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HEAD OF SCHOOL
Message to Graduating Students
2016
Last night I watched a TV documentary where a pilot landed a passenger jet at the
Paro international airport in Bhutan. It’s known as the world’s most difficult runway to
land on, nestled amongst the lofty and ragged peaks of the Himalayas, some as high
as 5,500 metres on either side of the airport. The landscape makes computerised
landing aids inoperable and the safety of the plane, crew and passengers all depend
upon the pilot’s visual acuity, skill and sense of calm confidence.
As the plane descends for landing, the pilot has to make several sharp turns
around the surrounding mountains. The final hairpin turn is 240 degrees, and
has to be done while tilting the plane at a 35 degree angle. The plane is a mere
15 metres off the ground when the pilot finally straightens it up in front of the
runway for the final descent.
After a superbly executed landing the pilot comments that there is ‘very little
margin for error’. Then he smiles and corrects himself, and says ‘indeed there is
zero margin for error’. He wears an elated expression.
The group of screenwriting graduates that we celebrate in this publication have
been piloting their own stories for over a year now. They have navigated through
sparkling blue skies as well as shadowy deep valleys. But here they are today, safely
landed, and with precious cargo - freshly crafted, engaging, dramatic, sometimes
comic, but always moving stories that we look forward to seeing produced.
Congratulations to them for their endurance, skill, creativity and confidence and
best wishes for future journeys.

Nicolette Freeman
Head of School
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MASTER OF SCREENWRITING CONVENOR
Message to Graduating Students
2016
As I looked at all the amazing photo options for this year’s book, I saw two that
had clear hearts. I knew they were the ones. Why? Heart. Heart is everything.
I have stressed, implored, harassed and banged my fist on the desk about craft
and how it’s lacking in so much Australian screenwriting. How craft is a hard task
master who must be obeyed (whatever particular craft it is that works for you)
and don’t get me wrong, it is; the Australian industry needs this new generation
of storytellers to be writers who use craft to reach an audience. Craft matters.
And you have all found a way to come to terms with the fact that writing without
craft is for the lazy artist. Big victory. Big props.
But… way more importantly, you have found your true voices. Your heart. Looked
deep inside yourselves and gone from writers wishing to imitate their heroes,
to becoming your own heroes. This takes courage, indeed the true meaning of
courage is to speak from the heart. And I salute it and cherish it. And will never
forget it. To honestly express your truth? Without fear? That, my friends, is the
real writer’s mission. It’s one of the scariest things to do. And you have all done it.
Craft is the battle. Heart is the war.
There’s one last, very important thing I need to say. The love and support you have
given one another while you climbed the seemingly never ending mountain that
is writing a screenplay is inspiring. When one of you was down, you gave them
a hand. When tears were shed, you shed them together. You are one mad, wild,
beautiful, group of people. I’m so excited about what comes next for you all. You
have big open hearts. You’ve changed me. Now go change the world.

Ben Michael
Master of Screenwriting Convenor
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Biography

WEBOCRACY
Lauren Anderson

When disillusionment with the Australian
government reaches an all-time high, YouTube star
Gwennifwah Banks creates an online petition to
have her elected to government. Gwen’s platform
of Webocractic equality and Oprah-nomic car
giveaways strike a chord with the disaffected
masses and her petition goes viral, gaining so
much traction that she finds herself responsible
for Tasmania seceding from the mainland to
become the idealistic, super-friendly utopia of
‘New Tasmania’. Installed as the Number One
Every Friend, Gwen quickly realises that running
a nation is way harder than running a YouTube
Channel. With an eclectic yet strangely functional
cabinet of ministers at her side, Gwen struggles
her way through national crisis after national crisis,
and with the Australian Prime Minister bent on
destroying the Webocracy, Gwen must ensure
New Tasmania’s sovereignty before it is reabsorbed
into Australia and she is left with no country at all.
6

Lauren graduated from the
Victorian College of the Arts
(VCA) Master of Narrative
Direction in 2009, as the
recipient of the Outstanding
Overall Postgraduate Student
and Best Master’s Film awards.
Her student films Love and
Other Red Spot Specials and
Vigilant! Healthy! Wholesome!
premiered at Palm Springs
International Shortfest, were
acquired by the National
Film and Sound Archive, and
screened at over 50 festivals
around the world. Lauren has
been freelancing on film and
television productions as well
as gloriously exciting branded
and corporate content ever
since. Lauren is a comic writer
who loves to push the everyday
into the absurd. Aside from
Webocracy, Lauren has a
number of other writerly pots
on the boil. She is particularly
excited to be developing
Yum Yum - a comedy horror
feature about a vegan lesbian
whose pregnancy gives her
cannibalistic cravings for the
flesh of men.
Contact
0432 426 303
l.anderson@live.com
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EXT. PARLIAMENT FRONT STEPS / INT. CORRIDOR
A queue of protesters snake in through the Parliament
front doors, winding through corridors to MONTAGE - INT. GWEN’S OFFICE - GWEN INTERVIEWS PROTESTERS
Gwen sits at her desk.
GWEN
So what would you like to see in
the Webocracy?
Her face falls into confusion as she meets:
A) A middle aged creepy accountant type.
ACCOUNTANT
Sterilisation. For the poor. And
ugly. And anyone who works at
Bunnings. Like my bitch ex wife,
Mindy.
B) A giant haired woman who speaks in a scream.
SCREAMER
AND YOU DON’T EVEN KNOW HOW MANY
WI-FI RADIOWAVES ARE RUNNING
THROUGH THE AIR RIGHT NOW. YOU’RE
BREATHING IT IN. THERE! JUST NOW!
C) An old couple.
BETH
So what we invented is a bowls
ball that you can see when you
are 90% blind.
Beth pulls a fluro bowls ball from her handbag and makes
hand model flourishes around it.
GORDON
It’s for old eyes, you see.
BETH
We are looking for a one million
buy in for a 10% stake in the
company.
GWEN
That sounds... great. But I’m not
investing in businesses.
GORDON
This isn’t Shark Tank?
Gwen is confounded.
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2.
INT. CABINET MEETING ROOM
Gary, Poly and Duncan eat cereal as they watch Gwen
struggle via her office’s open venetian blinds.
INT. GWEN’S OFFICE
Gwen is apprehensive. A guy wearing a muscle tee and a
mullet sits opposite her. What now?
MULLET MUSCLES
So what’s having you in charge
gonna get me?
Gwen exhales, relieved.
GWEN
Thank god, a real question!
MULLET MUSCLES
The most important question, I
reckon.
GWEN
Absolutely! Well, for starters,
high speed internet - well we’re
waiting for the connection guy to
show up - but guaranteed
employment for sure. And free
health care, uh, once the
hospital re-opens -MULLET MUSCLES
Nah nah nah. What are you gonna
get me? Before we got a plasma TV
and before that 500 bucks.
Another lot gave us solar panels
but they didn’t fit my panel van
at all.
GWEN
There’s no swag bag for living
here.
MULLET MUSCLES
Yup yup, okay.
He holds Gwen’s angry glare, then MULLET MUSCLES (CONT’D)
I’ll settle for three fitty and
an Aldi LCD tele. Last offer,
but!
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3.
INT. CABINET MEETING ROOM - LATER
Gwen paces the room reading the list of requests.
GWEN
There’s no way they’re for real.
She scrunches up the list and throws it into the bin.
POLY
What are you doing?
GWEN
Blocking my haters.
(off Poly’s look)
What? They’re clearly trolling me
with these requests.
Gary retrieves the paper and reads.
GARY
"Rename the dollar a Boonie",
"Change national flower to an
apple", "free weed Wednesdays"...
If you knew Tasmanians you’d know
these are legit.
GWEN
They are all out there
troll-lol-lolling their heads off
right this second.
POLY
(to Gwen)
You can’t just dismiss people
because you don’t get them. You
just deal with them in the same,
measured way you’d deal with
anyone who disagrees with you.
Gwen snaps her head to Poly.
GWEN
YES. You’re right!
Gwen storms into her office and slams the door.
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Biography
Since begging her primary
school teacher to give her
time out to stay in at lunch
time and write her first series
Ethel & Alexia, Rochelle’s
love for stories hasn’t stalled.
Completing her Bachelor
of Arts majoring in Creative
Writing and International
Politics, Rochelle was inspired
to sign up for a Screenwriting
course at the New York Film
Academy. Here she had her
first real introduction to the
crazy/beautiful world of film.
Having lived in both New York
City and Berlin, her lust to
understand different stories
and different story telling
mediums has intensified. She
writes for a series of small
fictional literary houses, as
well as two music magazines.
She is currently working on a
short film and her first novel.

FAT FRANKIE
Rochelle Bevis

In a world of private schools, fake tits and
botox, fifteen year old Frankie is taught that her
only currency in life is sex appeal. Overweight
and lacking in male attention, Frankie concocts
the perfect lie to legitimise her attractiveness
amongst her peers, telling them that her
mum’s new bloke has been perving on her.
But as soon as her lies are no longer necessary
and her body is worshipped rather than
shamed for its curves and rolls, Frankie finds
that acceptance in an unlikely place. After
a house party goes wrong, Frankie is thrust
into the centre of a taboo and unlikely setting,
an underground fetish club. She discovers
acceptance and peace among the furries, adult
babies and submissives, but will this be enough
to diminish her lifelong desire for mainstream
popularity in the suburbs?
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Contact
0411 317 164
rochelle.bevis@gmail.com
rochellescarlett.com
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INT. TYRONE’S BEDROOM- NIGHT
15 year old Tyrone lays on his bed, scrolling through his
phone with a frozen expression on his face. His bedroom is
littered with posters of FHM ’models’.
Frankie stands to the side of the bed, fingering a large
bronze trophy standing as centerpiece on his mahogany desk.
FRANKIE
Do you like it?
Tyrone turns, product holding his manicured quiff.
What?

TYRONE

She leans in closer to read the trophy.
FRANKIE
Mum’s boyfriend played VFL. SaysInterrupting, Tyrone pushes her from behind into the desk,
like a sportsman knocking his opposition. Her face lands
inches from the bronze trophy. Tyrone fills his hands with
her breasts that have fallen out of her too small bra.
FRANKIE (cont’d)
I don’t have to be home till 10.
She tries to face him, but he resists. His eyes stay closed.
Frankie reads the trophy.
"RUNNER UP BEST AND FAIREST 2015".
She overpowers him, taking his face in her hands. She leans
in for a kiss, but his eyes stay closed.
FRANKIE
Second is good.
Tyrone pulls back.
TYRONE
Second is the first to lose.
She leans in for another, but he pushes her head down.
Further, then further.
TYRONE
On your knees.
Frankie complies.
(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

2.
TYRONE
Rub it. Then suck it.

As she moves her hand slowly from side to side on his
crutch, Tyrone begins to moan. He takes her hand, rubbing it
harder. He lets go, she stops, thrusting it at her face.
With his eyes still closed, Frankie undoes the
her school dress. Imitating the porn star from
day, Frankie flicks her hair back, pushing her
forward. She pulls down one side of the dress,
saggy breasts.

buttons of
earlier that
chest
exposing her

FRANKIE
(In a fake, American voice)
Get hard for me, baby.
Opening his eyes to the rolley body in front of him, his
eyes quickly dart to a poster of the toned glamour model.
TYRONE
Put it back on.
Hesitantly, she does up the buttons as he remains looking at
the poster. She begins to rub again.
FRANKIE
(In the same fake, American
voice)
Oh Baby.
Tyrone pushes her face against his crutch, stopping her from
speaking. He opens his eyes again and looks at Frankie.
Suck it.

