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TO THE READER:

This is a familiar story. 

A woman is abused. 

The abuser absconds with a light sentence. 

Only what's different this time?

Make no mistake.

Joan of Arc. 

Marie Curie.

Ruth Bader Ginsburg. 

The Young Woman is among these heroes. 

Yet you won't find a single Wikipedia article about her. 

Our approach to her story treats the themes of child abuse 
and sexual slavery with a whimsical, surrealist energy. 

Tonally, imagine Amélie, I, Tonya, or The Big Short.

The Young Woman isn't just about surviving. 

The Young Woman is about living with what you've survived. 
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OPEN ON -

EXT. SPACE, THE MILKY WAY

Blackness punctured by stars. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (O.C.)
For all the beauty in the universe, 
we forget...

An iridescent dot in the beyond, Earth. 

EXT. LUNAR SURFACE, THE MOON -- NIGHT

Astronaut Alan Shepard's GOLF BALL on the lunar surface.

THE YOUNG WOMAN (O.C.)
Humankind played golf on the 
moon...

Through a DIMPLE on the GOLF BALL, movement.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM, PUBLIC HOSPITAL -- DAWN

Lace CURTAINS billow by a WINDOW –

Inside a 1960's New York hospital. 

Rows of immaculate BEDS stretch to an infinite horizon.

All empty.

THE YOUNG WOMAN (O.C.)
Discovered a vaccine for polio...

INT. SALLE DE ETAS, THE LOUVRE -- NIGHT

The vast gallery empty save for the world's most recognizable 
painting; Da Vinci's Mona Lisa. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (O.C.)
Crafted art to inspire for eons.

Mona Lisa winks. 

EXT. COUNTRY FOOTBALL OVAL -- NIGHT -- CONTINUOUS

Spread over BLEACHERS, a chorus of locals bogans, the usual 
suspects who never miss a Saturday night footy game. 
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Scruffy beards. Scrunchies. Beers in cozies. 

Welcome to the land where flip-flops are thongs and football 
can mean AFL, NFL, Soccer, or Rugby. 

Australia, circa 2008.

The bogans trade salacious whispers ... She's guilty ... A 
killer ... She's a victim ... Hero ... Saint ... Killer ... 

Killer ... 

KILLER.

All are silenced as... 

THE YOUNG WOMAN steps into frame. 19 going on 109. Years of 
trauma in her eyes. 

It isn't pity she's after. She's stronger than you or I will 
ever be, and she's finally, humbly, accepted that. 

She whistles to someone off screen ... A SCARRED Sherran 
FOOTBALL is kicked to her. 

The Young Woman catches plucks it from the air with ease.

THE YOUNG WOMAN speaks straight from her heart to yours, 
straight down the CAMERA LENS.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

And invented footy, the best 
version of football in the world. 
Yet for all our achievements, some 
men still can't control the 
hardware they were born with. Hi. 
Hello. 

Considering the FOOTBALL in her hands. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
(to CAMERA)

The court documents only referred 
to me as The Young Woman--We'll get 
to why later--But the important 
thing is; You know me. Sort of. I'm 
one of the one in five girls who 
are sexually abused before their 
sixteenth trip around the sun. 
Don't squirm. It happened. 

STUART LEE. 19. Lanky loveable larrikin in a Moorpona Cats 
JERSEY. Poses only a threat to your stash of Tim Tams. 
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Gives THE YOUNG WOMAN a peck on the cheek.

STUART
Could eat a horse, babe, starved. 
Dons vee Pies tonight, should be a 
decent game I reckon.  

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Kind of in the middle of something, 
babe.

STUART
(to CAMERA)

G'day.
(to THE YOUNG WOMAN)

Parma-time?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Settle, petal. Let me do this then 
we'll get parmas, alright? Where 
was I?

STUART
One in five girls are sexually 
abused before they turn 16?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

Yep. And not talking about what 
happened can be worse than telling 
me it didn't happen. Because, well. 
Rule number one: What happened 
doesn't define who I am. 

CAMERA WHIPS to the grandstand of locals. JIMMY JAMES, 48, 
beer gut and fast to laugh, clears his throat.

JIMMY JAMES
Oi! How did nobody see what was 
happening? Where was ya mother 
during all this? 

ALICE ALLACOTTE, 4, stands and shouts.

ALICE ALLACOTTE
Did you keep the handsaw? 

The grandstand of locals babbles again with key words: Hero.  
Saint. Killer. Killer.

KILLER!

The Young Woman clears her throat – 
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Silences the football field.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

Alright. Once more. From the top. 
And by the top, let's start at the 
end. End of the start. 

STUART
Just get on with it. 

STUART tries to playfully take the FOOTBALL from THE YOUNG 
WOMAN. She fends him off. 

Off The Young Woman's smile. 

CYRON:  This is a true story. 
 
        The following contains graphic reenactments
        of sexual abuse and domestic violence. 
 
        There's also two musical numbers. 
 
        And yes...
 
        The Queen did do that thing at the end.
 
        We think.

Text fades as...

BAILLIF (PRE-LAP)
All rise for the Honourable Judge 
Betty King. 

INT. BLUE COURT, VICTORIAN SUPREME COURT -- MORNING

CHYRON: 26th of March, 2009.

Law & Order in Australia will be challenged in the next five 
minutes. The atmosphere inside the 167 year old courthouse is 
suitably severe. 

Not a breath is let as JUDGE BETTY KING. 71. A lion who 
fights for her pride, a 40 year public servant. 

She takes her seat behind the polished OAK BENCH. Her bleach 
white PERUKE like a hardened halo. 

JUDGE KING receives more death threats than Christmas cards, 
but go ask Carl Williams how she reacts when threatened. 

Oh wait.



6.

As JUDGE KING sits, so do the others in attendance. No press 
was permitted. Save for those on the page and a COURT 
STENOGRAPHER the courthouse is empty. 

Flanking THE YOUNG WOMAN is ROBERT RICHTER, Q.C., a grizzly 
Great White shark in a suit with a fabulous Gandalfian beard. 

His rate? $740 p/h, but represented THE YOUNG WOMAN pro bono.

Judge King taps her GAVAL. 

Court is in session.

JUDGE KING
Exceptionally unusual, Rapke. 
Exceptionally unusual. All this 
cloak and dagger nonsense for an 
five minute arraignment?

The overwhelmed Director of Public Prosecutions Crown 
Prosecutor, JEREMY RAPKE, Q.C., 59, needlessly rearranges 
coffee stained COURT DOCUMENTS. 

RAPKE
To dissuade the press, your Honour.

JUDGE KING
What a tremendous success that was. 
Only had a dozen waiting by my car 
this morning. 

RAPKE summons a perfuntonary smile.

JUDGE KING (CONT’D)
At my home.

RAPKE
Someone must have tipped them off.

JUDGE KING
Any idea who?

RAPKE
(too fast)

After tremendous introspective, ah, 
introspection, The Crown's approach 
to the trial, has, um. Evolved.

JUDGE KING
The trial is set for November--
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RAPKE
The Crown has reviewed all charges 
and ... Has a renewed c-c-course of 
action it wishes to pursue.

JUDGE KING
Richter?

RICHTER
News to us, your Honour. We--

The Young Woman taps Richter on the shoulder. Whispers into 
his ear. He doesn't like it, but does as she asks. 

RICHTER (CONT’D)
My client wishes to ask a question 
before proceeding. 

Judge King nods.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to RAPKE)

Do you think I'm guilty?

Beat. Is she serious?

RAPKE
Who? You? Oh, Yes. Shit yes. 

JUDGE KING
Are you drinking again?

RAPKE
I fucking wish... 

JUDGE KING
Language. 

RAPKE
Sorry. 

Richter and Rapke were real life professional rivals. Rapke 
enjoyed the drink and attention. Richter liked to win. 

Both brilliant legal minds. 

RAPKE (CONT’D)
(to THE YOUNG WOMAN)

Do you think you're guilty? 

JUDGE KING
Another word and I'll hold you in 
contempt.



8.

Rapke's paralegal, DIANA KARAMICOV. 25. Touches his hand 
reassuringly. Not typical for a boss-employee relationship.

His paralegal's attention was the kind of attention Rapke 
liked most. Got him fired. Disgraced. 

But that's another story. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Your Honour. I'd like to hear what 
Mr. Rapke has to say.

JUDGE KING
First time anyone's said that. 
Rapke? 

RAPKE
(to THE YOUNG WOMAN)

You stand charged with murder. 
Desecration of a body. You 
confessed. We have evidence. The 
law says you're guilty of killing a 
man when his back was turned. Your 
life was not in imminent danger. 
You are guilty by any definition of 
the law. If found guilty by a jury 
of your peers at trial you face 
life in prison. 

DIANA
And yet...

RAPKE
Yet you plead not-guilty. 

JUDGE KING studies THE YOUNG WOMAN. Stoic. Assured. 

RAPKE (CONT’D)
I have all the facts but no idea 
what the truth is. I don't 
understand you. Your motive? Yes. 
You? Not a clue. So answer me, 
please; Do you think you're guilty? 

THE YOUNG WOMAN hears a whistle. 

Far off voices calling to her. 

EIGHT scrappy female FOOTBALL PLAYERS storm the court room.

FLASHBACK TO:
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EXT. FOOTBALL FIELD, COUNTRY TOWN -- DAY

Two warring clans of teenagers crush together on a dry, 
neglected FOOTBALL OVAL over a scarred maroon AFL FOOTBALL.

From a thicket of bodies – 

Emerges our hero with the BALL. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN. 14. Broad-shoulders. Hair in a tight-bun, 
wears a MOOROOPNA CATS football jumper. 

Focused eyes. She'll go far. She gets what she wants. 

Right now? 

She wants to score the winning goal. 

Blasting over the FIFTY METRE LINE, THE YOUNG WOMAN pivots 
around a PLAYER from the rival team (Kyabram F.C. Bombers). 

THE YOUNG WOMAN bounces the BALL once. 

Twice. 

She lines up for an easy goal, thirty metres out. 

But she never sees the second 6"2 RIVAL PLAYER bear down on 
her like a wild freight train. 

With a CRUNCH to crush quartz, THE YOUNG WOMAN is thrown to 
the ground. The BALL spins loose, out of her control. 

Everything is upside down. Ears ringing. 

MOUTHGUARD gone. Taste of blood on her tongue. 

The SCOREBOARD says it all:

Thirty-six seconds left in the final quarter of the game. 

The Mooroopna Cats down by five points. 

RIVAL PLAYERS flash "eat-shit & die" grins. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN spots the BALL being contested. She charges 
into the fray. 

Limbs fly. Elbows swing for noses. This is my war to win.

THE YOUNG WOMAN has her blinders on. She dives through the 
chaos – 

Emerges with the BALL again. 
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Ten seconds left. A RIVAL PLAYER begins to charge. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN handballs to a teammate, spins around the 
RIVAL PLAYER. Calls for the BALL.

A teammate passes the BALL back. 

Three seconds. THE YOUNG WOMAN kicks. Two seconds. A drop 
punt she's executed perfectly a million times.

One second left in the game.

The BALL soars. 

And – 

A freak gust of wind knocks the BALL askew. Sends it for a 
single point. 

The final siren blows: Game over. 

The Mooroopna Cats 36 year losing streak continues.  

And the RIVAL PLAYER gets one final TACKLE in. 

EXT. PARKING LOT BAR, MOOROOPNA CATS CLUBHOUSE -- NIGHT

CHYRON: 20th of September, 2004

The town of Mooroopna has a population of 3,000. Most never 
graduate high school. Most work for the weekend. 

Throngs of locals gather around ESKIS (coolers) in UTES 
(trucks). Air thick with BBQ smoke. SAUSAGES on grills.

Post-game tailgating, or in Australia, the after party. 100 
Shepparton and Mooroopna locals bounce to classic rock. 

STUART LEE. 14. Goofy grin. Terrible teen-moustache. Mullet. 
He's a catch. Brings THE YOUNG WOMAN a can of BEER. Not for 
her to drink, to place on the egg of a BUMP on her head. 

They watch the RIVAL TEAM live it up across the parking lot, 
drinking from the CHAMPIONSHIP CUP. 

The 6"2 RIVAL PLAYER winks at The Young Woman.

STUART
Helluva hit he got in. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Which time?
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STUART
Want me to break his knees? Got a 
cricket bat at home. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
You're such a sweetheart, anyone 
ever told ya that?

STUART
So ... That's a yes on the cricket 
bat?

There's electricity in the air. Her first kiss. Here, now.

They lean in as ...

THE STEPFATHER interrupts. 41. A leathery smile. Yellowing, 
chipped teeth. Was said to always wear his mechanic overalls 
almost everywhere. 

STEPFATHER
WHAT A GAME! Almost had 'em, so 
close. Proud of ya, sport. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Thanks, Stepfather.

Stepfather flashes a creepy wink. He takes the BEER from her 
head and cracks it OPEN. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
(to CAMERA)

No, his christian name wasn't 
Stepfather, but after all he did, I 
don't think he deserves a name. So 
we'll just call him The Stepfather.

Stuart backs away, disappears into the crowd. 

The Young Woman almost heads off after him, but is pulled 
into a dancing circle by ... 

THE MUM. 34. Wears her Uggs outdoors. Dances to anything. 
Happy go lucky. Her daughter gets her smarts from her. 

Under normal circumstances a great role model. Nothing that 
follows is her fault. Well. That's really for you to judge.

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Muuuum. I wanna go home.

MUM
No you don't, you want to dance. 
Come on. Show off those moves.



12.

THE YOUNG WOMAN sours.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
I lost.

MUM pulls her into a hug. 

INT. BACKSEAT, 1999 HOLDEN COMMODORE -- LATER

THE YOUNG WOMAN squeezed between her THREE younger STEP-
BROTHERS (4,5 and 7). 

