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1. 

 
 

1. INT. BATHROOM. DAY 1   
 
CECIL BLEEK is on his knees, leaning deep into the bath 
tub.  He is plump and seventy-odd; tufts of his white hair 
bounce about madly as he works.  He’s grappling with 
something within the tub –- occasional GRUNTS of exertion 
mix with a throaty ELECTRIC BUZZ and the severing of bone 
and flesh.  CECIL’S VOICE is deep and matter-of-fact. 
 

CECIL (V/O) 
There are two things in life I 
enjoy. 
 

He removes a bloodied electric knife from the tub, drops 
it with a THUD on the blood-stained bathmat.   

 
CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 

Killing random strangers.. 
 
2. INT. STAIRCASE FOYER. DAY 2 

 
CECIL drags a limp body up the stairs, the HELMET of his 
victim CLUNKING on each step. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
..and labelling their body 
parts for consumption at a 
later date. 

 
3. INT. BATHROOM. DAY 3 
 
CECIL types “LIVER” on a fancy label-maker bearing his 
name, his bloodied fingertips leaving red globs on the 
keypad.  He drops a fresh, dripping organ into a sealable 
plastic bag, delicately fixes the label. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
I label most things.  Not just 
human organs. 

 
There are labels on the “TOILET SEAT”, “BASIN”, “TOILET 
BRUSH” and “BATHROOM MIRROR”. 
  
4. INT. KITCHEN. DAY 4 

 
CECIL tosses an armful of sealed plastic bags – all filled 
with labelled bloody organs – into the freezer.  The door 
closes to reveal a label fixed to the handle: “FREEZER 
DOOR”. 
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CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
A good label is accurate, 
informative and clear..   

 
He washes his bloodied hands at the sink, revealing the 
label “KITCHEN TAP” on the tip of the faucet. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
..it is well-placed.. 

 
The gush of water catches the edge of the label and it is 
sucked into the drain.  CECIL frowns, perturbed. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
..and always unique.  No two 
labels should ever be the same. 

 
5. INT. BATHROOM. DAY 5 
 
An appropriately-labelled “BATHTUB TAP” snaps into focus 
as CECIL turns it on.  He’s hunched over an almost-empty 
tub, wiping the last of the blood and entrails from 
within.  Dark-coloured water swirls down the drain. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
When I’m at dinner parties, 
people often ask me: What do 
you prefer -– killing or 
labelling? 

 
He looks off, pensive.   
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
Twenty years ago I would’ve 
said the killing.  For sure.  
 

CECIL studies himself in the mirror, wipes specks of blood 
from his cheeks. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
But I’m getting on a bit now. 
It’s harder to find people to 
kill these days.  I can’t 
exactly cruise bars or wander 
the streets anymore.  I’m too 
old for that. 

 
He straightens his hair, tightens his dressing gown. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
I just have to wait until 
someone drops by.. 
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6. INT. FRONT DOOR. DAY 6 
 
Dressed in a frilly green dressing gown and “CUTE AND 
CUDDLY” t-shirt, CECIL opens the front door to reveal a 
clipboard-carrying POSTMAN.  A box is tucked under his 
arm. 
 

POSTMAN 
Package for Cecil Bleek? 

 
CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 

I sent that to myself.  It’s an 
empty box. 

 
The label “EMPTY BOX” is clearly visible on the package.  
CECIL takes it, smiles coyly.   Tucked in the folds of his 
dressing gown is an axe.  The label on its handle reads 
“CECIL’S AXE”. 
 
7. INT. LOUNGE ROOM. DAY 7 
 
A TV REPAIRMAN pulls an unplugged power cord from behind 
the TV.   
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
Often I pretend I need 
something fixed.. 

 
REPAIRMAN 

Here’s your problem, old matey. 
 
He plugs it in and turns to find CECIL standing behind 
him, nail gun poised ominously: “CECIL’S NAIL GUN”. 
 
8. INT. BATHROOM. DAY 8 
 
CECIL pats aftershave on his cheeks. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
Sometimes, just when I think it 
might be a quiet month, I get 
lucky.. 

 
The doorbell CHIMES on cue.  CECIL turns, the corners of 
his mouth curling into the subtlest of smiles.  As he 
scurries off, one can’t help but notice an Australia Post 
HELMET resting on the basin. 
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9. INT. FRONT DOOR. DAY 9 
 
Wiping his moist hands on the front of his gown, CECIL 
opens the door to greet KATIE, a bubbly lass in her 
twenties.  She’s holding a brightly-coloured present with 
an oversized ribbon and she wears a beaming smile. 
 

KATIE 
Happy birthday, Granddad.  
Bought you a present. 
 

