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INT. BARBERS SHOP - DAY

A small dingy shop. No customers. Five empty chairs, each 
in front of a large mirror.

THE BARBER (65) sweeps large amounts of black hair off the 
floor. The front door creaks open and a bell rings.

JOE (28) walks into the shop. The barber looks up and 
smiles.

THE BARBER
Hello sir. Won’t be a moment.

The barber continues to sweep the hair into the corner.

Joe closes the door behind him. He winces as he does so, a 
large bandaged wrapped around his hand.

Beat.

THE BARBER (CONT’D)
Now then sir, what can I do for 
you?

JOE
Err... A haircut?

THE BARBER
(points to chair)

Please, take a seat sir and I’ll 
check the book.

Joe takes a seat, kicks away a heap of the black hair.

THE BARBER (CONT’D)
Sorry about the mess, sir. I was 
Just clearing up from our last 
client when you came in.

JOE
He must have been a hairy guy.

THE BARBER
(chuckles)

Oh. He is sir. “Mr K” is a hairy 
guy.

The barber looks down at a large LEATHER BOUND BOOK.

THE BARBER (CONT’D)
What time were you looking for, 
sir?

Joe looks around at the chairs.

JOE
How about... Now?
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THE BARBER
Oh no. Couldn’t do now sir. Very 
busy right now, sir... I could do 
three O’clock?

Joe stands up to leave.

JOE
Actually, that would be great.

He holds up his hand.

JOE (CONT’D)
Got to get this sorted...

THE BARBER
Right then, sir. We’ll see you at 
three.

Joe leaves and the barber starts to sweep the floor again.

INT. BARBERS SHOP - LATER

Joe walks back into the shop. MEDUSA (25), sits underneath 
a large hair dryer, reading a magazine.

The barber, who is looking at his book, looks up at Joe.

THE BARBER
Ah! Good to see you sir.

(looks at watch)
And on time too. Please, take a 
seat.

The barber points to an empty chair in front of a mirror.

Joe walks past Medusa. Faint hisses emit from the dryer.

Joe sits down in front of the mirror as the barber places a 
black cloak around his neck. He pulls out a pair of 
scissors.

THE BARBER (CONT’D)
Now then, sir. What can we do for 
you today?

JOE
Just a short back and sides 
please.

THE BARBER
Certainly sir.

The barber starts to cut Joe’s hair. Joe looks in the 
mirror over to Medusa under the dryer, then back to the 
Barber.
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JOE
I thought this was a barber’s 
shop. You know, Men only?

THE BARBER
(laughs)

Oh. We went unisex years ago, 
sir. Mrs. M over there has been 
coming here for a very long time.

JOE
Really? She looks so young.

THE BARBER
(chuckles)

You’d be surprised, sir.

JOE
To be honest, I hadn’t even 
noticed this place before today. 
I assumed that you were new in 
town.

THE BARBER
Oh, no sir. We have been here an 
age. In fact, it’s over 200 years 
now that I think about it.

JOE
Jesus. That is a long time. How 
come I’ve never noticed this 
place before? I mean, I walk down 
this street every day.

THE BARBER
Oh, I don’t know sir. Perhaps 
you’ve never needed us before.

(looks over at Medusa)
Oh, please excuse me one moment.

The Barber walks over to Medusa. He looks at her through 
the mirror, not directly at her.

THE BARBER (CONT’D)
I think you’re ready, Mrs. M.

Medusa looks up at the barber.

MEDUSA
I just hope its worked. I can’t 
go out with them looking so damn 
lank. I’ll be a laughing stock.

The barber starts to move the dryer off of Medusa’s head.

THE BARBER
I’m sure they’ll be fine.
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In the corner of the mirror Joe sees the barber remove the 
dryer. Medusa’s perm begins to move.

Hundreds of snakes squirm on her head.

Joe almost jumps out of his seat.

THE BARBER (CONT’D)
(to Medusa)

There you go, Mrs. M. I told you 
they’d be fine!

Medusa strokes her hair and the snakes react in a loving 
manner, biting her fingers and hands.

Medusa stands, hugs the barber and shrieks with delight. 
The snakes go crazy.

MEDUSA
You are a wonder, Mr Todd!

The barber keeps his gaze away from Medusa and ushers her 
out of the door. 

THE BARBER
Anything for you, Mr.s M. You let 
me know when they need another 
perk.

Medusa puts on a large hat, which hides her snakes and 
leaves the shop.

JOE
Jesus Christ!

Joe grips the chair handles and squirms. The Barber 
returns.

THE BARBER
Sorry about that sir. Oh yes, and 
I forgot to mention, don’t look 
her straight in the eyes. Mirrors 
are always best.

Joe slides in his seat. The barber starts to cut again.

JOE
Did I just see what I think I 
saw?

THE BARBER
Oh, very probably, sir.

JOE
That woman... She... She..
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SATAN (O.S.)
That woman is a pain in the ass. 
Always moaning about her... asps.

Joe turns to see a large, red skinned man sitting in the 
chair next to his. SATAN.

He has two horns on his head and a long black goatee beard. 

Joe slowly turns in shock back to his own mirror.

THE BARBER
Hello, Mr. S. What it’s going to 
be today?

Satan looks into the mirror, stroking his goatee.

SATAN
Hmmm. I think just a trim of the 
beard, perhaps a little off of 
the horns, Mr. Todd.

THE BARBER
Certainly, Mr. S. Be with you in 
a moment.

Joe keeps looking into the mirror, scared.

The barber returns to cut Joe’s hair.

THE BARBER (CONT’D)
Almost finished sir.

(beat)
I have to say sir, you do look 
rather grey.

Joe looks at his hair and sees that he now has large 
streaks of grey.

JOE
I wasn’t before I came in here. 
In fact, I think I have to 
leave... Right now!

Joe jumps up races to the door.

THE BARBER
Right you are sir.

Joe begins to talk to himself, rubbing his bandaged hand.

JOE
God damn weirdos. God damn town.

He rubs his hand harder.
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JOE (CONT’D)
God damn dog bite! What a God 
damn week!

Joe storms out of the shop.

THE BARBER
(calls after him)

This ones on us, sir! See you 
again soon sir!

Satan looks up at the barber, as the barber follows Joe to 
the window.

SATAN
Do you think he’ll come back, Mr. 
Todd?

THE BARBER
Oh. He’ll be back. He’ll be back 
in about...

(looks at watch)
three days.

SATAN
(puzzled)

How can you be so sure?

The barber looks outside the window at the sky.

THE BARBER
Because, Mr. S, in three days 
time... It’s a full moon.
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