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BLACK. No credits. 

From the darkness comes a sound. Slight at first and 
unrecognisable, then growing in volume and clarity. 

Chanting, yelling angry voices, metal crashing on metal, 
a chorus of feet stomping.

CUT TO:

INT. PRISON - DAY

LOUIS EVANS, 38, muscular build and sharp features, 
blonde hair combed back. He is led down a prison corridor 
by two guards. Louis walks a ticker-tape parade of 
projectile toilet rolls, banging cups and verbal abuse 
from fellow inmates.

One of them breaks from the crowd and confronts Louis. He 
screams, spit flying into Louis’ face.

INMATE
We’re not done Evans, you hear 
me?! Not... fucking... done!!

A prison guard uses all his strength to pull the inmate 
back.  

INMATE (CONT’D)
You’ll screw up... you’ll be back! 
... and I’ll finish what I 
started!! Got that?!

Louis doesn’t flinch nor lose his stride. 

INT. OUTSIDE PRISON CELL BLOCK - DAY

Louis is walked out to another hallway. It is deserted 
and quiet. Louis stops and pulls out a handkerchief, 
wiping the sweat from his face with a trembling hand.

INT. PROPERTY ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Louis approaches a glass partitioned counter. He slides a 
piece of paper to the clerk on the other side.

A brown envelope is opened. The contents tipped out.

Items are checked off: One black leather wallet, 38 
dollars and 60 cents in cash, three credit cards and a 
gold band ring - they are handed over to Louis.

(CONTINUED)



He shoves the items into his pocket and squeezes the ring 
onto his wedding finger.

EXT. PRISON - DAY

A concrete wall fills the screen. In the centre is a 
small archway. Recessed in the shadows, an iron bar door.

Louis walks out, dressed in a crumpled brown suit. He 
carries a beaten suitcase with tape holding it together. 

He waits by the side of the road.

Time passes. A car pulls up. A large man struggles to get 
out - JAMES WHITBY, 53, Louis’ probation officer. He 
approaches Louis, with a limp. They shake hands. Louis 
gets in the car. They drive off.

CUT TO BLACK

EXT. ROSEDALE STREET - DAY

The start of another hot day. 

Kids head off on their bikes, clutching beach towels and 
togs.

The adults work on mowing lawns, washing the car and any 
other chore, before temperature gets too unbearable.

An old two storey villa sits alone from the activity, 
void of any signs of life.

INT. HOLLOWAY HOUSE. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

MADELEINE HOLLOWAY, 35, stands by the window. She is a 
slender woman with porcelain features and dark brown, 
shoulder-length hair. Madeleine listens to the noises 
outside. Her eyes stare straight ahead.

Madeleine is blind.

There’s a knock at the door.

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Madeleine jolts. She guides herself out of the bedroom, 
her fingers dancing nervously over furniture, along the 
wall and into the hallway.

She slides her hands against the wall to a small storage 
cupboard under the stairs. She opens the small door and 
slides her hand in, fumbling for something.

CONTINUED:
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MADELEINE
(nervously)

Who is it?

BRENDA (O.S.)
Your fairy godmother! Now open up!

Madeleine sighs, shutting the cupboard door. 

EXT. PORCH - DAY

BRENDA RUSSELL, Madeleine’s mobility coach enters, wiping 
the sweat from her brow. Brenda is in her mid-50s, stocky 
in build and wields a buoyant, pushy personality.

INT. FRONT DOOR - DAY

Madeleine slides and turns and slides a series of latches 
and locks to open the door.

Brenda barges in.

BRENDA
Sure you don’t need another lock 
for that door? 

MADELEINE
I wasn’t expecting you.

BRENDA
Sorry.

She heads for the kitchen without stopping.

MADELEINE
I have a phone, you know.

BRENDA
It’s called spur of the moment. 
Can’t stay long anyway. Mind if I 
grab a drink?

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Brenda gets a drink of water from the tap.

BRENDA (CONT’D)
You want one?

