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1.
ext.
caravan park swimming pool afternoon

3 December 1974

14-year old SAMANTHA, dressed in jeans and jumper, watches her stepfather DESMOND looking at her 12-year old sister ANGIE. He sees Samantha watching him from the corner of his eye.

Angie jumps up to catch the ball her NEW FRIEND tosses to her.

new friend

Over here, Angie!

Desmond watches Angie’s breasts bounce as she jumps to toss the ball over another child’s head. He turns to look at Samantha and wriggles his tongue inside the neck of a bottle of VB then swigs on it as he leans on the fence grinning stupidly at her. 

Samantha frowns. 

samantha

Angie! Time to go shower!

angie

Oh! Just a little bit longer, Samantha!

samantha

No! (looks pointedly at Desmond) Now!

Angie sees the way Desmond’s looking and is suddenly shivering. She swims to the pool steps where Samantha is waiting to wrap her in a towel.

angie

(whispering)

I’m scared, Sam. I told mum, but she said to stop lying.

samantha

Shh… it’s okay – he won’t hurt you.

With her arm protectively around Angie’s shoulder, Samantha walks between Angie and Desmond and glares as they pass him.

samantha (con’t)

Father-time will get you!

Desmond

I’m gonna –

samantha

(pointing at him)

A slow, painful death.

Desmond shakes his head, surprised. The girls walk out the gate and go to the shower block. 

Desmond

Little bitch’s getting braver…

2. 
int. caravan

night

Desmond sits alone drinking, his half-eaten dinner sitting to the side of the table.

Desmond

(muttering to himself)

Everyone’s against me. I never do nuffin’ to nobody, but I’m always the bad guy. I oughta show ‘em…

He gets up and goes to the door, hand ready to open it. His wife ALICE sits up in bed, wearing a sexy nightie, breasts spilling over…

alice

(seductively)

Desmond, come to bed – you don’t need to go out there when I’m right here…

Desmond staggers to the bed, reaches down and slaps her. He pulls the covers back, looks at her, repulsed, and closes his eyes.

Desmond

(slurred)

Ya talk too much. 

He falls across the bed, rolls onto his back and laughs stupidly.

Desmond (con’t)

Take me to heaven, Ang… (He snores loudly as he passes out.)

3.
int.
caravan 
next morning

Empty VB bottles are on the ash-smeared table and bench seat, an ashtray spills over with rollie stubs.

The rest of the aged van is immaculately clean, shiny sink, no dishes, clean bench surfaces, freshly made bed. Everything in its place.

Desmond is sitting at the table, his head resting back against the tiny window, glaring at Alice as she prepares his cup of tea with shaking hands.

Desmond

Why the fuck didn’t ya get rid of this filth before I got up – ya know I feel like shit in the mornin’s – I can’t stand the bloody noise and messin’ about… Every fuckin’ night it’s the same, you scurryin’ off ta bed before me. Would it kill ya ta sit and talk, get me a beer, clean up? Maybe ya waitin’ for me ta breathe heavy over ya frumpy ol’ body – the girl’s got more sex appeal than you’ll ever have. 

He laughs sickly at the pained look on Alice’s face.

Desmond (con’t)

Don’t go lookin’ all ‘fended – I got enough for the both of ya. (more laughter)

alice

Why do you always make jokes like that? You know I’d die if you looked at another woman – 

Desmond

(threatening tone)

Quit ya bitchin’. Ya gonna hurry the fuck up with that tea or do I hafta – 

alice

(scared)

No, it’s ready now.

Alice keeps her eyes down, trying to shrink her tall frame into invisibility as she shakily places the cup and saucer before her husband – trying not to get too close to him, staying out of striking distance. She cringes as a tiny drop of tea falls onto the saucer.

alice

(nervously, softly, placating)

I’m sorry – I’ll clean it up…

She keeps her head down, but doesn’t turn her back on Desmond as she edges to the sink to get the cloth.

