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A 50 year old George Bunker lay in his bed gazing out of the 
bedroom window. He wasn't really looking at anything just 
drifting.The type of stare you hold onto unknowingly when 
time has no bearing on the day anymore. 

He was suddenly jolted out of his daydream by the sound of 
the doorbell ringing. He looked over towards a video monitor 
on his bedside wall where he could see a woman waving to him 
with a smile. He pressed a button that allowed her access to 
the house. 

His home was full of gadgets and tech especially since the 
accident. It was one year ago today but he was still 
adjusting to this new life. Once a fit abled bodied man who 
enjoyed an adrenalin filled lifestyle has now been confined 
to a bed, wheelchair and a smaller frailer frame of a body 
for the last 365 days.

The woman makes her way upstairs and George brushes some 
biscuit crumbs off of his bearded chin onto the bed and then 
brushes them off the bed onto the floor before she enters the 
room.

Shelly is a strong looking women with dark brown hair. She is 
wearing a blue nurses uniform carrying a brightly coloured 
carrier bag.  

SHELLY
Is everything alright? How are we 
doing today Mr Bunker?

George attempts to sit up and adjust himself in his bed.

SHELLY (CONT'D)
Here let me get that for you.

Shelly adjusts his pillows for him and straightens the bed 
covers.

GEORGE
Thank you.

SHELLY
So how are things? Are you feeling 
any better? You said you were 
feeling a little down last night 
due to it being the anniversary of 
your accident today.

GEORGE
Well..
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SHELLY
You know what! The best thing to do 
is try and distract yourself with 
something and not think about it. 
My mother always says If you dwell 
on it, it will only make things 
worse Mr Bunker.

GEORGE
Yes you are probably right.

SHELLY
I thought the two of us could play 
some games today.

GEORGE
Games?

SHELLY
Yeah you know, like board games, 
cards, dominoes. I even brought my 
father's old chess board round. I 
don't really know how to play it 
but I thought you could teach me if 
you know.

Shelly puts a carrier bag filled with games on the bottom of 
the bed.

GEORGE
I don't know, I'm not really in the 
mood for games right now.

SHELLY
Nonsense you just need something to 
eat first. Let me make you 
something to eat and then after 
breakfast you can show me the 
difference between a bishop and a 
rook. I hope you are in the mood 
for bacon because I think that's 
all that's in the fridge until the 
delivery arrives tomorrow.

Shelly grabs an empty water jug and glass from the bedside 
table before leaving the room.

George stretches over and manages to pull the carrier bag 
towards him. He notices a children's game called cliffhanger. 
He falls into another daydream of his holiday in South 
America.Rock climbing with some friends. How he wished he 
could do that again one day. He smiles for almost a moment 
before his reality seeped back in. 
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His attention is interrupted by the vibration of his phone 
ringing. He picks up the phone and sees the words Private 
Number. He answers it.

GEORGE
Hello?

Nobody replies.

GEORGE (CONT'D)
Hello can you hear me? Is anybody 
there?

He is about to hang up when he thinks he hears something, 
nothing much, just a faint sound. He calls out once again.

GEORGE (CONT'D)
Hello is anybody there?

Shelly enters the room again holding a bacon sandwich.

SHELLY
I'm sorry was you calling me?

GEORGE
(puzzled)

No, I just had a call

SHELLY
Oh, sorry was it important.

GEORGE
I'm not sure, it was a private 
number. When I answered nobody said 
anything.

SHELLY
Maybe they had the wrong number. 
People do that all the time you 
know.

GEORGE
Yes maybe, but I could have sworn 
somebody was there even though they 
weren't saying anything. It was if 
they were just listening to me.

SHELLY
Oh. Don't be silly Mr Bunker, why 
would they do that. I'm sure if it 
was important they will call back.

(MORE)
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SHELLY (CONT'D)
You might have dodged a bullet, it 
might be one of those call centers 
trying to sell you something like 
PPI.

GEORGE
(Unconvinced)

Yes maybe.

Georges takes a bite out of his sandwich and sits back 
thinking.

Shelly begins unpacking the bag.

In between lunch and dinner the two of them play games 
together throughout the day. George regretfully and 
frustratingly tries to teach her how to play chess. Just as 
Shelly was beginning to get the hang of it, it was time for 
her to leave.

SHELLY
It's a shame I think I would have 
beat you in the next game.

GEORGE
(sarcastic)

Yes I'm sure.

SHELLY
Do you need me to do anything 
before I leave Mr Bunker.

GEORGE
No, I think I have everything. I'm 
pretty tired anyway. I think I will 
just go to sleep a bit. Could you 
just pass the TV remote before you 
go.

