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EXT. CUMBERLAND HIGH SCHOOL. DAY

‘Living in the 70s’ by Skyhooks plays under.

Students in brown, green and white uniforms walk on a pathway 
past a large sign.

The sign bears the likeness of a young male student holding 
up a pen. Beneath this likeness reads: 

CUMBERLAND HIGH SCHOOL - FINIS CORONAT OPUS.

Beyond the sign the students walk towards a typical late 
1960s-style Sydney high school. 

EXT. MAIN QUAD. DAY

The quad is full of activity. Students are having lunch. 
Younger Students play ‘king pin’. Older students talk.

Two young teachers, MR BENNETT and MISS CURTIS, stand talking 
to one side.

A large middle-aged teacher, MR THOMPSON moves across the 
quad in a hurry, heading towards the Music block. He passes a 
dark-haired seventeen year old girl. 

This is FIONA WALTERS. She is very pretty, but in a sweet, 
girl-next-door type of way.

Fiona stops outside the Music Block. She turns and looks 
across the quad - looking for someone. She sees him. She 
waves.

FIONA
Jimmy! Jimmy Angel!

We see JAMES ANGEL. He is seventeen, tall, good looking and 
has shoulder length long dark hair. He smiles and waves back.

On the seat behind him, STEWART CHADWICK, one of James’ 
friends, is holding a JUNIOR BOY down onto a bench beside the 
canteen wall. Stewart is the same age as James. He too is 
long-haired but he is wiry and aggro-looking.

Another of James’ long-haired mates, BARRY BLUBBS, is 
standing above the boy. Barry is overweight and dishevelled. 
He has manufactured a long ‘golly’ of spit which hangs 
pendulously from his mouth, directly above the young boy’s 
face. The young boy screams and tries to break free, but 
Stewart holds him fast. 
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With practised ease, Barry draws in the spit and then lowers 
it back down, inches above the boy’s face. 

Beside these two, sits James’ third mate, JOHNNY MILLER. He 
is a tall, blond, Robert Plant look-alike. He is pashing off 
with a junior girl on the bench beside the screaming boy.

James looks from the antics of his friends back to Fiona. He 
smiles and shrugs.

Fiona nods her head, as a warning, in the direction of two 
men standing across the school yard.

They have just heard the boy’s screams. PRINCIPAL SUMMERS 
wears a suit, is about fifty years of age, has silvery hair 
and a kind face. 

DEPUTY PRINCIPAL RICKETS is a tall, thin man, somewhere in 
his forties. He is dressed in a black suit and tie and wears 
black reflector sunglasses which he never removes. He is 
furious. He races towards James and his mates.

He reaches Stewart and Barry. He rips Stewart away from the 
boy he holds down and pushes Barry roughly into the wall of 
the building. As a result the junior boy cops a large golly 
in the face. He screams loudly and runs away.

BARRY
What the fuck did you do that for?

DEPUTY RICKETS
(screaming)

Get up to my office!

BARRY
I wasn’t gonna get ‘im, ya prick.

DEPUTY RICKETS
Now! Both of you!

James comes over.

JAMES
But, sir . . .

DEPUTY RICKETS
You too, Angel!

JAMES
But I didn’t . . .

DEPUTY RICKETS
Now!

James reluctantly follows his mates. 

Rickets notices Johnny pashing off the junior girl. He grabs 
him by his golden locks and a smacks his head into the wall.

3.



JOHNNY
Ow!

DEPUTY RICKETS
Get your tongue out of her mouth, 
or I’ll rip it out!

As James enters the Administration block he passes Principal 
Summers.

JAMES
I did nothing wrong, sir.

Rickets fumes past Summers.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Is the violence absolutely 
necessary, Mr Rickets?

DEPUTY RICKETS
It’s all they understand.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Send James Angel to me, please.

Rickets storms into the building.

Across the yard Fiona shuts her eyes momentarily and shakes 
her head. She turns and enters the music block.

INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR - MUSIC BLOCK. DAY

Fiona passes DONNA ANDERSON and BILLY HUNT. Billy is against 
the wall and Donna is pressed up against him. Donna is an 
attractive but tarty blonde. She is chewing gum and wears her 
short school uniform hitched up even higher, with her white 
socks above her knees - seeking attention.

She is getting plenty of it from Billy. He is tall, spindly 
and has a great shock of cropped dyed hair. He’s a natural 
hard-line leader; a snarling Mod, soon-to-be Punk.

Donna gives Fiona the once over as she passes. Billy whispers 
something to Donna and Donna laughs a nasty laugh, then 
pushes him away, playfully.

Fiona continues down the corridor, aware that she has just 
been the butt of their joke. 

She passes a classroom. She looks in as she passes and sees 
PHIL MORGAN in there wearing headphones and playing electric 
guitar. He’s a friendly looking fourth form student with 
short cropped hair. He smiles. She waves and moves on.
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INT. MUSIC ROOM. DAY

The room is cluttered with musical instruments.

MR THOMPSON, trumpet in hand, is leaving the room as Fiona 
enters.

MR THOMPSON
Morning, Fiona.

FIONA
Morning, Mr Thompson.

He exits.

In the room are THREE SCHOOL GIRLS from various grades. They 
look like a pretty dorky bunch - braces, pigtails and nerdy 
glasses.

FIONA (cont’d)
Okay. So let’s get the committee 
meeting started. We all agree on 
live music for the school dance?

The three girls nod in unison.

INT. OUTSIDE THE DEPUTY PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE. DAY

Stewart and Johnny hold their hands under their armpits. 

In the foreground the cane comes swishing down upon Barry’s 
hand. 

Deputy Rickets seems to be enjoying himself. 

INT. PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE. DAY

James stands politely. The principal is already at his desk - 
writing. A sign on his desk proclaims him: PRINCIPAL SUMMERS.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
(without looking up)

Sit down please, James.

James sits.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
I saw what happened this morning.

JAMES
Then you know I didn’t do anything 
wrong, sir.

Principal Summers stops writing and looks up.
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PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Ever heard the expression - ‘Birds 
of a feather’?

JAMES
Yes, sir.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
We’re often judged by those with 
whom we associate - rightly or 
wrongly. 

JAMES
Yes, sir, but they’re my friends.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Well, I’m afraid your friends are 
getting you in a bit of trouble. 
This isn’t the first occasion we’ve 
had to talk, is it?

JAMES
No, sir. 

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
James, I’ll be honest - I like you. 
You’re a talented student and 
teachers generally speak highly of 
you. I have great hopes for you in 
your HSC next year but son - you 
must choose your friends wisely. 
Those boys are trouble. Surely you 
see that?

JAMES
But they’re my friends, sir and . . 
.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
And you’re in a band together. Yes, 
I know. I take an interest in you, 
James. 

(sitting forward)
But can you see what I’m saying?

James remains silent. Principal Summers goes to speak but 
realises the futility. He sits back in his chair.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
(changing tack)

How’s your dad?

JAMES 
(surprised)

Sir?
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PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
How’s Ben?

James looks wary.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
Yes, I know your Dad. I see him 
occasionally at Apex meetings.

(motioning towards the 
door)

I can’t imagine him approving of 
your mates out there.

James says nothing.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
Look, I’m not your enemy, James. I 
want you to succeed. You do believe 
that, don’t you?

JAMES
(hesitant)

Yes, sir.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
You don’t sound convinced. Is there 
something you wish to tell me?

James has completely clammed up. 

Principal Summers sighs, picks up his pen and resumes 
writing.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
Very well, young man. You may go.

JAMES
(surprised)

Thank you, sir.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS 
But remember I won’t always be able 
to bail you out.

JAMES
Yes, sir.

James stands and begins to leave.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
(resumes writing)

My door is always open if you need 
me.

James leaves. 
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Principal Summers looks up and taps his pen thoughtfully upon 
the desk.

EXT. CARLINGFORD. DAY

A typical 1970s outer Sydney suburb. Through the shimmering 
heat, as far as the eye can see - tiled roofs, similar houses 
with small backyards, orderly streets, sprinkled with 
saplings and shrubs.

MUSIC OVER: A garage band version of the introduction to 
‘Smoke on the Water’ by Deep Purple. The guitar is out of 
tune and it sounds pretty bad.

EXT. JAMES’ HOUSE. DAY

On a hill overlooking the suburb, is a well-positioned house. 
It is an opulent dwelling carved of sandstone, boasting large 
Doric columns. A huge double storey dwelling with a BMW 
sitting in the circular driveway in front of it. 

Under the letter box is a sign which reads: THE ANGELS.

INT. JAMES’ REHEARSAL ROOM. DAY

In a well-decked out recording and rehearsal room, James 
plays bass, Stewart plays guitar and Barry plays drums. 
Johnny sits nearby, beside a microphone, preening himself.

JAMES
Hold it! Hold it! Stop!

They stop playing.

STEWART
What?

JAMES
What key are you in?

STEWART
G.

Barry grabs for the beer sitting on his Tom-Tom.

BARRY
That explains it. I’m in G#.

STEWART
Shut up, Barry. This is serious.
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BARRY
You’re damn right it’s serious.

(tipping his stubby)
I’m out of beer.

STEWART
(to James)

We’ve always done it in G.

JAMES
We still are and it still sounds 
bloody awful.

Barry goes to the fridge for another beer.

BARRY 
It always sounds bloody awful. 
That’s our style.

STEWART
Are you playing the right notes?

JAMES
Stewart, the bass only plays one 
note - G. You’re carrying this 
section.

STEWART
I carry every section.

Barry returns with the beers and hands them out.

BARRY
Now, now , boys. Let’s not start 
that again.

JAMES
(to Stewart)

Here. Use this.

He hands him a guitar tuner. ANGLE ON to it as Stewart looks 
at it. It is a Korg tuner with the initials JPA written in 
texta in the top left corner.

STEWART
I am not using a guitar tuner. I 
can do it myself.

Stewart hands it back. He tries to tune his guitar but it 
sounds way off.

JAMES 
How are we ever gonna be ready for 
Donna’s party if we can’t get one 
simple intro right?
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Johnny turns back from fluffing up his hair while looking at 
himself in the window.

JOHNNY
How many songs have we got now?

STEWART
The same as we’ve always had - six.

JOHNNY
One more song and we increase our 
repertoire by twenty five percent.

Barry and Stewart look at him for a moment trying to figure 
the maths. They give up.

STEWART
(to Barry)

How many beers have you had?

BARRY
Seven.

STEWART
Shit. No wonder we’re not getting 
anywhere.

BARRY
Hey, don’t blame me. You’re the 
bloody perfectionist. That’s why we 
don’t get anywhere.

STEWART
I fashioned meself on Richie 
Blackmore, mate. Cop that!

BARRY
Is that why you’re such an aggro 
prick?

STEWART
(standing)

Take that back.

Barry stands up to meet Stewart. James stands between them to 
diffuse the situation.

JAMES
Stop it!

Barry and Stewart both sit back down.

JAMES (cont’d)
Look, is it a full moon or 
something? For Christ’s sake, 
settle down. 
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The party’s a week away and we need 
to do a forty five minute set.

BARRY
I could do a drum solo.

STEWART
Shut up, Barry.

JOHNNY
We’ve been practising for an hour 
and I haven’t had to sing a note 
yet.

BARRY
Thank Christ for that.

JAMES
We never get anywhere because you 
guys don’t pull your weight.

JOHNNY
What’s that supposed to mean?

JAMES
It means that you come here once a 
week, Barry gets pissed on my Dad’s 
beer, Stewart gets pissed off at 
everybody and you, Johnny, spend 
more time looking at your 
reflection in the mirror than 
Narcissus.

JOHNNY
Is he that new Greek guy at school?

JAMES
And it’s not as if you haven’t got 
every opportunity. Just look at 
this PA and recording gear. That’s 
a bloody $1700 Tascam four track 
sitting there and we’ve never used 
it. You guys have to work harder.

BARRY
We do stuff.

JAMES
Like what? I get the gigs. I bring 
the PA. I set it up. I rip it down 
at the end of the night while 
you’re drinking and Johnno’s 
chasing skirt. And I organise 
rehearsals. I manage the band. Fair 
dinkum, what is it that you guys 
actually do?

The three boys look back, dumbly, at him.
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JAMES (cont’d)
Don’t you guys understand how much 
this means to me?

James looks at each of the stunned faces and shakes his head.

JAMES (cont’d)
Ah, forget it. I’m talking to 
myself.

He storms out.

BARRY
What’s up with him?

STEWART
He wants to impress Donna.

BARRY
What for?

STEWART
Why do you think, dickhead?

JOHNNY
He just wants to be popular, like 
me.

Johnny looks back at the window and tousles his hair. Barry 
swigs his beer. Stewart goes back to tuning his guitar.

INT. JAMES’ KITCHEN. AFTERNOON

James looks in the fridge.

MR ANGEL enters carrying a briefcase. He is in his forties, 
tall, dark haired and wearing glasses. His manner is brusque.

MR ANGEL
What are you up to?

JAMES
Oh, hi Dad. We’re just practising.

MR ANGEL
Well there had better be some beer 
left after your free-loader friends 
have gone or I’ll take it out of 
your pocket money.

JAMES
Yes, Dad.

Mr Angel puts down the suitcase.
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MR ANGEL
Sorry. Didn’t mean to snap. I had a 
bad day at work. 

JAMES
Yes, Dad.

MR ANGEL 
You know, if you’re really serious 
about making a career in music you 
should learn to read. And for God’s 
sake - stop hanging around with 
those louts.

JAMES
I love playing music. I don’t want 
to read and write it.

MR ANGEL
(scoffs)

Like your heroes, eh? Long-haired 
drug addicts the lot of ‘em.

JAMES
Not all of them.

Mr Angel is about to leave.

MR ANGEL
(turns)

Oh, and by the way I need you to do 
some paper work for me tomorrow 
afternoon. It’s urgent.

JAMES
I’ve got a band rehearsal.

MR ANGEL
Not any more you don’t. You’ll 
still have time for your homework 
after dinner.

JAMES
Yes, Dad.

Barry’s out of tune guitar starts up in the background.

MR ANGEL 
And tell that idiot, Stewart 
Chadwick, or whatever his name is, 
to tune that bloody guitar.

He leaves.

JAMES
(to himself)

Yes, Dad.
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EXT. CUMBERLAND HIGH SCHOOL. MORNING

On the large school sign, someone has painted devil horns on 
the likeness of a young male student holding up a pen. 

Students in uniforms move past the sign towards the main 
quad.

EXT. MAIN QUAD. DAY

The bustle of early morning activity. Older students talk, 
boys play ball games or marbles, some younger girls play 
elastics.

The bell goes. Some students begin to move off to class but 
most stand around talking.

EXT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR - MUSIC BLOCK. DAY

James catches up with Donna. She is still chewing gum and, if 
anything, her dress is hitched up higher than before.

As she talks to James she is not really looking at him. 
Instead, gives the eye to various good looking, long-haired  
male students passing by, whilst ignoring other dorky ones 
with the detached awareness that comes from being seventeen 
and too pretty for your own good.

JAMES
Hi, Donna.

DONNA
(indifferent)

Oh, hi.

JAMES
All ready for Saturday night?

DONNA
Are you? ‘Cos Billy’s band can do 
the whole gig. They’ve got plenty 
of songs. Bring your PA but.

JAMES
No, no. We’re ready.

DONNA
Okay. But come and set up early 
‘cos you’re on first.

JAMES
No worries. Oh, Donna, I was gonna 
ask you . . .
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Johnny turns up and gives Donna the once over.

JOHNNY
Hey Donna, you look groovy.

With a flick back of hair and a an exaggerated sashay, Donna 
has gone into a classroom followed by Johnny, who has a hair-
flick of his own.

James stands in the corridor, disappointed at Donna’s 
indifference.

Fiona approaches James from behind.

FIONA
Hi, Jimmy.

JAMES
Oh, hi Fiona.

FIONA
They could be twins.

JAMES
Huh?

Fiona nods towards the door through which Donna and Johnny 
have just disappeared. She flicks back imaginary hair.

JAMES (cont’d)
(laughs)

Oh. Yeah.

FIONA
You playing at the party?

JAMES
Yeah. You going?

FIONA
I wasn’t invited. What time do you 
start?

JAMES
We’re on at eight but I have to get 
there early. I’ve gotta cart the PA 
and the amps.

FIONA
Can’t the others help?

JAMES
If I waited for that, there 
wouldn’t be a band.

FIONA
Maybe you should get a new band.
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JAMES
I can’t do that, Fee. They’re my 
friends.

