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1.

LOGLINE 

Morgan was never ambivalent about her gender 
orientation:at the age of four she announced that she 
intended to growup to become a man, just like her brother. 
As an adulttransman, however, the death of his father 
sends him on avoyage of self-discovery and heterosexual 
Christen, hislove interest, is on a fast ride along the 
sexuality-
gender continuum. 

SYNOPSIS

As a twenty-three year old female-to male transexual 
looking for a meaningful relationship, Morgan hits thewall 
and realizes that there is more to becoming a manthan 
injecting testosterone, getting himself a manly chestand 
packing a prosthetic. The death of his father and alove 
entanglement with Christen, a detective sergeant inthe 
australian Police Force, a heterosexual who is twelveyears 
his senior, propel Morgan on a journey of self-
discovery as he, and Christen, redefine what it means tobe 
a man.

---------
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FADE IN:

EXT. BRISBANE - AUSTRALIA - PETROL STATION - LATE EVENING 

MORGAN - curly hair cut in a manly style, pencil-thin 
goatee, wiry and fit - some 18 months into 
Testosteronehormone therapy and 12 weeks post chest 
reconstruction.*She* is a lanky 23 year old, female-to-
male transsexual.

Work shirt hanging over a pair of classic cut Levy’s andas 
dusty as his work boots, MORGAN has just come off hisshift 
at a nearby construction site. He is filling up thetank of 
an old pickup truck. Head cocked, he glances atthe group 
of TRUCKERS who, bottle in hand, are kickingback by the 
huge rigs parked diagonally to the shop. 
Morgan pulls the nozzle out, shakes it, returns it to 
theholder. Loose-limbed and rangy, he strides inside the 
shop.

INT. PETROL STATION - SHOP - NIGHT 

Behind the counter a bright and cheery CASHIER cracks 
asmile at Morgan. He pulls two crinkled $20 notes out 
ofhis jeans pocket and smoothes them out on the counter 
withthe flat of his hand.

CASHIER 
That’ll be $34.50, sir. Long dayat work?

MORGAN 
(pleasant)

An OK day made longer by rounds 
of beer at the pub. A mate’s 
justgot engaged, so -

Cashier gives Morgan an appraising look, flashes a 
freshsmile, as she flicks her hair away from her face.

CASHIER 
Lemme guess - office work’s not 
your thing. Correct?

MORGAN 
Correct.

(pats his shirt 
front and grins)

That’s no office dirt on me. 

Cashier locks eyes with him.

MORGAN(CONT’D) 
Construction site up the road.

CASHIER 
That huge one beyond the bridge?

Morgan nods. Cashier looks impressed. An R’n’B tune 
floatsdown from one of the truck’s cabin.
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Morgan and the cashier briefly observe the men through 
theshop’s window. Tattooed, and bulky, greasy caps jammed 
over shaggy hair, the truckers are setting up a game of cards.

I’m Tani.
CASHIER O/S 

Morgan returns his attention to the cashier. She points 
toher name tag and rings up the transaction.

Gotta name?
CASHIER (CONT’D)

MORGAN 
Oh yeah! My mamma made sure of 
that. Morgan.

Nice.
CASHIER

MORGAN 
Maybe. What’s in a name, anyway?Say ... which 
way to the Men’s?

The cashier slides the change toward Morgan’s hand. 
Shelooks at him quizzically. He hesitates, drops the coins 
inhis jeans pocket, looks about to say something. 
Instead,he smiles awkwardly, tweaks his goatee. Clears his 
throat.

MORGAN 
So ... which way to the Men’s?

The cashier points through the glass. 

CASHIER 
On the other side of the rigs. 
Next to the workshop. Won’t needa key.

A flutter of concern on Morgan’s face. He tweaks his 
goatee again, taps his wallet against the palm of his 
hand,as if undecided, but slips it into his back pocket.

MORGAN 
Sweet. Thanks.

Again distracted by the truckers’ antics on the other 
sideof the glass panes, he doesn’t see the cashier’s 
wistfulexpression. Abruptly, he wheels around and cocks 
his headtowards the truckers.

MORGAN 
You’re cool on your own?
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CASHIER 
You bet! They’re loud, but 
they’re OK. Big teddy bears, mostof them. Real 
sweet of you to
ask, though.

MORGAN 
OK. See ya later.

He pushes the door open, strides past the group of 
men,avoids eye contact. Near the workshop, he hesitates.

TRUCK DRIVER #1 O/S 
(gruff)

For the johns, it’s the door 
that’s got the stickers on it.

Morgan spins around to face the voice. 

MORGAN 
Gotcha. Thanks.

He walks to the door that’s splattered with promo 
stickerslike Havoline Adds More Life to Your Car. The 
danglinglock is only held up by one screw. Morgan feels 
the insidewall for the light switch.

TRUCK DRIVER #1 
No lock. No light.

Morgan backs away from the door. 

TRUCK DRIVER #1 
(CONT’D)Whassup? You afraid of the 
dark?

A couple of truckers look up from the card game and 
giveMorgan the once over. Increasingly uncomfortable, he 
glances back towards the shop.

TRUCK DRIVER #2 
(dealing cards)

Maybe the boy don’t got night 
vision. Don’t like pissing in 
thedark.

TRUCK DRIVER #3 
Don’t wanna spray his boots.

TRUCK DRIVER #4 
Maybe likes to check what he’s 
palmin’ first. 5 card draw. 7 
card stud.

Another trucker, perched high on the cabin steps, is 
tattooing his knuckle with a bottle of ink and a needle.He 
looks up.
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TRUCK DRIVER #4 
C’mon you, faggots. Why don’t youstart figurin’ 
what’s in your ownhand.

TRUCK DRIVER #3 
Yeah, you lot! Let’s get this 
fuckin’ round going!

The first trucker points to a nearby shrub with his bottle. 

TRUCK DRIVER #1If it’d be 
me, I’d point andshoot at 
that there bush.

B&W strobe

MORGAN 
Nah ... that’s cool. Can wait.

Subtitle: Morgan - 23 years old - Brisbane - Australia 

He walks back to his pick up. The trucker leers at him 
andcalls out.

TRUCK DRIVER #1 
O/SAnd one bum-boy trotting off!

Morgan tenses up his shoulders, but keeps walking. 

MORGAN 
(to himself) 

Whatever, sad ass!

He climbs into his pickup. 

INT. PETROL STATION - SHOP - NIGHT 

The cashier is attending to new customer. 

A door slams O/S 

Cashier looks through the glass just as Morgan 
settlesbehind the wheel. A little smile breaks on her lips 
as shereturns her attention to the customer in front of 
her.

INT. PETROL STATION - PICKUP CABIN - NIGHT 

Hands hard on the steering wheel, jaws clenched, 
Morgansqueezes his eyes shut.

MORGAN 
(mutters)

Pin-dick asshole!
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EXT. PETROL STATION - NIGHT 

Seconds later, the old pickup truck coughs to life 
andslowly pulls away. The men have returned to the card 
game.All but Trucker #1 who follows Morgan’s taillights 
withhis eyes.

EXT. MORGAN’S PICKUP - STREETS - NIGHT 

Little traffic on the road. 

Edgy, Morgan turns the knob on the old radio. 

Tinny Rock music fills the cabin O/S 

Morgan eases back into the seat, adjusts the seat beltover 
his chest and the fly of his jeans. Fingers of onehand 
rapping the steering wheel, he shifts gears and 
accelerates.

Insert: speedometer hand stuck on 20 kph 

He glances into the rearview mirror. 

Insert : the light rack and white hood of a police car.

MORGAN 
Oh, fuckin’ hell!

He lifts his foot off the accelerator. His eyes dart tothe 
dusty speedometer.

Insert: speedometer hand still stuck on 20 kph. 

Morgan slaps the dashboard to loosen the speedo hand. 
Tense, he glances again in the rearview mirror.

Flashing blue, red, and orange lights swirl slowly atopthe 
police car.

Oh fuck!
MORGAN 

INT. POLICE STATION - LOCKUP - NIGHT 

A burly Pacific Islander YOUTH paces inside the 
enclosure.Clad in jeans that hang under his bum and T 
shirt, he 
swings his head drowsily. Suddenly, he throws himself 
against the wall. Bouncing back, he grabs the bars of 
thecell with two hands and hits his head against them 
andagain. He is silent and methodical.

EXT. MORGAN’S PICKUP - STREETS - NIGHT 

Eyes trained on the rearview mirror, Morgan is tense. 

Police siren O/S
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MORGAN 
(mutters)

All right. Here we go again. 
(singsongs)

"This ID says F for Female, 
youngman. Please step out of your 
vehicle."

INT. POLICE STATION - LOCKUP - NIGHT 

Three POLICEMEN rush into the cell to restrain the youth.A 
third one snaps on latex gloves. Constable JONES pullsthe 
youth’s head away from the bars while the other prieshis 
hands off. The third cop tackles him sideways thoughit is 
clear that, in a bid to not hurt the boy, the copsare not 
using maximum force. Though genetically thickset,the 
youth’s strength is that of a demented man. He dragsthe 
three cops to the floor.

EXT. MORGAN’S PICKUP - STREETS - NIGHT 

The police car pulls away to overtake Morgan. Windows 
down,he has a clear glimpse of the driver, DS CHRISTEN 
JENSEN.Swedish blond hair pulled back, high cheekbones, 
communication device plugged to her ear. The car 
zoomsahead in full alert mode. Morgan pumps the air with 
hisfist and whoops in relief.

MORGAN
Wooo-hoo!! Go get’ em, girl! 

INT. POLICE STATION - LOCK UP - NIGHT

The duty DOCTOR arrives as the youth is being 
restrained,face down, against the concrete the floor. The 
cops arebreathing hard. Constable Jones, a fresh face, 
still hashis arm around the boy’s neck while the other two 
keep himpinned down.

DOCTOR 
What’s the story?

CONSTABLE JONES 
He literally attacked the bars, 
Doc. Wouldn’t let go of ’em.

DOCTOR 
Flip ’im over.

Though unfocused, the youth still thrashes about. He 
hitsone of the cops across the nose. The cops tighten 
theirhold. The doctor checks the boy’s vital signs. He 
palpatesaround the forehead gash.

DOCTOR 
Nasty business. Did that all by 
himself?
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POLICEMAN #2 
Sure did, Doc. Like the big boy 
that he is.

POLICEMAN #3 
He just lost it!

POLICEMAN #2 
He went for the bars like a bullat the gates.

The doctor lifts the white bone carving from the youth’s neck. 

DOCTOR 
You mean, like a Samoan bull at 
the gate.

The cops chuckle. The doctor tilts his chin at 
ConstableJones.

DOCTOR 
I’d let go of his neck altogetherif I were you. 
Wouldn’t look goodon camera.

Constable Jones scoots away from the youth, as if 
justbitten by a Taipan. The boy’s head thuds dully on the 
concrete floor. The doctor prepares an injection.

DOCTOR 
Keep ’im steady, lads, or don’t 
blame me if I needle the wrong guy.

EXT. POLICE STATION - PARKING LOT 

Police siren approaches O/S 

Light rack ablaze with gyrating swirls of blue red 
andorange, the white police car enters the parking lot at 
theback of the station and skids to a halt near the 
entrance.The siren stops, lights off. Tall and athletic, 
dressed inwhite shirt and tie, chevrons on the epaulettes, 
dark bluepants, Detective Sergeant Christen Jensen strides 
into thestation.

DS CHRISTEN JENSEN 
So what’s the story? Who’s the 
collar?

DUTY OFFICER 
Came in at 19.32. Ten minutes ago.That’s when 
we patched you. It’sJones who brought him in. 
Samoankid

DS CHRISTEN JENSEN 
Jones? The new guy? Is the boss in?
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DUTY OFFICER 
Couldn’t raise him, that’s why wepatched you. 
Tag, you’re it.

Lucky me.
DS CHRISTEN JENSEN 

INT. POLICE STATION - LOCK UP - NIGHT

The lock-up area is empty except for the youth still 
sprawled on the cell floor. The doctor flashes a lightinto 
his pupils as Christen squats near the youth’s 
shoulders. She sniffs a couple of times.

DS CHRISTEN JENSEN 
He reeks of petrol, for god’s 
sakes. A chromer?

DOCTOR 
I’d say! That’s the no-brainer. 
Question is: what’s he doing in 
lock- up?

DS CHRISTEN JENSEN 
If that’s the question, what’s 
the answer?

The doctor shrugs, lifts the boy by the armpits and, 
together with Christen, they drag him to a bench and 
prophim against the wall. Still shaky, nostrils irritated 
andrunny, the boy slumps to one side. The doctor rights 
himup. The boy mumbles something obscure and swats away 
thedoctor’s hand. Christen leaves. The doctor begins 
dressingthe youth’s wound.

INT. POLICE STATION - PRIVATE OFFICE - NIGHT 

Christen is face-to-face with young Constable Jones.

DS CHRISTEN JENSEN 
You ran out of prac time the 
second you hit this locker room,Jones. No 
simulations here! A 
high on solvents aggravated by 
the anxiety of being locked up -just as good as 
jamming a 
firecracker up that kid’s ass andstanding by 
for the explosion.
How old is he, Jones?

CONSTABLE JONES 
His ID checks him at 18.
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DS CHRISTEN JENSEN 
No way!

(intense) 
An 18 year old be a real 
friendless son of a bitch to 
keepgassing himself for a high 
whilehis buddies do E, weed and 
booze. (glares) 
What you’ve brought in, Jones, isa 
juvenile.

CONSTABLE JONES 
But his ID says -

Taller than the man, she moves into his space. 

DS CHRISTEN JENSEN 
Screw the ID, Jones! Think for 
yourself! In the state he’s in, 
that boy could’ve had a cardiac 
arrest. You’ve just flat-footed 
your way into an inquiry, 
Constable Jones.

Constable Jones is stricken. Christen softens. 

DS CHRISTEN JENSEN
OK, look --

(shakes her head)
The kid’s fine, that’s the good 
news. The bad news is that I’ve 
got to report the incident. 
Can’tdance around an in-house 
inquiry,but it could’ve been much 
worse
for you. 

INT. POLICE STATION TOILET - NIGHT

Christen pushes the door to the women’s toilet and gripsthe 
washbasin with 2 hands. She breathes in deeply, 
splashes water over her face. Grim, she peers into the mirror.

INT. MORGAN’S BATHROOM - NIGHT 

Morgan turns on ceiling light, undoes his fly, shuffleshis 
feet, slides a plastic peeing device right against 
theurethra, under the glans of the cheap prosthetic 
devicethat he packs. He relaxes his shoulders and sighs. 
Theflow of urine arcs towards the middle of the bowl.

EXT. CORNER OF ORCHARD - AFTERNOON 

DAN, in his 30s, is Morgan and Jarryd’s father. He is 
astrapping outdoors man in his khaki work clothes as 
heswings 7 year old Morgan by the wrists. Morgan 
squealswith delight. Dan lowers her gently to the ground. 
Shecatches a glimpse of 10 year old Jarryd behind the 
chickencoop. She sneaks up on him.
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EXT. SIDE OF A CHICKEN COOP - AFTERNOON 

Jarryd is peeing over a flower bed. Morgan imitates 
hisposition legs apart. She pushes down her shorts and 
knickers. Eyes scrunches in absolute concentration, 
shereleases her bladder. The initial flicker of euphoria 
isimmediately replaced by one of panic. Morgan has wet 
herself.

JARRYD 
(laughs)

You dork! You peed your pants! 

He runs back to Dan. 

B & W strobe: Morgan with soggy pants around her ankles. 

SUBTITLE: Morgan - 7 years old - Tullah - Tasmania 

EXT. ORCHARD - AFTERNOON (CONT’D)

JARRYD 
(beaming)

Dad! Should’ve seen her. She 
tried to do it like me. So 
funny.She’ll never get over that 
one!

A look of concern crosses Dan’s brow. He swings Jarrydatop 
his shoulders.

DAN 
Let’s go over and what say we 
tell her that no one’s ever diedfrom peeing 
standing up?

INT. MORGAN’S BATHROOM - NIGHT (CONT’D) 

A couple of pictures are stuck around the edge of the 
bathroom mirror. One of them is of DAN, her father, and 
14year old Morgan side by side. They are flying a 
yellowTiger Moth model airplane.

Morgan peers into the mirror, pats his cheeks. 

MORGAN 
Like the doc said. Acne and 
headaches piss off after the 
Testosterone settles. Second 
puberty’s toast.

(tweaks goatee) 

He slips a tentative hand under his T shirt to palpate 
theirregular contour of his chest scars.
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MORGAN 
So, Mirror, Mirror on the wall: 
What’s a man, huh?

(slams a pretend buzzer) 
Whoever packs a dick and got no 
boobs? Correct!

He strikes a Michael Jackson crotch-grabbing pose, 
grinsand reaches inside the cabinet to pull out a box -
syringes, needles and ampoules.

B&W strobe: jeans around the ankles, pink prosthetic 
dangling, he holds up an ampoule of Testosterone. He 
flicks at it a couple of times, draws it inside the 
syringe, pops an ice cube out of a nearby plastic tray. 
Herubs it on the outer edge of his thigh.

SUBTITLE: Morgan - 6 months post chest-op 

Morgan injects, caps the syringe, tosses it in the bin 
andapplies a ball of cotton to the needled prick.

EXT. TASMANIA - PINE FORREST - LAKE ROSEBERRY - EARLY MORNING 

Dense pine forest in Cradle Mountain. 

The lake sparkling through pine branches is inviting. 
Awhip bird calls out at regular intervals.

Dan surveys the canopy of trees as he walks barefoot onthe 
well traveled trail a couple of steps behind MARY, hiswife. 
Thin and blond, somewhat washed-out, even in hercasual 
gear she looks too starched.

4 year old Morgan and 7 year old JARRYD run ahead 
towardsthe shallow cove.

MARY 
Don’t you go into the water, youhear? Morgan?

Sun-tipped brown curls bounce prettily around Morgan’sface. 
A healthy child used to the outdoors. She squealswith 
delight, as she runs ankle-deep into the water.

MARY 
Dan, look at her, will you? I 
didn’t bring them any change of 
clothes.

DAN 
It’s only water, for god’s sake.

MARY 
That water’s freezing. If she 
gets sick, it’ll be me who’ll 
have to stay home to look after her.
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Morgan splashes about in the shallows. 

MARY 
Morgan! Come back here this minute.

Morgan runs back to her mother to stand drenched and 
shivering in front of her.

