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EXT. FLINDERS ST TRAM STOP - NIGHT

The last glow of the sun is fading over the city. Trams

rumble through the stop, and people flow in and out.

Snatches of music from a busker float by.

Stacey, balancing her box of fries, bags and phone in her

hand checks the timetable. Seventeen minutes. She sighs,

sets down her bags, and starts to eat.

A slightly drunk punk, about 30, stops in front of her. His

arms are covered in tattos and his acid green hair has stars

shaved into it. Stacey avoids eye contact.

FLECK

That smells good.

STACEY

It’s not bad.

She stops eating, and tries to look disinterested.

FLECK

Ha, yeah. That’s them, whaddaya

call it, over there, bloody

chips...?

Stacey smiles, amused.

STACEY

Uh, Lord of the Fries.

FLECK

Yeah that’s them! Ha, bloody chips.

What the fuck was I thinking. Yeah,

I’m a pretty funny guy. Bloody

chips... So where you headed?

STACEY

Just home, back to... South Yarra.

Stacey briefly pauses as she lies.

FLECK

Cool, I’m going to St Kilda.

His phone rings.

FLECK

Ah shit, it’s probably gonna be

Holly. Nah wait, what’s this...?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

Fleck wanders off to make a call. Stacey resumes eating,

wondering if that will be the last she sees of Fleck. A seat

has freed up, and she sits down. Much better. Still Twelve

minutes to go.

FLECK

Nah, nah. I’m at the tram stop.

You’re out the front. Yeah, I know.

Look I’m on my way. Yeah, your with

Holly? Is she there? Cool, I’m on

way I said. Give me fourty five.

I’ll be there. Seeya.

Fleck wanders back and lumps down wearily beside Stacey.

FLECK

Jesus... So how are your bloody

chips?

STACEY

They go alright. Sounds like you’re

in trouble.

FLECK

Oh yeah, these guys. That was Stan,

he’s some German backpacker, and

he’s here with his pregnant wife.

She’s like out here!

He mimes a huge pregnant belly with his hands

FLECK

I can’t remember how I met him,

probably something through the punk

scene in Adelaide. I’m from

Adelaide originally. Crazy guy he

is. Probably friends cos’ I know

how to get pot. I don’t smoke it,

but I know where it is.

STACEY

You don’t Smoke it, eh? Ha, well

it’s a good way to make friends I

guess.

FLECK

I guess so ha. And anyway, I said I

was meeting them down at Pure Pop.

Holly, that’s her name, is working

there.

(CONTINUED)
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STACEY

What are you meeting them for?

FLECK

God, I don’t know. I was on the

phone to stan and he was all like

(In a bad German accent) "Where are

you? What are you doing drunk?" and

I am like, when would I not be. But

anyway, just hang out, their out

the front of Pure Pop now. They’ll

buy me beers probably. I don’t

know.

STACEY

Well that sounds good actually, see

where the night goes...

FLECK

That was a good question. I’m sorry

I can’t answer it.

STACEY

It’s a mystery to us both, it

seems... May I ask, what’s your

name?

STACEY

It’s Stacey. And you?

FLECK

It’s Fleck, lovely to meet you.

STACEY

Fleck?

He nods.

STACEY

Is that short for something, a

nickname...?

FLECK

Nah, I dunno. It’s my nickname.

STACEY

How did that happen?

FLECK

Fucked if I know. Been that was for

twenty years. Since Primary school.

I’m fleck, Flecko, Flecky,

Fleckster, Fleckmister, Ol’ Flicky

(MORE)
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FLECK (cont’d)
Flecky Mnecky, whatever. Check out

my tattoo.

Fleck pulls up his sleeve to reveal a scantily clad girl

splayed out in a broken bottle. Underneath in scroll reads

"El Flecko’s Place".

STACEY

I see, nice.

FLECK

See, it’s some punk girl in a

broken gin bottle.

Fleck stands, as though he is about to get on a tram.

FLECK

I’m gonna go see if I can scab a

cigarette.

STACEY

I dont smoke, sorry I would.

FLECK

Nah, I wasn’t gonna...

STACEY

You can tell I don’t smoke?

FLECK

Nah, yeah. I dunno. Maybe I’m

psychotic... psychic!

Fleck wanders up, then back past.

FLECK

I feel like such a scab!

Fleck is gone no longer than thirty seconds, when a dull,

drunk, middle aged man sits down next to her. He sways as he

tries to maintain balance. He struggles to light the rest of

a badly rolled cigarette.

DRUNK MAN

Hey, you got a spare fifty cents.

STACEY

Um ,yeah sure. I’ll see what I’ve

got.

Stacey digs around and finds a dollar coin.

(CONTINUED)
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STACEY

I got this.

DRUNK MAN

Thanks. ’preciate it.

STACEY

Um, no worries

Stacey is glad he didn’t ask for her chips, which are nearly

gone. The man sits a bit too close and coughs frequently, a

hacking smoker’s cough. He opens up his bag, and pulls out a

cheese sandwich. Stacey looks down to see if she can spot

Fleck. He has found a cigarette. He gives a thumbs up.

He stops to talk to a group of well-dressed middle aged

women.

FLECK

Oh hey ladies, how are you? You

don’t happen to have a light?

WOMAN

No, sorry.

FLECK

Shame. Nah, that’s cool. What are

you lovely ladies up to this

evening? Oh lovely.

Stacey can’t quite hear the conversation. She suddenly

remembers the lighter in the drunk man’s hand. Fleck wanders

over.

FLECK

Got one.

STACEY

This guy’s got a lighter, here.

The drunk man finishes the last drag of his cigarette. He

hands it to fleck, who lights his cigarette with it’s fading

flame. He hands it back. The drunk man lines up his

posessions; a lighter, half a cigarette, a reciept, Stacey’s

dollar coin.

Fleck grins as he takes a drag. The drunk man lights his

other cigarette. The three of them stand silently for a

moment.

STACEY

Take much?

(CONTINUED)
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FLECK

Nah, got this one off a crazy

Italian!

A tram pulls up, Fleck grins again. He goes to board,

extinguishing, but not disposing of his cigarette. He turns,

blows a kiss to Stacey, and boards.

Stacey glances up, only two minutes now. The drunk man next

to her seems to be nearly asleep. She finishes her bloody

chips and stands.


