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1. 

 

FADE IN: 
 

1.  EXT. HOUSE – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 1 
 
The footage is dated; the image grainy and handheld.  
Scratches and lines dance across the screen.  We are framed 
on a distinctive bright yellow house with a teak wooden 
front door, bearing the number 28 in gold lettering.  A 
WOMAN IN A BRIGHT GREEN DRESS and TWO YOUNG GIRLS WITH 
FRIZZY HAIR -- a 10-year-old and a six-year-old –- are 
standing in front of the door, posing for the camera.  We 
jump among various shots of them; the younger girl runs out 
of shot and the WOMAN gestures for her to return.  We pull 
back to see 
 

2. INT. LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 2 
 
the images playing on a TV screen in a darkened room.  We 
follow a cord from the television to a camcorder resting on 
a coffee table in the centre of the room.   The spools of 
the tape turn.  Behind the table, looking on with unblinking 
eyes, is the thirty-something face of HARRIS BABEL.  He sits 
in a well-worn, brown-velvet armchair, springs and fluff 
eager to escape.  HARRIS’ voice is deep and crackled, the 
voice of a man in his late thirties. 
 

HARRIS (V/O) 
Memories are very important to me.  
That’s why I have my tapes.   
 

The apartment is drab and seedy, the front door opening 
directly into the lounge and the lounge leading to a pokey 
kitchen.  HARRIS edges forward in his chair, nostalgia in 
his eyes. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
They help me remember.  They remind 
me who I am and how I got here.  

 
3. EXT. HOUSE – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 3 

 
We move backward, away from the WOMAN IN A BRIGHT GREEN 
DRESS and the TWO YOUNG GIRLS WITH FRIZZY HAIR on the front 
doorstep.  The WOMAN begins waving as we snake backward down 
the garden path; she motions the children to wave too and 
they oblige excitedly. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
They clarify what’s important to me. 

 
4. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 4 

 
The lines on HARRIS’ forehead grow thicker as the images  
 

(CONTINUED) 
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4. CONTINUED: 4 
 
unfold before him. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
I could sit here and watch them all 
day if I wanted to.  But I won’t. 

 
5. EXT. HOUSE – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 5 

 
The camera jolts noticeably –- almost as if it’s about to 
fall -- as we move backwards away from the waving family.  
Pointing downwards at the path, we see the cause of the jolt 
-- a small tricycle blocking the pathway.  The leg of the 
CAMERA OPERATOR nudges the tricycle aside and our frame 
returns to the waving family. 
 

6. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 6 
 
HARRIS leans further forward, looking on. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
But sometimes things aren’t quite 
how you remember them.  Sometimes I 
get confused.   
 

7. EXT. HOUSE – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 7 
 
We move backwards out the front gate, past a beaming red 
letterbox –- also bearing the number 28 in gold lettering –- 
and along the other side of a green picket fence, still with 
the waving family in the centre of our frame.  The older 
GIRL breaks from the pose and runs along the pathway towards 
the camera.  She continues waving frantically, smiling and 
laughing.  She reaches over the picket fence at the camera, 
her hands almost touching the lens. 
 

8. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 8 
 
HARRIS hits STOP on the camcorder, turning the images of the 
FAMILY and the running GIRL WITH FRIZZY HAIR into harsh 
snow.  He ejects the mini DV tape, holds it up and looks at 
it curiously, turning it over.  He pops it back into its 
plastic jacket and clasps it in his hand.  As he stands and 
heads for the door, he brushes past a packet of half-eaten 
prawn crackers on the coffee table; beside them two empty 
chinese takeaway food containers with leftover rice around 
the edges.  We hear the door close. 
 

9. EXT. ALLEY – DAY 9 
 
HARRIS passes a sleeping HOMELESS MAN in a cardboard box and 
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9. CONTINUED: 9 
 
stops near an overflowing dumpster.  We can hear two men 
arguing in the distance.  A cat shrieks.   
 

10. EXT. MR YAQUB’S TRAVEL GOODS – DAY 10 
 
There is a doorway on the other side of the dumpster, tucked 
in amongst the shadows for only devoted customers to find.  
The sign on the door, printed in both English and Hindi 
(Indian), reads MR YAQUB’S TRAVEL GOODS.  Underneath are the 
words LUGGAGE, CAMERAS AND ACCESSORIES, TRAVEL BOOKS and 
SOUVENIRS.  There’s a weather-beaten A-board bearing the 
store’s name on the pavement out front. 
 
HARRIS enters and the door closes behind him. 
 

11. INT. MR YAQUB’S TRAVEL GOODS – DAY 11 
 
A bell rings as HARRIS enters; dust stirs.  He heads for the 
counter at the opposite end of the store.  His greasy hair 
has been parted to one side with a dash of water and he’s 
done up the top button on his shirt.   
 
He makes his way past shelves stacked with suitcases of 
varying sizes; new and used camcorders of all kinds, still 
cameras, tripods and carry bags, cables and blank tapes.  
There are travel books too, toiletry sets and postcards from 
all sorts of places.  In the far corner there is a shelf of 
strange souvenirs –- some wood carvings, a clay monkey with 
beady eyes. 
 
At the counter, a young asian RECEPTIONIST is on the phone, 
referring to a dated computer monitor in front of her. She 
holds the receiver between her neck and her head, tapping 
methodically on the keyboard and speaking in Hindi.   
 
HARRIS stops in front of the counter and places his mini DV 
tape down.  She glances at the tape briefly then looks up at 
him, continuing to talk into the receiver. 
 
There is a sliding door behind the counter, opening into a 
dark, cavernous hallway.  The door is slightly open and we 
can hear the sounds of machinery, sawing, a woman shouting.  
HARRIS turns away from the RECEPTIONIST as she continues to 
talk; he is drawn to the opening in the doorway.  The 
RECEPTIONIST hangs up, turns her attention to HARRIS. 
 

RECEPTIONIST 
Another faulty tape, Mr Babel? 
 