MARY 
Look at you, shaking like a half-drowned pup!

DAN 
Mary, don’t spoil the moment. Shecan wear 
Jarryd’s top for now.

JARRYD 
Why you want me to give her my 
stuff all the time? It’s not my 
fault she’s wet.

DAN 
(warns)

You look after your sister, 
Jarryd. And there’s no need to 
make a face.

Mary pulls the soggy dress over Morgan’s head, and 
rubsher down vigorously with the sarong she’s pulled 
out ofher bag.

MARY 
I wish you’d use your head a bitmore --

Mary!
DAN 

Mary slips Jarryd’s sweatshirt above Morgan’s head. 
Morganbeams.

MORGAN 
Jarryd smells different from me.

(nose buried in 
sweatshirt)That’s a good smell.

Jarryd shrugs and stomps away. 

B/W strobe: Morgan, nose buried in Jarryd’s sweatshirt.

SUBTITLE: Morgan - 4 years old - Lake Roseberry - Tasmania. 

INT. INSIDE MAIN TENT - NIGHT 

Morgan is still wearing Jarryd’s sweatshirt. She 
rummagesthrough a tote bag, pulls out a pair of girl’s 
underwear.She reaches in again and pulls out a pair of her 
brother’s.Her face lights up.
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She glances at the tent flap, slips on the Y-fronts. 

MARY O/S 
Morgan, you’d better be in bed bythe time I get 
there.

Morgan gets inside her sleeping bag. 

MORGAN 
(calls out)

I’m in, Mum. Tuck me in? 

The beam of a flashlight dances by the tent flap. 
Marycrawls in and tucks in Morgan.

Morgan tosses and turns until her fingers poke through 
theY-front opening.

MORGAN 
My weeny.

(giggles) 
Jar has a weeny and I have a 
weeny, too.

EXT. OUTSIDE THE MAIN TENT - MIDDAY 

Morgan watches her mother’s fingers, shiny with 
scales,grubby with blood, as she cleans out fresh fish. 
Immaculateand starched in her matching shorts and blouse, 
she
appears disconnected from the moment. 

MORGAN 
Careful, Mom, you almost cut hischin.

MARY 
A fish is not a he. And it 
doesn’t have a chin.

MORGAN 
(pokes under the 
fish’s mouth)

So what’s that? I say it’s a chin. 

Mary frowns.

MARY 
Why’re you so stubborn, Morgan 
Maddock? Jarryd’s not half as 
stubborn as you.

MORGAN 
He’s a boy. That’s much better 
than being a girl.

Mary flicks bits of fish gut off her fingers and scrapsthe 
cutting board.
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MARY 
(sighs deeply)

Can’t argue that point. 

Morgan flops on the sandy ground and picks up the stickshe 
has begun whittling with a blunt blade. An old digestof 
Native American folklore is at her feet.

MORGAN 
When I grow up, I’ll be a chamumand I’ll 
collect lots of things 
and beads and lots of bone bits 
to make necklaces for all my 
girlfriends. I’ll make one for 
you too, Mom.

MARY 
That’s sweet thing to say, Morry,but what’s a 
chamum?

MORGAN 
He fixes up people when they’re 
sick. He smokes a peace pipe andhe goes to the 
sweat lodge.

MARY 
Oh, but you can’t be a shaman. Ashaman is 
always a man.

MORGAN 
When I’m all grown up, I’ll be achamum and I’ll 
be a man, too.
Like Daddy and Jarryd. 

B/W strobe: Morgan whittling. An old children’s digest 
ofIndian folklore is at her feet.

INT. MORGAN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Jeans still around his ankles, he hobbles to his bed, 
kicks off his jeans and flops down on his stomach. 
Secondslater, he reaches for a pillow and pushes it under 
hiships. He humps the pillow slowly, rhythmically.

Fantasy Montage 

The shifting sensual image of a blonde woman, 
ChristenJensen, naked under Morgan. She kisses him 
passionately.He rubs her breasts. She grips his buttocks. 
He moans. Thehumping become more focused.

Eyes shielded by the crook of his elbow, post 
orgasmic,Morgan is breathing hard.

EXT. ORCHARD - EARLY MORNING 

SUBTITLE: Tullah-Tasmania - 10 years earlier
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Morgan, 13, tears through the orchard on a trail bike. 
Shezigzags between trees, pops a wheelie by the chicken 
coop.She ducks under branches until one rips open the top 
ofher head. She falls off the bike, touches her head. 
Bloodgushes and smears. She staggers towards the house.

EXT. VERANDAH - THE MADDOCK HOUSE - AFTERNOON 

Mary looks up from her reading and runs to Morgan. 

INT. FRONT SEATS OF DUSTY SEDAN - AFTERNOON 

Mary drives down a narrow and windy mountain road. 
Sheglances nervously at the blood stained towel that 
Morganis holding to her head.

MARY 
Keep applying pressure, Morry, 
and breathe, nice and easy. We’realmost there.

INT. COUNTRY DOCTOR’S SURGERY - AFTERNOON 

The elderly doctor palpates the gash. Morgan winces.

DOCTOR 
A huge patch of hair has to comeoff.

Mary’s hand flies to her mouth in horror 

DOCTOR 
The best bet is to shave her headoff totally. In 
terms of
aesthetics, she won’t look as mangy. 

Morgan grins.

EXT. GARDEN PARTY - THE MADDOCK HOUSE - AFTERNOON 

B/W strobe 

Morgan leans forward to blow the 14 candles on the cake. 
Along pale scar parts her number 1 buzz above her left 
temple. Jarryd peeks comically from behind her 
shoulder.They look like brothers. Off to the side, Mary 
looks atMorgan with a pinched look on her face.

SUBTITLE: Morgan - 14 years old - Tullah - Tasmania 

Dan brings out a resplendent model of the Spirit of 
StLouis. A a red bow is tied to the rudder.

DAN 
(kisses Morgan on 
the forehead)

Happy birthday from Dad.
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Morgan drags him by the hand. 

MORGAN 
Let’s fly it right now.

INT. MORGAN’S HALLWAY - NIGHT 

23 year old Morgan grabs a big, black leather jacket froma 
rack by the front door. He bounces his keys in his 
hand,checks his pocket for his wallet and slams the door 
shutbehind him.

INT. MORGAN’S TEEN BEDROOM - EVENING 

Fresh out of the shower and bare-breasted, Morgan fills 
acondom with gobs of hair gel. She checks for desired 
firmness, ties a knot, wipes the condom and tucks it 
inside her underwear.

B/W strobe 

She slips on a pair of jeans and adjusts the position 
ofthe condom.

SUBTITLE: Morgan 16 years old - Hobart - Tasmania 

Morgan binds her small breasts firmly, puts on a dark 
sweatshirt and pats the binding. Jeans rolled up 1 
inchabove scuffed Docs, she pulls on the laces of her 
cherryred Doc Martens.

She runs a hand through her hair, adjusts her crotch 
onelast time and on the way out, throws on the flight 
jacketthat hangs by the door. The large patch of a white 
Trojanhelmet and the letters S.H.A.R.P. adorn the back.

EXT. INNER CITY PARK - HOBART - TASMANIA - NIGHT 

A frosty wind blows across the park. Four Skinheads 
lurkpartly hidden by a clump of trees.

MORGAN - black flight jacket

T-Rex - 19 years old - S.H.A.R.P. flight jacket -
jeansrolled up 1 inch above black Converse.

BAG - new recruit - 16 years old - short and stocky -
palefreshly shaved head.

JIMMY - shaved head. 

Morgan suckles a cigarette too close to the filter. 

Twice the caw of a crow O/S



18.

T-REX 
The signal! Flick that fag away,Morgan, my 
buddy. Bag, you readyto give that racist scum 
his justdeserves?

BAG 
Standin’ by, Boss.

Bag snaps his suspenders over his chest. Snap. Snap. 
Morgan runs a tentative thumb under her own suspenders.She 
snaps hers, too, in a manly display.

She notices a movement in the shadows. Their mark has 
justemerged. The man is in his early 20s. Dark slacks and 
athick jacket.

T-REX 
(gruffly)

Boot-scootin’ time! Jimmy, you 
and me, we move into that two-
menpincer thing and Kurt closes in 
from behind and Morgan -

MORGAN 
(pointing)

What the fuck! A chick. 

Jimmy blows on his fingers as he peers through the 
darkness of the park. The target holds out his hand 
andspins the girl into a hug.

T-REX 
His bitch. Never mind. Two for 
the price of one.

(ferret grin) 
Let’s just not hit her in the 
jugs, huh?

MORGAN
Rex - we got no beef with her. 

The couple approaches. The girl is cold. Her jeans are 
lowon her hips and her midriff top is tight over her 
breasts.She clings to her boyfriend for warmth.

T-REX 
She hangs with him means she’s 
got the same racist views he’s 
got. Am I right or am I right?

MORGAN 
Guilty by association? That’s notone of our Four 
Points of Challenge.

Jimmy glances nervously from T-Rex to Morgan as she 
movesout of the shadows.
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MORGAN 
(over shoulder)

Watch me spook ’em the hell 
outtahere. T-Rex, I just gotta do 
it.

She leaps out of shadows, waving her arms about. 

MORGAN 
Off our fucken turf, fuckwads!

The man looks past Morgan and sees the others clumped 
inthe shadows. He takes off running, pulling the girl 
behindhim. Morgan chuckles.

T-REX 
You cunt! What’s with the confusion?

MORGAN 
No confusion. We don’t hit girls.

T-Rex’s palm slams hard against Morgan’s chest, forcingher 
to take a step back. Kurt strides towards them.

KURT - 24 years old - leader of the crew - compact body -
angry - black combat trousers - well worn black 
leatherbomber jacket - black Beanie -jeans - a funnel web 
spider’rampant’ is tattooed on the side of his neck -
black DocMartens.

KURT 
What the fuck was the fuck up about?

BAG 
Morgan fucked up. Couldn’t handleit.

MORGAN 
Shut your trap, pin-dick.

She socks him hard on the shoulder. 

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
We’ve got no beef with girls.

KURT 
A racist scum’s bitch is as goodas the racist 
scum dick she hangswith.

He grabs Morgan by a wrist and spins her around roughly. 

KURT 
(yanks both her wrists)

He broke our Freddie’s arm, did 
he or did he not?

(MORE)
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KURT (CONT’D) 
(shoves her towards 
a nearby tree)

He wouldn’t have done it if 
Freddie hadn’t been a darkie, 
would he?

MORGAN 
That’s him, not the girl who did it.

Pressed heard against the tree, Morgan stiffens. Kurt 
rubshimself hard against her buttocks.

MORGAN 
Get off me, dude! That’s queer. 
Fuck off!

KURT 
A.R.P. on your bomber means A asin 
Against.

(grinds against her) 
R as in racial. P as in 
Prejudice.That patch on your back 
means
that we crack racist heads. 

Kurt mashes Morgan’s face harder against the tree. Withhis 
free hand, he reaches inside his fly.

KURT 
Like in the army.

(sucks in air) 
Another guy’s cum on your ass -
and everyone knows you rolled 
over like a girlie girl.

Chin hard against the back of Morgan’s head, Kurt 
grimacesin orgasm. He moves away, she lunges at him but 
misses.She jogs into the shadows. Jaw tight, T-Rex follows 
herwith his eyes. Fists hard, he glares back at Kurt. 
Jimmyand Bag shuffle awkwardly.

T-REX 
This is not the fucken army, Kurt.

(finger hard 
against Kurt’s chest)

You do that to me, I kill you. 

Kurt flicks off T-Rex’s hand and walks away rubbing 
hiscrotch with the one hand, giving T-Rex the finger with 
theother.

INT. GAY BAR - NIGHT 

23 year old Morgan walks into the bar. Laser beams 
cutthrough the smoke. Pumped up techno beats. The pub is 
infull swing. A man greets each male with a handful of 
freecondoms. Morgan slips them in his jacket pocket. 
Oppositehim, a woman hands out dental dams to the female 
patrons.
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Bears in their leather harnesses, bare-chested, short-
haired boys, lipstick dykes in miniskirts and big-
bummedones in manly gear cavort around the PlayStation 
area.

PlayStation sounds 0/S 

Morgan is at the controls of a high energy cop chase 
arcade game, schooner of beer at hand’s reach.

The cop car’s siren is shrill, lights swirl, engine revand 
roar, tires shriek.

A cute GUY eyes Morgan and makes his way towards him. 
Hehovers at Morgan’s shoulder and watches the end of 
thepursuit, participating with all the appropriate non 
verbals. Once the game’s over, the guy squats near 
Morganto whisper in his ear. Morgan looks at him 
thoughtfully.He stands up, lifts the guy gently to his 
feet. The guysmiles. Head cocked, Morgan smiles back. The 
moment ofsexual tension is very brief. Morgan takes a step 
back.

MORGAN 
Sorry, man but I’m not gay.

GAY MAN 
So why you fuckin’ around here? 
Stick to your own play pens, youjerk.

INT. THE MADDOCK HOUSE - KITCHEN - MORNING 

MORGAN - a couple of years earlier - collar length 
curlybrown hair - work shirt with front pockets - combat 
trousers - boots. Her hair fluffy around the ears, she 
hasthe androgynous look of a young lesbian.

MARY - 46 - skirt and blouse - apron - comfortable 
women’ssandals.

The air is thick with tension. Morgan dips her knees 
tolook into Mary’s eyes.

MARY 
(outraged)

How dare you even think about 
such a horrid thing! A 
mastectomy?You don’t even have 
cancer! Haveyou gone totally mad?

MORGAN 
Mom, it’s not like a mastectomy.It’s a chest 
reconstruction with -
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MARY 
Women have breasts, Morgan. No 
exception. You’ve never been a 
boy. You’ll never be a man, no 
matter how you plan to mutilate 
yourself!Deal with reality, Morgan!

MORGAN 
I’m not a girl. Never was. 
Reality is that you just don’t 
want to see who I really am. WhatI 
really am. Breasts! Won’t evenneed 
them to breast-feed ’cause 
there’s no way I’m ever gonna 
getpregnant. Mom, you hear?

(more gently) 
I am in the wrong body, mom! 
Please, try to understand!

B/W strobe 

Morgan undoes the buttons of her shirt to reveal a 
veryfirm sport bra mashing her breasts flat.

MORGAN 
I’ll look the same as I do now. 
No one will know.

Mary looks away. Morgan insists, shoulders hunched, 
headcocked to the side, hands shoved inside her pockets.

MORGAN 
I’m not going to let any birth 
defect stick to me like flies toa pot of jam. 
Mom, look at me!

She steps forward. 

MORGAN 
If you looked at me, Mom, reallylook at me, 
you’d agree that I’mjust as good as Jarryd. You 
should be proud of me ’cause I’mnot gonna go 
under like you did.I’m going to free myself of 
thissad joke of a body, of this ....this 
transvestite body.

Mary is too flummoxed to move. Morgan bends her knees 
tohug her.

MORGAN 
(softly)

I am Jarryd’s brother and I 
needyou to love me for who I 
really
am. Or not at all. 

Mary shrugs off the hug.



23.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
Here’s the deal: when I visit 
after my surgery - you learn to 
love me like you love Jarryd or Iwon’t come 
ever back.

Mary’s mouth is hard.

MARY 
Your darling father who’s so 
goodat condoning your lunacies, 
instead of helping you grow up, 
he’s helped you cultivate that 
disease inside your head.

(pats Morgan’s 
shirt front)

You’re asking too much of me, 
Morgan. If you go ahead with 
thathorrid mutilation - I’ll have 
lost my daughter and it’ll be 
beyond me to love a freak.

Jaws clenched, Morgan watches her disappear in the 
hallway.Silent tears spill over.

INT. BRISBANE AUSTRALIA - BEDROOM - MORNING

JO - short for Joanna, is 22 years old. She’s tall andthin, 
reed-like. Large gray eyes peer from under unevenstrands 
of razor cut hair. Seattle Sound grunge is herstyle -
along with clothes that are frayed, faded and
laddered. 

Her lover, MADDY, is 25 years old, 5ft6, small 
breasted.Short red hair stands on end. In spite of the lip 
loopthat splits her bottom lip, a smattering of freckles 
makeher appear younger than she is, but what sets her a 
partfrom most women is the chiseled physique of a 
professionalathlete.

They make love, slowly. Body wrapped around Maddy like 
avine, Jo moans against Maddy’s lips.

The tinkle of a bell 0/S

MADDY 
(drowsily)

The bell on the gate. Heard it? 

JO 
Who’re you expecting?

MADDY 
Only Christen - but like, not 
before lunch.

JO 
Can’t you just let it go -
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MADDY 
Babe, let me up.

MORGAN’S VOICE O/S 
Still in bed, you two?

Jo sits bolt upright, sheet up under her chin, as if 
expecting the intruder to pole vault in through the window.

JO 
(eyes slitted)

What the fuck! 

MORGAN 
Maddy? Jo? You in there? It’s 
me - Morgan.

Butt naked, Jo jumps out of bed. 

EXT. FACADE OF COTTAGE - MORNING 

Jo is framed by the window.

JO 
Yo, Morgan! When d’you get back?

MORGAN 
(bright smile)

Couple days ago. Thought it was 
time I looked up my best 
girlfriends.

INT. COTTAGE LIVING ROOM - WORKING-CLASS DYKE MEMORABILIA
-MORNING 

Jo is tucked inside a huge beanbag. Seated cross-legged 
onthe carpet, Maddy leans back against its side. Morgan 
isbeer in hand, knees open wide in the basic male sofa-
slouch.

MORGAN 
(hand flat on his chest)

So, what’ve you two been up to? 

JO 
Up and down and everywhere.

MADDY 
Morgan, when’s your next climb?

MORGAN 
Real soon but not soon enough. 
Nothing better than hanging 
upside down under a ledge like apossum on a 
wire, with all that
air under you. But - breaking 
news, girls! Meet Mor, The-Hard-Hat-Man.
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JO 
The hard what man?

MORGAN 
There’s this construction site 
near Sandgate. The money’s real 
sweet and I’m the dude in one of’em big-ass 
milkshake trucks.

Maddy and Jo look at him fuzzily. 

JO 
Milkshake truck? Mr Whippy?

MORGAN
P-lease! I’m talking about a 
cement mixing truck. Five 
hundredclean buckaroos in hand. 
Every 
week. Anyway, why the question 
about my next climb, Mad?

(grins) 
Wanna larry for me?

