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FADE IN 
 

1.  EXT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS – DAY 1 
 
It is a quaint, delapidated store in the middle of no-
where.  The fading sign on top reads: GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL 
GOODS. 
 
A mud-covered four-wheel-drive passes.  Nearby, we hear 
the SOUND of approaching cattle.  A bird SQUAWKS. 
 
White goods line the verandah out front and a gun-toting 
cowboy cut-out stands near the door, the sun-faded banner 
underneath reading CHEAP GUNS AND AMMUNITION. 
 
2.  INT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS – DAY 2 

 
We MOVE into the store, through shelves of boxed 
APPLIANCES: microwave ovens, washing machines, TV sets, 
video recorders, guns.. 
 
Our attention drifts between doctored PRICE TAGS on the 
shelves, a TITLE SEQUENCE of sorts that will set the style 
to come.  THE PACIFIC FILM AND TELEVISION COMMISSION 
PRESENTS is on the first tag, complete with serial number 
and bar code.  We search among the shelves, then: IN 
ASSOCIATION WITH ANGELA WALSH PRODUCTIONS.  More searching, 
more boxes.  A MICHAEL NOONAN FILM.  More searching, then 
the main title.  Music builds.  RECALL.  Over the top of 
the shelf, we see something moving in the background. 
 
Towards the back of the store, GRAHAM is putting the 
finishing touches to a new CATTLE PROD display at the end 
of the aisle.  Boxes of the ZERPO FT323 are stacked up 
pyramid-style on a table, the sign CATTLE PRODS: TWO FOR 
THE PRICE OF ONE draped on the front. 
 
GRAHAM is a picture of concentration as he leans in to 
place the final cattle prod box at the top of the pyramid  
-– careful not to knock it over.  His hand quivers, a bead 
of sweat gathers at the tip of his brow and then –- 
 
The phone RINGS.  He flinches, startled, sending the prods 
tumbling to the floor.  He clumsily tries to stop the fall 
but it’s no good.   He looks over towards the phone, 
furious. 
 

GRAHAM 
Darn thing. 

 
He lets the phone RING as he sinks to his knees, tries to 
gather up the prods.  He shakes his head at the mess of 
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fallen prods –- some falling out of their boxes, ZAPPING 
intermittently. 
 
The phone clicks over to the answering machine and we HEAR 
a laid-back greeting from GRAHAM, complete with a thick 
outback twang. 
 

GRAHAM (OS) 
Graham’s Electrical Goods.  
Leave a message.  Ta. 

 
The BEEP is followed by the frantic younger voice of TIM.  
TAPPING keyboards and RINGING phones are all around him. 
 

TIM (OS) 
This is Tim Stipple from Herman 
Industries.  Pick up.  Are you 
there?  Hello?  It’s important I 
talk to somebody.  Hello? 

   
GRAHAM continues to gather up the prods, clumsily 
rebuilding the display.  
 

TIM (OS) (cont’d) 
I’m calling about the Omega 
GT238.  There’s quite a serious 
problem.  Hello? 
(raising his voice) 
Hello?  This is an urgent 
matter. 

 
GRAHAM looks over towards the phone, the urgency in TIM’s 
voice attracting his attention.  He gives up on the 
display, stands. 
 

TIM (OS) (cont’d) 
Our records show you sold one 
back in May so you’re going to 
need to get in touch with the 
customer. 

 
GRAHAM rounds the corner of the counter, trips over a small 
display of goods and hits the deck, disappearing from 
frame.  He rises, looks over the edge of the counter with 
wide eyes.  Reaches to pick up the phone.  Hesitates.  
Listens intently. 
 

TIM (OS) (cont’d) 
Hello?  We’re recalling all the 
units. It’s very important that 
you contact the customer.  
There’s a problem with the 
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inbuilt safety mechanism.  Are 
you there? 

(a beat) 
The safety mechanism is faulty 
and could cause a fatal 
accident.  I need someone to 
call me on this..  It’s the 
Omega GT238.  

 
The phone goes dead. GRAHAM grabs a pen, writes on a 
notepad: OMEGA GT238.  His mind is racing. 
 

GRAHAM 
Darn Omega.  Don’t make ‘em like 
they used to. 