His attention snaps from the doorway; he approaches her, 
pointing at the tape. 
 

(CONTINUED) 
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11. CONTINUED: 11 
 

HARRIS 
(firmly) 

The WRONG tape.  There was a family. 
 

RECEPTIONIST 
A family? 
 

HARRIS 
(dismissive, firm) 

Can I see Mr Yaqub? 
 

RECEPTIONIST 
Just a moment. 

 
She picks up the phone, punches an extension and speaks in 
Hindi. 
 

RECEPTIONIST 
(in Hindi; subtitled in English) 

He’s here again. 
 

She listens to a reply we cannot hear and hangs up as HARRIS 
folds his arms, looks off in the opposite direction. 
 

RECEPTIONIST (cont’d) 
(to HARRIS) 

He’s busy. 
 

HARRIS glances at the mini-DV tape on the counter. 
 

HARRIS 
I want it replaced. 

 
She eyes the tape.   

 
RECEPTIONIST 

Doesn’t look like one of ours. 
 

HARRIS 
I bought it here.  Like all the 
others. 
 

RECEPTIONIST 
It was a holiday, yes? 
 

HARRIS 
(growing impatient) 

It was supposed to be.  To Cape 
Reach. 

 
 
 

(CONTINUED) 
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11. CONTINUED: 11 
 

RECEPTIONIST 
And you didn’t want the family? 

 
HARRIS 

No I didn’t.  I was very clear with 
what I wanted. 
 

The phone rings and the RECEPTIONIST is distracted. She 
picks it up, punches the flashing extension. 

 
RECEPTIONIST (cont’d) 
(in Hindi) 

Yes? 
 

She says nothing more but listens intensely, occasionally 
looking up at HARRIS, who is again drawn to the dark 
hallway. 
 
SECURITY CAMERA POV 
 
From the back corner of the shop we see HARRIS and the 
RECEPTIONIST in the black and white vision of the security 
camera. 
 
BACK TO SCENE 
 
She hangs up, forces a smile. 

 
RECEPTIONIST (cont’d) 

Of course we’ll replace the tape, Mr 
Babel.  Perhaps we could throw in 
some extras for your trouble..? 
 

HARRIS 
Extras? 
 

RECEPTIONIST 
An upgrade to the penthouse suite... 
parasailing... maybe an erotic 
encounter? 
 

HARRIS blushes. 
 

12. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 12 
 
A plastic MR YAQUB’S TRAVEL GOODS bag is open on the coffee 
table in front of HARRIS. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
Why would I want an erotic 

(MORE) 
 

(CONTINUED) 
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12. CONTINUED: 12 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
encounter?  I’m not a pervert. 
That’s not why I do this. 
 

He takes the tape out of its cover and pops it into the 
awaiting camcorder.  These are familiar moves. 
 
Consumed with anticipation, he hits PLAY. 

 
HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 

I do it because it’s easier.  I used 
to go places, I used to travel, I 
used to have erotic encounters -- 
but it’s easier this way. 
 

13. INSERT SCREEN: EXT. BEACH – DAY  (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 13 
 
Handheld, grainy images of a deserted, tropical beach.  We 
hear the calming sound of waves hitting the shore. 
 

14. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 14 
 
HARRIS leans forward in his couch, looking on with keen, 
excitable eyes. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
You choose what you want.  You get 
what you pay for.  You go to places 
you never dreamed of going.   
 

15. INSERT SCREEN: EXT. BEACH – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 15 
 
The deserted beach.  We pull back  
 

16. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 16 
 
from the screen to a shelf next to the TV.  It is stacked 
with dozens of mini-DV tapes, all bearing familiar thick 
black handwriting –- KAKADU NATIONAL PARK, RANGOON, GREAT 
BARRIER REEF, LORD HOWE ISLAND, MADAGASCAR..   
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
I once went to Lord Howe Island, 
Kakadu National Park and the Hanging 
Gardens of Babylon in one sitting. 

 
Moving away from the shelf, we find HARRIS leaning forward 
in his chair, writing on the exposed cardboard tape sleeve.  
He writes CAPE REACH in familiar handwriting. 
 

 
 

(CONTINUED) 
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16. CONTINUED: 16 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
No jet lag, no queues, no bad 
airline food.  No strings attached. 

 
17. INSERT SCREEN: EXT. BEACH – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 17 

 
We move along the deserted beach, waves almost lapping at 
our feet.  A JOGGER passes from the other direction, nods. 
 

18. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 18 
 
HARRIS blows on his fresh handwriting to dry it, then holds 
it out in front of him to view it from a distance.  He likes 
what he sees, places it delicately back into its cover. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
Most people wouldn’t understand.  My 
dad wouldn’t.  He was always very 
particular about capturing memories.   

 
19. INT. FAMILY ROOM – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 19 

 
We are close on a TODDLER’S face.  The TODDLER inches 
forward, the delicate hands of his CURLY-HAIRED MOTHER 
steadying him from behind.  She lets go -– almost in slow 
motion -- and he is on his own, like a leaf flailing in the 
wind.  He takes a step forward and loses his feet, his head 
dipping out of frame as he tumbles to the ground.  The voice 
of the CAMERA OPERATOR, a gruff-sounding man in his 
thirties, interrupts. 
 

CAMERA OPERATOR (V/O) 
His head went out of frame.  We’re 
going to have to do it again. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
I used to get spooked when he put 
the camcorder lens in my face.  He 
said it was his way of getting close 
to mum and me.  But I could never 
see him.  He was always hidden 
behind it. 

 
The CURLY-HAIRED WOMAN tries to bring the TODDLER to his 
feet as he begins to wail.  She looks up at her husband with 
a pained expression. 
 

20. INT. FAMILY KITCHEN – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 20 
 
A five-year-old BOY WITH BLOND HAIR sits at a kitchen table,  
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20. CONTINUED: 20 
 
surrounded by squealing CHILDREN with food painted across 
their faces. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
He filmed every birthday I can 
remember, including my eighth, which 
was the most fun.   