Morgan takes a swig of beer, teases the goatee that 
ismanly enough to absolve the permanent absence of a 5 
o’clock shadow and other body hair.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
All things equal, what with thosepowerful arms 
of yours and you’renot butt heavy, you’d soon 
get
the hang of hand jams and smears,even the 
short-ass that you are.

MADDY 
Not everyone needs to be of the 
string bean variety, like you andJo.

MORGAN 
True, but if you and Jo morphed 
into one, you’d have the perfectclimber’s body.

Morgan and Maddy turn to Jo, reed-like, long legged 
insideher black stove-pipe jeans.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
Hey, Reed Girl! What’ve you got 
to say for yourself, huh?

Jo rolls her eyes to the ceiling.
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MADDY 
You’ve missed out on one massivemoment.

(taps the side of 
the bean bag)

Miss Reed, other here, she gaveme the fright of a 
lifetime.

How’s that?
MORGAN

JO 
It’s history.

(links arms around knees)Got a bit lost in 
my own plot. Nobig deal.

Concern in Morgan’s eyes. 

MORGAN 
Hey, buddy, it’s me. What came down?

JO 
OK, I’ll give you a taste. It allstarted that 
one night when I 
totally blew a fuse. After that,I figured I 
needed to process
life solo.

MORGAN 
Process what life?

INT. THE BREMMER RESIDENCE - AFTERNOON 

The large house is packed with antique furnishings. 
Itspells out money and refinement.

JO’S VOICE 0/S 
(softly)

Mama? Are you in your room? 

16 year old Jo is in the navy blue uniform of a 
privategirls’ school. School bag slung over a shoulder, 
she
pushes open the heavy wooden door of her mother’s 
bedroom.Behind her - the landing of a grand staircase.

SUBTITLE: Jo - 16 years old - Toowoomba - Queensland -
Australia

Jo’s mother, ISABELLE, is a handsome woman reclining 
languidly against pillows. Her hair, is as dark as thesilk 
of her kimono. She is appears asleep.

INSERT 

A moist stain on the silk cover lies darkly under the 
syringe dropped by Isabelle’s hand. On the night stand: 
4empty vials of morphine.
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INT. COTTAGE LIVING ROOM - MIDDAY (CONT) 

Jo shrugs.

JO 
Whatever! The thing is that 
Mother’s suicide, and the years 
that preceded, got all twisted 
inmy head. Got so bad, I had to 
give Maddy up.

(glances at Maddy) 
Her as well as everything else.

She gets up to rifle through stacks of CDs, slides in a disc. 

MADDY 
What really happened is that thepolice found Jo 
in a park. Livingrough is not an offense here 
andshe stayed there close to 4 months.

KATIE MELUA’S VOICE 
0/SMy aphrodisiac is you.

MORGAN 
(dismissive)

You slept in a park? 

JO 
Actually, I slept under a tree. 
In the garden of a house where noone lived.

MORGAN 
Day in, day out in the streets? 
You’re one mad chick, Jo.

MADDY 
See, baby? Even your best bud 
thinks that was a weird mental 
thing to do.

Singing along with the lyrics, Jo lifts Maddy to her 
feetand leads her into a hip to hip shuffle.

JO 
(to Maddy)

Crazy for you! 
(to Morgan)

Night in, night out in the 
garden.Real safe. Daytime, I was 
in thepark.

MORGAN 
You could’ve been thumped on thehead right in 
the middle of yourbest dream.
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JO 
Easy, buddy. Don’t you come in 
with the big bro act and blast me!I survived.

EXT. RIVER BANK - NEW FARM PARK - MORNING 

6 months earlier

Anorexic-thin, Jo faces down river, one hand shielding 
hereyes from the bright blue empty sky.

JO 
Gone, all gone.

Carefully, she balances herself - one foot at a time likea 
tightrope walker - feeling each river rock under 
herrubber-soled Converse. Some 50 meters down stream, a 
yellow and black sign warns of submerged power lines.

JO 
Everything goes away. Gone.

When the water laps against the rubber strip of her 
soles,she stands still. She looks across to the big houses 
onthe bank and she looks unblinking into the blank sky. 
Armsoutstretched, eyes closed, she inches further down 
stream.Deep and deeper towards the middle of the river.

INT. COTTAGE LIVING ROOM - MIDDAY (CONT) 

Jo, still dancing leads Maddy tow the kitchen, opens 
thefridge door.

And now what?
MORGAN

JO 
Thursdays, 5 to 6.30, I’m with
Cornelia-the shrink. She helps mereset my brain. 

(counts on her fingers)
I don’t blow cones anymore. And,see? Maddy and me, 
we’re sweet.

She’s fine.
MADDY 

EXT. CORNER OF AN ABANDONED GARDEN - NIGHT 

Jo’s hair is matted. She’s haggard. Her fingernails 
aregrimy. Her dungarees are stained. Topless, she plunges 
atiny sliver of soap into a bucket and attempts to 
washherself.

SUBTITLE: Jo - 96 days of living rough.
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INT. COTTAGE LIVING ROOM - WORKING-CLASS DYKE 
MEMORABILIACLUTTER - MIDDAY

Jo cradles tree beer cans, drops one on Morgan’s lap, 
hands one over to Maddy, perches on sofa armrest and 
pullsthe tab off her can.

JO 
That it? I’m only just fine?

MADDY 
You’re safe. You’re still hangingwith me. All 
good.

She kneels down and, in an well-rehearsed move, Jo throwsa 
leg over Maddy’s shoulders.

MADDY 
Ready or not, here comes! Hi-ho,Silver-Jo!

She straightens to full height, lifting up Jo close to 
theceiling.

Morgan splutters a mouthful of beer at the sight of 
Jo,long legs folded around Maddy like a carapace, as she 
tries to gulp down her beer. The girls adlib on a Bob 
Dylan ditty.

JO 
Frog went a-courtin’ and she 
didride - uh-huh,

(very loud) 
with a crop and a whip by her 
side, uh-huh.

Maddy prances and bucks. 

JO AND MADDY 
She rode up to Miss Maddy’s door.Uh-huh. Huh-
huh.

Maddy looks ready to topple Jo on top of Morgan’s lap 
who’s laughing hard.

MORGAN 
(waves his hands)

Nah! Can’t breathe! 

His laugh is high pitched for a male. Jo holds on to 
Maddy’s hair while she dismounts.

MADDY 
Why don’t you guys get a life, 
huh? Buzz off to the garden the 
two of you. I need to get a few 
things done before Christen getshere.
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MORGAN 
Christen, who?

Jo pats Morgan’s chest affectionately. As they walk 
towards the back door, she wraps a sisterly arm around 
hisshoulders.

JO 
None other than Detective
Sergeant Christen Jensen. The copwho found me. 

MADDY 
She’s the police person who keptme in the loop 
while you cut outon me.

JO 
The same Dick Sergeant who stillthinks Maddy’s 
the one female onthe planet who can cure her 
fromlife-long heterosexuality.

She bats her eyelashes comically. 

JO (CONT’D) 
As if there weren’t enough dykesin the 
Queensland police force.

MORGAN 
(grins)

I’ll be damned, but you guys 
areeven crazier than last time I 
washere.

EXT. CORNER OF COTTAGE BACKYARD - MIDDAY 

Jo and Morgan are taking apart a PVC chaise lounge. 

INT/EXT COTTAGE KITCHEN - MIDDAY 

DS CHRISTEN JENSEN - High cheekbones - mid thirties -
athletic - Swedish blond hair in a loose ponytail. 
Shelooks more like Nordic ranger in her cargo shorts and 
hiking boots than a Detective Sergeant in the police force.

In tank top and shorts, Maddy is preparing a plate of 
sandwiches.

CHRISTEN sets a bottle of wine on the kitchen counter. 
Asshe turns to Maddy for a hug, she peers into the garden.

CHRISTEN 
Who’s the toy boy busy 
dismantling your lounge chair?
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MADDY 
(moves out of the hug)

Toy boy! Spoken like a true 
olderwoman, Chris.

CHRISTEN 
Honey, to someone his age, I canonly be an 
older woman. So, how 
young is this young male?

MADDY 
Younger than me. Younger than Jo,but only by a 
couple of months.

CHRISTEN 
Needs to bulk up a bit but he 
looks fit.

MADDY 
He’s a rock climbing.

CHRISTEN 
A rock rat! Sexy. Got a name? A 
story?

MADDY 
Morgan. No story. Jo’s buddy fromway back.

MADDY 
(peers at Christen)

I thought you were off guys 
sinceus.

CHRISTEN 
Since us? You mean since the onefuck on the 
stairs and a couple 
of unconsummated threesomes withJo’s ghost in 
bed with us?

Maddy turns away and peers through the kitchen window. 

INT. TOP OF LANDING - COTTAGE - AFTERNOON 

Subtitles: 6 months earlier 

Maddy and Christen, in bikinis and sarongs, are back 
fromthe beach. Maddy leads the way as they climb the 
stairs tothe living room.

CHRISTEN 
(softly)

Maddy? I’m still feeling it, 
youknow.

Maddy stops abruptly. Christen bumps against her.
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Feeling what?
MADDY 

Round blue eyes scrutinize Christen’s face. 

CHRISTEN 
I’ve tried to shake it off, likeyou said, but -
-

MADDY 
Awh, look, we’ve already had
this conversation. 

Maddy turns away.

CHRISTEN 
No, wait. I know you’re still 
hung up on Jo. My timing’s all 
wrong, I know that too, but -

MADDY 
(flatly)

But you still wanna get inside 
mypants.

CHRISTEN 
I’d like to make love to you.

Maddy peers into Christen’s face. The Swedish-blond 
hair,high cheekbones and tawny complexion are beguiling. 
Thumbssoft against Christen’s neck, Maddy breathes in her 
scent,shakes her head to clear her mind, but resigned to 
theinevitable, she kisses Christen. She slides her hand 
against Christen’s stomach.

B&W strobe: Christen nuzzles and licks the hollow of 
Maddy’s throat.

SUBTITLES: Christen’s 1st lesbian moment. 

INT. COTTAGE KITCHEN - MIDDAY (CONT)

MADDY 
Why don’t you go and introduce 
yourself. Can do?

Watch me.
CHRISTEN 

INT/EXT - COTTAGE BACKYARD - MIDDAY 

Maddy observes the trio through the kitchen window. 

Christen walks up to Jo and Morgan who are still 
fiddlingwith the PVC tubes. She meets Morgan’s gaze and 
shakes hishand firmly. He grins back. She hugs Jo.
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Maddy inhales deeply, slowly. She loosens her shouldersand, 
sandwich platter in one hand, bottles of beer in 
between the fingers of the other, she bounds down the 
backsteps to join them.

EXT. CORNER OF COTTAGE BACKYARD - LATE EVENING 

Jo’s black jeans are in a heap on the lawn, at the foot 
ofthe lounge chair, along with Maddy’s tank top.

Jo’s top is rucked up above her small breasts. Her 
longbody is entwined around Maddy like a vine.

MADDY 
It’s so good not having that 
lounge creak anymore when we’re 
out here like, making love.

JO It was Morgan’s idea to sand downthe connecting 
bits to keep themfrom creaking.

MADDY 
Good man! What would you think ofa thing 
happening between him andChristen?

Is there one?
JO

MADDY 
Just a thought.

JO 
A good thought or a bad thought?

MADDY 
(edges)

An in-between thought. But on 
thetopic of noticing - did you 
notice anything different while 
you were inside me?

Jo runs her hand over Maddy’s shoulder and down her 
chiseled arm.

Like what?
JO

MADDY 
Like you know penetration’s not 
my thing, but there I was 
breaking into a bit of a rhythm,and you didn’t 
even notice?
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JO 
(teasing)

Oh, that? It happened just 
afterthat awesome tongue play of 
mineafter I switched to manual -

MADDY 
(chides)

Spoken like a true mechanic. Butin 
this household, Babe, I’m it.

Maddy gets up from under Jo. With a lighter grabbed fromthe 
garden table, she lights a handful of candles 
scattered around the lounge chair. She pulls Jo back to her.

MADDY 
Last Thursday, how did it go withBernice-the 
shrink?

JO 
Same old, same old. It 
boomerangsback to how I resented 
Mother forher death wish.

(struggles on) 
She thinks that Mom would, most 
likely, have been very 
distressedat the thought of her 
cancer 
spreading, at the thought of 
killing herself and at the 
thought of abandoning me in 
thisway. But while all that was 
goinginside her head, there was me, 
totally disregarding her 
reality,thinking only about myself 
and
hating her for her dependence 
onthe vodka etc.

MADDY 
Is Bernice saying that your 
resentment is like a selfish sortof thing?

JO 
Selfish and needy. I was so
caught up in my own fears that Inever stopped 
to think how
horrible it had be for her 
doubting the remission of her 
cancer, and being damn well awarethat she was 
becoming unhinged.

INT. BRENNER RESIDENCE - LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON 

ISABELLE’s eyes are closed. Her hands are folded over 
thespine of a hard book cover. She is a handsome, well 
groomed woman. Tall and thin, she is elegant in a 
blacksilk kimono. Her eyes are gray. Coltishly thin in her 
hockey uniform, Jo plops on the velvet green sofa.
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SUBTITLE : Jo - 15 years old 

JO 
So, what d’you say, Mama? A walkin the garden 
and I tell you allabout I scored the best puck
-

Montage: Jo chatters away. Isabelle is interested at 
firstbut, at some point, her non verbals close up.

Oblivious to the change, Jo traces the shimmers of 
thesilk gown stretched over her mother’s legs. 
Isabelle’sface is tight. Jo stands up, holding out a 
gallant hand.

JO 
Shall we do the garden rounds, myLady?

ISABELLE 
Not just now, Jo. In fact, I’m 
feeling a little weary after allthis chattering.

Jo peers at her mother, realizes too late that she 
hadbecome careless at some point in the conversation.

JO 
(softly)

Mama, would you like me to get 
you anything? Earl Grey? Rum 
andraisin ice cream?

Isabelle cannot harness the energy that it would 
requirefor her to alter the course of the next few minutes.

ISABELLE 
No, dear. Maybe you should just 
leave me alone for now.

Beads of sweat break on her forehead. Jo turns to leavethe 
room.

ISABELLE 
And where would you be off to soeagerly?

The voice is cutting, cold and nasty. Jo knows not to 
lookat her mother, not now.

JO 
To my room to start on my homework.

Isabelle’s jaw is clenched. Her voice rises and the 
tonebecomes strident.
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ISABELLE 
Can’t wait to get away from me? 
Not that I’m gonna hang around 
for ever, you know!

Jo flinches. The symptomatic vulgarity in her mother’s 
speech is the indicator that she is having another ’episode’.

Jo absorbs herself in the intricate patterns of the 
brushwood floor at the edge of the rug.

Insert: Jo’s fingers hovering over 4 vials of morphine ina 
cigar box.

JO 
(hopeful)

Mama, tell me what you’d like. 

ISABELLE 
(icily)

A vodka tonic, Joanna! 

INT. BRENNER RESIDENCE - LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON

Jo carefully sets a tall glass and a bowl of nuts on 
thecoffee table. She walks away. Isabelle calls out from 
thesofa.

ISABELLE 
(icily)

How’s that, girl? You hand-feed 
monkeys at the zoo, and dogs 
andcats, but you can’t bring 
yourself to hand your mother 
herglass?

Isabelle snatches the glass, hurls it at Jo who watches 
itspin in slow motion. She jumps backwards as the glass 
splinters on the brushwood floor.

ISABELLE 
(screams)

Don’t just stand there. Pick up 
the fuckin’ glass!

Mouth twisted, Isabelle glares at her daughter. 

ISABELLE 
Wipe that stupid look off your 
face and pick it all up. To the 
last shard, you hear me?

INT. CHRISTEN’S LIVING ROOM - EVENING 

PHONE rings a few times O/S 

Remnants of a box of chocolate litter the coffee 
table.Christen is chilling on the sofa. She is slow to 
pick up.
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Yay, whassup?
CHRISTEN 

MADDY’S VOICE 
I need a favor.

CHRISTEN 
What type of favor?

MADDY 
Morgan and Jo are stranded at theSt Lucia 
campus. his pickup won’tstart. I’ll have a look 
at it
tomorrow - probably the coil, butthey’re closer 
to you than me. Sowhat say you pick them up and 
weall chill with a pizza-flick 
combo? Or you can choose to stayhome all by 
your lonesome, and 
totally miss out on our company.

CHRISTEN 
What, me foregoing a couch-potatobinge and slow 
death by chocolate?OK, no problem meeting them 
at 
the Swann Street roundabout in 30.By the way, 
that toy boy of Jo’sis really quite sweet.

MADDY 
Pull back those fangs, grandma. 
He’s too young for you.

INT. COTTAGE LIVING ROOM - EVENING

MORGAN - combat pants - Metallica T-shirt over long 
sleeves - boots.

Christen - neat white trousers - electric blue shirt. 

Maddy - track suit over a sleeveless T.

Jo - green dungarees - faded Sound Garden in concert T -
black leather Converse.

Morgan, Jo, Maddy and Christen are picking at pizza 
remains and sipping lager from the bottle.

Christen watches Morgan with a faint smile on her 
lips.Head back, knees wide apart, hand relaxed on his 
thigh, heis the image of the young male home from work. 
Startledout of his beer buzz, he sits up.
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MORGAN 
Hey, guys! That plan of me 
squatting the sofa for the nightis no good. I 
need to be behind 
the wheel of that cement truck by7.30. What 
with my pickup dead as,and here being on the 
opposite
side of town-

Christen straightens up in the armchair.

CHRISTEN 
I can drop you off at your place,if that’s 
makes it easier for your early morning shift.

MORGAN 
Sweet. Yeah, i’ll get a taxi. 
Won’t break the piggy bank from 
my place.

CHRISTEN 
Party’s over, then. Let’s roll!

Yes, M’am!
MORGAN

MADDY 
Spoken like a real cop. Mor, I’llbe there when 
you come off your shift, and we go back to your 
pickup and I give it the kiss oflife and you be 
a free man once
again.

CHRISTEN 
I am a real cop, Maddy. So, 
Morgan, you’re coming or what?

MORGAN 
(jumps to his feet)

Good plan, Maddy. Hell, M’am, 
I’mrea-dy!

Jo rolls her eyes to the ceiling. 

CHRISTEN 
Maybe you are ready, but unless 
you drop the ’M’am’ crap, you’renot coming 
anywhere with me.

Gotcha.

