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1. INT. BEDROOM.  NIGHT 

 

Old MRS ETHERIDGE wakes with a start. Her bleary eyes are 

open wide, her wrinkled face frozen. The room is dimly 

lit by the alarm clock, which shows 10.27. Slowly she 

lifts her head from the pillow. A tree outside casts its 

shadow against the curtain and throws movement across the 

adjacent wall. 

 

The noise sounds again – a dim crash. Mrs Etheridge sits 

up and turns on a light. The light creates more shadows. 

Mrs Etheridge pulls on a robe, picks up a ceremonial 

sword from beside the bed and shuffles across the room to 

the door. She pokes her head into every room, each time 

getting ready with the sword. Every room is empty. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

(muttering) 

It’s just the wind. Just the 

wind. 

 

She shuffles down the hall, leans the sword against a 

wall, opens a door and enters the kitchen. A scream 

sounds, startling her. But it’s only a cat, jumping off 

the bench. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

(scolding) 

Mr Churchill! My goodness, are 

you trying to give me a heart 

attack??  

 

Two more cats come meowing up to her, rubbing against her 

legs. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

My darlings, my adorable 

darlings. Did I wake you? I’m 

a very naughty mummy, I really 

am. 

 

She gazes down at them crestfallen. 
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MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

I am so sorry. Yes, yes, I 

empathize completely. Grumble, 

grumble, tummy rumble. 

 

She goes to the pantry and opens it. The pantry contains 

only a few cans of baked beans and tinned spaghetti. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

Like Old Mother Hubbard, the 

cupboard is bare. 

 

She sighs, closes the door and goes to leave the kitchen. 

One of the cats darts out in front of her. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

No Belvidere – Belvidere! You 

must stay in the kitchen. It 

isn’t safe out there for an 

innocent soul like yourself. 

The world today is a dangerous 

place, let me warn you. Are 

you listening to me, 

Belvidere? Apparently not! 

 

She puts him back in the kitchen. Another cat meows 

loudly. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

Mr Churchill, is that you? Oh 

no, it’s Lady Diana. Oh my 

dear, you do sound distressed. 

My poor babies. What AM I 

going to do with you? 

 

She totters to a cupboard near the sink, reaches in and 

pulls out a box of cat biscuits. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

Here, my dears. But it’s 

almost the end of it. And it 

has to last till pension day. 

Enjoy, darlings. Bon appétit. 

 

She pours a few biscuits into each of three dishes, then 

replaces the box in the cupboard and leaves the kitchen, 

closing the door behind her. 
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MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

If only Mr Etheridge were 

here, God rest his soul. He 

would know what to do. I feel 

so at sea. 
 

She goes to the living room, turns on the TV, sits in an 

armchair. The living room is furnished with an old 

patterned sofa, crotcheted rugs and a china cabinet. A 

small lamp has been on all night. A religious program is 

playing, the evangelist threatening eternal damnation. In 

the light of the TV, Mrs Etheridge’s eyes get heavy. 

 

Another crash sounds. Mrs Etheridge sits up with a start. 

She fumbles for the sword, then remembers she left it 

outside the kitchen. She pushes herself to her feet, 

stumbles to the kitchen, grabs the sword and moves slowly 

to a back window. She peeks outside. The backyard is lit 

by a streetlight. There is a wide expanse of lawn, in the 

middle of which is a Hills Hoist. It creaks as it slowly 

turns. Then the shed door bangs and she relaxes her body. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

Tut, tut, Mr Shed. Scare an 

old woman to death! 

 

A knock comes at the front door. Mrs Etheridge spins 

round, a startled look on her face. She goes to the front 

door, peeks through the curtain. A young-looking 

POLICEMAN is standing on the porch. She opens the door. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

(in a cracked voice) 

Good evening, officer. 

 

POLICEMAN 

Sorry to disturb you, ma’am. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Is there something can I do 

for you, officer? 

