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1. 

1. INT. BOARDROOM. DAY 1  
 
A scratchy, dropout-laced image spills from a television.  
An OLD MAN addresses the camera through intermittent 
COUGHS and an occasional tape glitch. 
 

OLD MAN 
You were always my favourite, 
Neville.  Always.  And I 
would’ve liked to have given 
you everything: the cash, the 
land, the shares.. but I got 
thirty-nine other children to 
consider.  All those bloody 
marriages. 
 

Plump-faced NEVILLE TODE looks on from the end of a 
polished boardroom table, hands clasped in anticipation.  
He wears an ill-fitting brown suit and is clearly 
unamused. 

 
OLD MAN (cont’d) 

Like I said, though, you’re my 
favourite.  And that’s why 
you’re getting my favourite 
thing. There, on the table .. 

 
He gestures towards camera with a quivering, bony hand. 
 

OLD MAN (cont’d) 
Go on, take a look. 

 
A rectangular red velvet case occupies the centre of the 
table, illuminated by a thin shaft of light.  NEVILLE eyes 
it, uncertain.   
 
There’s a balding, sour-faced BUSINESS MAN hidden in the 
shadows at the other end of the table, consumed by the 
contents of a thick, dog-eared will and testament.  He 
methodically signs pages with an expensive felt-tip pen.  
NEVILLE glances at him but he does not look up.  The pre-
recorded OLD MAN prompts again. 
 

OLD MAN (cont’d) 
Go on.  

 
NEVILLE leans forward, hesitant.  The BUSINESS MAN speaks 
through gritted, impatient teeth -– his pen crunching 
against the crisp white paper.   
 

BUSINESS MAN 
Open it. 

 



2. 

 
NEVILLE opens the lid.  He eyes the contents with little 
emotion, unmoved.  His question floats to no-one in 
particular. 
 

NEVILLE 
What is it? 

 
The OLD MAN coughs, returns to camera -- responds almost 
on cue. 
 

OLD MAN 
It will make everything clear. 

 
He COUGHS and SPLUTTERS again as the screen cuts abruptly 
to SNOW.  NEVILLE returns to the red velvet case, eyes 
wide. 
 
Inside is an antique, hand-carved COUNTER.  It has no 
buttons or dials to speak of: just six spinning numbers 
encased in a wooden frame.  The display reads 000000. 
 
NEVILLE looks at the BUSINESS MAN, who hits STOP on the 
remote and glances up briefly from his work.  He follows 
NEVILLE’S eyes to the COUNTER, sees his confusion. 
 

BUSINESS MAN 
It counts. 

 
2. INT. LOUNGE ROOM. DAY 2 
 
A dishevelled WOMAN IN CURLERS, fag sagging from her 
bottom lip, leans towards frame, her features distorted. 
Her name is FRANCINE and she wears a hideous floral 
dressing gown. She sits next to NEVILLE on a tatty green 
couch, the two of them eyeing the COUNTER in its red 
velvet case. 
 

FRANCINE 
Counts what? 

 
NEVILLE 

I don’t know.  It’s supposed to 
make everything clear. 

 
FRANCINE can’t take her eyes off it. 
 

FRANCINE 
This is all we got?  That old 
bastard’s worth 20 million and 
he leaves you this..? 
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NEVILLE 
He said it was his favourite 
thing. 

 
She eyeballs him, disbelieving. 
 

FRANCINE 
He’s taking the piss.  Was he 
laughing? 

 
NEVILLE 

No.  He was deadly serious. 
 

FRANCINE 
Bastard. 

 
3. INT. OFFICE CUBICLE. DAY 3 
 
NEVILLE’S plump index fingers punch methodically on an 
oversized calculator.  He moves with pace and repetition, 
eyes darting between a pile of papers and the keypad.   
 
Next to him, equally methodical and repetitious, is 
ROWENA.  She has matching thick eye glasses, hair her 
mother cuts and a light blue cardigan someone should have 
burned.  They speak without turning or pausing, their 
mannerisms identically odd. 
 

ROWENA 
Does it have any dials or 
buttons? 

 
NEVILLE 

None. 
 

ROWENA 
Not even a reset button? 

 
NEVILLE 

No reset. 
 
ROWENA pauses, finger hovering above the PLUS key.  She 
turns to him, perplexed. 
 

ROWENA 
I’ve never heard of a counter 
without a reset button.  How do 
you reset it? 