Shelly hands him the remote, does one last check of the room 
and Mr Bunker before heading towards the door.

SHELLY
Right, I'm off then. I'll be back 
in the morning as usual. You try to 
get some rest, ok?

GEORGE
Yes thank you, Shelly.

SHELLY
That's quite alright.
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GEORGE
No for today I mean, it was really 
helpful.

SHELLY
Your welcome Mr Bunker.

Shelly turns and leaves shutting the door behind her.

George turns on the television and starts watching a football 
match between Tottenham and Chelsea. He thinks back to a few 
years ago playing five-a-side football with the boys from 
work. He was never that great at football but loved taking 
part and getting stuck in. He was just a competitive person 
by nature. More vain than competative. The type of guy that 
would do the sport because he had purchased all the kit. His 
vanity was always a problem. To be seen as anything than 
perfect was seen as a great misfortune. He thinks of all the 
people he has pushed away since...

The phone rings again

It is another private number. George hesitantly answers it.

GEORGE
Hello

Again nobody answers

GEORGE (CONT'D)
Hello can you hear me? Who's 
speaking please.

He is about to hang up the phone when suddenly he hears 
something faintly. A whisper.

PRIVATE CALLER
(Whisper)

Hello

GEORGE
(surprised)

Hello is somebody there who is it, 
I can barely hear you, can you hear 
me?

George looks at the reception bars on his phone. They are 
full, so he shouldn't have any trouble on his end.

GEORGE (CONT'D)
Hello?
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PRIVATE CALLER
(Whispered)

Hello

George definitely heard that this time.

GEORGE
(annoyed)

Who is that? Look if this is some 
kind of joke you have the wrong 
person. I don't have time for this.

George hangs up the phone.

A few minutes later it rings again.And again and again until 
eventually George is forced to switch off the phone.

He did not like the thought of his phone being switched off. 
What if somebody broke into the house and he needed to call 
somebody immediately. Besides that he was still one of the 
heads of an international company he needed his phone to be 
on so he could receive calls at any time with regard to the 
business. It was something that he prided himself on and 
urged his colleagues to do. Time is money which means 
business is 24 hours a day and nobody should have an excuse 
for missing a call. Something he was famous for saying at 
board meetings.

Instead, he decided to wait for about ten minutes before 
switching it back on again. After ten minutes passed he 
waited with anticipation as the loading screen on the phone 
brightly lit up the room then faded away to reveal the home 
screen. It was silent for a moment and then.

It rang again.

GEORGE (CONT'D)
Hello! Who is it? Why do you keep 
calling?

There was nothing

GEORGE (CONT'D)
Answer me

PRIVATE CALLER
(Whispered)

Hello

GEORGE
Why are you doing this? Has 
somebody put you up to this? Look..

The line goes dead.
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George looks at his phone. The call has ended.

The phone didn't ring again that night but George found it 
hard to sleep. He was certain he heard a voice and couldn't 
help but obsess over it. He decided to call customer service 
to see if they could trace the call.

CUSTOMER SERVICE
Hello customer service.

GEORGE
Yes, I'm wondering if you could 
help me. I keep receiving a call 
from a private number but I don't 
know who it is. Is there anyway to 
track the number.

CUSTOMER SERVICE
No I'm sorry there isn't. Have you 
tried blocking the number?

GEORGE
No not yet I might try that. But 
will that work if it's a private 
caller?

CUSTOMER SERVICE
I'm not really sure you might have 
to just try it and give it ago.

GEORGE
There must be some way of tracking 
down the number though there must 
be something you can do this is 
like harassment.

CUSTOMER SERVICE
Have you called the police to let 
them know?

GEORGE
The police. No I would rather not 
get them involved, I'm sure they 
have more pressing issues to deal 
with at the moment. No let's leave 
the police out of this.

CUSTOMER SERVICE
Well if it happens again you might 
want to try blocking the number and 
if that doesn't work then call me 
back with this reference number, 
have you got a pen?
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George leans over to his bedside table and grabs a pen and 
pad accidentally knocking over a small wooden ornament at the 
same time.

GEORGE
Darn it, Yes go ahead.

CUSTOMER SERVICE
Everything ok?

GEORGE
Yes sorry I just knocked something 
over. Please go ahead.

CUSTOMER SERVICE
The reference number is 21082209. 
I've made a note on the system so 
if you call back and quote the 
reference we might be able to offer 
further solutions.

GEORGE
Ok thank you.

George hangs up the call and heads to the settings on his 
phone. He blocks the unknown private number then sits the 
phone back down on his bedside table. 

