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MARK
Afternoon.

CHRIS
We don't have any milk.

MARK
I'm going out later. I'll try and
remember to pick some up.

Chris turns and pours himself a bowl of cereal then runs it
briefly under the tap. He walks it to the couch, sits and
begins to eat it. Mark watches him

MARK (cont'd)
How's it going?

Chris looks a Mark but says nothing.

MARK (cont'd)
We're going to Peter's. Kate will be
here soon. Do you want to come along?

CHRIS
Nah.

MARK
C'mon man. It'll be good for you.

Chris closes his eyes and rubs them roughly.

INT. DIRTY BATHROOM

A young man, CHRIS, stands unshaven looking into a mirror 
rubbing his red eyes. He is only wearing sweatpants. He 
leans towards the mirror until he is almost touching it 
staring into his own eyes. He roughly grips his hairy chin 
and squeezes it.

He turns the tap and cups some water onto his face, sliding 
his hands over his hair to smooth it out. He coughs heavily 
into the sink. When he gets it out he rises again to stare 
at himself again.

He runs the water to wash some flem down the sink.

INT. LIVING ROOM/KITCHEN

The room is dark with all the blinds drawn. Chris enters the 
living room and walks to the fridge, opening it. Behind him 
on a couch is MARK.



CHRIS
I was going to do some writing today,
I think. Have some ideas I think I
need to get down.

There is a knock on the door

CHRIS (cont'd)
Who's that?

MARK
Kate probably. (shout) It's open.

KATE opens the door and walks in. A bright afternoon shines
in. She squeezes her eyes to adjust them and looks over at
the couch.

KATE
Hey. How's it going Chris?

Chris closes his eyes and nods slowly.

KATE (cont'd)
What have you guys been up to?

Chris holds his bowl of cereal up towards her.

CHRIS
Breakfast.

Kate chuckles softly and then awkward silence for a moment.

MARK
I was just saying Chris should come
along with us if he wants.

KATE
Yeah of course. Take your mind off
things.

Chris screws up his face and shrugs vaguely.

KATE (cont'd)
Have you heard from her much?

Mark winces.

CHRIS
(shakes head)

A couple emails.
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MARK
Yeah, right. Well it's probably just
the time difference ay? Come on,
Kate, let's head.

Mark stands and walks around the coffee table and stiffly
past Chris.

MARK (cont'd)
Give us a message if you change your
mind mate.

KATE
Yeah. Bye Chris.

Chris nods and forces a smile. They both walk towards the
still open door.

CHRIS
Get some milk!

The door closes. Chris puts his bowl down on the table and
gets out a packet of cigarettes, pulling one out and
lighting it.

He smokes for a moment and the pulls his phone back out. He
scrolls through his address book to the contact 'Laura' and
stares at it his thumb hovering above the call button. He
looks at his watch and counts numbers under his breath
converting time zones.

He looks back at the phone just as it is automatically
locking itself. He breathes out and puts the phone down next
to his bowl. Then he slumps down into the couch lighting
another cigarette and closing his eyes.

As he sits he begins to doze. His head begins rolling round
and his hand drops to his lap. His cigarette begins burning
through his pants.

It burns for a moment and then Chris snaps wide awake.

CHRIS (cont'd)
Fuck!

He starts slapping it out and grabs the butt tossing it
away. He sits tense for a beat fuming then lashes out
swiping his cereal bowl off the table. It smashes on the
ground.
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Mark looks over at Kate and then back at Chris, searching 
for a way out of the conversation.



CHRIS (cont'd)
Fucking cunt! Cock sucking shit fuck!

He falls back onto the couch and goes quiet.

INT. BEDROOM. NOT LONG AFTER

Chris is chopping up cannabis in a bowl.

He packs a home made bong and smokes it and then removes the
piece and ashes into a half full ashtray.

He is sitting at a desk with a computer on it and he hits
the keyboard to wake it up. It boots and he puts on some
heavy music. He opens up a document, the title page of which
reads: 'Broken and Pathetic, by Chris Waterhouse.' He blinks
into the white screen and then highlights the word 'Broken'
and replaces it with 'Lonely' then he scrolls down to the
next page where there is two short paragraphs written.

They read: 'CHARLES and PENNY sit in a almost empty smoking
deck. It is late at night and most peoples night is winding
up. Charles is very drunk and Penny is agitated. They are
not speaking'

'Charles lean over to her, shaking his head to gather his
thoughts. Before he can say anything, however, Penny speaks.
She has an English accent.'