 
He turns toward the rows of shelves and we MOVE through 
them at rapid speed, looking at the boxes and the model 
numbers printed on stickers: CLOCK RADIO – KASPA TS786; 
HAIR DRYER – WAVO RT468; ELECTRIC KETTLE – SIMMA AS234. We 
keep MOVING: walkmans, computers, stereos.. 
 
GRAHAM reaches for a SALES BOOK behind the counter. His 
finger moves down a list of names, stopping at MARTHA 
TROLLOP.  In the column to the right, next to her name, is 
the model number OMEGA GT238. 
 
He stares at the handwritten note in his hand: OMEGA GT238.  
He looks back at the SALES BOOK: MARTHA TROLLOP. A thought 
grabs him and he is spurred into action, snatching at the 
phone and dialing.   
 
3.  INT. BEDROOM – DAY 3 
 
MARTHA TROLLOP’S phone is off the hook and resting on the 
bedside table, bouncing with each THUD of the bed.  There 
is a smiling photo of MARTHA, angelic and innocent, next to 
the phone.  In the bed, she GROANS under the covers.  BILL, 
the man on top of her, GRUNTS in unison. 
 
4.  INT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS – DAY 4 

 
The line’s ENGAGED.  GRAHAM hangs up the phone, eyes wide.  
Mind ticking over at a million miles an hour.  We HEAR 
TIM’S voice again: distant, ECHOING all around. 
 

TIM (OS) 
The safety mechanism is faulty 
and could cause a fatal 
accident. 

 
5.  INT. BEDROOM – DAY 5 
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MARTHA’S hand reaches out from under the covers, searches 
around the bedside table and opens the top drawer, still 
GROANING.  There is a vibrator still in its cardboard 
packet in the drawer, and she fumbles with one hand to get 
it open.  The empty packet hits the floor as we CUT TO: 
 
6.  INT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS – DAY 6 
 
GRAHAM grabs his keys and leaves, the note falling off the 
counter and onto the floor.  We MOVE with it, darting 
behind a crusty curtain to find a variety of ADULT 
PRODUCTS: CONDOMS, ADULT MAGAZINES, HANDCUFFS, KY JELLY.  
The same VIBRATOR box is there and we search for the model 
number, MOVING frantically as we CUT TO: 
 
7.  INT. BEDROOM – DAY 7 
 
Vibrator clasped in her hand, MARTHA flicks the switch on 
the side.  SPARKS fly as it vibrates with a throaty BUZZ.  
MARTHA’S hand -– and the vibrator -- disappear back under 
the covers as we CUT TO: 
 
8.  INT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS – DAY 8 
 
We find the model number on the box: GROOVE FT356 as 
 
9.  INT. BEDROOM – DAY 9 
 
MARTHA reaches the final throes of orgasm and there is 
RELIEF. 
 
10.  EXT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS – DAY 10 
 
GRAHAM fumbles his keys into the ignition of a rusted old 
Ford ute.  The motor doesn’t start.  He tries again but it 
doesn’t catch.  He leans back, brow furrowed. 
 
Determined, he tries again -- it coughs and splutters and 
finally catches.  He slams it into gear and speeds off, 
smoke billowing from the engine. 
 
11.  INT. BEDROOM – DAY 11 
 
BILL is doing up his pants near the end of the bed.  MARTHA 
looks on, the vibrator resting on the bedside table. 
 

MARTHA 
Tonight’s the night. 

 
BILL turns, tucking his shirt in. 
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BILL 
What are you cooking? 

 
MARTHA 

Something special. 
 

BILL 
Seven o’clock then? 

 
MARTHA 

Can’t wait. 
 

BILL turns, straightens his tie.  MARTHA giggles like a 
mischievous schoolgirl. 
 
12.  INT. CAR (MOVING)/EXT. CAR ROAD - DAY   12 
 
The car passes at speed, coughing and spluttering.  GRAHAM 
is hunched over the wheel, willing it to go faster.  
There’s a LOUD BANG from the engine, followed by an 
unhealthy CLUNKING sound.  GRAHAM’S eyes widen. 
 
14.  INT. BATHROOM - DAY 14 
 
CLOSE ON MARTHA’S HAND as she plugs the hair dryer into the 
socket and flicks on the switch, SINGING. She doesn’t 
notice the wafts of SMOKE drifting out as she dries her 
hair. 
 