Desmond glares at her, takes a sip of his tea then throws the cup at Alice. She screams as the hot tea sinks through her shirt.

Desmond 

(yelling)

This fuckin’ tea is too weak – ya cleaned the pot again, didn’t ya, ya stupid bitch! How many times…

He gets up from behind the table and walks to his cowering wife, her arms wrapped around her head, and punches the left side of her forehead. 

alice

I didn’t – I know not to do that now. Please! Don’t…

Desmond

(in a calmer voice)

God – yer so pathetic – look at ya, hunched over. Stand up, ya dumb fuck! Anyone’d think ya want me ta hit ya, the way ya carry on!

Alice straightens up, hoping he’s finished. Desmond sees the tears on her face – flies into a rage at them.

Desmond (con’t)

Fuck it, ya stupid bitch! I’m sick of ya bullshit – cryin’ over nothin’ – I’ll give ya somethin’ to whinge about!

His lips have gone blue from the rage, spit flying from his mouth as he yells and hits her in the stomach so hard she flies back into the wall, rocking the van. The back of her head hits the bottom edge of the cupboard behind her.

alice

(crying)

Please don’t, Desmond – you said you wouldn’t…

Desmond

(yelling)

I fuckin’ know what I said – are ya calling me stupid?

He continues to punch her as he yells.

Desmond (con’t)

It’s not my fuckin’ fault ya can’t make a decent cup a tea – if ya didn’t stuff everythin’ up, I wouldn’t haf ta – do ya like bein’ hit, or somethin’?  

4.
INT.
annex

same

SAMANTHA (14 years old) is sleeping on a camp bed, tears running down her cheeks.

She wakes to the sound of fighting coming from the van. She looks over at her 12-year old sister ANGIE in the other bed and breathes a sigh of relief - sees her lying there terrified, silently crying as she clutches the blankets to her chin. 

Desmond (o/s)

If I have ta fuckin’ tell ya again, I’ll fuckin’ kill ya, ya stupid bitch!

Samantha hears her mother hit the wall of the caravan, her scream of pain. She is scared, but knows she has to do this now.

She walks to the caravan and throws open the door - BANG - and stands as tall as she can. She avoids looking at her mother’s already bruised face, the blood dripping from the back of her head, instead staring straight at her stepfather.

Desmond spins around at the sound of the door hitting the van, fist raised to hit Alice again.

samantha

If you hit her one more time, your hand will break!

Desmond

Get the fuck out a here!

alice

(screaming)

Mind your own business, Samantha – you’re always putting your nose into my marriage, ruining it!

Desmond turns back to Alice.

Desmond

Who the fuck said ya could fuckin’ talk to her like that?

samantha

Destiny will dine as it wills.

Desmond

Pretty strange little fuck ya got for a daughter! Maybe I’ll give ‘er a go after I finish with you…

Desmond punches Alice’s mouth. - CRACK – his wrist bone snaps.

Desmond (con’t)

FAAAAARK! The little bitch broke my fuckin’ hand! Aah –

5.
int/ext

inside the car
later same morning

Desmond is sitting in the passenger seat of the car, his right hand in a cast from fingers to halfway up his lower arm.

Alice parks the car in front of the van, Desmond turns to her and leans into her body space as she huddles against the door – a wet cloth held to the back of her still bleeding head.

Desmond

Either ya get rid a that fuckin’ Samantha, or I go – 

I’m sick a playin’ fuckin’ games with ‘er. Angie might be fun ta keep around, but. (Looks over his shoulder.) I’m goin’ inside ta have a beer – ya better make ya mind up before I finish it, or I’m gone. 

He picks up his pack of Drum and the cigarette-rolling machine off the benchseat and throws them in Alice’s face.

Desmond (con’t)

Get inside and roll my fuckin’ smokes – thanks to that ungrateful cow in the back, I can’t do it. And don’t fuckin’ bleed all over everythin’ this time – stop tryin’ ta make me feel bad! 