 

POLICEMAN 

I hope I didn’t wake you. We 

just got a call from a 

neighbour saying they saw 

someone prowling around. Would 

you mind if I took a quick 

look around? 
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MRS ETHERIDGE 

Oh no, officer, I’m perfectly 

capable of looking after 

myself. My late husband was in 

the army, you see. Special 

services. Twice decorated for 

acts of bravery. 

 

POLICEMAN 

Rightio. Ok. But it would make 

me feel a whole lot better to 

know you were all locked up 

for the night. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Of course, officer. Aren’t you 

a dear? Come in. 

 

The policeman enters the room. 

 

POLICEMAN 

I’ll just check the locks. 

Have you lived here long? 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Mr Etheridge and I moved here 

after our honeymoon, many 

years ago. My poor husband 

passed away at the end of last 

year, but we decided we should 

stay, big as the house is. All 

of our memories are here. 

 

POLICEMAN 

We? 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

My babies and I. 

 

Mrs Etheridge leads the policeman to the lounge room. She 

turns to find him looking confused over her last comment. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

Oh, my, I’m so sorry. I’m 

referring to my cats. I 

sometimes forget they are not 

people, I love them so. They 

are all the family I have, you 

see. Apart from my sons of 

course, but they hardly ever 

bother coming to see me these 
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days. Not since their father 

died. They have their own 

families to look after … why 

would they worry about little 

old me? 

 

POLICEMAN 

This window is wide open. 
 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Open? Really? How remiss of 

me. 

 

POLICEMAN 

(closing the window) 

This is a bad part of town for 

break-ins, ma’am. You should 

keep all your windows and 

curtains closed at night. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

(smiling) 

I know, officer. The 

neighbourhood is just 

appalling. 

 

POLICEMAN 

May I check out back? 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Certainly. Be my guest. 

 

She follows him to the back door. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

My, my, aren’t YOU a strapping 

young man. How rude of me not 

to offer you a nightcap. It’s 

so rare I have company these 

days; my manners have simply 

deserted me. I’ve amassed 

quite a stockpile of home brew 

in the fridge. Since Mr 

Etheridge passed away, God 

rest his soul, the bottles 

just keep piling up. Thank 

heavens dear Mr Parsons over 

the road is a huge fan so I 

have plenty of demand for my 

brew. It’s what keeps me sane, 
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you see. Keeps this dotty old 

mind occupied. Hehehehe. 

 

POLICEMAN 

Sorry ma’am, there’s no 

drinking on the job. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Yes, yes. Of course the 

community needs you. What was 

I thinking? It would unfair of 

me to steal you away from them 

when there is so much crime 

going on. There is probably 

some poor soul being beaten 

and robbed as we speak. Those 

nasty criminals should be 

hung, drawn and quartered, I 

say. I presume you have 

family? A wife? Children? My 

son’s are both grown men now, 

with their own families. All I 

have left is my babies. Are 

you sure you wouldn’t like 

some beer? I do have plenty. 

 

The back door is wide open. The policeman closes it. 

 

POLICEMAN 

Ma’am, are you sure you’re ok 

living by yourself? This is 

very disturbing. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Don’t worry about me, officer. 

My mind goes walkabout 

sometimes. I fell asleep in 

front of the telly and 

completely forgot the whole 

house was open. 

 

POLICEMAN 

You have to be more careful 

from now on. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Of course, officer, I will. 

 

POLICEMAN 

I’ll check the rest of the 

windows for you. 
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The policeman moves towards the closed kitchen door. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Certainly, officer – but 

please, not in there. You’ll 

disturb my babies. I’ve done 

that once tonight and they 

will not be very forgiving if 

we wake them again. Lady Diana 

in particular has a terrible 

temper. 

 

POLICEMAN 

(smiling) 

Alright, but promise me you’ll 

check that window as soon as I 

leave. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

I will officer, I will. This 

episode has completely 

unnerved me. I don’t know how 

I will sleep for the rest of 

the night. 

 

The policeman goes off to check the outside of the house 

and Mrs Etheridge returns to the TV. She changes channels 

to a story about venus fly traps. The narrator is 

describing how they catch their food. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

How interesting. 

 

The policeman returns and hands over a card. 