15.  INT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS – DAY 15 
 
We’re MOVING rapidly through the shelves to find a HAIR 
DRYER, searching desperately for the model number.  It’s on 
the top corner of the box: WAVO RT468. 
 
16.  INT. BATHROOM - DAY 16 
 
MARTHA is cleaning out the lint from the hair dryer, her 
nose puckered up from the smell. 
 
17.  EXT. CAR ROAD – DAY 17 

 
GRAHAM is standing under the bonnet of his car by the side 
of the road.  Smoke is pouring out of the radiator.  He 
BANGS his head as he stands, mumbles under his breath. 
 
His attention drifts to a BILLBOARD in a nearby paddock: 
it’s a HUGE PHOTO OF BILL in a cheap brown suit and he’s 
surrounded by cars.  He is grinning from ear to ear and the 
words WILD BILL’S USED CARS are sprawled across the top.  
Below, the slogan “I WON’T TAKE YOU FOR A RIDE” is printed 
in thick, red lettering.  GRAHAM looks across at the steam 
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still rising from the engine, unamused. 
 
He spots an old telephone booth on the other side of the 
phone. 
 
18.  INT. BEDROOM – DAY 18 
 
A showered and dressed MARTHA picks up the RINGING phone. 
 

MARTHA 
Martha Trollop. 

 
19A/B. INTERCUT CAR ROAD (19A) & BEDROOM (19B) – DAY 19 
 
GRAHAM is jammed inside the phone booth, noticeably 
uncomfortable. 
 

GRAHAM 
Hello –- 

 
But the signal cuts out.  Loose wiring buzzes and shorts. 
 

GRAHAM (cont’d) 
Hello? 

 
MARTHA 

Hello?  Who is this? 
 
MARTHA hangs up the phone and exits the room, HUMMING.  
GRAHAM slams the phone down.  Gets caught in the door as he 
tries to leave. 
 
20.  EXT. SHED ROAD – DAY 20 
 
GRAHAM is dripping with sweat as he slows to a stop.  He 
spots an old FARM SHED across a paddock.  
 
20A.  EXT. FARM SHED – DAY 20A 
 
GRAHAM pops his head around the side of the corrugated iron 
shed wall.  There’s an assortment of rusted farm equipment.  
But something else catches his eye -- he grins. 
 
21.  INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN – DAY 21 
 
Wearing an ill-fitting floral apron, MARTHA looks over the 
top of an instruction manual at a shiny new MICROWAVE OVEN, 
the warranty sticker still stuck to the front. 
 
22.  INT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS – DAY 22 
 
Again we’re MOVING rapidly through the shelves to find a 
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MICROWAVE OVEN.  We find the price tag but the shelf is 
empty. 
 
23.  INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN – DAY 23 
 
MARTHA presses the START button on the MICROWAVE.  The 
light flicks on, the oven WHIRS into action.  Suddenly a 
WARNING LIGHT flickers and an ALARM sounds.  She panics. 
 
24.  EXT. BIKE ROAD – DAY 24 
 
GRAHAM is hunched over GIRL’S BICYCLE WITH PINK HANDLE-
BARS, breathing hard, riding like the wind. The SOUND of 
the MICROWAVE ALARM plays over the scene. 
 
25.  INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN – DAY 25 
 
MARTHA turns the pages of the microwave manual in extreme 
panic. The ALARM raises its pitch to an urgent SCREAM as 
MORE LIGHTS FLICKER ON AND OFF. 
 
26.  INT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS – DAY 26 
 
We’re heading down the aisle towards a door marked 
STOREROOM.  We nudge the door ajar and enter. 
 
27.  INT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS [STOREROOM] – DAY 27 
 
There are more boxes of appliances stacked on shelves.  We 
search. 
 
28.  EXT. BIKE ROAD – DAY 28 
 
GRAHAM is pedalling for his life, sweat building on his 
brow.  Suddenly the bike chain comes reeling off the 
sprocket and he loses control momentarily, almost tipping 
over.  He stays upright but the bike slows to a dead halt. 
He keeps pedaling but he’s going nowhere.  He looks down at 
the chain, frazzled, unsteady -– then topples out of frame. 
 