He opens his door, gets out of the car and slams the door hard before he walks to the van, stands at the door to glare back at Samantha, then deliberately looks to Angie, licking his lips, smiling vengefully at Samantha before going inside.

Alice turns in her seat and glares at Samantha.

alice

See what you’ve done now? 

samantha

But I don’t cause the bad things – I try to stop them – I’ve always let you know before something bad   happens! 

Samantha watches as Alice removes the cloth from her head to see if the bleeding has stopped. It hasn’t.

samantha (con’t)

Why didn’t you have your head stitched while we were at the hospital?

alice

You know he doesn’t want anyone to see me like this. None of your business anyway! 

Alice turns toward the front of the car. She sits staring out the windscreen, thinking… 

alice

(to herself)

What am I gonna do for money if I get rid of them? Would have done it long ago, but…

Samantha watches her mother a few moments, holding Angie’s hand. 

samantha

I don’t know why you care so much what he wants. He’s a filthy old man. He deserves everything that’s coming to him.   

Alice quickly turns and kneels on the seat, leaning over to slap Samantha across the face.

alice

What do you mean by that? He wouldn’t be trying it on with your sister if you’d just be nicer to him. You’re going too Angie – I’m not having some dirty little tart take my husband from me.

Alice opens her car door, turns to get out but stops when Samantha leans forward and puts a hand on her shoulder. She shrugs the hand away as if repulsed.

samantha

Last night, I dreamt we were in Darwin and a cyclone came and killed him. I hope - 

alice

(scared)

How did you know we’re going to Dar – Desmond!

Alice gets out of the car, runs into the van, screaming.

alice (o/s)

Desmond! We can’t go to Darwin!

The girl turns and smiles at her sister and hugs her.

Samantha

It’s going to be okay now.

6. 
ext. aunt’s home
next morning

Alice is sitting in her idling car out the front of AUNT SARAH’s house, hands at the wheel ready to go. The children’s bags of clothes, one each, are sitting on the front porch.

alice

(snapping, looking ahead)

I’ll be back for them in a week.

Sarah frowns, looks at Alice’s battered face, the blood still fresh at the back of her head.

sarah

Alice, are you sure you don’t want to stay, too? Come in and have a cup of tea at least before you drive back. You really should be seen by a doctor…

alice

There’s no time for that - I have to get back. He worries about me when I’m gone too long.

samantha

Mum, stay – you don’t have to go back! Stay with us – 

Alice leans out the side window toward Samantha, hand stretched out to strike.

alice

Mind your business, you bloody little – 

Sarah gathers the girls close against her. She glares at Alice.

sarah

Stop it, Alice! She’s worried about you, that’s all.

alice

I don’t need lectures from someone who never had any kids of her own – just wait til she starts in on you with her weird shit. I’m sick of her interfering – anyway, I don’t have time for this crap. See you in a week.

Without looking at the girls, she winds her window up and drives away.

Sarah and the girls watch the car fade into the distance.

Smiling warmly at the girls, Sarah puts her arms around each girl’s shoulder to lead them into the house.

sarah

We’ll get the bags later – let’s go make a cuppa and think about what we’d like for lunch.

samantha

She won’t be back, you know. Maybe I should have – 

Sarah stops walking and turns to place both her hands on Samantha’s shoulders. She leans down and looks into Samantha’s eyes.

sarah

It’s not your fault, Samantha – whatever happens now is not your fault! Your mother is a grown woman – she chooses her own destiny. 

samantha

I know, but – 

sarah

No buts. Now - let’s talk about lunch.

As they walk toward the house, Sarah continues talking in a light-hearted way about all the silly lunchtime feasts they might like.

Sarah (con’t)

Eggs and chocolate sauce? No? Hmm… What about fried sawdust and brown sugar?

angie

(giggling)

That’s silly, Aunty Sarah.

sarah

Well, you think of one then. 

samantha

(laughing)

What about… lettuce with 100s and 1000s? Or – jelly beans and…

They go into the house and close the door. (Scene ends with a shot of the closed door.)