MORGAN 
(amicably)
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EXT. DESERTED STREETS - NIGHT 

Behind the wheel of a Ford Focus, Christen hesitates. 
Alook of indecision flutters on her brow. She hits the 
ONbutton.

RADIO sounds O/S 

She adjusts the volume, pulls off the curb. She 
stealsglances at Morgan. He shifts on his seat tugging 
surreptitiously at his seatbelt.

CHRISTEN 
So, who are you closest to? Yourmom or your dad?

MORGAN 
Dad’s it for me.

CHRISTEN 
Spoken like a true boy.

MORGAN 
It’s more like a no contest, really.

CHRISTEN 
I bet he loves you very much.

MORGAN 
He does, but I didn’t turn out 
tobe

(clears his throat) 
the kind of boy he wanted 
eitherbut, gotta give ’im credit, 
he’snever held that against me. 
Not
like Mom. I’ve always been a 
great disappointment to her.

CHRISTEN 
Oh, surely she’d beg to differ.

MORGAN 
Dad’s good. I’d like to see moreof him, but 
they’re in Tasmania.

His profile is sharp and dark against the streetlights. 

CHRISTEN 
So what’s with your mom?

MORGAN 
Let’s just say that she just 
doesn’t get me, like who I am andwhat I’m about.
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EXT. INNER CITY HOBART - TASMANIA - NIGHT 

MORGAN O/S 
Old story, but I think it all 
started when she found out I washanging with 
the local S.H.A.R.Ps.I was sixteen and -

16 year old Morgan passing as boy, Kurt and T-Rex sport 
awhite Trojan helmet patch on their flight jackets and 
theletters S.H.A.R.P. They’re having a great time gluing 
anti-racism posters.

B&W strobe: Morgan pressed against the tree. Kurt 
rubshimself against her.

INT. DESERTED STREETS - NIGHT 

Sharp?
CHRISTEN

MORGAN 
Skin Heads Against Racism and 
Prejudice.

CHRISTEN 
You, a skin head?

MORGAN 
Playing for the good side but, 
yeah, I was a skin and mom hated it.

CHRISTEN’S VOICE O/SAnd where’s 
your girlfriend now?Left her in Tasmania? In 
Melbourne?

Morgan turns to the window. 

CHRISTEN 
Afraid of giving away too much 
information?

MORGAN 
Nah. It’s just that - You know 
how girls like their man to be 
this way and that way and to 
dress like this and sound like 
that -

He crosses arms over chest. 

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
Let’s just say that I’m looking 
for the girl who’ll love me, inchfor inch, just 
as I am.

Like Jo.
CHRISTEN
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MORGAN 
Yeah, like Jo, if she wasn’t a dyke.

CHRISTEN 
She’s very fond of you.

MORGAN 
And so she should be. I’m a realnice guy.

CHRISTEN 
(pats his knee)

No one’s doubting. How you find 
working on that construction site?

The streets slip in and out in front of the car. 
Morgan’shand rests on his thigh, almost brushing the gear 
stick.Christen glimpses the bulge under the thick 
stitching ofhis fly, just below the seat belt. She clasps 
both handsmore firmly around the steering wheel and rivets 
her eyeson the taillights ahead.

MORGAN 
There’s a couple of real bad 
asses out there on the team, butmost of them 
are OK. What they’vegot is a real freaky sense 
of 
humor and they just spin the samecrap around 
and around as it waschocolate mousse.

CHRISTEN 
Hard hats and cops, not that 
different.

MORGAN 
Except for the hat.

CHRISTEN 
Except for the badge. OK, I’ve 
reached the limit of what’s 
familiar. You navigate me to yourplace?

Morgan guides Christen through a couple of streets to 
leadthem to his apartment building.

INT. LANDING - FRONT DOOR - NIGHT 

Morgan opens the door and moves aside for Christen. 
Herhand brushes his chest.

The furnishings inside the flat are sparse but 
curtainshang on the windows, a handful of framed art 
prints hangon the walls and a bushy pot plant sits 
placidly in thecorner.
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CHRISTEN 
It’s kind of homey in here.

MORGAN
Like someone said - my home is mytemple. 

CHRISTEN 
Same someone who said, ’My body 
is my temple’?

MORGAN 
Probably, but it doesn’t matter 
’cause it’s a load of crap, thatbody-is-a-
temple thing.

His tone brittle tone. 

CHRISTEN 
Why? I didn’t take you for a 
fast-food junkie.

INT. KITCHEN CORNER - NIGHT 

Morgan looks at her, mouth open to speak but changes 
hismind. He shrugs and flips on the jug. Christen 
shufflesabout self-consciously. She spots the toilet 
across thehallway. She points. He nods.

Morgan leans back against the kitchen wall, one hand 
across his chest, the other over his crotch.

MORGAN 
(moans)

Awh - fuck! 

FANTASY MONTAGE

On the sofa, Morgan undoes the buttons of Christen’s 
shirt,slowly, one by one. He licks the hollow of her 
throat, thecorners of her lips and her hair. He inhales 
its fragrance.They kiss lusciously as she holds him hard 
against her.Her hand begins rubbing his crotch. His eyes 
snap open.

INT. KITCHEN CORNER - NIGHT 

Morgan glances at the toilet door. Quickly, he slips ahand 
inside his jeans. In an attempt to clear his thoughts,he 
thumps the back of his head against the kitchen walland 
again.

MORGAN 
(almost whimpers)

Not tonight. Too soon. Too 
fuckensoon.

FANTASY



43. 

Both are naked on the sofa. Back to the camera, 
Christenstraddles Morgan’s hips. She kisses him. He 
caresses herbreasts, rolls on top of her.

TOILET flushed O/S 

Morgan’s eyes snap open. He is breathing hard. He 
quicklypulls his hand out of his jeans.

INT. KITCHEN CORNER - NIGHT 

Morgan washes his hands under the tap. Christen smiles 
until she notices he has prepared neither coffee nor 
drinks. She hesitates. Maybe she should go. She moves toturn 
away but Morgan pulls her against him. She leans intohim and 
nuzzles the soft skin of his neck before pulling back.

INT. TOP OF STAIRS - COTTAGE - AFTERNOON 

Christen peers into Maddy’s face. The wide blue eyes, 
thesmattering of freckles, the silver lip loop. She 
closesher eyes and brings Maddy closer against her.

B&W strobe: Christen nuzzles and licks the hollow of 
Maddy’s throat.

INT. MORGAN’S KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Christen nuzzles his neck. The familiar feel of such asoft 
skin confuses her.

Insert: Christen’s hand over Maddy’s pale breast. 

Christen pushes away from Morgan.

CHRISTEN
Morgan - I need to think about this. 

Mouth hungry for another kiss, he palms his groin, 
justonce, to ease the ache. His jaw is tense. He winces. 
Shetouches his cheek. He swats her off.

CHRISTEN 
(softly)

Can we take a rain check on this? 

MORGAN 
(tightly)

No other way but. 

EXT. DESERTED STREET - INSIDE CHRISTEN’S CAR - NIGHT

Christen sits in darkness. Head back against the seat, 
shemoans to herself.

CHRISTEN 
Oh baby - if you’re half as hot 
in bed as you are standing up -
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She exhales forcefully, surveys the street through 
tintedwindows. Quiet, dark. Eyes closed, she undoes the 
rivetsof her fly to slip a hand inside her jeans.

INT. MORGAN’S BATHROOM - NIGHT 

Christen is at the sink in Morgan’s bathroom, fresheningup. 
She wipes her face with a couple of tissues. She findsthe 
trash can on the other side of the console.

Insert: syringe fallen over discarded stuff. 

Christen sees it but doesn’t pay attention. She drops 
thetissues in the container.

EXT. DESERTED STREET - INSIDE CHRISTEN’S CAR - NIGHT 

Christen stills her hand.

CHRISTEN 
A junkie! Morgan?

She shakes her head. 

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
Nah. Too grounded. Too fucking 
sweet. Most likely diabetic, poorbaby.

Cheshire cat grin. She resumes a slow masturbation. 

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - END OF SHIFT - AFTERNOON 

Construction site for a large apartment complex. 
Trailers,sheds, cranes, erected tilts, already poured 
slabs etc.The site is deserted except for the area near a 
freshlypoured area of cement. A concrete mixing truck, a 
polishing machine are parked nearby.

JIM, a workman, is celebrating his 30th birthday -
workman’s shirt and shorts - tanned legs - socks and 
dustywork boots.

ROBERT - thick arms and legs tanned dark - big gut. 

JOHN - burly, non descript. 

The three men and Morgan, hard hats atop their heads, 
areseated on concrete bags, stacks of reinforced steel, 
blocks and spools. Enthusiastically, they sing For he’s 
ajolly good fellow. Cans of beer and a foot long spicy 
sausage pierced by 3 candles are the birthday fare.

ROBERT 
Happy big three- 0, buddy. Many 
returns.
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JIM 
Thanks, mate. It’s all up hill 
from here on, ain’t it that whatthey say?

JOHN 
Be it true or be it false, what 
you gotta do is make that here 
sausage be the symbol of many 
great things to come.

The men guffaw and the banter moves off on a tangent. 

ROBERT 
Dunno know how they do it, theseblokes. With 
what I bring home, 
I’m flat out feedin’ my one and 
only kid, what with Arlene not 
workin’ and all. And Gary says 
his wife’s preggers again with 
their fourth kid.

MORGAN 
Some think with their head, dude,others think 
with their dick’s head.

ROBERT 
Spoken like a real Shakespeare, 
young Morgan.

JIM 
Hey, did you read this thing in 
the paper where a kid was born 
last week but like, with no 
eyelids. So, what’s happened is 
that the doctors took the 
foreskin off his dick and made 
him eyelids, right?

ROBERT 
Fuckin’ gross!

JIM 
Yeah, but listen, here’s the 
punchline. You know what that 
makes the kid?

MORGAN 
No idea. Thatta joke or what?

JIM 
That makes him *cockeyed*. Get it?

ROBERT 
Even your birthday’s no excuse 
for a gay joke.
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MORGAN 
I’ll second that and say, "Sad asa sad ass."

JIM 
Ok. Ok, so how about that for a 
better twist: Everyone’ll know 
when he’s been playing Hand-on-
Snaky ’cause his eyes will bug out!

ROBERT 
Best thing for such a limp-dick 
joke is flush it down the john, 
and no looking back.

JOHN 
Here’s something really
interesting on the topic of ding-dongs. D’you 
know that a whale’sdick is about a meter long?

MORGAN 
Yep. Old news!

JOHN 
And d’you know that when it blows,some 300 
gallons of spoof get 
vaporized in the sea?

He pretends to froth a magnum of champagne between his legs. 

JOHN (CONT’D) 
Ladies, here goes blast# 1! 
Wooosh! Sweet flood!

The guys clap and whoop. 

MORGAN 
Did anyone catch that whale 
rescue on the tube last night?

JIM 
Heard it got caught in a shark 
net. Must’ve been blinded by allthat cum 
floating about-

JOHN 
Gross out! Of course, if it was 
300 gallons of MY spoof, I’d 
think twas pretty sweet-

MORGAN 
Pay attention, you mongs, it’s areal tragic 
story. Took six hoursbefore the marine experts 
could
cut him loose.
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ROBERT 
Free Willy III!

Morgan rolls his eyes and stands up. Jim tugs at 
Morgan’spant leg.

JIM 
Hey, Mor! Aren’t you hot inside 
those legs?

ROBERT 
(slaps his char-
grilled thigh)

I reckon young Mor, he don’t 
likehis tender flesh tanned like 
hide.

JIM 
That or he’s got girlie-legs.

Get a life.
MORGAN

JIM 
Look at his fingers. C’mon, 
Morgan, show us!

Obligingly, Morgan flashes his middle finger giving himthe 
bird.

JIM 
See? Long like drumsticks. My betis that he’s 
got a dingdong to 
match. It’d dangle out of his 
shorts if he wore any.

MORGAN 
(joking)

Birthday boy, don’t you go queeron 
me!

ROBERT 
Nothing queer about tried and 
true man-talk. So, what d’you 
reckon, Mor? Who’s right? Me or him?

The banter continues in good humor. Morgan moves to theedge 
of the group. Jim stands up, gathers his gear to leave.

JIM 
Love you, leave you. Can’t keep 
the missus waitin’ for her man.

Unexpectedly, from his position seated on a bag on 
cement,John snaps the back of Morgan’s knee with his boot. 
Morganfalls to the ground and before the others realize 
what hashappened, John is already on top of him, hands 
heavy onMorgan’s shoulders.
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JIM 
Ride ’im, cowboy!

MORGAN 
(winded)

Get off me, you faggot! 

JOHN 
Have a look, you pussies! He 
won’t bite. Free peek at his 
girlie legs.

John pins down Morgan’s arms who is desperately 
strugglingto get away from John.

MORGAN 
Ease up! Joke’s over!

Jim and Robert are buoyed by the rough play. 

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
Get off me, you fucker!

(voice cracks) 
Off! Now!

The side of his boot connects with Robert’s big gut. 

ROBERT 
(growls)

You little fuck! Ok,let’s get 
tothe bottom of what this lad’s 
gotbetween those pant legs.

Insert: Large workers’ hands tug at Morgan’s waist, 
yankthe trousers down and, though it is unintentional, he 
liesexposed.

Awh - fuck! 

What?

JIM 

JOHN

The guys don’t realize that they’re looking at a 
prosthetic.Morgan’s *male genitals* look very weird.

ROBERT 
He’s a sick cunt!

JOHN 
(still straddling)

C’mon you guys. Can’t be that 
puny. Don’t want to bruise the 
boy’s ego or anything.
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ROBERT 
He’s a fucking freak!

(shrill) 
Jee-sus!

JOHN 
(dismounts)

What the fuck’s wrong with him? 

A boot connects against Morgan’s hip. Another, against 
hisside, almost lifting him off the ground. Dust flies.

INT/EXT. FRONT SEAT - POLICE CAR - AFTERNOON 

Young constable Niki Beckett is nervous at the wheel. 
Surreptitiously, she glimpses Christen’s profile. 
Nordicblond hair pulled away from the cheekbones in a neat 
braidis offset by the stark navy-blue of her jacket and 
epaulets.

A JINGLE above the CRACKLE of the comm radio O/S 

Christen pulls out her cell phone.

CHRISTEN 
Maddy? Slow down. What about him?Why not? Why 
won’t he go to the
hospital if -- Wait, wait, wait. 

Christen turns to Niki to speak but brings the cell backto 
her ear.

CHRISTEN 
Mad, how d’you even know he’s 
hurt? The driver said that? OK, 
look, stay put and I’ll --

She listens attentively. 

CHRISTEN(CONT’D) 
I’ll send a car over there and -No? Why not?

Niki notes the tightness of Christen’s tone. 

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
What d’you mean, no cops? I’m a 
cop! So why you’re calling to 
telling me all this?

Christen interrupts the call, leans heavily into the seat. 

NIKI 
Problem, M’am?

CHRISTEN 
Pull up a moment, will you?

Cell phone in hand, she steps out of the car.
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INT/EXT. FRONT SEAT - POLICE CAR (CONT’D) 

Niki watches on as Christen strides away from the 
car,punching numbers on her cell. Pensively, Niki fiddles 
withthe uniform hat Christen has left on the passenger 
seat.She strokes the crown, taps the blue and white 
checkerboardband and gold badge and closes her eyes. 
Leaning against atree, Christen is talking animatedly on 
her cell.

Christen walks back to the car, taps on the window, 
startling Niki. Christen gets back in the car, settles 
thehat back on her lap, seat belt flat against the brass 
buttons of her uniform.

CHRISTEN 
Cop asleep at the wheel. Not a 
good image.

She breaks an easy smile, but Niki looks awkwardly self-
conscious.

All sorted?
NIKI 

CHRISTEN 
(absentmindedly)

All sorted. Now, Niki, what say 
you get wherever it is I’m 
supposed to be, huh? No more 
distractions from me. Promise!

Niki glances at her watch, at the rear-view mirror 
beforepulling off the curb.

NIKI 
Sure thing, M’am. Wouldn’t want 
you late for your opening address.

EXT/INT. COTTAGE - LATE AFTERNOON 

Christen, in uniform, reaches behind a potted plant 
toretrieve the key to Maddy’s front door. She plugs in 
thekettle, looks at her watch, removes her jacket and tie 
andflops on the sofa. She unties her hair and shakes it 
loose.

The tinkle of a little bell O/S 

She looks out of the window. Old DOCTOR MALONEY, craggyand 
stooped in a crumpled suit, is helping Morgan shufflealong. 
Arm braced across his ribs, disheveled and dusty,Morgan 
signals her to hang back.
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MALONEY 
The boy’s 7th and 8th ribs are broken midline.

(cocks an eyebrow) 
Never came across anyone in 
suchpain insisting on doing the 
strapping themselves. He’s a 
hardnut. Stubborn as a mule.

He shrugs at Christen.

MALONEY (CONT’D) 
(sotto voce)

He wouldn’t tell me what’s 
happened look as like a kick to 
the ribs. Not a fall on the job.

(formally) 
Glad to have been of 
assistance,Detective Jensen. I’d 
been owingyou for too long already. 
What
you did that night for my son 
wasmuch appreciated. Eight months 
and 3 weeks ago to the day, it 
was. He’s in rehab now and 
doingwell.

CHRISTEN 
Don’t mention it. We’re even.

Maloney leaves and Christen squats near Morgan. She 
smoothes the dusty front of his shirt, but he stops 
herhand. The movement makes him wince.

CHRISTEN 
Morgan, hey ...easy. Honey, 
what’s happened to you?

She looks at him tenderly. 

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
(tenderly)

Wanna tell me about it? 

INT. MORGAN’S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - NIGHT 

SUBTITLE: 8 days earlier

Morgan’s hand reaches out for hers and pulls her 
againsthim. She wants him, but tries to pull herself back. 
Hekeeps her hard against him. She nuzzles the soft skin 
ofhis neck.

EXT/INT. COTTAGE - LATE AFTERNOON 

Morgan’s jaw is clenched. Christen returns with a dampface 
cloth. His shirt is dusty and blood stained. She 
undoes a button.
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Don’t!

MORGAN 
(gruffly)

His tone makes her testy.

Morgan?
CHRISTEN 

He turns away from her, winces, but keeps his hand 
protectively over his chest.