She bounces past him and heads inside before he can 
respond.  He can’t hide his disappointment: his shoulders 
sink.  
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
I know what you’re thinking -- 
but no.  I don’t execute family 
members. 
 

10. INT. LOUNGE ROOM. DAY 10 
 
Torn wrapping paper aside, KATIE sits in front of a brand 
new laptop, eyes wide and enthusiastic.  She taps at the 
keys with ease. 
 

KATIE 
It’s the latest model, pops.  
Everything’s installed. 

 
CECIL 

What’s it for? 
 

KATIE 
Communication.  You can email, 
chat, skype, surf..  I’m even 
going to create a Facebook 
account for you so you can make 
friends.  

 
CECIL 

Friends? 
 

KATIE 
Lots of friends you can do 
stuff with.  I worry about you, 
poppy.  Here all alone in this 
great big house..   

 
CECIL’s eyes widen, suddenly interested. 
 

CECIL 
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Friends that come over? 
 
KATIE smiles at him, amused at his naivete. 
 

KATIE 
No, silly man.  Not unless you 
give out your address and say 
you have a fridge full of beer.  
These are cyber friendships. 

 
CECIL’s mind is racing.. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
Facebook.  Beer.  Friends. 

 
11. INT. LOUNGE ROOM. NIGHT 11 
 
CECIL emerges from the kitchen with a plate of assorted 
human remains.  Light spills from the laptop on the coffee 
table.  He is drawn to it, curious. 
 
Lit by its luminous glow, CECIL sits eagerly in front of 
the screen. There are 8 FRIEND REQUESTS in his Facebook 
account.  He CONFIRMS them all with purposeful clicks. 
 

CECIL 
Confirm. Yes. Confirm. Yes.  
Yes. Yes! Confirm. 
 

He giggles with delight as he punches the keys. 
 

CECIL (V/O) 
This is wonderful. 

 
12. INT. BEDROOM. DAY 12 
 
CECIL stirs from a pleasant dream, woken by the DOORBELL. 
 

CECIL (V/O) 
It didn’t take long for my new 
friends to read about my fridge 
full of beer. 

 
13. INT. FRONT DOOR. DAY 13 
 
CECIL opens the door to reveal a SLOTHFUL GUY in grubby 
shorts and a singlet.  He’s clutching an empty stubby-
holder. 
 

CECIL (V/O) 
They didn’t say all that much.. 
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14. INT. LOUNGE ROOM. DAY 14 
 
The SLOTHFUL GUY is sprawled across CECIL’S expensive 
velvet lounge suite, eyes fixed on the plasma.  He 
finishes the last of a Corona and holds it out for CECIL, 
who’s behind the lounge like a subservient butler. 
 

SLOTHFUL GUY 
Get me another, pops. With a 
lime.   
 

CECIL (V/O) 
And they made themselves right 
at home.. 
 

CECIL takes it and scurries off, gleeful. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
..for a short time anyway.. 
 

15. INT. KITCHEN. DAY 15 
 
CECIL drops the empty Corona in the bin but doesn’t grab 
another.  Instead he takes “CECIL’S BUTCHER KNIFE” from 
the drawer and re-enters the lounge, whistling. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
It was like having the 
supermarket deli brought to 
your door. 

 
16. EXT. HOUSE. DAY 16 
 
CECIL emerges with a garbage bag full of clothes and an 
empty carton of Corona.  He plonks them in the bin.  A 
HISSING sound distracts him. 
 

CECIL (V/O) 
These Facebook people did 
strange things I didn’t 
understand -– but I was just 
glad for their company. 

 
There’s a YOUNG GIRL spray-painting the side wall of 
CECIL’S house.  CECIL approaches, sees that she’s writing 
“CECIL – MY FACEBOOK BUDDY”. 
 

CECIL 
What are you doing? 

 
The GIRL turns, chewing gum. 
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GIRL 
I’m writing on your wall.  
Cool, huh? 

 
She finishes her message with an exaggerated exclamation 
mark.  CECIL’s not amused -– but he manages the weakest of 
smiles.   
 

CECIL (V/O) 
Before Facebook I killed at 
random.  But these new friends 
were giving me really good 
reasons to dismember them. 

 
17. EXT. BACKYARD. LATER 17 
 
Brandishing a blood-stained shovel, CECIL drags the GIRL’s 
lifeless body across the lawn. 
 
18. INT. BEDROOM. DAY 18 
 
A naked CECIL wakes next to a YOUNG MAN with thick chest 
hair.   
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
They started appearing out of 
nowhere.. 

 
CECIL looks at him, curious.  The YOUNG MAN speaks through 
a yawn. 
 