TYRONE

He flops out his flaccid penis. Hesitantly she starts to
move her hand slowly up and down. Tyrone begins to moan in
ecstasy, thrusting his hips with her movements.
TYRONE (cont’d)
Don’t... don’t... don’t slow down.
Frankie almost stops, completely.
TYRONE (cont’d)
Keep going.
FRANKIE
I’m not going to suck it.

(CONTINUED)

12

THE WRITER 2016

CONTINUED:

3.

Suck it.

TYRONE

He continues to moan, responding to her movements.
FRANKIE
Open your eyes and look at me.
Tyrone opens his eyes and Frankie speeds up. Trying avoid
eye contact, he focuses on her chin.
TYRONE
Okay don’t suck it, just don’t
stop.
After a few moments he closes his eyes again. Frankie stops
what she’s doing. He opens.
TYRONE (cont’d)
OKAY I’m sorry.
Struggling to keep his eyes open, Frankie maintains a steady
pace.
TYRONE (cont’d)
You’re good at this.
FRANKIE
Better than your last girl?
TYRONE
(Struggling to get the words
out)
Much... much better.
Frankie’s grin grows bigger.
FRANKIE
Jackie taught me how.
The moment ’Jackie’ is mentioned, Tyrone blows. As he makes
a small grunt, his cum lands on Frankie’s left shoulder.
Red faced, he reaches out for the tissues beside him,
throwing them at Frankie.
He walks with his pants around his ankles to his bed. He
plonks down on it. Frankie stretches out her fingers,
attempting to get rid herself of the lactic acid build up in
her hand.
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Biography
Diana is a freelance writer
based in Melbourne who
recently completed her Master
of Screenwriting at The
Victorian College of the Arts.
Prior to this, Diana completed
a degree in Creative Writing
at RMIT, where she majored
in Screenwriting. She works
part-time as a receptionist at a
psychiatric hospital.
Contact
0409 332 726
diana.j.bick@gmail.com

AHMAD
Diana Bick

When all but two humans vanish from Earth,
the strangers must choose to work through
their diverging ideologies, or submit to a
lifetime alone.
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EXT/INT. CBD STREET - CONTINUOUS
In filthy socks and fine loafers, Ahmad stands in the
doorway of the shop. His eyes are wide, mouth open. The
piglets hide behind his legs. Pop music echoes all around.
Hey.

AHMAD

The figure continues down the street, singing along.

Hey!

AHMAD
(screaming)

The figure stops, falling silent. The music continues to
play.
DAUDI KUMANTU - 15 going on 10, with skin as black as
midnight - turns around. Her hood falls back, revealing
short, dreadlocked hair. She stares at Ahmad, frowning.
AHMAD
(whisper, "God is greatest")
Allahu akbar.
Oh.

DAUDI

Ahmad drops to his knees, leaning against the door frame
as tears roll down his cheeks.
AHMAD
(sobbing)
Allahu akbar! Allahu akbar!
Daudi turns around and switches off the tape player.
She takes several steps towards Ahmad and then crouches
with her hands on her knees, squinting at him. Ahmad
gasps, wiping his face with a shaking hand, and shifts
into a sitting position.
AHMAD
(sobbing)
Oh my god.

Huh?

DAUDI
(laid-back)

AHMAD
(sobbing)
Oh my god.
Daudi looks away from him, then at his feet.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

2.

New shoes?

DAUDI

Ahmad stares at her with watery eyes, breathing ragged,
then looks at the loafers.
DAUDI
They’re good. But better shoes at
City Centre Shopping. "A
different kind of shopping
experience".
They watch each other for a moment, Ahmad still crying.
DAUDI
Wanna see the shoes I found?
AHMAD
(crying)
Do you live here? Have you been
here the whole time?
Daudi starts to roll up her sleeves. One of the piglets
grunts from behind Ahmad.
DAUDI
What’s there?
AHMAD
(crying)
Piglets.
Daudi’s eyes widen.
DAUDI
(softly, so piglets can’t
hear)
For eating?
AHMAD
(crying, shakes head)
Not for eating.
Ahmad wraps his arms around his head, sobbing. Daudi
creeps closer to him, stopping as he looks up again.
AHMAD
(crying)
Are there others?
DAUDI
Other piglets?
AHMAD
Other people.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

3.
DAUDI
You’re the first one I seen in
ages.

Ahmad wails and begins to cry again. Daudi kneels before
him, eyes on the backpack and piglets.
AHMAD
(sobbing, shakes head)
It’s just you?
Daudi chews on a fingernail, then shakes her head.
AHMAD
(exasperated)
Who else?
DAUDI
Magpie. Possum. Big cat.
She returns to chewing on her finger, watching him
curiously. He watches her, tears falling occasionally from
his puffy eyes.
No people?

AHMAD

Daudi shakes her head. Ahmad takes a deep and shaky
breath.
AHMAD
What’s your name?
DAUDI
(absently)
Daudi.
AHMAD
(reverently)
Daudi.
She nods, and looks away at the piglets. He puts both
hands on his chest.
AHMAD
(unloading a great burden)
I’m Ahmad.
DAUDI
You wanna see the shoes I found,
Ack-mard?
Ahmad wipes his face again and nods.
Yes. Yes.

AHMAD

17

VCA FILM AND TELEVISION

Biography
David has worked as a
producer’s assistant on a
Razzie award winning film
starring Al Pacino and was a
partner in Vanilla Ice’s 2008
Australian Tour. His music
video This Grey Earth was a
finalist in the Los Angeles
Music Video Awards and
featured as part of Reel Dance
UK. He once looked after
Uwe Boll’s dogs. He helped
with catering on The Katering
Show, and failed to get a date
working on It’s A Date.
Contact
0409 234 344
dreims@yahoo.com
prosperoandtash.com

AS SEEN ON TV
Dave Dreimann

As Seen On TV is a half-hour comedy series
about a father, Gary, trying to teach his three
adult children a lesson. Having made a fortune
with his company TeleGold, a successful
infomercial enterprise, Gary believed he had
set up his kids for life. However a near-death
experience forced him to realise that his
children were incapable of surviving on their
own. So Gary takes the money, stages his own
disappearance and leaves his children to work
their way out of imminent bankruptcy and fraud
charges. Will Beatrice, Harry and Rain be able
to work together to save the company? Will
Gary ever come back?
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As Seen On TV

"The End of Happy Days"

Writer's Draft VCA

9.

Rain is about to pick up the crab. It looks angry. He stops
and thinks about it. He decides against it.
OK.

RAIN

BEATRICE
So can I pick you up now? Dentist?
RAIN
Yes! No wait...
(Knowingly as if being
tested)
I’ll think about it and get back to
you.
Rain hangs up.
Beatrice checks her phone. Rain is gone. She looks into
Harry’s teenaged room. There is a poster of Henry Winkler on
the wall. She calls Harry.
INTERCUT WITH:
14

INT. FISH TANK LADY’S APARTMENT - MORNING

14

Harry’s phone plays the theme from Happy Days. It wakes him
up. He’s naked in bed next to Fish Tank Lady. She stirs but
doesn’t wake. At the foot of the bed is a canvas with a nude
portrait of Harry, it’s mostly blue. Harry sneaks out of the
bed and gets dressed. He answers his phone. We cut between
Harry in the apartment and Beatrice in the mansion
HARRY
(Whispering into his phone)
Hey. What’s up?
Harry tastes his own dry mouth and looks around for a drink.
He spots a glass of blue water. Sports drink!
BEATRICE
Did you know studies have shown that
people are much more likely to form
positive life habits if they do things
with family and friends
HARRY
I did not know that.
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As Seen On TV

"The End of Happy Days"

Writer's Draft VCA

10.

BEATRICE
Over the past ten years I’ve been
keeping a record of the times I had
cavities and found that I was far less
likely to have a cavity if I went to
the dentist with a family member.
Harry’s phone beeps. He looks at it. Beatrice has sent him a
pie chart to shows her findings.
Go with Dad.

HARRY

BEATRICE
I can’t find him.
HARRY
Typical. Rain?
BEATRICE
Rain’s not as smart as you.
HARRY
I am pretty smart. Why do you think
they make sports drinks blue?
BEATRICE
The blue colour is to make people
think they will cool them down.
Cool!

HARRY

Harry drinks the “sports drink”. Instantly it tastes funny.
He looks at the table. There’s a blue paintbrush on it and
one of those things artists use to mix colours on (a palate)
and a tube of blue paint marked “Toxic”. Harry does the math.
It’s not sports drink!
BEATRICE
But it always just makes me think of
blue paint.
Harry looks for somewhere to spit. He spits it into a fish
tank. The water turns blue. Harry scoops a fish out of the
bowl.
HARRY
Can’t you reschedule?
BEATRICE
It’s not a six monthly check up unless
it’s exactly every six month Harry!
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As Seen On TV

"The End of Happy Days"

Writer's Draft VCA

11.

HARRY
Yeah, nup. There’s nothing that could
get me to one of those sadists.
Harry successfully gets the fish and puts it into another
glass of clear liquid. The fish immediately dies. Harry
sniffs the water. Next to the glass is an empty bottle of
fancy vodka. Fish Tank Lady stirs.
I gotta go.

HARRY (CONT’D)

Harry grabs his jacket and steps away then stops. He goes
back to the glass, takes out the dead fish and drinks the
vodka. Harry runs out the door.
15

EXT. BEACH - MORNING

15

At craft services Claire takes a juice and a toasted sandwich
from the Juiceygrilljuicejuicejuicer.
On the ground sitting in front of her Rain is drawing a
detailed plan with a stick in the sand. It looks like a kids
drawing. Claire approaches him.
CLAIRE
What are you drawing there?
Rain doesn’t look up.
RAIN
It was a plan to ask the pretty lady
if she wants to go on a date with me,
but now it’s a whale. I like whales.
Almost as much as I like dolphins.
CLAIRE
That’s a nice whale. What’s this lady
like?
Rain describes Claire. It’s obviously who he’s talking about.
RAIN
She’s got fuzzy hair, and eyes, and
arms, and legs, and is wearing a
rainbow.
CLAIRE
She sounds fun. I bet she’d say yes if
you asked her.
Rain looks up and notices Claire.
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Biography
In his metaphorical prose
Stephen addresses themes
such as classism, nihilism,
duty and power. His
work encourages critical
engagement with its
audience, and has a strong
political message of nonconformity. Since completing
the Master of Screenwriting
at the Victorian College
of the Arts, Stephen has
read Niccolò Machiavelli’s
The Prince and Bertrand
Russell’s History of Western
Philosophy, has applied to
attend Oxford University on
a Rhodes Scholarship and
landed a job at a multinational
management consulting firm.
Stephen hopes to have The
Ruby Heist optioned within the
next three years.