 

POLICEMAN 

Everything seems locked up 

tight now, ma’am. But call the 

station on this number if you 

see or hear anything unusual. 

Any time of the night, 

there’ll be someone there. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Thank you officer, you are 

most kind. 

 

The policeman leaves. Mrs Etheridge closes the door 

behind him. She sighs and turns off the TV. Then she goes 

back to the bedroom. 
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MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

(muttering to herself) 

Poor babies. My goodness, I do 

worry about them. If only Mr 

Etheridge were here. He would 

know what to do. 

 

She takes off her nightgown and lies down in bed. She 

turns off the lamp and closes her eyes. 

 

2. INT. KITCHEN.  AFTERNOON 

 

A DARK HAIRED BOY and a BLOND BOY are sitting at the 

kitchen table, the dark haired boy slouched in the chair 

with his feet on the table, the blond boy leaning on his 

elbows. The kitchen is old and messy, with dirty dishes 

by the sink and empty beer bottles and a full ashtray on 

the table. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Maybe you should get your feet 

off the table. If the old man 

sees you, he’ll beat the 

living crap out of ya. 
 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

(scoffing) 

Let him try. I’ve decked a lot 

bigger guys than him in my 

time. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Yeah, but he doesn’t fight 

fair, you know that. Remember 

that guy he put in hospital? 

 

The dark haired boy shrugs. The blond boy fidgets. 

 

BLOND BOY (CONT’D) 

He’ll just take it out on me 

later. Come on, dude. 

 

The dark haired boy sighs and slides his feet off the 

table. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Fucking wimp. (PAUSE) You 

should let me take him out 

some day. It would be my 

pleasure. 
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BLOND BOY 

Yeah, I’d love that. But then 

who’s beer would we steal? 

 

They both laugh and drink from stubbies. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

You are such a mummy’s boy, 

y’know that? I really need to 

toughen you up if you’re gonna 

hang around with a stud like 

me. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Fuck you. At least my mum 

didn’t slap me around like 

someone else’s I could 

mention. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

(stiffening) 

What the hell would you know 

about my mother? 

 

BLOND BOY 

Only what you told me 

yourself. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

You don’t know nothing about 

her, so you’ll keep your fat 

trap shut if you know what’s 

good for you. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Ok, ok. Chill man. 

 

The dark haired boy scowls for a while and takes a swig 

of beer. The blond boy stares down at the table. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Did you hear Davo got 5 years? 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

5 years? What a loser. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Yeah, what a loser. 

 

They sit in silence again for a few moments. 
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DARK HAIRED BOY 

I’m bored. 

 

BLOND BOY 

You’re always bored. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

And horny. 

 

BLOND BOY 

You’re always horny. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

I can’t help it if I’m a hot 

stud.  

 

BLOND BOY 

In your dreams. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

In YOUR dreams, bitch. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Don’t call me bitch. I hate 

that. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

What are ya gonna do, bitch? 

Deck me? (SCOFFS) 

 

BLOND BOY 

Fuck you. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

No you won’t. Keep ya dirty 

fucken hands off me! 

 

BLOND BOY 

Don’t worry about that, mate. 

I’m staying THIS side of the 

table. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

This is fucked. I need to go 

somewhere the chicks are on 

heat. How much money you got? 

 

BLOND BOY 

Didn’t your dole payment come 

this week? 
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DARK HAIRED BOY 

Yeah, but I spent it. Lucky 

had this great grass. Couldn’t 

pass it up. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Where’s mine? 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Where’s ya money? 

 

BLOND BOY 

Where’s MY money? 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

What money? 

 

BLOND BOY 

The money I lent you last 

week. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Come on, dude. You know I 

never pay ya back. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Drink all me beer, spend all 

me money … 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

It’s your dad’s beer. 

 

BLOND BOY 

What do ya wanna do tonight? I 

gotta be out by the time the 

old man finishes up at the 

pub. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Let’s go make some money. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Then do ya wanna go to that 

club on Main Avenue? There was 

some hot babes there last 

time, remember? 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Yeah, I remember how chicken 

you were to do anything. 
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BLOND BOY 

You can talk! From what I 

remember, you didn’t pick up 

anything either. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Yeah but I got a blowjob out 

back from that bitch in the 

miniskirt. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Arrgh! She was a dog, man. A 

real dog. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Doesn’t matter in the dark.  
 