29.  INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN – DAY 29 
 
The MICROWAVE is SCREAMING out of control as a flustered 
MARTHA flicks through pages of the manual, pressing buttons 
with frantic fingers. 
 
29A.  INT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS [STOREROOM] – DAY 29A 
 
There’s a couple of MICROWAVES near the back, one out of 
its box and another marked RETURN TO MANUFACTURER.  We 
search for the model number. 
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30.  EXT. BIKE ROAD – DAY 30 
 
We’re looking through broken spokes at an exhausted GRAHAM, 
who is hunched over the PINK BIKE by the side of the road.  
He is holding a snapped chain in his hands, trying to 
reattach it.  His hands are covered in grease, but most of 
it has found its way to his nose and chin.  He fiddles for 
a little, then throws the chain down and steps back, hands 
on hips. 
 

GRAHAM 
Darn thing. 

 
31.  INT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS [STOREROOM] – DAY 31 
 
We find the model number on the microwave box: KOOKA KT345. 

 
32.  INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN – DAY 32 
 
MARTHA hits STOP and everything comes to a standstill. She 
breathes a sigh of relief. 
 
33.  EXT. BIKE ROAD – DAY 33 
 
GRAHAM looks up and down the deserted road: no-one in 
sight.  A sheep glares at him from a paddock on the other 
side of the road.  It BAAAAS. 
 
34.  INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN – DAY 34 
 
MARTHA presses the START button again, holding her breath 
as the light comes on and the oven whirs into action.  She 
smiles as the inside tray begins to rotate. 
 
35.  EXT. CROSS ROAD – DAY 35 
 
GRAHAM is running as fast as he can, his shirt unbuttoned, 
the sweat pouring off him. His face is flushed a dangerous 
red, his lungs at bursting point. He comes to a crossroads, 
slows to catch his breath.  Spots a RIDE-ON MOWER in a 
nearby paddock. 
 
36.  EXT. WILD BILL’S USED CARS – DAY 36 
 
BILL stretches a large section of plastic over the interior 
boot of a late-eighties Ford.  He WHISTLES to himself as he 
tucks it into nooks and crevices, straightening it out with 
firm, ring-covered fingers. 
 
A BLONDE WOMAN in her fifties, wearing tight-fitting jeans 
and a low-cut top, is checking out BILL’S PICK OF THE 
MONTH: A CAMIRA WITH LOW KILOMETRES AND ONE LADY OWNER.  
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She catches BILL’S eye, gives him a wink.  He tries to act 
cool, knocks his head on the open boot.  Closes it. 
 
37.  INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN – DAY 37 
 
MARTHA opens a box, pulls out the bits and pieces of a FOOD 
PROCESSOR. She assembles the rotor blades, plastic top and 
base and plugs the power cord into the socket.  She 
switches it on and the lid FLIES off, spinning dangerously 
past her chin. 
 

MARTHA 
Oops. 

 
She picks up the lid and reattaches it. The READY light 
flicks on. She throws in some contents, adds white powder 
from a RED PACKET and lets it rip again, holding the lid 
down tight. She nudges the speed button on the food 
processor to MEDIUM, adds more powder from the RED PACKET, 
then switches it to FULL as the blades spin faster and 
faster. 
 
We MOVE IN CLOSE on the steel blades as they spin 
ferociously. MARTHA’S HAND moves into FRAME and shifts the 
RED PACKET out of sight. 
 
38.  EXT. GRASSY PADDOCK – DAY 38 
 
GRAHAM is cutting a path through the long grass of someone 
else’s farm as he heads cross-country.  Grass hits him in 
the face.  He squints, grits his teeth with a steely 
resolve -– but he can barely see two feet in front of him.   
 
He emerges from high grass to see 
 
38A. EXT. HAY BARN – DAY 38A 
 
an approaching hay barn.  Tries to brake but the pedal 
fails.  The steering locks.  His eyes widen as he careens 
through the barn doors.  We HEAR the sound of a crash.  Hay 
and frightened CHICKENS spill out the doors.. 
 
38B. EXT. HORSE PADDOCK – DAY 38B 
 
A couple of HORSES in a nearby paddock look over, 
disturbed. 
 