7.
int.
aunt’s kitchen 
morning

June 1977

The girls are cooking a special celebration breakfast. The table is laid for four with serviettes, plates, glasses and cutlery. A pretty posy of flowers stands in the middle of the table. Samantha is mixing batter for pancakes: Angie is mashing some bananas.

angie

(laughing)

That was a funny one – but, what about this one. 

Sarah comes to the doorway and leans there watching how happy the girls are with a smile on her face.

angie (con’t)

‘Amanda is asleep in Sunday school. The teacher comes and asks her who created us. Little Johnny behind her wants to help her so he pokes her with a pin. Amanda jumps up and yells ‘God Almighty’. 

Angie passes the bananas to Samantha to add to the mix. She walks to the stove to light it and heat the frypans.

angie (con’t)

The teacher praises her and walks away and Amanda goes back to sleep. Later, she comes back and asks Amanda, “Who is our Saviour?” Again, Johnny helps by poking her with the pin. Amanda jumps and says ‘Jesus Christ’. Again, she is praised and goes back to sleep. 

Samantha reaches up to get the mixed spice and stirs some into the mix. Angie leans back against the bench as Samantha walks over with the mixture and puts it beside the stove.

angie (con’t)

When the teacher comes back again and asks what Eve said when she had her 23rd child, Johnny once again comes to the rescue, poking her with the pin. Amanda jumps and says, “If you poke me with that thing one more time, I’m going to snap it in half.”

Samantha and Angie both double over with laughter. Sarah comes into the room.

sarah

(laughing so hard tears flow from her eyes)

That’s the funniest joke I’ve heard in years, Angie – even if it is a tad off-colour for a girl your age.

The girls both go over and give their aunt a hug, laughing still at the ridiculous joke. 

samantha

Good morning, Aunt Sarah! Sit down – we’re making a special breakfast.

sarah

And what are we celebrating? Who’s the fourth place-setting for?

Samantha smiles as she walks to the stove to begin cooking the pancakes.

samantha

You’ll soon see, Aunty… 

8. 
ext.
outside the front door

same

- KNOCK! KNOCK! - MARG, the children’s social worker, stands outside waiting for the door to be answered.

As the door opens, she tries to smile reassuringly.

sarah

(welcoming smile)

Hi, Marg – what a surprise!

Marg’s smile fades. She reaches out to touch Sarah’s arm.

marg

Hi, Sarah. Sorry to come so early – I thought it best to come as soon as I heard… Can I come in? It isn’t good news.

sarah

(looking worried)

Of course! Come in, the girls are in the kitchen.

The two women stand just inside the door, quietly talking for a moment, until Samantha calls out to them.

samantha (o/s)

Marg! Just in time – come have some breakfast. 

Marg and Sarah smile and shrug as they go into the kitchen.

Angie turns from the sink, dries her hands and smiles at Marg.

angie

Hi, Marg. Are we supposed to be ready to go with you – I thought that appointment was next Tuesday?

sarah

Why don’t we all sit down before…

Sarah’s voice fades away, she looks sadly at the girls. 

The girls look at each other as everyone sits down. Samantha smiles reassuringly at Angie.

marg

(looking uncomfortable)

No, Angie, I’m here for another reason. I’m sorry to have to tell you that your stepfather has passed away.

Marg and Sarah look carefully at each of the girls.

sarah

Are you okay? 

samantha

(smiling)

It’s okay, Aunty. It was his lungs, wasn’t it?

Marg looks surprised at the conversational tone – she’d expected anything but calm acceptance. 

marg

Yes, Samantha – emphysema. How did you – oh, never mind. You and your dreams again? I guess it’s not such a shock for you then.

angie

Well, if that’s all… I think I’ll make a cup of tea – anyone else want one?

marg

Oh, yes, if you’re making one. 

Angie gets up and puts the kettle on. She gets the milk and cups and takes them to the table.