STEPFATHER drives. MUM mans the radio.

STEPFATHER
Played a helluva game. More heart 
than them Kyabram cuuuu--players 
combined. Get 'em next year. 

Outside the window – 

The town of Mooropna. 

One bank. 

One bakery. 

One old wheat mill. 

One gigantic canned-fruit processing plant, FRUIT SALAD CITY. 
A 24/7 operation, Fruit Salad City employs half the town. 

EXT. THE FAMILY HOME -- NIGHT

A free standing four bedroom house built in the 1960's and 
hasn't been renovated since. The weatherboard exterior could 
use a fresh coat of paint, the grass could be mowed better, 
and the redbrick back wall has faded to an off-pink. 

The closest neighbour isn't within shouting distance. 

The CAR pulls into the DRIVE – 

Family pours out.

MUM
Straight to bed.

The step-brothers run wild, enter the house. 
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An oversized corrugated steel SHED -- big enough to fit two 
tractors end-on-end -- looms like an unholy Church, stands 
connected to the home. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN steals a moment for herself –

Momentarily distracted by the spattering of STARS above.

Her eyes study the constellations. 

VIRGO in apogee. 

INT. ENGLISH CLASSROOM, MOOROOPNA SECONDARY SCHOOL -- DAY

The hot summer sun beams through the windows into the stuffy 
classroom, if you can call it one. Carpet so scratchy you 
itch looking at it. Plastic chairs. A blackboard. 

MISS LENOX. 25. Still dresses like she lives in the city. 
Only here to wipe her student debt as fast as possible. 
Drones on about Othello's betrayal by Iago. 

MISS LENOX
Was the Moor at fault for what 
would come next? Shakespeare...

EMILY HAYMAN. 14. On the goth side of the fashion spectrum. 
Paints her nails black with a Sharpie. EMILY flicks a PEN LID 
at THE YOUNG WOMAN. 

EMILY
(low, to THE YOUNG WOMAN)

Whas got you so down?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
None of your bees. 

EMILY
Heard Stew Lee has the hots for ya. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Who said?

MISS LENOX
AND IAGO SAID ... Anyone? You.

She points to The Young Woman. 

MISS LENOX (CONT’D)
Were you paying attention or--

Without missing a beat, as theatrical as Olivier ever was.
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
Virtue? A fig! 'Tis in ourselves 
that we are thus or thus. Our 
bodies are our gardens to which our 
wills are gardeners! If we plant 
nettles or sow lettuce, supply it 
with with one herb to distract the 
other. Why the power and corrigible 
authority of our garden lies in our 
own wills. 

The class of nine students looks to THE YOUNG WOMAN. 
Impressed.  

MISS LENOX
Something like that. Now, as...

EXT. MOOROOPNA SECONDARY SCHOOL -- DAY

School lets out. THE YOUNG WOMAN spots STUART LEE. Give a 
hopeful wave. 

He starts to head over to her, but is intercepted by MARY 
SHADDOCK. 15. Trouble-maker. 

MARY captures his attention long enough so – 

That when STUART looks up, The Young Woman is gone. 

INT. KITCHEN/LIVING ROOM, THE FAMILY HOME -- EVENING

The three STEP-BROTHERS chase each other with mops as if they 
were shaggy lightsabers. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN at the dinner table. Battles her homework. 

MUM enters, dressed in her "Fruit-Suit", off-white overalls 
stained by berries, bannanas, mangoes ... MUM works nights at 
a fruit processing plant, Fruit Salad City.

MUM
Casserole in the fridge. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Casserole again?

MUM
Go make a million bucks and hire a 
chef and they can make whatever you 
like. Veggies should go on last. 
Potatoes. Corn, your father-- 
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
(low)

Stepfather...

MUM
Love the corn. Where is it? Shit-
shit-no, sorry, shouldn't swear. 

MUM upturns THE YOUNG WOMAN'S HOMEWORK searches for her WORK 
BADGE. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
On the fridge.

MUM
I already checked the--Oh.

The WORK BADGE hangs by OVERDUE BILLS for GAS, ELECTRICITY, 
WATER.

MUM (CONT’D)
Would lose my head it wasn't 
attached. Love ya.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Love ya. 

MUM exits. Out a window, out of sight of THE YOUNG WOMAN 
shares a cheeky kiss with STEPFATHER. 

The fire's still hot there. 

LATER

Who Wants To Be A Millionaire? plays on the square Panasonic 
television. Antenna at crooked angles to get a signal. 

EDDIE MCGUIRE, host of the game show, grills a guest –

EDDIE MCGUIRE
(on T.V.)

Is that your final answer?

STEPFATHER, THE YOUNG WOMAN and STEP-BROTHERS sit cross-
legged on the ground eating from plates on their laps. 

STEPFATHER
He always asks that. Every fuckin' 
time. Shit. Shouldn't swear. Would 
ruin my nerves.  

THE YOUNG WOMAN takes her plate to the KITCHEN. Washes off 
the remains. Sets it to dry on a nearby DISH RACK. 
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The OVERDUE BILLS stare at her. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Should I get a job?

STEPFATHER
What? Oh those bills are nothing. 
Misunderstanding with the bank. You 
got one job, be a kid. Do kid shit. 

STEP-BROTHER #1
Sweared. 

STEPFATHER
Shut up, ya little narc.

STEP-BROTHER #1
What's a narc?

STEPFATHER
The police. What's our motto? 

STEP-BROTHERS
Fuck the police! 

STEPFATHER
That's my boys. 

INT. BATHROOM, THE FAMILY HOME -- CONTINUOUS

THE YOUNG WOMAN turns on the SHOWER. Sets an EGG-SHAPED TIMER 
for TWO MINUTES. 

Gets in the shower – 

SHAMPOO into hair. 

TIMER at ONE MINUTE. Ticking. 

Lightly starts to sing Britney Spears Toxic.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
There's no escape ... Ya dangerous 
... Round and round ... I forget 
the words to the next part ... Da 
da ... Ya dangerous...

The door to the bathroom opens slowly – 

Instantly, THE YOUNG WOMAN covers up behind SHOWER CURTAINS.

STEPFATHER enters. 
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STEPFATHER
Everything okay? Thought I heard 
something.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Um.

STEPFATHER
You good? Someone else in here?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Was just, ah, talking. To myself.

STEPFATHER
Don't lie to me. You was singing. 

STEPFATHER lingers. From his vantage point he sees everything 
he want to see. Smiles.

STEPFATHER picks up a TOOTHBRUSH. Takes his time applying 
TOOTHPASTE. 

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
Got a good voice, ya know. Should 
do drama at school. 

She doesn't know how to react. He pulls back the shower 
curtain. 

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
Missed a spot. Still got soap on 
ya.

The TIMER goes off –

He silences it. Winds it back to a MINUTE.

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
Go on. Take a bit longer. I won't 
tell. 

STEPFATHER exits. Leaves the door ajar. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN rushes out. Slams the door shut. Picks up a 
towel. She covers up. Embaressed. Shocked. Violated. 
Threatened. What just happened?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

Um. This is important. This was an 
example of one of the ways he would 
push the boundaries. It was him 
testing the waters, so to speak.

(MORE)
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THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
He didn't really do anything so 
inappropriate, did he? No? Yes? 
Well he did. He wanted me to be 
confused. And I was. 

INT. KITCHEN/LIVING ROOM, THE FAMILY HOME -- LATER

THE YOUNG WOMAN, in pyjamas, watches the back of STEPFATHER'S 
HEAD. Uncertain. She should say something. Should she say 
something? What could she say. 

INT. KITCHEN/LIVING ROOM, THE FAMILY HOME -- MORNING

Weetbix and OJ. STEP-BROTHERS fight by the front door, ready 
for school. 

The Stepfather brews COFFEE on the STOVETOP.

MUM arrives home from her shift. 

MUM
Hello, hello, hello. How's my gang? 

STEPFATHER
Could do with a week of sleep, 
maybe a new car, wouldn't mind 
knowing whose going to win the flag 
this weekend. 

STEPFATHER plants a kiss on MUM. 

MUM
I'm knackered. You alright, sport?

THE YOUNG WOMAN wants to say something. 

MUM (CONT’D)
What's up? Sport?

Torturous beat.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
He came in on me when I was in the 
shower and made me feel really 
uncomfortable. 

Beat. 

STEPFATHER
Hang on, I can explain! I heard-- 
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MUM explodes. Heaves PUNCHES and KICKS. Takes the pot of 
COFFEE from the STOVE –

SMASHES it over STEPFATHER'S HEAD. 

MUM
OUT! You set one foot on this 
property so help me God I'll take 
one of your shotguns and shove it 
where the sun don't shine! 

STEPFATHER pathetically falls on his arse – 

Scrambles outside on his hands and knees.

Runs and never comes back.

CUT TO:

Twenty seconds earlier. 

MUM (CONT’D)
What's up? Sport?

Torturous beat. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Exams coming up. I need some you 
know what's from the supermarket. 

MUM
Oh. Will go down for a few then do 
a run later. Good for now?

THE YOUNG WOMAN nods. MUM kisses her on the forehead. Heads 
to her bedroom.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

Why didn't I say anything? Because 
I didn’t know what last night was. 
Would I be creating drama for 
nothing? He was a good guy up until 
then ... And he made my mum happy. 

STEPFATHER
On ya get, can't be late for 
school.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

So I stayed quiet. 
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INT. ENGLISH CLASSROOM, MOOROOPNA SECONDARY SCHOOL -- NIGHT

THE YOUNG WOMAN enters, has to duck fast –

A CHAIR flies past her.

The classroom is in chaos. 

Other students cheer as EMILY and MARY fight. 

MARY heaves another CHAIR at Emily!

BAM ... EMILY catches the CHAIR to the face and flies across 
the room, headfirst into a WALL!

But she stands. Grabs a TABLE. Is about to break it over 
EMILY head as –

MISS LENOX.

MISS LENOX
(as if this happens daily)

Settle, petals. Emily, you're 
bleeding.

EMILY
Just a fucking flesh-wound.

MISS LENOX
Language.

EMILY
Sorry. Just a fucking "abrasion." 

The students reorganize the classroom. THE YOUNG WOMAN takes 
a seat next to Emily.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
What was that about?

EMILY
Bitch trya steal your man. I got 
your back, Jack. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN and EMILY share an secret handshake. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
He's not my man... 

EMILY
Not with that attitude he won't be. 
You alright?
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
Yeah. Yeah. Why's everyone asking 
that?

EMILY
Cause we care about ya, dumbass.

MISS LENOX appears by The Young Woman, startling her. She 
slams a TEST down on the DESK.

MISS LENOX
Language.

EMILY
Sorry. Cause we care about ya, ya 
fucking ignoramus. 

MISS LENOX
(to THE YOUNG WOMAN)

Someone's jumpy today. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
What's this?

MISS LENOX
I don't know how you do it...

THE YOUNG WOMAN looks at the test result ... In a RED MARKER 
we see a giant ... A+ at the top of the page. 

Small victories. 

EXT. OVAL, MOOROOPNA SECONDARY SCHOOL -- DAY

THE YOUNG WOMAN kicks rocks outside, waits for – 

STUART LEE to exit. 

The four building structure isn't much to look at. The brown 
timber walls and filthy sheet-metal roof almost camouflages 
it with the wall of gumtrees and dirt which surround it. 

She spots STUART, walking instride with MARY. 

EMILY appears beside The Young Woman holding a CRICKET BAT. 
Startles her. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Give a girl some warning.

EMILY
Leggy Lennox was right, you're 
jumpy today. Wassup?
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
Fuck you have cricket bat for?

EMILY
Warned her about going near your 
man, didn't I?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Stuart wants what he wants. Don't 
kill her. For me?

EMILY
Urgh. I can't believe I'm friends 
with a pacifist.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
What're you doing now?

EMILY
Spa appointment with me mudda.

EMILY sees the disappointment in her friends eyes. She pulls 
out her PHONE. Sends a message.

EMILY (CONT’D)
Cancelled. Come on. Let's go be 
rebellious teenagers. 

EXT. SHORELINE, GOULBURN RIVER -- LATER

THE YOUNG WOMAN and EMILY skim rocks over the surface of the 
RIVER – 

Share a CIGARETTE. 

The sun dips a little lower. THE YOUNG WOMAN can hear the 
TIMER ticking down. EMILY'S MUM arrives in her new black 2004 
LAND ROVER.

INT. BACKSEAT, LAND ROVER -- CONTINUOUS

THE YOUNG WOMAN watches her town pass through the window...

The sun dips over the horizon. 

Gone.

EXT. DRIVEWAY, THE FAMILY HOME -- NIGHT

The Land Rover drives off. THE YOUNG WOMAN takes moment – 
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Above, the CLOUDS block the STARS. 

INT. BEDROOM, THE FAMILY HOME -- LATER

THE YOUNG WOMAN under the covers – 

Awake. Alert.

Prays for sleep. As her eyelids grow heavy. 

But the DOOR to her room opens agonizingly slowly. The 
silhouette of a demon at the door. 

She blinks. It's her STEPFATHER. 

STEPFATHER
Heya. Hey. You awake. Good. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN holds her breath. But he knows. 

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
Wanted to talk about last night. 
Look, come on, let's step into the 
shed, don't want to wake the boys.

Beat. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN rises out of bed. Pulls a HOODIE on over her 
SHIRT.

INT. THE SHED -- CONTINUOUS

Walls of rippling rusting corrugated steel. Roof high and 
pointed. Big enough to fit a POOL TABLE. WORK BENCH. CAR 
PARTS. TOOLS. CHAINSAWS. VIDEO CAMERA. A RADIO permanently 
set to Triple M. 

STEPFATHER pulls a BEER from a mini-fridge. 

