
INT. - BOXING GYM - NIGHT

Big, tough animals are warming up and duking it out in 
several rings. KANGAROOS in prizefighter shorts with towels 
around their necks. MMA-styled EMUS. Biggish, muscular 
Australian animals. 

PAN over to a quiet corner of the gym where, just outside the 
action, FRANK the wombat is shadow-boxing. His mother, 
DIAMOND LIL, is sitting nearby and keeping time.

LARRY, the stern Tasmanian devil that runs the gym, 
approaches Frank.

LARRY
Same as last week, Frank. Same as 
every week. No one wants to spar 
with you. 

FRANK
Not even in the next weight class? 
I’ll do anything, Larry. I gotta 
get some ring time.

LARRY
You’d be crazy to take on a ‘roo, 
Francis. You haven’t got the reach 
for that. Those bouncy bastards 
will tear you apart. 

FRANK
Frank, Larry! I told you my name is 
Frank. And I’m not afraid of them. 

LARRY
Look mate, if you want to get your 
ass beat, start a bar fight. I’m 
not matching a wombat against a 
kangaroo. And honestly, with your 
reputation, I don’t think any of 
them would take you on anyway. 

FRANK
What’s that supposed to mean?

LARRY
You know exactly what I’m talking 
about, so don’t make me say it in 
front of your mother.

DIAMOND LIL
Hey, who do you think was his 
corner man all these years? 
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LARRY
Nice to know crazy runs in the 
family. Regardless, it’s my call, 
and it’s a no-go. No joy there, 
whether it’s watching one of your 
peaceful rodent kind get stomped by 
a kangaroo, or risking you falling 
back on old habits. 

FRANK
Great Tortoise, Larry, we’re 
marsupials like everyone else. We 
got rights. 

LARRY
Less than you’d think. Hit the 
bricks, spark plug.

Larry walks away.

DIAMOND LIL
Don’t let it get to you.

FRANK
I know what I did, Ma, but I faced 
the music. What good is having my 
license reinstated, if no one will 
fight me?

DIAMOND LIL
You’ve just got to give them time, 
son. You’ll get the call again.

(Frank sighs)

DIAMOND LIL (CONT'D)
Hon, if there’s no sparring, I’m 
gonna take off early. 

FRANK
Okay, Ma. 

DIAMOND LIL
Don’t give up, Francis.

FRANK
Frank, Ma!

DIAMOND LIL
Sorry. Frank.
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EXT. - SETTLEMENT CITY STREET - NIGHT

Frank walks home, real dejected. Passes by a newsstand under 
a tree, a row of headlines declaring: RECORD HEAT THIS 
SEASON! BUSH A TINDERBOX! He doesn’t notice the headlines, 
though; he’s looking at his reflection.

FRANK
I’m not scared of ‘roos. I’m not 
scared of anything.

INT. - FRANK’S BURROW - NIGHT

Frank’s room is decorated with fight posters. Some of them 
show title matches featuring the “COMBAT WOMBAT.” A record 
player in the corner of the room sits next to a small 
terrarium atop a crate full of records. A picture of his 
family sits on the nightstand.

Frank, in his PJs and nightcap, crawls into bed. He picks up 
the picture. 

FRANK’S POV

Frank is a giggly baby peeking out of Diamond Lil’s pouch. 
His dad, BRUNO, beams proudly. 

END POV

FRANK
G’night, Ma. G’night, Dad. Wherever 
you are.

Frank blows out the candle and falls asleep. 

INT. - BUSH LEAGUE WRESTLING RING - NIGHT - DREAM SEQUENCE

V.O. ANNOUNCER
...And we have a new contender, 
entering from the red corner, a 
real rule-breaker from Settlement 
City, THE COMBAT WOMBAT!!!

Air horn! Crowd cheering, arena noise, creatures of all kinds 
gathered around an open-air ring in the deep bush, where a 
luche-libre style match is taking place. Choppy dream visions 
of Frank, in a luchador mask that essentially looks like a 
wombat, but with stylized flames around the eyes, is in a 
free-for-all title match involving an ARMADILLO, a trio of 
HAIRLESS DOGS, a GREY PORCUPINE in a tag team with a DWARF 
PORCUPINE, and a KINKAJOU who keeps distracting the referee, 
a TAPIR. 
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There are some props around the ring, including a ladder made 
of sticks. Someone grabs the ladder, smashes it over Frank’s 
back. As he loses consciousness, he sees TAMAR, an ancient 
wallaby with beads in her hair, in the front row. 

TAMAR
Danger is coming. Prepare for the 
fight of your life.

INT. - FRANK'S BURROW - MORNING

Frank lurches awake. 

FRANK
Fight of my life, huh? Beats 
working.

Frank looks over at his alarm clock. It’s a little jumping 
kangaroo that shouts “Up and At ‘Em!” As he looks at it, it 
goes off. 