THE RUBY HEIST
Stephen Halpin

Contact
Set in the 1970s, The Ruby Heist is the story of
Ruby, a jaded waitress and Max, an aggrieved
gardener who, in the face of mounting debts,
decide to join forces on a burglary spree.
However, after stumbling across an intimate
dinner party full of familiar faces, Max reveals
his actions were premeditated and discloses
a sordid connection to the wealthy hosts. He
becomes absorbed in playing a series of sick
games to exact vengeance on the hosts for
a past tragedy they inflicted. These actions
jeopardise Max and Ruby’s escape and land
them in a deadly hostage standoff with
the police.
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0435 290 533
stephen@sustainme.com.au
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INT.PORTSEA MANSION BATHROOM
Ruby, Don, Julia and Margaret are huddled within a pristine
bathroom, metres from Max. They hear the gunshot and Trevor’s
scream, freezing simultaneously.
DON
Go go, quick!
Julia jumps up on the toilet and then balances herself on the
cistern. Loud footsteps and the dragging of a moaning Trevor.
They freeze, waiting, as the steps move past the doorway.
Max's shadow blocks out the light, making it flicker across
the bathroom. They hear the cellar door open and shut.
Now, now!

DON (CONT’D)

Julia starts grabbing at the tiny window frame, except it
only opens a fraction.
MARGARET
Try and push it open!
Quickly!

RUBY

JULIA
I'm pushing! It's stuck! I can't
get it open.
DON
Let me! Let me!
He helps Julia down and jumps up on to the cistern.
Don frantically fiddles with the frame. He begins punching it
with his bare hands, trying with all his might to open the
window. His palm comes down andCUT TO
INT. PORTSEA MANSION HALLWAY
Max's hammer slams into the frame of a door, knocking out a
panel. His hand reaches in through and unlocks the door. He
walks in slowly, carrying the hammer at his side and moves
back out into the hallway after realizing it’s empty.
CAMERA TRACKS BACK with him.
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2.
Max struts up to another door on the left and swings the
hammer into it.
CUT TO
INT.PORTSEA MANSION BATHROOM
Don's hand slams onto the frame of the window again and
again. His face is red, perspiring. The frame breaks and Don
grins with relief, jumping down.
DON
Go, go, go!
The women look at each other. Julia takes a step up onto the
toilet. Margaret grabs her wrist.
Julia tries to break the grip, she can't.
Get off!

JULIA

MARGARET
I need to get out of here.
Julia in her face.
JULIA
(firmly)
So do I.
Julia turns her back and tries to yank her arm, but slips off
the toilet in the process. Don reaches and catches her.
JULIA (CONT’D)
Get off me!
Margaret opportunistically steps up, looking at Don.
MARGARET
Quick, help me.
Don does nothing.
MARGARET (CONT’D)
Help me up!
Ruby's gun sticks into Margaret's back.
RUBY
Wait your turn, whore.
She points at Julia.
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3.
RUBY (CONT’D)
She can follow after you.
Julia steps up and Max's Hammer thumps down on the door.
Margaret screams.
INT.PORTSEA MANSION HALLWAY
Max swings the hammer at the door, fuelled by the screams
coming from within.
INT. PORTSEA MANSION BATHROOM
Don pushes past the women toward the window and begins
scrambling up the toilet to try and get out.
Ruby runs to the side of the door.
RUBY
Stop Max! Stop! I'll shoot through
the door!
Max's hammer splinters the wooden panel. In the background,
Margaret and Julia clutch at Don's legs. He kicks them away
as he tries to get himself to freedom.
RUBY (CONT’D)
Fuck off Max!
She aims the gun and goes to shoot. There aren't any bullets
in it.
The panel splinters and falls away. Max's manic face appears.
Hey baby.

MAX

Ruby uses the gun as a mallet whacking Max on the nose.
Don has successfully kicked the women to the floor and is
pulling his torso out of the window.
Max shoots the lock out and kicks in the door, pistol
whipping Ruby to the floor. His face is bloodied from her
strike.
He marches up to Don who is half a leg from freedom and
wrenches him back into the room, pulling on him like a rope.
Don falls back into the room and Max mounts him and begins
beating him. Don fights back.
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Biography

AWAY GAME
Dannika Horvat

Away Game is a gritty family drama about fifteen
year old Jess Henders, who lives and works at
Anchor Belle, a caravan-park in a small coastal
town. With her father John and older brother
Trav, the Henders are a solid team. Then when
Jess meets the enigmatic Michelle, another teen
residing at Anchor Belle for the summer, their lives
change forever. Jess is led away from her family
and friends, screwing over those closest to her
to win Michelle’s approval. Jess finds herself at a
party with Trav’s friends, and while trying to avoid
recognition witnesses Michelle being assaulted.
Her world is shattered when she learns that the
perpetrator is her brother, Trav. This devastating
discovery thrusts Jess into the middle of a smalltown rape case, where everyone has an opinion,
but only she knows the truth. With her brother’s
fate in her hands, Jess must decide between
doing what’s right, and protecting her family.
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director from Melbourne. Inspired
by the Australian landscape,
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is best known for her 2014
graduate short film, The Summer
of ABC Burns, for which she was
nominated Young Australian
Filmmaker of the Year (Byron
Bay Film Festival, 2015) and Best
Screenplay (St Kilda Film Festival,
2015) and awarded Best Director
(Melbourne Queer Film Festival,
2016) and Best Screenplay (World
of Women Film Festival, 2016).
The short has also screened at
a number of festivals including
the Palm Springs International
Shortfest 2015, San Francisco
Short Film Festival 2015 and
Flickerfest 2016. Dannika is
currently in development for her
next short film with fellow VCA
graduate, Rochelle Bevis.

Contact
0424 532 948
horvat.dannika@gmail.com
dannikahorvat.com
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INT. ANCHOR BELLE TOILETS - EVENING
Michelle slides a straightener over Jess’s wild curls,
turning them into long straight strands.
Michelle sits opposite Jess, inches away from her face, as
she does Jess’s makeup.
MICHELLE
When I was little I always used to
steal my sisters eyeshadows. She
had the best colors and never let
me use them. She’d fully crack the
shits.
Psycho.

JESS

MICHELLE
Such a psycho.
Amy does her own makeup in the mirror. She looks at Jess and
Michelle in the reflection. Frowning at their closeness.
Amy takes a swig of the Vodka. She passes it to Michelle.
AMY
This is rank, we need mixers.
Michelle grabs it and takes a swig with ease.
MICHELLE
Less calories this way.
AMY
(sarcastic)
Yeah, cause you’re so fucking huge.
Jess laughs. Amy shoots Jess a look but she doesn’t notice.
Michelle passes Jess the Vodka. Jess takes a swig. She pulls
a face, coughing and spluttering. Amy laughs.
AMY (CONT’D)
She needs mixers.
Michelle laughs. Jess goes red, trying to catch her breath.
Michelle hands Jess a top and skirt.
Jess undresses, Amy glances over from the mirror. Jess pulls
the skirt up. Michelle ties up the top.
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2.
MICHELLE
I always wanted a little sister to
dress up.
Jess beams quietly. Amy stews.
Michelle fixes Jess’s hair and looks at her with pride. She
steps aside. Jess sees herself in the mirror.
With straight hair and makeup, she is completely changed.
Unrecognizable. Her head swells.
Michelle takes another swig and passes the bottle to Amy.
Thoughts?

MICHELLE (CONT’D)

Amy looks at Jess, hiding her spite well. She takes a swig.
Fuckable.

AMY

Amy hands the bottle to Jess.
EXT. STREET/CARNIVAL - NIGHT
Jess, Michelle and Amy walk down the street toward the
Carnival. Passing the Vodka and taking swigs.
Amy is cracking jokes. Michelle is in stitches. Jess laughs
along too, a bit unsure but easing into it. They’re all tipsy
and it shows.
The Carnival is alive with bright lights and loud music.
Michelle leads the way through the crowds of people, playing
games and eating snow cones.
Jess watches each passing face, anxious. Checking for someone
who might blow her cover.
Michelle sees KYLE (22) and JAYDEN (22) in line for ‘The
Spider’. They wave and nod her over. Michelle turns to the
girls. She smiles. Amy mocks a blow job. Michelle laughs and
hits her. Jess looks over.
Kyle holds up the rope as Michelle, Amy and Jess cut the
line. Jess looks at the people behind, apologetic.
KYLE
Who’s your friend?
Jess panics, she stammers. Michelle jumps in.
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3.
MICHELLE
This is my little sister.
Michelle and Jess share a moment. Jess beams. She turns to
the guys. They nod at her approvingly. Amy looks at Jess, not
covering her jealously well.
Jess, Michelle, Amy, Kyle and Jayden, sit in a capsule of a
swirling platform ride. They laugh and squeal as they’re
thrown around, passing the Vodka and taking swigs.
Jess’s head is swirling. She’s drunk and having a blast. Amy
is bitter, watching Jess and Michelle sitting together and
laughing.
The gang walk away from the ride, messy and having a blast.
The boys poke fun at each other. The girls laugh at their
jokes.
Jayden and Kyle exchange a look.
JAYDEN
You girls should come down to this
party at our mates place tonight.
KYLE
Few of us are going. Should be
good.
Michelle’s eyes light up, she looks excitedly at Jess and
Amy. Amy is into it but Jess is clouded with apprehension.
MICHELLE
Cool. We gotta get more drunks
first.
Michelle turns to Jess. Jess smiles weakly.
They pass the Bumper Cars, kids slam into each other. There’s
laughter and commotion. One girl squeals.
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Biography
Shannon began her writing
career in primary school and
devised her first full-length
feature script at the age of
thirteen. After completing a
Bachelor of Film Production at
the SAE Institute of Melbourne
she transferred to the Victorian
College of the Arts where she
honed her knowledge and skills
in the Master of Screenwriting.
Previous works include short
film scripts Sky Warrior and Man
With a Shovel and a comedy
TV series called The Tania Verbs
Show. She is currently working
on a drama script called Like
Birds Sing.
Contact

THE DEMON DANCE

0468 303 977
djducret@hotmail.com

Shannon Knight

Set in current day Sydney, 29 year old Valerie
Stone is re-examining how she ‘does life’ when
her whole world comes crashing down in one
fell swoop. After discovering on her wedding
day that her fiancé and best friend are having
an affair, Val spirals into a deep depression.
Just when she feels like throwing in the towel,
she sees an advertisement on TV promoting
jobs at a small town supermarket on the
West Coast. With everything gone south, she
decides a fresh start is exactly what she needs.
On her quest to find inner peace, Valerie moves
across country to the elusive Mitchell Market.
Nothing is quite what it seems in this strange
town and Val soon discovers the only way to
fight any evil in her life, past or present, is by
fighting the most important battle... the one
within herself.
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9.
STUART(CONT’D)
Anyway, BEST water cooler convo
this shitty place ever had! Imma
have free reign on the blueberry
bagels for a month!
Boss (45), approaches. Stuart hops up with a spring in his
step.
STUART(CONT’D)
Stay strong!
Double chest pound, peace sign. He shoots a fake grin
his bosses’ way and skips off happily. Boss and Valerie
lock eye contact.
BOSS
(Monotone)
Stone... My office in five!
’Kay.