INT. POLICE STATION - LATE NIGHT 

Christen is working late at the station, but she only 
shuffles papers distractedly. She makes herself anothercup 
of coffee. She riffles through more files, fiddleswith her 
pen until she flings it across the room. She 
leaves, slamming the door behind her.

EXT. DESERTED BEACH - EARLY MORNING 

Christen is kite surfing but it’s not happening for 
her.Too much air under the kite. Angry tension in the 
whitecaps. She pulls up to the sand and lets the kite flop 
likea giant mollusc. She peels off her wet suit and starts 
offon a slow jog.

EXT. CHINA TOWN - MIDDAY 

Heat radiates off the bitumen. Hot bitumen and hot 
exhaustfumes. The words Combat Fighting and Muai-Thai are 
fadedabove the grimy entrance to a basement gym.

CRAIG BAKER comes out massaging his knuckles. Hard andlean 
in a muscle shirt and black jeans, he blinks as hesteps 
onto the bright sidewalk. He swivels to his rightand, 
loose-limbed, ambles past a chinese butchery. Thetattoo of 
a large spider, fangs at the ready, is clearlyvisible on 
his neck. Dressed in civilian clothes, Christeneyeballs 
him.

She nudges Senior Constable MATTHEWS, a non descript, 
faded cop in his fifties.

CHRISTEN 
Nice and punctual. The tatt on 
his neck’s a match. That’s our boy.

She breaks into a trot, closely followed by Senior 
Constable Matthews. Through a quiet side street and a 
narrow intersection, they head off Craig Baker. She 
whipsout a black fold-over wallet to flash her ID.

CHRISTEN(CONT’D) 
DS Jensen. Brisbane Metro. You’reunder arrest 
for multiple rapes
perpetra-
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Craig Baker wheels around and has Senior Constable 
Matthews in his face, badge at the ready. High on 
adrenaline, he dances on the balls of his feet.

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
Baker, you’re under arrest for 
multiple rapes perpetrated in 
this area between the 10th and 
the 12th -

CRAIG BAKER 
Hey! Blondie, why the fuck you inmy fucking 
face for? Desperate
for a blond joke? 

Senior Constable Matthews watches him through slitted eyes.

SC MATTHEWS 
Easy with the short words, youngman. You Craig 
Baker?

CRAIG BAKER 
Old classic, that one, but stillrocks. How can 
you tell if a 
blonde has been using your ’puter?The 
joystick’s still wet.

SC MATTHEWSKnock it off, 
Baker, thecounter’s 
ticking.

CRAIG BAKER 
What? You and her got no sense ofhumor? Well, 
here’s what else youain’t got, and what you 
ain’t gotis you ain’t got nuffin’ on me 
that can stick. So, what say youtake blondie 
over here and give 
it to her nice and hard with theold stiffie, 
huh?

Christen grabs him by the throat. 

CHRISTEN 
Drop the jokes, ass-hole.
Anyone’s gonna get fucked here isyou. Nice and 
hard. Every time 
you hear a blond joke from here 
on, buddy, you will remember me.

SC Matthews eases Craig Baker out Christen’s grip. 
She’sgive him up reluctantly.
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CRAIG BAKER 
You’re dead meat, Blondie, I’ll 
get you for assault. I’m an 
innocent civilian.

(pointing to Matthews) 
Old dick here, he’s my witness. 
Good as gold.

Christen shoves him hard towards Matthews who handcuffs him. 

CHRISTEN 
Dead men don’t rape, Baker. 
You’re toast.

SC Matthews motions Christen to lay off. 

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
Yeah, whatever.

SC MATTHEWS 
Yo, big mouth, what say you get afree ride to 
the station and youcough what you’ve got on 
those 
parking lot rapes that took placeMonday, 
Wednesday add Saturday, 
last week. Between 9 p.m and 3 
a.m. That’d be down the road,
local time.

CRAIG BAKER 
You ain’t listenin’, Off-ee-cer.I’m clean.

INT. CHRISTEN’S KITCHEN - EVENING 

Christen is still in uniform. She pops a frozen slab 
oflasagna inside the microwave.

INT. CHRISTEN’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

A dirty plate and fork on the coffee table, a glass ofwine. 
In her pajamas, Christen stares blindly at a lame 
TVprogram. She scoops out big dollops of ice cream 
straightfrom the tub.

She grabs the cell that’s on the sofa next to a 
leatherbound organizer.

Insert: Morgan entry with a little smiley next to his name. 

She dials his number but hangs up on the last digit. 

PHONE rings O/S on land line. 

Christen nearly jumps out of her skin. She hesitates, 
butgets up to answer the phone.
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MORGAN(O/S) 
Christen? Uh - look, it’s me -
Morgan. I really behaved like a 
prick - last time.

Christen mimes a YES! 

MORGAN(CONT’D) 
I was thinking about you and howI want to make 
it up to to you. Imean, for last time. I mean, 
seeing as I behaved like a real
dick. 

Morgan talks fast, as if afraid to lose his nerve.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
So, Christen, look, if you’re 
OKwith the idea -- My pickup’s 
still out of commission. Turned 
out Maddy had to order a part 
forit, but there’s this pizza 
placejust around the corner and -

(intense) 
Look, Chris, just say you’ll 
jumpin your car and -

INT. CHRISTEN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Christen is quick to change into street clothes, touchesup 
her make up, grabs keys and shoulder-bag. She slamsthe 
door shut behind her.

INT. MORGAN’S FLAT - EVENING 

She knocks on the door. All arms and legs, Morgan standsin 
the middle of the hallway. Christen smiles in spite 
ofherself. When he holds out his hand, she takes it. 
Theyboth stand still as if waiting for a music to start. 
Hemoves in closer. They kiss passionately. She reaches 
forhis belt but pulls herself away. One hand against his 
chest, a finger against the thin rectangular goatee 
thatsplits his chin, she holds him at bay.

I want you.
MORGAN 

CHRISTEN
I know. 

(nuzzles him)
Go get your condoms. 

MORGAN 
(whispers in her hair)Chris, we need to

talk.

CHRISTEN 
Oh no, we don’t. I mean, not now.
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She nuzzles the soft hollow of his neck. 

Insert: strobe of Christen overpowered by the softness 
ofMaddy’s neck.

CHRISTEN 
Talking’s for later. Condoms, 
Morgan.

She urges him, hand inside his back pocket. He steps back. 

CHRISTEN 
Oh, I forgot. Your ribs!

He shakes his head.

MORGAN 
It’s not about my ribs.

Christen is aware of the shift of energy in his body. 

Whassup?
CHRISTEN 

He leads her to the sofa. She tugs at his belt. 

MORGAN 
I don’t have any condoms. Never do.

Her lips twitch in amusement. 

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
I don’t need any.

CHRISTEN 
(laughing)

It’s Sex Ed time for you, young 
stud.

She tugs at him again. 

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
You’re going to tell me that 
you’re a real pro when it comes 
to withdrawing and that you’ll 
take care of everything?

He detaches her fingers from his belt buckle. 

MORGAN 
No, that’s not it.

He lets go of her hand, walks up to a bookshelf and 
bringsback a little frame. He holds it level with 
Christen’s eyes.

INSERT: a younger, pre-op, Morgan. Tall and thin in a 
white T, the camera has caught her leaning out of a window.
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Hair in short curls, she smiles squarely into the 
camera,seemingly amused by something the photographer 
might havesaid.

CHRISTEN 
Great. Why show me this now? Yourgirlfriend? 
Hobart? Melbourne?
Right here in Brisbane? 

He shakes his head and drops in the armchair behind him.

CHRISTEN 
So, who’s the girl, then?

Me.
MORGAN 

Christen’s eyes snap back to Morgan’s face. 

CHRISTEN 
What d’you mean, "me"?

Her lips hold on to the smile, as she peers more 
carefullyat the picture.

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
Your sister, right? Real cute. OK,tell me about 
her and then tell 
me where you hide the Trojans orwhatever brand 
you -

MORGAN 
(voice cracks)

It’s me, Christen, Jarryd’s 
sister. My Brother, jarryd, he 
took the picture. Look, he’s 
never had a sister -- Look, he 
did have a sister, but she 
wasn’t100% a girl. Anyway, she’s 
dead.Not dead dead, but like 
totally
gone - for ever. So now, there’sme, 
as I am.

CHRISTEN 
Morgan, slow down. You’re not 
making any sense.

He shoves his hands deeper inside his pockets. 

MORGAN 
Look, there’s no longer a sisteror a daughter 
in the family, notanymore. There’s jarryd and 
there’s the new me, a better me.A guy, get it?

Christen shakes her head, tucks her legs underneath her.
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CHRISTEN 
Do I get what you’re on about? No.Can’t say 
that I do. OK, look, norush. Just come over 
here and -

MORGAN 
Christen, please. Pay attention.

His smile breaks along with his voice. 

MORGAN 
I’m a transman. Get it?

CHRISTEN 
You can be absolutely anything 
you want, darling boy, but what’sa trans -

Christen’s eyes widen on the dawning that she does 
knowwhat a transman is. She squints at the picture and 
sits up.

You?
CHRISTEN

He cocks his head to one side. 

MORGAN 
Me. Correct. That was taken in 
Melbourne. Two years ago. Just 
before I started on the T.

You’re on -
CHRISTEN

MORGAN 
Testosterone. Hormone therapy.

CHRISTEN 
I do know about androgen 
hormonetherapy. Fuck! Morgan?

(stands up) 
Am I s’posed to believe you’re 
agirl?

MORGAN 
(vehement)

I’m not a girl. Never have been. 
(shoulders hunched)

I was, but only on the surface. 
Amajor packaging error.

CHRISTEN 
Oh, please!

(glares) 
Are you telling me you’re a 
female-to-male transsexual?

Morgan cocks his head.
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MORGAN 
You know about FTMs?

CHRISTEN 
(hard)

I’m a policewoman, for fuck’s 
sake! Of course I know about 
trans people. But if you’re 
asking me if I really know any 
ofthem or know what it’s really about -
no, Morgan, can’t say 
that I do. What’re the odds of 
mecoming across a transsexual? I 
don’t mean, like in the streets.I 
don’t mean like at the police 
station, no. I mean, like in my 
private life? One in a million?

Christen throws the frame at him. Caught off guard, 
hefumbles it. The glass shatters on the floor. She 
stridesto the front door.

MORGAN 
Actually, all in all, these days,it’s about one 
in 20.000.

CHRISTEN 
Why now? Why not tell me before?

He steps in behind her. 

MORGAN 
Not having to tell, that’s what I’m about, Christen.

He grabs her arm but she shakes it free. He shoves 
hishands deep inside his pockets.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
I present as male. I pass! One 
packaging error made right. Not 
every FTM’s that lucky but, for 
me, not having to explain 
anything is my compensation for 
having to live inside a girl’s 
body!

(raps knuckles 
against head)

Hey! Look at me. 
(fist against head 
and heart)

I’ve always been a man in here 
and in there! The only place 
I’venever been a male, not for 
real, (palms his crotch) 
is right here! So the good news 
is you don’t need any fucken 
condoms.
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CHRISTEN 
And there I was thinking you andme, we might 
actually have
something going.

We do.
MORGAN

CHRISTEN 
(pushes him back)

Not anymore. No way I get on 
yourscoreboard as you trophy 
girlfriend!

Morgan tries to hold her back. 

CHRISTEN 
No! Don’t you come near me. I’llsee myself out.

MORGAN 
So the mighty DS Jensen doesn’t 
have the balls to sit and talk 
this through, huh? Or is it thatyou’re afraid 
the freak’s gonna smear himself all over you?

CHRISTEN 
Listen, you!

(finger hard on his 
chest)

You’re fucking right I don’t 
haveballs. I’m a woman, Morgan! 
Difference between you and me 
isthis: me, I don’t need fake 
balls!

Fingers around the doorknob, she hesitates. 

CHRISTEN(CONT’D) 
What about Jo?

MORGAN What about Jo?

CHRISTEN 
Does she know?

He shakes his head.
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MORGAN 
What’s there for her to know 
thatshe doesn’t already know about 
me?My name’s Morgan Maddock - I’m 
23 - Engineering and rock 
climbing are my things - I’m 
thequiet dude next door - She 
knowsabout my music - She knows 
aboutmy work and my studies - She 
likes me - I like her -

(crosses finger 
over index.)

We’re tight. 

Christen struggles to contain a mix of anger, surprise 
anddisgust.

CHRISTEN 
(hard)

I could’ve fallen in love with 
you, Morgan. With you as a man 
orwith you as a woman. Either or. 
But, Morgan, what you are is a 
neither/nor, get it? As for Jo, 
she deserves to know the truth 
about you because there’s only 
two people that matter in her 
life, Maddy and you.

INT. MORGAN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

PHONE rings a few times O/S 

In a tank top and shorts, Morgan snaps out of an 
uneasysleep. He picks up the phone.

JARRYD O/S 
Morry, buddy, look ... there’s some real bad news about
Dad. He... he’s gone. Morry, he died.

MORGAN 
Dad -- dead? Jarryd?

JARRYD 
Morgan, breathe!

Morgan turns on the light but keeps his eyes tightly 
screwed shut.

MORGAN 
I’m fucken breathing but, Dad -
You sure?

JARRYD 
Morry, please! Don’t go goofy onme. Mom called 
a while ago.
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Morgan opens his eyes and jumps out of bed. Phone 
tuckedunder his chin, he pulls up the pants that lay on 
the backof a chair.

MORGAN
So - how could that happen? He’sso healthy. I 
mean -

JARRYD 
His heart just gave up. He was 
not as healthy as we all thought,Morry.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE - BACKROOM - AFTERNOON 

SUBTITLE: Hobart - Tasmania - 4.00 pm 

Tall and rugged, Dan Maddock is stacking crates of 
milkinside the cold room of a convenience store. He drops 
thecrate, grips his chest.

Door chimes O/S 

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE - AFTERNOON

A bread delivery man enters, holding a large plastic 
trayfull of bread buns.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE - BACKROOM - AFTERNOON (CONT’D) 

Dan struggles to his feet only to collapse two steps 
clearof the stockroom.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE - AFTERNOON (CONT’D) 

The delivery man drops his tray. Panicked, he picks upsome 
of the buns scattered on the floor before running toDan 
who is gasping for air.

INT. MORGAN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

MORGAN 
(voice cracks)

So, Mom, how’s she taking it? 

JARRYD 
Same old, same old. Tight as a lid.

MORGAN 
Dad’s died and, Mom, she won’t 
call me?

JARRYD 
Mor, how you gonna play it with 
her at the funeral? She said sheonly wants you 
there if you’re 
gonna come as a ... as Dad’s girl.
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Morgan hangs up the phone and slips on sweatshirt and shoes. 

INT/EXT. DESERTED STREETS - DAWN 

He grabs his leather jacket. Insert: 4.30 A.M on Morgan’s spor

ts watch. 

He ambles through streets that are deserted except for 
alone dog walker, a street cleaning truck and crew and 
acouple of cars going past. He stops to look at the 
windowdisplay of a store that sells model airplanes.

Town hall clock chimes 6 times. 

He spots a model Tiger Moth. He rubs the glass pane 
withhis sleeve, peers at it more closely, and rest his 
forehead against the glass. He sits, back braced 
againstshop faade, and waits like an overgrown, curly-
haired,ventriloquist’s puppet discarded on the sidewalk.

INT. MORGAN’S LIVING ROOM - MORNING 

Squatting in front of a plan sheet, a double row of 
instruments that seem extracted out of a dentist’s kit 
andan assortment of tubes and airplane parts, Morgan is 
assembling a large, bright yellow Tiger Moth. Clumsy, 
hestruggles to keep in place the last of the double 
wingstrut. He picks up the photo that’s at his side.

Insert: Morgan at 14, head shaved. Fresh scar visible. 
Sheand Dan are holding a much bigger yellow tiger moth 
remotecontrolled plane. A big red bow is attached to its 
tail.

DAN Dad, I love you. I can’t be withyou there, but 
I am so much withyou inside my heart. I’m here. 
You’re here. We’re on this planetogether, like 
when I was little.This plane is for you, Dad.

Morgan looks at his watch: 10 A.M. Tense, he returns 
hisattention to the wing struts.

INT. KITCHEN - MADDOCKS’ HOUSE - NIGHT 

SUBTITLE: 8 years earlier 

Mary wipes off the dishes. 18 year old, blond and 
sportyJarryd puts them away.

Dan, clad in shorts and sleeveless T, and Morgan, in 
aflannel shirt worn over a long sleeves T, are seated 
across each other at the kitchen table. 14 year old 
Morganis helping her father build a black model airplane.
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Tall frame bent over the small parts, eyebrows 
knitted,work-strong hands gentle and precise, Dan is 
carefullyaligning the two halves of a cowl.

DAN 
You know, Morry, there’s plenty 
decent kits around that don’t 
require much building. If you’rejust itchin’ to 
fly something,
premade’s the way -

He notices Mary looking grimly at Morgan.

what?
DAN

MARY 
Look at her, Dan. Don’t you see 
anything wrong about your 
daughter? Morgan, I really wish 
you’d stop wearing these shirts,at least while 
you’re living in 
this house. You shouldn’t allow 
it, Dan. Your daughter’s a girl,remember?

JARRYD 
Mom, if you push her, she’ll keepwearing them 
but when you can’t 
see her. So what diff does it 
make if she wears them at home?

Morgan and Jarryd share a grin. Dan stays focused on 
theplane parts.

DAN
Pre-made planes have their use, 
Morry, and there’s no pain when 
they crash. But I say that what 
you love the most is what you 
take time to shape yourself, fromscratch. And 
you just know what’sinside. Like how much heart 
it’sgot to give.

Morgan tears off the little piece of masking tape he 
needs.She sticks it to the tip of his index finger. Dan’s 
warmbrown eyes smile briefly before returning to his work.

DAN 
You build your plane with love, 
Morry, and the reward is 
knowingit’s you what’s put life 
into it. (squeezes 2 drops

of CA gel) 
And when it glides and soars, 
it’s the most beautiful thing 
you’ve ever seen.

(MORE)
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DAN (CONT’D) 
A speck off the sun. A free 
spirit, graceful and purposeful.

Dan applies 1 inch of fiber glass tape over the 
joint.Morgan holds out the wipe-rag.

Oh, please!
MARY

DAN (CONT’D) 
But you can’t keep that plane upthere forever. So when your
beautiful bird comes crashing 
down, the pain is real and you 
feel sick ’cause it’s as if you 
didn’t trust hard enough in it 
and that’s why it’s come down 
crashing.