STEPFATHER
Want one? I won't tell ya Mum. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN shakes her head. But she does take a 
CIGARETTE from the WORK BENCH – 

Lights up. Hears the ticking of the TIMER again. 

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
Heard ya father got a new job. In 
the mines, West Australia. Hard 
yakka. His whole family went with 
him, too. 
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
Oh. 

STEPFATHER
Ya a bit old for me to be walking 
in on ya in the shower. 

Beat.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
'S okay.

STEPFATHER
Heard you got an A at school? Eh? 
That's something. Got smarts. You 
get that from your mother. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
How'd you hear that?

STEPFATHER
Got called out to Ronnie Winkler's 
truck, he's familiar with ya 
english teacher. Says you two don't 
get along. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
She's an uppity--

STEPFATHER
She's ya teacher. Show her some 
respect. New town for her. 
Realizing she's always going to be 
an outsider here. Mooroopna's the 
greatest little town on the map I 
reckon, but we don't like 
outsiders. Don't like trouble from 
insiders either, you know?

Thinking of the DOOR, so close.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
She should leave.

STEPFATHER
Why would she? If she likes it 
here? If she wants to stay? But 
you're smarter than all of the town 
put together. You know best.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

A cigarette here, a beer there.  
Suddenly we have little secrets.

(MORE)
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THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Here he's showering me with praise. 
He's trying to earn my confidence. 
This is grooming.

TIGHT ON: Another BEER opening. Then another. Another 
CIGARETTE. TIMER ticking builds. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
(to CAMERA)

The midnight rendezvous’ continued. 
I didn't know if I had a choice to 
be there with him. Mum worked 
nights at the SPC factory five 
nights a week. 

STEPFATHER
Who ya taking to? Look at me. LOOK 
AT ME.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA, facing 
STEPFATHER)

He had all the access he needed. My 
dad wasn't around, and Mum had 
known my stepfather for years. I 
trusted him. I can't lie. It felt 
good. The male attention, the 
casualness to being to treated like 
an adult. Until one night. One 
night he inevitably, finally ... He 
crossed the line again.

STEPFATHER puts down the BEER. 

Turns up the RADIO. TIMER TICKING drowned out by classic 
rock.

And he moves in and kisses her on the lips. 

She protests and pushes back –

He pushes himself on her. 

Then retreats. 

STEPFATHER
Shouldn’t have done that ... Don’t 
tell your mother, break her heart 
it would. Come here. I'm sorry.

He positions himself between her and the only EXIT.
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TIGHT ON: A single DROP of condensation rolls down a BEER CAN 
as ... In the background ... He takes her hand and puts it 
down his pants. 

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
You tell anyone and ... And I'll 
kill ya. No. I'll kill ya mum. Then 
the kids. Then I'll kill ya. 

DROP reaches the dusty TABLE. Soaks into the WOOD until it's 
like it was never there. 

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
And I'll get away with it. I know 
how. Been studying. 

START MONTAGE:

TIGHT ON: Another BEER can opened. 

As The Young Woman painfully dresses after another assault 
... The Stepfather adds the empty BEER can to a PYRAMID of 
EMPTY BEER CANS along the back wall. 

INT. BATHROOM, THE FAMILY HOME -- NIGHT

THE YOUNG WOMAN brushes her teeth furiously – 

She spots the BRUISES on her ARMS from where he grabs her.

INT. KITCHEN/LIVING ROOM, THE FAMILY HOME -- MORNING

MUM arrives home from work. Exhausted. Kisses her daughter on 
the head, kisses the STEPFATHER on the lips.

STEPFATHER watches THE YOUNG WOMAN. 

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD -- DAY

Walking to school ... THE YOUNG WOMAN begins to cry 
spontaneously.

INT. ENGLISH CLASSROOM, MOOROOPNA SECONDARY SCHOOL -- DAY

Another test handed out. Another A+. EMILY beams a smile at 
her. Out a window she spots STUART. He waves at her. 

She turns away fast. 



27.

INT. THE SHED -- NIGHT

STEPFATHER drives his fist into her gut. As she goes down he 
grabs her by the hair with one hand and with the other. 

STEPFATHER
I hear that Stuart Less got it bad 
for ya. Ya talk to him, ya touch 
him, fucking oath I promise I'll 
carve his head off. YOU HEAR ME?

Turns up the RADIO.

EXT. DRIVEWAY, THE FAMILY HOME -- SAME TIME

Under the starry night sky, the SHED and HOUSE look like any 
other you'd come across in country Australia. 

Cicadas chirp. Light wind tussles parched trees. 

A POP SONG faintly rises above the chorus of nature. 

INT. THE SHED -- CONTINUOUS

STEPFATHER holds a STANLEY KNIFE over THE YOUNG WOMAN'S 
THROAT –

Draws a nick of blood.

STEPFATHER
You sleeping around? You a little 
wannabe city slut? I hear Stuart 
fucking Lee boy lays a finger on 
you I swear to God I'll kill him. 
Who do you belong to? WHO DO YOU 
BELONG TO?

THE YOUNG WOMAN mouths ... You. 

EXT. MOOROOPNA SECONDARY SCHOOL -- DAY

Walking home from school. STUART catches up to THE YOUNG 
WOMAN. They share a wordless conversation. 

He rides off, confusion giving way to frustration. 

EXT. BONDI BEACH, SYDNEY -- DAY

Family vacation. Smiles all around. Running and jumping into 
the waves. Surfers carve over piercing blue waves. 
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MUM pulls her gang into a family photo. The STEP-BROTHERS 
settle as a LIFEGUARD with a CAMERA instructs the family to 
"bunch up" –

STEPFATHER places a possessive hand on THE YOUNG WOMAN'S BARE 
SHOULDER. 

Her skin crawls. 

INT. OCEAN, BONDI BEACH -- LATER

THE YOUNG WOMAN paddles out. Looks to the horizon, the 
infinite blue nothingness. 

As she swims to the horizon a ROGUE SURFER collides with her! 

Her head spews blood –

THE YOUNG WOMAN slips under the waves.

GREAT WHITE SHARKS circle under her. 

The light of the surface fades. A smile on her lips. 

Freedom in death. 

But. STEPFATHER dives under the waves and grabs at her. 

She fights back ... Clawing, scratching... But he gets her – 

Drags her kicking and screaming into the light. 

INT. THE SHED -- NIGHT

STEPFATHER slowly lifts The Young Woman's SHIRT up ... She 
wordlessly weeps, protesting. He pulls the SHIRT off slowly, 
like a bandaid being removed over the course of an hour. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN looks at the CAMERA as the shirt passes her 
head. 

END MONTAGE:

INT. ENGLISH CLASSROOM, MOOROOPNA SECONDARY SCHOOL -- DAY

THE YOUNG WOMAN stares out a window, at the drought-stricken 
bush. Like a widow mourning a great loss. 

She gathers her books and leaves. EMILY watches her friend 
move away, like a robot on autopilot, right past her. 
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MISS LENOX breaks down her classroom for the day. EMILY 
stands by the door, not exiting. 

MISS LENOX
What's on your mind, Ms Hayson?

EMILY takes a seat at a back table.

MISS LENOX (CONT’D)
You have two minutes. 

EMILY
Have you noticed anything strange 
about her lately?

MISS LENOX
It's a confusing time for any young 
woman. At this age friends have a 
habit of ... Growing apart.

EMILY
This feels different. Like she's 
sick but won't tell me.

MISS LENOX
Have you asked her?

EMILY
Yes. And ... It's just ... She...

MISS LENOX
And? Speak up. Enunciated words 
form sentences. 

EMILY
Something's wrong at home. But she 
won't tell me.

MISS LENOX
Is she getting her period?

EMILY
Yeah. Few years ago.

MISS LENOX
Something wrong at home? 

EMILY
Her stepfather. He's a bit ... Of a 
creep. Gives her a lot of 
attention. I've seen things...

Scared of where this conversation heads, MISS LENOX ends it.
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MISS LENOX
Look at the time.

EMILY
I think he's ... I don't know for 
sure, she won't tell me, but I 
think he's hurting her. 

MISS LENOX
Have you evidence?

EMILY
Evidence?

MISS LENOX
Video? Photos? 

EMILY
We've been best friends since she 
could walk! I can tell when she's 
hurting!

Loaded beat.

MISS LENOX
Don't raise your voice to me. So no 
evidence. 

EMILY
Just what I've seen. Sort of seen. 

MISS LENOX walks to a near-bare bookshelf. Pulls out a 
tattered, slim NOVELLA: The Crucible by Arthur Miller.

MISS LENOX
Read this. Let me know what you 
think of the matter regarding your 
friend after. 

EMILY
The Crucible?

MISS LENOX
When little girls tell stories, 
atrocities can happen to adults. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN stands by the door watching MISS LENOX and 
EMILY.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

Yeah. This happened. Early, too. 
Back when I was fourteen. Emily was 
looking out for me. But Miss Lenox?

(MORE)
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THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Not her real name F.Y.I., for 
reasons you'll understand later. At 
the time she wasn't committing a 
crime by failing to report Emily's 
suspicions to Child Services or the 
authorities. 

EMILY screams her opinions at MISS LENOX, who turns a cold 
shoulder away and exits. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Oh, and Emily was two people, two 
friends I still have to this day. 
They went to "Miss Lennox" and the 
school counsellor with their 
suspicions several times. They had 
the courage to do what I could not, 
as this is how they were treated.

STEPFATHER approaches her from behind. He throws EMILY out a 
WINDOW. 

He sits in the TEACHER'S CHAIR in the CLASSROOM. 

Taps his lap.

STEPFATHER
Here. Girl. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

You know what? I'm done telling my 
story this way. Ick. No. Gross. It 
already happened once. A scene for 
scene recreation is just pure 
misery. So let's try something 
different.

STEPFATHER, defied, stands – 

But he falls into a TRAP DOOR hidden in the FLOOR.

INT. STAGE, THEATRE (THINK THE GOLDEN, OR BOOTH) -- NIGHT

Lush red curtains part to reveal ... THE YOUNG WOMAN wearing 
a P.T. Barnum style TOP HAT and TAILS. She stands on a stage 
under a lone spotlight.

Ladies and gents, it's about to get weird.

In the audience of the theatre sits EMILY. Further back, MUM.

Seated beside her is the STEPFATHER – 
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Anxious about what THE YOUNG WOMAN has to say. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Drama was my favourite class in 
high school. So. Let's get 
temporal. Savvy? HIT IT. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN points to the ORCHESTRA SECTION – 

Copies of THE YOUNG WOMAN sit in every SEAT. 

With a flourish INSTRUMENTS of every kind appear in their 
hands. 

VIOLINS, SAXOPHONES, a TRIANGLE, BASSOON – 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
And a ONE. A TWO! A ONE, TWO, THREE 
FOUR!

Triumphant TRUMPETS sound as – 

THE YOUNG WOMAN on stage snatches a BATON from thin air. 

FOOTBALL'S arc over the stage. GIANT BEER CANS crack open 
spewing CONFETTI into the air.

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
(to CAMERA, mile-a-minute)

Thanks to our sponsors Shock & 
Trauma: The Bodies Best Way of 
Coping With Torture And Experiences 
Too Grave For The Mind To Handle. 
Guaranteed Insanity! Temporary 
dissociation, depression, anxiety, 
and an eating disorder may be will 
be side-effects of prolonged 
trauma!

The music cuts out. THE YOUNG WOMAN twists, now wears a 
LEATHER JACKET. 

NEEDLE DROP: The Killers Somebody Told Me.

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Started one night when the monster 
walked in / My heart in my throat / 
My soul started to choke / Too 
shocked to say anything!

A wall of glowing LIGHTBULBS appear: 2004.
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THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
That was the year of our lord / Oh 
2004 / Prayed to God he would stop 
/ He kept on coming back for more / 
Me kept reminding me / "I was his 
personal whore!" / 

THE YOUNG WOMAN twists her BATON – 

It transforms into a CARTOON BAZOOKA. She fires it at 
LIGHTBULBS and: 2004 is replaced by 2005.

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
2005 / Came and went / The Swans 
won the flag / Bird Flu swept the 
news / Hurricane Katrina killed 
more than a few ...

(spoken, not sung)
And a law from 1958 was amended. 
But we’ll hear more about that law 
later. 

2005 explodes ... Replaced by 2006. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
2006 was the absolute pits / 
Thought it couldn't get worse but 
oh look it did / Thought he'd get 
bored / But instead he wrought more 
/ Forbade me from going out with 
friends / Told me what to wear and 
when / Here the torture started and 
the psycho got ideas / Oh 2006, 
what a year, oh I prayed he'd  quit 
/ Instead Steve Erwin said adios,  
caught a stingray to the heart and 
mine was reduced toooooo ... Dust. 

MUM, in the back row, stands. 

MUM
I think she's trying to tell me 
something! 

STEPFATHER
Honey, she's just acting out. 
Teenagers and their drama. Oh look, 
are these your favourite flowers?

STEPFATHER pulls a bouquet of FLOWERS from under his sleeve. 
MUM sits down, disturbed but swooned by STEPFATHER.
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STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
Stay here and eyes away from the 
stage. 

MUM
Why?

STEPFATHER
Because you love me that's why. 
Would I hurt you? I love you.

STEPFATHER sprints down the aisles of the imaginary theatre. 
Leaps onto the stage. The song changes tune: Wicked's No One 
Mourns The Wicked plays.

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
EEEEENNNOUGH of the theatrics, the 
lashing out / You want your mother 
hurt? I'll kill her quick, break 
her neck lickety-split. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
I'll be good I swear!

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
Then listen to me when I tell 
you how to wear your hair! 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Yessir.

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
When to speak.

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Yessir.

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
Because who do you belong to?

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
You. 