Marg looks to Sarah and raises her eyebrows. Sarah nods.

sarah

Angie, sweetie, please sit down. There’s more to Marg’s visit.

Angie sits and Samantha reaches out and takes her hand.

samantha

Go on, Marg. We’re okay…

Marg quickly looks at the girls, then their aunt - who again nods encouragingly. 

marg

Well… you see… the thing is – oh, there’s no easy way to say this!

Samantha reaches across the table, pats Marg’s hand.

samantha

It really is okay, Marg – just say it.

marg

(gently)

Your mother wants you both to go to the funeral. 

Angie makes as if to stand, but Samantha holds her back.

angie

(panicked)

No! I’m not going anywhere near him. 

samantha

It’s alright, Angie. He can’t hurt you now. It will be okay.

angie

We don’t have to go, do we?

Marg looked even more uncomfortable at this.

marg

Well, that’s why I’m here really, instead of just phoning. It’s out of my hands – if it were up to me – but, someone decided that it would be in your best interests… closure, and all that?

Samantha hugs the now crying Angie to her. Sarah comes around the table to hug them both.

angie

But – she hates us! Why would she want us there. She’s going to try to - 

sarah

No, she won’t Angie! Marg and I will both be with you the whole time – we won’t leave you alone for a second!

Marg looks worried. She fiddles with the cutlery, not sure if she should say more. She takes a deep breath.

marg

Definitely not! She seems a little unbalanced, to be honest. She keeps saying that as you caused it, you should be there at the end. 

Marg stands up to leave. As she picks her bag up, she looks again at the girls with their aunt.

marg (con’t)

I won’t let anyone break up this family unit.

Sarah quickly stands and turns to face Marg.

sarah

What – has someone… No, they wouldn’t let her – 

Marg steps forward and quickly hugs Sarah. The girls hold tight to each other and look fearfully at Marg.

marg

No – please don’t worry! No-one is going to allow her to claim the children back. It’s more likely she’ll have to be committed at the moment, the way she’s talking…

Marg steps around Sarah and kneels down next to the girls, placing a hand softly on each girl’s cheek. 

marg (con’t)

Besides, you’re both old to decide where you want to live now. We won’t even have to go to court… If it had been three years ago – well, it would have been harder. 

Marg stands and turns to smile at Sarah. 

marg (con’t)

I’ll be here Thursday 2pm – we’ll go together, if that’s okay?

sarah

(walking Marg to the door)

Yes, we’ll see you then. Bye for now.

9.
ext.
cemetary

afternoon

As they stand watching the coffin lowered into the hole, Samantha wears a green dress, Angie a white one and Sarah a brown one. 

Alice, standing alone in her black dress, sobs hysterically before turning to look at her daughters. 

alice

(yelling)

This is your doing, Samantha – you always did make things happen when you were crossed. 

Alice comes toward the girls, Sarah stands between her and the girls. Marg grabs hold of Alice’s swinging fist.

Marg

(firmly)

If you want to talk with the girls, calm yourself down!

Alice tries to get around Marg. She stops struggling when Samantha boldly steps from behind Sarah and walks to her side. Marg steps back to stand with Sarah and Angie.

Samantha leans in and whispers into Alice’s ear. 

Alice pulls back from Samantha, terrified.

alice

What are you saying? 

samantha

The last words Desmond spoke to you – his apology to me, to Angie – came too late. He’ll burn in hell – and today, when you kill yourself, you’ll join him. 

Alice backs away from Samantha’s smiling face. 

alice

I have no intention of killing myself today – I’m going to make you and Angie come home with me first. And, if anything happens to me, I’ll make sure everyone knows you did it.

Alice continues backing away while laughing at Samantha. Her heel twists in the ropes at the graveside, she overbalances and falls into the grave. As she lands on the coffin, her head strikes its ornate handle and her neck snaps.

marg

Samantha! Did you – 

Marg and Sarah look at each other, shocked by what has just happened. Sarah slowly turns to Samantha.

sarah

Of course not, Marg – what are you suggesting? You didn’t, did you, Samantha?