The cursor blinks on the next line as Chris stares at the
screen. After some time he highlights the words 'She has an
English accent' and deletes them. The he begins typing:
'PENNY: I don't want to talk about it tonight. I just want
to go home.'

Chris stares at the computer some more. He types: 'CHARLES:'
and then stops, drumming his fingers on the desk. He types:
'You're leaving tomorrow' then quickly deletes it. Then: 'I
just want say some things' and deletes that too.

He stares at the white screen. The hum of the computer is
loud in his ears. He blinks hard and begins rubbing his eyes
again and then gives up with a hard sigh.

He clicks the mouse and opens a web browser and then types a
social networking sight into the address bar.

It loads and he clicks on his messages. There is a single
one but it is a group message about an event. He closes it
and begins to type in 'Laura'. The name 'LAURA REED' pops up
and he clicks on it.
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He smokes and then looks back to the screen. The name 'Laura
Reed' pops onto the list. Chris puts the pipe on the table
and clicks on it bringing up another box.

Chris sit for a moment watching the cursor flash. Then he
types 'Hey there, hows it been going' and hits enter.

Nothing happens for a good few seconds. Then a message pops
up 'Laura Reed is offline'.

Chris sits back and then clicks harshly on the online tab
again. Laura's name is not there. He slams his hands on the
the table hard three times.

He calms down somewhat and then leans forward and opens up a
message box to Laura. He breathes in and out deeply and then
types 'Hey girl, I've been doing a bit of thinking and there
is somethings I need to get it off my chest. Is there
anytime soon I could call you? Whatever time would suit me.
Love Chris.'

Chris started at this text a moment then highlights the word
love and deletes it then sits for a moment more and also
highlights the word 'girl' and deletes that as well. He
clicks send. Once he has he breathes deeply and reaches for
his pipe. He looks at the screen as he begins to pack it but
nothing happens.

INT. BEDROOM. HOURS LATER

Chris has fallen asleep on the chair. The music is still
playing but the computer's screen has gone to sleep.

Noises start downstairs which wakes Chris. It is Mark and
Kate coming back in, laughing and talking loudly.

Chris rubs his face and stands up. He walks over to the door
and stands listening. Mark and Kate walk past his door still
talking. He waits a moment once they're past he opens the
door and walks out.

INT. LIVING ROOM/KITCHEN

Chris walks into the room and heads to the kitchen. He
switches on the kettle.

5.

He reads the information that comes up. There is plenty of 
recent activity. Chris scrolls down reading it.

He reaches for his pipe again. Before he begins packing it 
he hits a tab labeled 'Online'. A list of names pops up.



CHRIS
(shouting)

Did you get any milk?

There is no response. Chris shuts the fridge and stands on
the spot for a moment. He turns, walks to a cupboard and
takes out a mug, then clicking off the kettle before it is
completely boiled pours himself a cup of tea and walks off.

INT. BEDROOM

Chris enters holding his cup of tea. He sits at his desk and
wakes his computer by slapping the keyboard.

He opens a web browser again and types in the social
networking site. There is one message. He clicks on it, it
is from Laura.

It reads 'Hey. Sorry I haven't been getting back to you. No
excuse I know. Just been caught up in ones own song since
getting back. I really don't know when I will be able to
talk but if you call me about 5 o'clock (here) that would
probably be best.'

Chris reads this, squinting his eyes at the bright screen.
He types back a response and reads through it, then sends
it. He sits blankly for several seconds and clicks up the
same document. He stares at the cover page and then
highlights the word 'Lonely' and replaces it with 'Tragic'
and scrolls down. He stares at the screen.

He picks up a DVD of the desk opens it and puts it into the
computer. As it loads he reaches for his bong and prepares
it to smoke.

INT. BEDROOM. EARLY NEXT MORNING

Chris has fallen asleep at his chair again. The DVD menu is
looping on his screen. He jerks awake and squints, getting
his bearings. In a quick moment of panic he searches for his
phone but then realizes its still early.

INT. KITCHEN

Chris opens the fridge but almost instantly remembers that
there is no milk.
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He walks to the fridge and opens it looking through it. He 
turns to scan the counters and looks back.



CHRIS
Fuck.

Chris closes the fridge.

INT. BEDROOM

Chris sits on the edge of his bed whispering to himself.

CHRIS
Hey... Hey yeah. Good yeah. Good.
I've been good.

Tired, he rubs his eyes with the palms of his hands.

CHRIS (cont'd)
I just needed to say something. I
wanted to say something... Don't you
think we could talk. I just feel like
because of what happened...