FIONA
(flirting - playing with 
his tie)

Then maybe, James Patrick Angel, 
you should get some new friends.

James smiles.

FIONA (cont’d)
Those boys are five years younger 
than you in the head and they’d 
leave you in a second if it suited 
them.

JAMES
They’re my mates.

FIONA
Oh come on. They’re using you and 
your father’s money.

JAMES
That’s not true.

FIONA 
It is true. And you know it.

FIONA (cont’d)
(flirting)

You know what I think?

JAMES
(flirting back)

What do you think?

Fiona nods towards the internal window. Inside the classroom 
Donna can be seen making up. Two boys sit on her desk. They 
try to engage her in conversation but she is too busy looking 
at herself in the mirror.

FIONA
I think you just want to be popular 
so you can get girls like that.

JAMES 
(to himself)

I wish.

FIONA
(suddenly upset)

Oh grow up, Jimmy.
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JAMES
Huh?

FIONA
I said grow up. Girls like that 
only think about themselves.

JAMES
She seems to get on alright with 
Billy Hunt.

FIONA
Billy Hunt? Billy Hunt is a self-
absorbed dick. That’s the only sort 
of guy girls like that want - or 
deserve. Not good, smart boys like 
you.

JAMES
What are you so upset about?

FIONA
Nothing.

JAMES 
It isn’t just girls like Donna. I 
want to make music my life. My 
Dad’s invested thousands into my 
musical career, Fiona. I don’t want 
to disappoint him.

FIONA
Well, if you ask me, the best way 
to repay him is to get a decent 
band.

JAMES
Are you saying we’re not a decent 
band?

FIONA
One with guys who’ll help you, Jim.

The corridor is thinning out as students enter class rooms.

DEPUTY RICKETS appears at the end of the corridor. He carries 
a cane.

DEPUTY RICKETS
If I catch anyone in the corridor 
in ten seconds, I’ll cane ‘em!

FIONA
Better go. 

They both turn to go into their separate classrooms when 
Fiona turns back.
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FIONA (cont'd)
Oh, and you’re band’s on for the 
end of year dance.

JAMES
That’s great. Thanks a million. I 
owe you.

FIONA
See ya at lunch?

JAMES 
Can’t today, Fee. We’re rehearsing 
in the music rooms.

FIONA
Can I come?

JAMES
(surprised)

Yeah, if you like.

V/O RICKETS
I won’t say it again!

Fiona widens her eyes at James and smiles as if to say ‘Oops, 
better go’.

They disappear through the doorways of adjacent classrooms.

Deputy Rickets stands at the end of the corridor, lightly 
tapping the cane into the palm of his hand.

INT. MUSIC ROOM. DAY

James arrives to find Billy Hunt, Phil Morgan and KEVIN ELLIS 
already set up and ready to play. Kevin, the drummer, has 
short cropped hair like the others.

These boys are the new face of rock - the ‘New Wave’ which is 
taking over from the ‘dinosaur band’ Old Wave rock of the 
early to middle seventies.

Phil - the guitarist and Kevin - the drummer, are younger 
than Billy. They are not aggressive like him, but he’s the 
boss and they follow his instructions.

Donna sits in the corner putting on make-up.

JAMES
Hey, what’s the story? We’ve got 
this room booked.

Billy looks at James with disdain. He checks the booking 
sheet on the wall.
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BILLY
So you have. But I don’t see no 
band.

JAMES
They’re coming.

Billy looks out of the window. From his P.O.V. We see Johnny 
pashing off with a girl in the corner of the main quad.

BILLY
Don’t look like it to me.

James follows Billy’s gaze and sees Johnny.

JAMES
Shit.

BILLY
Face it, Angel, your boys are a 
bunch of lemons. Now if you’ll 
excuse us, we have some work to do 
before you support us at Donna’s 
party - if support is the right 
word.

Billy laughs and looks at his band members to see if they are 
laughing but they busy themselves with adjusting equipment. 
They don’t want to get involved.

Fiona turns up.

FIONA
What’s going on? I just saw Barry 
blowing a joint up by the bus shed. 
I thought you were practising.

JAMES
So did I.

Donna lets out a derisive laugh from the corner.

FIONA
Hey Donna, put a bit more makeup on 
- I can still see your face.

DONNA
Hey, Fiona. Fuck off!

FIONA
Nice come back.

BILLY
Alright, boys - 

(to the band)
The Jam - In the City.
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PHIL
Can I have a go at singing this 
one, Billy?

BILLY
No, fuck off. I’m the singer.

Phil is embarrassed. He looks at James and attempts a smile.

JAMES
(to Billy)

Put some new strings on your bass, 
mate. They’ve got mould on ‘em.

BILLY
Suck my G string!

Jimmy leaves the room followed by Fiona. She gives one last 
glare at Donna who gives her the finger.

INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR. DAY

James is angry as he hurries down the corridor followed by 
Fiona.

FIONA
What are you going to do?

James addresses a STUDENT he sees in the corridor.

JAMES
You seen Stewart Chadwick?

The student points down the corridor.

JAMES (cont’d)
Thanks.

INT. OUTSIDE THE DEPUTY PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE. DAY

A sign reads: DEPUTY RICKETS’ OFFICE

Stewart and another SCRUFFY-LOOKING BOY stand side by side 
beneath the sign. The scruffy-looking boy is holding his 
hands under his armpits and grimacing with pain. 

As James and Fiona turn the corner they see Stewart getting 
his last two cuts of the cane.

DEPUTY RICKETS
And if I catch either of you 
fighting again you’ll get another 
six each. Now begone.
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Deputy Rickets disappears into his office and closes the 
door, loudly.

The scruffy-looking boy gives Stewart a fierce look and 
leaves.

James and Fiona approach Stewart who is flicking his hands in 
pain. 

JAMES
You alright?

STEWART
(looking back)

Fucking arsehole. 
(to James)

Yeah I’m alright. Can’t play guitar 
for the rest of the day but.

JAMES
If you’d been playing guitar this 
wouldn’t have happened.

STEWART
That fourth form prick said 
Blackmore was a shit player.

JAMES
Oh, come on, Stewart. Do I carry on 
like a dickhead every time someone 
knocks Jimmy Page?

STEWART
He’s not as good as Blackmore.

JAMES
I refuse to get into this argument 
again. For God’s sake, grow up.

James hears himself echoing Fiona’s words and they share a 
glance.

JAMES (cont'd)
We lost our spot in the rehearsal 
room. If we don’t rehearse we’re 
gonna stuff it up on Saturday.

STEWART
I don’t give a shit. I’m waggin’ 
history. I’m goin’ home.

Stewart walks out of the main block, still wringing his 
hands.

FIONA
What are you gonna do, Jimmy?
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But he has no reply.

EXT. JAMES’ HOUSE. AFTERNOON

The afternoon sunlight throws shadows around James’ house. It 
looks grand and well-groomed as he approaches the front door.

INT. JAMES’ KITCHEN. AFTERNOON

MRS ANGEL is a dark-haired, middle-aged woman who moves 
quickly and efficiently around the kitchen, preparing food 
for the family. She is a petite and pretty woman whose main 
job in life is to look after her husband and family.

JAMES
Hi, Mum.

MRS ANGEL
Hello, darling. Good day?

JAMES
Not really.

MRS ANGEL
Trouble at school?

JAMES
The usual.

James grabs a drink from the fridge as his Mum continues to 
chop up vegetables.

MRS ANGEL
Want to talk about it?

JAMES
Not really.

MRS ANGEL
Your Dad’s home at seven. Steak and 
vegetables.

JAMES
Thanks.

James exits.

INT. JAMES’ BEDROOM. AFTERNOON

James enters the room and instinctively pushes down a button 
on his cassette player. ‘Sick Again’ from Led Zeppelin’s 
‘Physical Graffiti’ shatters the silence.
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As the afternoon sun streams in, he flops down onto his bed 
and stares, eyes wide open, at his ceiling. All over it and 
the walls are posters and pictures of Led Zeppelin.

As he listens to the music he focusses in on his heroes. We 
see the posters from his P.O.V.

JAMES
The song remains the same.

He sighs, the disappointment obvious on his face.

INT. JAMES’ DINING ROOM. NIGHT

Mr Angel and Mrs Angel sit with James at the dinner table. 
James is non-communicative.

MRS ANGEL
Everything alright, son? 

James plays with the vegetables on his plate with his fork. 
There is obviously something on his mind.

JAMES
My band. They’re a bunch of dicks.

Mr Angel points his fork at James as a warning. He nods 
towards Mrs Angel.

JAMES (cont’d)
Sorry, mum.

MR ANGEL
I could’ve told you that. Get a new 
band. 

JAMES 
It’s not that simple, Dad.

MR ANGEL
Learn to sight read and work in the 
clubs. There’s always work for bass 
players. 

JAMES
I wish you’d listen to me.

MR ANGEL
Because if you’re not serious about 
music you may as well go to 
business college.

JAMES
(exasperated)

Dad. Please.
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MRS ANGEL
Your father always wants what’s 
best for you, James.

JAMES
I know that, Mum. I do appreciate 
everything you do for me, Dad.

MR ANGEL
I’m glad to hear it. 

JAMES
But I’m sticking with my band.

MR ANGEL 
Loyalty is one thing, son, but I’m 
telling you - if you want to 
succeed in music - lose your 
deadbeat friends.

James is lost in thought. He stares at the wall.

JAMES
God knows what’s gonna happen on 
Saturday night.

EXT. DONNA’S BACK YARD. NIGHT

A large tent has been erected in a spacious back yard.

Sixty or seventy teenagers, drinks in hand, look on at James’ 
band, as they take the stage.

Behind the tent, Barry has a quick final puff on a joint and 
downs a quick drink before taking up his sticks and heading 
towards the kit. He looks pretty smashed. He is unsteady as 
he sits upon his drum stool. 

Johnny is also behind the tent. He’s hooked up with a GOOD 
LOOKING MATURE-AGED WOMAN and is fondling her breasts.

Stewart has just turned up. He has a large cut above his eye 
and a bandage on his left hand through which his fingers 
protrude.

JAMES
What happened to you?

STEWART
I bumped into that dickhead again.

JAMES
How’d ya hurt your hand?
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STEWART
(smiles)

I just told you.

James shakes his head as he plugs in his bass. 

Johnny turns up, tousling his hair and wiping lipstick from 
his mouth. 

James looks worried as Johnny takes up the microphone and the 
expected feedback shatters the air. Everyone goes ‘Ooh’.

Donna’s Dad, MR ANDERSON, holds his ears. 

MR ANDERSON
Who is this?

DONNA
Nobody.

Donna shakes her head and looks over to Billy, who smiles a 
nasty smile.

THREE YOUNGER GIRLS of about thirteen, approach Johnny before 
he starts singing. They are love-sick fans of Johnny and 
treat him as if he was a rock god.

GIRL 1
Hi, Johnny.

GIRL 2
Your hair looks great.

JOHNNY
Thanks, girls.

GIRL 3
We’ve started up a fan club.

JOHNNY
For the band?

GIRL 1
No, just for you.

JOHNNY
Cool.

(tousling his hair)
Sorry girls, but my public awaits.

The girls sigh and move over to one side to watch the 
performance.

They are joined by the mature-aged woman Johnny has just been 
fondling behind the tent. She straightens herself out.
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Mr Anderson looks over towards the group with repressed 
anger.

JOHNNY (cont’d)
(into the microphone - 
loudly)

Alright! Let’s rock ‘n’ roll!

The band begins ‘Smoke on the Water’ which gets a groan from 
the crowd (not again). Stewart’s guitar is out of tune. As 
the song intro continues, various members of the crowd look 
at one another as if to say, ‘This is rubbish’.

Things get worse. Barry comes in too early and unevenly. He’s 
drunk and it’s obvious. When Johnny flicks back his flaxen 
curls and begins to sing out of key, it isn’t long before the 
crowd members are either booing, or moving away from the 
stage area.

James is doing his best to save the day, but there is little 
he can do.

The only people who don’t move away are the three girls and 
the mature-aged woman who watch on intently. They seem to be 
enjoying Johnny’s stage posturing.

In the crowd, Billy surreptitiously makes his way over to the 
food table and takes a tomato from the salad.

A little way into the song, Billy throws the tomato and hits 
Johnny smack bang on the forehead with it.

Billy and those around him laugh.

With the loud, howling  crunch of a live guitar being tossed 
onto the ground, the music stops. 

Before anyone can react, Stewart has leapt from the tent and 
is attacking Billy, beating him to the ground.

They are eventually torn apart. Mr Anderson picks up Billy. 
James pulls back Stewart.

MR ANDERSON
What the bloody hell do you think 
you’re doin’?

The two boys are held apart.

STEWART
He threw a bloody tomato at our 
singer.

JAMES
Sorry, Mister Anderson.
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MR ANDERSON
Singing? Is that what you call what 
he was doing?

He looks over at Johnny who is being comforted by the mature-
aged woman and the three girls. They stroke his hair and hug 
him. The mature-aged woman in particular seems to feel that 
he will recover more quickly if she massages his chest. 
Johnny plays it up for all it’s worth.

MR ANDERSON (cont’d)
(growing angry)

Well he seems to have recovered.

A loud rumble of drums comes thundering from the tent.

Everyone turns to see Barry in a tangle of fallen drums upon 
the ground.

BARRY
(very loudly)

Fuck! What the fuck is going on? 
Fuck it!

Most of the teenagers look towards a table full of MIDDLE-
AGED and OLDER WOMEN who appear to be in shock.

Mr Anderson is furious.

MR ANDERSON
Get these hooligans off of my 
property!

JAMES
But, sir . . .

MR ANDERSON
No buts about it! Piss off the lot 
of ya!

Donna plays the ‘Daddy’s little girl’ card. She points at 
James.

DONNA
But Daddy, if he goes, Billy’s band 
can’t play. He owns all of the 
equipment.

For a moment Mr Anderson seems unsure of what to do.

JAMES
Don’t worry, Mister Anderson. We’ll 
go. Just make sure the equipment’s 
not damaged, Donna. Get it back to 
me later. Sorry ladies.

James and Stewart quietly gather their guitars.
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Billy and his band move towards the stage. 

Stewart looks daggers at Billy, who smirks back. Stewart 
leaves, hauling away the drunken Barry with him. 

Johnny can be seen beside the tent pashing off with the 
mature-aged woman.

Phil approaches James. Donna and Billy follow.

PHIL
I hate to ask, mate, but Billy’s 
bust a string. Could we borrow your 
bass? I’ll look after it.

James looks at Donna. She looks beseechingly back towards 
him.

Billy stands impassive and cool, chewing on a matchstick.

James motions to his bass guitar.

JAMES
(to Billy)

By rights I should shove this up 
your arse, but you’re a good bloke, 
Phil. You can have the bass but 
please look after it. It’s precious 
to me. 

PHIL
Thanks, James. I won’t forget it.

JAMES
I don’t know why you hang around 
with a prick like Billy.

He hands over the bass guitar.

PHIL
I’m really sorry, mate.

BILLY
I’m not.

JAMES
You would be if I changed my mind 
and took my PA and my bass though, 
wouldn’t you?

Billy shuts up.

JAMES (cont’d)
I’m only doing it to save Donna’s 
party, dickhead. And next time try 
throwing a tomato at me instead of 
Johnny Miller and see what happens. 
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Billy snarls and motions for Phil to follow him to the stage. 
Phil follows him like a roadie, while Billy feels Donna’s 
arse.

James is embarrassed as everyone watches him make his way 
through the crowd and away from the party.

EXT. OUTSIDE DONNA’S HOUSE. NIGHT

As James reaches the fence of the house he hears Billy say 
over the microphone . . .

BILLY V/O
Now for some real music.

And the band begins to play ‘Hit me with your Rhythm Stick’ 
by Ian Dury and the Blockheads.

James stops to listen. It sounds pretty good. He hangs his 
head.

He hears a noise behind him. He looks back to see Johnny 
Miller being turfed out of the front door by Mr Anderson.

MR ANDERSON
And if you touch my wife again I’ll 
fucking kill ya!

James sighs heavily and walks down the pathway, where he 
finds Stewart looking down at Barry who is throwing up in the 
gutter.

STEWART
Jimmy, listen . . .

JAMES
Don’t.

James walks off into the darkness towards his car.

EXT. JAMES’ HOUSE. NIGHT

James’ 1970 Valiant parks in the driveway.

INT. JAMES’ HOUSE. NIGHT

James enters the doorway and begins to make his way up the 
stairs.

In the foreground his parents are watching television in the 
lounge room.
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MR ANGEL
You’re home early, son. How did it 
go?