He lifts the small ornament that fell over and notices the 
nose has broken off. He looks for it on the floor but can not 
see anything and is unable to move from the bed. It bothers 
him and keeps him up for another 30 mins before falling 
asleep.

Doorbell rings

George wakes up to the sound of the doorbell. He see Shelly 
on the monitor and lets her in.

SHELLY
Hello Mr Bunker, How are you today?

GEORGE
Not great I couldn't get much sleep 
last night.

SHELLY
On no, I'm sorry to hear that. Were 
you thinking about the accident?

GEORGE
No it wasn't even that, somebody 
kept calling me private number over 
and over again.
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SHELLY
Oh, any ideas who it was?

GEORGE
No and I called the phone company 
to see if they could find out who 
it is, but they said there was no 
way of knowing. The said the most I 
can do is block the number.

SHELLY
Well that should sort it out then. 
No need to worry about it anymore. 
Have you had any more calls since?

GEORGE
No, not yet.

George and Shelly spent the day much like the day before, 
playing games and passing the time with mindless small talk. 
But all the while, George is continuously distracted and 
can't quite resist the occasional glance over at his phone. 
He would tell himself not to look then ended up looking 
anyway.

SHELLY
So did they say anything?

GEORGE
Who?

SHELLY
The person on the phone?

GEORGE
No not really, I'm not sure. I 
thought I heard them say hello a 
couple of times, but other than 
that nothing else.

SHELLY
Hello? Just hello? That's odd. Well 
is it a man or a woman?

GEORGE
I'm not sure, it's very faint but 
sounds like it could be a man I 
guess.

SHELLY
Well I wouldn't let it bother you, 
it's probably just some kids 
messing about.

(MORE)
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SHELLY (CONT'D)
If you have put a block on it that 
should sort it out, I wouldn't let 
it get to you.

To Shelly's dismay the conversation that day kept returning 
to the the private caller. It wasn't that Shelly had no 
interest for such stories but more of a concern about raising 
Mr Bunkers anxiety levels. 

In the last year she had witnessed many sides to Mr Bunker on 
his long road to recovery, and has found when he is stressed 
he can become very angry. In fact more than angry some would 
describe it as furious. He is always apologetic afterwards 
and somehow convinces you this was a one off incident but 
Shelly had seen it more than a few times to know it wasn't 
the case. There was a darkness in Mr Bunker but you couldn't 
tell if it was due to the accident or was it just who he was 
always.

As Shelly desperately tried to divert the conversation away 
like a car heading for onwards traffic, the anticipation of 
the phone ringing was becoming almost a third person in the 
room, before long they would have dealt it a hand of cards  
too. That anticipation grew and soon George had managed to 
work himself up enough. His anxiety and somewhat distress was 
beginning to peak. This was not going unnoticed by Shelly.

GEORGE
Look what if somebody is watching 
me or or...

SHELLY
I know! Why don't you read a book 
or something. Let's put the games 
away and I will grab you a book to 
read whilst I prepare you something 
to eat.

GEORGE
But we haven't even finished.

SHELLY
It's ok you win, Its just we were 
having so much fun I didn't realise 
the time. I needed to get something 
ready for dinner.

Shelly packs away the games and hands Mr Bunker a collection 
of books off the shelf. She heads downstairs to the kitchen. 
George pushes the book to one side and leans over to pick up 
his phone.

The phone rings.
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It startles him. He drops the phone. George tries to reach 
for the phone, but he can't reach it. He can see It's the 
private caller. His top half of his body whilst his legs 
remain still. His finger tips are millimeters away from the 
screen. He tries to answer it but can't quite reach. He 
pushes one last time but ends up falling out of bed with a 
loud thud. Phone now vibrating underneath him. 

Shelly comes rushing into the room and sees Mr Bunker holding 
a bloody nose.

SHELLY (CONT'D)
Oh, my gosh are you alright? What 
happened? Hold your head up.

She grabs some tissues and hold Georges nose up. Once the 
bleeding stops she helps George back into bed.

GEORGE
(pointing towards the 
floor)

The phone.

SHELLY
Never mind the phone. I'm worried 
about you.

GEORGE
(desperately)

Answer it, please!

Shelly reaches down and picks up the phone and answers it.

SHELLY
Hello?

Silence

SHELLY (CONT'D)
There is no one there.

She passes the phone back to George. George snatches the 
phone back in a hurry.

GEORGE
Hello

Nobody answers. George looks at the screen and it reads one 
missed call. Private Number.

GEORGE (CONT'D)
What did they say, what did they 
say!
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SHELLY
Nothing. I didn't hear anything.