Strobe lights FLASH and dance over the stage. Macabre GREEN 
DEMONS fall from the rafters. They gnash their teeth at THE 
YOUNG WOMAN. 

She closes her eyes as they approach.

STEPFATHER grabs her by the head and forces her eyes open.

STEPFATHER
Look! It's 2007. Remember 2007? 
ANSWER ME.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Do I ever. 
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THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
(as a DUET)

Heaving buckets of ice cold 
water / Got the blow torch 
nice and close / promised to 
turn me into Vegemite toast. 

STEPFATHER
(as a DUET)

Heaving buckets of ice cold 
water / Got the blow torch 
nice and close / Promised to 
turn her into Vegemite toast. 

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
As a mechanic I knew the ins and 
outs of all my tools and the ways 
to which they could be used. 

Emily watches on helplessly, unable to do anything, paralyzed 
by her place in the world. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
The imagination on the man would 
make even Tolkien scream OH DAMN. 

STEPFATHER
But I had her by the tongue!

THE YOUNG WOMAN
My silence all but promised.

STEPFATHER
Through manipulation and threats / 
I worked my toxic panoply into 
every recess of her soul. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Panoply? Big word for someone with 
such a small--

STEPFATHER
The fuck you say?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
You scared me of my shadow / 
Reminded me, oh he reminded me ...

FIREWORKS explode around as – 

The THEATRE begins to fall apart, clumps of ROOF crashing 
down. 

STEPFATHER
I reminded her...

THE YOUNG WOMAN
He told me...

STEPFATHER
I reminded her...
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
He told me...

WAR DRUMS sound as the finale builds. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
He told me...

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
No one mourns the 
VIICCTIIIIM!

STEPFATHER
No one mourns the 
VICTIIIIMMM!

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Not even ... Not even ... Me.

The THEATRE crumbles in a cacophony of discordant sound. 

The mess of chaos becomes a black swirl of a DOT.

INT. ENGLISH CLASSROOM, MOOROOPNA SECONDARY SCHOOL -- DAY

TIGHT ON: A BLACK DOT above an i on an immaculate ENGLISH 
EXAM. The Young Woman. now 18. Physically weak. Mentally 
broken.

This is THE YOUNG WOMAN at her lowest. 

Ready to give in to the dark thoughts. To end it all. 

The whiteboard reads: 2008 V.C.E. EXAMS (SILENCE IS GOLDEN).

EMILY steals a helpless look at her friend.

THE YOUNG WOMAN looks at her EXAM. Something's wrong. Every 
SENTENCE reads –

You.

Are.

Mine.

The words morph into his face and LUNGE out at her – 

THE YOUNG WOMAN leaps back from the paper. MISS LENOX looks 
up from her desk. Raises a finger to her lips. THE YOUNG 
WOMAN spritns out of the classroom.

INT. CORRIDOR, MOOROOPNA SECONDARY SCHOOL -- CONTINUOUS

THE YOUNG WOMAN rushes to a water fountain and drinks. 
Memories flash. Drowning. His face. His touch.
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MISS LENOX
Are you okay?

THE YOUNG WOMAN looks her teacher. She wears a kind smile – 

THE YOUNG WOMAN breaks down. 

INT. STAFF ROOM, MOOROOPNA SECONDARY SHOOL -- CONTINUOUS

MUG of TEA in hand, THE YOUNG WOMAN can't meet MISS LENOX'S 
EYE in the cramped yet empty room. 

MISS LENOX
How is everything at home?

THE YOUNG WOMAN doesn't respond.

MISS LENOX (CONT’D)
Tears bring nothing. Is there 
anything you want to tell me?

Painfully, as if being asked to walk on the surface of the 
sun, THE YOUNG WOMAN forms two words. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
I ... Can't. 

MISS LENOX spots the bitter anguish in her eyes.

MISS LENOX
If you can't ask for help, I can't 
help you. Throw some cold water on 
your face. If anyone asks why 
you’re crying, say you have 
conjunctivitis. I've used the 
excuse many a time, nobody ever 
asks another question after. 

MISS LENOX stands. An invitation to end the meeting.

INT. KITCHEN/LIVING ROOM, THE FAMILY HOME -- NIGHT

THE YOUNG WOMAN at the kitchen table, pouring over exam prep 
BOOKS.

MUM frantically prepares DINNER as STEPFATHER lounges. 

MUM
We'll go to the pharmacy tomorrow. 
Conjunctivitis can be nasty.
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STEPFATHER
No, it's a waste of money. Just let 
it run it's course. 

MUM
I'm taking her. Don't fight me on 
this.

STEPFATHER
Sorry. You know best. Look at the 
time, wouldn't want you to be late. 
Good luck tonight.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
What's tonight?

STEPFATHER
If you paid any attention around 
here you'd know...

MUM
(sheepish)

Don't jynx it...

STEPFATHER
Ya Mum is up for a promotion. Shift 
Supervisor. Exciting stuff, eh?

MUM
Might mean some more hours. But 
means we can save, maybe look at 
getting a bigger place, travel...

THE YOUNG WOMAN leaves the table. Numb.

INT. BEDROOM, THE FAMILY HOME -- MOMENTS LATER

THE YOUNG WOMAN under the covers of her bed –

Hyperventilating. 

Anxious.

MUM stands by the door.

MUM
What doesn't kill ya makes ya 
stronger. Nietzsche said that, and 
now I am. It's been a hard few 
years, proper hard yakka. I feel 
like we're strangers living under 
the same roof. 
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
Mum...

MUM
(checking her WATCH)

Do the dishes. Your stepfather 
works so damn hard, least you could 
do is help out around the house. 
Love ya.

Beat.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(muffled)

Love ya. 

EXT. DRIVEWAY, THE FAMILY HOME -- NIGHT

MUM gets in the CAR. Takes a moment. Looks back at the house. 
The light from the T.V. illuminate the LIVING ROOM. 

INT. PROCESSING PLANT, S.P.C. FACTORY -- NIGHT

Welcome to Fruit Salad City, the biggest employer in this 
part of the country. 

All the 'wonky fruit' those Irish backpackers pick? 

It all ends up here.

The fruit salad you had on Monday was canned here.

Fruit Salad City is a behemoth operation. 

Gargantuan, cumbersome machines the size of eighteen-wheeler 
trucks work around the clock.

MUM takes her place at the head of an assembly line. 

Her shift begins. 

CANS roll down a tube and are labeled and packed, then moved 
through mouth-like SHOOTS into SHIPPING. 

For eight hours every night. Over and over. The roar of the 
machines too loud to hear even your own thoughts.

Every. Single. Night.
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INT. KITCHEN/LIVING ROOM, THE FAMILY HOME -- NIGHT

The house sleeps. THE YOUNG WOMAN sneaks out and grabs a 
plate of LEFTOVERS from the FRIDGE. 

Hoping for a moment alone, she turns on the T.V. –

On the T.V. screen: VINCE COLOSIMO as the oil-slick 40-
something Alphonse Gangitano from the Australian gangster 
soap-opera, UNDERBELLY. 

In a bar, VINCE has just snapped a STRANGER over the head 
with a POOL CUE. 

VINCE COLOSIMO
(on the T.V.)

Violent acts have violent ends. 
There's freedom in the end. I read 
a book once. Just one. Said the 
Japanese have a word; Kensho: A 
moment of absolute clarity after 
living with pain. Pain can take any 
form. Physical. Mental. Spiritual. 
It takes an aware soul to 
understand trauma can be a weapon, 
used by us or against us--

The T.V. turns off. STEPFATHER holds the CORD in his hand. 
He's tied one on tonight, drunker than usual.

STEPFATHER
Shid. Shed.

THE YOUNG WOMAN shakes her head. STEPFATHER exits. Returns 
with a SAWN-OFF SHOTGUN – 

He loads two SHELLS in-front of her.

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
Reckon I can kill ya brothers with 
two shots. Put 'em back to back. 

Beat. THE YOUNG WOMAN stands. 

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
That's a good girl.

INT. THE SHED -- CONTINUOUS

THE YOUNG WOMAN takes her seat on a worn out COUCH at the 
back of the SHED. Moth eaten. Could fall apart at any moment. 
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STEPFATHER cracks open a cold BEER. He takes an EMPTY CAN and 
places it on his PYRAMID of EMPTY CANS. 

STEPFATHER
Da Michelangelo of Mooroopna. 

He points the SHOTGUN in her face, pushes the nozzles into 
her NOSE painfully. 

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
I'm your fucking king. I am your 
God.

THE YOUNG WOMAN gives him a look. Sure. Whatever you say. 

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
This can't go on forever. Gotta end 
it. Not now. But it's gonna end.

STEPFATHER sits besides THE YOUNG WOMAN on the couch. Jabs 
her with the SHOTGUN. 

She undoes the ZIPPER on his pants. He grabs her by the back 
of the head. 

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
Oops. Almost forgot. 

He stumbles over to the RADIO and turns it on. 

For no reason he SLAPS THE YOUNG WOMAN.

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
I'm ya God. 

STEPFATHER pushes THE YOUNG WOMAN head down to his groin.

He lies back. 

Drinks from his BEER. 

Tries to hum to the song playing from the RADIO. 

He grunts. 

He finishes. 

STEPFATHER pulls THE YOUNG WOMAN head up from his lap and 
pushes her back into the couch.

STEPFATHER (CONT’D)
Wasn't so hard. 

On shaking legs he stands. He starts to ZIP UP his FLY. 
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The radio changes songs – 

Shoot To Thrill by AC/DC might be too much, but you know what 
Bergman always said? 

Fuck subtext.

So Shoot To Thrill will do just nicely. 

Because the karmic balance of the world is about to shift.

Just a little. 

Can you sense it?

THE YOUNG WOMAN wipes SPIT from her CHIN – 

Studies the back of the HEAD of the animal in front of her. 

His back to her for no reason other than to see his 
reflection in a HAND MIRROR nailed to a WALL.

A familiar sight, one she's seen many times over the past 
four years. 

Then.

Then she looks to the SAWN-OFF -- and LOADED -- SHOTGUN he 
left on the COUCH. 

Right beside her.

There's no thought process – 

It's fight or flight. 

And tonight THE YOUNG WOMAN is all fight.

She snatches up that SAWN OFF SHOTGUN with both hands. 

Stands. 

The Stepfather sees her in the reflection of the MIRROR.

Nothing but abject fear courses through his veins, chilling 
him to the core in a fraction of a second. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN is on auto-pilot. 

She pulls the trigger!

The back of the Stepfather's head explodes like a FIREWORK in 
a CLOSED FIST. 
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The sound of the BLAST echoes through the shed. 

CUT TO: TEN SECONDS EARLIER

THE YOUNG WOMAN wipes the spit from her chin. 

Spots the SHOTGUN. 

Stands. 

Shoots the Stepfather in the back of the head. 

If she had the chance to do it again, she would. 

BANG! 

His BLOOD and BRAINS spray over the back wall. 

The PYRAMID of EMPTY BEER CANS crumbles. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN throws the SHOTGUN onto the COUCH, backs away 
from the near-headless CORPSE. Terror? Relief? Both?

Her logic centre kicks in. 

INT. BOY'S BEDROOM, THE FAMILY HOME -- CONTINUOUS

THE YOUNG WOMAN opens the door fast--but carefully--and spots 
... Four snoozing sausages in their bunk-beds, snoring their 
heads off. The three STEP-BROTHERS didn't hear the shot.

INT. THE SHED -- CONTINUOUS

THE YOUNG WOMAN runs back in. She spots the corpse. Yep. 
Still there. 

EXT. DRIVEWAY, THE FAMILY HOME -- CONTINUOUS

She rushes outside. Looks down her street.

No police sirens. No S.W.A.T. teams. Just the crickets 
chirping. Stars above. No clouds tonight.

That's it. 

She studies up the stars above. They look different. 

A constellation overhead has reorganized itself to be a giant 
THUMBS UP. 
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INT. THE SHED -- NIGHT

THE YOUNG WOMAN studies the STEPFATHER'S FACE, hideously 
deformed by the blast of the bullet. 

A calm settles over her. She approaches rifles through his 
pocket. Finds his NOKIA PHONE. 

She sends a TEXT MESSAGE: Headed to Melbourne. On a job. 
Won't be back for a few weeks. 

She takes a TARP and throws it over the BODY – 

With some RAGS she wipes away some of the BLOOD.

And then she turns the lights out. 

INT. BEDROOM, THE FAMILY HOME -- NIGHT

THE YOUNG WOMAN slips under the covers. 

For the first night in four years, she sleeps soundly. 

INT. KITCHEN/LIVING ROOM, THE FAMILY HOME -- MORNING

THE YOUNG WOMAN moves through the kitchen, uncertain. 

MUM arrives back from work.

MUM
You're up early. Eyes look clear. 
Feeling good?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Better than ever. 

MUM
Guess what?

MUM can't hide her smile. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
You ... You got it? You got it!

MUM
Starting next week! I got a paid 
week off, too, seeing as your 
stepfather's off on a Melbourne 
job. He say anything to you about 
it?
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
Oh, um. Yeah. He got a lift? With 
Burkie? A car pulled up late last 
night and he left. 

MUM
Well. Just us running the coop for 
a while. Think we can manage?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
I'll get the little ones ready for 
school.

MUM
You're a gem.

SOUND CUE: Kelly Clarkson's cover of My Favourite Things. 

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD -- DAY

Dressed for school, THE YOUNG WOMAN walks side by side with 
her three step-brothers. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN starts to DANCE –

A two-step, swaying side to side. 

She's as surprised as you are. Should I be happy? Can I help 
it?

The STEP-BROTHERS join in, totally in sync – 

It's a dance number, all movement because words can't 
describe the feelings she feels. 