JAMES
Don’t ask.

He continues up the stairway.

His parents look at one another.

INT. JAMES’ BEDROOM. NIGHT

James sits at his desk illuminated only by lamp light. He 
sits for a moment in silence with his head in his hands. 

He turns on the cassette player. The ‘Rain Song’ by Led 
Zeppelin sets the tone nicely and he laughs at its 
appropriateness.

He stares into the darkness for a moment, wide-eyed in 
contemplation.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. CUMBERLAND HIGH SCHOOL. MORNING

Someone has once again vandalised the large sign at the front 
of the school. Instead of holding up a pencil the student is 
now holding up a syringe. He still has devil horns.

INT. MUSIC ROOM. MORNING

James is alone - fooling around on the bass. Donna comes in.

DONNA
Hi, good-looking.

JAMES
Hi Donna. You don’t have to worry. 
The equipment all made it back in 
one piece.

DONNA
I’m not here about the equipment. I 
came by to see you.

JAMES
Really?

She sits opposite him, on the teacher’s desk, showing plenty 
of leg. She sways suggestively from side to side.
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DONNA
Sure. It was really nice of you to 
let Billy’s band use your stuff. 
The party would’ve died without it.

JAMES
Yeah, well, it’s not your fault my 
band is stuffed.

Donna has opened her legs a little wider. James doodles on 
the bass, trying not to notice.

DONNA
But you’re such a nice guy, I just 
wanted to let you know how much I 
appreciated it.

A little wider.

DONNA (cont’d)
And I was just wondering if I could 
borrow it again?

A little wider . . .

JAMES
Well I don’t usually . . .

A little wider.

DONNA
It’s just that Billy’s band’s got a 
gig in the school hall this Friday 
night and . . .

Donna has her legs spread wide with her underpants fully 
visible. 

James is in a weakened state of lower-lip-quivering 
confusion.

Fiona comes to the door. She sees James first as she enters.

FIONA
I thought I’d find you here.

(entering the room)
Listen, I’m sorry I didn’t call the 
other . . .

She sees Donna and realises immediately what she is up to. 

James looks like he wants to speak but no words come out.

FIONA (cont’d)
(angry)

Be careful, Donna, or something 
unwanted might crawl up there.
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Donna immediately closes her legs.

DONNA
Shouldn’t you be studying something 
. . . somewhere, Fiona?

FIONA
There’s only one thing you’re 
mastering in. We all know that.

DONNA
Mind your own business. This is a 
private conversation.

FIONA
Watch her, Jimmy. She’d trade that 
fanny for a foldback any day.

Fiona storms out.

James looks back at Donna who has raised her knees up to her 
chin. She sits on the desk completely exposing her underwear.

JAMES
I don’t see the problem.

DONNA
Well, James?

He stands.

JAMES
I’ll . . . think about it.

James rushes towards the door, after Fiona.

He pushes past MR THOMPSON as he exits.

JAMES (cont’d)
Excuse me, Mr Thompson.

MR THOMPSON
James, you’re early.

He sees Donna, still on his desk with her legs up.

MR THOMPSON (cont’d)
Oh . . . 

(he gulps)
hello. I just came to grab my . . . 
trumpet.

Donna raises her eyebrows and keeps chewing.
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INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR. DAY

James catches up with Fiona. She is fuming.

JAMES
Hey, Fee. Stop. Come on. What’s the 
matter?

She stops and turns on him.

FIONA
What’s the matter? What’s the 
matter? For God’s sake, are you 
blind?

JAMES
Well, I saw her undies, if that’s 
what you mean.

FIONA
And what did you learn from that?

JAMES
They’re white.

Fiona turns to go, in disgust.

JAMES (cont’d)
Now hold on. Hold on. I’m joking. 
Okay?

She turns back.

FIONA
You know what? No, it’s not okay. 
Just how long are you going to let 
everyone take advantage of you?

JAMES
Well, in Donna’s case. . .

FIONA
Forget Donna. I’m not laughing, 
Jimmy. Start thinking with an organ 
above your belt buckle. She only 
wants you for what she can get from 
you. Can’t you see that? They all 
do. Stewart, Johnny, Donna, Barry - 
all of them. They don’t give a damn 
about you. I’m the only one who 
really cares about you, but you 
prefer that . . . slut in there!

This is quite an admission. There is an awkward silence.
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FIONA (cont’d)
I wouldn’t have gone to that party 
even if I’d been invited. I knew 
something bad was gonna happen and 
I didn’t want to see you 
embarrassed.

JAMES
How do you know what happened?

FIONA
There’s this new invention called 
the telephone.

JAMES
(laughs)

Okay, smart arse.

Fiona relaxes and smiles. They laugh together.

JAMES (cont’d)
That’s better. And yes, it was 
pretty embarrassing.

FIONA
Then do something about it.

JAMES
What?

FIONA
Don’t always say ‘yes’. Don’t 
always be a pushover.

JAMES
I’m just trying to make something 
happen. 

FIONA
You’re trying too hard. And for all 
the wrong reasons. 

JAMES
What do you mean?

FIONA
Have you told your Dad that you’re 
worried about letting him down?

JAMES 
Who said that?

FIONA
You did.
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JAMES
I have to make this work. He’s 
given me so much - the studio; my 
bass . . .

FIONA 
Just talk to him.

JAMES
He won’t get it. Everything he does 
turns to gold. He doesn’t 
understand failure. 

FIONA
You’re not a failure, Jim.

JAMES
I’m not exactly a success. Am I?

FIONA
You are to me.

(squeezes his hand)
Jim - be honest with your Dad. 
He’ll understand. And get those 
stupid mates of yours organised 
before the end-of-school dance. 
Gotta go. See ya.

She rushes off down the corridor.

There is a sudden noise behind him. James turns to see Barry 
bouncing from wall to wall in the corridor as if he was in a 
ship in a heavy storm. He’s off his face and making a hell of 
a racket. A crowd of students look on, laughing.

JAMES 
(to himself)

Easier said than done.

INT. HISTORY CLASSROOM. DAY

An attractive young female teacher, MISS CURTIS, in a short 
skirt, stands with her back to the class bending over, 
writing on the bottom section of the blackboard.

James is present near the front, watching intently. 

Behind him, in the back row, we see Johnny Miller talking up 
close to a pretty blonde female student.

Nearby, is Billy Hunt.

As Miss Curtis continues to bend further over, Billy puts his 
hand under the desk and begins thumping his desk from beneath 
as if he’s wacking off.
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Johnny Miller laughs louder than everyone else.

MISS CURTIS
Something funny, Mister Miller?

JOHNNY
No, miss.

MISS CURTIS
(turning)

Then why are you laughing?

JOHNNY
The name you just wrote on the 
board, Miss - Vasco da Gama. Sounds 
funny.

MISS CURTIS
Really? If you’re reading from the 
board then you know he travelled 
from Lisbon to Calicut in 1498?

JOHNNY
Yes, Miss.

MISS CURTIS
Then perhaps you could tell the 
class which route he took?

JOHNNY
A couple of boys I think, Miss.

The class erupts with laughter. Johnny looks pretty happy 
with himself but Miss Curtis is not impressed.

MISS CURTIS
Get out, Mister Miller.

JOHNNY
But, Miss Curtis . . .

MISS CURTIS
I said get out.

She points the way to the door. Johnny stands. The class goes 
‘Oooh’.

As Johnny passes Billy . . .

BILLY
(whispers)

Hey, Mister Tomato Head.

A few kids nearby laugh.

JOHNNY
Fuck off, you dipshit!
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More ‘ooohs’ from the class.

MISS CURTIS
Principal’s office, Miller. Now!

Johnny leaves. 

James looks over at Billy who is laughing along with a few 
other students.

EXT. BEHIND E BLOCK. DAY

SWEET LEAF by Black Sabbath plays over:

Barry is having a smoke. MR BENNETT, a fresh-faced, handsome  
young man in a short-sleeved white shirt and shorts comes 
around the corner. He looks like a senior student. We can’t 
hear their conversation but we can see that the young man is 
telling Barry to put out the cigarette. Barry gives him the 
finger and the young man grabs him.

At that moment, Stewart comes around the corner and sees 
Barry being man-handled. He steps up and takes a swing at the 
young man who evades the swing and smacks him one.

Stewart lands on his arse and the young man yells something 
at him. He grabs both boys by their collars and frog-marches 
them around the corner.

INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR -ADMINISTRATION BLOCK. DAY

James exits the classroom and into the bustle of the 
corridor. He walks a little way down. He sees Johnny outside 
of the principal’s office. Next to him are Stewart and Barry.

JAMES
Shit.

INT. OUTSIDE THE PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE. DAY

James is incredulous as he approaches the three boys. Stewart 
has yet another bruise on his face. Barry’s eyes are 
bloodshot red.

As they talk they are whispering, mindful of the principal’s 
door, closed, but nearby.

JAMES
What are you guys doing here?

JOHNNY
I made a joke.
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BARRY
(trying not to laugh)

Stew hit this guy.

JAMES
Who was it?

BARRY
It was that new young P.E. Teacher. 
He busted me smoking. Stew didn’t 
recognise him. He thought he was a 
student.

(trying to stifle massive 
laughter)

Stew got smacked out.

STEWART
Last time I help you.

Barry starts giggling. In spite of himself James can see the 
funny side of it.

JAMES
Can’t you stay out of trouble for a 
minute?

The door to the Principal’s Office opens.

Mr Bennett comes out, followed by Principal Summers.

MR BENNETT
(points to Stewart and 
Barry)

These two. I don’t know about the  
others.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Yes, I know them.

MR BENNETT
(to Stewart)

Try that again out of school, mate,  
and I’ll really flatten ya.

Mr Bennett leaves.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS 
(to Johnny)

Why are you here?

JOHNNY
I made a joke, sir.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS 
James, are you in trouble?
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JAMES
No, sir. I was just asking them 
what they were doing here.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS 
Come into my office for a moment, 
please.

JAMES
Yes, sir.

James enters the office.

PRINCIPAL
(to Barry, Johnny and 
Stewart)

Think about your stories, boys. And 
warm up your hands.

The three boys look less than happy as Principal Summers 
follows James into his office and shuts the door behind him.

INT. PRINCIPAL’S  OFFICE. DAY

James stands politely. The principal takes up his seat. 

PRINCIPAL
Please sit, James. It’s fortuitous 
that you turned up. I was going to 
send for you.

James sits.

JAMES
Sir?

 PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
I received a phone call from a 
member of the public. Donna 
Anderson’s father let the school 
know about some problems he had on 
Saturday night with your ‘band’.

James says nothing.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
Don’t worry - Mister Anderson told 
me that you were not to blame and, 
in fact, that you were very polite. 
He said it was your generosity that 
enabled the music to continue.

JAMES 
My friends can’t get into trouble 
for what they did on the weekend - 
can they, sir?
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PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
No, not by me. But it does reflect 
badly on the school and I wanted to 
have a word with you about it.

JAMES 
Yes, sir.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
You do agree that they behaved 
badly?

JAMES
They do behave a bit foolishly at 
times but . . .

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
(loudly )

A bit foolishly? See this and this?
(he lifts two thick 
folders from his desk)

These are the files on Barry Blubbs 
and Stewart Chadwick. They’re both 
bad news. Blubbs is a suspected 
dope peddler and from what I’ve 
heard, damn near an alcoholic at 
seventeen, and Chadwick’s been in 
five fights this term. Five!

(looking at Stewart’s 
file)

I mean, who is Ritchie Blackmore? 
Chadwick seems to get into a fist 
fight any time someone insults 
whoever he is. Blackmore doesn’t go 
to this school. Do you know him?

JAMES
(trying not to smile)

No, sir.

PRINCIPAL
Wake up to yourself, young man. If 
Mister Bennett had pressed charges, 
Chadwick would be up for assaulting 
a teacher. And if you’re not 
careful they’ll damage your 
reputation too, James - or worse -
they could get you into some sort 
of mess that you can’t get out of. 
Do you want that?

JAMES 
(quietly)

No, sir.

The Principal quietens his tone.
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PRINCIPAL
I’ll be frank. I hear through the 
grapevine that there are certain 
people around this school, 
including your mates outside, who 
are taking advantage of you and 
your family’s wealth. Is that fair?

James is about to say ‘no’ when he stops himself.

JAMES
That’s what one of my friends said.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Did they? Well, it’s good to hear 
that you do have some wise friends. 
What else did they say?

James hesitates for a moment. He takes a good look at 
Principal Summers before he speaks.

JAMES 
Between you and me, sir, I am 
feeling a bit pressured right now.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Well, senior years are taxing . . .

JAMES
No, it’s not just that.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS 
What then?

James hesitates again.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
Please, James. I want to help you 
if I can. What’s worrying you?

JAMES
(unloading)

My Dad does everything well, sir 
and he expects the same of me. He 
expects so much. He doesn’t always 
understand me. He bought me a lot 
of musical equipment, sir, and I’m 
trying to make the most of it, but 
things are going all wrong.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
That’s because you’re in with the 
wrong crowd.

JAMES
But they’re my friends, sir.
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PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
So you keep saying - but are they 
acting like friends? Are they?

James is silent.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
Listen to me. I don’t know your 
father well but I’ve heard a lot 
about him.  A strong father like 
that can be a great challenge to a 
young man. But I guarantee you that 
he’s pushing you for the same 
reasons I am. You’ve got twice the 
brains those boys have. Open your 
eyes, James. You have a bright 
future ahead of you. Don’t throw it 
all away on boys like that.

Principal Summers nods towards his tinted glass interior 
window. James turns to look through it. He can see Johnny, 
Barry and Stewart sitting out there but they can’t see him.

Barry is giving the fingers up behind teachers as they pass. 
Stewart is laughing at his antics. Johnny pinches the arses 
of passing junior girls.

The principal feels that there is nothing else to be said. He 
stands and picks up his cane, which is handy on the desk.

James realises that it’s time to go. He stands.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS   (cont’d)
Send in your friends, please. 

James stands and turns to leave.

PRINCIPAL 
And James. As far as your Dad’s 
concerned - you can only do your 
best, son. Life’s full of choices. 
Make some good ones.

James nods and leaves.

EXT. MAIN QUAD. AFTERNOON

The bell is heard. Within seconds the quad is full of 
students evacuating the buildings - going home for the day.

James is among the throng but he is in no hurry. He looks 
very depressed.

Donna sees him from a distance.
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DONNA
(yelling)

Jimmy!

He turns to see her. She sidles up next to him lasciviously.

DONNA (cont’d)
Did you think about what I asked 
you?

JAMES
Yeah, I thought about it.

DONNA
And?

JAMES 
What’ll you do if I say no?

DONNA
I’d have to charge more at the door 
and a lot of kids‘d have the shits 
with me.

(playing with his hair)
But you won’t say no.

JAMES
(trying to be assertive)

Why is that, Donna? Why wouldn’t I 
say no? Are you so sure of me?  
What’s in it for me if I say yes?

DONNA
(whispers)

I’ll give you a head job.

James is momentarily stunned. His mouth hangs open.

Donna swivels on the spot and licks her lips suggestively. 

James’ expression changes from shock . . .

She blows in his ear . . .

to serious consideration . . .

She plants a kiss on him . . . 

to final resolve. 

He pulls away from the kiss.

JAMES
Sorry Donna. You can’t have it.

Donna pulls back in disbelief.
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DONNA
You’re saying ‘no’ to a head job?

At that precise moment Mr Thompson is walking past. He hears 
the comment plainly, stops, turns and looks directly at Donna 
and James. They seem unaware of his presence. He adjusts his 
tie, gulps and moves on.

JAMES
Yep. I can’t believe it - but I am.

DONNA
Well, fuck you!

She walks away. He yells after her.

JAMES
What’s the price for that?

She sashays off and gives him the finger without even 
bothering to look back. She disappears into the afternoon 
mass of students and teachers.

Fiona appears.

FIONA
Howdy, cowboy.

(nodding towards Donna)
What did she want?

JAMES
To borrow my PA. I said no.

FIONA
Good for you. Walk me home? 

They walk off together.

EXT. JAMES’ HOUSE. AFTERNOON

James leans on his Valiant. Fiona sits on the boot.

JAMES
It’s a great car - in a straight 
line.

(pats the roof)
It could pull a house, but it rolls 
when it corners. Dad bought it for 
me.

FIONA
It must be great to have parents 
that give you stuff.

JAMES
Yeah, but . . .
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Mr Angel pulls up in his BMW.

JAMES (cont’d)
Hang on.