VAL

He gives her a sullen look and walks off. Val sighs. The
pressure is too much. Her world sucks. Co-workers whisper
as they look on.
CUT TO:
INT. BOSS OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER
Two spotted, boggle eyed, goldfish in a pristine glass
bubble tank swim. Boss peers in as he feeds them. The fish
food slowly sinks beneath the surface, the fish rush to
scoop it into their mouths. Val sits like a child about to
be scolded.
Boss stands upright.
BOSS
Valerie. I once had three goldfish in this tank.
VAL
I remember Sir.
BOSS CONTINUED
(Kevin Spacey-esque)
Yes... The black one. He was
missing a fin. I don’t know if he
was born like that, but he
still did well to swim. (BEAT)...
His name was Snow flake.
Grabs container of fish food and fiddles with it in hand
whilst talking. The mood is getting very ’Sopranos’.
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BOSS CONT’D
Anyhow, Snow flake, was the first
inhabitant of this tank... He
used to love scooping rocks at
the bottom and blowing bubbles at
the top. (Laughs to self) Then,
one day, at a school fate... my
three year old grand daughter
insisted I ’get the spotty ones’!
Sooo, I got the spotty ones!
(BEAT)... All was well, until one
day, I noticed the black one
finned fellow, well, he started
to look... very emaciated. He was
struggling to balance and his
scales looked faded and grey.
It tuuurns out, ’Sparky’ and
’Sparkle’ here, were eating all
of the food and leaving none for
poor little Snowflake.

Val looks as though she is beginning to grasp where this
analogy is going. He drops two flakes of food in. The fish
rush to the top.
BOSS CONT’D
Most animals sense weakness.
Some treat it with extra
compassion and compensate for the
lesser of the pack, but most...
most use it to their advantage
and treat it as a way to get a
one up... to gain leverage in the
kingdom. (BEAT)...
Rest assured Valerie, if you
don’t wake up and see this, you
will spend your days scrounging
at the bottom of the tank for
remnants...
of nourishment...
in the feces, of your peers!
Nods in search for comprehension. Val nods back.

BOSS CONT’D
(Cheery)
Good then! I’m glad we had this
chat. (BEAT)... That promotion
isn’t gonna just fall out of the
sky Stone... Think twice about
the people, with whom, you
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11.
BOSS CONT’D
associate! (BEAT)... The partners
of this firm are very...
conservative.

Val looks unimpressed with his passive aggressive
approach. She gets up and walks to the door.
BOSS
(monotone)
FYI... Snow flake died.
Val stares, then exits. Boss bends down to the tank and
baby talks/blows kisses to the fish.

CUT TO:
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A BLACK LIFE
Elijah Louttit

After witnessing the brutal murder of his mother by
her Middle Eastern boyfriend, Michael Hummel’s
world is turned upside down. Subsequently,
Michael is placed in the care of Alice Dodds, a kind
Aboriginal woman, and her grandchildren Amaya
and Cyan. His arrival triggers hostility from Amaya,
who has a general distain for dysfunctional men.
For Cyan, Michael becomes a friend and an older
brother. When Michael is threatened by a group
of Tongan boys at his new school, a white boy by
the name of Samuel Biermann comes to Michael’s
aid. Michael and Samuel’s friendship is reinforced
by a shared ancestry. When Samuel’s white
supremacist father introduces Michael to his NeoNazi brotherhood, Michael finds a family that brings
a sense of pride and purpose to his life. In order
to maintain acceptance from his Neo-Nazi family,
Michael fabricates a false back story of his life to
conceal the connection he has with his Aboriginal
foster family.
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Elijah Louttit is a Pitta Pitta,
Maiawali and Karuwali man
from the channel country of
the Diamantina, Queensland,
currently living in Melbourne.
Before commencing a Master
of Screenwriting at the
Victorian College of the Arts,
Elijah completed a Bachelor
of Arts majoring in Creative
Writing, Screen and Cultural
Studies. For his Master’s
major project, he completed
a pilot episode for a four
part television miniseries
and a television bible. He is
currently working on writing
a short film and a comic book
series. He plans to distribute
the comic book series to
Indigenous teenagers in the
hope of encouraging them to
read, write and draw. It is his
aim to produce interesting,
culturally appropriate work
that is reflective of his
interests and aspirations and
those of other Aboriginal and
Torres Strait Islander people
across Australia.
Contact
0431 327 133
elijahlouttit86@gmail.com
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EXT. STREET - LOWER CLASS SUBURBIA - NIGHT.
In the early hours of a typical Friday evening in Bracken
Ridge, MICHAEL WILLIAMS (15) walks with his head bowed, his
hands in his hoodie down a poorly lit street, past the many
housing commission fibro boxes that line the footpath.
PAN TO - MICHAEL WALKING
As he turns into a cul-de-sac under a single street light
that hangs on the corner. The neigbourhood is sleepy.
A neighbours dog howls as Michael opens the gate and heads
up to a porch. He can hear music coming from his inside. He
rustles through his pocket searching for his keys and
unlocks the front door.
INT. HOUSE - MICHAEL’S HOME - NIGHT.
Michael enters the house Michael drops his bag on a shabby
living room couch. He makes his way down a hallway toward
the music drowning out of a lit bedroom coming from the end
of a dark narrow hallway. Michael leans against the doorway
of his mothers bedroom.
He stares at his mother’s slim, well toned figure in a bra
and g-string as she bends over in front of a mirror to pull
up her dress.
As Stephanie straightens up, she see’s Michael staring at
her in the mirror and gets a fright.
STEPHANIE (STARTLED)
Jesus Michael... Don’t sneak up on
me like that! I thought you were an
intruder or something. I’m getting
dressed for crying out loud.
MICHAEL (SIGHS)
Well maybe if you didn’t have the
music blaring you would have heard
me coming.
STEPHANIE
Michael! It’s my night off, give me
a break. I’ve been slaving all day
to put food on the table. You know
what I have to go through and don’t
you forget who pays the bills
around here mister. Ever since your
father...
(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

2.
MICHAEL
Please don’t bring him up.

Stephanie reaches for her top.
STEPHANIE
Here, give me a hand.
Michael proceeds to zip his mothers dress up.
STEPHANIE
Well? What do you think?
The two share a stare at each other through the mirror.
MICHAEL
You look beautiful mum.
Stephanie turns to face Michael. Her’s eyes begin to water.
STEPHANIE
Oh Michael... You always know what
to say to make me feel like a
million bucks. I love you.
MICHAEL
What’s the occasion?
STEPHANIE
I’m going to the pub for a few
drinks.
MICHAEL
Oh don’t tell me you’re meeting him
again.
STEPHANIE
Michael. Don’t tell me what I can
and cannot do. Solomon is a great
guy. You don’t know him like I do.
Besides... It’s not any of your
business and shouldn’t you be at a
party or something?
MICHAEL (SIGHS)
Give me a break... Just tell me
you’re going to make it to my game
tomorrow. It starts at 11 am.
STEPHANIE
What are you kidding me?
Stephanie turns and approaches Michael, grabbing him by the
waist.
(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

3.
STEPHANIE
I wouldn’t miss it for the world.
MICHAEL
You say that but I know what you’re
like.
STEPHANIE
Look I’ve got to get going babe.
Look after yourself tonight and
I’ll see you tomorrow I promise.

Stephanie rushes out the front door slamming it shut behind
her leaving Michael to his lonesome. He heads into the
kitchen, opens the fridge and discovers there is no food.
Michael opens the pantry. There is no food their either. He
slams the door shut, heads to the front door, grabs his bag
and exits the house.
EXT. SUPERMARKET - NIGHT.
A lonely figure crosses a dark road and enters the well lit
car park of the local supermarket. His hands are in his
pockets and his hoodie covers his head as he makes his way
toward the entry of the supermarket.
INT. SUPERMARKET - NIGHT.
Michael enters the supermarket, catching the attention of
the security guard and calmly proceeds to makes his way into
the store. A middle aged lady gossips with a younger lady
behind the checkout stand. It is near closing time, few
shoppers remain and the store employees are beginning to
close up.
Michael makes his way around the supermarket towards the
cold meats section. He reaches for some packaged cold ham,
places it into his bag and continues collecting further
items such as cheese, milk, cereal and bread. His final stop
is the junk food section. While deciding which pack of chips
he wants, Michael looks toward the opposite end of the isle
and sees the security guard approaching. Michael quickly
grabs the nearest pack of potato chips, stashes it in his
bag and calmly makes his way towards the opposite direction.
SECURITY GUARD
Stop! Thief!
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Jo grew up in Castlemaine,
Victoria, and graduated from
the University of Melbourne
in 2013 with a Bachelor
of Arts double major in
Screen Studies and Creative
Writing. Jo is an online film
critic and mental health
advocate, whose work has
been featured in ABC News
Online. Jo is currently gaining
experience in the field of
casting, most recently as a
casting assistant on fellow
graduate Dave Dreimann’s
web series Prospero and
Tash. In her spare time, Jo is
a one eyed North Melbourne
supporter and general sports
junkie, and spends many
hours refreshing Clive Owen’s
IMDB page.

THE FRAME UP

Contact

Jo Lourey

When former country girl turned hip art dealer
Eva is wrongfully accused of fraud, she has no
one to turn to but her bogan high school best
friend, Jodie. Together, the pair must put
aside old differences and team up to nail the
real culprit.
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EXT. STREET, NIGHT
Eva walks onto the cold street. What now? A beat. A horn
sounds, Jodie’s Holden. She swings her passenger door open.
INT. JODIE’S CAR, NIGHT
Thanks.

EVA

JODIE
Need to get petrol. Otherwise won’t
make it past Malmsbury.
It’s gonna be a long drive.
EXT. PETROL STATION, NIGHT
Jodie exits through the sliding doors. Eva crushes a chip
packet in her hand.
JODIE
Didn’t know you went for
redheads. What’s his name? Martin?
Malcolm.

EVA

JODIE
God, imagine trying to root that.
You couldn’t get a grip on
anything. I’d bloody crush him like
a Kinder Surprise.
EVA
He’s my friend. Ten minutes. Could
you just pretend to have a bit of
class for ten more minutes? Jodie
gives her a look. Not worth it.
Back in the car.
23.
INT. CAR, NIGHT
They drive on. Eva glances across at Jodie, the chips
finished. She seems to soften.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

2.
EVA
I didn’t know if you could afford
it. The bail.
JODIE
You’re acting like I’m still
working down the IGA or something.
That’d be better for your rags to
riches story, wouldn’t it?
EVA
I meant - I didn’t think you would.
Pay for it. A beat.
So thanks.

