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1. ext. street - day
BEN, a young, disheveled looking man is driving down a sunny street, in a small country town nestled in a green valley. He is listening to ‘I’m a Survivor’ by Destiny Child.

He pulls up beside some shops, exits, and enters a NEWSAGENCY. He reappears seconds later with a newspaper and lottery ticket in hand.

After getting in his car, he flips through the newspaper to the Career One section and begins to look for a job. The car is literally filled with rubbish and the odd clothes item or knick knack. The lottery ticket remains on the seat beside him. Moments pass, he sighs, rubs his eyes and glances around him. Noticing the ticket, he picks it up, along with a twenty cent piece and begins to scratch. He stops, stares disbelievingly.
Ben
No fucking way.
2. int. doctor’s office - day
SIENA REEVES, a young, blonde woman stares bleakly ahead as she hears the test results.

doctor c. michaels (o/s)

I’m afraid the test result was fairly conclusive, Siena, and no matter how many times you want us to redo it the outcome will remain the same.
 3. int. bar - later that day

Laughter and joyous whoops resound. Music, normal bar-room atmosphere. Ben sits at the bar, next to ROB, a close mate wearing a labourer’s bright vest. He is routinely congratulated and slapped on the back.

rob

Ben, mate, am I happy to be your friend or what?! Haha, congratu-fucking-lations, you lucky prick.
They laugh together and clink glasses. Rob takes a swig.

rob (cont’d)

So, what are you gonna do with it? Have you thought about it yet? 

Ben
Yeah, I’m gonna be smart about this. Make an investment of some kind, maybe real estate. I’m not gonna fuck up this time, you know?

4. int. cemetery - dusk

Ben’s car pulls to a stop, outside the two-storey house that sits before the graveyard’s massive double gates. 
DARREN, the caretaker - an old thin man - is standing outside, a dubious expression on his face.

caretaker darren

So, you weren’t joking after all? You’re serious about this?

Ben
Yeah, absolutely - it’s prime real estate, and a safe investment. Everybody’s got to go at some point, right?

caretaker darren

Yeah, sure. Whatever. You got the ticket? Good. The papers are inside.    
5. INT. 
foyer/home - NIGHT

Ben drops his suitcase and bags on the floor. Rob follows him in, carrying a box. He puts it amongst the others. There is a front counter to his right, some chairs to the left, in front of the window and a doorway leading into the main living area.
rob

That’s the last of ‘em, then. Still can’t believe you’re moving in here mate, gives me the fucking creeps.

Ben
Anything’s better then my car - it’s really starting to reek in there. Besides, I managed to get him to leave most of the furniture - it was a bargain deal. 
He says this as he rummages in a box, pulling out a six pack of CARLTON DRAUGHT. He tears two off, throwing one to Rob, and opening the other. Rob takes a seat on a box, leans back with an exaggerated sigh and takes a sip. 
They are both staring out the large double windows opposite them, at the rows of graves covering the hills. It is raining steadily.
ROB
(Matter of factly)

So what do you do now?

Ben
(Indifferent)

Dunno. Wait for someone to cark it I suppose. 
rob
Gotta say, mate, it’s a damn funny way to spend your money. Me, I’d have bought a new Holden.

There is a pause. Rob takes a swig of his drink.
rob

So, how’d the misses take it?

Ben
Oh, well, uh...
rewind to:
5. int. 
home - day
Siena’s face is contorted, mid scream. Action resumes 
siena

I can’t believe this! You had a chance – a golden bloody chance! And you had to be a dumb shit and spend it all. On a graveyard. A fucking graveyard!
She pauses for breath, chest heaving. Looking around, she spots a plate, throws it, and begins to scream again. 

fast forward back to:

6. int. foyer - night

Ben finishes his sentence.

Ben
(Lamely)
Yeah, it could’ve gone better.

He takes a drink.
rob

(Chuckles)

No doubt, shit, if I told CHARLENE that I’d won a couple hundred gee’s in the lottery, and then spent it - oh mate, I’d be a goner.

Ben
Yeah, I thought this would be my chance to get back with her but she still didn’t want a bar of me. I don’t get it - it’s not like I wasted it, you know. It’s a good investment! And you can see the whole town from here, too. It’s a great spot.