 
A large frog-shaped CAKE is placed on the table in front of 
HARRIS, the flickering candle lights bouncing off his face. 
 

20a.  INT. LOUNGE ROOM – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 20a 
 
A CLOWN is doing tricks in front of a horde of excited 
CHILDREN. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
We had a clown called Mr Happy and 
he said he could do the best magic 
tricks in all the world.  But I’ve 
seen other clowns do better tricks. 

 
21. EXT. BACKYARD – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 21 

 
CHILDREN frolic around a sprinkler towards the back of the 
yard, among them the five-year-old BOY WITH BLOND HAIR and a 
DOG that runs in circles, occasionally zipping in close to 
the sprinkler head and biting furiously at the water spray. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
Dad used to take his camcorder to 
barbecues and family gatherings.  He 
even filmed grandma’s 83rd birthday 
on the hottest summer day I can 
remember.   

 
A selection of badly-dressed ADULTS chat and sip drinks 
around a barbecue near the back of the house, many shying 
away from the camera when it weaves its way close to them. 

 
HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 

But nobody liked it when dad filmed 
them.  Not even Auntie Doreen and 
she liked almost everything.  Uncle 
Bob used to call dad a freak.   

 
The chubby GENT manning the BBQ acts up for the camera, 
pulling faces and holding up a sausage with his tongs. 

 
HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 

That’s Uncle Bob.   
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22. EXT. CAMP SITE – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 22 
 
The CURLY-HAIRED WOMAN from the opening scene, now a little 
older, stands next to a large woodgrain sign, half-buried in 
the surrounding flora.  The sign bears the burnt-in words 
CAMP TALLAWALLAH.  The BOY WITH BLOND HAIR has one leg over 
the sign, trying to climb it as the WOMAN encourages him to 
hop down and pose for the camera. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
But the best footage he got was at 
Camp Tallawallah...that was dad’s 
favourite location.   
 

The BOY WITH BLOND HAIR plays with a toy shovel and bucket 
in a shallow river. Other young CHILDREN frolic in the 
water. 

 
HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 

Mum was always happy there.  We’d go 
there every summer and camp out in 
tents and play games and cause 
trouble.  Dad dropped his camera in 
the creek once and he couldn’t film 
anything for two whole days.  He 
hated not filming.  It made him 
grumpy. 
 

23. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 23 
 
On the shelf we see a dusty shoebox labelled DAD’S TAPES.  
HARRIS looks at the box briefly, then returns to the 
deserted beach still playing on the TV. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
He’d be grumpy now if he could see 
me here.  If he could see what I’ve 
become. 

 
24. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 24 

 
The piercing sound of a ringing phone breaks the moment.  
Startled, HARRIS leans forward and hits PAUSE on the 
camcorder.  He stands and walks briskly out of the room. 
 

25. INT. HARRIS’ KITCHEN – DAY 25 
 
HARRIS snatches the phone off the wall and presses it to his 
ear.  We can see the paused image of the beach on the TV 
screen through the doorway behind him.  He speaks in an 
impatient, gruff tone. 

 
 
 

(CONTINUED) 
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25. CONTINUED: 25 
 

HARRIS (cont’d) 
What? 
 

WOMAN (V/O) 
Harris Babel? 
 

HARRIS 
Yes...? 
 

WOMAN (V/O) 
It’s Edith West from the Unclaimed 
Baggage Department at East Coast 
Airlines.  We have an item of yours. 
 

HARRIS 
An item? 
 

WOMAN (V/O) 
A suitcase. 
 

HARRIS 
What suitcase? 
 

WOMAN (V/O) 
Royal blue with grey lining and a 
silver handle.  Your name was on the 
tag –- it’s taken me forever to 
track you down. 
 

HARRIS (V/O) 
But I haven’t been anywhere. 
 

WOMAN (V/O) (cont’d) 
It was left in our baggage 
collection area.  Came in on a 
flight from... 

(reading) 
...I can’t be sure.  The label’s 
missing. 
 

HARRIS looks at the paused image of the beach on the TV 
screen through the doorway.  A thought grasps him and, 
without responding, he rests the receiver down on the table 
and exits.  We hear the faint voice of the WOMAN. 
 

WOMAN (V/O) (cont’d) 
Are you there?  Hello? 

 
26. INT. HARRIS’ BEDROOM – DAY 26 

 
Stepping over clothes strewn across the floor, HARRIS opens  

 
(CONTINUED) 
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26. CONTINUED: 26 
 
a sliding wardrobe door.  High on the top shelf there is a 
royal blue suitcase with a silver handle.  He slides the 
door shut, turns his back on it like he’s seen a ghost. 
 

26a. INT. HARRIS’ KITCHEN – DAY 26a 
 
HARRIS picks up the receiver as the WOMAN asks again if he 
is there.  A nervous smile creeps across his face. 

 
HARRIS 

Mr Yaqub put you up to this, didn’t 
he? 
 

WOMAN (V/O) 
Who? 
 

HARRIS 
Mr Yaqub.   
 

WOMAN (V/O) 
I have no idea what you’re talking 
about. 
 

HARRIS 
I said NO to those extras. 

 
WOMAN (V/O) 

(becoming impatient) 
The suitcase is here if you want it.  
We’re at the northern end of the 
terminal. 
 

HARRIS 
Terminal? 
 

WOMAN (V/O) 
The airport. 
 

HARRIS 
(firm) 

I can’t go to the airport.  I won’t. 
 

WOMAN (V/O) 
We can deliver it -- but there will 
be a fee. 
 

HARRIS 
(eager) 

Deliver it.   Yes. 
 
 
 

(CONTINUED) 
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26a.  CONTINUED: 26a 
 

WOMAN (V/O) 
Let me just confirm the address I 
have –- 
 

But HARRIS hangs up before she can finish.  He returns to 
the lounge room, wide-eyed, on edge.  His eyes dart about 
nervously. 
 

27. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 27 
 
Sitting back on his couch, HARRIS hits the pause button and 
play resumes on the tropical beach. 
 

HARRIS (V/O) 
Why would I have a suitcase at the 
airport?  I never go to airports.  I 
hate them.  I haven’t been to one 
since dad’s business trip. 
 

28. INT. WALKWAY AT AIRPORT – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 28 
 
We are poorly framed on the torso of a smartly-dressed 
BUSINESSMAN.  He holds out a flight ticket and, as it slowly 
comes into focus, we see it reads CAPE REACH – ECONOMY 
CLASS. 
 
Over the loudspeaker we hear the last call for passengers on 
CAPE REACH FLIGHT 152.  The hand of the BUSINESSMAN pops the 
ticket into his jacket pocket and reaches for the lens, 
tilting it up so it is framed on his face.  He smiles at the 
unseen CAMERA OPERATOR. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
I don’t remember what his job was 
but he was always going on trips to 
faraway places.  His bags were 
always packed.  We were always 
waving him goodbye, waiting for him 
to come home.   

 
The camera begins to slowly move downwards again but the 
BUSINESSMAN again corrects it, giving unheard instructions 
to the operator, gesturing for him to hold it steady. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
When he left for Cape Reach he 
promised he’d be back in two weeks.  
For the first time he gave me his 
camcorder.  He’d never let me touch 
it before.  He told me to capture  

(MORE) 
 

(CONTINUED) 
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28. CONTINUED: 28 
 

 HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
all the special moments so he could 
watch them when he came back.  And 
then he left.  That was the last 
time I saw him. 
 

Suitcase in hand, the BUSINESSMAN waves at the camera as he 
moves towards the departure gate. 
 

29. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 29 
 
HARRIS is looking at the TV screen but it’s obvious his mind 
is elsewhere. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
I did exactly what he said.  I 
filmed all the special moments. 

 
30. INT. FAMILY KITCHEN – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 30 

 
From deep in the hallway, we see the back of a silhouetted 
woman –- the CURLY-HAIRED WOMAN -- as she washes dishes at 
the sink. 
   

32. INT. FAMILY HALLWAY – NIGHT (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 32 
 
We are framed on the closed door of the CURLY-HAIRED WOMAN’S 
BEDROOM.  Light spills underneath and we can hear faint 
crying. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
The two weeks came and went.  Maybe 
his flight got cancelled.  Maybe 
they needed him longer.   

 
33. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 33 

 
HARRIS stares at the flickering screen. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
I kept filming anyway.  That’s what 
dad would’ve wanted. 

 
A KNOCK at the door echoes throughout the apartment.  HARRIS 
hits stop on the camcorder, heads for the door and undoes 
the latches.  He opens it reluctantly, peers out through the 
crack in the door. 
 

33a.  HARRIS’ POV - INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE HARRIS’ – DAY 33a 
 
A royal blue suitcase with grey lining and a silver handle 
rests in front of the door. 
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33b.  INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE HARRIS’ – DAY 33b 
 
HARRIS opens the door further and looks up and down the 
hallway but there is no-one to be seen.  He drags the 
suitcase back into his apartment like a spider taking a meal 
into its lair. 
 

34. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 34 
 
Closing the door behind him, HARRIS reattaches the latches.  
He glances over at the CAPE REACH tape cover, still open on 
the coffee table. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
It’s definitely my suitcase.  Maybe 
I did go somewhere.  Maybe – No, I’m 
just confused. 

 
35. INT. HARRIS’ BEDROOM – DAY 35 

 
HARRIS puts the suitcase on the bed.  He notices a pair of 
BOOTS at the foot of the bed. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
It’s like that time I saw the boots.  
They were in the same place he used 
to leave them when he came home from 
work.   

 
36. INT. FAMILY HALLWAY – NIGHT (DARK CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 36 

 
We are outside the CURLY-HAIRED WOMAN’S BEDROOM door, 
looking through a familiar handheld frame at a pair of MEN’S 
BOOTS, similar to the ones in HARRIS’ bedroom. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
Mum told me I was supposed to knock 
before I went in their room but I 
wasn’t thinking straight. 

 
37. INT. C/H  WOMAN’S BEDROOM – NIGHT (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 37 

 
The frame nudges the door and it opens further.  On the bed, 
a MAN’s back faces us, obscuring the CURLY-HAIRED WOMAN on 
the other side of the bed.   
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
I wanted to jump up onto the bed and 
hug him and tell him how much I’d 
missed him and show him all the 
great footage I got.. 

 
As we move up beside the bed, right beside the MAN’S 

 
(CONTINUED) 
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37. CONTINUED: 37 
 
shoulder, he turns sharply, startled.  He stares into the 
camera and we see it is a sleazy BEARDED MAN with a gold 
chain around his neck. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
..but he was different.  Through the 
viewfinder I realised it didn’t look 
like him.  It WASN’T him.  It was a 
stranger. 

 
38. INT. HARRIS’ BEDROOM – DAY 38  

 
HARRIS looks at the pillow-end of his empty bed.  Above it 
on the wall is an old-style advertisement that wouldn’t be 
out of place on a billboard.  It is a photograph of a 
perfect beach with a perfect horizon.   
 
The slogan “CAPE REACH...Find what you’re looking for” is 
sprawled across the empty sky.  HARRIS looks at the picture. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
I thought about going there.  
Looking for him.  I even bought a 
ticket once. 

 
HARRIS reaches down to undo the latches on the suitcase.  He 
undoes the first. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
But what if I went missing too? What 
if I never came back? 
 

He undoes the second latch, prepares to open the suitcase. 
 

HARRIS (V/O)(cont’d) 
Would she replace me too? 

 
Another KNOCK at the door echoes throughout the apartment.  
HARRIS swallows uncomfortably. 
 

39. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 39 
 
HARRIS unclicks the latch on the front door, attaches the 
chain this time and opens the door narrowly. 
 

40. INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE HARRIS’ – DAY 40 
 
A YOUNG WOMAN in summer holiday gear is standing in the 
hallway.  She’s carrying a large backpack and a polaroid 
camera. 
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41. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 41 
 
Before HARRIS can speak, he is blinded by the flash of her 
camera. He squints, pulls away. 
 
INTERCUT HALLWAY AND HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 
 

YOUNG WOMAN 
Gotcha! 

 
She laughs as the photo pops out the back of her camera.  
HARRIS blinks repeatedly, trying to fade the flash from his 
eyes.  He turns back and looks through the narrow opening in 
the door. 
 

HARRIS 
(agitated) 

What do you want? 
 

YOUNG WOMAN 
Very funny. 

 
HARRIS 

Who are you? 
 

YOUNG WOMAN 
You’ve forgotten me already? 

 
HARRIS 

(firm) 
I’ve never seen you before in my 
life. 
 

YOUNG WOMAN 
Parasailing. The cocktail bar on the 
beach.   

(growing impatient) 
It was only three weeks ago. 
 

HARRIS 
What beach? 
 

YOUNG WOMAN 
What beach?  Hello?  Cape Reach.  
What are you on? 
 

HARRIS slams the door shut, leans up hard against it. 
 

42. INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE HARRIS’ – DAY 42 
 
The YOUNG WOMAN knocks again, harder. 
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42. CONTINUED: 42 
 

YOUNG WOMAN 
(calling out) 

You gave me your address.  Said to 
drop by. 

 
43. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 43 

 
HARRIS 

I don’t know you.  We’ve never met.  
Go away.  

 
HARRIS looks over at the camcorder on the coffee table and 
the open tape cover reading CAPE REACH.   
 
He walks over and sits on the edge of his armchair, almost 
afraid to press play.  But he does. 
 

44. INSERT SCREEN – EXT. BEACH – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 44 
 
The same deserted beach. 
 

45. INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE HARRIS’ – DAY 45 
 
The YOUNG WOMAN throws her backpack over her shoulder and 
disappears down the hallway, cursing under her breath. 
 

46. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 46 
 
HARRIS leans forward and presses the fast-forward button on 
the camcorder.  The picture on the screen zips forward. 
 

47. INSERT SCREEN – EXT. BEACH – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 47 
 
The deserted beach zips into fast forward mode.  Suddenly a 
figure appears.  It’s the YOUNG WOMAN from the hallway.  
She’s wearing the same clothes. 
 

48. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 48 
 
HARRIS takes his hand off the fast forward button, his 
attention consumed by the image before him. 
 

49. INSERT SCREEN – EXT. BEACH – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 49 
 
The WOMAN dances about on the beach, pointing her polaroid 
at the camera and clicking randomly. She laughs and frolics, 
flirting with the camera operator. 
 

50. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – DAY 50 
 
There is yet another knock at the door.  HARRIS hits stop on  
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50. CONTINUED: 50 
 
the camcorder and the image turns to snow.   He bounds for 
the door, opening it impatiently. 
 

HARRIS 
I told you I don’t -- 

 
51. INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE HARRIS’ – DAY 51 

 
Standing in the hallway with a takeaway food bag is a 
twenty-something DELIVERY MAN.  He wears shorts, a white t-
shirt and a backwards cap. 
 

DELIVERY MAN 
You ordered takeout? 

 
HARRIS looks beyond him, up and down the hallway.  The 
DELIVERY MAN speaks like he has somewhere else to be. 
 

DELIVERY MAN (cont’d) 
Chinese... 

 
HARRIS 

I did..? 
(eyeing bag) 

What did I order? 
 

DELIVERY MAN 
The usual. 

(looking into bag) 
Lemon chicken, sweet and sour pork, 
steamed rice and... 

 
HARRIS 

(surprised that he knows) 
...prawn crackers. 

 
DELIVERY MAN 

It’s all there. 
(putting his hand out) 

Twelve-eighty. 
 
HARRIS reaches into his pocket and coins spill out onto the 
ground.  They both reach down to pick up the money, almost 
knocking heads.  On their knees, gathering silver, HARRIS 
notices a logo on the DELIVERY MAN’S white t-shirt.  It is a 
picture of a volleyball with the words CAPE REACH BEACH 
VOLLEYBALL TEAM: PREMIERS 1998. 
 

HARRIS 
You play volleyball? 
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51. CONTINUED: 51 
 
The DELIVERY MAN looks up, confused.  He sees where HARRIS 
is looking and becomes noticeably uncomfortable.  He picks 
up the last of the coins and stands. 
 

DELIVERY MAN 
Beach volleyball. 

(handing him the change and the bag) 
Here. 

 
HARRIS glares at the DELIVERY MAN, motioning forward.   
 

HARRIS 
What’s going on? 

 
DELIVERY MAN 

What? 
 
The DELIVERY MAN takes a nervous step backwards as HARRIS 
moves towards him. 
 

HARRIS 
Tell me about Cape Reach. 
 

DELIVERY MAN 
What are you talking about? 
 

The DELIVERY MAN backs up as far as he can go against the 
wall.  HARRIS’ shadow looms over him. 

  
HARRIS (cont’d) 

You’ve been to Cape Reach.. 
 

DELIVERY MAN 
I don’t know what you mean.. 
 

HARRIS 
Tell me! Tell me about Cape Reach! 
 

DELIVERY MAN 
We’re IN Cape Reach! 

 
The DELIVERY MAN’S words strike HARRIS like a punch to the 
face.  He looks out the dusty window over the DELIVERY MAN’S 
shoulder and sees 
 

52.  EXT. BUILDING – DAY 52 
 
a motel sign jutting out from the side of the building.  It 
reads CAPE REACH MOTEL.  The VACANCY sign blinks. 
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53.  INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE HARRIS’ – DAY 53 
 
The clinking wheels of a linen trolley distract HARRIS and 
he turns to see a MOTEL CLEANING LADY emerging from the 
adjoining apartment. 
 