BLOND BOY 

True. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

How would YOU know, ya pansy 

virgin? Ah that’s right, you 

got a sister. 

 

BLOND BOY 

(laughing) 

You fucking moron. Let’s get 

outta here.  

 

They get up and walk out of the room. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Tell your sister she can come 

over my place and have another 

go any time she likes. She 

ain’t bad. 

 

BLOND BOY 

(voice fading) 

In your dreams, mate. (PAUSE) 

Have you two really done it? 

 

3. INT. LOUNGE ROOM.  NIGHT  

 

Mrs Etheridge is sitting in an armchair, with Mr 

Churchill snuggled in her lap. She is holding a 

photograph of a thirty-something man in military garb, 

against a backdrop of Vietnam. 
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MRS ETHERIDGE 

Yes, Mr Churchill, when they 

told me Mr Etheridge was 

missing in action, presumed 

dead, I was devastated, as you 

might well imagine. 

 

A cat’s meow is heard off camera. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

Yes, yes, Lady Diana, I know 

you‘ve heard this story 

before. But Mr Churchill wants 

to hear it again, so please be 

quiet. If you don’t want to 

listen, you may as well go to 

the kitchen and sulk with 

Belvidere. So, Mr Churchill, 

as I was saying before we were 

so rudely interrupted, Mr 

Etheridge simply disappeared 

one day without a trace. I was 

out of my mind for weeks. But 

as it turned out, my poor 

husband had been captured by 

those nasty Vietcong and they 

were keeping him in a cage. A 

cage! Can you imagine? Yes, 

I’m sure you can, as you’ve 

been locked in a cage 

yourself, haven’t you? Poor 

baby. So yes, all this time I 

was thinking Mr Etheridge was 

dead, he was in fact trapped 

in a cage, very much alive. 

Once he managed to escape, he 

spent three days creeping 

through the woods, surviving 

on nuts and rats and things I 

can’t even mention as it will 

give you nightmares for a 

month. Mr Etheridge was never 

quite the same after that. 

 

The camera focuses on Mr Churchill, who is sleeping. Mrs 

Etheridge hums a tune, then sighs and looks at the clock 

on the wall. It’s 11.05pm. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

Well, my darling boy, no 

visitors tonight, it seems. 
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Come along. Off to bed with 

you. 

 

She stands and drops Mr Churchill to the floor. Then she 

sighs again and goes to the open window. She stares 

outside, deep in thought. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE (CONT’D) 

(muttering) 

Where are you? I leave all the 

windows open and still you 

don’t come. (PAUSE) This is 

very upsetting. Very 

upsetting. 

 

The camera moves to outside on the road, showing Mrs 

Etheridge standing lost in the open window. 

 

4. INT. ANOTHER LOUNGE ROOM.  NIGHT 

 

The dark haired boy is emptying drawers onto the floor, a 

flashlight in one hand. The room is dark, the place a 

mess, with cupboards open and everything pulled off 

bookshelves. The blond boy is peeking out of the window, 

keeping watch. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

This is crap, man. Doesn’t 

anyone leave cash around 

anymore? 

 

BLOND BOY 

It’s all credit cards these 

days, mate. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Thanks for the heads up, Dr 

Einstein. 

 

BLOND BOY 

What about oldies? 

 
DARK HAIRED BOY 

What ABOUT oldies? 

 

BLOND BOY 

They don’t trust banks, 

y’know. They keep all their 

money under the mattress. 
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DARK HAIRED BOY 

Thanks again for the good 

advice. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Forget it, mate. Come and look 

at this. 

 

The dark haired boy goes to the window and looks out. 

Across the road is Mrs Etheridge, framed in her window. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Ahh. A sweet old lady. Looks 

like she’s expecting us. You 

think we should go and pay our 

respects? 

 

The blond boy nods and lets the curtains close. 