They turn and stare in a different direction. Somewhat below them, a small collection of buildings huddle together beneath the veil of rain. Residential homes spiral outward, and further out, farms dot the landscape.

rob

Yeah? Well, good luck to ya mate, can’t say that I agree with you, but fuck, hopefully it’ll all be good.  
Ben
Yeah, yeah thanks. 
rob
Anyways, I’d best be off. Charlene will think I’m off having an affair if I’m not back in time, the crazy bitch.
Ben
Shit, haha, alright. I’ll take care of the rest of this, no problems. Thanks man; I owe you one, yeah. 
7. int. Ben’s home/office - night. 

Ben walks around, turning on the lights as he goes through the living room with its two brown couches, fireplace and small television. 

He is carrying a box, as he stumbles up the stairs. The light below is dim and orange, not bright or new at all. The upper storey remains dark. He climbs the stairs slowly, feeling his way carefully. He arrives at the top, stumbles and curses.
ben

Fuck me!

He flies into the wall, flicking on the light as he does. The hallway light is even weaker than the lower floor, it flickers and blinks. Ben places the box down and walks toward the door at the very end of the hall. 

Ignoring the other doors, he makes it to the end. Crickets chirp in the background, but otherwise it is silent. He opens the door, flicking on the light. Revealed inside is a small home office. There are still papers scattered around the sturdy brown desk. Dated newspaper clippings and the like, are stuck to a board above the desk. 

’EDEN VALLEY: HEAVEN ON EARTH!’
’LOWEST MORTALITY RATE IN THE COUNTRY!’
’POPULATION BOOM! EDEN GROWS’
Ben sits down, frowning as he begins to paw through the papers, a growing expression of horror on his face.
ben

Oh fuck... Oh shit... No way...
Moments later, done with the papers and clippings, he notices a little black book with the clear, small golden lettering at the top proclaiming it as: Journal. 

Ben picks it up gingerly, glancing around as if fearing the owner might return for it at any moment. He opens it and begins to read.
caretaker DARREN (v/o)
June 7th, 1969.
Today is a sad day. Dad’s gone, now and I’ve got the cemetery all to myself. Don’t know what to do or make of this, but I reckon it’ll be right by his memory if I stay...
Ben flicks to another page.

caretaker darren (cont’d)

April 10th, 1973.
What the hell is wrong with this town?! I’m running out of money, out of time. No one is dying…I should be happy, but I’m not. The gardener’s are long gone and the graves are becoming overgrown with weeds. I have to do something...
Ben has been sitting there for some time now, just reading. It is dark and cold. 
caretaker darren (v/0)
January 3rd, 1974.
The longer I stay here, the more I hate it. Hate the graves, the house, and Dad most of all - I hope the fucker is rotting in hell for doing this to me. I can’t make another loan, but I won’t need to. I have a solution...
Ben shivers, as if he could shake off the mood, and flicks to the very last page and there he sees a hastily scrawled, last message reading:

‘I can’t believe it! Someone, after all these long years, actually wants to buy! Thank you Lord, I always knew I’d be rewarded for being a good Christian...’
8. int. office/siena’s home - night (intercut)
His mobile rings, startling him. He fishes it out of his pocket as the tune goes on, and answers it finally.
ben

Hello?

siena

Hey Ben. 

ben
Oh... Hey! What’s up? Anything wrong?
siena

No, no. I, uh, just wanted to talk.
Ben gets up and off the chair, begins walking around the room.
ben

Oh okay. So how are things?

siena

Good… well, I mean it could be better. You know how it is.

ben

Yeah.
An awkward silence falls.
siena 

(Lamely)

God I’m sick of this rain, though.
ben

Ha, yeah, I know, as if this place wasn’t depressing enough. 

siena

Yeah, I suppose it must be worse for you.

She looks up and around her home, wondering what she should say. 
He does the same. 
She runs a hand through her hair, frustrated as they keep up the inane talk, frustrated that she can’t tell him, that she doesn’t have the courage.
ben

So how’s work?

siena

Good, good. Mr. Lee keeps giving me trouble; old bastard nearly broke my neck today.

ben

Oh yeah? That the one who thinks he’s Bruce Lee?

siena

Yeah…
cut to:

9. int. retirement home - day (flashback)
An ageing, Asian man in a bathrobe is screaming, arms up in a kung-fu style. 

Siena rolls her eyes.

siena

Not again, Mr. Lee...


He screams and rushes her.