Chris stop muttering as he hears voices outside of his room.
It is Mark and Kate walking past. Chris hold his breath
waiting for them to pass. They stop outside his door.

KATE
Chris?

Chris says nothing and closes his eyes. Finally they
continue on.

He breathes out loudly and then spins his computer chair,
absent minded. He turns back to his computer screen, where
the document is still open. He highlights the word 'Tragic'
and deletes it. He stares at the screen, which now reads '
and Pathetic, by Chris Waterhouse' thinking with the cursor
blinking at him.

With a final collapse of energy he gives up and falls back
on his back onto the bed.

INT. BEDROOM. MUCH LATER

Chris lays in the same spot on his bed, there is fresh junk
food wrappers next to him. He is tense. He checks the time
on his phone. It is '4:57'. He lays back on the bed.

For a moment he does nothing then he sits up and scrolls
down his phone book to 'Laura'. He looks at the name for
several seconds then breaths deeply and presses the call
button.
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CHRIS
Aah!

He opens up the phone and looks at her name. Thumbs
twitching. Then the screen lights up with a call. It is
Laura.

He answers.

CHRIS (cont'd)
(waits for ringing)

Hello?/.../ Yeah hey, got you!...
How's it going?/.../ Good. Yeah OK.
Just been working a bit, starting Uni
in a few weeks. You?/.../ Oh yeah?
Nice./.../ Yeah, OK, sure.

For a few moments there is silence on both ends. Chris
breathes deeply and sets himself for the next moment.

CHRIS (cont'd)
OK, so look I...

He is cut off as she starts talking on the other end. His
face changes from tense to deflated. He waits for her to
finish.

CHRIS (cont'd)
Uh huh. Yeah of course./.../ No I
understand./.../ Don't be. You're
right./.../ What? No I'm fine./.../I
am/.../ Listen I think I hear Mark
calling for me./.../ I said Mark's
calling./.../ I've got to go./.../
OK, bye.

Chris hangs up. His entire body shakes. He starts to stand
but can't summon the energy and falls backwards. He clamps
his hands over his face tense and still and then explodes in
a violent energy, wildly smashing his arms against the
covers. The energy subsides and he lays there his face
contorted with sick grief. Then finally weak sobs escape and
until he has nothing left and lays completely defeated.
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He listens to several rings in the reciever but it goes to 
message bank.

He collapses on his bed.

He looks at his phone. It is '4:58'. He opens up his phone 
book again and his thumb hovers over Laura's name, then he 
closes it again.



INT. BEDROOM. NEXT MORNING

Chris lays half awake, half sitting up against the wall on
his bed. The covers and pillows are strewn on the floor. His
bong sits next to him, his computer hums incessantly.

He rolls out of bed and walks out of the room.

INT. DIRTY BATHROOM

Chris walks into the bathroom and stares blankly at himself
in the mirror. He scrapes his fingers through his beard and
tilts his chin to get a better look at it. He mouths 'Fuck
you' at his reflection several times and the smiles and
turns and walks out.

INT. KITCHEN

Chris enters and walks to the fridge. He puts his hand on
the handle but pauses.

After a few moments thought he turns towards the door,
stopping to empty a small metal dish of coins. He pockets
the money and leaves.

EXT. EMPTY SUPERMARKET PARKING LOT

It is still very early and not many cars are parked. As he
draws closer he looks up and sees the front wall of the
building. It is completely white with nothing on it.

Chris stops walking and stares. The sound similar to his
computer humming swells. Chris blinks hard and shakes his
head slightly out of it and moves on towards the doors.

INT. SUPERMARKET. MILK ISLE

Chris walks up to the fridge, opens it and picks out a 1
litre carton of the fully stocked shelf. He is about to
close the fridge door but hesitates looking back up to the
shelf thoughtfully.

EXT. EMPTY SUPERMARKET PARKING LOT

Chris exits the parking lot with two plastic shopping bags
both full of cardboard milk cartons. He walks a short
distance away from the building and stops five metres away
from the centre of the wall, facing it.
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He puts the bags on the ground taking a carton out of each
one. The humming noise once again swells

Chris stand for a moment and then leans back and hurls one
of the cartons against the wall. The milk explodes from the
carton. He continues to throw carton after carton until he
has only one left. The empty plastic bags blow away.

Chris rest from his flurry of energy but keeps his eyes
fixed on the wall. Then, after several deep breaths he give
one final heave and throw the final carton.

He watches it collide with the wall. There is silence. He
then calmly turns and walks through the car park until he
disappears from view.
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