GEORGE
Hopefully they will call back

SHELLY
I thought you didn't want them to 
call.

GEORGE
I just want to know who it is.

SHELLY
Look you're getting yourself worked 
up over nothing again. Like I said 
it's probably just kids messing 
about. Just ignore it.

GEORGE
That's easy for you to say.

SHELLY
Let's call the phone company again 
and see if they can block it or do 
something else.

And that's just what they did. They called the phone company 
and explained the situation all over again despite the last 
operator saying she had put a note on the system and gave 
George his own special reference.

The operator said they would see what they could do about 
blocking the number but in the meantime if it really is 
becoming a nuisance and if George is really worried about it 
then there really were only two options. 1 he could just 
change his number. George declined the offer and said it 
would be too much work telling everybody his new number, and 
he had grown fond of his phone number because he had had it 
for years. The second option was to inform the police and see 
what they could do.

GEORGE
No, I don't want to get the police 
involved. Let's just erm see what 
you can do on your end but leave 
the police out of it ok.

Shelly noticed Georges nervous reluctance at this point but 
thought it best to say nothing at this moment. George hung up 
the phone and wandered off into a deep thought.
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SHELLY
Right now I'm going to continue 
making dinner.

George does not respond. Shelly quietly exits the room.

After dinner Shelly decided she will take the spare room for 
the night to keep an eye on George after this evening's 
events. She turns in for the night and George begins reading 
one of the books that were still sitting on his bed from 
earlier. 

As he begins to read his eyelids grow heavier and within a 
short space of time he falls asleep.

It's around three o'clock in the morning when the phone 
rings.

George Answers the phone

GEORGE
Hello

PRIVATE CALLER
(Whispering)

Hello

GEORGE
Hello who is this I can hear you.

PRIVATE CALLER
(Whispering)

Hello George

George was stunned. They said his name. They knew his name.

GEORGE
(nervously)

Who is this how do you know my name

PRIVATE CALLER
(Whispering)

Hello George

The caller hangs up

GEORGE
(Urgently)

Shelly! Shelly.

Shelly comes rushing into the room

SHELLY
What is it George.
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GEORGE
He knows my name

SHELLY
Who?

GEORGE
The private caller

SHELLY
Right call the phone service again.

George makes the call and gives his reference again and 
explains the situation, again. This time the operator informs 
him that they have had some similar complaints from customers 
and the police have had to get involved. They need to report 
all incidents to the police to follow up.

GEORGE
No, I mean I don't want you to if 
that's ok. Let's just forget the 
whole thing.

CUSTOMER SERVICE
It's out of our hands I am afraid. 
We are legally obligated to inform 
the police on any similar cases. 
Don't worry it's probably nothing.
All I can say is they think it is 
coming from a wooded area near Oak 
Hill Park. I don't think they have 
managed to pinpoint the location 
yet.

George's pupils start to dilate and he feels his heart rate 
go into overdrive. The words Oak Hill Park ringing in his 
ears. A look of terror sweeps across his face like a lite 
breeze. That moment of realisation can only be summed up in 
one word.

GEORGE
Oh.

George hangs up the phone.

SHELLY
George what's the matter? What did 
they say?

George remained silent just thinking. His eyes were moving 
around in the sockets like he was remembering or reliving 
events that he had decided he didn't want to recollect.
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He knew this day would probably come but denial had been such 
a warm blanket of comfort up until now. That was until he 
heard the words Oak Hill Park. He knew what he must do.

GEORGE
(abruptly)

I need you dive me there

SHELLY
Where?

GEORGE
To Oak Hill Park

SHELLY
Oak Hill Park? Why?

GEORGE
Because we need to go there now

SHELLY
(puzzled)

Now! Its three in the morning. Why?

GEORGE
Let's just go

SHELLY
Mr Bunker you are not making any 
sense.

GEORGE
Just trust me. I need you to drive 
me there now!

Despite everything she knew, Shelly helped get Mr Bunker into 
the car the two of them set off for Oak Hill Park. It was 
dark and cold and that hour in the night when nobody was 
around. The park was filled with darkness and the shadows lit 
only by moonlight danced around the trees as the branches 
moved from side to side. As they approached the entrance 
Shelly paused for a second and looked over at Mr Bunker who 
was almost in tears. He had a profound look of sadness.

SHELLY
Do you still want me to continue?

George nodded his head slowly.

They drove forward a few more yards until the car could get 
no further.



16.

GEORGE
We need to go the rest of the way 
on foot. Its not far its just over 
by that tree.

Shelly takes the wheelchair out of the vehicle and assists Mr 
Bunker getting into it. George asks her to open the boot of 
his car. She pops the trunk and he takes out a shovel.