38C.  INT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS – DAY 38C 
 
We’re MOVING rapidly through the shelves to find a FOOD 
PROCESSOR.  We find it -– model MIXER ZT603. 
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39.  INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN – DAY 39 
 
MARTHA’S wide eyes peer into the oven through the smallest 
of openings.  Satisfied, she opens the door fully and 
slides out a cooked leg of lamb, still bubbling in the fat.  
She sprinkles some powdery substance from the RED PACKET 
again, MUMBLING to herself. 
 

MARTHA 
A touch more should do the 
trick. 

 
She slots two shiny, serrated blades into an ELECTRIC 
KNIFE. 
 
40.  INT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS – DAY 40 
 
We MOVE through the shelves, past AMMUNITION and SHOTGUNS, 
to find ELECTRIC KNIVES.  We MOVE IN CLOSE on one of the 
boxes, searching for the model number –- but it’s blocked 
by a PRICE TICKET.  All we can read are the numbers at the 
end: 238.  
 
41.  INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN – DAY 41 
 
MARTHA plugs the knife into the power point and presses the 
ON button with a plump, decisive thumb.  The blades whir 
back and forth ominously.  She brings the knife down firmly 
on the steaming, cooked carcass, and one of the blades 
slips out, flying off and almost catching her hand. 
 

MARTHA 
Oh dear. 

 
Flustered, MARTHA turns off the power and picks up the 
blade from the floor.  She hesitates momentarily, then 
slots it back into position and continues cutting. 
 
42.  INT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS – DAY 42 
 
We MOVE to a box further down -- the price tag is peeling 
off.  Underneath we can read the model number: KUTTA GR238. 
 
42A.  EXT. HAY BARN – DAY 42A 
 
GRAHAM emerges from the barn, hay poking from his hair and 
clothes.  There’s the outline of his body and the mower in 
the hay.  He dusts himself off, looks towards 
 
42B. EXT. HORSE PADDOCK – DAY 42B 
 
the nearby HORSES. 
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43.  EXT. WILD BILL’S USED CARS – DAY 43 
 
From across the road, we can see BILL standing next to the 
BLONDE WOMAN.  It’s hard to HEAR what he’s saying but, from 
the way he’s standing, it’s pretty clear it’s not about the 
the LOW KILOMETRES. 
 
44.  INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN – DUSK 44 
 
MARTHA sets the table with her finest cutlery.  She places 
a candle on the table and lights it. 
 
45.  EXT. HOUSE – DUSK 45 
 
GRAHAM is riding bareback, his arms wrapped around a tired 
DONKEY, hanging on for dear life.  He ambles along up to 
the house, dismounts awkwardly, hobbles up to the house. 
 
46.  INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN – DUSK 46 
 
MARTHA places the meal on the table and sprinkles a little 
more white powder from the RED PACKET.  She HEARS SOUNDS 
coming from the hallway -- cupboards opening and closing.  
She CALLS out. 
 

MARTHA 
Is that you, sweetheart? 

 
GRAHAM appears in the doorway, holding a shiny pump action 
SHOTGUN.   
 
MARTHA’S EYES widen as GRAHAM points the gun at her and 
FIRES.  She is thrown backward out of frame and we HEAR the 
SOUND of her crashing against the sideboard.  
 
GRAHAM rests the smoking gun against the wall and we see 
the model number OMEGA GT238 inscribed on its side. 
 
46A.  INT. GRAHAM’S ELECTRICAL GOODS – DUSK 46A 
 
We MOVE through the shelves to find a GUN DISPLAY -– the 
OMEGA GT238. 
 
46B.  INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN –  DUSK 46B 
 
GRAHAM walks over to the phone on the kitchen bench, next 
to a FRAMED PHOTO OF MARTHA AND GRAHAM IN HAPPIER TIMES. 
Clearing his throat, GRAHAM picks up the handset and dials. 
 

GRAHAM 
(bereft) 
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There’s been an accident.  My 
wife has been shot. 

 
47.  EXT. HOUSE – NIGHT 47 
 
Police lights illuminate GRAHAM’S house.  There’s a POLICE 
CAR and an AMBULANCE out front. The CORONER rolls MARTHA’S 
covered body out the door on a gurney. 
   