YOUNG MAN 
I poked you. 

 
19. INT. FRONT DOOR. DAY 19 
 
A man in a VAMPIRE COSTUME is standing at the door. 
 

CECIL (V/O) 
They came to do pointless 
quizzes, give vampire bites to 
each other and swim in my 
pool.. 

 
20. EXT. BACKYARD. DAY 20 
 
CECIL opens the window from his second floor bedroom to 
find BATHER-CLAD men and women fooling around in the pool. 
 

CECIL (V/O) 
People would do anything to add 
me to their list of friends. 
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21. INT. KITCHEN. DAY 21 

 
Frozen body parts spill from the freezer: “BRAINS”, 
“KIDNEY”, “ASSORTED MINCE”. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
Before long I had so many 
friends I couldn’t keep up with 
all the killing.  The freezer 
was overflowing. 
 

CECIL leans up against the door, forcing it shut. 
 
22. INT. BEDROOM. DAY 22 
 
A dishevelled CECIL has two label-makers side-by-side: he 
types frantically on one while the other prints. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
I even had to buy a second 
label-maker to keep up.  

 
Labels are everywhere: in his hair, on the bedspread, 
stuck to the webbing of his fingers. 
 
23. EXT. POOL. DAY 23 
 
Decked out in full snorkelling gear -– wetsuit, snorkels 
and flippers -– CECIL looks out at the pool frolickers 
from behind a glass door. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
Once I thought about taking a 
break and joining them for a 
dip.  They were having fun I 
think.  Enjoying themselves. 
 

The jovial BATHERS toss a big ball around, laughing in the 
most annoying way possible. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
But then I thought: No.  That’s 
not what I enjoy.   

 
24. EXT. POOL. LATER 24 
 
Clutching a bread-filled TOASTER, CECIL saunters to the 
edge of the pool, extension cord trailing behind him.  He 
swings it back and lets it fly.  The BATHERS look over, 
stunned.  One manages a half-scream as the TOASTER hits 
the water.  Lights nearby flicker intermittently. 
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25. INT. STAIRCASE FOYER. DAY 25 
 
A bloodthirsty CECIL is chasing an OLD WOMAN down the 
staircase.   
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
My very last Facebook friend 
was Beryl..   

 
BERYL stumbles and falls, her bag and its contents 
spilling across the floor.  She clambers for the door on 
her hands and knees, GASPING for breath..   
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
We had more in common than all 
those who’d come before..   

 
CECIL is distracted by the handbag’s contents: lipstick, 
mirror, a purse -- all labelled in an elegant but striking 
san serif font.  
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
She had an attention to detail 
I’d always sought in a 
soulmate.   

 
He picks up the lipstick and the mirror, studies them 
intensely.  Looks at her with wide, knowing eyes. 
 

CECIL 
These are all labelled. 

 
She meets his gaze as romantic MUSIC builds to a 
crescendo..  God forbid, there might even be a freeze 
frame. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
I know what you’re thinking.  
You’re thinking: this is the 
happy ending.  They’ll make 
labels together, grow old and 
have baths; write “I LOVE YOU” 
labels and stick them to each 
other’s foreheads.   

 
26. INT. BEDROOM. NIGHT 26 
 
CECIL and BERYL are sitting on the edge of the bed with 
their label-makers, laughing and frolicking.  BERYL sticks 
an “I LOVE YOU” label to CECIL’s forehead. 
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CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
OK, some of that did happen.  
But as much as Beryl loved 
labelling, she just couldn’t 
deal with the whole killing-
and-eating-human-flesh thing.   

 
27. INT. LOUNGE ROOM. NIGHT 27 
 
The laptop is open on the coffee table.  CECIL’S Facebook 
accounts reads: 0 FRIEND REQUESTS.  Leaning forward in his 
favourite armchair, CECIL punches his label-maker with 
plump but precise fingers.  BERYL calls from the kitchen. 
 

BERYL (O/S) 
Your lentil soup’s ready, 
sweetheart. 

 
CECIL can barely contain his dread.  
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
I’m not sure how long the 
relationship will last. 
 

A freshly-printed label emerges.   CECIL delicately fixes 
it to an empty, sealable plastic bag.  
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
There are only two things in 
life I enjoy.. 
 

He places the bag on the floor, perfectly aligned with a 
row of ten others.  They are labelled but empty, waiting 
to be filled: BERYL’S TONGUE, BERYL’S SPLEEN, BERYL’S 
SMALL INTESTINE. 
 
CECIL sinks back in his chair, looking over them fondly. 
 

CECIL (V/O)(cont’d) 
Not much can change that. 

 
FADE OUT. 
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