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FADE IN:

1. EXT. SERVICE STATION. NIGHT.

An isolated Service Station sits beside a highway, on the

outskirts of an industrial suburb, glowing conspicuously

in the darkness.

A car passes by, but does not stop. After a long moment, a

second car passes by in the opposite direction.

2. INT. SERVICE STATION. NIGHT.

The Service Station shop is brightly illuminated by rows

of fluorescent light and filled with aisles of products:

junk food, magazines (mainly car, tattoo and girlie

magazines), motoring supplies, tools and parts.

MARK (18), a thin, anaemic-looking youth with prominent

ears, sits behind the counter. He wears a white uniform.

A cigarette advertising display, showing the Marlboro Man

on horseback, hangs above his head.

He is extremely bored. A copy of ’Who’ magazine rests on

the counter before him. He leafs idly through it, one hand

propping up his head.

Mark’s boss PETE (56), a short, rotund and weathered man,

emerges from the workshop door behind Mark, wiping his

greasy hands on a rag.

The workshop can be glimpsed over Pete’s shoulder, - the

walls papered with centrefolds featuring topless women.

He tosses the rag into a bin, takes a battered, padded

jacket from a hanger and pulls it on, adding to his bulk.

He addresses Mark.

PETE

You in, or what?

Mark looks up from the magazine.

MARK

Huh?

PETE

The poker game?

Mark looks uncomfortable.
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MARK

Oh.

PETE

Come on - I told the blokes you’d

be there this week for sure.

(pause) About time you met the

fellas - decent bunch of pricks.

Couple of ’em are around your

age.

Mark tries to conceal his lack of enthusiasm.

MARK

Great...

PETE

So, you in?

Mark looks uncomfortable. He searches for an excuse.

MARK

I don’t really know how to play.

PETE

Don’t worry! I’ll teach ya. It’s

all bluff.

MARK

... maybe next week.

Pete’s face reddens. He thinks for a moment.

PETE

I’ll need you to work on, then.

Mark looks confused.

MARK

What?

PETE

If you’re not comin’ to the game

-

MARK

’Work on’?

PETE

Yeah - stick around and close up.

Just ’til nine.

MARK

But, Pete -
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PETE

Look, I’ve been doin’ this shit

for 30 years. You have a go.

Pete lobs the keys to the service station at Mark. They

hit him in the arm and fall to the counter.

Pete turns and walks outside through the automatic doors.

He does not look back.

Mark watches Pete walk to his car, climb in and drive off.

He looks down at the keys, then up at the clock on the

wall. It reads 7pm.

He sighs despondently and brushes the keys to one side.

Reaching under the counter he removes an Engineering

textbook. He opens it and stares at the page, blankly.

Long minutes pass in a SERIES OF DISSOLVES, the silence

broken only by a radio, tuned to a "Golden Oldies" AM

station with the volume turned down low. "Get A Little

Dirt On Your Hands" by 60s group The Delltones plays.

A mosquito lands on the open textbook. Mark watches it for

a moment before flipping the book shut, crushing the

insect.

Outside, a black vintage muscle car pulls up alongside a

petrol bowser. Mark does not notice it.

Mark opens the book again - there is a red and black smear

where the mosquito was.

The automatic doors slide open.

DANIEL (18), a well-built, dark-haired young man, enters

and approaches the counter with a vague air of menace

about him.

Mark looks up. He recognises his customer.

MARK

Hi... Daniel?

Daniel stares and shakes his head blankly. Mark prompts

him.

MARK (CONT’D)

Mark.

Daniel squints at Mark - recognition slowly registers.

DANIEL

Oh... yeah. "Wingnut".

The memory of this high school nickname makes Mark flinch.
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MARK

I haven’t seen you since Year 10.

What you been doin’?

By way of explanation, Daniel produces a handgun from the

waistband of his jeans and points it at Mark.

The blood drains from Mark’s face and his eyes widen as he

regards the weapon.

Daniel pulls a cloth bag from his back pocket and holds it

out to Mark, then jerks the gun at the cash register.

MARK (CONT’D)

Aw, come on Daniel, I can’t -

Daniel bangs the fist holding the gun once on the counter,

cutting off Mark’s protests.

Mark jumps and takes the bag with trembling hands. He

opens the till and rapidly transfers the day’s meagre

takings. He thrusts the bag back at Daniel.

MARK

Okay...?

Daniel shakes his head.

DANIEL

You know me. You’re coming with

me.

MARK

What?!

DANIEL

Lock up.

Daniel cocks the gun.

Mark moves awkwardly out from behind the counter.

Daniel jerks the gun toward the automatic doors and

marches Mark outside at gunpoint pausing to wait for Mark

as he locks the doors.

3. EXT. SERVICE STATION. NIGHT.

They walk to Daniel’s car, a big 70s Valiant sedan.