Two UNIFORMED COPS, FRANK and DALE, are on the scene.  DALE 
hangs up his mobile and turns to FRANK, who is helping with 
the gurney. 
 

DALE 
It all checks out. Faulty safety 
mechanism. They tried to get 
Graham at the store. 

 
FRANK 

Poor bastard. 
 
They leave. 
 
48.  INT./EXT. WILD BILL’S USED CARS – NIGHT 48 
 
BILL pulls the door shut and a CLOSED sign swings about.  
He straightens his tie, smiles seductively towards the 
BLONDE WOMAN, who offers a cute wave as she leaves.  BILL 
glances at a handwritten note in his hand -– “CALL ME. 
DAWN. 3879 0565” –- before popping it into his shirt 
pocket, WHISTLING as he heads towards his car.  
 
49.  INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT 49 
 
GRAHAM watches his lamb dinner in the microwave, a smile 
plastered on his face. 
 
49A.  EXT./INT. HOUSE - NIGHT 49A 
 
BILL’S car pulls up in the driveway.  He gets out, opens 
the boot and steps onto the verandah. 
 
50.  INT. KITCHEN/EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT 50 
 
GRAHAM is disturbed by a KNOCK at the door.  He opens the 
door to find BILL standing on the doorstep.  The sight of 
GRAHAM turns him a sickly pale.  He swallows uncomfortably, 
searches for words. 
 

BILL 
Ah.. 
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GRAHAM stares back. 
 

    BILL (cont’d) 
Ah.. 

(searching) 
Martha wanted me to take a look 
at her car. Something about a 
trade-in. 
 

GRAHAM 
Martha was in a bit of an 
accident, Bill. 

(a beat) 
She’s dead. 

 
BILL 

She’s what?  What happened? 
 

GRAHAM 
(deadpan) 

I shot her. 
   

BILL lurches back slightly, uneasy. 
 

   GRAHAM (cont’d) 
Safety mechanism was faulty.  
Terrible mistake. 
 

BILL 
I don’t know what to say, 
Graham.. 

         
GRAHAM looks despondent.  A thought grabs him and he rushes 
off back into the house, CALLING out as he goes. 

 
GRAHAM (OS) 

I have something for you. 
 

BILL stands in the doorway, trying to see where GRAHAM’S 
gone.  We HEAR cupboard doors open and close, the SOUNDS of 
shuffling.  BILL is growing nervous.  He looks back towards 
his car in the driveway.  He peers into the house, starts 
to back away. 
 
BILL gets to the car, closes the open boot and fumbles for 
his keys when GRAHAM appears in the doorway, startling him. 
 

GRAHAM (cont’d) 
Bill! 
 

GRAHAM rushes over, hands him a brown paper bag through the 
car window. 
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GRAHAM (cont’d) 

Won’t be needing this anymore.  
She would’ve wanted you to have 
it. 

 
Confused, BILL takes the bag and leaves. GRAHAM smirks as 
he watches BILL drive off.  He heads back into the kitchen, 
HUMMING delightfully. 
 
51.  INT. BILL’S CAR (MOVING)/EXT. CAR ROAD - NIGHT  51 
 
BILL is fumbling with the brown paper bag as he drives.  As 
light spills in through his windscreen from an oncoming 
car, he reveals the bag’s contents: a VIBRATOR.  Startled, 
he loses control, swerves. 
 
There’s a familiar SHEEP looking on from the other side of 
the phone booth, the light from inside flickering 
intermittently.  We HEAR the sound of a sickening CRASH.  A 
flaming tyre passes frame.  The SHEEP baas. 
 
52.  INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT 52 
 
GRAHAM takes the lamb dinner out of the microwave and puts 
it down on the table, next to a stubby of beer and a 
neatly-arranged knife and fork.  He sits, tucks a serviette 
into his shirt. 
 
He delicately applies some salt and pepper to his meal, 
picks up his knife and fork. 
 
As he takes the first mouthful of his gravy-soaked lamb, we 
notice a familiar RED PACKET on the kitchen bench, tucked 
in behind some utensils. 
 
For the first time we see the LABEL ON THE PACKET.  It 
reads: TREEKILL -– POISON -- LETHAL IF SWALLOWED. 
 
He tucks in. 
 
FADE OUT 
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