Mr Angel gets out of the car with his suitcase.

MR ANGEL
Jim, I’ve got some chores for you.

JAMES
Yes, Dad.

MR ANGEL
Hello, Fiona.

FIONA
Hi, Mr Angel.

MR ANGEL
Finish your homework later.

He passes through into the house.

Fiona notices the look on James’ face.

FIONA
Talk to him.

JAMES
I told you - he won’t listen. He 
never does.

Fiona doesn’t look convinced.

JAMES (cont’d)
There’s a lot of pressure when 
you’re given stuff. 

FIONA 
Oh, the problems we have in the 
first world.

They laugh and look at each other.

FIONA (cont’d)
It’s starting to wind down now. 
Last couple of weeks. Then a break.

JAMES
One more assignment and then three 
terms of hell 

(melodramatically)
before the final exam of death.
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FIONA
Oh, it’s not that bad. Don’t be 
down. It’ll all work out.

Fiona kisses him on the cheek and jumps off the car.

FIONA (cont’d)
See you at school.

She hesitates as if she wants to say something but doesn’t.

FIONA (cont’d)
So, I’ll see you then . . . then.

She laughs at the awkwardness of her expression.

It is an awkward moment overall. Fiona and James both look 
like they want to kiss each other, but neither has the 
courage to make the first move.

Eventually, Fiona smiles and walks away, turning twice to 
wave as she leaves.

James smiles as he watches her go. 

Then his thoughts run to recent events and his expression 
changes to one of concern.

EXT. SCHOOL HALL. NIGHT

Lots of students are in a queue disappearing into the hall, 
paying their money to Donna as they enter.

INT. SCHOOL HALL. NIGHT

Billy’s band is in full flight pounding out ‘Blitzkrieg Bop’ 
by the Ramones.

The hall is full. Everyone is enjoying the band.

EXT. SCHOOL HALL. NIGHT

Johnny stands a little away from the hall entrance. He talks 
to the three girls from his fan club.

GIRL 1
Aren’t you coming in, Johnny?

JOHNNY
Got no dosh.

GIRL 2
How come you’re not playing 
tonight?
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JOHNNY
They couldn’t afford us.

Mr Thompson comes out of the hall.

MR THOMPSON
Inside, girls. Hi, John.

JOHNNY
Hi, sir.

GIRL 3
See ya, Johnny.

JOHNNY
See ya.

The girls reluctantly drag themselves away from Johnny. They 
enter the hall.

INT. SCHOOL HALL. NIGHT

Billy’s band has finished the song. The crowd is cheering.

BILLY
(into the microphone)

This next one’s by a great Aussie 
band! It’s about all of us!

They begin hammering out ‘New Race’ by Radio Birdman. 

EXT. SCHOOL HALL. NIGHT

Johnny moves over to Barry and Stewart, who sit against a 
wall, near the hall entrance.

The band can be heard from inside the hall. Johnny and Barry 
are listening.

BARRY
Kevin’s a good drummer.

STEWART
They’re all good.

JOHNNY
(sits)

Bastards.

INT. SCHOOL HALL. NIGHT

Billy is raging on stage. The band is sounding great. The 
hall is full of dancing students.
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Donna comes in at the back of the hall, holding a cloth bag 
with a $ sign on it. She has a look of satisfaction on her 
face. She looks towards Billy and holds up the bag.

Billy smiles back.

Phil goes into a guitar solo and the crowd loves it. 

Judging by the way Donna watches Billy, he’s going to get 
lucky tonight.

EXT. SCHOOL HALL. NIGHT

Barry is blowing a joint. He passes it to Stewart.

JOHNNY
You guys got any money?

BARRY
What for?

JOHNNY
To go in.

STEWART
You’re jokin’. We’re not goin’ in 
there to listen to that shit.

JAMES
You just said it sounded good.

STEWART
Yeah, but that’s not the point.

BARRY
Johnny just wants to crack on to 
some of the junior girls.

JOHNNY
What’s wrong with that?

BARRY
They’re under-aged, dickhead.

JAMES
So am I.

STEWART
No you’re not, ya prawn. The legal 
age is sixteen in Australia.

JOHNNY
Is it?

Barry nods.
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JOHNNY (cont’d)
Cool!

Donna comes out of the hall with the bag of money. She sees 
the boys and walks over to them. Triumphantly, she holds it 
up.

DONNA
Tell your mate we paid for the PA 
and made a big profit - no thanks 
to him.

JOHNNY
Hey, Donna - want a fuck?

DONNA
Fuck off. Where is he anyway?

BARRY
Studying. He’s always studying.

DONNA
On Friday night? What an egg-head.

STEWART
(sarcastic)

Yeah, he’s got this ridiculous idea 
that he can do well in his HSC and 
be successful in life.

Donna misses the sarcasm.

DONNA
What a loser. See yous on Monday.

She starts to walk away.

STEWART
Hey, Donna?

She turns back.

STEWART (cont’d)
You donating the profit to the 
school?

Donna laughs as if that’s the most stupid thing she’s ever 
heard. She walks away.

BARRY
I would like to sniff cocaine from 
her belly button.

STEWART
You gotta start aimin’ lower.
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JOHNNY
Let’s do somethin’.

BARRY
I got an idea. Follow me.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET. NIGHT

Barry is in the glow of a car’s headlight. He is bent over, 
looking for something.

BARRY
Aha.

We see a semi-dried-up dog turd. Barry picks it up and puts 
it into a small paper bag.

BARRY (cont’d)
Perfect.

He returns to Johnny’s car - A YELLOW P76. Stewart and Johnny 
stand beside it. They look into Barry’s bag with interest.

BARRY (cont’d)
Give us the metho.

Stewart passes him a small plastic container. Barry pours it 
liberally into the bag, over the turd.

JOHNNY
Talk me through this again.

BARRY
Dry dog shit in a bag, pour on 
metho and . . .

(holds up a lighter)
just add flame.

STEWART
You’re a fucken’ pyromaniac, I 
reckon.

JOHNNY
What’s wrong with liking sex? 

BARRY
We light the bag outside the front 
door, knock and run. The bloke 
comes out of his house, sees the 
bag on fire and stamps it out . . .

JOHNNY
(laughing)

And gets shit all over his foot.
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BARRY
Exactly. Let’s go.

They jump into the car. Johnny drives.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET. NIGHT

The P76 pulls up. The headlights turn off.

INT. P76. NIGHT

Johnny grabs the bag.

BARRY
We all in this?

Stewart and Johnny nod.

BARRY (cont’d)
Let’s do it.

EXT. SUBURBAN HOUSE. NIGHT

Stewart, Johnny and Barry creep up to the front porch of a 
house.

BARRY
(whispering)

Wait. I’ll pour on a bit more 
metho.

While they are busy watching him do this, A LITTLE GIRL of 
about five and A LITTLE BOY of about three, have opened up 
the curtain beside the front door. They watch through the 
glass with interest. 

Stewart, Johnny and Barry haven’t noticed the children. 
Stewart is looking up and down the street anxiously. Johnny 
is watching Barry pour on the metho.

JOHNNY
Not too much.

Barry finishes the bottle.

BARRY
That’ll do.

He puts down the bag and lights it. Stewart knocks on the 
door.

All at once, the bag ignites and explodes. Flames rise metres 
into the air.
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BARRY (cont’d)
Shit!

Stewart, Johnny and Barry run away, laughing with terror as 
the flames lick up to the roof of the house.

The little children run away from the window back into the 
house.

A MAN opens the door and pulls back from the intensity of the 
flames.

MAN
Bloody hell! Jo-Anne! Get some 
water.

The man tries to look beyond the flames but the offenders 
have gone.

INT. P76. NIGHT

Stewart, Johnny and Barry jump into the car, laughing like 
hyenas.

BARRY
That was fucking tops!

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET. NIGHT

The P76 screeches away.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. P.E. CLASSROOM. DAY

James sits next to Fiona in Mr Bennett’s P.E. Class. Basic 
anatomical drawings are scribbled all over the blackboard.

Johnny turns up late.

MR BENNETT
What’s your excuse for being late, 
son?

JOHNNY
Mum wasn’t home this morning and I 
had to dress meself.

The class laughs but Mr Bennett isn’t amused.

MR BENNETT
Sit down the front - by yourself.

Johnny sits directly in front of James.
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Miss Curtis comes to the door.

MR BENNETT (cont’d)
Finish the questions on page ten.

He moves over to speak with Miss Curtis.

James takes the opportunity to speak with Johnny.

JAMES
Did you go to the dance on Friday 
night?

JOHNNY
Yeah, but something that happened 
afterwards was bloody funny. We . . 
.

MR BENNETT
(shouting from the 
doorway)

Miller! Page ten!

Mr Bennett goes back to his conversation with Miss Curtis.

JOHNNY
He wants to fuck her. ‘Scuse my 
language, Fiona. Look at him.

They look over. Mr Bennett is definitely leading with the 
pelvis in Miss Curtis’ direction.

JAMES
Very cosy.

FIONA
And not just one sided.

JOHNNY
Yeah, so anyway . . .

Johnny gets hit in the head by a piece of chalk.

MR BENNETT
Miller! Shut up!

JOHNNY
(to James)

Tell ya later.

He turns back to the front of the class.

Fiona and James start work.

Mr Bennett goes back to his conversation with Miss Curtis.
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INT. MUSIC ROOM. DAY

James is eating lunch with Fiona. 

Donna and Billy come up to them, hand in hand.

DONNA
(to Billy)

Check ‘em out. Who eats lunch in 
the music room?

FIONA
We do.

BILLY
(to James)

You missed a good gig on Friday 
night.

DONNA
We made two hundred bucks. No 
thanks to you.

FIONA
Donna, get lost.

Phil comes in.

PHIL
Good response to Friday, Billy. 
Everyone’s talking about it.

BILLY
Everyone’s talking about me.

PHIL
I’ve got a couple of ideas for 
songs. I thought I could sing . . .

BILLY
No need. I got it all covered. 

(to James)
We’re gonna rehearse. You can stay 
and listen if you wanna learn 
somethin’.

Donna lets out a harsh laugh.

James stands. Fiona follows. As she moves to the door Fiona 
‘accidentally’ trips her over.

DONNA
Oops. Sorry.

Donna and Billy laugh. Fiona picks herself up off the floor 
and is about to attack Donna but James pulls her back.
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JAMES
She’s not worth it, Fee. 

Fiona composes herself.

JAMES (cont’d)
Thanks for the offer of the head 
job, Donna. Come on Fiona, let’s 
go.

BILLY
What head job?

Donna looks furious.

JAMES
Oh, and Phil. I’ve heard you sing, 
mate, and you sound great.

Phil smiles.

JAMES (cont’d)
(to Billy)

Let him sing sometime.

Billy says nothing. He discretely ignores the comment as he 
gets ready to rehearse.

James and Fiona leave.

EXT. JAMES’ HOUSE. NIGHT

It is a calm night. The light is on in James’ room.

INT. JAMES’ BEDROOM. NIGHT

James sits at his desk. He picks up a pen and a copy of ‘Sons 
and Lovers’. He considers its thickness, sighs, and begins to 
read and make notes.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET. NIGHT

Johnny is in his yellow P76 honking his horn. Barry comes out 
of a house with a carton of Toohey’s beer under one arm and a 
stubby in the other. As he tries to open the car door, he 
drops the stubby in the gutter. It smashes.

BARRY
Shit.

He leaves it there and jumps into the car. The car screeches 
off.
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INT. P76. NIGHT

Barry is handing out the beers to Stewart and to Johnny.

BARRY
I got stubbies, not twisties.

JOHNNY
(grabbing a beer)

You fucken’ beauty.

INT. BILLY’S CAR. NIGHT

Billy is stopped at an intersection when Johnny’s P76 races 
through. ‘Dark Side of the Moon’ by Pink Floyd is blaring on 
the car stereo.

Billy watches it pass. The light is red against him. He 
checks to see that no one is coming. 

EXT. INTERSECTION. NIGHT

In spite of the red light, Billy’s car screeches across the 
intersection in pursuit of the P76.

INT. JAMES’ BEDROOM. NIGHT

James is reading, when he hears the repeated blasts of a car 
horn.

He looks out of the window. Barry stands next to the 
passenger door of the P76. He is waving up to James and 
pointing to the front door. 

James bites his lip with indecision, but a second series of 
horn blasts spurs him into action. He heads out of the 
bedroom.

EXT. JAMES’ HOUSE. NIGHT

Johnny sits in the driver’s seat flashing his lights for no 
apparent reason. 

Stewart is in the back seat drinking a beer.

Barry is at the front door of the house. As James opens the 
door, Barry holds out a beer.

BARRY
There you go, sunshine.

James takes the beer.
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JAMES
What’s going on?

BARRY
Come, let me show you, my studious 
little friend.

Barry guides James over to the car.

Stewart and Johnny get out and join them at the boot.

STEWART
Folks out, Jimmy?

JAMES
Yeah. Some function. What are you 
up to?

BARRY
(narrating, like the 
advertisement)

The P76, by Leyland, can easily 
hold a 44 galleon drum in its boot.

JAMES
Yeah, I’ve seen the ad.

Johnny picks up the mock narration.

JOHNNY
Not only can it fit a 44 galleon 
drum inside, but also - drum roll 
please.

Barry attempts a drum roll on the boot.

JOHNNY (cont’d)
It can fit . . .

He opens the boot.

JOHNNY (cont’d)
A shitload of fireworks!

STEWART
Direct from Hong Kong, courtesy of 
Johnno’s Dad.

JAMES
(impressed)

Jesus. What does he do for a 
living?

JOHNNY
I have no fucking idea.
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BARRY
And it doesn’t fucking matter. 
Check it out.

Stewart shines a torch into the boot. Inside is a 
pyromaniac’s dream. Barry delves in greedily and holds up the 
fireworks as he describes them.

BARRY (cont’d)
We have  - two boxes full of 
bungers and skyrockets. Cool. One 
assorted box of volcanoes, 
catherine wheels and other sissy 
stuff.

JOHNNY
But the piece of resistance is in 
the final box.

JAMES
(intrigued)

What is it?

JOHNNY
These, my friend, are miners 
helmets, fitted with lights to help 
us see each other when we do battle 
using these.

He pulls out a handful of fire-ball shooters.

STEWART
This means war, gentlemen.

BARRY
Let’s go.

JAMES
Fellas, it’s Monday night. We’ll 
wake up the neighbourhood.

JOHNNY
That’s the idea. Let’s spark a bit 
of life into this suburban 
wasteland. Come on, let’s go.

Johnny and Barry jump into the car. 

Stewart looks back.

STEWART
You coming, Jimmy?

James hesitates.

Barry’s hand appears out of the back window. He waves around 
a handful of mini skyrockets to tempt James.
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BARRY
(sing song)

Oh, Jimmy.

Another moment’s hesitation. . .

JAMES
Yeah. Stuff it.

There is a roar of approval from within the car.

JAMES (cont’d)
Hang on.

James runs back to the house, closes the front door behind 
him and runs back out to the car, which Johnny is revving up 
crazily.

The car races away.

ANGLE ON to the front door. In his excitement, James has not 
completely pulled it shut. With a small ‘click’ it releases 
and opens and is left ajar.

INT. BILLY’S CAR. NIGHT

From a safe distance up the road, Billy watches the P76 take 
off.

As the boys pull away, he cautiously drives up to the front 
of the house. 

He is about to follow them, when something catches his eye.  
There are no lights on in the house, except for the hallway 
light and the outside light. It looks deserted, but as he 
squints and looks closer, he notices that the front door has 
swung slightly open.

EXT. JAMES’ HOUSE. NIGHT

Billy hops out of his car, looks around guiltily, then jogs 
up to the front door. It’s clearly open.

BILLY
(yelling)

Hello? Mr and Mrs Angel? Anybody 
home?

He listens for a moment. He is soon convinced that the house 
is abandoned.

BILLY (cont’d)
Well, well, well. Opportunity 
knocks.
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INT. P76. NIGHT

The car is full of noise and drinking.

JAMES
Oh shit.

BARRY
What?

JAMES
I shut the door and didn’t bring 
the bloody spare keys.

BARRY
Mate, I wouldn’t worry. Your 
folks’ll be home long before you.

JAMES
Yeah. I can’t get too pissed.

BARRY
Johnno, put on ‘Rainbow’.

JOHNNY
I think we need to hear this first.

He puts on ‘Hocus Pocus’ by Focus at ridiculous volume. The 
song is half way through and the yodelling section is 
playing. The boys immediately yodel along with it and scream 
to crescendo to bring in the riff. When the band comes in, 
they laugh and drink as one.

