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INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY
EUGENE (33) stands near the front door looking 
frustrated. He runs his hand through what’s 
left of his short brown hair. Light streams in, 
illuminating a cheap plastic cat tunnel bent on a 
tattered Persian rug: a pink snake intruding on 
the shabby yet immaculate space. As he reaches 
down, someone knocks on the door.

EUGENE
Oh hi, you found it OK?

MOTORCYCLE HELMET (25) strides in. He is tall and 
imposing in his motorcycle gear and helmet, and 
his eyes ask silent questions below the raised 
visor. He fiddles with the helmet strap under his 
chin then drops his hand; the helmet remains on.

HELMET
Eugene?

EUGENE
Yes, come in I’ll——

Helmet walks up the stairs near the front door.

HELMET
The room is up here?

Eugene, confused, follows.

EUGENE
——show you around?

INT. SPARE ROOM - DAY
Helmet stands in the centre of the empty room, 
looking around. Eugene waits in the doorway. 
Helmet notices Eugene staring and fiddles with the 
strap.

HELMET
How much is the bond?

EUGENE
4 weeks rent, so 880. Through the NSW bond board. 
Just to protect us both. Because it’s a private 

lease.
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HELMET
Are you the owner?

EUGENE
... Yeah.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY
Eugene reaches the bottom of the stairs as Helmet 
leaves through the front door. Helmet fiddles with 
the strap as he turns back to face Eugene.

     HELMET						          EUGENE
When can I move in? 		         Do you like cats?

Awkward pause.

HELMET
Mmm, I used to have one. I really like this place, 

and you’re a good guy.

EUGENE
Yeah, great, I’ll ... be in touch when I’ve 
decided. I have lots of inspections. Lots of 

interest.

Eugene closes the front door. LUNA (3), a black 
and white cat, emerges from under the couch.

EUGENE
Well Luna, what do you think?

Luna meows.
EUGENE

Right? Who doesn’t take off their helmet?

Luna yowls.
EUGENE

Yeah, I miss her too. Are you hungry?

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY (FLASHBACK)
Taped-up moving boxes clutter the space. Eugene 
slouches on the sheet-covered couch, playing with 

22



a lump of clay. He hears a car park outside and 
jumps up, sliding boxes towards the door. Sharp 
heels click on the pavement outside, then IMOGEN 
(25, business clothes) steps in.

EUGENE
What do you want to move next?

IMOGEN
I ... I thought you were going out?

EUGENE
Dave cancelled. C’mon, let’s just get this done.

IMOGEN
But ... You don’t have to help. Are you sure 

you’re——

EUGENE
I’m fine, Imogen. What do you want to move next?

INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER (FLASHBACK)
The room is empty of boxes, but far from tidy. 
Eugene sits on the couch, dull eyes gazing through 
the closed door. Luna sits at her food bowl across 
the room and yowls at Eugene.

EUGENE
(baby/pet voice)

Hang on Lunatic, I’m just ...

Luna approaches Eugene, pauses, then yowls louder.

EUGENE
(normal voice)

I said wait, you shit!

Luna meows. Eugene drags his gaze away from the 
door and watches as Luna drops her head, meowing 
one last time, barely audible. Eugene meows back.

EUGENE
(pet voice)

Luna ... Poor little grumpus. You want some num-
nums? Evil little ting, c’mon.
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Eugene plods to the fridge in the adjoining 
kitchen. Luna follows, tail waving like a flag 
in a light breeze. Eugene opens the fridge – it 
contains a squeeze bottle of tomato sauce and a 
questionable takeaway container.

EUGENE
I thought there was an open...

Eugene closes the fridge and grabs a tin of cat 
food. He neatly portions the firm puree into the 
waiting bowl. Eugene’s stomach grumbles loudly, 
drowning out the sound of Luna’s fervent lapping. 
He scoops a half-teaspoon and brings it to his 
open mouth. Without tasting it, he slams the 
teaspoon back in the tin.

EUGENE
(shouts)
Fuck!

Luna startles and runs back under the couch.

EUGENE
Ah fuck, I’m sorry sweetie.

Eugene puts the tin to the side, then drops to his 
hands and knees, peering under the couch.

EUGENE
(pet voice)

Looney Lunatic... I sorry, please come eat your——

Eugene melts onto the floor, face-down.

EUGENE
(cont. normal voice)

What am I going to do ...

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY (PRESENT)
Cat hair mingles with dust on the rug. A haystack 
of cardboard crowds a scratching pad. Eugene and 
JULIA (60, knitted jumper) sit at either end of 
the couch. A coffee table sits before them hosting 
two tea-filled mugs. Steam rises.
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EUGENE
So, Julia, tell me a bit about yourself.