He shoves the tray that contains all that is related tothe 
wings.

DAN (CONT’D) 
Here Morry, why don’t you start 
preping the wings for me?

INT. MORGAN’S LIVING ROOM - MORNING (CONT’D) 

MORGAN 
The shorter ones nearer the 
leading edge. The longer struts 
further down the camber, closer 
to the trailing edge. No fucken 
rocket science.

Morgan struggles to keep in place the last of the 
doublewing struts.

PHONE rings O/S. 

Morgan presses his hands hard against his ears. The 
answering machine picks up.

CHRISTEN’S VOICE O/SMorgan, it’s 
Christen. We need totalk. Uh -- no. What I need 
is tosee you. And I also need to let 
you do the all the talking that 
needs to be done. The need’s allmine. Call when 
you can.

Morgan is tense. Again, he looks at his watch. Almost 
boxed in by the various elements needed to complete a 
large model airplane, he peers again at the plan sheet. 
Heholds the strut in place with the ball of his thumb 
andforces himself to breathe slowly.
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INT. CHURCH - DAN’S FUNERAL - MORNING 

The portrait of Dan taken on his 50th birthday is on 
thecasket. Dan’s funeral is just about over.

The PRIEST faces the altar. 

subtitle: Dan Maddock’s funeral - Hobart - Tasmania 

Stabbat Mater Requiem O/S 

Jarryd looks at his watch. 10.05 A.M. Blond hair in 
disarray, he is constricted in his navy blue suit. 
Jawtight, he scans the congregation anxiously. Grimly, 
heglances at Mary’s profile bent towards the hymn book. 
Lipstight, he snorts disdainfully.

INT. THE MADDOCK KITCHEN - EARLY MORNING 

As they are getting dressed to go to church, Mary is 
haranguing Jarryd.

MARY 
Don’t you glare at me, Jarryd 
Maddock. I know what you’re 
thinking, but it’s your sister 
who’s chosen to stay away from 
her own father’s funeral. She’s 
gone totally mad with this 
slashing off her breasts, Jarryd.I won’t have 
it! I told her face-to-face that I’d rather die 
thancondone that mutilation and stillshe went 
ahead with it. Thousandsof cancer victims pray 
god to bespared a mastectomy and -- Jarryd,my 
daughter died on that
operating table. 

JARRYD 
Fine for you, but Dad would’ve 
wanted her there. He never gave 
her any grief over her lifestyle.Not about that, 
and not about
anything.

MARY 
And that’s precisely why Morgan 
is in the mess she’s in. Yes, Dadwould’ve 
wanted HER at the church.But not as the freak 
she’s become.Jar, you’ve lost your only 
sister,and she’s lost us both. You’re myonly 
son, Jarryd. I need you to 
stand by me on that.
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INT. CHURCH - DAN’S FUNERAL - MORNING (CONT’D) 

Heads low, relatives and friends take the Requiem as 
theircue to file out through the central aisle. Mary, 
ramrodstraight, acknowledges the well-wishers. Jarryd is 
edgy.He glances at the congregation, at his watch, at the 
priest, at the casket in front of the altar before 
glaringat his mother.

MONTAGE 

Jarryd stands tall on the pew, calls for attention. 
Surprised, the mourners turn to face him. Mary tugs at 
hissleeve, self-consciously glancing around her.

MARY 
Jarryd! Have you gone mad?

He ignores her. His voice soars under the vaulted ceiling. 

JARRYD
Hel-low, dear friends and 
relatives of the Maddock family!As 
Father Jones has just stated,my 
father, Dan Maddock, is 
survived by his two beautiful 
andloving children, Jarryd and 
Morgan. I am Jarryd. Where is 
Morgan, Mother?

(turns to mary) 
How do you feel, on this day, 
Mother, knowing that through 
yourunyielding, judgmental, narrow 
minded, sterile understanding 
ofmotherly love, you have kept 
yourdaughter away from our 
father’s
funeral? 

BACK TO PRESENT

Ever the dutiful son, Jarryd follows Mary out of the 
church. Face and body tense, he yanks at his tie and 
undoes his shirt collar. Mary restrains him with a hand 
onhis arm. He jerks his arm away. A few people notice 
andwhisper to each other.

MARY 
Not now, Jarryd. Think of your 
father.

I am!
JARRYD 

EXT. BOTTOM OF CLIFF FACE - EARLY MORNING 

Straining against the cliff face, only a few meters offthe 
ground, Morgan inches upward. He is unroped.
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His chest is strapped under a sleeveless T. A water 
bottleis tucked inside a climbers’s utility belt. A large 
bubble-wrapped package is attached to his back. 
Suddenly,the pain in his mending ribs combined with that 
of hisnewly healed chest muscles rips through him. Face 
contorted, he down climbs clumsily. Once on the ground, 
hehugs himself to squeeze out the pain. His hands shake 
ashe retrieves two pills from his shorts and pops them 
inhis mouth.

MORGAN 
(shaky)

This climb is for you, Dad. 
I’vegot to get up there.

He sits at the base of the cliff. The package on his 
lap,he struggles to control the flow of breath to his 
lungs.He gets up and paces, studies the rock wall.

MORGAN 
Second time lucky. Up and away!

He hauls himself up and resumes his climb. One rubber 
toetucks into the crack. A twist of the ankle locks it 
in.Thumb clamped over fingertips, he cranks the tiny 
hold,the only one within his reach and, knees splayed wide 
oneither side of the vertical fissure, he lifts his 
weightup from his feet, with only a narrow fingerhold to 
grip.Squinting at the rock, toothpick swishing from side 
toside, he plots another prelim sequence of the moves 
thatwill see him bypass the protrusion ahead.

MORGAN 
Piece of cake.

Hands blind, he feels the cool inside of a fissure 
beforecamming it with a fist jam. Left toe wedged in, 
ankle twisted for torque, right hand reaching for the next 
protection, chin, chest and knees grazing the grainy 
wall,he aims to reach the flare to the left of the bulge.

FLASHBACK 

Morgan’s kitchen.Christen presses against him. Hi face 
inher hair.

BACK TO SCENE 

Morgan presses his forehead hard against the rock. 

FLASHBACK montage

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - AFTERNOON 

Hips exposed, Morgan struggles under John’s grip.

JIM’S VOICE O/S 
Jesus, he’s a freak.
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INT. KITCHEN CORNER - NIGHT 

Christen’s laughing face floats in front of Morgan. 
Shelooks at him, hot as hell, as he moves to kiss her, 
shemorphs into a Medusa-like twisted Christen.

CHRISTEN’S VOICE 
(shrill)

You’re a neither nor, Morgan 
Maddock! You’re a fake!

BACK TO SCENE

MORGAN 
(teeth gritted)

Go away! Or I peel off! 

The imprint of the rock face is etched in his foreheadlike 
a tribal seal. Hips still, he slowly flexes his 
shoulders to re-establish a connection back to his 
hands.Before expanding his jam to make it fit more tightly 
inside the hold, he rubs what finger pads he can feel 
against the roughness before gingerly checking the 
weightdistribution over his feet.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
No way but up, Dad! I gotta makeit to the top. 
For you. Haul thatsorry ass up there, Morgan!

EXT. TOP OF CLIFF - NIGHTTIME 

Six hundred meters above ground, Morgan reaches inside 
apouch to retrieve five round candles and a lighter.

MORGAN 
Dad, five candles for the five 
decades you’ve spent on this earth.

He unfolds the lengths of bubble wrap to reveal the 
yellowTiger Moth model airplane. With the bubble-wrap and 
a fewbranches found among the rocks, he erects a makeshift 
screen against the breeze. Carefully, he lights the 
firstcandle.

Insert: B & W picture - 30 year old Dan. In shorts and 
bare-chested, a utility belt slung low over his hips, sawin 
hand, he stands proudly by the tree house he is building.

Morgan lights another candle. 

INT. THE MADDOCK KITCHEN - EVENING 

40 year old Dan. Just come home from work, name tag 
pinnedto his shirt. He applies a slab of red meat to young 
Morgan’s black eye.
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DAN 
You don’t wait for the punch, 
Morry. You always got to be two 
beats ahead of the game.

Face pinched, at the side, Mary tut-tuts. 

MARY 
Why don’t you take her into the 
cold room at the store and have 
her tweak her jab on slabs of 
meat? Why don’t you, Dan? Workedfor Rocky 
Balboa! Why not for
your daughter? 

She throws the sponge into the sink and walks out. 

EXT. TOP OF THE CLIFF - NIGHT

Morgan lights a third candle. The sky above him is hugeand 
dark.

FLASHBACK 

INT. MADDOCKS’ BATHROOM - AFTERNOON

Mary is fussing about Dan. They’re running late. She 
straightens out his tie and pats down his hair.

INT. SMALL TOWN PHOTO STORE - AFTERNOON 

Mary straightens out Dan’s tie and lapels and pats down 
his hair. The photographer positions a stool in front of 
ablue green screen. Off to the side, Mary signals Dan to 
smile.

b&w strobe; Dan’s framed portrait on the casket. The 
number 50 is embossed in gold.

BACK TO PRESENT 

EXT. TOP OF THE CLIFF - NIGHTTIME

Morgan lights a fourth candle and sits on the ground. 
Helooks up at the sky huge dark sky above. The Milky Way 
iswell defined. Orion is clearly visible among a million 
ofstars. The candle light flickers on his face.

FLASHBACK 

INT. SMALL TOWN CONVENIENCE STORE - AFTERNOON

A customer, visibly a tourist to the area brings his 
itemsto the checkout counter. 30 year old Dan is behind the 
till.

TOURIST 
D’you stock earplugs? It’s the 
birds. Too many birds, here. Allchirping away 
at the crack of dawn.
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Dan calls out.

DAN 
Hey, Morry! Earplugs this way!

6 year old Morgan pokes her head from behind a 
disusedcounter. Head full of sun bleached curls, she runs 
theother side of an aisle. Dan processes the tourist’s 
items.Morgan skids to a halt by his side. Cheeky little 
facebeaming, she holds up a box of earplugs. Dan adds them 
tothe man’s bag. The man smiles at Morgan, skinny and 
gawkyin T and shorts.

TOURIST 
Real little tiger, you got there.

You bet.
DAN 

Dan pats Morgan’s head and drops a hand protectively 
overher sternum.

TOURIST 
Reminds me of my boy.

DAN 
How’s old’s your little fella?

TOURIST 
Same age as your son. Seven, is it?

DAN 
Six going on seven.

BACK TO PRESENT 

Morgan lights a fifth candle 

FLASHBACK 

INT. THE MADDOCK VERANDAH - AFTERNOON

Morgan is wearing a loose work shirt with pockets. No 
goatee. With her hair somewhat longer, she has the 
androgynous look of a young lesbian.

Father and daughter are taking a break from gardening.They 
flop on the verandah rocking chairs. Morgan is 
restless. She looks at her hands and glances 
surreptitiously at her father. She disappears inside 
thehouse to come back with two glasses of chilled tea. 
Shehands one to her father and sits down again.

MORGAN 
Dad? You know how I’m not like 
other girls, right?
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DAN 
I know, Morry, I know.

MORGAN 
And you know how everyone thinksI’m a boy? 
Still now.

Dan nods. Warm brown eyes smile. 

MORGAN 
So Dad, on the 23rd of next month,next time you 
see me --

DAN 
Hey, kiddo, you’re not gonna dropout of 
engineering to become a 
nurse or a teacher, and go all 
girlie on us?

He looks at Morgan thoughtfully. 

MORGAN 
No, Engineering stays. Only one 
semester to go. What I want to 
tell you is about me writing MALEon my next job 
application form.Dad, I’m gonna have my 
chest ...my breasts --

DAN 
When’s the last time you were outon a kissing 
date with a boy, Morry?

MORGAN 
Not recently. That’s what I needto talk to you 
about.

DAN 
(sighs)

Morry, I know girls are more 
important to you than boys. 
It’snot something your mother is 
ready to accept, you not liking 
boys -

MORGAN 
Oh, but I do like boys, Dad. I 
like them a lot, but not to 
kiss.It’s not even that I want to 
be agirl who loves girls either.

(straightens up) 
Dad, when I’m with a girl, I 
feellike a man -- like Jarryd 
feels.
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DAN 
Mor, you can’t feel like Jarryd 
feels. He’s a grown up boy!

(edgy) 
You’re a girl, Morry. Always 
was,always will.

MORGAN 
Dad, I’m not really a girl. Not 
inside, I’m not. You’ve known 
that all along, you have. Haven’tyou? Dad?

Without a word, straw hat and shears in hand, Dan 
walksaway from her to return to the garden. Morgan’s eyes 
brimwith tears, as she looks at the vacant chair that’s 
rocking itself into a stillness.

BACK TO PRESENT 

EXT. TOP OF THE CLIFF - NIGHTTIME

Morgan adds the candle to the circle made by the other 4. 

MORGAN 
I’m a transman, Dad. I’m almost aman.

Emotion overtakes him. 

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
I wanted you to be the first one 
to know. I needed you to understand.

Though he is alone on the ledge, he wipes his eyes self-
consciously.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
Oh, Dad, I love you. I should’ve 
tried harder to make you understand.

Morgan brings out a book; The Zuni Man-Woman by Will 
Roscoe. He lies down at the edge of the ledge and 
settlesin for an uncomfortable read by the glow of the 
candles.

High above him, Andromeda is only a small cloud but 
theMilky Way looks like great boa constrictor made of 
lightsand sparks and star dust.

MORGAN O/S 
If I’d been born a Zuni indian. 
They’d know me as two-spirits. 
Like We’wha. I’d have my time 
offearing the wolf howling, but 
also my time of listening for 
hishowl and to seek him out under 
the full moon.

(MORE)
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MORGAN O/S (CONT’D)I’d have my 
time to release all 
my demons and shed all thoughts 
of obstacles. I’d have time to 
purify myself. Time to mourn my 
father. Time to grieve for him 
and for me. I’d have a moment inwhich to be 
reborn and another inwhich to be celebrated. 
I’d havemy time to shine and join the menof my 
tribe. My rite of passage 
into manhood and beyond.

Body, pale in the moonlight, he drifts off to sleep, asthe 
candles burn bright. Symbolically, is undergoing aVision 
Quest. He is ready for the defining touch of theMaster 
Carver - the one who can make him whole.

MONTAGE - DREAM SEQUENCE 

EXT. TOP OF THE CLIFF - INDIAN CAMPFIRE - NIGHT 

Indian drum beats O/S

Ghost images of Dan swirl around smoke released by a 
campfire. They are mixed with images of Mary, 
bisectingimages of Jarryd, intercut by flitting images of 
Morgan’smoments with Kurt in the park, with Robert on the 
site,with Christen. And around these images that are 
distended,discolored and dislocated, other feeling things, 
pain
things, sexual things and dark things spin and churn 
whilehe sleeps.

Seated by a campfire on the cliff top, an old medicine 
manreaches inside a rustic container to draw out a handful 
ofclay from which he fashions the rough shape of a 
phallus.Morgan is curled up asleep at his feet.

In a circle around the campfire young males of the 
tribebeat rhythmically on their drums. A very powerful 
sound.Curled up like a giant fetus, Morgan sleeps on. The 
medicine man sets the clay phallus near Morgan’s hip.

INT. LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON 

Pulsing indian drums O/S

20 year old Charisse - a voluptuous girl who wears 
longpaisley skirts and patchouli - and 17 year old Morgan 
aremaking love, naked, on the sofa. Small breasted, 
Morgan,though very active, moves very much as a young male 
woulduntil Charisse reaches orgasm. Morgan jumps off the 
bed.

CHARISSE 
Wait, babe. Come back here. Let 
me touch you. Please? Morgan! Youcan’t keep 
doing this shit same
old, same old.
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Morgan ignores her and goes off to the toilet to 
masturbate.On the way back, she brings out 2 cans of beer, 
hands 1 toCharisse, pulls on her clothes and sits on the 
carpet atCharisse’s feet.

CHARISSE 
Look, Mor, you like my tits, yeah?Nice and soft, 
yeah? How long
we’ve been together, huh? 

Morgan looks like she knows where the conversation is leading.

Few months.
MORGAN

CHARISSE(CONT’D) 
Eight and a half months to be 
exact. So we make love for almostnine months, 
which means you getto touch my tits, you suck 
them
right up, you bury yourself in 
them. But you won’t let me touchyours.

Morgan stands up, leans against a side wall, 
defensivelycrossing arms over chest.

MORGAN 
Just fucken forget I have any, 
Char. Just tell yourself, "Morrydoesn’t have 
breasts." Simple.

CHARISSE 
But you do have breasts, Morgan.Small and yummy. 
Boobs to kill for.

Charisse points to the tattoo on her biceps. 

CHARISSE 
Ok, let’s try something else. Seethis?

MORGAN 
What? Your fucken orchid? Yeah, Isee it.

CHARISSE 
You know how it’s got amazing 
soft folds and that awesome 
little bit in the middle that’s 
just like a girl’s clit?

MORGAN 
Fuck this conversation, Char.
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CHARISSE 
No! Fuck you, babe. If what I 
need is a cock jammed into me, 
I’ll go find myself a real one. 
Apurpose-built one and you can 
give your fingers a good long 
rest.

(sits up) 
Thing is, I’m a dyke and what mydyke sex brain
needs is a chick 
who’ll let me lick her and suck 
her and hold her and smell her.

MORGAN 
Got yourself the wrong lover, 
then. I’m finished here. This 
conversation’s over. We’re over.

Smoke drifts over Morgan curled up on the ground. One 
byone the indian drummers stop by his body to add a red 
smear to the exposed part of his inner thigh. The 
medicine man retrieves the clay phallus, crumbles it intoa 
powder over Morgan stomach. He inhales deeply from hispipe 
and blows thick smoke over Morgan’s face and againuntil 
Morgan appears in a cocoon of smoke. With his thumb,the 
old man gently rubs the middle of Morgan’s forehead,the 
place of his third eye.

BACK TO PRESENT 

EXT. CLIFF TOP - DAWN

Morgan stirs on the hard ground. He is cold, rubs his 
chest, slips on this top. Body stiff, he sits up and 
rubshis eyes. 3.47 A.M on his watch. Too early for dawn. 
Hestands up. The pink tip of a rubber penis peeks from 
underhis T. He has a pee over the ledge then slips on his 
shorts.

He pulls a breakfast bar out of his pocket, sits back 
against the boulder, slides a hand inside his shorts.

Insert: Christen, sexy as hell, hard against him. 