Daniel tosses his keys to Mark, who fumbles and drops

them, hurriedly bending down to retrieve them from the

ground.
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DANIEL

Drive.

Mark stares at Daniel blankly.

MARK

I haven’t got my license... yet.

Daniel rolls his eyes and blinks slowly, contemptuously.

DANIEL

Get in.

Mark opens the driver’s door and reluctantly slides in

behind the wheel.

4. INT. CAR. NIGHT.

Daniel sits in the front passenger seat, the gun trained

lazily on his hostage.

Mark closes the door and stares nervously at Daniel.

DANIEL

Let’s go.

MARK

Where to?

DANIEL

I’ll let you know.

Mark turns the key in the ignition. After one or two

tries, the car roars into life.

Mark slowly accelerates away from the service station.

He watches it recede in the rear-view mirror, then

re-focuses his eyes on the road ahead. He swallows hard.

The car begins to struggle against the upper reaches of

first gear.

DANIEL

Change gears!

Mark grinds the gears as he changes jerkily from first to

second.

DANIEL (CONT’D)

Use the clutch, dickwit.

They drive, and soon reach the limits of second gear.
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DANIEL

Change!

Mark changes gears again, slightly more smoothly this

time.

They drive in silence for several moments, as the sickly

yellow/orange glow of sodium streetlights washes

rhythmically over their faces.

Daniel’s eyes are fixed on the road ahead, but he keeps

the gun pointed squarely at Mark’s ribs.

Mark’s eyes flit nervously from the road to the gun and to

Daniel’s face.

Finally, Daniel breaks the heavy silence.

DANIEL

Right here.

Mark obediently swings the wheel.

MARK

Where are we going?

Daniel is silent. The car’s engine protests against the

gears again.

DANIEL

Change.

Mark changes gears distractedly. He is scared. He clears

his throat.

MARK

I won’t tell anyone about this...

DANIEL

Pig’s arse you won’t. You

remember why I left school?

Mark shakes his head.

DANIEL (CONT’D)

I got expelled. For stealing

twenty bucks from Mrs. Shepherd’s

purse...

He looks at Mark, accusingly.

DANIEL (CONT’D)

...someone dobbed me in.

Mark looks nervous - he tries to avoid Daniel’s gaze while

Daniel watches for any sign of guilt in Mark’s eyes.
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The engine begins to race again. Mark changes gear. He

appears to be getting the hang of it.

MARK

I don’t care about any of this. I

won’t turn you in. I promise.

Just...

Daniel cuts him off, sharply.

DANIEL

Hey - didn’t you faint once

during assembly and piss your

pants?

Mark is silent, humiliated. Daniel goads him by laughing.

Daniel produces a pack of cigarettes from his jacket

pocket, puts one in his mouth, then offers the pack to

Mark.

Mark shakes his head. Daniel shrugs, lights up, blows

smoke out the side window.

DANIEL

Face it, Wingnut, you’re a loser!

Look at me. I left school when I

was fifteen - now I’m fuckin’ Ned

Kelly! This is skilled labour,

mate! A bloody eight year old

could do your job!

Daniel laughs at his own observation.

DANIEL (CONT’D)

Turn right here, Wingnut.

Mark turns the car obediently.

DANIEL (CONT’D)

Hey, Wingnut. Y’got a girlfriend?

MARK

No.

DANIEL

What ever happened to that

Melanie chick from school?

MARK

W-who?

DANIEL

Y’know - Melanie! Melanie by name

and ’melony’ by nature?

Daniel cups his hands in front of his chest, indicating

that Melanie was large-breasted.
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DANIEL (CONT’D)

Didn’t you used to fancy her?

Mark is silent.

DANIEL (CONT’D)

She said you pashed her once and

shot your load in your dacks!

Mark’s silence condemns him. Daniel laughs.

DANIEL

Said you were walkin’ around the

rest of the night with a big wet

spot on the front of your pants.

Daniel taps Mark’s crotch with the barrel of his gun.

DANIEL

Bit of a hair-trigger, there, eh?

Mark lurches reflexively, doubling over and taking his

eyes off the road.

Daniel cries out, panicked. The cigarette flies from his

mouth.

DANIEL

Shit! Watch it!

Mark looks up and reflexively wrenches the wheel sideways,

just in time to avoid ramming into the back of a parked

car.

Daniel throws his hands over his face in terror as the car

swerves sickeningly, tyres screeching.

Beside him, Mark has his eyes fixed on the road and his

hands firmly on the wheel, which he wrestles from right to

left and back again.

The car levels out, then stalls.

Daniel exhales loudly, struggling to regain his composure.

DANIEL

Look where you’re bloody going!

We coulda died!

Mark turns the key. The starter motor will not catch.

After several tries he looks helplessly at Daniel, who

picks his cigarette from the floor and tosses it out the

window.