FRANK (CONT'D)
Rub it in, why dontcha?

MONTAGE - FRANK’S MORNING ROUTINE

Frank puts on a surf-rock record, which forms the soundtrack 
to the start of his day. He grinds up a bunch of grass with a 
mortar and pestle and pours it into a glass like a green-
juice smoothie. He goes for a jog along a row of eucalyptus 
trees, shadow-boxing as he runs. He shampoos his head and 
then takes a shower by pulling a cord that dumps a bucket of 
water over him. He chops up some leaves and puts them in a 
dish for his pet snail, GREB, placing it inside the terrarium 
next to the record player. 

FRANK (CONT'D)
Have a good day, Greb.

Frank kicks the record player, record scratches as he’s out 
the door.

INT. - THE BILLABONG PUB - PRE-HAPPY HOUR

The kinetic energy of the previous montage dead-ends into 
Frank’s workday. He’s standing in an mostly empty bar in an 
underground burrow, with waning daylight visible from high 
transom windows that indicate he’s below street level. He 
wipes the bar idly. 

JEPH, a lady wombat, enters with SIMON, an office-worker 
wombat, and they settle down at the bar. 
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SIMON
Beer for me, Cosmo for the lady.

JEPH
Actually, I’ll have a beer as well.

FRANK
Coming up.

Frank delivers the drinks, then wanders through the room to 
wipe down tables. A WALLABY and a KOALA, both middle-aged 
working types, argue at a table near the pinball machine, 
slurring slightly. 

WALLABY
Way I hear it, bush fire could 
happen at any moment. It’s dry as 
an old bone.

KOALA
Don’t I know it. Mates of mine have 
had to verge on Civ World to get 
water. 

WALLABY
Terrible. You never know how 
Civvies are going to be.

KOALA
The little ones are usually okay. 
But our kind is in a tough spot 
this year. Hot as blazes out there.

WALLABY
I hear tell Tamar predicts the Big 
One is going to break any time now.

KOALA
You’re a follower of Tamar? 
Wouldn’t have guessed that.

WALLABY
Tamar ain’t no joke, mate. Ain’t 
never been an older wallaby. She’ll 
tell you what’s happening. 
Prophecy, I mean. 

KOALA
Don’t need a prophet to tell you 
we’re on the brink of fire season.
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WALLABY
Once a wallaby has lived that many 
a season, she knows a thing or two, 
whether you call it prophecy or 
common bush sense. But I can tell 
you, as someone who’s made the 
pilgrimage-

Frank looms over them with a rag.

FRANK
Where would a fella find her, then? 
This Tamar?

WALLABY
You go down the valley and into the 
Dinosaur Pines, mate.

FRANK
The ancient forest?

WALLABY
Ancient creatures stick together.

FRANK
And then?

WALLABY
If it’s meant to be, she finds you.

Frank picks up their empties and whistles back to the bar.

FRANK
Another round, coming up. 

LATER

Frank wipes the bottles as Happy Hour winds down. Jeph and 
Simon are polishing off their last round. 

JEPH
I’m pretty nervous about my 
presentation tomorrow. The thing 
about burrow engineering is that 
it’s not just math, it’s poetry. To 
get the curves exactly right-

SIMON
Speaking of curves exactly right, 
luv-

He looks her up and down.

6.



7.

JEPH
Oh, please.

Frank comes down the bar, addresses Jeph.

FRANK
How we doing, then?

JEPH
Perfectly capable of handling 
myself, thank you.

FRANK
Good to hear. Just checking.

SIMON
Wait, I know you. You’re the Combat 
Wombat. You’re the guy.

Frank takes his pint.

FRANK
Alright, mate, that’s it. Back to 
the burrow.

Simon looks a little intimidated, but stumbles up woozily, 
looks to Jeph.

SIMON
Alright, then. Shall we go? My 
place or yours. 

JEPH
I’m inclined to agree with the 
barman, friend. It’s probably best 
if you head home. Alone. 

SIMON
Howd’ya like that? After I bought 
you drinks? You ought to learn some 
manners.

Simon grabs Jeph by the arm. Frank opens his mouth and moves 
to intervene, but before he can do anything-

JEPH (O.C.)

I SAID NO!

There’s a crash. Simon is on the floor. Jeph is standing over 
him breathing hard, trying to control her anger. 
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SIMON
Aw, who needs you then? Why don’t 
you cozy up to your new friend, 
here?
(on his way out, points to Frank) 

SIMON (CONT'D)
You’re a legend, mate! A legend!

Simon EXITS. Frank shakes his head.

JEPH
Do I want to know?

FRANK
Probably not.

JEPH
Alright, Mr. Combat.

FRANK
(under his breath) 
Frank’s the name.