 

5. INT. BEDROOM.  NIGHT 

 

Mrs Etheridge enters the lamp-lit bedroom in her night 

gown. As she goes towards the bed, a dark figure is seen 

creeping down the passageway. Mrs Etheridge goes about 

her business unaware that someone is in the house. The 

dark haired boy stops in the doorway and watches Mrs 

Etheridge with a smirk on his face. The blond boy joins 

him. After a while, Mrs Etheridge, sensing something, 

turns around. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

(holding her chest) 

Oh! 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Don’t say anything. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

You startled me, young man. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

I’ll do more than that if you 

scream or try and escape. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Escape? I live here, thank you 

very much. And I can assure 

you, young man, these legs 

have not run since you were in 

short pants. 
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BLOND BOY 

(laughing) 

She’s nuts. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Have you come here to steal 

something? 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

No, you old bag, we’re here to 

sell girl scout cookies. 

 

The boys guffaw at the joke. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Young man, I will not tolerate 

insolence. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

What did you say? 

 

She looks blankly at him. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY (CONT’D) 

What the hell did you say? 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Didn’t your mother ever teach 

you manners, young man? 

Haven’t you heard of 

respecting your elders? 

 

The dark haired boy shoves her and she falls back on the 

bed. He leans maliciously over her. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

(savagely) 

Listen here, you old dinosaur, 

we came here to rob you, not 

listen to your stupid 

lectures. Can you get that 

through your thick old skull? 

 

Mrs Etheridge looks afraid. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY (CONT’D) 

Where’s the cash? And we’re 

taking all your jewelry. If 

you don’t tell us where it is, 

we’ll rip the place apart. 
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MRS ETHERIDGE 

I-I-I don’t have money or 

jewels. I’m a pensioner. I can 

hardly afford to buy food. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

That’s what they all say. Do 

you think I’m stupid? You 

don’t live for 150 years 

without collecting diamond 

rings and shit. (TO HIS 

FRIEND) You keep an eye on her 

while I look around. 

 

He feels under the mattress, then pulls out drawers and 

empties them on the bed. Then he rifles through the 

wardrobe opening every box. With every failure he gets 

more frustrated. He comes back to the old woman, lights 

up a cigarette. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY (CONT’D) 

Where is it? Where’s the 

fucking jewelry? 

 

Mrs Etheridge is too scared to answer. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY (CONT’D) 

Tell me where the jewelry is 

or I won’t be responsible for 

what happens. 

 

She shakes her head, her eyes wide. He puts the cigarette 

close to her face. She cowers in fear. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY (CONT’D) 

Where is it? 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

I don’t have any, I told you. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Leave her alone, mate. We’ll 

just take some appliances and 

sell them tomorrow. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

I didn’t come here for a TV 

and toaster. I’m not leaving 

again empty handed. If she 

doesn’t cough up, we’ll trash 
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the place. How will you feel 

about THAT, you old bag? 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Please. Don’t. I’m a 

pensioner. This is my home. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Tell me where the stuff is 

then. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

What about beer? There’s beer 

in the fridge. All young boys 

like beer, don’t they? 

 

The boys both laugh. 

 

BLOND BOY 

This nutcase is psycho, I tell 

you. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Beer. (HE WHISTLES THROUGH HIS 

TEETH, TAKES A PUFF ON HIS 

CIGARETTE) OK, uh-huh, beer 

sounds good for a start. Where 

is it? 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

I-In the bar. In the lounge 

room. 

 

They drag her with them to the bar and take out pint 

bottles of beer from the bar fridge. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Shut that window. 

 

The blond boy shuts the window. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY (CONT’D) 

And the curtain. 

 

The blond boy does as he’s told. Then he takes a swig of 

beer.  
 

BLOND BOY 

This is shit stuff. 
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DARK HAIRED BOY 

Shit but fucking strong. What 

did you put in this, missus? 

Kerosene? 

 

Mrs Etheridge stares at them with eyes wide open. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Mate, this house is a dump. I 

think she might be telling the 

truth. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Tell me about it. But I didn’t 

come here to walk out empty 

handed. If we don’t find a 

stash, we’ll just have to have 

ourselves a bit of fun, won’t 

we? 