10. int. office/ siena’s home - night continuous 
siena (cont’d)
…It took me a while to get him to take his pills. But I did it in the end. 
ben

Huh. Well, that’s something… Hey, let me ask you something… Might be a little out of the blue… but with everything the way it is…I just…

Is there any chance of us getting back together?
siena

I… I don’t know. I just don’t know.
She looks down as she says this. A hand is resting across her stomach.
ben

Oh… Okay.
There is a pause.
siena

Why?


ben

I was just wandering you know, where I stood and all that. Look, I gotta go, I’ll talk to you later okay.

He puts the phone away, turning back to the desk. He sits down, picking up the journal once again. He notices more writing beneath the last message which Ben mumbles aloud: 
Ben

‘There are some things you need to know to survive in this business. There are some things you will have to keep from your friends and family. If your lucky enough to have any. I don’t have the time to spell it out but I’ve left you my story, a legacy if you will...read it, live it. It’s the only way to survive.’

What the fuck is this?
He flicks back to the centre of the book, frowning.

CARETAKER DARREN (v/o)

September 2nd, 1974.
This place... this cursed fucking place - it’s getting to me. I can’t stop it, the vile thoughts, the hatred. Those stinking yuppies in town, how dare they treat me like this? Cavorting with wogs and shit, like their good people or something.

A good Christian would put an end to this, right? 
On the page next to this there is a newspaper clipping: ‘Horror Fire: 3 Children Dead, 4 injured.’  
He flicks through page after page, seeing titles such as ‘Tragedy strikes: Teen kayakers drown in river,’ and other smaller, but no less terrible accidents, to lone travelers, mechanics; it seemed no one had been spared. 
ben
Holy shit. Holy fucking shit. Oh-my-god, oh-my-god, oh-my-god.
He gets up, paces, runs a hand through his hair, mumbling. He bites his lip, looks toward the phone. Looks away, paces some more. After a few more moments, he can’t stand it anymore, and rushes to the phone. He picks it up, punches a few numbers in it quickly and waits.
Dial tone. 

operator
Emergency police, fire or ambulance?

ben

Pol - ice
As he begins to speak, Ben notices a piece of paper sticking out from beneath the journal he’d been reading. He leans over and pulls out, ignoring the repeated call from the operator. It reads in bold, ‘Don’t call the police. You’ll only ruin your business, and probably go bankrupt. For nothing. Think about it.’ 
He pauses, phone to his ear, poised. He hangs up. Slowly, he sinks back into his seat, and notices some more papers, with instructions and diagrams. ‘Go for the elderly,’ read one. Ben snorts, checks out the others. 
Ben sits back, runs his hands through his hair and expels a huge breath of air.

ben

Am I actually thinking about this? No, nah I couldn’t surely... Yeah, there have got to be other options. 
11. ext. street - day

crazy john
No. Why the hell would I need that? 

ben

You could get it out of the way now, you know, for a cheaper price. Buying a prepaid plot is a smart thing to do, you know.
The old man squints at him suspiciously. Around them, cars drive past and there is a low hustle and bustle. 

crazy john (cont’d)

What have you heard, eh? Someone got it in for me, huh? Is that it? That’s it isn’t it? I knew it! I’ve known it for the past ten years and no one believed me! I bet it’s those kooky doctors, been poisoning me for years! I’ve said it all along but did anyone listen? No, oh no, no one every listens to crazy john, do they? DO THEY?
As the old man gets more and more animated, Ben slowly edges away. His departure goes unnoticed, as crazy john continues to rant, rave and twitch.  

CRAZY JOHN

(calls after him)

Wait til I tell Jim about this!
12. ext. street - day - montage (continuous)

Ben walks around to the b.g music of a simple, upbeat children’s tune, showing old people pamphlets. Emphatic shaking heads shows his continued failure and increasing distress.

The music dies away as he approaches one last OLD LADY in a purple coat.

Ben
Excuse me, miss, I was wondering - (if you)

old lady

(Over, rudely)

No!

She shoulder barges past him, and tries to cross the road quickly.
Ben
(Yells)

Shit, lady! What the fuck! 

In her haste she stumbles and falls onto the road. She looks up hurriedly, only to see a truck blaring down on her. 

The face of the truck looms up at her and she flinches, only to be grabbed and flung onto the sidewalk. The truck ROARS past them. 
In his mind however, Ben sees how it could have been as the scene plays on and the old lady gets smashed to pieces. One dead person, one filled grave and payday here he comes. 
ben

You nearly got yourself killed, you silly bitch! And mores the pity that you didn’t. Next time I’ll leave you!
He walks away, furious with her, with himself. 