INT. JAMES’ HALLWAY. NIGHT

Billy moves cautiously through the house. At the end of a 
long hallway he finds a sign on the wall which reads: 
Rehearsal Room - Enter At Your Own Risk. Some one has 
scrawled underneath in texta - Beware Of The Bass!

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET. NIGHT

Barry has just finished lighting the wick of a volcano in a 
phone booth. As he jumps into the car, the booth fills with 
flame and smoke.

The car screeches away.

INT. JAMES’ REHEARSAL ROOM. NIGHT

Billy has opened the door and turned on the light. He is 
stunned by what he sees.
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From his P.O.V. we scan the room. A full PA, a guitar rig, a 
bass stack, FX pedals everywhere, mics and recording 
equipment - everything a rock musician could want.

He wanders into the room as if he’s in a dream.

BILLY
You lucky bastard.

His eyes alight on James’ bass, sitting in the corner on a 
stand. He moves towards it, in a daze. He picks it up and 
looks at it lovingly.

BILLY (cont’d)
The 1971 Fender Precision.

Billy licks his lips with thought. Suddenly, his face 
hardens. He has made a decision. Quickly, he packs the bass 
into its case.

ANGLE ON to James’ guitar tuner, which sits next to the case. 
As an afterthought Billy grabs it and hurries from the room.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET. NIGHT

Barry and Stewart have set up a series of beer bottles in a 
row by the side of the road. Each bottle is resting on rocks 
and is tilted at forty five degrees facing the road. A mini 
sky rocket is placed in each.

INT. P76. NIGHT

Johnny, at the wheel, and James, in the back seat of the car, 
keep watch. They are both looking pretty drunk.

They hear a distant car engine.

JAMES
(to the others)

Car!

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET. NIGHT

Stewart lights the fuses. He and Barry run back to the car, 
giggling like idiots.

INT. P76. NIGHT

The boys watch as the car passes them. After it has passed, 
they screech off in the opposite direction.

Stewart, Barry and James turn to watch. Johnny looks in his 
rear vision mirror.
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EXT. SUBURBAN STREET. NIGHT

Just as the car passes the spot where the rockets are 
positioned, they go off. Half a dozen streaks of fire cross 
the path of the car.

INT. CAR. NIGHT

From the DRIVER’s P.O.V. we see the last of the rockets flash 
past and we hear one or two hit the side of his vehicle.

DRIVER
Shit!

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET. NIGHT

The DRIVER takes evasive action and slams into a gutter.

He jumps out of his car and checks his front wheel, which has 
buckled on the curb. He looks around angrily.

DRIVER
(screaming)

If yous bastards are kids I’m gonna 
kill ya!

INT. P76. NIGHT

The boys have watched the entire episode from inside the car 
before turning a corner. They are killing themselves 
laughing.

Johnny punches on the cassette player and the boys sing along 
to the chorus of ‘Taking Care of Business’ by Bachman Turner 
Overdive.

INT. JAMES’ HALLWAY. NIGHT

Billy makes his way towards the front door.

He is about to exit when he sees, on the wall, on the inside 
of the door, a set of keys labelled: ‘Spares’.

He thinks for a moment, then grabs the keys.

EXT. JAMES’ HOUSE. NIGHT

Billy peeks around the corner of the front door before 
exiting. Convinced that the coast is clear, he leaves the 
house, closing the door behind him.
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EXT. SUBURBAN STREET. NIGHT

The P76 is parked down the road in the background. 

In the foreground is a letter box with a long, lighted fuse 
dangling from it and steadily burning upwards.

INT. P76. NIGHT

The boys hold their breath and watch in silence as the fuse 
disappears into the letter box. A moment or two passes.

JOHNNY
And . . .

Bang! The lid of the letter box is blown off.

The boys howl with laughter.

EXT. SUBURBAN HOUSE. NIGHT

The destroyed letter box sits smoking in the foreground. In 
the background an OLD WOMAN pulls back her blinds to see what 
has happened.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET. NIGHT

The P76 does a U-turn and screeches away.

INT. FUNCTION ROOM. NIGHT

Mr and Mrs Angel have just finished their meal. Principal 
Summers comes over to talk to them.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS 
Excuse me, Ben?

Mr Angel stands. 

MR ANGEL
Yes?

PRINCIPAL
We have met before. You might not 
remember me. I’m Roger Summers - 
the principal at James’ school.

MR ANGEL
Yes, of course.

(shaking hands)
This is Helen.
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PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
How do you do, Mrs Angel? 

MRS ANGEL 
Helen, please.

MR ANGEL
Won’t you sit down, Roger?

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Thank you. Just for a minute.

He pulls up a chair.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
I just thought I’d thank you on 
behalf of the club for your 
generous donation. You should 
consider becoming a permanent 
member.

MR ANGEL
I’m often not home much during the 
week. Work commitments.

 PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
I understand.

(getting to what is really 
on his mind)

If you don’t mind me asking, how’s 
James going?

MRS ANGEL
Well, we have been a little worried 
about him lately. He seems to have 
the world upon his shoulders - 
doesn’t he, Ben? It’s probably just 
senior school, you know? It’s a 
hard time in their lives.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
They’re just old enough to discover 
alcohol and women and just at the 
same time we ask them to sit an 
examination that will determine 
their whole future. It’s like 
giving a child the key to a lolly 
shop and telling them not to eat 
anything.

They laugh.

MR ANGEL
Yes, that’s true but he is on the 
cusp of manhood. It’s about time he 
made the most of his opportunities.
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PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
I think he’s feeling that. 

MR ANGEL
How do you mean?

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
I spoke with him the other day. If 
you’ll forgive me for prying. He 
did confess to me that he feels he 
has a lot to live up to - being 
your son. 

MR ANGEL 
Well, I have worked hard to give 
him the opportunities he has.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
And he appreciates that. But I 
think he’s maybe trying a little 
too hard to make things happen with 
this band of his.

MR ANGEL
His band?

(laughs)
They’re a bunch of no good 
layabouts.

MRS ANGEL
That’s a bit harsh, dear.

MR ANGEL
Is it? What do you think, Roger? 
You see those reprobates at school.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
To be honest - yes, I am a bit 
concerned about James’ friends. 

MR ANGEL
(to Mrs Angel)

You see? I told you they’d lead him 
astray. I should ban him from 
seeing those stupid boys and 
withdraw all of his equipment until 
he does.

MRS ANGEL
That’s unfair, dear.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
If you don’t mind me saying so, 
Ben, I think that would be a 
mistake. I think it would compound 
the problem. And he hasn’t actually 
done anything wrong.
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MR ANGEL
Not yet. But I know those sort of 
boys. Eventually they’ll cause him 
trouble.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Perhaps, but think that this is one 
situation James has to work out for 
himself.

MR ANGEL 
Well, he’d better hurry up about 
it.

There is an awkward silence. Mr Angel looks displeased. Mrs 
Angel smiles apologetically at Principal Summers, who decides 
to change tack.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Oh look, it’s probably nothing. His 
band will probably break up of 
natural causes like most bands and 
he does seem like a very sensible 
boy.

MRS ANGEL
Yes, he is. He’s home doing his 
last assignment for the year even 
as we speak.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
You see? Glad to hear it. Yes, my 
misgivings are probably unfounded. 
Peer group pressure is a compelling 
thing but James is probably strong 
enough to resist it.

EXT. FOREST. NIGHT

Close Up on James’ drunken face. He has a miner’s hat on.

JAMES
(screaming)

Incoming!

He ducks out of shot. A series of flashes crisscross the 
screen.

James pops back up into shot.

JAMES (cont’d)
Charge!

‘Cum Feel the Noize’ by Slade strikes up beneath.
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James dashes forward through the woods. He wears a glove and 
holds a fireball-shooter in front of him. Coloured fireballs 
pulse out of it. He has a lighted bunger in the other hand, 
which he throws, stiff-armed over his head, like a grenade.

The P76 can be seen in the background as the four boys run 
through the sparse woods shooting balls of fire and throwing 
bungers at one another. They stagger about. They are all very 
drunk.

One fireball hits Barry in the chest. He stumbles backwards 
and falls on the ground. A bunger goes off in his hand.

BARRY
Shit. Ow, that hurt!

(looking down)
Hey, you wrecked my Frank Zappa T-
shirt.

Fire is pulsing everywhere. The noise of bungers pierces the 
Monday night suburban calm.

Stewart comes up behind James. He places his hand on his 
shoulder.

STEWART
(very drunk)

Look. Johnno’s gonna make it to the 
box.

James looks over to see Johnny crawling towards the box full 
of remaining fireworks. Planted in it is a red flag on a 
stick. It sits in the middle of a clearing.

STEWART (cont’d)
If he reaches that box, mate, we 
are gone. We are fucking gone. I’d 
rather blow it up than let them 
have it.

He closes one eye for focus and lights a fireball thrower. As 
the fuse burns down, Stewart squints and aims it at the box. 
Johnny is only about a metre or two away from it.

JAMES
(giggling)

I’m not sure that’s a good idea.

But it is too late. Stewart’s fireballs hit the box and 
almost immediately the contents come to life. 

Bungers erupt; tom-thumbs and po-has crackle like mini 
machine guns; mini-sky rockets take off at random angles and 
catherine wheels whiz everywhere. 

Johnny is in the crossfire.
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JOHNNY
Fuuuck!

He gets up and runs erratically away from the conflagration, 
crashing through the scrub. A rocket hits him on the arse. 

Stewart and James roll in the dirt with laughter.

EXT. JAMES’ HOUSE. NIGHT

Mr Angel’s BMW pulls up outside of his house.

INT. BMW. NIGHT

Mr Angel looks quizzically at the house as he pulls up.

MR ANGEL
That’s strange.

MRS ANGEL
What is, dear?

MR ANGEL
It looks like no one’s home.

EXT. FOREST. NIGHT

In the background the boys are piling into the P76.

The eye of the camera drops down into the bush in the 
foreground. 

ANGLE ON to a burning fire cracker under a small bush.

As the car drives away, the fire ignites and begins to grow 
in intensity.

INT. JAMES’ KITCHEN. NIGHT

Mr Angel enters. Mrs Angel is tidying up.

MR ANGEL
He’s not here. I thought you said 
he was studying?

MRS ANGEL
I’m sure he has a good reason.
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EXT. MAIN QUAD. NIGHT

Stewart, Barry, Johnny and James lie in the middle of the 
quad, looking up at the stars. The ripped, empty Toohey’s 
carton lays beside them. They are drinking their last beers.

BARRY
What was the name of that dickhead?

STEWART
Which dickhead? There’s so many of 
‘em.

BARRY
The one who punched you.

STEWART
Mr Bennett. 

JOHNNY
Is he a real teacher or a casual?

JAMES
He’s permanent. He’s new.

STEWART
I hate that dickhead.

BARRY
Hey, I got an idea.

JAMES
Does it involve effort? ‘Cos I’m 
stuffed.

BARRY
Which staffroom’s he in?

JAMES
P.E

(points without looking)
Thataway.

BARRY
(mainly to himself)

Yeah. That’s right. He sits by the 
window, doesn’t he?

Barry staggers to his feet without another word. He 
disappears around the corner.

JOHNNY
Where’s he goin’?

A moment later there is a smash of glass. The boys sit up.
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STEWART
What was that?

JOHNNY
Smashing glass.

STEWART
I know that, dickhead. But what was 
it?

Barry comes around the corner, running as fast as he can, 
whilst pulling up his shorts.

STEWART (cont’d)
What’s goin’ on?

BARRY
(running past them)

Quick! Get to the car! There’s an 
alarm going off in a police station 
somewhere nearby!

The boys stagger after him.

JAMES
What did you do?

BARRY
Smashed the window, shat in me hand 
and threw it on his desk!

JOHNNY
You didn’t?

He holds out his hand.

BARRY
I fucken’ did! Take a whiff!

No one seems too keen. 

Barry laughs maniacally as he runs. Stewart and Johnny follow 
close behind, laughing too. 

James isn’t sure whether to laugh or be concerned. He follows 
them towards the car and jumps in.

The car screeches off.

INT. P76. NIGHT

Johnny pulls up outside of James’ house.

James sees the BMW in the driveway and the light on in the 
lounge room.
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JAMES
The folks are home.

STEWART
You right, mate?

JAMES
Yeah, I’ve sobered up. I’ve just 
got a headache.

EXT. JAMES’ HOUSE. NIGHT

The P76 pulls away. 

James approaches the front door.

INT. JAMES’ HOUSE. NIGHT

James enters. He’s already started the fatigue of a hangover. 
He tries to sneak up the stairs without being noticed.

INT. JAMES’ LOUNGE ROOM. NIGHT

James’ parents have their backs to him. They are watching the 
television.

MR ANGEL
(over his shoulder)

A quick word, son.

James grimaces. There’s no way out. He walks up behind the 
lounge where his parents sit, trying to avoid their scrutiny.

JAMES
Yes, Dad?

MR ANGEL 
Here - where I can see you.

JAMES
I’m pretty tired.

MR ANGEL
It won’t take a minute.

James is forced into their view.

MR ANGEL (cont’d)
Where did you get to?

JAMES
Oh, Stewart and the boys came over. 
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MRS ANGEL
Have you been drinking, James?

JAMES
I had a couple, that’s all.

MRS ANGEL
Don’t get into bad habits.

JAMES
I only had a couple, Mum.

MR ANGEL
A couple can lead to a couple more. 
You were supposed to be studying. 
Where were you?

JAMES
Over at Stew’s.

MR ANGEL 
You forgot to turn the alarm on.

JAMES
Oh, shit. I mean - sorry, Mum.  
Nothing missing?

MR ANGEL
There doesn’t appear to be. Lucky 
for you.

JAMES
Yes, Dad.

MRS ANGEL
We saw your principal tonight.

James becomes guarded.

MRS ANGEL (cont’d)
He said some nice things about you 
but he wasn’t so complimentary 
about your friends.

JAMES
Yeah. He told me the same thing. He 
doesn’t like them.

MRS ANGEL 
Any particular reason, son?

JAMES
None that I can think of.

A news flash comes on the television. All three turn to watch 
it.
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BRIAN HENDERSON
This is the late news with Brian 
Henderson. In breaking news, a fire 
is threatening houses in North 
Rocks and Carlingford. The fire may 
have been deliberately lit. Fire 
fighters are battling flames 
threatening several properties. 
More details as they come to hand.

MR ANGEL
My God. Let’s go upstairs and see 
how close it is.

The three of them head for the stairs.

EXT. BALCONY. NIGHT

James and his parents look out over the suburb below and into 
the distance. The glow of the fire is clearly visible.

MR ANGEL
It’s a little way off. We should be 
okay. 

MRS ANGEL
Thank goodness there’s not too much 
wind tonight. 

MR ANGEL
I’d like to get my hands on the 
bastards who started that.

James looks worried as he looks out at the glow.

EXT. MAIN QUAD. DAY

Stewart, Barry and Johnny are huddled in a group. 

James approaches.

JOHNNY
(to James)

Did you hear the news this morning?

STEWART
Jesus what happened to you?  You 
look terrible.

JAMES
Couldn’t sleep. Yeah, I heard it.

BARRY
Maybe it wasn’t us.
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JAMES
Of course it was bloody us.

JOHNNY
At least they didn’t lose any 
houses. 

BARRY
No, but they lost a few garden 
sheds.

JAMES
Where?

BARRY
Down the back of North Rocks.

JOHNNY
Yeah. Fiona’s Dad lost his. It had 
a shit load of stuff in it too.

JAMES
Bullshit.

STEWART
Okay. Listen. No matter what 
happens, no one breathes a word 
about this. Got it?

They all nod.

STEWART (cont’d)
‘Cos if someone talks, we are 
royally stuffed. If they . . . Ssh.

Fiona comes over. She is upset.

JAMES
You okay?

BARRY
No. She got burned alive. Of course 
she’s okay.

FIONA
Yeah. I’m okay. But my Dad’s not 
real happy. His stuff wasn’t 
insured in the shed. 

JAMES
Shit.

FIONA
I was on the news. They’re gonna 
show it tonight. The fire came 
heaps close to my house.
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The bell goes.

FIONA (cont’d)
They’ve called an assembly.

Fiona moves off.

Stewart points a warning finger at the others.

STEWART
Not one bloody word.

EXT. FOREST. DAY

TWO FIREMEN tramp through the charred undergrowth.

One stoops and picks up the blackened remains from, what was, 
the box of fireworks.