 
NEVILLE 

You don’t.  
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FARGUS, their boss, emerges from behind the partition 
wearing a tight pink shirt and handle-bar moustache.  He 
is clasping a coffee mug with CATS on it and his tone is 
condescending. 
 

FARGUS 
When are you two idiots going 
to start using the computers? 
We have spreadsheets, you 
know.. programs that count for 
you.. 

 
NEVILLE eyes their outdated calculators. 
 

NEVILLE 
We don’t get spam with these. 

 
FARGUS rolls his eyes and storms off, muttering under his 
breath.   

 
FARGUS 

Tossers. 
 
NEVILLE and ROWENA share a glance, resume their work. 
 
4. INT. LOUNGE ROOM. DAY 4 
 
NEVILLE enters, plonks the mail on the sidetable and 
glances over at the COUNTER.  
 
It reads 000001.  He freezes, momentarily stunned.  Looks 
over his thick-rimmed glasses with perplexed, unblinking 
eyes. He CALLS out, his voice tinged with urgency. 
 

NEVILLE 
Francine! 

 
A sleepy VOICE floats from a nearby room, agitated. 
 

FRANCINE (OS) 
What? 

 
NEVILLE 

It counted. 
 
5. INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT 5 
 
NEVILLE pokes at his food, his mind elsewhere. He looks 
frequently in the direction of the lounge room, the 
COUNTER on the coffee table. FRANCINE chews with 
disinterest. 
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FRANCINE 
Why would I touch it?  I hate 
it. 

 
NEVILLE 

Counters don’t go from nought 
to one for no reason. 

 
FRANCINE 

Then it must have counted 
something.  On its own. 

 
6. INT. OFFICE KITCHEN. DAY 6 
 
NEVILLE sits opposite ROWENA at the table.  Their 
sandwiches and lunch boxes are laid-out before them, 
meticulously identical.  They nibble and converse like 
reflections in a mirror. 
 

ROWENA 
Maybe it counted something you 
did.  Did you do something 
different yesterday..? 

 
NEVILLE 

No.  Nothing. 
 

ROWENA 
Nothing? 

 
NEVILLE 

It was the same as every other 
day.  I got up at seven twenty-
two, poured 200 millilitres of 
full cream milk over 375 grams 
of cereal, ate it, showered for 
11 minutes and caught the 102 
bus, which was three minutes 
late.. 

 
ROWENA looks on, not at all disturbed by NEVILLE’S precise 
recollection.  She nibbles again, ponderous.  BOB, a short 
guy with a pot belly, sits two seats down from them at the 
table, plastic-covered lunch plate in hand.  NEVILLE 
pauses mid-bite. 
 

NEVILLE (cont’d) 
Come to think of it, there was 
something unusual.  At the bus 
stop.. 

 
ROWENA 

 



6. 

What? 
 
7. EXT. BUS STOP. DAY 7 
 
Sitting next to NEVILLE on the bench is a THIN MAN in a  
business suit, engrossed in the morning paper.  He’s 
perfectly normal in all respects -- except for the 
oversized, fluffy DOG HEAD propped on his shoulders.  
NEVILLE turns, looks beyond him to a YOUNG WOMAN at the 
other end of the bench. 
 

NEVILLE (OS) 
That woman I always see.. She 
had two apples for her lunch.. 
 

The YOUNG WOMAN is quiet and frail, her eyes stained with 
tears.  A plastic bag rests on her lap, two apples and a 
neatly-wrapped sandwich visible within. 

 
NEVILLE (OS)(cont’d) 

..not one like she normally 
does. 

 
8. INT. OFFICE KITCHEN. DAY 8 
 
ROWENA chews, nods. 
 

ROWENA 
Mmmm.  Okay.  That could be it 
then.  Your mysterious 
counter’s counting a strange 
woman’s apples. 

 
NEVILLE considers it, then doesn’t. 
 

NEVILLE 
No.  That’s not it. 

 
ROWENA 

What else happened then? 
 
9. INT. OFFICE HALLWAY. DAY 9 
 
A fiery BLONDE brushes past NEVILLE, her pony tail 
bouncing maniacally with each frantic step.  NEVILLE turns 
as their shoulders connect, watches her pass through the 
foyer door.   
 

NEVILLE (OS)(cont’d) 
Helen in marketing failed to 
acknowledge me for the 
eighteenth consecutive time. 
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10. INT. TOILET CUBICLE. DAY 10 
 
A painfully-smiley GENT wearing a red nose appears over 
the top of the closed cubicle door, cash tin jiggling 
furiously.  NEVILLE, pants around his ankles, looks up. 
 