13. ext/int. street/ grocery store - day

Ben is still walking, hands in pocket, less angry now and more thoughtful. It is cold and grey. He looks up at the store he’s in front of, then ducks inside. 

He walks between isles, looking at cereal, at bread and milk. The necessities. He opens his wallet, sees his last $10, closes it and walks back to the counter with just the cereal and milk. 
MARGARET, a forty-something older woman, is the cheery heart of the town. She runs the store herself and is at the counter waiting for him.
ben

Hey Margaret, what day is it today?

Ben reaches into his wallet as she scans the items.

ben

You know, just waiting on my Centrelink payment is all.
margaret

What, are you still on that? I thought you’d be doing fine now, what with the lottery ticket and taking over up there at the cemetery. 

I was worried you know, that nobody would take on the job after Old Darren left, on account of the fact everybody’s so healthy. And I like to think that I have a part to play in that. 

We are truly blessed.
Ben stares at her smiling, warm countenance and wants nothing more then to smash her head in. For an instant, he is doing just that: slamming her head over and over again into the counter till her face is bloody and cracked and no longer smiling inanely. 

The moment passes and she is still there, smiling as warmly ever.
margaret

Ben? Are you okay, there? You left us for a moment.

ben

Huh? Uh, yeah I’m fine. Sorry.

He grabs the bag and hurries off.

margaret

Oh, and Ben?

Ben slows, turns back.
margaret (cont’d)

It’s Saturday, dear.
14. ext. street - day

Ben is standing outside, holding his bag in one hand. He is speaking into his phone with the other.

ben

Yeah, no I understand, I just needed some quick cash. It’ll be a while before I get my dole is all. Its okay mate, I should be fine anyhow. 

I just hope things start to look up soon you know, before the bills come round. I can’t take much more of this shit. 
Across the road, the door to the local G.P’s office opens and DOCTOR C. MICHAELS appears. He is about the same age as Ben, late twenties, but with a smaller build. He lights a cigarette, leans against the wall with some relief.
ben

Yeah, hey, I gotta go, I’ll talk to you later yeah? Alright, cheers.


Ben is struck with an idea, and decides to go over and speak to him. 

ben

Hey, Colin.


dr. c michaels

Hey, Ben. What’s the matter? Feeling a bit sick? Got an injury, an ache... A joke? Something?

He takes a deep drag of his cigarette. Ben slows, a little confused by the desperation in the doctor’s tone.
ben

Ah, no, not really. It’s all good I suppose. How’s the business coming?
Colin looks around, first, to see if anyone else was nearby.

colin 

Well, between me and you, seeing as we have a mutual interest in this business - everything’s been great!

Of course, that means fuck all to me -what’s a doctor got to do in a town this fucken healthy? What I wouldn’t do for a flu epidemic right now.

You know what? Have some blank prescription forms - I’ve already signed them - here, go on; get whatever the fuck you like.
Bemused, Ben accepts the sheets being waved around. He shoves them in his pocket indifferently.
ben

Shit, I was hoping you wouldn’t say that. You sure there isn’t someone at least close to...you know...
Colin looks at him. 

ben (cont’d)

Well, I mean, you know...it’s not like I want anyone to die or anything...heh... I just need to make some cash, and quickly. 

colin

Couldn’t you make a loan off the bank? 
ben

Oh yeah, you know they’re keen on career dole bludgers with graveyards. No way, they won’t come near me with a ten foot pole. I’m not even going to bother. 

colin

Well, sorry, wish I could help but I’m on the ropes myself. In fact, my only regular customer has been Siena. 

Ah yeah, that reminds me, congratulations on the baby. You must be proud. Anyways, that’s it for me. 
He stubs out the cigarette and walks back inside, leaving Ben standing dumbstruck behind him. 

fade to black

15. int. retirement home - later that day
Siena is at the front desk, talking to the nurse there. 
siena

Yeah, everything’s fine; just make sure you do the check up in half an hour. I’m a bit worried about Mr. Lee, he hasn’t been himself recently…
She takes a deep gulp, holding her stomach, looking suddenly queasy. Ignoring the concerned words/looks of the nurse, she runs over to a bin and vomits noisily in it. 