EVA

JODIE
Mum would’ve wanted me to. So it’s
fine. The mention has a stinging
effect. Eva winces.
JODIE
Where’d you meet Malcolm?
EVA
He’s not my boyfriend. We met at a
life drawing class.
JODIE
Jesus Christ. Very cool.
EVA
He came down the station. Waited
for hours. He’s been such a good
fr- She stops herself short of the
word.
JODIE
I’ll take the Harcourt turn off.
It’s quicker. A beat.
HERSELF)

(CONTINUED) CONTINUED: 24. JODIE (TO
Malcolm. Like a Kinder Surprise.
Worse than that. There wouldn’t
even be a toy inside.
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3.
EXT. JODIE’S HOUSE, NIGHT
The tires crunch on the gravel. Two dogs snuffle up to
Jodie. Eva reaches out to pat one, he barks with a sudden
ferocity. Jodie whistles.
JODIE
Richo! Stop it!
(TO EVA )
Warney ran away.
INT. JODIE’S HOUSE, NIGHT
Jodie switches on lights, turns on the heater. Eva bumps
into a side table. That’s not where that used to be.
JODIE
Spare room’s yours.
INT. JODIE’S SPARE ROOM, NIGHT
The spare room is crammed with books. On the shelf, there is
a folded memorial pamphlet. IN LOVING MEMORY - LORRAINE
GOLD. The woman in the photo is draped in a purple
shawl. Glancing down, Eva sees the same shawl draped across
the bed. She picks it up, drapes it over her knee. The door
opens. Jodie. She looks from Eva to the shawl.
JODIE
Spare towel. Facewasher. Hot
water’s on the blink - remember to
- EVA
- Turn the tap twice, give it a
bang.
JODIE
That’s it. Have a good sleep.
She shuts the door. Eva is alone. She puts the shawl back
across the end of her bed.
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BOYD STREET
INVESTIGATIONS
Georgia Livermore

An accident in physics’ Professor Declan
Fitzpatrick’s lab sees himself and his agent Billie
Cornwallis trapped in 1940s England, at the height
of the London Blitz. Well out of their comfort zone
and with no feasible way of getting home, Billie
and Fitz must adapt to life in the Second World
War amidst rations and air raids. A daring rescue
mission in the pilot episode demonstrates Billie
and Fitz’s 21st century wherewithal and prompts
the opening of Boyd Street Investigations, an East
End detective agency. With explosions, danger,
sexy chemistry, dos at the Army barracks and
weekly crimes ranging from Dickensian packs
of roving street urchins to high-end heists,
Boyd Street Investigations is a fast-paced action
adventure that reflects on the steadfast nature of
British war time spirit. The series questions what it
means to keep calm and carry on.
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Bachelor of Arts from the
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Georgia intends to return to
the U.S. where she is working
on a web series as well as
two other written projects;
a Rom Com set in the 1980s
and a children’s book called
The Excellent Adventures of
Herman and Melvin. Currently
her first priority is to continue
re-working and finding a home
for Boyd Street Investigations.
Contact
0433 223 713
georgialivermore@mac.com
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13.

BOYD STREET INVESTIGATIONS
“Pilot”
ACT 1
15

EXT. UNIVERSITY CAMPUS 1940- DAY.
Billie

pinches at her skin marking her forearm with an ‘X’.
BILLIE
Have we been we drugged?

They move through campus retracing their steps from an hour
before. The Bulletin boards are covered in R.A.F posters and
air raid protocols.
FITZ
We’ve been doing tests.
BILLIE
I need a phone. I’ve got to make
contact with the D.I.
FITZ
Billie... Billie look at me there
is no Department of Intelligence.
I’ve been running tests.
BILLIE
What Tests!?
FITZ
For a year now we’ve been trying to
send a single atom back 10 seconds.
BILLIE
W-w-hat...Why?
FITZ
We thought if we could move a
single atom then we could harness
similar pro-neutrons and move more
complex atomized structures back
and forth within the continuum.
BILLIE
(disbelievingly)
You were trying to invent...
FITZ
Time travel.
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14.
BILLIE
(through her teeth)
Time travel. Doesn't. Exist!
Fitz gestures to the building before them his expression
reads, clearly it does. They’ve come to a stop outside the
Letterbox only now its an active post office. Disbelief is at
war with logic on Billie’s face.
16

INT. POST OFFICE- DAY.
A bell rings as the door opens. Where coffee machines sat
previously girls sort and stamp mail. Clocks depict the time
in France, Italian Libya and America. Billie grabs a
newspaper the headline reads Monday October 7 1940: London’s
Longest Silence. Billie’s face: flawed. She rifles through
the pages.
CUT TO:
BILLIE PROFILING POV.
1. Headline ARP Save 3.
2. Headline Italy Takes the Plunge.
BILLIE
You’ve been running tests?
FITZ
To divide an entangled photon into
a single entity. Demonstrating waveduality.
Fitz looks up at Billie, she’s got no idea what he's talking
about.
FITZ (CONT’D)
We were trying to bend the
continuum.
BILLIE
(disbelief)
That’s why you had a detail? You’re
a protected asset?
FITZ
We generally prefer the term ground
breaking physicist.
The joke passes over Billie undetected. Her eyes dart from
the clocks to the newspaper in her hands.
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15.
FITZ (CONT’D)
Sorry. Yes, that’s why I was
assigned to you.
BILLIE
(perplexed)
Because you were developing time
travel?
Fitz nods slightly Billie blanches, needing air she rushes
from the post office, Fitz follows.
17

EXT. UNIVERISTY CAMPUS 1940- DAY.
BILLIE
(measured)
So... the continuum ?
Fitz studies Billie for a moment unsure how to frame his
response
FITZ
Is theoretically malleable if
tensors are introduced at a
subatomic level, yes.
Billie whirls on him dark hair flying.
BILLIE
Well obviously its not theoretical
is it professor! Because in case
you haven’t noticed we’re quite a
lot of atoms and this [gesturing
wildly] is a lot more than 10
seconds.
They stare at each other. Billie’s eyes are wild. Fitz’s
solemn. Billie takes a breath the soldier within her at war
with her anger.
BILLIE (CONT’D)
We need to get you back to the lab.
She sets off to ‘Old Science’ where Fitz will give his
lecture in 80s years time.

18

INT. SCIENCE LAB- DAY.
Entering the Lab Billie’s shoulders sag. Bunsen burners and
beakers cover table tops and a huge new, but to Billie
archaic, microscope sits in the corner.
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Meegan May is a freelance writer
originally from Launceston,
Tasmania. Now living in Melbourne,
Meegan has recently completed
her Master of Screenwriting at
the Victorian College of the Arts,
where she won Best Screenplay
for her TV series Viewers. The first
draft of Viewers was long listed
in the Australian Writers Guild’s
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Meegan is working on a sitcom
called The Taskforce, based on
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number of other projects, across a
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VIEWERS
Meegan May

Contact

Set in 2042, in a world of intense government
surveillance, Viewers is a sci-fi drama about Sarah
Russo, a young woman who must infiltrate the
oppressive International Bureau of Investigation
(IBI), in order to uncover a conspiracy and clear her
mother’s name. However, as she begins her training,
she discovers that the advanced training simulations
she’s been undertaking are real - and that she has
been viewing and changing the actual past.
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EXT. LOS ANGELES - NIGHT (1954)
The city passes below, and to the north the Hollywood sign is
lit up over the even brighter lights of Sunset Boulevard.
Everything is colourful and polished, search lights hit the
sky, and people on the streets are dressed up to the nines.
The busy “Rhythm Room” nightclub, nestled on a tightly packed
strip, is bustling with beautiful and interesting people. The
sounds of a fight can be heard under the music and exuberance
of the club.
EXT. “THE RHYTHM ROOM” NIGHTCLUB - ALLEYWAY - NIGHT (1954)
JIM’S P.O.V.
From his knees looking up, SERGEANT JIM ANDREWS, 40s, sees a
burly man in his early 30s, JOHNNY CREMONA, punching Jim in
the stomach. Pained noises are heard as he connects with Jim.
INT/EXT. EVELYN GREY’S HOUSE - BEDROOM/BALCONY - NIGHT (1954)
EVELYN’S P.O.V.
A beautiful view of the Hollywood Hills. Manicured hands rest
on the balustrade of a balcony, brushing away dark red hair.
Soft cries can be heard. This is the P.O.V. of EVELYN GREY,
20s. Something grabs her from behind and she is pulled
backwards, her head jerking up to look at the sky.
INTERCUT BETWEEN “THE RHYTHM ROOM” NIGHTCLUB - ALLEYWAY AND
EVELYN GREY’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT (1954)
JIM’S P.O.V.
Johnny continues to punch Jim in the stomach. He lines up to
hit him in the face, and Jim brings his hand up to stop him.
JIM
Hey, woah, woah, woah, not the
face, remember?
EVELYN’S P.O.V
Evelyn is overpowered from behind, now lying on the floor of
her bedroom. She tries to get up. Her attacker stands behind
her. She turns her head and can make out a blurred figure
behind her attacker, before a blow to the head jolts her
forward.
JIM’S P.O.V
Jim doubles over, wheezing, looking to the ground.
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JIM (CONT’D)
(Obviously in pain, but
trying to joke)
I thought you were s’posed to be a
boxer?
Johnny hits him extremely hard, and Jim collapses to his
knees.
EVELYN’S P.O.V.
Evelyn crawls desperately toward the glass balcony door to
get away. She sees her reflection in the glass as she is
lifted up in the air and something is put over her head.
INT. IBI ACADEMY - SIMULATION ROOM - DAY (2042)
SARAH RUSSO, 26, helmet on and electrodes placed on her body,
thrashes, and claws at her face, gasping for air. She tears
off the equipment. She’s pale and breathes heavily.
SARAH
What the... ugh, Christ.
She puts her hand to her temple and leans forward. The rest
of the IBI trainees can be seen in the rear of the room with
AGENT MATHIESON. All of them watch intently.
Behind the holographic monitors stands a skinny and bearded
redhead, ANDY DAVIS, 30s, who rushes over to Sarah.
ANDY
Hey, woah. You all right?
Andy checks the machine next to her, which monitors her
vitals.
ANDY (CONT’D)
Hey hey, it’s OK! We’re all good!
He rubs her arm encouragingly, trying to calm her down. She
flinches at his touch, and looks nervously to the group of
trainees watching her. She’s clearly affected.
ANDY (CONT’D)
We don’t usually make people have
their first time in front of a
group.
SARAH
Worried about performance anxiety?
Andy smirks and stands to the side, looking at the equipment.
Agent Mathieson approaches.
AGENT MATHIESON
How was it?
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SARAH
(sarcastic)
Really pleasant, highly recommend
it.
Agent Mathieson laughs.
AGENT MATHIESON
You did well. Really well.
Agent Mathieson turns to the rest of the trainees.
AGENT MATHIESON (CONT’D)
There’s nothing like learning from
the best - real investigators who
solved real crimes. You’ll all be
assigned a... simulation that
features a real case: homicide,
terrorism, and a real investigator from the past. The old case files
along with interviews, newspaper
reports, diaries, films, whatever
they could find... it’s all been
brought to life by our geeks...
Agent Mathieson gestures Andy, not impressed by the
“affectionate” nickname.
AGENT MATHIESON (CONT’D)
Possibly with a few bits of
artistic licence... but the facts
are there. And the rest? Well it’s
to get in your way - just like life
does. We need you to start thinking
that tech isn’t an option. Because
with the Neo Luddites? It isn’t.
The trainees take it all in, some straining to get a better
look at the equipment.
AGENT MATHIESON (CONT’D)
Eager to start?
Finn and Ranto exchange looks, smiling in anticipation. Iris
looks nervous. Sarah studies Andy, now facing the equipment
with a grave look.
AGENT MATHIESON (CONT’D)
let’s just see one more taste of
Recruit Russo’s.
Andy begins to refit the equipment.
SARAH
Pretend you’re fixing the equipment
or something, Red. I need a minute.
Andy winks at her.
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GRAVEYARD GIRL
Tom Midwood

After falling for the new girl at school, an
eccentric teenager reaches out to his long
forgotten childhood friend for help. But when
the old friend shows up, a free-spirited drifter,
he starts to develop feelings for her as well. The
situation becomes more complicated when he
discovers the old friend is but a figment of his
imagination.