A gaggle of GEESE flying over head in the formation of a 
SMILEY-FACE. 

A furry KOALA hanging off a TREE salutes THE YOUNG WOMAN. 

A 7"1 beastly KANGAROO bounds onto the road. 

KANGAROO
Beautiful weather we're having. You 
have a good day, you hear. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Positively splend-tacular! 

EXT. PICNIC AREA, MOOROOPNA SECONDARY SCHOOL -- DAY

The Young Woman enters with a flourish – 
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EMILY looks up from her PHONE. Overjoyed doesn't even begin 
to describe the way she feels seeing her bestie feeling 
herself again. 

EMILY
Someone's got a new groove.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Love your nails.

EMILY
Oh really?

Emily flashes her NAILS: Jet Black. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Can I book in an appointment?

EMILY
I may have some openings in my oh 
so busy schedule. 

EMILY pulls out SHARPIES and NAIL POLISH from her PENCIL 
CASE.

INT. CORRIDOR, MOOROOPNA SECONDARY SCHOOL -- LATER

ANGLE ON: The Young Woman's unlaced VAN'S SKATE SHOES ... 
Shot as if they were Gucci red bottom stilettos. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN and EMILY walk side by side, a power-couple. 
Even Mary Shaddock flashes a smile her way. 

Maybe a DOVE or TEN fly from behind them. Rays of God shine 
through the windows. A wind whips the hair back over her 
shoulder. 

The Young Woman slows to a stop.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
I heard a rumour.

EMILY
Oh do tell.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Stewie Lee has the hots for someone 
that looks awefully like me.

EMILY
Tis true, m'lady. He's held the 
flame. God love that simple sweet 
soul.
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
If God won't...

EMILY
You could....

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Not could but should?

EMILY
Should?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Should I?

EMILY
Without a doubt.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Well. Then I haven't a moment to 
lose.

THE YOUNG WOMAN turns and walks back down the corridor. 

STUART LEE stands at his locker, arms overloaded with BOOKS. 
Their exchange is a mile a minute. 

STUART
Oh hey. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
You like me?

STUART
Yep, yeah. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
What about Mary Shaddock?

STUART
My ... My ... Dad's niece?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Your cousin?

THE YOUNG WOMAN throws a look to MARY. She smiles back.

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Cousin. Oh. Right. Well this is a 
small town in rural Australia so I 
have to ask--
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STUART
Cousin-cousin. Not like a Tasmanian 
Cousin. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
So you're saying...

STUART
Am I saying ... I am saying...

THE YOUNG WOMAN steals the moment! 

Her first kiss. 

Her first real kiss. 

Teachers, students and the janitor cheer! Doves fly by the 
window! The sun breaks through the clouds! World Peace, 
ya'll! We can do it! We can do anything! 

STUART (CONT’D)
Um. Wow. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Not bad for my first.

STUART
Your first?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Yes. 

INT. ENGLISH CLASSROOM, MOOROOPNA SECONDARY SCHOOL -- DAY

MISS LENOX drones on ... THE YOUNG WOMAN stares outside the 
window, finds beauty in what the details – 

Flowers abloom from the DRY BUSH. BIRDS in their nests. 

A CLOUD in the shape of LION mid-roar. 

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD -- DUSK

THE YOUNG WOMAN walks home, dance in her step ... But her 
energy fades as she gets closer and closer to...

EXT. DRIVEWAY, THE FAMILY HOME -- CONTINUOUS

The SHED. An unholy temple for sickening atrocities.

A faint trickle of BLOOD runs from the DOOR. 
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INT. THE SHED -- MOMENTS LATER

THE YOUNG WOMAN stands over the TARP covering the BODY. 

Flies swarm. 

Reality. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

So. Hello again. Yeah. I really 
shot him. Four years too late, some 
would say. Yes, he had his back 
turned to me. But it wasn't a 
decision I made: It was a reaction. 
But now, now I had another problem. 
C.S.I. scared the hell out of me. I 
thought a Grissom and a bloodhound 
would charge through the door at 
any second and it would be game 
over red rover. I had the body. I 
needed it gone.

SOUND CUE: Boney M.'s Daddy Cool.

EXT. BACKYARD, THE FAMILY HOME -- NIGHT

A Hills Hoist CLOTHES LINE stands in the otherwise bland 
backyard which backs onto arid bushland. 

A failing VEGGIE PATCH in a corner. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

So what happened next?

MUM and STUART LEE help drag the body out into the BACKYARD. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
(to CAMERA)

Some locals still think mum or 
Stuart helped me try get rid of the 
body. But no. That's not true. The 
official version?

ALTERNATE ANGLE: THE YOUNG WOMAN lugs the CORPSE of her 
STEPFATHER out towards a FIRE-PIT in the backyard. She pours 
LIGHTER FLUID on it.

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
(to CAMERA)

I tried to burn the body. It just 
made him smell burned eggs.

(MORE)
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THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
When that failed, that when I 
realized I needed to get creative.

INT. THE SHED -- LATER

THE YOUNG WOMAN drags the body back inside. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

And for the record; It was a 
chainsaw, not a handsaw.

She revs the CHAINSAW and begins to cut into the BODY. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
(to CAMERA)

I CUT THE BODY INTO EIGHT PIECES. 

BLOOD sprays back over her face. 

EXT. BACKYARD, THE FAMILY HOME -- NIGHT

THE YOUNG WOMAN buries the TORSO in the VEGGIE PATCH.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

It was now 4 A.M., four days after 
I shot him. I buried his torso in 
the veggie patch. I knew I couldn't  
transport it long distances by 
myself.

EXT. BUSH, CEMETERY BEND STATE FOREST CAMPGROUND -- DAWN

THE YOUNG WOMAN lugs a leaking TRASH BAG through the BUSH.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

The rest of the body I decided to 
move to a nearby deserted 
campground two k's from home. The 
name of the campground? Cemetery 
Bend. No, not making that up. 

INT. OUTHOUSE, CEMETERY BEND STATE FOREST CAMPGROUND -- LATER

FLIES swarm by the HUNDREDS as – 

THE YOUNG WOMAN dumps the FEET, THIGHS and ARMS into the 
OUTHOUSE. 
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
(sotto)

This is so rancid oh my God. Yeah. 
It was a pretty good place to dump 
a body. But so nasty. This is 
disgusting. 

EXT. BUSH, CEMETERY BEND STATE FOREST CAMPGROUND -- LATER

THE YOUNG WOMAN carries the final TRASH BAG. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

What was left of the head? I 
decided to feed the local wildlife. 

The Young Woman unfurls the HEAD of her Stepfather and tosses 
it into a hollow fallen tree. 

INT. THE SHED -- DAY

THE YOUNG WOMAN cleans BLOOD. 

Dumps the pyramid of EMPTY BEER CANS in a RECYCLING BIN. 

INT. FAIRGROUNDS, SHEPPARTON SOCIAL CLUB -- NIGHT

A lit-up FERRIS WHEEL shines in the warm air. Country Fair's 
are the social events of the season. 

EMILY and her date -- JOEL, 17, baby-fat that never went 
away, walks like a penguin, decent fellow -- THE YOUNG WOMAN 
STUART and STUART run from ride to ride. 

A SHOOTING GALLERY with TARGETS move side to side. 

STUART tee's up a shot with a BB-GUN. He wins The Young Woman 
a small STUFFED DUCK.

She takes the BB-GUN from him and watches the pattern of the 
MOVING TARGETS ... The TARGETS turn into the STEPFATHER'S 
HEAD.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

For three brilliant weeks, I was a 
regular teenager. I still had my 
stepfather's phone and would 
occasionally send text messages 
saying he was still out of town on 
a job.

(MORE)
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THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
His mum kept calling, but other 
than that ... I really thought I 
was going to get away with it.

BANG. BANG. BANG. THE YOUNG WOMAN fires the BB GUN and hits a 
TRICK TARGET. 

She wins STUART an oversized plush LION. He loves it! 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
(to CAMERA)

But you know what? I'm kind of 
happy I didn't. I knew this 
wouldn't last, but I wanted to be 
done with it all. From the second I 
pulled the trigger I knew one day 
I'd be caught. 

EXT. DRIVEWAY, THE FAMILY HOME -- DAY

CHRON: TWO WEEKS AFTER SHOOTING. 

An irate middle-aged woman in a sundress and BUG-EYE 
SUNGLASSES bangs on the DOOR to the house. IRENE. 59. The 
Great-Stepmother. 

IRENE
Where is he? WHERE IS HE? Where's 
my boy? OPEN UP. 

Bemused, MUM steps out. IRENE removes the SUNGLASSES to 
reveal her red, tear-ravaged eyes. 

MUM
Irene, calm down. I haven't heard 
anything from him either. 

IRENE
Something's wrong. A mother knows! 
A mother knows! 

MUM
You're being hysterical.

IRENE
He always calls me back. He--

Her PHONE rings. She answers, taking a moment to compose 
herself. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN comes to the door, just behind her MUM. 
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IRENE (CONT’D)
(to PHONE)

No he isn't here either, yes I'm 
bloody sure! And his nitwit 
girlfriend won't tell me where he 
is. 

Beat. IRENE listens.

IRENE (CONT’D)
(to PHONE)

Darren, please. He's my boy. My 
son. You've given him work before, 
tell me if he's on a job. I've 
checked the jails, the hospitals... 

IRENE storms back to her 2002 KIA RIO.

THE YOUNG WOMAN feels a pang of guilt. 

MUM
(to THE YOUNG WOMAN)

You don't know anything, do you?

THE YOUNG WOMAN demurs.

INT. BEDROOM, THE FAMILY HOME -- DAWN

She can't sleep. 

STEPFATHER'S PHONE in her hands like an anchor. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

Three weeks after I shot him, his 
mum filed a missing person's 
report. At this moment two homicide 
detectives are driving up from 
Melbourne. 

Beat. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
I can't take back what I did, so 
there's no point questioning 
whether, knowing how it would all 
play out, I would have done it 
differently. 

Wailing comes from somewhere in the house. MUM rushes past 
the DOOR. THE YOUNG WOMAN peers into the –

CORRIDOR
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STEP-BROTHER #1
Where's dad?

MUM
I don't know. 

STEP-BROTHER #1
I want dad. 

EXT. DRIVEWAY, THE FAMILY HOME -- DAY

CHYRON: 10:09 A.M., THREE WEEKS AFTER THE SHOOTING. 

MUM and THE YOUNG WOMAN pile into the HOLDEN with a dozen 
reusable GREEN SHOPPING BAGS in tow.

MUM
Are we out of flour? 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Ya. And TP. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN looks at the SHOPPING LIST in her hands. 

INT. FRONT-SEAT, 1999 HOLDEN COMMODORE -- CONTINUOUS

TWO empty GREEN SHOPPING BAGS are thrown into the back seat. 

MUM
(throwaway)

Got to clean this damn car. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Paddle-pops?

MUM
They'll rot your teeth.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Okay so only three boxes of Paddle-
pops. On the list.

MUM
I did not say that! 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
It's on the list so, you know, we 
have to get it. That's the rules.

MUM
Cheeky.
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The HOLDEN pulls out of the driveway and ... Down the road. 
THE YOUNG WOMAN plays with the RADIO. 

A marked POLICE CAR--white and blue pannel-van type--pulls 
onto the road ahead.

THE YOUNG WOMAN seizes up. The POLICE CAR approaches ... 
Closer ... And it passes them. 

She breathes a sigh of relief.

MUM (CONT’D)
You alright?

THE YOUNG WOMAN turns in shock...

The POLICE CAR does a wide U-TURN – 

The POLICE LIGHTS come on.

The SIREN sounds. 

MUM (CONT’D)
Oh bugger. Shit. Last thing I need. 
Forgot my seat-belt...

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Mum ... Just drive...

MUM
It'll be fine. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Please. You don't understand. 
Drive. Drive. Drive. Drive. Please.

THE YOUNG WOMAN tries to feel as small as possible in the 
seat as possible, as if the car were closing in on her. 

MUM
And start a car chase? You've been 
watching too much Underbelly. That 
kind of thing only happens in 
America, OJ in his Bronco ... Un in 
our Holden. HA. 

MUM pulls to the side of the road – 

The POLICE CAR disgorges ... DETECTIVE BARRY GRAY. 37. Short 
cropped hair as gray as his name suggests. Affable. Well 
liked. Never says no to seconds. 
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DETECTIVE GRAY
(to MUM)

G'day, ma'm. Mind turning off the 
engine?

MUM complies. 

MUM
This about me seat belt? Ain't you 
got murderers and rapists to be out 
catching. 

DETECTIVE GRAY
Seat-belts?

MUM
Try having boobs and wearing a seat 
belt. Well. By the looks of you you 
might know the kind of discomfort 
I'm talking about. And the state of 
the roads around here--Where's my 
tax dollars going? Not to fixxing 
pot-holes. Fine, give us the 
ticket. 

GRAY looks at his chest. Maybe lay off the muffins. 

DETECTIVE GRAY
It's about your defacto husband. 

MUM
(changes her tune)

Oh. Have you heard anything?

DETECTIVE GRAY
His mother lodged a missing 
person's report.

MUM
Oh good. 

DETECTIVE GRAY
He have a history of this sort of 
thing? Off on a bender?

MUM
No. Not at all.

DETECTIVE GRAY
Drug use?

MUM
Likes a drink. 
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GRAY notices THE YOUNG WOMAN.

DETECTIVE GRAY
Hello there. Don't look so 
frightened. My names Detective 
Gray.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
You're not from around here.

DETECTIVE GRAY
Ah. No. No I'm not.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Melbourne?

DETECTIVE GRAY
Close. Caulfield. Was it my city 
slicker accent that gave it away?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
No sunburn. 

DETECTIVE GRAY
Good eye. 