JULIA
I don’t actually need somewhere to live. I’m here 
for my friend. He’s living in the caravan park, 
but he can’t afford to stay there. He’s 55, tidy, 

quiet. Keeps to himself mostly.

Julia picks up her tea and blows on it. Eugene 
smiles, but he isn’t happy. Julia fetches a packet 
of Werther’s Originals out of her purse and offers 
one to Eugene, who waves a hand in dismissal.

EUGENE
He—— I ... Okay, when can he come inspect?

JULIA
I’m inspecting on his behalf. He would like it 

here, I think you’d get along.

EUGENE
I’m really sorry, but I can’t give someone the 

room without meeting them...

JULIA
That’s silly, I vouch for him.

Eugene fidgets with the handle of his mug.

EUGENE
It’s not that ... I ... I just don’t know if he’ll 

be a good fit.

Julia puts her mug down with a thunk and marches 
towards the door.

JULIA
Well that’s stupid. You sound like a fucking 
idiot. And for your information, George loves 

cats.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY
Eugene sits at the dining table, which is covered 
in a clay-stained sheet, resembling a colourful 
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Rorschach inkblot. He is fiddling with a clay 
figurine that could be mistaken for Helmet.

EUGENE
(mocking)

You’re a really good guy.

He picks up another figurine - Julia.

EUGENE
(mocking - falsetto)

You’re a fucking idiot.

JEN (28, summer dress) pads down the stairs with 
an empty moving box in one hand. Her long hair is 
gathered in a loose bun, escaped strands dancing 
as she moves.

JEN
What’cha doin’, roomie?

Eugene startles and drops the figurines on the 
table, flipping the edge of the sheet over them.

EUGENE
Nothin’. Working on my project.

JEN
Did you make one of me too?

EUGENE
Don’t know what you’re talking about.

JEN
I’m sure.

Eugene squishes spare clay into a small cube.

JEN
I found this ... massager ... in my room, does it 

belong to you?

Jen waves a light-blue egg-shaped vibrator.

EUGENE
That’s ... that must’ve ... I’ll ... Give it here.
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Jen comes down the stairs and plops it on the 
table with a smirk.

JEN
I’m going to get another round of boxes from my 

sister’s. See you soon.

Jen leaves. Eugene unflips the sheet, revealing 
multiple figurines. He picks up one that looks like 
Jen in one hand and the vibrator in the other. He 
stares at them. And stares at them. After an al-
most uncomfortable length of time, Luna peeks her 
head out from under the couch and meows.

EUGENE
Oh you’re right. I still haven’t asked——

Luna, now standing by the chair, meows louder.

EUGENE
(pet voice)

Of course she’s gonna like you. Who wouldn’t?

INT. KITCHEN - EVENING
Eugene’s head rests on the dining table. He’s 
snoring. A light from outside illuminates moving 
boxes, which hold the front door open. Jen drags a 
disassembled bed frame inside.

JEN
Eugene? Eugene!

Eugene snorts awake and his head springs up. Clay 
sticks to his face.

JEN
Can you give me a hand?

Eugene’s head swivels. His eyes take in the scene, 
processing.

EUGENE
Hey! Close the door!

JEN
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What?
EUGENE
Luna!

JEN
Who?

Eugene rushes past Jen to the open door and she 
drops the timber, which clatters on the tiles.

EUGENE
Luna?! Luna!

JEN
Who the fuck is Luna?

EUGENE
My cat, obviously. Do you even like cats?

JEN
You have a cat?

EUGENE
Did you read the ad?

JEN
I guess I missed that part. I’m more of a dog 

person.

EXT. EUGENE’S TOWNHOUSE - NIGHT
Eugene and Jen are outside the 1960s-era brick 
building, comprised of six townhouses. A train 
rushes past unseen somewhere beyond the Colorbond 
fence and its horn bellows into the night air. 
Jen stands against the fence, outlined by the 
floodlight perched on the end of the building. 
She shivers and rubs her arms in a self-hug, 
while Eugene searches in the shadows of the 
bushes nearby: a fugitive figure hiding from the 
spotlight.

EUGENE
Luna!

JEN
I don’t think she’s in there.
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EUGENE
Rattle the treats louder.

JEN
I’m rattling!

Pause.

EUGENE
Am I a bad cat-dad?

JEN
... Did you say “cat-dad”?

Pause.

EUGENE
Why did you let her out?