She gets up, wiping her mouth. Her face, if possible, whitens further when she straightens up to see Ben walking through the front door. He strides straight over to her.
ben

(Demands)
When were you going to tell me, huh?

Siena looks away, unable to meet his gaze.
siena

T-tell you what?
ben

When were you going to tell me that I have a child? That we’re having a baby

siena

Oh. That. I don’t know. Maybe never. Maybe I was going to -
She pauses, takes a deep breath.
siena (cont’d)

You know what, it doesn’t matter. The point is, you know now. And you’ve just go to deal with that. 

Her beeper goes off. It flashes ‘LEE’. She checks it hurriedly, and with some relief. She starts walking backward.
ben

Oh yeah, that’s real fair. You do something like this and suddenly, I just have to ‘deal with it’. Okay, yeah fine.

siena
Sorry, we’ll talk later.

She turns and jogs away.

ben

(To himself)

Whatever.

16. ext. chemist - day
Ben pulls up in his car, jumps out, and walks inside.
17. int. supermarket – day

Siena is pushing a trolley down an aisle. One of her friends, MELISSA, is walking beside her. They are mid-conversation.

siena

I just don’t get it, you know. It’s so hard. I know he’s trying and everything…but he’s just so stupid sometimes! I mean, how much can you even get from a single grave?

melissa

Oh, you’ll be surprised. The average is right up there in the thousands. I know we paid $5600 for our Aunt Carol back in the day. And that was considered cheap.

siena

(Thoughtful)

Huh…

They wheel their trolleys toward the counter where the ever present Martha was smiling.

martha
Hello, ladies.

The girls respond together.

siena & melissa

Hi Martha

Martha begins scanning the items. There is a moment of quiet punctuated only by the beeping of the scanner.

martha

So, Siena are you still with Ben? He was here earlier you know.

Poor child, he always was troubled. Always breaking into places, never working – and now he has a graveyard of all things! Now what’s he going to do with that, I ask you?
siena

To tell you the truth Martha, I don’t know, I really don’t. It’s all up in the air at the moment.
18. int/ext. retirement home - night
There is a nightwatchman at the front of the building, so Ben has gone round the back.

Ben is clothed all in black. His brow is beaded with sweat as he rolls the balaclava over his head. He approaches the cement wall surrounding the estate. He jumps up on top, lifts himself up and drops as quietly as he can into the yard. 

There is a camera on a pivot on the corner of the wall, its stand is entirely rusted and is facing in another direction anyway. 

caretaker darren (v/0)

It gets to you after a while. Death, that is. You can’t surround yourself with it, live it, breathe it and facilitate it though, without some connection forming.

When your doing it, it gets real close like, until your touching shoulders.

Ben is at a window. He slides it open carefully, puts one foot in, then swings over into the room. White curtains billow lightly. There is an old, frail man sleeping in the bed. He is wearing a helmet.
He takes a step, stumbles, and swears. The muffled noise is enough to wake the paranoid old man, who slams upright in bed.

crazy jim

(Gasps)

It’s the Germans! The Germans are coming! THE GERM- 

Panicking, Ben steps forward and smacks the old man in the face, knocking him out. 
ben

(Muffled)

Fuck! Ahhh

He shakes his hand around, hears the clip-clop of a nurses footsteps approaching and molds himself to the wall near the door.
The door opens, and a narrow panel of light spears into the room before being blocked by the nurse’s head as she peeks in to see Old Jim moaning quietly on the bed, a little restless. 

The door closes and Ben sighs in relief. He waits until the footsteps have faded, before walking quietly out of the room. He tiptoes down the hallway, looking into the rooms as he goes, searching for the right one.

As he bgins to wonder whether this would be futile he sees a hastily scrawn, childish scribble pasted to one of the last doors in the hallway. It read: Bruce Lee
He pauses there.
caretaker darren (v/o)
The first time it happens, the first time you do it, is always the hardest. 
19. ext. retirement home - day
There are several groups of old people standing around in their bathrobes, murmuring in shock.

There are two police offers talking to Siena. She nods, shakes her head, as she answers their questions. There are not many.

There is an ambulance waiting at the front, back doors wide open. Two paramedics wheel out a stretcher, with a body in a black bag. The put it in the back and close the doors.
caretaker darren (v/o)

The first time will mark you, make no mistake: you’ll never be the same again.

Ben comes into the picture, dressed normally, and puts a comforting arm around her.

END.