MUM
She's a smart one. 

DETECTIVE GRAY
You know anything about where your 
stepfather might be?

THE YOUNG WOMAN ... Just ... Can't.

After a moment. 

DETECTIVE GRAY (CONT’D)
Nobodies in trouble. Just looking 
for him. 

MUM senses something's wrong. 

MUM
Sport? Do you ... Do you know?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to DETECTIVE GRAY)

I ... Not. No. Not here. 

Beat. GRAY signals to the UNIFORMED COP in the COP CAR. 

DETECTIVE GRAY
Wanna step out of the car? 
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THE YOUNG WOMAN complies. 

MUM feels her world slip away one heart beat at a time. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN sits on the grass by the side of the road. 
Deep breathes. Here is comes.

CHYRON: 10:26 A.M. 

DETECTIVE GRAY (CONT’D)
At this time we are going to detain 
you for further questioning. Not 
under arrest, and you can get a 
lawyer anytime you like. 

INT. BACKSEAT, POLICE CAR -- CONTINUOUS

MUM and THE YOUNG WOMAN in the back seat of the POLICE CAR. 

MUM
Anything I should know?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
I'm sorry.

MUM
What are you talking about? Sport? 

EXT. PARKING LOT, SHEPPARTON POLICE STATION -- DAY

GRAY opens the door for THE YOUNG WOMAN. 

DETECTIVE GRAY
Mind ya head.

THE YOUNG WOMAN looks at the rustic police station with it's 
RED CLAY exterior and FLAT BLACK ROOF. A two story structure 
of block-like offices, like a mish-mash of Lego sets, built 
in the 70's and 'modernized' circa 2005. 

For a split second reality inverts ... The Police Station 
resembles ... The SHED. 

MUM
Whatever it is, we'll be okay. Just 
tell them the truth. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
I'm so sorry. 
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INT. INTERROGATION ROOM, SHEPPARTON POLICE STATION -- LATER

THE YOUNG WOMAN, alone in the grey and taupe room save for 
the steel table before her and the plastic BOTTLE of WATER. 

She slowly peels the WRAPPER from the BOTTLE as four middle-
aged, over-weight DETECTIVES enter the room: 

The first we've met, Detective BARRY GRAY. 

GRAY'S partners at Melbourne Homicide, KIRK PENNUTO and ADAM 
FOREHAN. 

Finally, Shepparton Detective SHANE "BOURKIE" BOURKE takes 
his seat.

DETECTIVE GRAY
Can we get ya anything? 

THE YOUNG WOMAN doesn't respond.

DETECTIVE GRAY (CONT’D)
Do you mind if we ask ya a couple 
questions?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Can my mum hear?

GRAY looks to the TWO-WAY MIRROR. A small RED LIGHT flashes 
TWICE in the top right corner of the MIRROR: Two flashes mean 
NO. 

DETECTIVE GRAY
No. Your Mum's in the back having a 
lie down. I should tell you, we 
found your stepfather's phone in 
your bedroom. Do you want a lawyer?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
She can't hear, can she?

DETECTIVE GRAY
No, love. She can't. 

GRAY nods to the TWO-WAY MIRROR. The LIGHTS behind the MIRROR 
come up to show the only person watching is a TRANSCRIBER.

DETECTIVE GRAY (CONT’D)
That's Vickie. She transcribes 
everything by hand, just in case 
the cameras or the recording 
devices fail. "Would you like a 
female officer in the room?"
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
Nah. It's okay. 

DETECTIVE GRAY
Right now you aren't charged--

The confession flow out of her like a dam breaking, a torrent 
of words.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(from her statement)

“ … the gun was just sitting there 
and I thought, 'I'll never have to 
do it again if he wasn't there.' So 
I shot him with it in the back of 
the head … I just stayed in the 
shed shaking and I didn't know what 
to do … I went inside and I was 
going to call the police. I'm going 
to jail because I just killed 
someone.”

The DETECTIVES, stunned, wait for THE YOUNG WOMAN to speak. 

When she doesn't –

DETECTIVE FOREHAN
Hi. My name's Detective Adam 
Forehan. Sorry, back up just a bit. 
What did you mean by 'never have to 
do it again if he wasn't there'?

The Young Woman looks to the door.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
I don't want her to hear.

DETECTIVE GRAY
She can't hear you. Don't worry. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
She was so happy with him.  She was 
happy. Happier than I've ever seen 
her. After my dad left she was  
depressed. 

DETECTIVE FOREHAN
But what did you mean by--

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Since 2004 he used me like a sex 
slave. Mum worked nights at fruit 
salad city and he'd just ... Every. 
Night. 
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The DETECTIVES, shocked, haven't been trained for this. 

DETECTIVE GRAY
Did you tell anyone?

She shakes her head. 

DETECTIVE FOREHAN
Why not?

She can't find the words.

DETECTIVE GRAY
You were trying to protect your 
mum. You didn't want her to be 
upset.

After a tortured beat.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(from her statement)

“If anyone else knew then I had to 
accept that it was real … He'd 
always say that if I ever told 
anyone or if I'd ever left or 
anything, he'd he'd find me and 
kill me … I was his."

DETECTIVE FOREHAN
"You must be going through hell."

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

This was the first time I ever 
spoke to anyone about what had 
happened.

Beat.

DETECTIVE GRAY
It's okay. No rush here. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

This was a million times harder 
than shooting the bastard. Now you 
know the story. I've not been an 
unreliable narrator. There's no 
Keyser Soze twist you've got to 
watch for. This interview with the 
good detectives--and I can't stress 
enough how kind they were--this 
interview went on for eight 
straight hours.

(MORE)
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THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Like a purge of the past four 
years. Once I started, I couldn't 
stop.

LATER

The table littered with JUNK FOOD WRAPPERS and empty BOTTLES 
of WATER.

DETECTIVE GRAY
Is there anything else? Anything 
you're not telling us?

The Young Woman shakes her head. 

DETECTIVE FOREHAN
Some of this ... We're going to 
have to do some fact-checking. We 
believe you, but, still..

DETECTIVE BOURKIE
We're talking about the same man, 
right? Your stepfather did all 
this?

THE YOUNG WOMAN nods.

DETECTIVE GRAY
(to BOURKIE)

You knew him?

DETECTIVE BOURKIE
Everyone did.

The DETECTIVES share a grim look. 

Now, now THE YOUNG WOMAN sleeps. 

OVER BLACK:

THE YOUNG WOMAN (V.O.)
So the question became: Should I 
stand trial for the murder of my 
stepfather? What do you think? Am I 
guilty of murder? Or was I 
defending myself against further 
attacks?
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INT. COURT, SHEPPARTON MAGISTRATES COURT  -- DAY

A mawish courthouse under the fluorescent lights. Gives it a 
sickly green tint; more like a morgue than a place of 
justice. 

Plastic seats. Chipped tables. An OAK BENCH which hasn't been 
polished since 1971.

In the dock, THE YOUNG WOMAN stands in yellow and blue PRISON 
SCRUBS, hands and legs chained, before JUDGE POELE. 78. A 
wart of a man. He speaks in hushed whispers to prosecutor 
KERRY LONGSMIRE. 31. An ambulance chaser of a laywer.

To THE YOUNG WOMAN'S right stands her public defender lawyer, 
IAN BRONTE. 59. Out of his depth. 

In the gallery sit the four DETECTIVES. Further back sits the 
MUM, sobbing. 

All around are members of the PRESS, ghoulish LOCALS 
desperate for gossip, along with EMILY and STUART. 

CHYRON: First court appearance, April 10th, 2008. 

JUDGE POELO
Based on information gleamed from 
your confession, forensics teams 
performed a thorough analysis of 
the Williams Street home and 
adjacent shed. These are the facts:

INT. THE SHED -- SAME TIME

A six person FORENSICS TEAM sweep the shed with BLACK LIGHTS. 

JUDGE POELO (V.O.)
They found evidence of an "unusual 
relationship" between the defendant 
and the victim. Power tool in the 
shed used to dismember the corpse 
have been recovered.

EXT. BACKYARD, THE FAMILY HOME -- SAME TIME

Two UNIFORMED COPS shoo-away prying neighbours. 

A FORENSICS TEAM unearths the TORSO in the Veggie Patch. 
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JUDGE POELO (V.O.)
It is beyond a doubt that, after 
executing the victim, you made 
attempts to cover up your crime. 

EXT. OUTHOUSE, CEMETERY BEND CAMPGROUNDS -- SAME TIME

A six person FORENSICS TEAM tape-off the OUTHOUSE. 

Two of the TEAM MEMBERS play scissors, paper, rock to 
determine who would be the unlucky hap to recover the LIMBS.

JUDGE POELO (V.O.)
Remains were recovered precisely 
where you said you left them, 
heaven have mercy on the men who 
found them. 

EXT. BUSH, CEMETERY BEND STATE FOREST CAMPGROUND -- SAME TIME

Crawling with ANTS, MAGGOTS and INSECTS – 

The decaying HEAD of the STEPFATHER.

Pulled from a LOG by another FORENSICS TEAM.

JUDGE POELO (V.O.)
The head of the victim was also 
recovered, but due to damage from 
exposure to the elements, further 
testing is required to prove this 
is the head of the victim. Along 
with the murder weapon. 

INT. COURT, SHEPPARTON MAGISTRATES COURT  -- SAME TIME

THE YOUNG WOMAN stares into space. 

JUDGE POELO
We have no reason to doubt your 
confession. The evidence collected 
proves these facts to be true. You 
stand charged with one count of 
murder, one count of improper 
disposal of a body, one--

IAN BRONTE
"Unusual."

JUDGE POELO
Do not interrupt me. 
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IAN BRONTE
I apologize, yer Honour. But you 
used the phrase "unusual" to 
describe the heinous crimes 
perpetrated by the stepfather. 

JUDGE POELO
Have you an adjective you prefer I 
used?

IAN BRONTE
Vile? Evil?

JUDGE POELO
Your objection to my use of an 
adjective has been noted. 

The PROSECUTOR snickers. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Have you found it yet?

JUDGE POELO
"Young Woman." If you wish to 
address me you will do so by saying 
"your honour."

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Have you found it yet?

JUDGE POELO
Found what?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

I didn't lie. I may have omitted 
one detail to you, however. See 
throughout the four years of his 
abuse, my stepfather ... Filmed ... 
Almost everything. 

INT. THE SHED -- SAME TIME

Behind the RADIO sits a LOCKED CABINET ... A FORENSICS TEAM 
works to jimmy it open. Inside they find ... CD'S, THUMB 
DRIVES and SD cards. 

INT. COURT, SHEPPARTON MAGISTRATES COURT  -- SAME TIME

Lawyer for the defender Ian Bronte flips through the 
DISCOVERY FILE.



66.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

All told, he had ten thousand 
videos and photos. Of me.

JUDGE POELO
I understand a forensics team plans 
to examine the authenticity of the 
media. Young Woman, how do you 
plead? 

IAN BRONTE
My client pleads not-guilty. 

JUDGE POELO
And do you plan to--

IAN BRONTE
We have no plans to apply for bail 
because you won't fucking grant it. 

JUDGE POELO
Too fucking right I wouldn't. The 
Young Woman will be reprimanded 
until a trial date is set. Court 
adjourned. 

MUM sobs. EMILY and STUART try to comfort her. 

JOURNALISTS besiege them for a comment.

THE YOUNG WOMAN is taken into the back cell. 

INT. PRISON CELL, SHEPPARTON MAGISTRATE'S COURT -- DAY

THE YOUNG WOMAN is placed in a solitary cell, opposite a drug 
addicted METH HEAD. 

METH HEAD
You--You're psycho girl? BZZZZZZ. 
BZZZZZ. Gon cut me up? Aww you 
don't look so tough. He play with 
you? You liked it?

IAN BRONTE approaches THE YOUNG WOMAN's cell. 

IAN BRONTE
How are ya? 

She doesn't meet his eye.
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IAN BRONTE (CONT’D)
Silly question. Sorry. Look, um, as 
your public defender, I'm not 
supposed to say this but ... This 
is a bit out of my league. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Just what every person charged with 
murder wants their lawyer to say.

IAN BRONTE
Yeah, well. If ya got an issue with 
residential zoning for a sheep 
farm? I'm your lawyer. Regular 
Clarrence Darrow I am when it comes 
to sheep. But murder and 
dismemberment? Yeah. Can't say I 
have too much experience.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
What happens now?

IAN BRONTE
In a few weeks you'll go before the 
judge again. A trial date will be 
set. We'll go to trial. We'll get 
oblitterated. You'll be doing time 
at her majesty's pleasure for maybe 
.. Twenty? Thirty years?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Best case I'm 38 when I get out.

IAN BRONTE
Best case. Yes. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Are you a motivational speaker?

IAN BRONTE
Um. No?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Good. Probably steer clear of that 
career path.

IAN BRONTE
Oh! A joke! Very good. Look, keep 
your spirits up. Um. Spirits... 
Spirits ... Spirits!

IAN loses himself in thought ... Even the Meth Head is 
confused. 
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METH HEAD
Ya lawyer is bonkers. Hey, think 
you can hook me up, Mr. Bonkers? 
Judge railroaded my case! I'm 
innocent! 

IAN BRONTE
(with a smile)

Spirits. 

Off The Young Woman's confused look ....

SMASH CUT TO:

INT. BAR, THE LIMERICK CASTLE -- SAME TIME

Three SHOT GLASSES loaded with TEQUILA on the bar of – 

A blue-collar PUB alive with punters, all watch a HORSE RACE 
on the TELEVISION above the BAR. 

One SHOT disappears down the throat of ... Our favourite 
Crown Prosecutor, JEREMY RAPKE, Q.C..

RAPKE
Go you good thing, go on!

He screams at the screen as ... RAPKE'S HORSE loses.