With a background in
journalism and some light
dalliances into advertising
and the dark arts (marketing),
Tom has a wide and varied
experience in writing and
professional work. He is
interested in writing that
challenges and subverts the
status quo, twisting genres
and audience expectations
into something more visceral
and emotionally dynamic.
He has published work in
the Herald Sun and several
online magazines. His first
ever script, an Australian-set
Tarantino knock-off, made
the semi-finals of the BlueCat
International Screenplay
competition and his sci-fi
thriller pilot (e) scored an 8/10
on the US Blacklist website.
As well as Graveyard Girl, he
has several projects on the go:
A cyberpunk/Western sci-fi
TV series, a psychological
thriller/horror film, a satirical
conspiracy thriller film script
and a High School Noir set in a
private school in Melbourne.
Contact
0413 986 121
midwood.tom@gmail.com
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INT. KITCHEN - DAY
Tim slides a massive plate of freshly cooked pancakes in
front of Spot.
SPOT
Dad, it’s 4 o’clock in the
afternoon.
TIM
Exactly! Pancakes whenever you want
them! How good is that?!
He motions for Spot to start eating. Spot reluctantly picks
up a fork and starts wading through.
TIM (CONT’D)
Pretty awesome, huh?
Spot nearly gags as he swallows a mouthful. Tim’s face falls.
TIM (CONT’D)
I’m still figuring out the best
recipe. Probably used too much
baking soda.
SPOT
Baking soda!? How much did you use?
TIM
Oh, all of it. More flavour, right?
Spot looks down at the plate, horrified. He tucks the plate
to one side.
TIM (CONT’D)
How was school?
SPOT
Good. Fine. Normal. Uneventful. Did
you find any jobs?
TIM
Oh, yeah. Loads. Heaps. Some. Not
many. I didn't actually look.
An awkward pause.
SPOT
We have a new girl in our class.
Oh yeah?

TIM
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SPOT
She’s called Molly. She seems nice.
TIM
Molly, eh? I knew a girl like that
back when I was at school...
SPOT
A girl called Molly?
TIM
Yeah, exactly. She had short black
hair and used to worship Satan. She
was kind of weird. There was this
rumour she made her boyfriend put
things up his bum and...anyway I
think she’s a lesbian now.
Spot has no idea how to respond to that.
SPOT
I don’t think this Molly is like
that.
TIM
(reminiscing)
No, probably not.
Another awkward pause. Spot gets up from the table.
SPOT
Well, I got homework and stuff...
TIM
Sure thing pal, I’ll let you get on
with it.
SPOT
Thanks for the pancakes...
Spot exits.
Tim’s cheerful façade fades. He sits down in Spot’s seat and
goes to eat from the plate of pancakes -- accidentally
knocking a pepper grinder all over them.
He sighs, then starts eating them anyway.
TIM
(surprised)
Not that bad, actually.
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INT. SPOT’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Spots enters, chucking his school bag to one side.
He collapses face-down on his bed. Lies there for a beat,
then rolls over slowly, staring up at the ceiling.
A trapped moth flutters around in one corner, unable to get
out. Spot watches it -- impassive, without emotion. He rolls
off his bed and opens the window, trying to shepherd it in
the right direction.
The moth lands on the window-sill. But it doesn't fly out.
Spot looks at it, deep in thought. He goes to his desk and
fires up his laptop. Goes to Facebook.
NO NEW MESSAGES. NO FRIEND REQUESTS.
He searches MOLLY STEVENS in the search bar. Scrolls through
a few profile pictures...sees the right one. Clicks.
Molly's profile comes up. PRIVATE. No visible information.
Spot mutters under his breath. Moves cursor over to ADD
FRIEND. Hesitates.
Looks back over at the moth, which is flying repeatedly into
the glass panel on the window, completely missing the section
that's open.
He shuts the laptop lid.
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COCKATOO CLOTHES
Lena Moon

In 1978 bohemian Fitzroy, 27 year old Mary
endeavours to keep her struggling clothing
store alive amidst the chaos caused by her
eccentric best friend Irene, pot dealing sister
Susan, and fringe dwelling clientele.

Lena is a screenwriter, filmmaker
and comedian from Melbourne.
Before completing her Master
in Screenwriting she did an
undergraduate degree in Film
and Television at Swinburne
University. This included an
exchange to Drexel University
where she co-wrote an episode
of the sitcom Off Campus as part
of her studies, which received a
local Emmy award. Her graduate
film Splendr received the Richard
Franklin award for Best Film and
Best Screenplay award for her
graduate year of 2013. Splendr
also screened at various film
festivals, most notably the Los
Angeles Indie Film Festival and
Byron Bay Film Festival. Currently
Lena works as a performance
ensemble member with Improv
Conspiracy Theatre, creating
comedy using long form
improvisation. She produces
Cage Match, a weekly late night
improvised show and produces,
mixes and co-stars incomedy
podcast Teenage Squeam. Most
recently, Lena co-wrote and
performed in Human Garbage,
a sketch show for the 2016
Melbourne Fringe Festival.
Contact
0430 106 133
lenamoon91@gmail.com
lenamooncreates.com
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INT. SEAMSTRESS STUDIO. DAY 1
A classic dressmaking set up: large table to cut on, sewing
machines and over locker, pyramids of eclectic 70’s fabric
scattered throughout the space. A back wall lined with more
fabric in rolls. Colourful, vibrant and chaotic. IRENE (24),
Patti Smith and Einstein’s love child, attempts to remove a
tight dress from her body. It’s not coming off easily.
IRENE
Stupid fucking thing!
She grabs the pattern off the table in front of her and
shreds it, throwing it in a nearby bin, she then starts to
rip patterns off the shelves and throw them in the bin.
IRENE (CONT’D)
Lying pieces of crap!
Irene rests her cigarette precariously on the table over the
waste bin full of pattern paper and goes for another escape
attempt. This time, the dress gets stuck over her head and
she pushes a nearby sewing machine off the table with a loud
crash while also knocking her dangling cigarette into the
wastepaper bin, the patterns inside start smoking.
MARY (26), a young, bookish Diane Keaton type, trundles down
the staircase into the studio in her dressing gown wielding a
cartoonish plank of splintered wood with a large screw spiked
through it.
MARY
Jesus Irene.
What?

IRENE

MARY
What. I thought I was being robbed
again.
(gesturing to the plank of
wood in her hand)
I brought Spikey down and
everything.
She lays the plank down, collecting a pair of enormous dress
maker scissors and starts to remove the dress from a
squirming Irene with the precision of a surgeon.
MARY (CONT’D)
Not that Spikey did much against
the band of merry junkies last
time. Who isn’t scared of a giant
nail?
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IRENE
People who use heroin, that’s who.
Irene’s hands shake as she lights another cigarette, ignoring
Mary.
MARY
Did you sleep last night?
IRENE
Did you know that there are only
five ‘standard body measurements’
on most patterns? Five. Five
‘standard body measurements’. For
every women in the world. Five. I
mean. What is a ‘standard body
anyway?’. Whose standard? WHOSE
STANDARD MARY?
Irene furiously throws some more pattern paper in the lightly
smoking bin. Mary sighs and starts to pick up broken pieces
of the sewing machine off the floor.
MARY
Is that all of our patterns and
pattern paper in there?
IRENE
We don’t need them anymore. We’ve
declared war on the garment
industry.
Mary accidentally pulls off a part of the already broken
sewing machine, she scowls.
MARY
That explains why our sewing
machine looks as broken as uncle
Gus.
IRENE
Ohh. Your poor uncle Gus. I stand
by that him being a racist isn’t
covered under shell shock
behaviour.
MARY
I still regret bringing you to that
lunch.
Irene throws some more patterns into the bin.
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IRENE
Look, We don’t have to bend over
backwards to make clothes people
want anymore.
MARY
We do because we need a thing
called money - you know, for wine,
cigarettes, soft cheese.
IRENE
Once I figure out how to liberate
women’s bodies everywhere, we can
inhale soft cheese free of stigma
and guilt. Can you imagine such a
thing?
MARY
Ugh. While you figure out how to
feed us on imagination, I’m going
to get salvage our incredibly
expensive supplies.
Mary goes to take the patterns out of the bin, they go up in
flames.
Fuck!