FIREMAN
(yells to the other 
fireman)

John! Here it is!

EXT. MAIN QUAD. DAY

The entire school is assembled. Principal Summers addresses 
the assembly with a microphone.

Deputy Rickets stands menacingly behind him, carrying a cane.

During Principal Summers speech, James, Stewart, Johnny and 
Barry dart glances at one another.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS 
I know by now you’ve all heard 
about the fire last night. It may 
have been deliberately lit. If so 
there will be a police 
investigation. I leave that to 
them. However, it is about another 
matter that I wish to speak with 
you this morning. Someone broke 
into the school last night.

There is a predictable rumble as the students react.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
Settle down. Some person, or 
perhaps person is too big-a-word - 
some animal smashed a window to a 
staff room and defecated on a 
teacher’s desk.
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This gets a burst of laughter and a burst of chatter as 
people ask the person next to them what ‘defecate’ means. 
These explanations prolong the laughter.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
Silence! This is no laughing 
matter!

The students try not to laugh. But the crowd is buzzing.

BILLY
(to another student)

Whose desk?

Mr Bennett is nearby.

MR BENNETT
Shut up.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
This is also a police matter. 
However, in this case, I intend to 
be active as well. Hear me well, 
every student here. If you know 
anything about this matter, come 
forward. And don’t worry, any 
information given will be treated 
with the strictest confidence.

A further buzz goes through the assembly.

The boys cast worried glances towards one another.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
Our sanctuary has been invaded, and 
I will not tolerate it. This is an 
affront to the civilised workings 
of this school and I will root it 
out. Now, off to class.

The students break off.

Deputy Rickets steps up behind the principal.

DEPUTY RICKETS
Don’t worry, Roger. I’ve got your 
back on this one.

Principal Summers does a slight double-take and gives him a 
quick look up and down as if secretly he thinks this guy is a 
bit of a dick.

Deputy Rickets casts his eye over the dispersing assembly.

Billy makes his way over to James.
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BILLY
I seen you guys out last night. 
What were you up to?

JAMES
Where d’ya see us?

BILLY
(defensive)

Never mind. I seen you.

JAMES
What were you doing out last night? 
And what were you up to?

BILLY
(more defensive)

How d’ you know I was out last 
night?

JAMES
Well if you weren’t, how’d you see 
us? You dickhead.

Billy has no reply.

BILLY
Oh, piss off, Angel.

He storms off.

Stewart, Johnny and Barry come over to James.

STEWART
What’d he say?

JAMES
He saw us last night.

JOHNNY
Oh, shit.

JAMES
Don’t worry. I don’t think he’s 
gonna say anything. I asked him 
what he was doing out.

BARRY
Good one.

STEWART
Better go to class.

The group breaks up. 

From the front of the assembly Deputy Rickets watches the 
dispersal of James’ group with interest.
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Mr Bennett and Miss Curtis are moving Billy off to class, 
along with some other students.

James looks over at Billy.

JAMES
(to himself)

What are you being so defensive 
about?

Mr Bennett and Miss Curtis have just shooed off the students.

MISTER BENNETT
You’re looking very smart today, 
Miss.

MISS CURTIS
(flirting)

Why, thank you, sir. And I’m sorry 
to hear about what happened to your 
desk.

She moves off. Mr Bennett watches her arse as she goes. He 
pouts, lasciviously.

EXT. STREET. AFTERNOON

James is walking home. Fiona is running to catch up with him.

FIONA
Hey, Jimmy!

She catches up.

FIONA (cont’d)
You gonna watch me on TV tonight?

JAMES
Sure.

FIONA
You okay? You look a bit down.

JAMES
No, I’m okay.

FIONA
Do you reckon they’ll catch the 
guys who did it?

JAMES
The fire?

She nods.
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JAMES (cont’d)
I dunno. Maybe.

FIONA
There’ll probably be more on the 
news tonight.

JAMES
Probably.

FIONA
Billy reckons no one’s come forward 
yet with any info about the break 
in.

JAMES
(to himself)

Good.

FIONA
What was that?

JAMES
Nothing. What about Billy?

FIONA
What about him?

JAMES
How come he knows all this stuff?

FIONA
He has his spies.

JAMES
Yeah. He’s a weasel.

FIONA
The principal’s really pissed off 
about it though. It wouldn’t 
surprise me if they catch them. He 
reckons . . .

They have reached James’ house.

JAMES
Excuse me, Fiona but I’ve got an 
assignment to do.

FIONA
Didn’t you finish that last night?

JAMES
See ya.

He walks towards his house. She watches him go - puzzled by 
his attitude.
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INT. JAMES’ LOUNGE ROOM. NIGHT

James is alone watching the news. 

Fiona comes on. She is being asked questions by an 
INTERVIEWER. In the background are a lot of other kids doing 
the ‘Hello, Mum’ bit behind her.

FIONA
We were really scared and I just 
want to thank the fire department 
because without them we wouldn’t 
have a house.

INTERVIEWER
The fire may have been deliberately 
lit. If that’s true, any message 
for the fire starters?

FIONA
Yeah, I hope you rot in gaol.

(as an afterthought)
But it did improve our view.

The other kids in the background all scream in support.

BRIAN HENDERSON
According to police, fireworks may 
have been the cause of the blaze. 
Police are continuing their 
investigations.

James flicks off the television. He is very worried.

INT. JAMES’ HALLWAY. NIGHT

James heads towards his rehearsal room.

JAMES
(yelling over his 
shoulder)

Just gonna play the bass for a 
while, Mum!

MRS ANGEL V/O
Dinner won’t be long.

INT. JAMES’ REHEARSAL ROOM. NIGHT

James walks over to where his bass is normally positioned. He 
stops for a moment, perplexed. Suddenly, he looks worried. He 
looks around. The more he looks, the more frantic his 
movements become.
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INT. JAMES’ KITCHEN. NIGHT

James bursts in. His mother is by the stove.

JAMES
Mum, have you seen my bass guitar?

MRS ANGEL
No. Sorry, son.

James has a thought.

JAMES
Where are the house keys?

MRS ANGEL
Your father has them.

JAMES
No, the spares.

MRS ANGEL
You have them, remember? You went 
out last night with them.

JAMES
No, I didn’t. I forgot them.

MRS ANGEL
They weren’t here when we got home, 
dear. Remember? Your father told 
you you’d forgotten the alarm. We 
assumed you had the keys.

JAMES
Oh no.

MRS ANGEL
What?

JAMES
I think someone’s stolen my bass.

MONTAGE

‘No Fun’ by Iggy Pop plays over.

James phones Stewart, Barry and Johnny. None of them know 
anything about the missing bass. He tries Fiona, even Donna. 
No luck.

He hangs up, head in hands.

James asks various students at school. Still no luck. He is 
desperately concerned.
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INT. STAFF COMMON ROOM. MORNING

Deputy Rickets stands in front of the staff, sunglasses still 
on. He has a cane in one hand and he is slowly striking it in 
the palm of his other hand as he speaks.

Principal Summers sits at a desk behind him, along with 
SERGEANT FLANNERY - a very fat, middle-aged policeman.

DEPUTY RICKETS
Listen up, people.

A few of the staff members, who have been chatting, look up. 
Judging by their expressions, they appear to think that 
Deputy Rickets is a bit of a dick too.

DEPUTY RICKETS (cont’d)
As you can see we have the police 
present here today. Things just got 
a little hotter, ladies and 
gentlemen.

One middle-aged teacher, MRS JAMES, whispers in Mr Thompson’s 
ear.

MRS JAMES
Thank you, Chuck Norris.

Mr Thompson lets out a laugh.

DEPUTY RICKETS
Something to say, Mr Thompson?

MR THOMPSON
No. No. Carry on, Chuck . . . I 
mean deputy.

One or two teachers get the reference and snigger. 

Deputy Rickets misses the gag. He is too immersed in a sense 
of power. He continues to strike the cane across the palm of 
his hand.

DEPUTY RICKETS
We have one or two leads in this 
case and make no mistake, people, 
we’re gonna bring ‘em in, dead or 
alive.

Principal Summers shuffles uncomfortably in his seat. He 
shares an embarrassed smile with the sergeant.

DEPUTY RICKETS (cont’d)
That’s right - from now on no one 
shits without me knowing about it.
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MRS JAMES
(whispers again into Mr 
Thompson’s ear)

They did the other night.

Mr Thompson and a few teachers nearby laugh. This infuriates 
Deputy Rickets.

DEPUTY RICKETS
Is there something you wish to say, 
Mrs James?

MRS JAMES
I’m sorry, Alfred, but I’m having 
difficulty taking this seriously 
with you coming on like something 
out of a B grade cop movie.

There are a few ‘hear hears’.

Deputy Rickets is beating the cane harder than ever into the 
palm of his other hand.

DEPUTY RICKETS
There is a thin line between chaos 
and civilisation, Mrs James. You 
would do well to remember that.

Several of the teachers can’t contain their laughter. 

Deputy Rickets hits the cane ever-increasingly hard against 
the palm of his hand.

One young hippy-looking teacher, MR STEVENSON, who wears 
baggy harem pants and a peace sign on his cheesecloth shirt, 
laughs the loudest and shakes his head.

MR STEVENSON
(to himself)

Chuck Norris.

Deputy Rickets is so incensed he smashes his hand very hard 
with the cane and winces with pain.

DEPUTY RICKETS 
Aah! Get out, Stevenson!

MR STEVENSON
What?

Rickets is holding his hand, grimacing in pain.

DEPUTY RICKETS
I said ‘Get out!’
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MR STEVENSON 
I’m a teacher, not a student, you 
dick.

More laughter as Deputy Rickets continues to hold his hand 
and grimace.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Perhaps we might hear from the 
police?

Begrudgingly, Deputy Rickets sits down holding his hand in 
pain.

Sergeant Flannery takes the floor. 

SERGEANT FLANNERY
Thank you. I’ll keep this brief. We 
now believe there is a possible 
connection between the fire and the 
break in on Monday night. It 
appears that the fire was started 
by someone playing with fireworks. 
We’ve had several reports of a 
yellow car sighted in this area on 
Monday night. We don’t have a 
number plate but this vehicle was 
seen in various locations on that 
night, including near this school.

DEPUTY RICKETS
And our students are prime 
suspects.

Sergeant Flannery does a double-take as he looks at Deputy 
Rickets. Rickets is still half doubled over with pain and has 
assumed a semi-maniacal expression.

SERGEANT FLANNERY
We don’t want to jump to any 
conclusions but, yes, the offenders 
may be students from here who have 
some vendetta against Mr Bennett.

Mr Bennett does his best to look hard done by. He achieves 
his desired result when Miss Curtis pats his hand in 
sympathy. He smiles, pathetically. 

When she looks back towards the sergeant, he takes a quick 
peek down her cleavage.

SERGEANT FLANNERY (cont’d)
We’ll work in concert with the 
school in our investigation but 
there’s very little else I can tell 
you at this time. So, unless there 
are any other questions. . .?
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Mr Stevenson raises his hand.

SERGEANT FLANNERY (cont’d)
Yes?

MR STEVENSON
I have a question for Mr Rickets.

Deputy Rickets stands. Sergeant Flannery sits and gives him 
the floor.

DEPUTY RICKETS
What is it, Stevenson?

MR STEVENSON
Can I take a shit now?

The staff roar with repressed laughter.

Deputy Rickets is furious.

INT. CANTEEN. MORNING

James, Johnny and Stewart stand in line.

JAMES
And I’m telling you, someone has 
stolen it. The spare keys are 
missing.

STEWART
But how?

JAMES
I don’t know but it must have 
happened on Monday night. That bass 
is irreplaceable. My Dad’ll kill 
me. What am I gonna do?

Barry comes running in.

BARRY
The teachers’ve just had a meeting. 
They saw your car, John.

JOHNNY
Shit. Did they get the rego?

BARRY
Dunno. But they know it was yellow.

JAMES
That could be lots of cars.
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STEWART
(to Johnny)

Did you drive to school?

He nods.

STEWART (cont’d)
Might be a good idea to move it. 
Take it home. Don’t bring it in for 
a while.

JOHNNY
Ya reckon?

JAMES
Hold it. No, I wouldn’t. What if 
they’re watching?

BARRY
They’re police, mate. They’re 
bloody stupid.

JAMES
If you think that, you’re bloody 
stupid.

BARRY
(offended)

Hey.

JAMES
Leave it at home for a few days but 
don’t move it now it’s here. It’s 
too obvious. Just sit tight. If 
they’ve got no rego, they’ve got 
nothing.

But Johnny doesn’t look convinced.

INT. MUSIC ROOM. DAY

James catches up with Mr Thompson.

JAMES
Excuse me, sir, but you haven’t 
seen my bass guitar anywhere, have 
you?

MR THOMPSON
Not recently, James. The last time 
I saw it was when you last brought 
it in a couple of weeks ago.

JAMES
Thought so.
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MR THOMPSON
Something wrong?

JAMES
It’s gone missing.

MR THOMPSON
What? That beautiful Precision?

James nods sadly.

MR THOMPSON (cont’d)
I’ll put a sign outside the music 
department straight away.

JAMES
Thanks, Mr Thompson.

Mr Thompson leaves.

Billy and Donna come in.

BILLY
Well, if it isn’t John Paul Jones.

JAMES
You seen my bass anywhere, Hunt?

BILLY
I wouldn’t know your bass if I fell 
over it.

JAMES
Bull.

BILLY
Well, I haven’t seen it.

James looks at Billy with growing suspicion.

JAMES
If you saw it you’d let me know, 
right?

BILLY
Lost it have you? You should take 
more care with your stuff, Angel.

He pushes past James with Donna linked into his arm.

DONNA
Don’t call him Angel. You sound 
like a poof.

BILLY
Shut up.
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EXT. OUTSIDE THE SCHOOL. DAY

Johnny and Barry look around guiltily as they approach 
Johnny’s car. They jump in and take off.

Deputy Rickets appears around the corner of a building and 
watches them depart.

DEPUTY RICKETS
(to himself)

Like moths to the flame.

He goes to hit his hand with his cane, but thinks better of 
it.

INT. OUTSIDE THE MUSIC STAFF ROOM. DAY

Mr Thompson has just finished putting up the notice which 
tells of the missing bass. Phil and Kevin stop to read it. 

PHIL
Poor Jimmy must be worried.

KEVIN
It’s worth a bit, isn’t it?

PHIL
Heaps. Come on. Billy’ll get the 
shits if we’re late to practice.

As they move off.

KEVIN
Ask him if you can sing today.

PHIL
What’s the point? May as well talk 
to my guitar.

EXT. P76. DAY

Johnny drives as Barry blows a joint out of the car window.

‘God Save the Queen’ by the Sex Pistols blares out of the 
car.

INT. P76. DAY

Johnny coughs and splutters while a great volume of smoke 
issues from Barry’s mouth. Barry is using a potato with holes 
drilled in it as a bong.
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JOHNNY
How come it’s got two holes in it?

BARRY
(exhaling smoke)

Shotgun.

JOHNNY 
You know that stuff’s bad for ya?

BARRY
Only if you get caught.

JOHNNY
What the hell is that thing, 
anyway?

BARRY
Potato bong. Back to nature.

He takes another toke. The joint burns furiously.

INT. CLASSROOM. DAY

The School Dance Committee is gathered for another meeting.

Fiona starts it.

FIONA
Okay, so we agreed at the last 
meeting that we’re going to have 
both bands play at the formal this 
year. Billy’s band and James’ band.

LETICIA, a particularly nerdy-looking junior girl with 
glasses and braces, puts her hand up.

FIONA (cont’d)
You don’t have to put your hand up, 
Leticia.

LETICIA
We’ve changed our mind. It’s 
cheaper to have a disco.

The other girls nod in unison. 

Fiona is surprised.

EXT. OUTSIDE THE MUSIC ROOM. DAY

Stewart moves towards the music room. Inside we can hear 
Billy’s band making a pretty fair job of ‘Neat Neat Neat’ by 
the Damned. 
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Stewart stops for a moment to listen. He appears disappointed 
that it sounds so good.

INT. MUSIC ROOM. DAY

Stewart barges in just as the band finishes the song. 

Donna is in the corner, chewing gum.

BILLY
Hey. Hey. Hey! We’ve got it booked.

STEWART
Don’t get your balls in a knot. I 
left my strap.

DONNA
Hey, Stewrat! Richie Blackmore 
sucks cock!

STEWART
He’s not the only one.

BILLY
What’s that supposed to mean?

STEWART
You know.