Stone-faced and dazed, HARRIS turns back to the DELIVERY 
MAN, still backed up against the wall. 
 

HARRIS 
I came here to find my father, 
didn’t I? 

 
DELIVERY MAN 

I don’t know. 
 

HARRIS 
Where’s my father? 

 
DELIVERY MAN 

I don’t know. 
 

HARRIS 
Where is he?!! 

 
The DELIVERY MAN finds an opening and escapes down the 
hallway, calling out as he goes. 
 

DELIVERY MAN 
Yaqub! 

 
His voice trails. 
 

DELIVERY MAN (cont’d) 
Mr Yaqub knows everything. 

 
HARRIS stands alone in the hallway.  The takeaway food bag 
slips from his hand and hits the ground, the prawn crackers 
spilling out. 
 

54. EXT. MR YAQUB’S TRAVEL GOODS – DUSK 54 
 
HARRIS bangs impatiently on the door to MR YAQUB’S TRAVEL 
GOODS.  He tries the handle but it’s locked.  He knocks 
again. 
 
The door opens a fraction and the RECEPTIONIST pokes her 
head out. 
 

RECEPTIONIST 
We’re closed, Mr Babel. 

 
 
 

(CONTINUED) 



21. 

 

54. CONTINUED: 54 
 

HARRIS 
It’s urgent. 

 
RECEPTIONIST 

You’ll have to come back tomorrow. 
 

HARRIS 
It’s an emergency. 

 
HARRIS nudges the door open further. 
 

RECEPTIONIST 
I’m sorry, Mr Babel.  We’re –- 

 
55. INT. MR YAQUB’S TRAVEL GOODS – DUSK 55 

 
But HARRIS isn’t taking no for an answer.  He forces the 
door open, pushing the RECEPTIONIST back against a tripod 
display behind the door. 
 
HARRIS heads for the counter at the back of the shop, past 
the suitcases, the travel books, the camcorders, cords and 
cables.  The RECEPTIONIST finds her feet, calls after him. 
 

RECEPTIONIST (cont’d) 
Mr Babel! 

 
He walks around the counter and through the sliding door, 
disappearing into the darkness. 
 
The RECEPTIONIST reaches the counter but doesn’t follow him 
behind the sliding door.  Instead she grabs the phone and 
punches an extension.  She speaks in Hindi. 
 

RECEPTIONIST (cont’d) 
(in Hindi; subtitled) 

He’s here! 
 

56. INT. HALLWAY AT MR YAQUB’S TRAVEL GOODS – DUSK 56 
 
HARRIS is drawn towards a door at the end of the dark 
hallway.  Light spills around its edges.  He can hear 
distant voices, a tap dripping.  He reaches the door, peeks 
through a small opening as a bead of sweat lingers at the 
tip of his nose. 
 

57. INT. ROOM – DUSK 57 
 
It is a darkened movie set with lights, C-stands and ropes 
rigged up around a large double-bed.  A camcorder sits on a 
small tripod near the bedside table and there is an empty 
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57. CONTINUED: 57 
 
director’s chair behind it.  A young LIGHTING ASSISTANT 
walks by in the background holding some cords but he doesn’t 
see HARRIS peeking through the crack in the door. 
 

58. INT. HALLWAY – DUSK 58 
 
HARRIS pulls away from the door.  He heads down an adjoining 
hallway.  Another door.  Louder voices.  More light spilling 
from inside.  HARRIS peeks in. 
 

59. INT. ANOTHER ROOM – DUSK 59 
 
Another movie set, this one dressed like a child’s playroom.  
A LITTLE BOY wearing a helmet is sitting on a tiny bicycle.  
He rides towards an INDIAN MAN holding a camcorder in the 
middle of the room.  The bike tips over and the BOY falls to 
the ground, struggling to hold back tears.  A WOMAN rushes 
over from the side of the set and picks him up as the INDIAN 
MAN takes his eye away from the viewfinder and looks to his 
clipboard-carrying ASSISTANT in the corner. 
 

INDIAN MAN 
Can we do it again? 

 
HARRIS leans in too far and the door creaks, catching the 
attention of the CAMCORDER MAN.  He turns as HARRIS backs 
away 
 

60. INT. HALLWAY – DUSK 60 
 
knocking over a shelf against the wall behind him.  Mini-DV 
tapes spill onto the ground.  As he picks the tapes up and 
puts them back on the shelf, he sees they are marked with 
titles.  The top shelf reads “MY FIFTH BIRTHDAY”.  The next 
shelf reads: “FAMILY BBQ”.  There are more shelves, more 
tapes but HARRIS moves on.  He comes to a stop at the end of 
the hallway. There is only one door; only one way to go.  
The sign on it reads: PROPS. 
 

61. INT. PROPS ROOM – DUSK 61 
 
It’s pitch black inside.  HARRIS enters, stands still –- his 
heavy breathing echoes around him.  He fumbles for the light 
switch, turns it on.  Light shines down from a single 
swaying bulb in the middle of the room. 
 
The room is full of props of all kinds: parts of old sets, 
fake trees, a petrol bowser. He turns to leave but something 
catches his eye; something in the corner.  Standing on its 
side, next to a cardboard lamp post, is a large woodgrain 
sign.  He walks towards it slowly; fixated by it; stunned.   
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61. CONTINUED: 61 
 
In front of it, he stops, clears away the surrounding pieces 
of wood and drags it free.  He holds it upright out in front 
of him, stares at it as a mixture of disbelief and confusion 
grips his face. 
 
It is a sign that bears the stains of time.  But the writing 
on it is clear: CAMP TALLAWALLAH.   
 
