded. 

INT. SAMSA HALLWAY. 

BAUER 
But no, I’m sorry, but it’s 
ridiculous how interest is added 
automatically before we’ve approve – 

DYMANT  
(flapping wet gloves together) 
No, but the point is – 

WOHRYZEK 
I’m starving. Those snacks didn’t do 
me any good…We should return 
tomorrow and complain… 

   BAUER             DYMANT 
It’s an assumption,    Yes, I heard you 
patronising, really,   the first time but in this  
mean we all work hard and day and age do you, can you 
frankly there’s no excuse - actually blame – 

WOHRYZEK 
      (under his breath) 
Pasty. Pasty and possible a little 
too much butter and some sort of 
aniseed - 

We follow them to the dining room. Wet boots leave 
prints. They drag their chairs and sit down to dinner. 

MRS SAMSA bolts in from the kitchen, pushing past GRETA 
delivering a basket of rolls. The three men are engrossed 
in some pamphlet DYMANT is showing them. 

MRS SAMSA 
Gentlemen, gentlemen! Straight from 
the oven! Fresh from the market! 
It’s difficult to get things fresh 
at this time of year but it’s not 
impossible! Nothing’s impossible!  



GRETA absent-mindedly presses her finger to the soft 
bread, feeling its warmth and give. She places it on the 
edge of the table and slips back to the kitchen. 

MR SAMSA stands to attention at the rear, blinking, with 
a shining silver tureen of stew. He makes the decision to 
tred towards his dining table and places the steaming 
food down. It seems a shame to him. 

CUT TO: 

INT. DINING ROOM 

We see hands pushing bread around dishes to mop up stew. 
Sounds of talking through chews, the sloshing of wine and 
the painful scrape of carafe on thin glass.  

BAUER spots a wireless and, with greasy fingers, tries to 
tune in, unsuccessfully. We hear static and distant 
sounds. 

BAUER 
       (repeated thumping) 
Stupid piece of shit! 

CUT TO: 

INT. LITTLE NEIGHBOUR BOY’S ROOM 

The sound of soft tapping. We see the LITTLE BOY’S chubby 
fingers leave smudges on the glass case of his worm farm 
– an early present! - as he taps his hellos gently. His 
golden face reflected, rapt.  

    LITTLE BOY’S MOTHER 

  Tobias! Dinner time! 

The LITTLE BOY skids out of his room.  

In the empty room, we see the pink worms push through the 
earth, thickening then lengthening, moving dirt about. A 
mass of blind fleshy knots navigating cold glass, dark 
earth and each other. 

We see the fluid moving through the soft worms. 

CUT TO: 

 

INT. CORRIDOR – SAMSA HOUSEHOLD 

The dark doorway from before. A smear of polish on the 
brass handle.  

CUT TO: 



INT. KITCHEN – SAMSA HOUSEHOLD 

The sounds of scraping. The Samsa family eat cold food in 
silence. 

Absent-mindedly, GRETA presses her forefinger to her 
thumb, though her knife is in her way. Unbidden, she 
starts to sing an old Christmas carol which creeps 
through the house. 

CUT TO: 

INT. DINING ROOM 

Under the table, three pairs of male legs jiggle and 
stretch. Hard voices push through the alcohol. 

DYMANT 
For instance, that waitress at bar!  

WOHRYZEK 
Oh! Yes. Yes! 

 
BAUER bangs his fist on the table, startling the SAMSAS 
in the kitchen and silencing GRETA. 

BAUER 
He keeps them on a tight leash, 
though. 

Through the legs of the chairs, we see a door off the 
dining room, ajar. The space beyond it is dark.  

BAUER 
Necessary! Don’t blame him! Men are 
men, after all! 

WOHRYZEK 
Oh! Oh…There’s no more wine. Oh… 

 
BAUER bangs his fist on the table. 

BAUER 
What? No-? Oi! OI! Where is it? 
C’mhere! 

 
A dust ball dances forward. 