Stewart picks up his guitar strap. As he does, he notices a 
guitar tuner. We recognise it as the James’ tuner. But the 
letters on the top left hand corner are now covered with 
black texta, so they are illegible.

Stewart looks up at Billy.

BILLY 
Something wrong?

Stewart shakes his head and leaves.

BILLY (cont’d)
(to the band)

Talking Heads - Psycho Killer.

The drums begin.

EXT. OUTSIDE THE MUSIC ROOM. DAY

The song can be heard from inside the music room. Stewart 
pauses for a moment, thinking.

He moves off.
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INT. CLASSROOM. DAY

Fiona is trying to talk some sense into the other members of 
the committee.

FIONA
Girls, think about it. Live music 
versus a DJ. There’s no comparison.

LETICIA
Not with James’ band. They’re 
awful.

The other girls nod in unison.

FIONA
But at least it’s live.

LETICIA
So is the disco.

The other girls nod in unison.

Fiona looks at them with disbelief. There is no way through.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET. DAY

Barry and Johnny are walking back to school. Barry is smoking 
a cigarette.

BARRY
How come you drive to school 
anyway? You only live five minutes 
away.

JOHNNY
I need a place to entertain the 
chicky babes.

BARRY
You’re a slut.

JOHNNY
All men are sluts, Barry,  but few 
are successful.

Barry stubbs out his cigarette. Johnny tousles his hair as he 
waits.

BARRY
You know you’re a shit singer?

JOHNNY
Yeah. And you’re a shit drummer.
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BARRY
So long as we recognise each 
other’s talent.

Johnny nods.

BARRY (cont’d)
(serious)

Jimmy’s better than us, but, isn’t 
he? 

JOHNNY
(also serious)

Yeah, he is.

BARRY
He’s in another league.

JOHNNY
Yeah, but don’t tell him that. I 
can’t afford a microphone.

BARRY
But you can afford petrol for your 
chicky babe car.

Barry looks at his watch.

BARRY (cont’d)
Come on. We’re already late for 
Period 7. 

INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR. DAY

Leticia and the other committee members disperse happily.

Fiona looks disappointed as she watches them leave.

EXT. MAIN QUAD. DAY

James is sitting by himself eating a sandwich. 

Fiona comes up and sits beside him. He smiles at her but 
continues to eat.

FIONA
Having a bad week?

James nods.

FIONA (cont’d)
No sign of the bass?

James shakes his head.
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FIONA (cont’d)
Then this is probably not the right 
time to tell you this.

James looks at her, quizzically.

FIONA (cont’d)
The committee’s voted for a disco.

James takes in the news. He shakes his head, laughs a wry 
laugh and lightly throws the back of his head against the 
brick wall behind him.

FIONA (cont’d)
I voted against it.

Stewart hurries up to them.

STEWART
He’s got your tuner.

James sits forward, urgently.

JAMES
Who?

STEWART
Billy Hunt.

JAMES
Bullshit.

STEWART
I’m telling you. It’s your tuner.

James considers the ramifications for a second then throws 
away the rest of his sandwich and lurches angrily out of his 
seat.

FIONA
Jimmy!

Stewart and Fiona chase after him.

INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR - MUSIC BLOCK. DAY

James stomps down the corridor, followed by Stewart and 
Fiona. They pass Mr Thompson.

MR THOMPSON
Oh, James, I put that . . .

But James has gone.

MR THOMPSON (cont’d)
. . . sign up for you.
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INT. MUSIC ROOM. DAY

James barges in. Billy’s band stops rehearsing.

BILLY
Get out! We’re rehearsing!

James goes straight up to the tuner and inspects it. He can 
see instantly that it’s his. He looks at Billy with fire in 
his eyes. 

Fiona gulps with anticipation. Even Stewart seems shocked - 
he’s never seen his friend like this.

Behind their instruments, Phil and Kevin look positively 
scared out of their wits.

Donna sits, chewing in the corner, with the usual scowl on 
her face.

JAMES
(emphasising every 
syllable)

Where is my bass?

BILLY
How should I know where your bass 
is?

DONNA
Piss off, Jim boy. Let a real band 
rehearse.

STEWART
Shut up, Yoko.

JAMES
(even more emphatic)

I said - where is my bass guitar?

BILLY 
Look up your arse.

Billy turns to Phil and Kevin.

BILLY (cont’d)
Take it from the bridge.

This is the last straw. James screams and launches himself at 
Billy. He really lays into him. Billy gets tangled up in his 
guitar strap and falls into the drums. The boys flay at one 
another wildly. 

The amplified bass guitar howls. It eventually falls off 
Billy’s back. 
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Stewart pounces on Billy’s bass guitar. He looks at the fight 
going on between James and Billy. He looks at Billy’s bass. 

STEWART
Ah, fuck ya!

Stewart smashes the bass guitar into the wall. Again it roars 
through the amplifier.

Mr Thompson bursts in. He tries to break it up.

MR THOMPSON
Boys! Stop! Stop!

But James is furious and Mr Thompson is having a hard time of 
it.

EXT. SCHOOL BUILDING. DAY

Barry and Johnny sneak up into the school behind one of the 
perimeter buildings.

From behind them comes a voice.

V/O RICKETS
Going somewhere, boys?

The boys stop and turn. 

There stands Deputy Rickets, arms akimbo, cane in hand, with 
an infuriating look of triumph on his face.

INT. OUTSIDE THE PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE. DAY

Mr Thompson stands between James and Billy. Both boys look 
beaten up, but Billy, in particular, is bleeding and bruised.

Fiona, Stewart, Kevin and Phil sit in the background.

Deputy Rickets bustles Barry and Johnny in.

DEPUTY RICKETS
Ah, the complete ensemble.

He pushes Barry and Johnny towards James and Billy.

MR THOMPSON
Steady on, Alfred. This is not a 
prison.

Donna chuckles at learning Deputy Ricket’s first name. This 
only antagonises him.
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DEPUTY RICKETS
Well, Roy, that’s where these boys 
are going to end up unless they get 
a firm hand. 

(motioning towards James 
and Billy)

What have these two miscreants been 
up to?

MR THOMPSON
Fight.

DEPUTY RICKETS
What do they say in the blues, 
boys? Bring it on home?

He sniggers.

The door opens. Principal Summers comes out. He motions to 
Donna, Fiona, Phil and Kevin.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
(quietly)

Come in, please.

They follow him into the office. The door closes.

The others look at one another.

DISSOLVE TO:

LATER

Sergeant Flannery enters and nods hello to everyone.

There is an awkward shuffling from the boys.

Deputy Rickets smiles from behind his glasses.

DISSOLVE TO:

The principal’s door opens. Donna, Fiona, Phil and Kevin 
march out. They are obviously under instructions not to make 
eye contact with the others.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Thanks for coming, Sergeant 
Flannery. All of you, come in 
please.

They all file in.
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INT. PRINCIPAL SUMMER’S OFFICE. DAY

Principal Summers stands behind his desk. James, Billy and  
Stewart stand in front of his desk. Deputy Rickets stands to 
one side with Barry and Johnny. Behind them stands Mr 
Thompson.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Sit down please, sergeant.

He does so.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
Alright. Let’s not beat around the 
bush. Deputy Rickets feels that 
many of you are involved in recent 
criminal events. Sergeant Flannery 
is giving up his valuable time. And 
we’re not leaving here until it’s 
all sorted out. So, who’d like to 
go first.

No one speaks.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
Alright. Let’s start with you, 
boys.

(points to Johnny and 
Barry)

Deputy Rickets says he saw you 
leave the school today in a yellow 
P76. Could this be the same yellow 
car seen in the area on Monday 
night?

BILLY
(pointing towards the 
others)

They were all in it on Monday 
night.

STEWART
I’d shut up if I were you, Hunt.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Be quiet, Mister Chadwick. I’ll 
decide who speaks here. Go on, 
Mister Hunt.

A meaningful stare from Stewart reminds Billy of his 
precarious position.

BILLY
(thinking better of it)

Nothing.
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PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
(to Stewart)

There will be no coercion here. 
(to Billy)

Now tell us what you saw.

BILLY
These four were looking at 
something in the boot of his car

(motioning to Johnny)
on Monday night. Then they drove 
off. That’s all I know.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Fireworks, perhaps, John?

JOHNNY
I don’t know nothin’ about it.

SERGEANT FLANNERY
It would be very easy for us to 
impound your vehicle, young man. If 
there were no traces of gunpowder, 
you’d have nothing to worry about.

Johnny says nothing.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
I’ve asked for all of your school 
bags to be brought down, boys. The 
sergeant can force you to display 
the contents.

BARRY
No. I . . .

DEPUTY RICKETS
What’s the matter Blubbs? Some 
combustible material in there is 
there? And I’m not referring to 
fireworks either.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Thank you, deputy. I’ll handle 
this. Well, boys, what’s it to be? 
A bag search? A car search? Or the 
truth?

The principal looks directly at James.

James hesitates, then . . .

JAMES
(rapidly)

We accidentally started the fire, 
sir. That’s why Johnny moved the 
car earlier. I’m so sorry, sir. 
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We were just having fun. We didn’t 
do it on purpose.

Sergeant Flannery gets out his note pad.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
And the smashed window and the 
vandalism.

JAMES
I didn’t see that, sir.

BARRY
It’s alright, Jimmy. That was me.

DEPUTY RICKETS
I knew it.

SERGEANT FLANNERY
So you four are admitting starting 
the fire?

JAMES
Accidentally, sergeant.

SERGEANT FLANNERY
And you, Mr Blubbs, are confessing 
to destruction of public property. 
Is that correct?

Silence.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Sergeant, I don’t intend to press 
charges against Mr Blubbs, so long 
as he pays for the damage and makes 
a public apology to Mr Bennett. The 
matter of the fire is, of course, 
up to the police.

Sergeant Flannery nods.

DEPUTY RICKETS
You have to charge him.

MR THOMPSON
Oh grow up, Alfred.

DEPUTY RICKETS
How dare you! This boy has 
destroyed public property and . . .

SERGEANT FLANNERY
You’re quite right, sir, he has and 
he will pay for it, but it serves 
no purpose to put him in the cross-
hairs of the police for an act of 
juvenile stupidity. 
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Didn’t you ever do anything stupid 
when you were young?

DEPUTY RICKETS
Never.

BARRY
(under his breath)

You dick.

Deputy Rickets hears this. He is incensed and strikes Barry 
in the side of the head.

SERGEANT FLANNERY
Do that again, sir, and I’ll see to 
it that charges are pressed against 
you!

Deputy Rickets steps back.

SERGEANT FLANNERY (cont’d)
As for the fire, that is a much 
more serious matter and one for the 
courts.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Boys, all I can say is that I am 
bitterly disappointed - especially 
in you, James, and I don’t have to 
tell you that your father will be 
too.

James closes his eyes with the thought.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
But there is one more thing I want 
to clear up before Sergeant 
Flannery leaves us. 

(motioning to James and 
Billy)

What was the fight between you two 
about?

BILLY
Nothin’.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS 
Really? Because the girl who was in 
here before

(he looks at his notes)
Donna Anderson, told me that it was 
over this. 

He produces the guitar tuner and awaits a response.

BILLY
That’s mine.
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JAMES
No it isn’t, sir. It’s mine. You 
can see at the top. He’s scribbled 
out my initials.

Principal Summers looks at the tuner.

STEWART
It is his - definitely.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
This is just a smudge. It doesn’t 
prove anything. And is it worth 
having a massive fist fight about?

JAMES
The tuner isn’t, sir, but he stole 
a very expensive guitar from me 
too, the night we caused the 
trouble. He broke into my house.

BILLY
Bullshit.

SERGEANT FLANNERY
That’s a very serious allegation, 
young man.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
You’re saying he’s lying, Billy? 
You’re saying that this is yours?

BILLY
Yes, I am. And there’s nothin’ to 
prove nothin’ else.

JAMES
Look inside the battery 
compartment. Take out the 
batteries. My name and phone 
number’s there.

Principal Summers immediately does so. 

Glances fly everywhere amongst the boys while he checks. 

ANGLE ON to James’ full name and phone number inscribed into 
the battery compartment. Principal Summers looks up.

BILLY
That doesn’t prove nothin’.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
I haven’t said anything yet.
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JAMES
He also stole the spare keys to my 
house. If you go to his house, 
you’ll probably find them. I reckon 
he was going to use them to steal 
from me again later on. My bass’ll 
be there as well, probably. That 
has my name on it too, inscribed 
into a metal plate on the back.

SERGEANT FLANNERY
Well, son?

Billy remains tight-lipped.

SERGEANT FLANNERY (cont'd)
Alright. We might just take a 
little drive to your place, Mr 
Hunt, and have a word with your 
parents.

(he stands)
Come along. I’ll leave you to deal 
with these boys, Principal Summers.

PRINCIPAL
(sadly)

Thank you, sergeant.

The sergeant begins to escort Billy from the room.

As he goes . . .

SERGEANT FLANNERY
(to Deputy Rickets)

And you might reconsider some of 
your control tactics, deputy. Good 
day.

He leaves. 

Deputy Rickets scowls. 

The boys stand. James hangs his head in shame.

MONTAGE

‘Bring it on Home’ by Led Zeppelin plays beneath.

Sergeant Flannery speaking to MRS HUNT at the front door of 
Billy’s house. The constable stands behind Billy.

ANGLE ON to James’ name and address inscribed into the back 
of his Precision Bass. Sergeant Flannery looks at Billy who 
looks away. 
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The constable is beside an open draw. He holds up a set of 
keys. Billy spits in defiance.

Billy is put into the back of a paddy wagon and driven away.

James’ Dad receives a phone call at his office. He can’t 
believe what he’s hearing. He exits quickly.

Donna is at school talking animatedly to a group of 
interested students. They respond to the gossip with open 
mouths.

Fiona is crying. Phil and Kevin try to comfort her.

INT. JAMES’ HOUSE. AFTERNOON

James’ parents sit on the lounge and listen to the end of his 
explanation.

JAMES
I’m suspended for the rest of the 
year. So’s Johnny and Stew, but 
Barry’s been expelled.

MRS ANGEL
What’s he going to do?

JAMES
Dunno.

MRS ANGEL
And Billy?

JAMES
I’m not pressing charges. I got my 
bass back and his parents are 
sending him to boarding school. 
That’s enough for me.

MRS ANGEL
I can’t believe he actually came 
into this house.

There is a pause. Both Mrs Angel and James are waiting for Mr 
Angel’s impending pronouncement.

MR ANGEL 
I’m putting a lock on your 
rehearsal room. You’re not to go in 
there until otherwise advised. And 
you’re grounded until Christmas. 
You can go to school to empty out 
your locker. But that’s it. 
Understood?
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JAMES
But . . .

MR ANGEL
No buts about it. You’ll do as I 
say.

JAMES
But that’s my music room.

MR ANGEL
Yes and it’s in my house . . .

MRS ANGEL
Ben . . .

MR ANGEL
Be quiet, Helen. 

(to James)
I paid for it. I own it. And I am 
master of my house.

JAMES
Why can’t you treat me like an 
adult? 

MR ANGEL
I’ll begin when you begin acting 
like one. Honestly. Where did you 
think this would all end up? Those 
stupid mates of yours . . .

JAMES
You’re always bossing everyone 
around. Me; Mum; the people at your 
work.

MR ANGEL
That’s right. Because I’ve earned 
the right. I’m the boss and that’s 
what bosses do.

JAMES
Mum and I aren’t your employees - 
we’re your family.

MR ANGEL
Listen to me. I’ve talked to the 
sergeant and he says you’ll almost 
certainly not get a conviction 
because the fire obviously wasn’t 
deliberately lit.

MRS ANGEL
Thank God.
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MR ANGEL 
No, don’t thank God. Thank me. I 
made it happen. Money talks. You’ll 
have to do some community service 
but you won’t get a police record.

James is silent.

MR ANGEL (cont’d)
Nothing to say?

JAMES
(sadly)

Thank you, Dad. I’m really sorry 
that I’ve let you down but you have 
to stop judging me by your 
standards. I’m a different person 
to you.

MR ANGEL
Listen . . .

JAMES
No, Dad, please. You listen. You’re 
always talking. Please, just listen 
for once. 

Mr Angel sits back in his chair.