NEVILLE (OS)(cont’d) 
Rafael from accounts receivable 
pestered me for donations for 
the sixth day in a row. 

 
11. INT. OFFICE CUBICLE. DAY 11 
 
A thin but pretty TWENTYSOMETHING slurps soup through a 
straw. 
 

NEVILLE (OS)(cont’d) 
Janine slurped 225 grams of 
chicken noodle cup-a-soup..  

 
12. INT. OFFICE HALLWAY NEAR TOILETS. DAY 12 
 
NEVILLE passes the FEMALE toilets, hearing REGURGITATION 
within. 
 

NEVILLE (OS)(cont’d) 
.. then threw it all up in the 
ladies toilets.. 

 
13. INT. OFFICE KITCHEN. DAY 13 
 
ROWENA grimaces as NEVILLE continues. 
 

NEVILLE (OS)(cont’d) 
And Bob sneezed over his two-
day-old leftover lunch before 
eating it. 

 
BOB peels the plastic-wrap from his plate and SNEEZES over 
his food as the steam envelopes his face. NEVILLE looks in 
his direction. 
 

NEVILLE (cont’d) 
Like that. 

 
ROWENA looks over at BOB, returns to her sandwich.  
 

ROWENA 
Sounds a lot like my day. 

 
For a moment, they share a long, knowing glance. 
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14. INT. LOUNGE ROOM. DAY 14 
 
The COUNTER reads 000014.  FRANCINE is clearly bored with 
it, shuffling about uncomfortably on the couch. 
 

FRANCINE 
Maybe it’s counting how many 
times you play with yourself at 
work.. 

 
NEVILLE isn’t listening.  He’s hunched over a notepad, 
scribbling intensely.  It’s a list headed THINGS IT COULD 
BE COUNTING and it includes: 
 
DEATH WISHES 
DRUGS TAKEN 
BAD COFFEES 
EVIL THOUGHTS 
CLOWNS SEEN 
RESTLESS SLEEPS 
GNOMES KICKED 
PREMATURE.. 
 
He stops writing, scribbles out the last.  FRANCINE edges 
forward, trying to sneak a peek, but NEVILLE pulls it 
close, secretive. 
 

FRANCINE (cont’d) 
What’s the big deal?  Why do 
you care what it’s counting?  

 
NEVILLE 

I just do.  I have to know. 
 
15. INT. BEDROOM. NIGHT 15 
 
NEVILLE lies awake, eyes unwilling to close. Shafts of 
moonlight spill onto his face.  His FATHER’s words 
reverberate:  Clear.  Clear.   
 
16. INT. LOUNGE ROOM. NIGHT 16 
 
The COUNTER, now at 000059, rests ominously in its case.   
 

OLD MAN (OS) 
It will make everything CLEAR. 

 
17. INT. OFFICE CUBICLE. DAY 17 
 
Clearly recovering from a restless night, an edgy NEVILLE 
punches chaotically at his keypad.  He is unsteady, 
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unnerved, lethargic.  He misses the keypad altogether, 
CURSES under his breath.  ROWENA looks over, concerned. 
 
18. INT. LOUNGE ROOM/OFFICE CUBICLE. DAY 18 
 
It’s a frantic, fast-paced montage of counters, 
calculators and plump fingers pushing keypads.  The 
COUNTER numbers spin as days and nights tick by, ending 
abruptly at 000127. 
 
19. INT. LOUNGE ROOM. DAY 19 
 
A weary NEVILLE enters, closes the door, puts the mail 
down.  He’s clearly conscious of the COUNTER on the coffee 
table, doing his woeful best to avoid its gaze.  But he 
can’t help himself -- he peers through half-closed eyes: 
000128. 
 
20. INT. OFFICE KITCHEN. DAY 20 
 
NEVILLE’S quarter-cut pastrami sandwich is untouched.  
ROWENA looks on, trying to be reassuring. 
 

NEVILLE 
Maybe I’m looking at it all 
wrong.  Maybe it’s counting 
something I’m NOT doing.. 

 
ROWENA 

Like what? 
 

NEVILLE 
I dunno. 

(a beat) 
I haven’t been flossing. 

 
ROWENA catches on, encouraged by NEVILLE’S ramblings. 
 

ROWENA 
Maybe it’s counting the little 
things you’re not doing.  Like 
holding doors open for people.  
Giving for no apparent reason.  
Saying thankyou when someone is 
kind.  

