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2 EXT. STREET .DAY.

Close on the side of a removal van.

BENSON O/S

Thanks

VAN DRIVER O/S

No worries. Take it easy.

The van driver walks past and out of shot.

The van starts up and drives out of shot revealing BENSON

JARDINE, 28, unconventionally attractive in that

oblivious, scruffy, bohemian kinda way, carrying the last

of his boxes into an old house.

3 INT. LIVING ROOM. DAY.

Benson unpacks a stack of old records from his packing

boxes.

He wears fleecy, worn, navy track pants, socks and rubber

thongs.

He puts a record onto the turntable and Al Stewart’s In

the year of the Cat plays.

CUT TO

4 EXT. BACKYARD. DAY.

Benson explores the small backyard.

Cuppa in hand, he prods the sickly plants with the toe of

his thongs. He bites his nails as he appraises the

situation.

BENSON V/O

It’s not forever. I know we’re

going to work it out Eb.

5 INT.KITCHEN. DAY.

Benson scrubs away at the kitchen bench wearing yellow,

rubber dishwashing gloves.

BENSON V/O

I’m going to show you I’m serious

about this. You’re going to see a

new side of me.



2.

6 INT. SPARE ROOM. DAY.

Benson carries one of the packing boxes from the spare

room to the kitchen.

He opens the box on the bench and unpacks some mismatched

dinnerware.

As he unpacks it into the kitchen cupboards he finds some

food. Ripe bananas, bread, dried noodles and some canned

condiments.

BENSON V/O

What the hell is this doing here?

- A floorboard CREAKS.

He looks up,startled and LISTENS.

He walks tentatively down the corridor, barefoot.

He peers into his bedroom, half unpacked. He looks into

the spare room, packed with boxes carrying the rest of his

life. He lingers.

Silence.

He turns and shuffles back to the kitchen. Appraising the

cupboard once more he sweeps up the foodstuffs and dumps

them in the bin.

7 INT. BEDROOM. NIGHT.

Benson sleeps fitfully, tangled up in his sheet.

His barefeet CREAK slowly across the floorboards.

He’s armed with canned condiments and a banana in his

rubber gloved hands.

8 INT. CHURCH. DAY.

Benson sits next to his Angloindian parents. His mother,

LINDA, 65, but looks younger, and proud of it. His Dad,

JERRY ,68, good time guy, sitting solemnly upright, but

looking a bit fruity- a tad 90s. Maybe it’s the shirt.

READER

Husbands, love your wives, and

avoid any bitterness toward them.

Children, obey your parents in

everything, for this is pleasing

to the Lord. Fathers, do not

provoke your children, so they

may not become discouraged.

He bites his nails.
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His mother reaches over and smacks his hand away from his

mouth.

9 INT. JERRY AND LINDA’S HOUSE. KITCHEN. DAY.

Danica, 35, Aussie suburban wife with Shellac french

manicured nails and freshly ironed hair, hunches over a

Woman’s Day Magazine, her eyes brimming with tears as she

explains the article to Linda who’s chopping vegetables.

DANICA

And then this guy said on the way

to work he saw the child crying

in the back of the car and he

went into the office and was

worried about it so he went out

to the carpark and he couldn’t

see the kid in the car anymore so

he thought everything was

fine...but he was on the floor

poor little thing!

LINDA

Oh it just breaks your heart

The house phone rings and Benson unhooked it from the

wall.

BENSON

Hello?

Brother ALISTAIR, 42 struts over to his wife chewing on a

titbit of food.

ALISTAIR (IN BROAD AUSSIE ACCENT)

What kind of person does that?

BENSON

I don’t know...

DANICA

We could do that. It could happen

to anyone if you’re significantly

stressed or sleep deprived.

BENSON

No. I don’t think so...

Alistair exhales dismissively and stirs Mum’s curry on the

stove.

ALISTAIR

I would not do that.

DANICA

You left Annie in Woolies that

time and who knows how long it

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: (2) 4.

DANICA (cont’d)
would have been if Maddy wouldn’t

have asked where the baby was.

Linda looks over Danica’s shoulder at the article.

LINDA

That is an absolute mother’s

nightmare. Goodness I wouldn’t

know what to do if I lost my

babies.

ALISTAIR

We’re not going anywhere Mum.

BENSON

OK.

Linda swiftly takes the receiver from Benson.

LINDA

I’m sorry we don’t take

unsolicited calls.

She promptly hangs up and carries on the conversation.

LINDA

Well I’m not worried about you

but Benson being at the airport

worries me sometimes with all

this terrorism these days.

Customs is not what it was in

Dad’s time or in Grandad’s time

in India my goodness it was a

different world! It was a kushy

job. Angloindians had all the

kushy jobs back then.

BENSON

It was fine for Dad and it’s fine

for me too.

He looks over to his father watching he cricket on the TV

in a singlet with a standing fan perched next to him.

Jerry jubilates as Ricky Ponting makes an innings.

Linda hands a jar of pickle to Benson.

LINDA

Son, can you open this for me

please?

As he struggles with the tight lid, Alistair strides over

to his brother.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: (3) 5.

ALISTAIR

Why’d you ask him for? Look at

this.

Alistair lifts Benson’s arms above his head poking at his

meagre biceps. Benson’s shirt rides up revealing a flat

tummy.

LINDA

I know! Skin and bones! That’s

why he shouldn’t be living on his

own. He’s going to waste away.

Danica comes over and pulls the same move on Alistair and

as his shirt rides, reveals a beer belly.

DANICA

Look at this? What’s this man

boobs?

JERRY

Man boobs!

Everyone looks over at Jerry, eyes still glued to the

cricket, chuckling to himself.

BENSON

What’s his cup size? Now I know

what to get for Christmas for the

man that’s got everything.