MORGAN(CONT’D) 
(moans)

Oh, baby. What am I gonna do 
’bout you, huh?

DREAM 

EXT. DESERTED BEACH - NIGHT

Christen is laying naked on the sand. Golden body 
glistening in the moonlit sand, hair wet - the 
idylliccliche - Stars, sand, sea, palm trees. No one 
around. Shereaches for him. He presses her hand against 
his manhood.
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JIM’S VOICE O/S 
It’s a fucking freak!Jee-sus!

JOHN 
What the fuck’s wrong with him?

BACK TO THE PRESENT 

EXT. CLIFF TOP - DAWN (CONT’D) 

Jim’s voice echoes in Morgan’s head.

JIM’S VOICE O/S 
It’s a fucking freak!Jee-sus!

Morgan’s head snaps back, hard against the boulder. He 
isfreaked out. He stands up, edgy. The morning light is 
bright. He peels off his shorts, looks at his thighs. 
Pale.White. Hairless. Soft skin wrapped over slender 
muscles.Pink rubber penis dangles. The sight of it in the 
harshlight makes him feel sick, but he palms it.

MORGAN 
(whispers)

Nasty, freaky dick. 

He looks to the sky and shouts.

MORGAN 
How’s an op that’ll end up 
looking like a mokey wrapped up 
in a pig’s ear gonna make it 
better, huh? God? You gonna 
answer me? Wooohoo! You there?

He looks across the valley, comes to the edge of the 
cliff.Translucent bands of color separate the horizon from 
thestill pale sky.

MORGAN(CONT’D) 
How you gonna fix your fucken 
mistake, huh? You’re the one whocreated me a 
freak. That’s what 
you did. That’s what I am! And 
what? You wanna wash your hands 
of me, like it’s some character-building shit 
or something?

He shuffles closer to the edge. Neck muscles straining, 
heshouts again, but this time in desperation.

MORGAN(CONT’D) 
My name’s Morgan. Morgan maddock!

(voice breaks)
I’m twenty-three and I’m a freak.
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Toes right up to the edge, buttocks and shoulders 
tight,arms opened wide, he is the cross planted deep into 
therock. He peers past his toes.

The canopy of thin shrubs and spindly trees looks 
likeanemic broccoli. He closes his eyes again and tethers 
atthe edge.

b&w strobe: his thumb at the corner of Christen’s 
lusciousmouth. His tongue teases her lips.

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - AFTERNOON 

Morgan contorts against John’s grip. His face is right 
upagainst the man’s sweat-stained armpit.

Sick cunt!
JIM’S VOICE O/S 

A boot connect with Morgan’s ribs, kicking up dust. 

BACK TO PRESENT

EXT. CLIFF TOP - EARLY MORNING (CONT’D) 

Arms open wide to embrace the panorama, Morgan looks 
suddenly peaceful. Eyes closed to the void, he intones 
asingsong.

MORGAN 
A man is strong. A man farts andscratches. A 
man is six foot tall.A man has a beard. A man 
has a
dick and hairy legs. That’s how 
you know a man’s a man.

Eyes still closed, he stands precariously close to the edge. 

Native American drums beat a soft pulse O/S 

Morgan beats his head to the beat. He opens his eyes.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
That’s crap! What, for god’s sake,is a man? God! 
What is a man,
really? 

He drops his arms to his side, looks deeper into the 
voidbetween his feet.

Drum beats pick up O/S

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
A man is ... a man is - A man IS!

(shouting) 
A man simply is. That’s it. He IS!

Morgan steps back from the edge.
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Drum beats quickens O/S 

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
A impotent dude who can’t get itup. Is a man! A 
boy is a male.
The old Superman dude who 
couldn’t lift a thing, not even 
his little finger. Still a man! 
Short ass that’s so little he canonly be a 
jockey. Is a man. Iraqvet gets his balls blown 
off. 
Still a man! A eunuch in a harem!Men! Men all 
of them men.

He spins slowly on himself, arm akimbo, like a dervish. 

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
Being a man is a state of being.A state of mind. 
I think 
therefore I am. I think as a mantherefore I am. 
I AM a man.

War drums beat a quick tempo O/S 

Knees pumping, fists in the air, Morgan moonstomps to 
thebeat. Dawn is magnificent.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
Superman in a wheelchair. Still 
aman!

(neck muscles straining) 
A jelly-belly that’s only five 
foot tall. Still a man. Scrawny 
dude that’s as hairless as a 
baby’s butt. Still a man.

(fists pound his thighs) 
Being a man’s a state of thinking.

Ecstatic. Elated 

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
It’s a state of being. I knew that. Ayv Asgaya! I, man! I a
m aman! I am!

Breathless, Morgan flops back against the boulder. 
Thepasty pink penis between his thighs is ugly. He lifts 
thegland between two fingers.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
One thousand three hundred and 
one days and six hours spent 
glued to you, dick head.

He strokes his prosthetic in a familiar way, but 
slowlywith the tip of a finger, he picks at its base. 
Nimbly, heinserts another finger under the base, winces as 
he yanksoff the prosthetic.
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In one fluid movement, his arm, long and sinewy, works asa 
catapult. The pasty pink penis arcs briefly against 
thegloarious sky, clears the ledge and disappears far 
belowinto the canopy of trees.

Wow.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
(softly)

He chuckles and the chuckle becomes a laugh, a belly laugh. 

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
I am a man. No pink rubber dick 
will ever define me!

Tears roll off his cheeks. He hugs himself. He cries 
forthe passing of his father and he cries for himself. 
Thisis Morgan’s rite of passage moment.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
Dad, it’s time for your ceremonyto begin. This 
dawn is for you, 
Dad. I wanted violet. I wanted 
magenta. I wanted purple. I 
wanted a rainbow. I wanted a 
glorious dawn to escort you to 
the next world. It’s all there 
for you. It’s better than church,huh, Dad?

Morgan pulls a photo out of his pocket, grabs the 
modelplane, tests the breeze with the yellow Tiger Moth 
firmlyin hand. Bright as a bunch of daffodils, the yellow 
planesprouts from his fist.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
Dad! See what I’ve made for you?Like you made 
one for me. I’d 
just turned 14. Remember? Look, 
that picture’s always with me. Itwas for my 
birthday. I will 
always remember you, Dan Maddock,my dad, 
survived by your two 
beautiful children, Jarryd and
Morgan!

EXT. ORCHARD - MADDOCKS’ HOUSE - AFTERNOON 

Father and daughter are at the yoke of remote control 
yellow Tiger Moth. The plane cuts a graceful path 
againstthe blue sky. Dan sets it up for a loop. Morgan is 
14. Herhair cut in a #1 buzz. A fresh scar meanders back 
from hertemple. The pair looks like father and son.

Dan passes the control box to Morgan and guides her. 
Theairplane lurches and soars erratically but Dan, hand 
overMorgan’s, settles it in a graceful flight pattern.
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DAN O/S 
You build your plane with love, 
Morry, and the reward is knowingit’s you who’s 
put life into it.A speck off the sun. A free 
spirit, graceful and purposeful.

BACK TO PRESENT

EXT. CLIFF TOP - EARLY MORNING (CONT’D) 

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
I’m real sorry I didn’t make it 
to church yesterday, but it’s 
like you made me a free spirit, 
too, Dad. You’ve put life into me.In your heart, 
I know you’ve 
always accepted me as I was. As Iam.

Morgan lifts the plane above his head. His arm whips 
pasthis ear, straight and strong, and the little plane 
glideson the breeze, bright yellow against the bright 
sky.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
Dad, I love you.

EXT. BEACH - EARLY MORNING 

Sea birds circle low. Spread long and wide over the 
sand,Christen’s big surf kite looks like a huge but 
flailingsea-bat about to give up the ghost. She peels off 
her wetsuit, steps out of it, leaving it on the sand. She 
runsboth hands over her hair before dropping to the sand.

CHRISTEN 
Not in harmony with the sea. Notin harmony with 
the waves. Not inharmony with my fucking self!

She squeezes her eyes shut. 

b & w strobe: Morgan’s gentle brown eyes and winning smile.

CHRISTEN 
(whimpers)

Morgan, what the fuck you doing 
inside my head? Fuck the hell 
offand let me be. Just let me be.

Agitated, she gets up and shakes the sand off the wet suit. 

Tone flint-hard, she shouts.



82.

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
Simple as that? What, not happy 
being a dyke, Morgan. No problem.Why don’t you 
just chop off yourbreasts, huh? Oh and while 
you’reat it, don’t leave home without adick 
made out of your butt skin.Presto!You’re a man!

She begins folding the big kite. Her movements are 
brusque.She drops the kite to pick up the inflated tube.

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
A stitched on dick between your 
legs? To feel what? To do what 
with in? Haven’t they warned youit’s a dud. It 
can’t work! Just
can’t. 

Her resentment spikes. Thoughts run in a loop. She 
argueswith herself.

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
OK. Shit happens! I’m a sucker. 
He fooled me. No, it fooled me. 
Morgan’s a freak!

She throws down the tube, kicks the wet suit and 
stompsback to the sea.

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
Is she a she? Or is she an it? 
Cause a he, that, for sure, she 
ain’t!

She thrashes into the sea, ducks under the surface. 
Sheexplodes upward.

CHRISTEN 
Fuck you, Morgan!Fuck her! Fuck 
him!Fuck whatever the hell it is.

She slams her fist hard into the water. 

Exhausted, she flops back in the water in surrender.

CHRISTEN 
Oh, baby, what’ve you done to 
yourself?

EXT/INT - CONSTRUCTION SITE - MID AFTERNOON 

Immaculately dressed in a white shirt and navy blue 
slacks,hair pulled back in a braid, Christen raps on a 
trailerdoor and walks in. RIGO, the foreman, looks up. The 
unexpected appearance of the athletic blond puts a smileon 
his lips.
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RIGO 
(too sweetly)

And what can I do you for, 
younglady?

CHRISTEN 
I’m Christen Jensen. And you are -
-

RIGO 
Rigo Cambra. I’m the foreman here.

Christen extends a hand. He shakes it enthusiastically. 

CHRISTEN 
I’m looking for a friend, MorganMaddock. 
Concrete mixer --

RIGO 
You’re the girlfriend?

CHRISTEN 
I’m a friend. Where am I likely 
to find him this time of day?

The foreman opens his mouth to answer. 

A heavy chuckle from the far end of the trailer O/S 

Christen wheels around. A huge man, in the sleeveless Tand 
shorts of a laborer, is seated at a table. A handfulof 
forms are spread in front of him.

ROBERT 
Want to know anything about 
anyone around here? You talk to 
the crew.

Christen doesn’t like this man. 

ROBERT (CONT’D) 
I’m the crew. Robert’s the name.I know where 
his crew’s hanging.

Christen notices the man’s dusty steel-capped work boots. 

RIGO 
Lady, if you’re gonna be 
walkingaround the site, you need a 
hard - hat.

(grins slyly) 
Workplace Health and Safety regulations, M’am.

Christen ignores the man and follows Robert out. He 
picksup a hard hat and hands it to her.

ROBERT 
It’s like the boss said.
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A few meters away, 3 men are chatting in the middle of 
onan assortment of coils, blocks and stacked layers of 
reinforced steel.

ROBERT 
There’s a lady here to see Peedee.Seen ’im 
around?

The men glance at each other. 

JIM 
A lady? Of the female persuasion?For Peedee?

JOHN 
Can’t say that we’ve seen ’im, no.

JIM 
Never know where our Peedee mightbe dickin’ 
around.

The men laugh. Christen heads back to the trailer. 
Behindher back and for the benefit of his mates, Robert 
palmshis crotch and leers.

Back in the trailer, Christen is still is search of answers. 

CHRISTEN 
What’s with the nickname? Peedeestands for - ?

Robert glances at the foreman who shrugs. 

ROBERT 
Two letters. PD. Pink Dick.

Eyes shiny on Christen’s face, he looks for her reactionto 
the word ’dick’.

CHRISTEN 
(smiling placidly)

Pink Dick? Cute. Morgan’s OK 
withthat?

ROBERT 
(snorts nastily)

Wouldn’t know. 

Christen flashes her ID wallet.

CHRISTEN 
Let me introduce myself 
differently. Christen Jensen. 
Detective Sergeant. Brisbane Metro.

The two men exchange quick glances.
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CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
Let’s start again. I’m looking 
for Morgan Maddock. What we do 
know for a fact is that Morgan 
has been the victim of an 
aggression.

Robert surreptitiously looks at his boots. 

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
Right here, on this site. More 
specifically -

(flips open a 
spiral notebook)

on the 16th of this month, a 
Thursday at the end of his 
shift.Some time between 4.30 and 
5.30 
p.m. That’d make it exactly 10 
days ago today. So, Gentlemen -

She closes the trailer door. 

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
You can start by telling me aboutthe last time 
you saw the lad andhow Pink Dick works as a 
nickname.Who first?

Rigo’s non verbals suggest he’s got nothing to say. 
Roberthesitates.

ROBERT 
(righteous)

Look, it got a bit out of hand.Boys’ stuff, 
nothing malicious.They pants-ed him and his --
manhood looked all weird.

How so?
CHRISTEN 

Robert shuffled about uncomfortably. 

ROBERT 
look, lady, his dick was - pink.

CHRISTEN 
Isn’t pink a reasonable color fora white man’s
- manhood? 

Increasingly uncomfortable with the conversation, 
Robertclears his throat.

ROBERT 
It was bubble gum pink. Not likeany male’s -
mandhood I’ve ever 
seen. Now don’t get me wrong, I 
don’t go looking -
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Christen is unruffled. 

CHRISTEN 
And how might the midline break 
to his 7th and 8th ribs be 
related to Morgan’s PD?

Rigo retreats behind his desk. He is not going to 
involvehimself with the conversation.

ROBERT
Just a knee-jerk reaction. Boys’stuff. 

CHRISTEN
A knee-jerk? With him lying on 
the ground? Your -- knee jerk?

ROBERT 
Can’t say for sure.

INT. CHRISTEN’S STUDY - LATE NIGHT 

Christen is entering keywords in a search engine. 

Insert: Google search page: Ftm, hormone therapy, 
chestreconstruction.

Christen clicks and scans a few links. Too much info. 
Totally edgy, she logs off. She paces, pours herself 
aglass of wine. Moments later she dials Morgan’s number.

CHRISTEN 
(to herself)

Morgan, pick up! 

He doesn’t pick up. Christen slams the receiver.

CHRISTEN 
Morgan, you bastard! I need to 
see you. Talk to me. Pick up thefucking phone!

INT. MORGAN’S FLAT - LATE NIGHT 

He opens the door.

Hey.

MORGAN 
(stiffly)

Hi.

CHRISTEN 
(stiffly)

MORGAN 
Wanna come in?
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Christen nods. He takes a step back to allow her in. 
Shewalks directly to the armchair facing the sofa and sits 
onthe edge of the cushion. In his usual long under short-
sleeve T combo and jeans, Morgan cocks his head to oneside. 
Hands jammed inside his pockets, he looks at her amoment 
too long.

CHRISTEN 
Gonna offer me a drink? 45 % 
proof minimum.

MORGAN 
I take it that means no to milk 
and no to OJ. Wine?

Christen grins. 

CHRISTEN 
Cool and light versus heavy and 
explosive? Wine it is.

She remembers the last time she was here. The memory 
makesher self-conscious.

b&w strobe: her fingers tug at his belt. 

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
(small smile)

Morgan, truth or dare. You’re 
going to help me out on this or 
do I have to launch into things 
all on my own?

Morgan briefly toys with his goatee. He hesitates. 

MORGAN 
Look, me talking to you will onlybe a waste of 
time as long as, 
inside your head, all you see inme is a freak. 
So what i think 
needs to happen now is I give youvalue for your 
money and a free
perv at the freak. 

Before she can answer, he grabs the back of both shirtsand, 
hand over hand, pulls them over his head.

CHRISTEN 
(gasping)

What’re you doing? 

She hides her face in anticipation of a gory display 
ofwelts and scars. Arms extended to his sides, shirts 
clutched inside a fist, Morgan stands proudly.
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MORGAN 
All I want is for you to see me 
as I am, Christen. Not me as 
youimagine me. Look at me!

(more gently) 
Christen?

Reluctantly, she brings her eyes level with his shouldersand 
releases her breath. Faint pink scars around the nipples.

MORGAN 
(intense)

So what d’you see, huh? A 
butchered female?

CHRISTEN 
I see you, bare-chested, in the 
middle of the living room.

MORGAN 
(grins)

Keep looking. 
(undoes his fly)

And for the lady in the room, 
thepiŁce de resistance.

Morgan pulls down his jeans. Shoulders straight, 
bellytaut, hips narrow, he stands naked and still. No 
sow’sear-dick between Morgan’s thighs. No pink dick 
either.Just a shaved patch of pubic hair.

CHRISTEN 
(relieved)

Thank god. Morgan, look --

She walks up to him. Their bodies almost touch and theneed 
they have for each other is palpable.

INT. MORGAN’S LIVING ROOM - LATE NIGHT 

They make love on the sofa. Tenderly, sensually until, 
onehand clasped over his butt, Christen automatically 
reachesunder to touch his genitals. Morgan’s hand clamps 
her
wrist. Her eyes snap open. Disoriented, she looks at 
himfuzzily. He resumes making love to her. She holds him 
tightly, ankles locked behind his calves, and he 
dancesagainst her, smooth and hard inside her.

Later, Christen’s hand comes to rest on his mons. Two 
tumblers are at their side. A bottle of wine is almost empty.

CHRISTEN 
Will you ever let me touch you?

MORGAN 
Foxy lady, you can touch me any 
time.
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CHRISTEN 
I mean your sex, your vagina. 
Your clit.

MORGAN 
You have a vagina. I have a slash.See this 
goatee on my chin? I’m atransman, not a dyke.

He moves her hand to his chest. 

MORGAN 
Chicks have boobs. Feel here. I 
don’t. End of story.

CHRISTEN 
Guys have dicks.

MORGAN 
Had one until a couple of days ago.

A penis?
CHRISTEN

MORGAN 
I was packing one when we met. 
I’m sure you noticed.

Christen blushes. She had noticed. 

b & w strobe: his thigh, his crotch tantalizingly close 
toher hand on the gear stick.

CHRISTEN 
Why aren’t you wearing it now?

MORGAN 
You wear underwear, but you packa dick. Anyway, 
I outgrew it. Gotrid of it.