MARY (CONT’D)

Irene’s eye widen in fear momentarily at the fire, but it’s
clear she is instantly proud of it.
IRENE
Watch them burn, with every flame
flutter we’re taking ownership of
our own self esteem.
Mary rolls her eyes, placing a nearby woolen blanket over the
bin to douse the flames. Mary then wraps herself in the
blanket.
MARY
I’m going back to bed, where I
sleep happily at night wrapped in
self hatred.
She picks up Spikey and heads upstairs.
OPENING CREDITS: ‘MOST PEOPLE I KNOW - BILLY THORPE’.
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Biography
Alex Mullarky is a journalist and
screenwriter from the United
Kingdom, based in Melbourne
since 2014. She has an
undergraduate degree in English
with a particular interest in Old
English and ecocritical writing.
She is a regular contributor
to Horses & People and Wild
Melbourne. Her first short film
Gæst premiered at the Women
Media Arts & Film Festival in
Sydney in September 2016.
She spends the rest of her
time retraining an ex-racehorse
named Rouk.
Contact
0450 435 371
alex.mullarky@gmail.com
alexmullarky.com

JURA

Alex Mullarky
The Hebridean isle of Jura is one of the last
places in the world where the human and
supernatural realms still overlap. To thirteenyear-old street artist Blair Helinski, it’s a living
nightmare. Her parents have dragged her to
the ends of the earth to open the Bed and
Breakfast they’ve always dreamed about,
but all Blair wants is to go back. Dreaming
of escape, Blair meets Cailleach, an ageless
woman who claims to belong to one of the
island’s mythical fey creatures, of Scottish
folklore. She offers Blair a deal: she must
perform three tasks to help the island’s fey, in
exchange for the granting of her wish to leave
Jura and return home. But no one on Jura is
quite as they seem, and Blair must delve deep
into her own heritage to fulfil her part of the
deal. Her own dreams and that of her parents’
are at stake.
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EXT. THE HILL - DAY
Blair hops over the garden wall and strides out across the
open moorland. Her hands are shoved in her pockets, her head
down. The landscape around her grows wilder as she walks.
A distant thundering. Blair looks up as it grows louder.
Suddenly she is engulfed in a herd of deer galloping past.
There is a flash of colour among the antlers. The streaming
hair of a woman running among the deer. Then it is gone. The
last of the deer tail away.
Head down again, Blair ploughs on.
BLAIR
(muttering)
I want to go home. I want to go
home.
Blair stops and looks back the way she has come. The sky is
steel grey and the wind whips up. The landscape looks harsh
and bleak, colours muted.
BLAIR (CONT’D)
(shouting)
I wish I could go HOME!
CAILLEACH
It isn’t an easy place to get used
to.
Blair turns around.
CAILLEACH’s hair is wild and antlers spring from her head;
her clothes are indeterminate rags that somehow form a
beautiful whole; she is tall and commanding. Her eyes are
gold, like the bird’s.
She smiles in a way that is charming and untrustworthy at the
same time. When she speaks, it is with a musical Scottish
lilt, which makes it sound as though she is laughing at the
world.
Yeah...

BLAIR

Blair looks at her sidelong and starts to walk away.
Cailleach follows at a laconic walk but easily keeps pace
with Blair.
CAILLEACH
You wish to go home?
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BLAIR
I was just... talking to myself.
Don’t worry.
CAILLEACH
You should never make a wish
carelessly. Didn’t your parents
teach you that?
BLAIR
I don’t think they believe in that
sort of thing...
CAILLEACH
You haven’t met my kind before?
BLAIR
Um, yeah, there were people like
you in Birmingham...
With Cailleach walking behind her, she mouths ‘crazy people!’
CAILLEACH
Hm. I thought they had all died out
in Ladywood.
Blair stops.
BLAIR
How did you know that?
CAILLEACH
Intuition. I only want to make you
an offer.
BLAIR
You know, my parents did teach me
some things... like not to talk to
strangers.
She starts to walk away again.
CAILLEACH
You want to go home. I can make
your parents pick up and leave with
a click of my fingers. You only
have to perform three tasks.
BLAIR
I’m pretty busy actually.
CAILLEACH
Blair. Look around you.
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Blair stops. Slowly she looks around, and sees that every
deer in sight has its head raised and its eyes fixed on her.
CAILLEACH (CONT’D)
Nothing on Jura is what it seems.
Granting your wish would be easy.
Blair shuts her eyes and shakes her head. When she looks
again, the deer are grazing normally.
She turns to look at Cailleach.
BLAIR
Who are you?
CAILLEACH
Cailleach Mho’r Nam Fiadh of the
Sìdhichean.
Right.

BLAIR

CAILLEACH
Think about it. When you’ve made up
your mind, you can find me here.
BLAIR
Sure. I’ll do that.
She turns and hurries back towards the house. Cailleach
remains on top of the hill, watching her.
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THE CAGE
Brendan Murray

A cluster of more than thirty streets in the
fictitious Melbourne suburb of Westbrook have
become known as The Birdcage. Kookaburra
Avenue, Pelican Place and Nightingale Drive
may make the Birdcage sound like a haven
for residents, but recently the area has seen
unprecedented spikes in violence and drugrelated crimes. When Emmett Webb forms a
neighbourhood watch organisation to clean
the streets before the birth of his first child, he
soon finds himself moonlighting as a vigilante
and implicated in the brutal murder of a local
drug player. The Cage is an 8 part hour-long
crime drama following Emmett as he attempts
to answer the question; when is it right to take
the law into your own hands?
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An Architectural Design
graduate, Brendan traded
in his days of drafting plans
and assessing fabrication
techniques for something
infinitely more enjoyable;
screenwriting. He has had
fiction published by numerous
Australian literary journals
and anthologies including
Stringybark Publishing (twice),
Phantasmagoria Magazine
and The Questions Journal.
Brendan’s work combines
plot driven narratives with
dark naturalistic tones,
remembering always that the
goal is to entertain. In 2016 he
graduated from the Victorian
College of the Arts Master
of Screenwriting with first
class honours and is always
looking for more opportunities
to become involved in the
Australian film and television
community.
Contact
0428 757 494
contact@brendanmurray.net
brendanmurray.net
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INT. WEBB HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT - LATER
The sound of hoons once again reeking havoc in the street
keeps Emmett and Jen awake. Seth is no better at sleeping
through the incessant haze of roaring engines and screeching
tires, he cries and cries.
JEN
Maybe I should go out there.
EMMETT
And do what?
JEN
I don’t know but its better than
trying to sleep through this crap.
EMMETT
He said he would keep it down.
JEN
Don’t be stupid.
EMMETT
This isn’t my fault.
JEN
(sarcastic)
It’s never your fault Emmett. The
world is against you. All these
problems just land in your lap.
EMMETT
Why are you like this? I went out
there, I spoke to them.
JEN
What will happen when our child is
brought into this world huh? You
going to pass on this negativity?
EMMETT
I work my arse off, nothing’s
enough for you.
JEN
You’re mad at me because I think
this isn’t enough?
Jen gestures to the window. Seth continues to cry.
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JEN (CONT’D)
You’re not a do-er, you just let
things happen all around you.
You’re a doormat.
EMMETT
A doormat? Fuck off.
JEN
John’s a do-er.
EMMETT
You want me to be more like John?
The man’s a tosser and then some.
JEN
At least he gets things done, he’s
built himself and his family
something they can be proud of.
EMMETT
(yelling)
You think I’m happy! What the hell
do you want me to do?
JEN
(yelling)
Something! Anything!
The room comes to a lull. Emmett exhales deeply.
EMMETT
I’m gonna check on Seth.
INT. WEBB HOUSE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS
Emmett nurses Seth over his shoulder as he paces up and down
the hall - a father in training.
Seth continues to cry, adding to the symphony of unwanted
noise. Emmett places him in his pram and rocks him back and
forth - but he continues to cry.
EMMETT
Please sleep. Please.
The word ‘please’ leaves a foul taste in Emmett’s mouth after
uttering it to Brock in the street.
Emmett paces, only faster now. Aching for some peace and
quiet he suddenly stops - as though struck with a solution.
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EXT. PARAKEET STREET - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS
The smell of burnt rubber hits Emmett as he steps outside, a
sense of deja vu from earlier in the night. He pulls the pram
behind him. The music is pumping, the crowd pissed off their
faces as Brock performs burnouts and doughnuts marking the
already scarred asphalt road.
Emmett crouches by Jen’s car in the driveway. Heart in his
throat, he watches.
His palms are sweaty, he grasps the handle of the pram,
rocking it. The weight of it pulls against Emmett’s grip,
threatening to run down the steep driveway but he doesn’t let
go. Not yet.
Brock bursts away from the crowd and out of an engulfing
cloud of smoke up the street. He’s clocking almost a hundred
kilometers when Emmett pushes the pram.
It rolls down the driveway..
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PLAN B

Charmaine Peters
A tarnished trophy wife enters the underground
business of botox parties and distribution,
to support her middle-class family when her
scheming husband disappears with all of their
money. Plan B tells the story of a suddenly
single woman thrust into a midlife crisis with
two kids to raise, no finances and her only work
experience being that of a pampered trophy
wife. This is the story of a woman determined
to keep up appearances, in the business of
serving women who are determined to do
the same. The show explores a society hung
up on youth, celebrity and beauty, and the
consequences of a life taken at face value.
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Charmaine Peters is a
scriptwriter for television and
the web, and a published
short story and essay writer.
Her first love is TV and her
ambition is to secure a job in
a TV writers room. Charmaine
has worked extensively
alongside women in salons
as a beauty therapist, behind
cosmetics counters, as an
events manager for women’s
personal development
seminars, as a stylist, and a
lingerie sales representative.
She has run a lingerie party
planning business, which
was the inspiration for the
one hour comedic drama
Plan B, developed for her
Master of Screenwriting at
the Victorian College of the
Arts. Charmaine is passionate
about proliferating female
perspectives and voices in
Australian television, both on
and behind the screen.
Contact
0419 767 943
pixi.peters@gmail.com
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TEASER
FADE IN:
INT. HARRIS' HOUSE, HOME OFFICE, EAGLEMONT - DAY
Tarnished trophy wife MANDY HARRIS, 30s, does her best to sit
upright in her husband's overstuffed armchair.
Opposite her Detective HAYLEY FORBES, 30s, an ambitious,
whip-smart women, eyes Mandy with caution.
Detective Forbes turns her attention to the framed photo on
the table between them. Mandy and GEOFF HARRIS pose like a
perfect couple in an e-harmony ad.
Mandy fixates on a droplet of blood as it forms and falls
from the desktop onto the carpet.
Numb.
FORBES
Mrs Harris?
MANDY
Last night about 10, maybe 10:30?
FORBES
So you didn't hear anything after
that, nothing at all?
MANDY
No, I... took something.
FORBES
And where were the children? Angus
and -MANDY
Camilla. With Edith, Geoff's mum.
Mandy leans forward, meets the detective's glare.
MANDY (CONT’D)
It was just a Valium, one of
Geoff's... to help me sleep. It's
not a habit or anything.
FORBES
Of course. And he didn't say where
he was going?
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MANDY
We'd had a fight.
I see.

FORBES

Forbes searches Mandy's puffy eyes, notes her ruddy face. She
places her hand over Mandy's.
FORBES (CONT’D)
And the red marks on your face and
arms Mandy? Can I call you Mandy?
MANDY
Punch stains.
FORBES
He punched you?
MANDY
What? No. It's punch, you know, the
stuff you drink. It was being
thrown out after the reception last
night and...
FORBES
He threw it over you?
MANDY
No, not Geoff, the waiter.
Frustrated, she slumps back in her chair.
MANDY (CONT’D)
It was an accident.
She scans the room. Trademarks of Geoff glare from every
corner. Although no world leader, it's clear he's the master
of this, his empire.
From Mandy's p.o.v.
A SERIES OF SHOTS:
- An over-sized portrait of Geoff on an expensive yacht.
- Sporting trophies and awards.
- Various photos of Geoff shaking hands with dignitaries.
- An abandoned glass of scotch on the desk.
- The open mouth of the empty safe.
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- Scattered papers in a heap on the floor.
- Blood-smeared footprints on the carpet.
Her gaze settles on the UNIFORMED OFFICERS loitering just
outside the door.
MANDY (CONT’D)
Shouldn't you be out there looking
for him? should I expect a ransom
call or some -Ransom?