A deep voice from behind him breaks the moment.  The 
BUSINESSMAN from the airport –- the one who waved goodbye as 
he headed towards the departure gates -- is standing in the 
doorway.  But he’s not in business attire; his clothes are 
bright and foreign, something resembling a sarong. 
 

BUSINESSMAN 
You’re not supposed to be here, Mr 
Babel. 

 
HARRIS turns, mortified.  He catches a glimpse of MR YAQUB 
before he slips behind a shelf and into the shadows. 
 

HARRIS 
Father? 

 
BUSINESSMAN 

My name is Mr Yaqub.  I own this 
store. 

 
HARRIS 

But you –- 
 

YAQUB 
I make the tapes.  Sometimes I 
appear in them. 

 
HARRIS turns full circle, not sure where the voice is coming 
from.  YAQUB moves behind a prop-lined shelf, concealed by 
the shadows. 
 

HARRIS 
There was no Camp Tallawallah? 

 
YAQUB moves in and out of the light as he walks behind the 
shelf.  HARRIS doesn’t know where to turn. 
 

YAQUB 
Our tapes are very realistic, Mr 
Babel.  That’s why you kept coming 
back. 
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61. CONTINUED: 61 
 

HARRIS 
But I know the difference.  I know 
which ones I bought. 

 
YAQUB looks away from HARRIS, becoming distant. 
 

YAQUB 
You came in for a travel brochure, a 
new suitcase or maybe it was a 
souvenir -- something to remember us 
by. 
 

He strokes a wood carving on the shelf in front of him. 
 

YAQUB (cont’d) 
We were ready to coax but you didn’t 
need any coaxing.  Our selection of 
tapes intrigued you. 
 

YAQUB’s hand drifts over a row of mini-DV tapes on the 
shelf. 

 
YAQUB (cont’d) 

An erotic encounter in Bangladesh –- 
why not? 

 
HARRIS 

(desperate) 
I know the difference! 

 
YAQUB 

The misplaced suitcase, the girl on 
the beach, the hallucinogens –- they 
all helped blur the lines. 

 
HARRIS 

Hallucinogens? 
 

YAQUB 
That wasn’t salt on your prawn 
crackers, Mr Babel. 

 
HARRIS looks about him, panicking.  He turns quickly but 
there is nothing behind him –- just darkness.  He turns back 
the other way, his head spinning. 
 

HARRIS 
Why?! 

 
YAQUB stops, looks through a gap in the shelf at HARRIS. 
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61. CONTINUED: 61 
 

YAQUB 
We thought if we could make you 
forget who you were -– who you ARE –
- we could make you forget why you 
came here. 

 
HARRIS stops trying to find MR YAQUB in the darkness.  He 
stands still, his voice softens. 

 
HARRIS 

Why did I come here?  
 
YAQUB is remarkably composed, still delighting in the power 
he wields. 
 

YAQUB 
(toying with him) 

You don’t remember, Mr Babel?   
 

62. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – NIGHT/EARLY MORNING 62 
 
Frantic hands grab at tapes from the dusty shoebox on the 
coffee table; it is the one labelled DAD’S TAPES.  The hands 
–- HARRIS’ hands -- clasp one as a second spills to the 
ground and a third tumbles over. 
 
The tape labelled CAMP TALLAWALLAH TAPE 1 is taken from its 
case and placed into the camcorder.  HARRIS’ quivering hand 
hits PLAY. 
 

63. INSERT SCREEN – INT. CAMP SITE – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 63 
 
Familiar handheld images of children at play in the creek. 
 

64. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – NIGHT/EARLY MORNING 64 
 
HARRIS hits fast forward on the tape and the image on the 
screen zips forward. 
 

65. INSERT SCREEN – INT. CAMP SITE – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 65 
 
The BOY WITH BLOND HAIR and the CURLY-HAIRED MOTHER are 
posing in front of the CAMP TALLAWALLAH sign. 
 

66. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – NIGHT/EARLY MORNING 66 
 
HARRIS hits freeze frame and scrambles close to examine the 
image.   
 

67. INSERT SCREEN – INT. CAMP SITE – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 67 
 
The frozen frame of the BOY WITH BLOND HAIR, the CURLY-
HAIRED MOTHER and the CAMP TALLAWALLAH sign. 



26. 

 

68. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – NIGHT/EARLY MORNING 68 
 
Not satisfied, HARRIS ejects the tape, fumbles through the 
mess on the table and plucks out another.  As he jams it 
into the camcorder, we see the cover is labelled: MY FIFTH 
BIRTHDAY.  He hits play. 
 

69. INSERT SCREEN - INT. KITCHEN – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 69 
 
Familiar images of the BOY WITH BLOND HAIR and his frog-
shaped birthday cake, blazing with candlelight. 
 

70. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – NIGHT/EARLY MORNING 70 
 
Again HARRIS hits the fast-forward button and the images 
skip forward. 
 

71. INSERT SCREEN – LOUNGE ROOM – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 71 
 
The fast-forwarding stops at images of a CLOWN doing a 
balloon-sculpturing routine in front of a rowdy crowd of 
children, the BOY WITH BLOND HAIR among them.  As the camera 
moves about to follow the action, it inadvertently catches 
the reflection of a mirror in the lounge room.  We see the 
reflection of the camera operator, but it is too brief to 
make out a face. 
 

72. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – NIGHT/EARLY MORNING 72 
 
HARRIS rewinds the tape, hits pause on the camcorder.  He 
leans forward and looks intensely at the screen. 
 

73. INSERT SCREEN - LOUNGE ROOM – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 73 
 
Tight on the paused image, we see the man holding the 
camcorder is MR YAQUB. 
 

74. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – NIGHT/EARLY MORNING 74 
 
HARRIS leans back a little, his fears driven home.  But he 
remains defiant, perhaps in denial, as he again ejects the 
tape and plucks another from the scattered pile.  He puts it 
in, hits play. 
 
As the unseen images unfold before him, HARRIS’ expression 
changes.  A look of familiarity, perhaps clarity, sweeps 
across his face, as if he’s remembered something. 
 