Samantha appears dazed, smiles blankly into the distance. She slowly sinks to her knees.

samantha

(softly)

I’m an Angel… 

10. 
int.
annex

morning

4 December 1974

Samantha (same footage as opening of scene 3) is sleeping on a camp bed, tears running down her cheeks.

This time, we see her ‘dream’.

She sits up in her bed, looks over to her sister’s, sees her sleeping.

Desmond stands beside Angie’s bed, turned to face Samantha in hers. He begins undoing his pants. 

Desmond

It doesn’t haf ta be her – ya know it’s you I want. With a body not quite child or woman, you’re an Angel -

samantha

(yells)

Don’t you call me that!

Desmond walks toward Samantha, smiles.

Desmond

If ya wake ‘em up, I’m gonna make ya mother watch – she’ll do whatever I want!

Suddenly, from nowhere, Samantha and Angie’s DADDY appears and stands between Desmond and Samantha. He clicks his fingers and Desmond disappears.

Samantha runs across the annex to hug Daddy.

samantha

Daddy! Where have you been?

Daddy hugs Samantha and pats her back reassuringly.

daddy

Right here, Angel, right here keeping you safe.

samantha

I’ve been so scared without you. I thought you didn’t love me anymore.

daddy

How could I not always love my Angel? Not even death has kept me away from you. I just didn’t want people to keep treating you badly because of your ‘gift’. 

Samantha pulls back in Daddy’s arms to look up into his face.

samantha

Why can I see you now?

daddy

Because I have something very important I need to tell you. I didn’t want you to think you were imagining my voice again…

They hug again and go to sit on Samantha’s bed. Daddy looks over and smiles at Angie.

samantha

Will Desmond… will what I saw just before – will that happen?

Daddy turns toward Samantha and takes her hands in his.

daddy

Don’t be scared, ever again – I’m going to help you make sure he can never hurt you or Angie and then I’m going to make him pay. I had to show you what he wants so you’d know how dangerous it is here for you and Angie now. 

Samantha moves closer to Daddy.  He puts his arm around her.

daddy (con’t)

We have to convince them that you have ‘powers’ so they’ll send you and Angie away to my sister’s. 

Samantha snuggles into Daddy’s shoulder.

samantha

I can’t wait to meet her – mum’s always said we’d never see her…

daddy

We have to get you there first. In a minute, you’re going to wake up and hear them fighting. 

Samantha starts crying, knowing Daddy is about to leave her again. 

daddy

Don’t be scared – you have to go over and fling the door open and warn him that you’ll break his hand if he hits your mother again. After he’s been to the hospital, tell your mother there’s going to be a cyclone in Darwin in a few weeks and Desmond will die in it. She’ll be so scared, she’ll take you to my sister first thing tomorrow. He can’t die in a cyclone – I’m going to make them both suffer much more before he dies.

Samantha looks scared. Daddy looks into her eyes.

samantha

But, I don’t think I can – 

daddy 

You can do it, Samantha. You have to – if you don’t, you’ll be here when he dies and she’ll kill you and your sister… Be really brave and you’ll soon be safe with my sister. I promise.

Daddy leans in and kisses her forehead.

samantha

Will I ever see you again?

daddy

I’m not going to lie to you, Angel – you’ll only see me once more, when I come to tell you Time has finally wounded the heel and your mother. Then you’ll have your own powers to see you through any hard times.

Daddy stands up, helps Samantha into bed. Leans in and kisses her cheek before moving away. 

daddy (con’t)

Trust my sister – you’ll both be so happy with her – and don’t think back to now too often.

samantha

Don’t go, Daddy!

Samantha reaches out to Daddy. He takes her hands for a moment, then places them under the covers.

daddy

I’ll be here as long as you need me: together we’ll wound the heels.
THE END