SHELLY
What do you need that for?

George remains silent and points. Shelly takes the back of 
the wheelchair and pushes. 

A couple of minutes later they arrive at a part in the wood.

GEORGE
Stop. This is it. Near that tree. I 
need you to dig.

SHELLY
Dig? What for? I don't like the 
sound of this Mr Bunker.

George at this point starts crying. Almost sobbing.

SHELLY (CONT'D)
Mr Bunker please stop crying ok ok 
I will help you but you need to 
tell me what's going on.

Shelly begins to dig and Mr Bunker begins to talk

GEORGE
This time last year I was at a 
dinner party. Nothing special, just 
some old friends of mine. I was 
driving back home listening to the 
radio. For some reason the radio 
started getting all static. I 
looked down for a moment to see 
what the problem was. I swear it 
really was just a split second. And 
then when I looked back up there 
was a boy just standing there in 
front of the car on his phone like 
a deer in the headlights. It was 
too late for me to do anything. I 
hit him and then the car flipped 
and went off the road.
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SHELLY
Oh my god. What happened to that 
poor boy.

George looks down to where Shelly is digging and hangs his 
head in shame and continues to sob.

GEORGE
I tried to help him but there was 
nothing I could do.

SHELLY
Why didn't you call an ambulance or 
something.

GEORGE
I had been drinking but I wasn't 
drunk, but I knew what they would 
say. I would have lost everything. 
Slowly but surely it was like the 
guilt was eating everything around 
me. The people I loved started to 
distance themselves from me until 
eventually they stopped altogether. 
It was like they could tell 
something was weighing on me, 
something dark had been birthed 
inside me.

SHELLY
Wait but if you did this how did 
you manage to get away? After the 
crash how did you manage to bury 
him out here without help?

GEORGE
It wasnt until later that I lost 
the use of my legs. People always 
assumed it was the crash itself, 
but I was walking for many hours 
afterwards. It wasn't until I did 
what I did then I began to feel a 
slight tingle a twitch in my right 
leg. It was aching for a day or two 
but within a matter of hours I was 
paralysed. I told the doctors that 
I had fallen off a tractor and hit 
the ground pretty hard. They did 
test but found nothing. As far as 
they are concerned, there is 
nothing wrong and I should be 
walking. I could tell some of them 
thought I was faking it at first.

(MORE)
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GEORGE (CONT'D)
But now I think they have just 
given up trying to figure it out. 
But I always knew what it was. It 
was this, it was him.

SHELLY
What do you mean?

GEORGE
The further away I got from him the 
weaker I became. Like he was 
pulling me back. It was like I 
could feel him bleeding my energy 
away with every step I took. As if 
we were tethered in some way. Like 
he's soul had made the decision we 
are not going to let this one get 
away so easily. That same feeling I 
have felt tonight. The closer I got 
to him something was happening. 
That familiar feeling.

Shelly looks down to where she is digging.

SHELLY
(terrified)

What did you do Mr Bunker. I don't 
think I can do this. Whatever it is 
you want me to do I don't want to 
get involved. I thought this was 
going to be like money or a trinket 
you had buried that you wanted to 
recover nothing like this.

GEORGE
Its ok Shelly, I don't think I need 
you anymore

George stands up slowly out of the wheelchair. He takes the 
shovel from Shelly's hand, Shelly stumbles backwards in 
shock. George takes the shovel and  begins beating Shelly to 
death with it. 

George turns his attention back to the shallow grave. George 
dug away at the ground until he finally hit something. He 
fell to his knees and rummaged around in the dirt. He found 
the body of the young boy. He rummaged around some more 
trying not to vomit into his own mouth as the stench streamed 
upwards into his nostrils. 

He reached in and found what he was looking for. The phone. 
He rose up in victory with a glint of a smile smudged onto 
his face.
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He takes drags Shellys body and dumps her into the same 
grave. He begins to cover back up the bodies. He walks away 
with a feeling of accomplishment but after just a few steps 
he feels a familiar twitch. The twitch he felt a year ago 
today. He took another step and pain shot into his legs. He 
knew that if he took one more step further his next would be 
on his knees. It now dawned on him the magnitude of his 
predicament. 

Without Shelly to take him home he was stuck. If he did the 
right thing and turned himself in he would be able to walk 
again and these poor soul could rest. However, although he 
would regain the use of his legs again he would surely be 
spending the rest of his days in jail. 

George screams out in frustration

References

The Twilight Zone Episode - The Night Call Written by Richard 
Matheson

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Night_Call 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Richard_Matheson