Jen huffs, angry.

JEN
I didn’t even know——

EUGENE
She’s all I have left of ...

JEN
(sarcastic)

And a vibrator.

EUGENE
And a vibrator ... I’m sorry for yelling at you.

JEN
You don’t sound sorry.

EUGENE
Thanks for helping ...

 
Another train rattles past, slower this time, 
longer - a coal train. Its horn cries out, 
wounded.

EUGENE
(half-hearted)
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Luna?
Eugene emerges from the bushes into the harsh 
light. Jen sidles up to him, their shoulders 
touching.

EUGENE
Every time I see her, I think of ...

JEN
It’s okay to move on.

EUGENE
I don’t know how.

Jen wraps her arm around Eugene’s. She pulls him 
towards her, and plants a soft kiss on his mouth.

JEN
How about now?

EUGENE
Uhh ... Maybe.

She kisses him again. Insistent.

EUGENE
Hang on, I——

JEN
Just to help you forget her, yeah? Doesn’t have to 

mean anything.

Jen’s free hand twists and she crosses her fingers.

JEN
(cont.)

You’re cute when you blush.
(mocking)

You fucking idiot.

EUGENE
You weren’t meant to hear that.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT
Eugene slouches inside holding the bag of cat 
treats. Jen waits on the couch.
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JEN
Well?

EUGENE
Well, I guess that’s it. Maybe she’ll come back.

JEN
Who?

EUGENE
Luna. Definitely Luna.

JEN
You really are an asshole, aren’t you?

Eugene sighs and plonks onto the couch next to 
Jen.

EUGENE
Yeah, maybe I am. Why are you still here?

JEN
Because I ... isn’t it obvious?

 
Jen cuddles up to Eugene, capturing his arm again.
 
They sit in silence, her head resting on his 
shoulder.
 
From under the couch comes a meow.

 
FIN.

31



PR
O

S
E

32



PR
O

S
E

33



Elvis Did Karate - Clare O’Toole

A lot of  people think it doesn’t take much to be Elvis. How hard 

could it be? Grow out your sideburns, a bit of  gel in your hair, and 

some hip mobility. Depending on how much you like sit-ups, you’re 

early career or his Vegas decline. That’s how you end up with so 

many hacks in this business. 

I think people should take a bit more pride in their work. Sure, 

anyone can mumble out “Thank you very much” in a white 

jumpsuit, but almost no one is willing to spend the hours in the 

dojo necessary to match the King of  Rock and Roll’s love of  

Karate.

Say what you want about Germans during World War II, but 

after that they introduced our boy to the beautiful art of  striking, 

sweeping, and kicking the hell out of  your opponent. Jürgen 

Seydel’s introduction of  Karate to Mr Presley, along with the 

U.S.A.’s balanced provision of  amphetamines, helped him become 

the man we all know and love. 

Without having my own German Karate tutor, I’ve been 

simulating the experience to get into the headspace of  Mr Presley. 

I’ll load up Apocalypse Now (1979) on my home entertainment 

system, have my phone belt out some Beethoven, and follow along 

with a YouTube Intermediate Karate tutorial. I haven’t been 

able to find a German Karate instructor on YouTube yet, so the 

Beethoven helps round out what Elvis was experiencing when he 

was working towards his black belt. 
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Learning Karate develops a discipline that most Elvis 

impersonators are missing. Elvis spent hours each day for nine 

straight days studying Karate in private lessons during his 

vacation to Paris. Can you imagine on your vacation FROM WAR 

dedicating yourself  to the development of  a shuto (knife hand) or 

empi-uchi (elbow strike) which would be completely useless in the 

event of  military combat on account of  guns and Agent Orange? 

Elvis can. 

Which is why those fucking hacks at the convention couldn’t 

handle my routine. While the rest of  the contestants were busy 

playing the surface-level of  Mr Presley’s caricature, I presented a 

deeply embodied Karate routine reflecting the discipline and depth 

of  Mr Presley’s time in the United States Army. As I assumed 

these were connoisseurs of  Elvis Presley depictions, I thought that 

the level of  commitment I devoted to go beyond your typical white 

jumpsuit and hip-thrust routine would be appreciated. So naïve. 

Instead, some kid with the right lips and a robotic replication 

of  his Jailhouse Rock (1957) routine took the 

prize. Of  course in retrospect, I understand my 

decision to challenge him to Karate combat may 

have been influenced by my faithful ingestion of  

amphetamines. Being ejected from the convention 

then and in perpetuity is regretful, but I will 

never apologise for my dedication to The King.
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