RAPKE (CONT’D)
Oh COME ON! Off to the glue factory 
ya bloody mule. 

DIANA, his paralegal, downs the second SHOT. 

He takes the third SHOT.

RAPKE (CONT’D)
To races run and lost. 

DIANA
Love. We got company. 

RAPKE
Whatcha talking about? My wife? 
Shit. Where is she?

DIANA nods to the CAMERA. 

RAPKE spots the CAMERA. Beams gloriously inebriated smile.
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RAPKE (CONT’D)
(to CAMERA)

And a hello how's it going it you 
g'day! Shit. Let's try that again. 
So it's about time we had a chat. 
Let's step outside.

EXT. COURTYARD, THE LIMERICK CASTLE -- NIGHT

RAPKE lights a cigarette. 

RAPKE
(to CAMERA)

Jeremy Rapke, Q.C., pleasure to 
make your acquaintance. My role in 
this saga was a paper pusher, 
really, but I pushed those papers 
real good. Thanks to me the Young 
Woman's name was suppressed by the 
judge in order to prevent jury 
members from--

Diana returns to the table with TWO PINTS and a packet of 
CHIPS. 

RAPKE (CONT’D)
Cheers, babe.

(to CAMERA)
Suppressed to prevent jury members 
from being biased by news coverage, 
hence her moniker; The Young Woman. 
So where does we, Di and me -- 
Jeremy Rapke, Q.C., fit into this? 

DIANA
(to CAMERA)

Hi. I'm Diana, his paralegal. I 
know how it looks, but Jeremy and I 
had a stellar working relationship. 
Outsiders speculated that if it 
wasn't for my soft touch and 
opinions regarding the case of The 
Young Woman, things might have 
turned out differently.

RAPKE
(to CAMERA)

We now enter the murky he-said, 
she-said, paying Paul to buy Saul 
to meet the Beatle part of the 
story. 

RAPKE sips the BEER. 
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RAPKE (CONT’D)
This is new. Little Creatures?

DIANA
Ya. 

RAPKE
Not bad. Not bad at all.

(to CAMERA)
Anyway. Here's what's important.

RAPKE takes a PEN from his POCKET and DRAWS on the AIR. 

RAPKE (CONT’D)
(to CAMERA)

The case is transfered from bush-
league to the Victorian Supreme 
Court. I, Jeremy Rapke Q.C., get 
the case. I have to prosecute The 
Young Woman for murder. 

RAPKE signs his NAME on the CAMERA.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. CRAMPED GOVERNMENT OFFICE -- CONTINUOUS

RAPKE'S SIGNATURE appears on a CHAIN OF EVIDENCE FORM on a 
messy DESK. 

RAPKE and DIANA, BEERS and CIGARETTE'S in hand. Wood-panel 
wall and leather back books intermixed with BOXES of 
PAPERWORK and ARTICLES.  

RAPKE
(to DIANA)

Ethically and legally didn't sit 
well with me about this case from 
the start. 

DIANA
(to CAMERA)

January 14th, 2009. After a two-day 
hearing including testimony from 
the distraught mum, who said she 
was gaslighted by the stepfather,  
the judge decides to proceed. A 
trial date is set for... 

RAPKE
(to CAMERA)

November, 2009.
(MORE)
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RAPKE (CONT’D)
The wheel's of justice won't 
typically move this fast, but this 
case was different. Enter top 
legal-eagle, Robert Richter, a 
Q.C., just like yours truly. 

INT. CORNER OFFICE, PLUSH LAW OFFICE -- DAY

ROBERT RICHTER Q.C., in all his beardy glory, sits on the 
edge of his desk with an open LEATHER BOOK in his hands. 

RAPKE and DIANA seated before him. 

DIANA
(to CAMERA)

This meeting, like millions of 
others between prosecutors and 
defenders, "never happened."

RICHTER
(to CAMERA)

Robert Richter Q.C., I'm a lawyer. 

RAPKE
A laywer? No. He's one of 
Australia's greatest legal minds. 

Rapke plays with a SILK AWARD on Richter's DESK.

RICHTER
Don't touch that.

RAPKE
Sorry. 

DIANA
(to CAMERA)

Richter is known for representing a 
lot of unpopular figures in high 
profile cases, for lots of money. 

RICHTER
(to CAMERA)

I agreed to represent The Young 
Woman without fee because of the 
case's strong relevance to the 
state of Victoria's new defences to 
homicide legislation.

DIANA
Would you have taken on the case if 
it had of happened in 2004?
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RICHTER
Let's just be thankful it happened 
after 2005. 

CAMERA WHIPS PANS TO:

INT. STAGE, THEATRE (THINK THE GOLDEN, OR BOOTH) -- DAY

THE YOUNG WOMAN, in prison scrubs, sits on the ruins of the 
THEATRE. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

Remember during my song and dance 
number I mentioned something that 
happened to the legal world in 
2005? 

JUDGE BETTY KING apears beside her. 

JUDGE KING
(to CAMERA)

So. Australia hasn't a great 
history when it comes to domestic 
violence. It dates all the way back 
to the first fleet. 

Behind them appears a GIANT SHIP sailing over a NEON MAP 
towards AUSTRALIA. It lands and a DOZEN STICK FIGURES 
disembark and begin to slap each other.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

Women needed more protection for 
standing up to abusive spouses. So, 
only 227 years later in 2005, the 
law was amended to read; 

The MAP is replaced by the AMENDMENT:

JUDGE KING
“a wife is entitled to defend 
herself, even if she’s responding 
to harm that’s not immediate.” 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

In 2005, the Crime Act of 1958 was 
amended to include that passage 
which changed the scope of what 
could be considered "self-defence."



73.

JUDGE KING
(to CAMERA)

See ... The original prosecutor was 
right; The Young Woman's life was 
not in imminent danger. So; This 
would be the first case to test the 
amendment to the Crime Act.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
It's one thing to pass a law...

JUDGE KING
And it's another thing to enforce 
it.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

And this was all news to me. 
However...

JUDGE KING
(to CAMERA)

If a jury doesn't agree with the 
defence's interpretation of the 
amendment ... The Young Woman could 
face life in prison. 

INT. PRISON CELL, WOMEN'S PRISON -- NIGHT -- CONTINUOUS

A bare cell with two BUNKS. On the lower BUNK sits THE YOUNG 
WOMAN, LEATHER BOUND BOOK in hand.

She turns on a READING LAMP. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

But the wording of the law was 
tricky. See...

She turns the BOOK to the CAMERA ... But spots something off-
camera. 

She turns off the LAMP and pretends to be asleep.

A PRISON GUARD strolls past her cell – 

After a beat, THE YOUNG WOMAN turns the LAMP back on. 

One of her CELLMATES rips the BOOK from her. 

CELLMATE
(to CAMERA)

Ahh. I see. 
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
Give that back.

CELLMATE
Let me get this straight. The Young 
Woman--thats you--were not the dead 
guy's wife. You were abused 
heinously by your guardian, and you 
killed him, but there's no laws at 
all protecting you? 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Well. Yeah. That's it. So where 
does the law lie? 

CELLMATE
Oh you guilty, girly. Bang-bang 
capped that fool. He had it coming 
but still you killed him.

Across the PRISON, CELLMATE #2 turns on their READING LAMP.

CELLMATE #2
No-no-no, you got it all wrong. 
She's innocent. She was protecting 
herslef from further abuse.

CELLMATE #3 wakes. 

CELLMATE #3
That's manslaughter. She should be 
charged, served some time in the 
big house for killing him.

The PRISON GUARD returns. 

PRISON GUARD
Community service, 2000 hours.

Soon the entire PRISON BLOCK is alive with conversation.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

Everyone had an opinion. And a 
voice, it seemed, except me. 

(to the PRISON)
OI. QUIET. I'm breaking the fourth 
wall here. Pipe down. 

INT. CORNER OFFICE, LAW OFFICE -- SAME TIME

Through empty CHINESE FOOD BOXES and CUPS of COFFEE we find –
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Harried lawyers bickering in their natural habitat.

RAPKE
(to RICHTER)

I can't wrap my head around it.

RICHTER
To secure a prosecution you will 
need to prove it wasn't self-
defence. That it was pre-mediated. 

RAPKE
I got motive, but like, I might 
have done the same thing in her 
position and I don't think that 
makes me a murderer!

RICHTER
You're THE Crown Prosecutor! You 
can't say that!

RAPKE
You know what I mean.

RICHTER
I do. 

(to CAMERA)
Nobody knew how to prosecute the 
case. And for a month the case was 
a hot potato in the legal 
community; Nobody had any idea how 
a jury would react. Polls said The 
Young Woman was guilty.

INT. MEETING ROOM, WOMEN'S PRISON -- DAY

At a table by a barred window as RAIN falls sits MUM.

Thunder crackles. 

Darker days ahead. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN is led into the empty room. Rows of bolted 
down plastic benches. SECURITY CAMERA line the walls. 

A gang TAG on the VENDING MACHINE is the only art in the 
drab, despair-inducing room.

THE YOUNG WOMAN doesn't want to have this conversation.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Hi.
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MUM
Hi, sport. How ya feeling?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Food sucks. Miss your cooking. 

MUM
Can't be that bad.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
I'd shank someone for one of your 
casseroles. 

MUM
Fuck. Foods that bad?

MUM starts laughing. An insane moment. The laughter turns to 
tears. 

MUM (CONT’D)
I'm so ... So ... Sorry.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
You didn't do anything wrong.

MUM
I should have seen. I did. I 
fucking spoke to him about you a 
couple times. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Really?

MUM
I saw how much attention he was 
paying you. But he said he was only 
looking out for you. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
How're the boys?

MUM
Terrible. They miss you. Bullies at 
school won't let them forget who 
their dad is

THE YOUNG WOMAN
I'm sorry.

MUM
No. NO. You never, ever apologize 
for any of this. What you ... What 
you endured ... I wish you'd have 
told me. 
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
I couldn't. He said he'd kill you.

MUM
If that's what it woulda taken to 
stop him I'd have shot myself. 

Dark beat. 

MUM (CONT’D)
Got your name in the paper.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Thought the journos weren't allowed 
to use my name.

From her HANDBAG the MUM pulls a NEWSPAPER. She unfurls it. 

MUM
(to CAMERA)

My little super star. While all 
this was going on ... While that 
monster was hurting her ... She was 
studying. She scored one of the top 
grades of her graduating year. One 
of the highest scores in the state.

THE YOUNG WOMAN spots her name.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
HOLY FUCK! Sorry shouldn't swear. 
But. 

MUM
HOLY FUCK!

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
HOLY FUCK!

MUM (CONT’D)
So proud of you. 

The reconciliation process, the healing, can now begin. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
What now?

MUM
Now ... We wait.

FADE TO BLACK:

INT. BLUE COURT, VICTORIAN SUPREME COURT -- DAY

CHYRON: 26th of March, 2009
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Back at the opening scene. But her story is far from over.

RAPKE
(to THE YOUNG WOMAN)

Do you think you're guilty?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to CAMERA)

Do you? Because what happens next 
is, well, in legalese...

Everyone in the court, all at once;

ALL IN THE COURT
(to CAMERA)

Fucking bonkers.

JUDGE KING
(to CAMERA)

And that's putting it mildly. Now. 
Like all too-good-to-be-true twists 
in real life crime stories, the 
following is something only 
referred to in hushed whispers. 

RICHTER
(to CAMERA)

Completely off the record. 

RAPKE
(to CAMERA)

Totally on the down low.

DIANA
(to CAMERA)

To speak of it would be to 
irresponsible. 

RAPKE
(to CAMERA)

There's no evidence for the 
following phone call other than the 
fact what happened required a 
senior government minister, the 
polical elite, to sign off on it. 
There's no way I could have done 
what happened next without this 
phone call. 

DIANA
which didn't happen. 
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RAPKE
Exactly. 

RICHTER
(to CAMERA)

But if Rapke had of received a 
phone call from a senior government 
minister on early autumn day in 
2009 after Rapke had come from an 
arraignment, it probably definitely 
went like this.

INT. BAR, THE LIMERICK CASTLE -- DAY

RAPKE, in his SILKS, watches another HORSE RACE – 

His PHONE begins to RING. He answers without looking, instead 
more focused the outcome of the HORSE RACE. 

RAPKE
Come on you good thing, do it––

RAPKE'S HORSE losses.

RAPKE (CONT’D)
(sotto, to PHONE)

Fucking fuckery! Off to the glue 
factory with ya ye three legged 
mule, why do I even try ... Rapke 
here. Who this?

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. BOARD ROOM, BUCKINGHAM PALACE -- DAY

Ornate swirls of red and gold MOULDINGS over the and walls. 

Corgi's chase their tails. 

A PAINTING of the current head of the English Monarchy sits 
on a wall.

And below the painting sits the subject, the glorious QUEEN 
ELIZABETH II. 86. 

Sits by a MODERN CISCO-STYLE CONFERENCE PHONE. 

To her right sits DAME QUENTIN BRYCE. 64. Former Governor-
General of Australia. You thought Judge Betty King was tough?  
Slain more MP's than you've had hot meals. 

Fierce. 
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A fighter. 

Influential. 

BRYCE is the soft hand of justice you never see, and she's 
Australia's direct line to Buckingham Palace.

THE QUEEN
(to PHONE)

And a good day to you too, Mr. 
Rapke.

RAPKE
(via PHONE)

Whose this then?

THE QUEEN
You ought to know. You are one of 
my councillors, are you not? 

RAPKE
You trying to sell me long distance 
phone plans or something?

BRYCE
(to PHONE)

Or something. Rapke, it's Bryce.

RAPKE
Bryceeee! Howzit going? Just at the 
pub, can I give you a shout 
tomorrow.