He turns to Mark, pissed off.
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DANIEL

Jeez, you’re a loser.

Daniel stares at Mark appraisingly for a long moment, then

lifts the gun until it is level with Mark’s temple. He

grins evilly.

DANIEL

Say it.

MARK

Say what?

DANIEL

Say "I’m a loser".

Mark is terrified.

DANIEL

Say it, Wingnut!

Daniel jabs the gun at Mark, connecting lightly with his

temple but hard enough make him yelp with fright.

DANIEL

"I’m a loser!" Say it!

MARK

I’m a..... loser.

Daniel withdraws the gun from Mark’s head. Mark is

shaking.

DANIEL

You’ll never get anywhere with an

attitude like that, mate.

Mark looks outside. There are vacant lots, factories,

workshops and very few streetlights. It is extremely

isolated and creepy.

DANIEL

Well. S’pose we’ll have to do it

here, then. (pause) Out.

Mark breaks down and begins pleading.

MARK

Daniel... I... I... just let me

go. Please! I...

Daniel is unmoved, cold as ice.

DANIEL

Come on. Out.
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MARK

Daniel... please...

DANIEL

Now.

MARK

Please, Daniel... just let me -

DANIEL

Out.

Mark grabs Daniel’s arm, babbling hysterically. He closes

his eyes and covers his ears to block out Daniel’s

shouting.

’FLASH’ CUT TO:

5. EXT. CAR. NIGHT. (MARK’S FANTASY)

Mark has a quick ’premonition’ of his own death - he

cowers on all fours on the road in front of Daniel’s

parked car, illuminated by the headlights.

Daniel steps out of the darkness into the glow of the

headlights.

He stands over Mark, presses the gun against the back of

his head and squeezes the trigger. On the "boom" of the

gun discharging -

’FLASH’ CUT BACK TO:

6. INT. CAR. NIGHT.

Daniel is still yelling at Mark.

Suddenly, Mark snaps, reflexively lashing out at Daniel

with his fist, catching him unawares with a powerful blow

to the side of his head, which stuns him.

Daniel drops the gun to the floor of the car. It bounces

and lands on Mark’s side.

Mark reaches down and snatches up the weapon. He holds it

in shaking, white-knuckled hands and thrusts it in

Daniel’s face.

Daniel looks at the gun, still recovering from the blow,

and laughs woozily.

DANIEL

Go on, ya gutless loser, I dare

ya.
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Mark squeezes his eyes shut and pulls the trigger. It

clicks harmlessly.

Mark opens his eyes and looks at Daniel, who grins at him.

Mark frowns and scrutinizes the gun. It is a very good

replica - the end of the barrel is sealed.

Daniel shrugs sheepishly.

Mark drops the gun and punches Daniel hard in the nose.

Mark cracks - he grabs Daniel by the hair and frenziedly

and repeatedly bashes his head against the dashboard with

adrenalin-fuelled strength.

Daniel screams and tries to defend himself, but his cry is

cut off abruptly and he quickly goes limp.

The car rocks violently as Mark continues to drive

Daniel’s head into the dashboard.

Daniel’s blood begins to spatter Mark, the upholstery and

the windows, but Mark seems oblivious.

He screams with each impact - an insane mantra.

Exhausted, he finally lets go of Daniel’s hair. Daniel’s

body slumps against the bloodied dashboard.

Mark emerges slowly from his psychotic trance. He looks

down at Daniel’s inert form with wide eyes.

Mark is strangely serene. He blinks very slowly.

Suddenly, the muffled sound of a mobile phone ring tone

startles him. The tune is the theme from "The Godfather."

The ringing continues. Mark searches through Daniel’s

pockets until he finds the phone.

He grabs it, opens the door and bursts from the car.

7. EXT. STREET. NIGHT.

Mark runs away from the car, down the middle of the road,

his face and white uniform spattered with blood.

He disappears into the darkness.
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8. INT. HOUSE. NIGHT.

Mark’s boss, Pete, holds a telephone receiver to his ear,

listening to it ring.

He hangs up and turns to a group of three POKER PLAYERS,

seated around a large circular dining table.

Two of them are around Pete’s age. The other one is young,

around Mark’s age.

They are in the middle of a game. Cards, coins, empty beer

cans and overflowing ashtrays litter the table.

PETE

Where the hell are they? I told

Daniel to get him here by eight

thirty...

POKER PLAYER 1 (O/S)

Probably off somewhere pullin’

each other’s dicks.

The other Men laugh crudely.

POKER PLAYER 3 (O/S)

Told you it was a dickheaded

idea.

PETE

I’ll smack his friggin’ head

in...

He picks up the phone receiver and dials again. A recorded

message answers.

RECORDING (ON PHONE)

The person you are calling is

unavailable -

POKER PLAYER 1 (O/S)

(to Pete) You in, or what?

FADE OUT.


