
INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

A light is switched on.  It flickers.

ALEXA HALE (43), who looks closer to 53, moves slowly towards 
a shattered mirror.  Peers at the reflected visions of 
herself.  

Splashes her face with water.  Removes her make-up 
methodically with a dirty hand towel.  

The light continues to flicker.

From behind a pair of hands grabs tightly around her neck.  
Desperately she attempts to loosen the hold. 

As the life is almost choked out of her, a WOMAN steps closer 
to the mirror...Revealing that it’s actually Alexa trying to 
strangle her. 

INT. PRISON CELL - DAY

Alexa wakes with a jolt, slams her head into a pillow tied 
above her bunk bed - a safety net.  

Her long hair which is tinged with splashes of grey is a 
tangled mess.  Dark circles frame her tired eyes.

An INMATE on the top bunk reads peacefully.

INMATE
Boogieman get you this time Alexa?

As Alexa returns to reality she focuses on the small box at 
the end of her bed.  

A GUARD approaches with keys.

GUARD
Let’s go, Hale.

Alexa jumps up.  Grabs the box, ready to go.  Turns to her 
cell-mate.

ALEXA
Try not to murder anyone else.

The inmate doesn’t look up from her reading.

INMATE
You’re a cunt, Alexa.



ALEXA
I’ll miss you too.

The guard opens the bars.  Alexa steps out - free.

EXT. PRISON - DAY

Alexa now wears dated jeans and a faded T-shirt.  Stands 
outside the prison, small and alone.  All the while 
attempting to project confidence.

Seconds later an old but clearly cared for PINK MINI-MINOR 
pulls up jerkily, stops a meter from Alexa. 

Behind the wheel is LOIS HALE (mid-60s), in her 
multicoloured, mismatched outfit.  Lively as they come.

LOIS
Need a lift?

She winks.  

Alexa smiles weakly, gets in the front, her mum takes off.

INT. MINI - DAY

Lois excitedly hands Alexa a bag full of goodies.  Not 
watching the road Lois accidentally swerves.

ALEXA
Mum!

Lois corrects the car.

LOIS
Think I got everything you wanted.

Alexa rifles through the bag.

ALEXA
Cigarettes?

LOIS
Except those.  Those will kill you.

Disappointed Alexa closes the bag.  Peers out the window.  

Alexa’s senses are overloaded by cars honking, cyclists 
whizzing by and sexually graphic advertisements. 

Shattering Alexa’s inner world Lois pipes up.
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LOIS (CONT’D)
It’s all about big butts these 
days.  Boobs are out! 

ALEXA
Good to know.

Awkward silence as they pull up to a stop sign.

Lois studies her daughter’s appearance.

LOIS
Don’t worry about those greys, we 
can get rid of them.

ALEXA
I wasn’t worried.

They take off at a snail’s pace. A car honks behind them, 
then zooms past.

Lois pats the steering wheel.

LOIS
Poor deary can’t go over 45 
kilometers these days.

Nothing from Alexa.

LOIS (CONT’D)
What do you want to do today?

ALEXA
Buy some cigarettes.

LOIS
We can do anything you like.

ALEXA
Please, just take me home.

Lois pauses guiltily, then blurts out.

LOIS
Ahhh, there’s something you should 
know.

ALEXA
Mum, can we not do the talking 
thing right now?

LOIS
It’s just...
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Lois takes a deep breath.

LOIS (CONT’D)
I had to sell your apartment.

ALEXA
Funny.

LOIS
I’m not joking.

ALEXA
What?

LOIS
I needed the money for your 
appeals.  

Alexa tightens the grip around her goody bag.  

LOIS (CONT’D)
Good news though - you can stay 
with me!

Lois smiles widely.  

Alexa looks out of the car with dread in her eyes.

EXT. LOIS’ HOUSE - DAY

The Mini cruises through a hilly, very residential area.  
Everything is in its place - no rubbish, lawns appear 
carefully clipped, gardens trimmed to perfection. 

They turn into a serene little street that looks down over a 
busy city in the distance.  The big, scary world is removed 
from them - they are safe in their community.  At least 
that’s the feeling evoked, however true or not.

Lois pulls into the driveway of a tiny but tidy house. It’s 
the worst house on the best street. 

The women get out of the Mini.  Alexa with her things. Lois 
with the treats.

INT. ENTRY - DAY

Lois opens the front door as Alexa lags behind.

The house is strewn with stuffed dead animals.  But they 
aren’t realistic - all of them have smiling contorted faces 
as if they were happy to be dead.
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Alexa notices that her mum has decorated the house with 
balloons and streamers.  A big self-made WELCOME HOME banner 
hangs garishly in the open lounge area.

Lois smiles proudly but Alexa has no words. She continues to 
the spare room.  Walks in, closes the door.  

INT. SPARE ROOM - DAY

Alexa heads to the window, opens it.  Lifts up part of the 
wooden frame.  Looks inside the secret hollow to find a 
crumpled pack of cigarettes and a box of matches.

Relieved...until she attempts to light one. The match doesn’t 
work.  She tries another.  Nothing.  A third time isn’t 
lucky.  

Distressed Alexa sucks on the unlit cigarette, relaxes.

Alexa notices a beat up SMARTPHONE on the bedside table.  
Attached is a sticky note, which reads - ‘Use me,’ with a 
smiley face.  

Picks it up, inspects it curiously. 

A knock on the door.  Lois pokes her head in.

LOIS
I’m making sandwiches.  Do you 
still like Peanut Butter?

ALEXA
Yes.

LOIS
With butter as well?  Or because 
it’s Peanut Butter - no extra 
butter?

ALEXA
No butter.

LOIS
Okay dokey.

She leaves content with the answer.

Alexa tackles the mobile phone, struggles with the touch 
technology.  Accidentally enables SIRI.  Keeps pressing 
buttons, annoyed.

ALEXA
Make a call mother fucker!
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SIRI
Calling mother.

The phone begins to dial Lois.  Alexa swiftly hangs up, dumps 
the mobile. Picks up the land-line, which sits on the bedside 
table.  Dials.  The phone rings for a long time but Alexa 
won’t hang up...

ERIC V/O
Eric speaking.

ALEXA
I got out today.

ERIC V/O
Alexa?

ALEXA
How many other criminals you know 
Eric?

ERIC V/O
I, ah...It’s good to hear from you.

ALEXA
I need to come back.

ERIC V/O
Not possible.

ALEXA
You know I’m not crazy!

Lois opens the door.  Strides in with a stack of sandwiches.

ALEXA (CONT’D)
Mum, I’m busy.

Lois sees Alexa on the phone, pops the plate down quietly and 
creeps off.

ALEXA (CONT’D)
Sorry, Eric.

But he’s already gone.  She tries to dial again.  Nothing.
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