MADELEINE
I’m good.

BRENDA
It’s gonna be another scorcher. 

CONTINUED:
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MADELEINE
What is it now?

Brenda leans over to the thermometer hanging on the wall.

BRENDA
72 and climbing. Carries on like 
this, people gonna start going 
crazy. How did the shopping go?

MADELEINE
I think I got everything.

Brenda peers in the fridge. 

BRENDA
Let’s see...beetroot dip,  
seriously? What’s this? No idea.

She grabs a juice carton, then reads the label.

BRENDA (CONT’D)
Prune juice? 

MADELEINE
Really?

BRENDA
What have I said? 

MADELEINE
I know. Ask for help, but...

BRENDA
No buts. You gotta start trusting 
people Maddy. They’re shop 
assistants, that’s their job. 

MADELEINE
Okay.

BRENDA
You collect your mail?

MADELEINE
Of course.

BRENDA
Yeah? Must have been in an rush. 
You missed one.

She pulls out a letter from her handbag and opens it. 
Brenda smiles.

MADELEINE
Who’s it from?

CONTINUED:
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BRENDA (CONT’D)
It’s your fan club. From the staff 
and pupils of Belmont - “Have a 
great summer and stay cool!”  The 
kids have you in a straw hat 
lounging on a deck chair. Not bad 
though you’ve gained a few pounds 
in this one.

MADELEINE
Give me that.

Madeleine gently touches the surface of the drawing, 
tracing the outline.

MADELEINE (CONT’D)
Even got me with my stick...

BRENDA
They really miss you.

MADELEINE
I know.

BRENDA
Shall I hang it up?

MADELEINE
Please.

Madeleine walks out of the kitchen. Brenda gives her some 
space. She slides the drawing under a fridge magnet. It 
now holds company with numerous other drawings on the 
fridge.

INT. LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS

Madeleine sits down in an old 1930’s styled chair and 
picks at a loose thread. Brenda enters and leans against 
the door frame.

BRENDA
So what have you got planned for 
this glorious morning?

MADELEINE
What...? I’m not sure.

BRENDA
I was talking to Sylvia, the 
Godfrey’s are having a BBQ this 
afternoon, front lawn affair - all 
welcome...

Madeleine looks up in the direction of Brenda, a look of 
disdain.
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MADELEINE
Is that from the horses’ mouth?

BRENDA
She’s alright. Every neighbourhood 
needs a gossip monger, be pretty 
boring otherwise. 

MADELEINE
I like boring.

BRENDA
I know. But I’m just saying... 
some new faces on the street, 
always good to reconnect.

MADELEINE
Aha.

BRENDA
Speaking of which, someone’s moved 
in across the street. 

MADELEINE
Really?

Brenda gets frustrated by Madeleine’s disinterest. 

BRENDA
Okay enough of this. You can’t 
spend the rest of your life 
distancing yourself Maddy.

MADELEINE
I am not! 

BRENDA 
Really? Then prove me wrong. I’ll 
see you 1pm sharp. I’ll do a salad 
...

Brenda heads for the front door.

BRENDA
...and you... you wear something 
summery.

MADELEINE
Brenda, wait! 

Madeleine follows Brenda down the hallway.

EXT. PORCH - CONTINUOUS

Brenda stops at the steps. She inspects the hanging 
plants. A few leaves break off in her hand.
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(CONTINUED)

6.



Madeleine is close behind.

BRENDA
May want to tend to your babies. 
They’re dying out here.

MADELEINE
Brenda, can we talk about this?

Brenda walks down the steps.

BRENDA
Of course we can.

MADELEINE
Good.

BRENDA
We can talk about it at the BBQ. 

Brenda has won this round.

In the background, a rubbish truck rumbles down the 
street.

INT. EVANS HOUSE. BEDROOM - DAY

A room, sparsely decorated with boxes, scattered clothes 
and basic amenities: chair, dresser, side table and a 
double bed. The bed has been stripped clean.