CHRISTEN 
Anyway, a dildo’s not a penis -

MORGAN 
A prosthetic is not a dildo! It’sa - Look, you 
might never
understand any of this --

Try me.
CHRISTEN

He takes a slug of wine. 

MORGAN 
When I feel the weight of a dickdangling 
between my legs, I feelcomplete.
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CHRISTEN 
It’s not a real dick. It’s a fake.A prosthetic.

MORGAN 
(gets up)

You don’t understand a fucken 
thing about me.

Chest tight, fingers tense, he paces from the sofa to 
thebalcony.

MORGAN 
Only Jarryd understands. Even 
Dadcouldn’t. He went as far as he 
could, but he couldn’t manage 
total acceptance. Died too 
soon.But what he didn’t do is 
twist melike a pipe-cleaner. Not 
like momdid.

(conciliatory) 
I’ll get us another bottle, huh?

Cork pops O/S 

Morgan pads back to the sofa, holding a chilled bottle 
ofwine.

MORGAN 
When I pack, I feel how it 
should’ve been for me all along.And I’m like, 
more - accessible.It’s like I present as male, 
butnot just on the outside.

He sloshes wine in both their tumblers. 

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
When I make love, it’s like I 
feel the heat on that dick, and 
when I slip in and out, it all 
comes together for me and I blowmy load.

Christen joins him by the sliding door. Their 
reflections,as they stand side by side and naked, are 
blurred. Shetakes his hand to lead him back to the sofa.

CHRISTEN 
I don’t have a problem with whatyou need to do. 
You need to pack,then pack. It’s just that, me, 
Ineed to touch you. I need to 
taste you, too. If you had a realdick, I could 
do that. But what 
you have is a real clit. Cool. Idon’t have a 
problem with that
either. Maddy can testify -
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Morgan snatches his hand away. 

MORGAN 
Fuck this, Christen! You can’t 
relate to me or make love to me 
like you did to Maddy. I’m not afucking dyke.

CHRISTEN 
Why won’t you let me give you anorgasm -

MORGAN 
Hah! That’s it, isn’t it?

What?
CHRISTEN

MORGAN 
Give. The buzz word. You want togive me an 
orgasm. You need thatcontrol over me.

CHRISTEN 
Wait, wait, wait! What control?

MORGAN 
What’s got you spinning is that 
you feel you won’t be essential 
to my orgasms, if I have any.

He grins the grin of one who’s just won an argument. 

Stop it.
CHRISTEN 

She peers at him over the rim of her tumbler. 

CHRISTEN 
Giving is not controlling. 
Orgasms come naturally when the 
screwing’s good. It’s a shared 
thing.

MORGAN 
I come! I can totally come on myown.

CHRISTEN 
Congratulations! If all you’re 
after is a tight little hole in 
which to park that phantom penisof yours, 
there’s sex workers outthere who are happy 
enough not totouch. They’re not big on 
conversation either.
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MORGAN 
Would it be easier for you had topee on me to 
get me to pop? Or 
slip a goldfish up my bum? Or rimme?

He breaks into a handstand. 

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
Or eat me upside down?

He is disarming. 

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
Christen, I want you, not a 
prostitute. I don’t require 
anything kinky to blow my stack,don’t you see? 
I’m not not reallythat weird. Like, earlier 
when Iwas inside you, even just with myfingers, 
it was awesome.

Her tumbler comes down hard on the coffee table. 

CHRISTEN 
I rest my case! So here’s the 
deal. You can go inside me and Ican go inside 
you. I can’t go 
inside you, then you can’t go 
inside me. No trespassing! No
arguing.

INT. CHRISTEN’S BEDROOM - MIDDAY 

Sunshine floods the bedroom. Totally wrecked from 
theboozy excesses of the previous night, Christen 
pushesherself up, careful to keep her head steady.

INT. CHRISTEN’S KITCHEN - MIDDAY 

She drops 4 Berocca’s into a glass and watches fuzzily 
asthe orange circles erupt in bubbles.

INT. CHRISTEN’S BATHROOM - MIDDAY 

Shampoo foam sits over Christen’s head like a bad wig. 
Sherubs it in, but ever so slowly, so as not to give 
herhead cause for movement. Palms against the tiled 
wall,rivulets of water around her feet, hair parted by the 
unrelenting stream hammering at her skull, she is 
floundering. Morgan: fallen angel, half man, half woman 
isplaying on her mind.

INT. MORGAN’S APARTMENT - DAWN 

Christen cries in surrender O/S
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The pink-tipped light of dawn is infiltrating 
Morgan’sliving room. Morgan gazes at her, just for a 
minute, justto watch the play of pale light brushing the 
side of abreast, the curve of a hip, her big toe. Even the 
tips ofher hair, sweat-darkened nearer the temples, are 
touchedby the ephemeral hue. She rolls towards him and 
away fromthe light. Lips quiet and still against her 
forehead,
Morgan holds her tightly in a full-bodied embrace. 

INT. CHRISTEN’S BATHROOM - MIDDAY (CONT’D)

CHRISTEN 
Verboten! Hands off! I get near 
him and it’s a no go zone!

The cake of soap slides away from her fingers. Body 
reflexes faster than her thoughts, she bends down after 
itand winces.

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
Awh! Fuck, that hurts.

DOOR BELL O/S 

Wrapped in a bathrobe, Christen opens the door but notwide 
enough to invite entry. Maddy, red tufts on ends,silver 
loop glinting, is beaming at her. Clad in stainedbut 
washed turquoise mechanic’s overalls, she is the 
picture of health and vitality.

MADDY 
Hey, gorgeous! Still in the landof the living?

Her enthusiasm rattles inside Christen’s head. 

MADDY (CONT’D) I come in or what?

CHRISTEN 
Sure. yeah. Come in. Off to workor back from 
work?

She leads Maddy by the hand. Maddy spins her around. 

Go easy! CHRISTEN (CONT’D)

MADDY 
I’m off to work, but not in a 
hurry. Let me look at you. Oh, 
baby! You’re totally burnt out. 
The grandma shuffle. Puffy 
eyelids. How about I make us thatcup of coffee, 
huh?

Christen smiles tightly to avoid any head movement.



94.

CHRISTEN 
Kitchen’s all yours.

She pads along behind Maddy. 

MADDY 
Who you been celebrating with?

Morgan. 

Correct!

CHRISTEN 

MADDY

CHRISTEN 
Whadda ya mean, correct?

MADDY 
He’s been at our place all
morning, revving on all cylinders.Processes his 
liquor better thanyou. Boys tend to do that, 
you 
know. They’re a lot better at itthan us of the 
weaker sex.

Christen groans. 

INT. KITCHEN - MIDDAY

Maddy prepares the coffee. The spoon hits the side of 
thepercolator. Coffee grounds spill on the counter.

CHRISTEN 
So, Morgan was at your place?

MADDY
Yup. Morgan, your toy-boy lover,is still at our 
place with Jo.

CHRISTEN 
If only you knew how complicatedit is.

MADDY 
Jo thought he was winding her up.Took him 
twenty minutes to 
convince her that he was serious.Me too, to be 
honest. Totally
shocked.

CHRISTEN 
What? That we’d made love?

(defensive) 
What’s so weird about that?

Maddy goes on preparing coffee.
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MADDY Girl, the sex part between you 
two, that was a no-brainer from 
Day 1. I could see it happen evenbefore you did. 
Even told Jo
about it. 

Christen blinks fuzzily.

MADDY (CONT’D) 
What threw Jo into a spin was thenews that her 
one and only best
male buddy is a girl.

CHRISTEN 
A transman. Not a girl. So you know?

MADDY 
Never too late. Anyway what’s itlike?

CHRISTEN 
What’s what like?

MADDY 
C’mon, Chris. You can disclose abit.

I need a hug.
CHRISTEN 

Maddy turns on the gas under the percolator and slips 
inside Christen’s hug.

MADDY 
Me too. I thought you’d never ask.

Forehead against Christen’s shoulder, Maddy tightens 
herembrace.

CHRISTEN 
Couldn’t go on lusting after youforever, right? 
Said so yourself.

She shuffles out of the hug. 

MADDY 
(grinning)

Cops aren’t allowed to drool 
anddribble. Seriously bad form, 
that.

CHRISTEN 
Ok, so when he first told me he was a transman, it wa
s like, oh 
my god! But he’s really a lot offun. Lovely to 
be with. Besides,it didn’t take him long to map 
out all my E zones.
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She catches the miffed expression on Maddy’s face. 

CHRISTEN (CONT’D) 
Actually, not unlike a very cutelittle redhead 
I know.

Maddy opens her mouth on a question. On second thought,she 
simply mumbles.

MADDY 
Zipping right along - we’re all 
invited to his place for a beer 
and pizza bash. Tomorrow night, 
if you’re free. We are.

A quick blush ignites Christen’s face: the sofa in 
Morgan’s living room - the site of their fiery lovemaking,

CHRISTEN 
You’re gonna stay friends with 
him, you and Jo? Even now?

Maddy rakes fingers through her hair. The percolator 
percolates on the stove.

MADDY
Sure.

(shrugs) 
Jo’s pissed off because she 
thought they were so close and 
she’d trusted him, like years 
ago,with all the painful stuff 
abouther and her mother and yet, 
he 
kept up the blurring pretense 
with her. There’s a whole lot 
ofcatching up for the two of them 
that best done without me 
hangingaround.

She pours water into a tall glass. Takes a sip and 
passesthe glass to Christen.

MADDY 
Water. Just what your prune-
shriveled brain needs most 
rightnow. The way I see it, we 
thoughthe was a guy and he thinks 
he’s aguy. So basically, it 
doesn’t 
matter to us what he’s got or 
notunder his belt.

(grins) 
That’s your nut to crack.

She touches Christen’s cheekbone.
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MADDY (CONT’D) 
Why don’t you spread yourself outsomewhere, huh? 
Sofa? Bed? I’ll 
bring that coffee over in a jiffy.

Christen shuffles off to the sofa and lies there, 
eyescovered by the crook of her elbow. In the open plan 
kitchen, Maddy nibbles on her lip loop pensively, as 
shelooks at Christen.

COFFEE PERCOLATES O/S 

INT. OPERATING ROOM

A horror operation plays inside Maddy’s mind. 

B&W strobe: A surgeon’s scalpel follows the curve of 
Morgan’s breasts and around a nipple.

Thick stitching up like after a post-mortem. 

INT. CHRISTEN KITCHEN - MIDDAY (CONT’D) 

Percolator bubbling O/S 

Maddy shakes her head to clear it and pours steamy 
coffeeinto two mugs and brings them to the living room.

MADDY 
By the way, Morgan said to say 
that he’s expecting a package 
from the States. Any day now. Hesaid to say 
that it’s to replacesomething he used to have 
but 
doesn’t have anymore but really,really needs. 
He said to say
’really’ twice. 

Christen wraps her hands around the mug and chuckles.

MADDY 
He said you’d know what he’s 
talking about. You do?

She sips her coffee.

CHRISTEN 
Yes, I think I do.

INT. MORGAN’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Seated cross-legged on the rug, Morgan is entertaining 
Joand Maddy with a series of light-hearted tidbits 
looselylinked to rock-climbing etiquette. He takes a swig 
of beerbut instead of swallowing it, he holds it between 
cheekand jaw. Maddy watches Jo watching him.
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JO 
Why is it that guys do that all 
the time? How gross is that? 
Checking the cubic capacity of 
your mouth?

MORGAN 
Nah, it’s a throwback from when 
the cavemen’s worst fear was notan encounter 
with a woolly 
mammoth, but to run out of water.So they’d run 
around all day 
storing all the water they couldin their mouths, 
just in case.

DOOR BELL O/S 

Morgan jumps to his feet. Maddy and Jo exchange glances.Jo 
rolls her eyes to the ceiling.

Just inside the door, Christen pauses awkwardly. 

Hi.
CHRISTEN 

She pats his arm but brushes past him. From behind thesofa, 
she floats a kiss on Maddy’s hair and squeezes 
Jo’sshoulder in lieu of greetings. Hesitantly, she 
finallymakes eye contact with Morgan who is still standing 
in thehallway, leggy and thin, hands shoved inside his 
jeanspockets. Head cocked to one side, he looks at her. 
Maddyand Jo look at him.

DOOR BELL O/S 

Maddy jumps to her feet.

MADDY 
I’ll get it. It’ll be the pizzas.

The delivery man and Maddy swap pizza boxes and money. 
Allfour make short shrift of the pizzas. Smiling eyes 
betweenrazor-edged strands of black hair, Jo plugs Morgan 
backinto the rock-climbing conversation of earlier.

MORGAN 
It’s like I was saying. When 
you’re way up there, on an 
outcrop and the urge takes you todump, that’s 
assuming you’re noton a belay -

JO 
Awh! I just got a really harsh 
visual. Not nice, dude.

Maddy brings the last slice of pizza to her mouth but 
thethin crust dips at a dangerously steep angle.
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JO (CONT’D) You’re gonna lose it!

Maddy turns away from her to protect her slice. 

MADDY 
I bet you made it do that, 
telepathically, kinetically. Likethe old guy 
who bends spoons. Andthat’s just so I’d drop 
some andyou’d pounce on it.

CHRISTEN
So what’s the eco-friendly way ofgetting on 
with the job, then?

MORGAN 
The deal is you have to take yourshit with you. 
Literally. No
matter what. Can’t leave it up 
there for the next person to findwhere. Rightly, 
too. It’s like,
after the real hard-ass grunt 
work it takes to haul your ass upthere, they do 
expect a pristineenvironment. So you take you 
shitwith you. You squat over a
plastic jar -

Maddy chokes on a mouthful.

MADDY 
How big is the jar’s opening then?

JO 
You sure about that?

MORGAN 
Sure I’m sure. How else d’you 
keep that ledge clean for 
whoever’s gonna be mantling up 
there after you?

MADDY 
Ok, that’s it! That’s another 
reason for me to stick to 
bouldering. So, are we still on 
for Saturday?

MORGAN 
You bet. All I need is to score amattress.

Eyebrows screwed up, Maddy looks at Christen who 
spluttersin her beer bottle. Morgan over-explains, digging 
the
whole deeper.
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MORGAN (CONT’D) 
I mean a mattress for you. Like 
if you peel off a few feet off 
the ground.

Maddy and Jo give him a hard time. 

MADDY 
And what? won’t you be there to 
catch the damsel, as she peels off?

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
That’s not how it’s done. A 
regular mattress works just fine.I mean, that’s 
if you’ve got onethat can take a bit of abuse.

JO 
Yeah, OK, Morgan. We get it.

MADDY 
Padding for your skinny ass, by 
any other name.

CHRISTEN 
If any one’s gotta need padding 
upon peeling, I’d say it’d be 
more likely to be me. Lizard on 
rock, that’s so seriously not me.

Morgan grins at her, gets up to insert a DVD into the player. 

MORGAN 
I’m a good coach and you’ve got 
good hands. I’ll show you the 
basic hand grips later.

Behind his back, Maddy and Jo grin at each other 
knowingly.Christen shakes her head, silently begging them 
to stoptheir fun.

Morgan dims the lights, hits Play. Christen taps the 
floorspace next to her.

DVD sounds O/S 

MADDY 
Score yourself that mattress andyou’re on, buddy. Christen? Y
ou,too?

CHRISTEN 
Might as well make the most of 
that mattress.
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MORGAN 
(grins)

Sweet! Two’s company, three is 
acrowd, but four’s just fine.

He sits on the carpet next to Christen, back propped 
against a bookshelf. She is restless next to him.

INT. MORGAN’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

FLASHBACK

Morgan is seated on the sofa. Both are naked. 
Christenstraddles his hips. His hand is cupped under her. 
She
kisses him as if his mouth were a delicious mango, as 
sherides his fingers. The healing scars around his 
nipplesare pale but visible. She melts into his smiling 
eyes.They are both at peak arousal. Slowly she moves over 
hisfingers.

MORGAN 
(throaty)

I may not have a dick but I’ve 
got one hell of a dicklet. And 
right now -- it’s hard as hell! 
As hard as a AA battery.

On impulse, Christen lowers herself between his 
knees,ready to explore. Instinctively, Morgan’s hand jumps 
up tohold her back, to keep her away from his sex.

MORGAN 
No, Chris. Not my slash.

(whimpers like a child) 
I need a dick.

He covers his mons to hide it. 

BACK TO PRESENT 

INT. MORGAN’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT (CONT’D)

Morgan shifts closer against Christen, startling her outof 
her flashback. He shifts again and, in the movement,her 
hand instinctively slides over to his leg.

Sorry.
CHRISTEN 

His hand spreads over hers to guide her unequivocally 
overhis fly.

MORGAN 
(teases)

Wanna do that again. More slowly?A 
little higher up? As in --
follow the seam?
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Unsure as to what he wants from her, her eyes widen 
insurprise as she feels the softly resistant mound under 
herhand. She breathes in, hesitates, bites her lower lip 
and,hand cupped, she initiates a small circular motion. 
Morganmoans softly into her hair. She looks at him from 
underher eyelashes.

MORGAN 
(grins)

Gotcha! Even with my new state-
of-the art silicone-packed cock 
that’s come all the way from 
America in yesterday’s mail, 
thebest money can buy -

He glances at Jo and Maddy who seem absorbed by the film.One 
arm around Christen’s shoulders, he whispers into her ear.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
Even with that baby on, I need 
abit more real stimulation.

(chuckles) 
It’s not like it’s battery 
powered or anything.

His voice betrays a boyish excitement. Jo and Maddy 
aredistracted from the film. They grin mischievously and 
nudge each other.

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
So, Sexy Lady, what it’s come 
down to is this: wanna meet the 
new member of my family? Wanna 
help me road-test my new hot-rod?

He twitches his eyebrows comically and tweaks his goatee. 

MORGAN (CONT’D) 
Hot rod? Member? Get it? Huh? Huh?

Christen peers at him before bringing her mouth to 
hisearlobe.

CHRISTEN 
(whispers)

Morgan, you’re one mad dude. But -

But?
MORGAN

CHRISTEN 
I think I can love you.

MORGAN 
Could or can? Like could if you 
tried or can ’cos you will try?
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CHRISTEN 
Can. Morgan Maddock, I think I 
can love you.

Her lips flutter against his and she takes his hand into hers. 

CHRISTEN (CONT’D)
So now - you’re gonna watch thisfilm or what? 

JO 
About fucking time, too!

She snuggles in closer against Maddy. 

FADE OUT