JAMES (cont’d)
I’ve been trying so hard to live up 
to your expectations that I haven’t 
been concentrating on being a 
success - I’ve been concentrating 
on not being a failure. And guess 
what? I failed. You’re right, my 
band is hopeless. Even Billy Hunt 
was onto the New Wave while I was 
washed up on the shore. Dad, I 
appreciate the life you’ve given me 
but it shouldn’t come with strings 
attached. Please, try to understand 
- to become a man, I have to make 
my own mistakes and I have to 
progress at my own rate. You’re not 
my boss, you’re my Dad. And, while 
we’re at it, you’re not Mum’s boss 
either. So please treat us with 
respect. I know I don’t deserve it 
right now but she sure as hell 
does.

He turns to leave but turns back.

JAMES (cont’d)
And thanks for talking to the 
police for me.
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He leaves.

Silence.

MR ANGEL
Do I really boss you around, Helen?

MRS ANGEL
(smiles)

Sometimes.

Mr Angel nods thoughtfully. Mrs Angel takes his hand.

EXT. CUMBERLAND HIGH SCHOOL. DAY

Someone has further vandalised the large sign at the front of 
the school. The devil horns remain and the pen, which had 
been defaced into a syringe, has been further modified into a 
penis.     

INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR. DAY 

Fiona is putting some books into her locker. James approaches 
her. 

JAMES
Hi Fee. Listen, I’m . . .

FIONA
It’s okay, you don’t have to 
explain. 

JAMES
I was wondering if you could maybe 
come over sometime? I’m grounded 
for a while, but you could visit 
me.

FIONA
Sorry, Jimmy. I’m not supposed to 
talk to you.

JAMES
I’m sorry I let you  down. I let 
everybody down.

Fiona moves away but, before she leaves, she takes a furtive 
glance from the doorway as she watches James empty his 
locker.
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EXT. OUTSIDE THE SCHOOL. DAY

Johnny’s P76 pulls up outside the school fence. He does a 
couple of 360s and begins to blow the horn to attract 
attention. Inside, the car is stacked up with gear.

A crowd of students moves towards it. Among the throng we see 
the three junior girls from Johnny’s fan club.

Barry sits on the bonnet, waving like a returned war hero.

INT. DEPUTY RICKET’S OFFICE. DAY

Deputy Rickets hears the horn blasts and looks up from his 
desk. He scowls, picks the cane up from his desk and heads 
towards the door.

INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR. DAY

James passes by the P.E. Staff room. In the distance, he sees 
the back of a chair and the back of Mr Bennett’s head.

JAMES
Mr Bennett?

Mr Bennett turns.

JAMES (cont’d)
I just wanted to say sorry.

MR BENNETT
(trying to get rid of him)

Alright, son. Carry on.

Miss Curtis’ head pops up in the background.

MISS CURTIS
Good luck, James.

Mr Bennett smiles and gives James the thumbs up.

Miss Curtis disappears from view.

James laughs and moves off shaking his head.

JAMES
Gotta love the 70s.

EXT. OUTSIDE THE SCHOOL. DAY

Barry is standing on Johnny’s car, stoned off his face, 
yelling out to the crowd of students gathered. 
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Stewart and Johnny are leaning against the car laughing.

In the distance, Deputy Rickets is making his way up the hill 
towards them.

BARRY
It’s time for a revolution!

The crowd roars.

BARRY (cont’d)
I want you all to rape the 
buildings and burn down the women!

The crowd laughs. This is good entertainment. 

Barry continues to rev up the crowd in the background as the 
three girls from Johnny’s fan club come up to him to flirt.

GIRL 1
Hi, Johnny.

JOHNNY
Oh, hi girls.

GIRL 2
We heard about the fire. That was 
naughty.

Johnny has noticed Deputy Rickets coming towards them.

JOHNNY
(preoccupied)

Oh, thanks.

GIRL 3
When are you coming back?

JOHNNY
When you’re legal. Hey, Barry.

Johnny nods towards the advancing Deputy Rickets.

Barry sees him. 

BARRY 
Hey everyone, I’d like you to put 
your money together and buy this 
man a giant condom because he is a 
giant prick!

More hilarity from the crowd.

Deputy Rickets gets to the car. 
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DEPUTY RICKETS
(to the crowd)

You lot - disperse. Now!

Reluctantly, the crowd disperses but only to a convenient 
distance. This is too good to miss.

DEPUTY RICKETS (cont’d)
Get off that car, Blubbs.

Barry jumps down. Johnny and Stewart stand beside him for 
support. The three young men, standing side by side together, 
is intimidating.

BARRY
What can I do for you, dickhead?

STEWART
Maybe you’d like to say something 
about Richie Blackmore?

Rickets begins to realise that he has bitten off more than he 
can chew.

EXT. SCHOOL BUILDING. DAY

James walks sadly away from the main building with his books 
in his arms. 

Principal Summers appears in the background.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
James!

James turns. Principal Summers comes up to meet him.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS (cont’d)
I wanted to wish you well. In spite 
of what’s happened I have faith in 
you. I know you’ll do well next 
year.

JAMES
Thank you, sir. I’ll try.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
As long as you stay away from . . .

The sound of yelling. Principal Summers looks up towards the 
front gate. Barry and Stewart are pushing Deputy Rickets in 
the chest.

PRINCIPAL 
. . . them.

He runs towards them.
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JAMES
Shit.

James follows.

EXT. OUTSIDE THE SCHOOL. DAY

Stewart is wrestling Deputy Ricket’s cane away from him. 
Barry is thumping Deputy Rickets on the chest in a prelude to 
a fist fight.

BARRY
Not so tough now are you, 
dickbrain.

Stewart gives the cane to Barry. Barry flicks off Deputy 
Ricket’s sunglasses with it.

BARRY (cont’d)
You know what, Adolf? One day 
they’re gonna ban these fucken’ 
things, so that pricks like you 
don’t go into teaching to pick on 
kids.

He snaps the cane and throws it back to Deputy Rickets who is 
genuinely scared by now.

BARRY (cont’d)
Now - shoo!

Deputy Rickets runs away.

BARRY (cont’d)
(yelling after him)

I don’t give a fuck ‘cos I’m 
already outa here!

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS V/O
(yelling)

Barry Blubbs! Stop that!

Barry sees Principal Summers walking towards him. He steps 
back.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
That’s quite enough. If you don’t 
leave I’ll call the police.

Barry puts his hands up in the ‘I surrender’ pose.

BARRY
I’m goin’, boss. I’m goin’. We’re 
all goin’, eh, boys?

Johnny and Stewart also put their hands up.
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PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
There won’t be a place for you here 
if you continue to behave like this 
Mr Chadwick; Mr Miller.

STEWART
Stuff this shit hole. I’m eighteen. 
I’m leavin’.

JOHNNY
We’re off to see Australia, boss. 
We won’t be back for yonks.

STEWART
You comin’, Jimmy?

Fiona has moved up behind James and Principal Summers. It’s 
crunch time. Everyone looks at James for his response.

He hesitates for a moment. He looks at his mates; to 
Principal Summers and to Fiona.

Finally . . .

JAMES
Sorry, fellas. I’m out.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Alright, boys - now on your way.

Principal Summers smiles at James, pats him on the back and 
walks away.

BARRY
You sure, Jimmy?

JAMES
Yeah. I’m sure.

JOHNNY
There’s plenty of girls out there, 
mate.

JAMES
I’ll see you when you get back. You 
can tell me all the details.

Johnny and Barry jump into the car.

STEWART
I’m gonna miss you, mate.

JAMES
Me too.

Stewart wants to hug James but he can’t bring himself to be 
so girly, so he settles for an extended handshake.
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STEWART
See ya.

He runs towards the car.

STEWART (cont’d)
Whoo-hoo! Let the games begin!

He jumps into the car and it screeches off.

James watches it go with a sigh. A chapter of his life has 
just ended.

He turns to Fiona.

FIONA
I’m proud of you, James Patrick 
Angel.

She kisses him passionately.

FIONA (cont’d)
And there is this new invention . . 
.

JAMES
. . .it’s called the telephone.

Fiona laughs.

FIONA
I love you, Jimmy.

She kisses him on the cheek and runs off. James is about to 
yell after her but thinks better of it. He smiles happily.

He moves towards his Valiant and piles his books into it.

Mr Thompson appears behind him.

MR THOMPSON
James!

James jumps and bumps his head on the interior of the car’s 
roof. He turns.

JAMES
Oh, Mr Thompson, you scared the 
shit out of me. Sorry, sir, I mean 
you scared the hell out of me.

MR THOMPSON
(laughs)

I hear you got your bass back.

JAMES
Yes, thanks.
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MR THOMPSON
And they tell me your Dad has 
reconsidered his sentence?

JAMES
Yes, sir. He’s let me back into the 
rehearsal room.

MR THOMPSON 
He’s a good man. Good men know when 
to reverse a decision. So you’ve 
got no excuses. Plenty of time to 
practise over the next two months. 
It’ll be good to have you back next 
year. Start with a clean slate.

JAMES
Yes, sir.

MR THOMPSON
(nodding up the road)

Lost your band, I see. Never mind.
(whispers)

Any young man who can say no to a 
head job can solve a simple problem 
like that.

James looks shocked.

Mr Thompson winks at him and leaves.

James thinks about it, shakes his head and laughs as he gets 
into his car.

INT. P76. DAY

Johnny, Barry and Stewart drink beer and smoke as they drive 
along, listening to AC/CD ‘High Voltage’ at full volume.

Out of the window, Johnny spots Donna, smoking a cigarette, 
walking back to school.

JOHNNY
Hey, look.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET. DAY

Johnny swerves across the road and pulls up next to Donna on 
the far side. He turns down the stereo.

JOHNNY
G’Day, spunk-bubble. Feel like 
blowin’ this town with three virile 
young men? We got a spare seat.
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She throws away her cigarette.

DONNA
Fuck, yeah.

JOHNNY
Make way, boys.

INT. P76. DAY

Donna hops in next to Barry, who is smoking a huge joint and 
smiling like a Cheshire cat.

DONNA
G’day.

She disappears from view. We hear the sound of a zipper 
unzipping.

BARRY
(looking down)

A very effective form of 
contraception.

The car squeals off.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. REHEARSAL ROOM. DAY

James sits alone practising the bass line to ‘Black Dog’ by 
Led Zeppelin. He can’t quite get it right.

MRS ANGEL V/O
Jimmy! Some boys to see you!

JAMES
Send ‘em in, Mum!

Phil and Kevin poke their heads around the door.

JAMES (cont’d)
Oh. G’Day. Didn’t expect to see you 
here. Come in.

PHIL
Thanks.

The boys enter. They see all the equipment.

PHIL (cont’d)
You’re pretty well decked out here, 
man.
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JAMES
(laughs)

Yeah. Only a couple of things 
missing.

KEVIN
What’s that?

JAMES
Band members.

PHIL
Well, as a matter of fact, that’s 
why we’re here.

James is intrigued.

INT. JAMES’ BEDROOM. NIGHT

James is lying on his bed. The phone rings.

JAMES
Hello. Oh hi, Fee. You want me to 
talk dirty to you again?

(listens)
What? 

(listens)
You’re joking?

He sits up and listens.

JAMES (cont’d)
You’re joking?

(listens)
No, I mean - yeah, we can be ready. 
Confirm the gig and get straight 
back to me, will you? And Fiona - 
thanks.

He hangs up the phone looks at the posters of Led Zeppelin on 
his wall.

JAMES (cont’d)
(excited and punching the 
air)

Whoo-hoo!

INT. SCHOOL HALL. NIGHT

The hall is full of students and teachers. The three girls 
from the Dance Committee are present; so too are the three 
members of Johnny’s fan club. Mr Bennett and Miss Curtis are 
holding hands. Mr Thompson and Mrs James talk to one side 
with Mr Stevenson. Various other teachers are sprinkled about 
the hall.
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James, Kevin and Phil are on stage making final checks to 
their equipment. Fiona stands beside James, making sure his 
hair is just right.

JAMES
(laughs)

It’s okay, Fee. They’re not here to 
listen to my hair.

FIONA
Just making sure you look the part - 
handsome.

She smiles. He gives her a big kiss.

The three members of Johnny’s fan club approach Phil.

GIRL 1
Excuse me, but are you the singer?

PHIL
Yeah.

GIRL 2
We’ve started up a fan club.

PHIL
For the band?

GIRL 3
No, just for you.

They run away, giggling. Phil smiles and shakes his head.

JAMES
You finally get to sing, mate.

(nods towards the girls)
Fringe benefits.

Phil laughs. The three girls are still giggling and waving 
from the side of the hall.

PHIL
Minor benefits. No use to me, man.

They laugh.

Fiona sees Leticia, from the Dance Committee.

FIONA
Leticia!

She comes over.

FIONA (cont’d)
Thanks for changing your mind about 
the music.
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LETICIA
Oh, that’s okay. In the end we 
couldn’t afford the DJ.

FIONA
Well, you’re paying for the skill, 
you see.

Leticia nods and leaves. She has completely missed Fiona’s 
sarcasm. Fiona shakes her head.

James, Phil and Kevin are ready to go. They stand in front of 
the stage, admiring their equipment.

KEVIN
All ready to go.

FIONA
Exciting.

Kevin gives Phil a congratulatory rustle of the hair. 

PHIL
(correcting the hair 
damage )

Hey!

FIONA
Heard from the boys?

JAMES
Yeah. Got a postcard from Stew. I 
think he’s the only one who can 
write. They’re in W.A. Apparently 
Johnno’s got the clap.

FIONA
From Donna?

JAMES
No, she’s with Barry. Johnny 
managed to get it from . . . Hey. 
That’s an old story. This is a new 
one.

They kiss.

Principal Summers approaches him. He clears his throat to 
stop the kiss.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
James.

JAMES
Oh, hello, sir. Thank you for 
letting us play.
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PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
You can thank Mr Thompson for that. 
Something about a wise man knowing 
when to reverse his decision?

James looks over at Mr Thompson who waves. James gives him 
the thumbs up.

JAMES
Thank you, sir.

PRINCIPAL SUMMERS
Oh, I almost forget, I have a 
couple of guests you might like to 
meet.

Principal Summers stands aside, revealing Mr and Mrs Angel.

JAMES
Dad! Mum!

MRS ANGEL
We couldn’t miss your first big 
show, dear.

MR ANGEL
And I thought I might try 
listening, rather than talking for 
a change.

He holds out his hand for a handshake. James shakes it.

JAMES
Thanks, Dad.

There is a short awkward moment. Then Mr Angel gives James a 
hug.

JAMES (cont’d)
Well, I suppose we should get on 
with it.

FIONA
Good luck, Jimmy. Good luck, boys.

PHIL
Thanks.

Phil and Kevin make their way towards the stage.

JAMES 
(to Fiona)

See you soon.

He kisses her again. He jumps up onto the stage.
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KEVIN
Got your tuner?

JAMES
And my bass.

He puts it on. 

Kevin makes final adjustments to his drum kit. 

PHIL
Alright, boys. First gig.

PHIL (cont’d)
(into the microphone)

Good evening everyone. We’re called 
Midnight Sun and this is an 
original.

Mr Bennett comes up to Mr Angel.

MR BENNETT
They any good?

MR ANGEL
We’re about to find out.

The band opens up with ‘Time Must Flow’ and it sounds really 
good.

James smiles and looks towards Fiona and his parents. People 
are dancing all around them. They start dancing too.

He looks up to the ceiling with thanks.

END CREDITS

SUPER OVER: TEN YEARS GONE . . .

Ten Years Gone from Led Zeppelin’s ‘Physical Graffiti’ plays 
underneath.

MONTAGE

A series of photographs with the following captions:

Barry Blubbs and Donna Anderson got married. They live in a 
caravan park in Canley Vale. He still has an interest in 
hydroponics. Donna runs a contraception clinic. They have six 
children.

Stewart Chadwick joined the Police Boy’s Club and won the 
middle-weight title for New South Wales. His trainer shows 
him a mocked-up picture of Jimmy Page beating up Richie 
Blackmore before each round.

119.



Johnny Miller joined a Led Zeppelin cover band called: Dense 
Dirigible. They suck.

Mr Bennett married Miss Curtis and doesn’t get any more head 
jobs.

Mr Thompson married Mrs James and does. He still has his 
trumpet.

All three girls in the Johnny Miller fan club got herpes from 
the INXS road crew.

Leticia and the other two members of the Dance Committee are 
still alive.

Mr Stevenson and Deputy Rickets fell in love and have a 
casual relationship. Mr Rickets still has his cane.

Midnight Sun cut several independent releases before amicably 
splitting up in 1984. Kevin and Phil still play together.

James and Fiona were married in the same year. They now have 
two little angels of their own . . .

And their grandparents couldn’t be prouder.

FADE OUT.
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