FORBES

MANDY
It's just... there's so much blood.
Forbes hands the photo off to one of the uniformed officers.
She jots notes onto her notepad. Observes. Bides her time.
FORBES
How much do you know about your
husband's business dealings?
INT. BEACH HOUSE, RYE - SAME TIME
A figure dressed in black hiking gear SMASHES a hole in a
recently plastered wall with a hammer. His hand is heavily
bandaged. He drops the hammer inside the cavity. CURSES.
A torch shines into the vast internal wall space to reveal a
large back-pack. He stretches his arm inside to retrieve it,
struggles to lift it with his injured hand. The strap slides.
He GROANS with the intense pain.
He grips the torch with his teeth to free up his able hand,
reaches in and unzips the bag.
Inside he finds cash, some in foreign currencies, a new phone
and two passports. Startled by a sudden NOISE, he turns. We
see Geoff Harris' panicked face.
FADE OUT.
END OF TEASER
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DELUSION
Dane Picken

Noel Kimber is a corporate psychologist and
spiritual coach hungry for wealth and fame, when
bad gambling debts and a failed book deal send
him bankrupt. He is forced to take a civilian job
counselling young addicts in a tough government
school where his New Age mystic rhetoric fails
miserably and the students eat him alive. His
fortunes change when he meets a mysterious
professor and her incredible machine that can
access higher spiritual dimensions and enlist the
help of powerful gods. Kimber gains shamanic
powers that cure any addiction; he heals the kids,
and then sets about launching a global spiritual
revolution. Labelled a miracle worker he finds the
fame he’s always craved. But the gods can have
dangerous addictions of their own. Forces that
redefine our understanding of consciousness are
unleashed, and Kimber and his misfit students must
fight to protect the freedom of every soul on earth.
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Dane was drawn away from the
sleepy Victorian coast where he
grew up with early success as
an athlete in the spot of Judo.
At fourteen, he won a junior
Australian title, which was a ticket
to see some of the world, training
and fighting in places like Japan,
Korea, the States, and many of
the Pacific Island nations. This
early exposure to cultures other
than his own left deep and lasting
impressions on Dane; he fell in
love with the local stories and
marvelled at the customs, and this
inspired him to pursue studies in
the arts later on. He completed
a Bachelor of Arts, majoring
in Literature and Short Fiction
writing, and then went on to
teach at one of Melbourne’s most
prestigious schools, where he
enjoyed challenging his students
by offering them alternative
philosophies. Dane recently
returned to his writing, now
filtering his eclectic experience
through his dramatic work.

Contact
0402 747 286
picken.dane@gmail.com
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INT. ART GALLERY - NIGHT
Kimber enters the modern plush South Melbourne gallery.
Glasses chink, heals click on the floorboards, and the
chatter is refined.
An exhibition of installations is on display. One piece is a
block of the exact shade of purple on Cadberry chocolate
packets, various brands of bottled water, rolls of turf for
landscaping, that sort of thing.
Kimber ignores the art, spots GREG PLAIN, 40s, handsome in a
casual suit, surrounded by Melbourne socialites. Greg charms
with effortless grace.
Kimber heads to the bar.
MAIN EXHIBITION AREA
Kimber waits for his moment when the hangers on disperse and
B-lines for Greg, hands him a whisky.
Greg.
Noel...

KIMBER
GREG

Greg looks around like a jackal to see if anyone is watching
them.
KIMBER
Can we talk?
Balcony.

GREG

INT. ART GALLERY - BALCONY - LATER
Kimber and Greg stand looking out on Clarendon Street.
GREG
Mate, no one gets a thirty five
thousand dollar advance.
KIMBER
Yeah, but no one’s doing what I’m
doing.
GREG
I don’t know, does it work?
KIMBER
I’ve got a dozen companies with
‘piety’ as a KPI, for Christ sake.
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A dozen?

GREG

Kimber winks.
GREG (CONT’D)
Mate, come and speak to me when
you’ve got a few hundred.
KIMBER
That dozen were sess pits. They’re
love-ins now.
GREG
Look, I agree this motivational
shit sells Great.

KIMBER

GREG
But you need runs on the board
these days.
KIMBER
I just told you...
GREG
Alright, a woman moves from Perth
to Syria to breast feed starving
orphan babies. Where are you?
KIMBER
She’s already a saint. I’m talking
to the chumps.
GREG
Arnold Vandar shoots eighteen ISIS
militants over three days, behind
enemy lines. Where are you?
KIMBER
Not where he is because that’s the
fucking point!
GREG
He’s a war hero, Noel. That’s who I
publish.
KIMBER
Fine. I hate doing this, but you
owe me.
Come on.

GREG
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KIMBER
I covered you that buy in,
remember.

GREG
And that’s why I quit poker;
I don’t bet anymore unless
it’s a sure thing.

Greg takes Kimber by the shoulders as would a big brother.
GREG (CONT’D)
Tell you what, go out and get me
some real stories. Something weird,
find a bloody bag man and coach him
back to a fortune. Or help a
fucking atheist get to the
Olympics. I don’t know, something
different. Then we can talk,
alright?
Greg leaves Kimber on the balcony and heads inside.
Prick.

KIMBER
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Biography
After what felt like an eternity as
a clinical psychologist, Andrea
realised that she didn’t want
to treat people, she wanted
to create them. The more
complex the better. Discovering
her love for screenwriting she
knew she didn’t have another
eternity, so she kick-started
her screenwriting education
by travelling across the US,
studying at UCLA and Columbia
University in New York.
Heavily influenced by Nordic
Noir, her writing is realistic,
dark and morally complex.
Andrea is currently developing
The Specialist, a neo noir crime
drama chronicling the cases
of an unorthodox criminal
psychologist.

MENTAL STATE

Contact

Andrea Putica

When brilliant but uncompromising psychologist
Klara Nielssen, joins the Psychiatric Response
Team, she discovers that her book-smarts
aren’t enough. She must learn to embrace
the chaos of humanity to defuse high-stakes
psychiatric emergencies. A one hour medical
drama, think ER in the world of acute psychiatry.
Mental State is the story of the professional
and personal lives of the Psychiatric Response
Team (PRT). Overworked and understaffed, the
team are armed with the extraordinary powers
to detain and treat people against their will.
But when shit hits the fan, this is the team you
want in your corner, not the trigger-happy cops
or unsympathetic medics. Not your typical
mental health or emergency service, the team is
expected to be anything from actors in patient
psychoses to hostage negotiators, investigators
and profilers. Mental State is a story about
ordinary people in extraordinary situations.
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EXT. THOMAS HOUSE - DAWN
White picket fence. The suburban dream.
INT. THOMAS HOUSE / LOUNGE ROOM - CONT.
We enter the house. It’s warm. Children live here.
Family photos cover almost all of the white of the walls.
CLOSE ON A PHOTO: A young family. Mum, dad and adorable young
son flashing a toothless grin.
We move to another photo: this one just of the man, MARK
THOMAS (33) in full ceremonial army uniform. He’s a proud
solider. Decorated.
We move away from the photos into the back of the house.
THE GARAGE
Mark, in full combat uniform, stares at the wall.
His breast pocket is embroidered: “PRIVATE MARK THOMAS”.
Mark moves to the wall and opens a secret compartment,
revealing:
An arsenal of weapons, black market, military grade, and
medical equipment.
His hand moves over the guns and stops on a tracheotomy tube.
Mark takes it and places it in his breast pocket. Tapping it
compulsively, checking that it’s really there.
He returns his attention to the black market buffet and grabs
a pistol, placing it carefully into his shoe holster.
THE BEDROOM
SANDY THOMAS (30), the woman from the photos, wakes and turns
to the empty side of the bed.
Curious, she gets up and slowly moves through the house, to:
THE GARAGE
Approaching the door, her eyes widen in fear as she sees:
MARK applying war paint.
Sandy cautiously approaches him.
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Honey?

SANDY THOMAS

He looks at her, puzzled.
Honey?

MARK

SANDY THOMAS
It’s OK. Have you had your meds?
MARK
BREACH. BREACH. INTRUDER!
She backs away from him. He reaches for his shoe holster.
Oh my God.

SANDY THOMAS

Reaching the door, she turns and slams the door shut behind
her.
Mark gives chase. The door is locked. He kicks it. The lock
loosens from the door.
The voice of an unseen commanding officer starts barking
orders.
COMMANDING OFFICER (V.O.)
You moron. You’d better not fuck
this up. We’re not claiming any
damn responsibility for this.
You’re responsible for the lives of
your unit. You all come back or
don’t come back at all.
Mark grabs his head and drops to the floor as if he’s in
intense pain.
He convulses in agony, surrounded by his son’s play
equipment, a shell of the proud man in the photos.
Sandy runs back to:
THE BEDROOM
She frantically reaches for her mobile phone.
SANDY THOMAS
My husband Mark Thomas. He returned
from deployment in Afghanistan two
months ago...
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She moves over to his side of the bed and rummages though his
bedside table, inspecting boxes of pills.
SANDY THOMAS (CONT’D)
He hasn’t taken his medication...
He’s going to kill us!
INT. HOSPITAL - MORNING
Klara walks past the medical wards to the back of the
hospital. The walls change from white to soiled beige. It’s
dark. All doors display “AUTHORISED PERSONNEL ONLY” signs.
Klara arrives at a door labelled: PSYCHIATRIC RESPONSE TEAM.
She takes a deep breath and readies to knock on the door LOUDSPEAKER
- CODE GREY GERIATRICS! CODE GREY
GERIATRICS!
Rumbling erupts from behind the door. Curious, Klara moves
her head closer for a better listen. The door springs open.
MICHAEL MCKENNY (35), Scottish, wearing a turtleneck, pushes
Klara out of his way as he sprints out the door.
MICHAEL
Outta ma weh.
He’s followed by DOROTHY JONES (55) a psych nurse with a
funky asymmetrical haircut wearing a a Dan Sultan T-shirt.
KATE BLAKE (38), social worker with natural grey highlights
and an orange poncho.
DAMIAN CLARKSON (33), ruggedly attractive, with a kind face
and one final straggler --- RODNEY, chewing on a hash brown.
RODNEY
You the new girl?
She manages a nod.
Come on.

RODNEY (CONT’D)

She follows the group as they run down the hall and into:
GERIATRICS
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2016 marks the launch of our Digital Archive project, which makes original
student films available to everyone to view online for the first time.
As part of the 50th Anniversary, VCA Film and Television has curated a
selection of 50 films that showcase alumni contributions to the depth and
breadth of Australian filmmaking over the past 50 years, and highlight
Melbourne’s special place in the Australian film industry
You can access the digital archive here:
vca.unimelb.edu.au/ftvarchive
For more information about the 50th anniversary visit:
vca.unimelb.edu.au/ftv50
To learn more about the Screenwriting program at the Victorian College
of the Arts visit:
vca.unimelb.edu.au/artistic-disciplines/writing
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