 
NEVILLE 

You mean, like.. caring? 
 
ROWENA is in unfamiliar territory -- but she continues 
anyway. 
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ROWENA 
Yeah.  Being sort of.. human. 

 
NEVILLE 

Oh.  Okay. 
 
BOB, in his usual seat, SNEEZES on cue.  Unusually, almost 
instinctively, NEVILLE pipes up. 
 

NEVILLE (cont’d) 
Bless you. 

 
ROWENA smiles the subtlest of smiles. 
 
21. INT. OFFICE HALLWAY. DAY 21 
 
HELEN, the fiery BLONDE with the maniacal pony tail, paces 
along the hall.  This time NEVILLE is waiting, prepared: 
he holds the foyer door ajar, acknowledges her as she 
passes with the briefest of nods. 
 
She slows, meets his eyes, smiles back as she whisks past. 
 
22. INT. TOILET CUBICLE. DAY 22 
 
RAFAEL extends his cash tin underneath the wall between 
cubicles, rattling it furiously.  NEVILLE, pants around 
his ankles, pushes coins into the slot. 
 
23. INT. OFFICE HALLWAY NEAR TOILETS. DAY 23. 
 
NEVILLE has cornered JANINE at the entrance to the FEMALE 
TOILETS, glossy magazine in hand: there’s an under-
dressed, overweight MODEL on the front, accompanied by the 
WORDS: “CURVES ARE IN”. 
 
He pushes it into JANINE’S reluctant hands and she darts 
off, abruptly.  NEVILLE puffs his chest out, triumphant.  
 
24. EXT. BUS STOP. DAY 24 
 
The YOUNG WOMAN’S eyes are stained with tears, heavier 
than before.  There’s a gap between her and NEVILLE today, 
no business man wearing a fluffy DOG HEAD.  Her lunch 
rests on her lap.  NEVILLE looks at it, then up to her 
face.  Sees her sadness.  His words are soft and 
reassuring. 
 

NEVILLE 
Are you okay? 

 
She snaps back, resisting the intrusion. 
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YOUNG WOMAN 

What? 
 

NEVILLE 
Are you okay? 

 
YOUNG WOMAN 

Yes. 
 
She turns away abruptly then looks back, a faint but 
noticeable glow in her eyes.  Her voice softens, 
appreciative. 
 

YOUNG WOMAN (cont’d) 
Thanks for asking. 

 
25. INT. LOUNGE ROOM. LATE AFTERNOON 25 
 
NEVILLE enters, searching for breath.  The COUNTER reads 
000128.  Unchanged.  He CALLS out. 
 

NEVILLE 
Francine! 

 
No answer.  He darts over to the couch, grabs the cordless 
phone and dials.  Doesn’t wait for introductions or 
hellos. 
  

NEVILLE (cont’d) 
It didn’t count.  It stopped 
counting. You were right.  
Everything’s -- 

 
He is interrupted by the SOUND of a MAN and WOMAN making 
ferocious love in a nearby room.  He hangs up the phone 
without explanation, curious.  Disturbed.  They are 
FRANCINE’S GROANS of desire. 
 
26. INT. HALLWAY. LATE AFTERNOON 26 
 
The crescendo of lust builds as NEVILLE edges closer to 
the door.  He opens it tentatively and peers in, seductive 
light spilling over his horrified features.  He closes it 
again, unnoticed. 
 
27. INT. LOUNGE ROOM. LATE AFTERNOON 27 
 
FRANCINE reaches a piercing climax as NEVILLE sinks back 
on the couch, face pale and expressionless.  There is 
silence again, abrupt and empty.   A CLICK resonates, 
jarring and echoing.  NEVILLE’S eyes find the COUNTER as 
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the display turns over, seemingly in warped, surreal slow-
motion: 000129.  His eyes widen.  His shoulders sink.  
Anger, hurt and an unexpected relief wash over him.  
 
28. EXT. FRONT DOOR. NIGHT 28 
 
Pulling a fluffy pink dressing gown over her shoulders, 
ROWENA answers her front door with wide, unexpected eyes. 
 
NEVILLE is standing there, almost out of breath: enough 
left for two final words. 
 

NEVILLE 
Everything’s clear. 

 
They share a silent, prolonged moment.  From across the 
street, ROWENA’S mouth can be seen to curl into a smile as 
she opens the door wider.  Their conversation is consumed 
by CHIRPING crickets as NEVILLE steps inside and the door 
closes shut behind him. 
 
FADE OUT. 
 
 
 
 

 