Outside, the rubbish truck goes about its business - 
loudly.

A hand whips up and grabs the side of the bed.

Louis sits up from a makeshift bed on the floor and 
untangles himself from the sweaty sheets.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

Louis splashes water on his face.

He looks in the mirror and sees a worried, haunted man. 
Louis touches the side of his stomach and winces.

INT. LOUNGE - DAY

The lounge, like the rest of the house, is a dump. Faded 
drapes, wallpaper peeling, graffiti on the walls, worn 
carpet. Packing boxes litter the floor. The furniture is 
sparse: a tatty couch, dining table and a TV playing 
infomercials.

CONTINUED:
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Louis unpacks box after box, adding to the mess already 
on the floor.

Finally, he pulls out what he’s been looking for - a 
small black address book.

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Louis at the phone, waiting for the other end to pick up.

LOUIS
Come on Elsie... answer.

After a while, he gives up, slamming the phone down.

Louis (CONT’D)
Bitch!

EXT. FRONT YARD - CONTINUOUS

Louis walks to the front gate, coffee cup in hand. His 
newspaper sits on the footpath.

A cougar of a woman in her mid-50s, in a pastel jogging 
suit, tight headband and bangles, speed walks past him.

WOMAN
Morning!

She gives a parting wink at Louis before obliviously 
kicking his newspaper into the gutter.

Louis’ eyes narrow. He looks down at his detention 
bracelet, curses and wanders back inside.

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Louis goes back to the phone. He scans the address book 
again, and dials another number.

A rough nicotine-coated voice answers.

VOICE (O.S.)
Yeah?

LOUIS
Hi. I’m looking for a Jules 
Mulholland?

VOICE (O.S.)
Hang on. Jules... JULES! 

JULES (O.S.)
Jesus. Do you have to shout?! I’m 
not in fuckin’ China!

CONTINUED:
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Jules takes the phone.

JULES (CONT’D)
Give me that... Hello? 

LOUIS
Hey Jules.

There’s a pause before Jules answers.

JULES (O.S.)
Yeah. Who’s that?

LOUIS
It’s Louis. 

JULES
Louie? (beat) Jesus Louie, you’re 
out?! Already?

Louis glances at his detention bracelet.

LOUIS
You could say that. 

JULES (O.S.)
Shit me, you’re out. 

LOUIS
I heard you the first time Jules. 

JULES (O.S.)
Sorry Lou. It’s just that...

INT. MULHOLLAND HOUSE. LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS

JULES MULHOLLAND, 37, sits on the couch. He is a rake of 
man. His hair, having never seen the sight of a comb, 
covers half his face. A grubby Jack Daniel’s t-shirt 
hangs off his wiry frame.

In the background, Val, 42, struggles with a restless 
infant in her arms, another child, a few years older, 
torments their terrier dog.

VAL
You gonna sit there all day? Corey 
needs changing!

JULES
Hey! I’m...on...the...PHONE!

INT. EVANS HOUSE. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

While Jules and Val bicker, Louis turns and sees 
Madeleine watering her plants.

CONTINUED:
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He goes back to the phone.

LOUIS
(realising)

You got a kid now?

JULES (O.S.)
Yeah two... two boys. 

LOUIS
Jesus.

JULES
(resigned)

I’ve been busy.

LOUIS
Look Jules (beat) I need to see 
you... 

JULES
I don’t know Lou...

LOUIS
Rosedale Street, you know? It’s 
off Northridge.

JULES
Listen I...

LOUIS
No 23. You can’t miss it. 

JULES (O.S.)
I can’t Lou!

LOUIS
Say tomorrow? (beat) What?

JULES
I gotta go.

INT. MULHOLLAND HOUSE. LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS

Jules hangs the receiver and rubs his face. 

INT. EVANS HOUSE. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Louis still holding the phone, the hang up tone beeping 
in his ear.

LOUIS
Jules? What the fuck?

CONTINUED:
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