75. EXT. HOUSE – DAY (CAMCORDER FOOTAGE) 75 
 
The beaming red letterbox, the green picket fence, the 
bright yellow house.  This is familiar territory.  The WOMAN 
IN THE BRIGHT GREEN DRESS, flanked by the TWO GIRLS WITH 
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75. CONTINUED: 75 
 
FRIZZY HAIR, stands next to a FOR SALE sign on the lawn.  A 
SOLD sticker is plastered across it.  They pose for the 
camera and, after a series of jump cuts, the WOMAN pulls the 
sign out of the lawn and the GIRLS clap excitedly. 
 

76. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – NIGHT/EARLY MORNING 76 
   
HARRIS reaches towards the screen with a hesitant, almost-
quivering left hand.  As he touches the screen, something on 
his hand distracts him.  It is a wedding band.  He hadn’t 
noticed it before and neither had we. 
 

77. INT. HARRIS’ BEDROOM – EARLY MORNING 77 
 
The closed suitcase is still resting on the bed.  HARRIS 
approaches it with trepidation.  He places his hands either 
side of the latches and lifts it open. 
 
Inside, sitting on top of an assortment of neatly-packed 
clothes, are several sheets of large, rolled-up white paper.  
HARRIS removes the rubber band holding the papers together 
and unrolls them, stretching them out over the opened 
suitcase.  He looks close, his eyes widen.  They are plans, 
detailed architectural drawings with the heading CAPE REACH 
THEME PARK: DEVELOPMENT PLANS at the top.  Underneath the 
plans are two thick, binded contracts, bearing a similar 
title.  Select words fill the frame as HARRIS flicks through 
–- “bulldoze”, “complete redevelopment”, “relocation”, 
“compensation”, “unavoidable damage to natural environment”, 
“expendable”. 
 
In the last paragraph on the final page, just before a space 
for signatures, there is a clause that reads: “Contract null 
and void if not signed and witnessed by Thursday September 
23, 2001”.  HARRIS glances over at the calendar pad on the 
bedside table.  It reads “Friday, December 14, 2001”.  The 
clock next to it clicks over to 5.32am. 
 
Pushing the papers aside, HARRIS rifles through the rest of 
the suitcase as clothes spill onto the bed.  Buried deep is 
a leather-bound diary, the cursive letters “HB” stencilled 
in gold on the front.  He opens the diary and flicks through 
it. 
 
Familiar handwriting –- the same handwriting from the tapes 
–- is sprawled throughout: “ANNIVERSARY – DON’T FORGET!!”, 
“KIDS TO DENTIST”, “PRE-SCHOOL PARENTS MEETING”.  HARRIS 
stops at an entry towards the back.  It reads: “BUSINESS 
TRIP TO CAPE REACH”.  Underneath, in smaller writing, the 
words “CONTRACTS TO BE SIGNED”.  There are no more entries 
after that; the remaining pages are blank.  More papers fall   
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77. CONTINUED: 77 
 
out from the back of the diary into the suitcase.  A small 
dog-eared photo lands face-up among them.  HARRIS picks it 
up, stares at it intensely.  It is a photo of the WOMAN IN 
THE BRIGHT GREEN DRESS and the TWO GIRLS WITH FRIZZY HAIR.  
Their smiles beam out at us.   
 

78. INT. HARRIS’ LOUNGE ROOM – EARLY MORNING 78 
 
The TV is still playing images from the camcorder when 
HARRIS enters: the WOMAN IN THE BRIGHT GREEN DRESS and the 
TWO GIRLS WITH FRIZZY HAIR pose in front of the house.  
 
He stops at the front door and rests his two suitcases down 
on the floor, taking his coat from the hook on the back of 
the door and putting it on. 
 
He reaches behind the TV and pulls the camcorder plug out, 
turning the screen into a harsh blanket of snow.  He wraps 
the cord around the camera and gathers the tapes up, tucking 
them into his deep coat pockets.  As he picks up his 
suitcase and exits, slamming the door behind him, the snow 
continues to blare out at us. 
 

79. EXT. MOTEL – EARLY MORNING 79 
 
HARRIS exits the main doors of the motel and steps into the 
sunlight. 
 

80. EXT. STREET ADJOINING ALLEY - EARLY MORNING 80 
 
There is an alley running alongside the motel building and 
HARRIS stops in front of it.  He puts his suitcases down and 
empties his deep pockets –- the tapes, the camcorder -- into 
a small dumpster. 
 
He unclicks one of the suitcases and takes out the rolled-up 
plans and the contracts, throwing them into the dumpster as 
well.  He casts a final glance  
 

81. EXT. ALLEY – EARLY MORNING (HARRIS’ POV) 81 
 
in the direction of MR YAQUB’S store, barely visible in the 
darkness.  We see the weather-beaten A-board, almost about 
to topple over. 
 
The sleeping HOMELESS MAN wriggles about in his box.   
 

82. EXT. STREET ADJOINING ALLEY - EARLY MORNING 82 
 
HARRIS picks up his suitcases and leaves. 
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83. EXT. HOUSE – DAY 83 
 
The first thing we notice is the beaming red letterbox with 
number 28 written in gold lettering. 
 
As HARRIS brushes past it, enters through the gate and 
snakes up the garden path, we see it is a bright yellow 
house with a green picket fence and the number 28 written in 
gold lettering on a solid wooden door. 
 
Along the pathway, HARRIS stops near a small tricycle 
blocking his way.  He steps over it, continues.  At the 
front door he puts his suitcases down and knocks.  From a 
distance he looks more alone than he has ever seemed. 
 
The door opens and a WOMAN –- the WOMAN IN THE BRIGHT GREEN 
DRESS –- stares out at HARRIS with disbelieving eyes, like a 
wife might greet a long-lost husband returning from war.  
She is speechless, stunned.   
 
But her look is all we need. 
 
FADE OUT. 
 