 

BLOND BOY 

Fun? 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Yeah, fun. 

 

He guzzles down beer, then throws the bottle at the glass 

cabinet. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY (CONT’D) 

Hey-hey! 

 

BLOND BOY 

Shit! 

 

Mrs Etheridge cries out. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Oi! One more noise and the 

next bottle is aimed at your 

head. 

 

The blond boy peeks through the curtains. 

 

BLOND BOY 

Shh! Shh! 

 

The noise of a police radio sounds outside. A silhouette 

of the policeman passes the window and a knock sounds at 

the door. The dark haired boy clamps his hand over Mrs 

Etheridge’s mouth. 
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POLICEMAN (O/S) 

Hello? Ma’am, are you awake?  

 

There is indistinct talking over the police 

radio. 

 

POLICEMAN (O/S) 

OK sure, I’ll be right there. 

Nah, looks like she’s in bed. 

The window’s closed this time, 

though. Say it again? … Ah 

right, I get ya. Yeah, I’ll be 

right there. 

 

The policeman goes away. The blond boy peeks again 

through the curtain. 

 

BLOND BOY 

He’s getting’ in the car. He’s 

just sittin’ there. No, wait – 

he’s movin’ off … Gone. 

 

The dark haired boy releases Mrs Etheridge and gets 

another beer. He sits on a bar stool. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

Smart girl. Wouldn’t wanna 

have to do anything nasty to 

ya. 

 

He leers at Mrs Etheridge. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY (CONT’D) 

(beginning to slur) 

Drinking makes me horny. (TO 

THE BLOND BOY) Does it make 

you horny? 

 

BLOND BOY 

Everything makes you horny. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

(slurring) 

How does a bit of old pussy 

sound, mate? 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Don’t you touch my babies! 

 

The dark haired boy cracks up with laughter. 
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BLOND BOY 

(slurring) 

Gross, man. How could you even 

think that? I’d puke. 

 

The dark haired boy pushes himself off the stool. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY 

(speaking with difficulty) 

I dunno, mate. Put a pillow 

over her face, close your 

eyes. You won’t know the 

difference. 

 

He staggers menacingly towards Mrs Etheridge, who backs 

away. 

 

DARK HAIRED BOY (CONT’D) 

How about a nice young stud, 

grandma? Bet you’ve forgotten 

what it feels like, eh? I’ll 

have you begging for more. 

They always do. 

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

(gaining confidence) 

Stay away from me, young man, 

or you’ll be sorry. 

 

BLOND BOY 

(slurring, eyes closed) 

Mate, give it a break. She’ll 

have a heart attack and then 

we’ll really be in the shit. 

Let’s just get out of here. 

 

The dark haired boy turns to sneer at his friend, and as 

he does so, collapses on the floor. The bottle leaks beer 

onto the carpet. 

 

BLOND BOY (CONT’D) 

Vin! 

 

The blond boy staggers over to his friend. He rolls him 

over. The dark haired boy has his eyes closed and is 

groaning from the effects of the drug he has ingested. 

 

The blond boy looks up. Mrs Etheridge is approaching with 

a hunting knife. His eyes blur. 
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MRS ETHERIDGE 

My husband was in the army, 

you see. An expert in jungle 

warfare. A master of survival. 

Oh my, the stories he used to 

tell me. 

 

6. INT. KITCHEN.  NIGHT 

 

Mrs Etheridge is sitting at the kitchen table talking to 

her three cats, which are eating mincemeat from separate 

bowls. She is cleaning an old army pistol.  

 

MRS ETHERIDGE 

Sorry Mr Churchill? What a 

lovely meal, did you say? Why 

thank you. Though at this rate 

you will soon be getting quite 

fat. You too, Lady Diana. I 

think from now on I should 

keep the curtains closed. The 

freezer is looking quite, 

quite full. 

 

The camera closes on Mr Churchill, who looks up from his 

dish and licks his lips. 
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