BRYCE fights every instinct to scream at RAPKE. 

BRYCE
Pressing matter I'm afraid. 

RAPKE
Alright Get on with it. Got a tip 
about a pony in the 4th at 
Flemington--

BRYCE
For christ's sake, Rapke! Get your 
balls together. I'm with her 
Majesty.  

RAPKE
Her who?

BRYCE
What are those two FUCKING initials 
at the end of your name?
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RAPKE
Q.C.? Queen's Councillor? 

Nervous beat.

RAPKE (CONT’D)
Oi, am I on loudspeaker? I bloody 
am, aren't I? Who else is there 
with ya Bryce? 

BRYCE
For fuck's sake check the number 
I'm calling from!

Beat.

RAPKE
The fuck you calling from London 
for? Not Ascot season is it? Anyway 
what takes ya to Old Blighty? Only 
reason you visit those limey fucks 
is when you're summoned by ... Oh. 
Oh fuckity sticks.

Clears throat.

RAPKE (CONT’D)
Your Highness. 

THE QUEEN
Mr. Rapke. You're a busy man I 
hear.

RAPKE
How you going? How's the. Um. How's 
the weather?

THE QUEEN
Cats and dogs. 

RAPKE
Sorry to hear. You ever want a spot 
of sunshine my folks have a great 
place in Lorne, more than welcome 
to come anytime ya like. Thaw out 
those old bones of yours. Wait. Not 
old. You have excellent bones. 
Virile, even. Oh Jesus. 

THE QUEEN
Thank you for the invitation.

BRYCE
How about we talk and you listen?
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RAPKE
(dying a hundred deaths)

I would fucking love that. Yep. 

BRYCE
You've caught a case. The Young 
Woman from Mooroopna. Quite a 
tricky one to untangle. Her story 
caught the eye of a certain 
individual. And while the 
individual can never have it be 
made known that this conversation 
happened, we have one piece of 
advice. 

RAPKE
Yes?

THE QUEEN
Nolle Prosequi. 

Horrified beat of uncertainty. 

This would be taking a Nuke to a knife-fight. 

RAPKE
Holy shitball, Your Highness. Um. 
Are you sure?

BRYCE
Absolutely.

Sigh of relief from RAPKE as...

RAPKE
Thank you. 

BRYCE
That'll be all, Rapke. 

THE QUEEN
And send my best to your paralegal. 
You too make a lovely couple.

RAPKE
How the fuck did you hear about--

INT. BAR, THE LIMERICK CASTLE -- CONTINUOUS

RAPKE
That.
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RAPKE stares at his PHONE as the line goes dead. Looks to the 
BARTENDER. 

RAPKE (CONT’D)
Just spoke to The Queen.

BARTENDER
Oh yeah? 

RAPKE
Invited her to my folks place in 
Lorne.

BARTENDER
Oh.

RAPKE
She appreciated the invitation. A 
strong one, barkeep. Pint me.

BARTENDER
Ya cut off, mate. Babbling on about  
The Queen ...

Off RAPKE'S hopeless look. 

INT. CRAMPED GOVERNMENT OFFICE -- DAY

DIANA pours over reams of PAPER. 

RAPKE stumbles in. Cautious. Turns up a RADIO (to drown out 
imaginary listening devices).

DIANA
What's the matter?

RAPKE
How do you know something's the 
matter?

DIANA
You've got that look like you're 
either drunk or about to throw up.

RAPKE
Wish it was the former but I'm 
afraid it's the latter. Had a chat 
today. 

DIANA
With anyone interesting?

CUT TO:
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LATER

Off DIANA'S look of stunned amazement.

DIANA
Nolle Prosequi ... You know what 
this means?

RAPKE
The Young Woman is either a long 
lost descendent of her majesty, 
or...

Turning the RADIO up just a little louder. 

DIANA
A Royal Commission.

RAPKE
A Royal bloody Commission. Into 
what though?

DIANA
I haven't heard anything. 

RAPKE
It's an open secret Julia Gillard 
has been moving allies into place 
for awhile now. She's planning 
something.

DIANA
This feels like ... A ...

RAPKE
The Queen and Dame Quinnie Bryce 
don't want us snooping. They want 
to shut this case down. 

DIANA
Conspiracy. 

Australia has a sordid past when it comes to conspiracies. 
The mere mention of the word is political death. 

RAPKE
Maybe. Maybe. 

DIANA
It could be quite the opposite. 

RAPKE
I'll bite. 
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DIANA
Say there's a Royal Commission in 
the works, a massive, costly 
investigation being planned... 

RAPKE
The last one was about corruption 
in the construction sector and cost 
$136 million. 

DIANA
If The Young Woman's case goes to 
trial...

DIANA can't hide her nerves. How big is this?

DIANA (CONT’D)
And the jury comes back with a 
guilty verdict... 

RAPKE
And sentencing guidelines force the 
judge to hand down decades of jail 
time...

DIANA
Depending on the nature of the 
Royal Commission, her case could 
undermine it's credibility. 

RAPKE
So what do I do?

DIANA
Not my call. Queen's Counsellor. 

INT. BLUE COURT, VICTORIAN SUPREME COURT -- PRESENT

Back in the now. 

CHYRON: March 26th, 2009

RAPKE
Are you guilty?

THE YOUNG WOMAN doesn't answer.

RAPKE (CONT’D)
Your Honour ... The Crown has 
decided to use the arcane legal 
mechanism known as...
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EXT. COURTHOUSE STEPS, VICTORIAN SUPREME COURT -- SAME TIME

Swamped by JOURNALISTS, PHOTOGRAPHERS and REPORTERS, Rapke 
and Diana carve out a space for themselves. 

RAPKE
... Nolle Prosequi. The prosecution 
has successfully petitioned to have 
the charges against The Young Woman 
... Dropped. 

JOURNALISTS jostle, shout questions. 

RAPKE (CONT’D)
This extraordinary decision was not 
reached lightly. And let me be 
clear ... 

The ROAR of QUESTIONS approaches pandemonium. 

DIANA
Pipe down!

Absolute silence on the steps of the courthouse. 

RAPKE
Though The Crown chosen not to 
pursue charges, let me make one 
thing absolute clear: This should 
not be seen as The Crown condoning 
victims of sexual assault or family 
violence taking the law into their 
own hands. 

JOURNALISTS lean in, their MICROPHONES and RECORDERS inches 
from RAPKE. 

RAPKE (CONT’D)
This is not a license to kill. A 
young woman suffered, a man died. 
Nobody wins here. However, I 
believe justice, while not served, 
has served it's purpose here today. 
Now if you'll excuse me, I have 
roughly three thousand pages of 
paperwork to get on with.

JOURNALISTS erupt into another symphony of questions. 

RAPKE disappears into the crowd, onto another case. 
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INT. BLUE COURT, VICTORIAN SUPREME COURT -- SAME TIME

RAPKE
The Crown will not prosecute the 
case further.

THE YOUNG WOMAN, relieved, feels the weight of the world lift 
off her shoulders. 

LATER

After a considered beat, she shares a look with Rapke. She 
disappears out a side door.

OVER BLACK:

CHYRON: THREE MONTHS LATER. 

EXT. BIRD'S EYE VIEW OF THE AUSTRALIAN OUTBACK -- DAY

The sunburned country. The golden country. 

The Australian Outback. 

And along trundles a lone MERCEDES S-CLASS driving over a 
DIRT ROAD. 

INT. FRONT SEAT, 2009 MERCEDES S-CLASS -- SAME TIME

DIANA, driving, and RAPKE, navigating, can't make heads and 
tails of where to go.

RAPKE
This is the way! I think. 

DIANA
If you hadn't thrown the GPS out 
the window...

RAPKE
Take the fourth exit, what does 
that even mean?

DIANA
We should taken a U-y back there--

RAPKE flips the MAP upside down.

RAPKE
Oh yeah. Right. We should make a U-
turn. 
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EXT. DRIVEWAY, THE FAMILY HOME -- DAY

The MERCEDES pulls up by the family home. 

STEP-BROTHERS run riot in the garden, chasing each other with 
LIGHTSABERS. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN steps out of the front door. 

Walks to the gate.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
You get lost or something?

DIANA
He and the G.P.S. had a 
disagreement.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Oh?

DIANA
It was right and he was wrong so he 
threw it out the window.

RAPKE, exasperated, holds up his hand.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Thanks for not throwing me out the 
window. 

INT. MAIN BAR, THE CRICKETER'S ARMS HOTEL -- DUSK

The heart and soul of the small town; a horribly outdated bar 
where every hour is happy hour. Up the back sits the busiest 
T.A.B. this side of the Goulburn River as fifteen locals pour 
over the day's race sheets. 

Two bartenders. Many a barfly, both winged and seated ... 

A country pub. 

And all the occupants of the PUB turn and fall silent as –

THE YOUNG WOMAN, RAPKE and DIANA enter. Take a seat at the 
bar.

After a beat the locals lose interest. 

DIANA
Quite the reception. 
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
Some of them still think Mum helped 
me do it. 

DIANA
Well, you know what Ghandi says. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
What does Ghandi say?

DIANA
"Fuck the haters."

THE YOUNG WOMAN
If my stepfather hadn't filmed and 
photographed everything the rumours 
would be twice as worse. I bet some 
wouldn't take my word it happened. 

RAPKE
I don't get it. You scored top of 
your class for the entire state. 
Survived four year of heinous abuse 
... Why stay in Mooroopna?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
It's my hometown. Love it here.

RAPKE
Still...

THE YOUNG WOMAN
That monster was not this place. 
And if I leave, the rumour-mill 
wins, so staying adds to the  
satisfaction of proving them wrong. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN pulls out TEN DOLLAR NOTE, nods to BARTENDER 
JACK. 21. Footballer pulling beers saving for a trip to Bali.

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Three pints.

BARTENDER JACK looks to BILL. 65. Owner, seated in the corner 
of the MAIN BAR with his blue BIC PEN and accounting 
calculator. He gives BARTENDER JACK a look.

BARTENDER JACK
Money's no good here.

Tense beat. The bar falls silent again.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Excuse me?
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BARTENDER JACK
This one's on the house.

BARTENDER JACK pours thee beers. RAPKE looks around. All eyes 
on the three of them again.

A local, BEATRICE MARSH, 49, polishes her POOL CUE. 

BEATRICE MARSH
I got the next round.

Another local, NEIL MARFF, 28, by the T.A.B., looks to 
Bartender Jack.

NEIL MARFF
I got youse next.

Another local, JACKIE BRESDEY, 55, looks up from her 
CROSSWORD PUZZLE.

JACKIE BRESDEY
And the next.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
(to the BAR)

Youse trying to get us drunk or 
something.

The PUB laughs. 

BARTENDER JACK slides the BEERS over. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN raises hers to BILL. He gives her a silent 
nod. 

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Betcha don't get service like that 
in the big smoke.

RAPKE
No. No you do not. I got a 
question.

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Open book.

RAPKE
What if you hadn't have shot him?

A deliberate, thoughtful beat.
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THE YOUNG WOMAN
"I probably would have killed 
myself ... 'cos I couldn't live the 
way I was."

RAPKE considers her measured words. He raises his BEER. They 
CHEERS. Enough said.

THE YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Right. Collingwood’s about to get 
their asses kicked by Essendon. 
Parma?

MUM, STUART LEE, EMILY and JOEL, and the STEPBROTHERS enter.

They swarm around the three of them at the bar, suddenly made 
regular again by the beautiful banality of the moment. 

Just another family watching a game at local pup on a Sunday 
'arvo.

 

And life went on. 

 

FADE TO BLACK:
 

ARCHIVE FOOTAGE: 2012 Press Conference announcing the Royal 
Commission. Julia Gillard ... Dame Quentin Bryce ... Ready to 
take the fight from public schools to the upper echelons of 
the Catholic Church. 

TEXT ONSCREEN:

In 2012, after years of preparation, former Prime Minister 
Julia Gillard and esteemed others, announced a Royal 

Commission into Institutional Responses to Child Sexual 
Abuse.

ARCHIVE FOOTAGE: POLICE storm SCHOOLS ... OFFICES ... All to 
recover suppressed/hidden DOCUMENTS ... Interviews are held 
in HOMES across Australia with survivors of abuse... 

TEXT:
 
The Royal Commission was a multi-million dollar, wide-ranging 
investigation spurred on because of The Young Woman’s story 

and others like it.
 

Queen Elizabeth II had this to say;  
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“… all children deserve a safe and happy childhood … we 
require you to begin your inquiry as soon as practicable, and 

… require you to make your inquiry as expeditiously as 
possible.”

 
In December of 2017, after 800 private sessions with 

survivors of abuse experience in schools, the Catholic Church 
and other institutions, the final report was released. 

 
It details new methods for institutions to detect abuse and 

abusers. 
 
State and Federal governments incorporated it’s findings into 

all teaching courses and updated key laws.
 

A teacher and high school counsellor at The Young Woman's 
High School were aware of the abuse. 

 
They took no action. 

 
They were approached by investigators as part of the Royal 
Commission. Out of fear of legal reprisal they refused speak 

with the investigators.

Today, under Australian Federal Law, they would face jail 
time for failing to report their suspicions to Child Services 

or the authorities. 
 

ARCHIVE FOOTAGE: Scenes of MOOROOPNA ... Main Street ... The 
tiny Post Office ... The Footy Oval on a Saturday ... 

Before a white weatherboard one-story house with blue 
trimmings ... On a two acre block under brilliant blue skies

The real YOUNG WOMAN, S.B., face blurred, with her family.
 

TEXT:
 

The Young Woman returned home where she lives to this day.

She married her high-school sweetheart.

They have three kids.
 

FADE TO TITLE:
 

THE YOUNG WOMAN
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CREDITS ROLL.
 

                           THE END. 