JEPH
(as she pushes open the doors to 
the surface street) 
Alright...Frank.

EXT. - OUTSIDE THE BILLABONG PUB - EVENING

Jeph pauses for a moment outside the pub door, sighs deeply. 

JEPH
Another sterling first date, Jeph 
ol’ girl. I really gotta stop using 
Critter. Nothing but odd socks on 
there. 

She begins to walk down the street. She passes a couple of 
wombats, hand-in-hand.

JEPH (CONT'D)
Myself included, I suppose.

She passes beneath two bats, circling around each other.

JEPH (CONT'D)
Get a room! 

She passes a couple of echidnas, starting into each other’s 
eyes.
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JEPH (CONT'D)
Crikey, even echidnas got each 
other. I must be a real freak. 

She walks out from Settlement City and into open grass, and 
looks up at the sky.

JEPH (CONT'D)
Great Tortoise, I believe, I do. 
But I wish I didn’t always have to 
walk alone. 

Jeph walks out of frame, despondent. The stars in the sky 
reconfigure in the visage of a wise old tortoise, looking 
after her as she goes.

INT. - JEPH’S BURROW - MORNING

Close-up of a kangaroo alarm clock. It starts to jump: “Up 
and At ‘Em!” Wombat hand reaches over to smash the snooze 
button. Wide shot reveals we’re in Jeph’s burrow - she has 
the same alarm clock as Frank.

JEPH
Oooh, mornings. 

MONTAGE of Jeph’s morning routine. In the kitchen, she 
presses play on an 80s-style tape player/radio. Her briefcase 
sits next to it, on a chair. 

RADIO
Anger Management Meditation, track 
three: Transforming Feelings.

Jeph pours grass from a cereal box into a bowl, begins eating 
it with a spoon.

RADIO (CONT'D)
My anger is real.

JEPH (MOUTH FULL)
My anger is real. 

RADIO
But it does not control me.

JEPH
But it does not control me.

Jeph is on a yoga mat, dandasana pose. She stretches for her 
toes.
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RADIO
If my anger is music, I will dance 
around it.

JEPH
If my anger is music, I will dance 
around it.

Jeph is getting dressed for work. She holds up a dress, then 
tosses it aside and opts for dark pants and a sweater.

RADIO
If my anger is a river, I will 
float calmly on the surface.

JEPH
If my anger is a river, I will 
float calmly on the surface.

Jeph is walking towards the radio, to turn it off.

RADIO
When my anger is a fire, I breathe 
deeply. 

JEPH
When my anger is a fire- [clicks 
off radio] I mean, actually, 
breathing deeply is a bad plan, 
because that would just add more 
oxygen to the flames. [Pauses, 
thinking] Which is a great point to 
make today, in my presentation 
about networked burrows. 

She pulls a file folder labeled “Networked Burrows in 
Settlement City” from her briefcase, makes a quick note to 
herself, and packs it away again. 

JEPH (CONT'D)
Not to worry, Jeph. Just the 
biggest day of your professional 
existence, so try not to mess 
things up. Now let’s float to work 
like a calm leaf, or whatever. 

She slams the door shut behind her. A picture hanging by the 
door jamb slants off-center from the force.

EXT. - CITY BUILDING - AFTERNOON

Establishing shot of Jeph’s office building. A sign says 
“Settlement City Corps of Civil Engineers.”
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INT. - BOARD ROOM - AFTERNOON

Jeph is making her presentation in front of a board room of 
higher-ups in the Engineering Department. Jeph stands in 
front of a whiteboard-style presentation of architectural 
plans, showing a series of networked burrows. At the table 
are a handful of EXECS, including Jeph’s boss, MILTON. 

JEPH
...so, as you see, the new 
construction convention of discrete 
burrows poses a serious problem, as 
environmental conditions trend 
toward heightened risk of fire.

EXEC 1
But separate burrows lowers the 
potential for fire damage, because 
it can’t spread from burrow to 
burrow internally. That’s why we’ve 
been doing it that way.

JEPH
Yes, sir - and that’s a great 
approach if you care about saving 
burrows, but what happens to 
citizens trapped inside the 
burrows, with no way to get out?

EXEC 1
They just wait down there for the 
fire to pass. [Other Execs murmur 
assent]

JEPH
This tactic is based on an outmoded 
form of fire safety, which assumes 
small fires that can be easily 
controlled with the current 
infrastructure. But the growing 
population in Settlement City, 
combined with environmental factors 
that are changing the nature of 
conditions on the ground, indicate 
that fires might burn for so long 
that creatures in the burrows will 
run out of air. 

[Murmuring among Execs]
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EXEC 2
Now, Josephine, even if these 
changes you’re proposing are a 
potential improvement [looks around 
hastily] - and I do mean if - we 
can’t go implementing them without 
giving the citizens of Settlement 
City the impression that they’re 
currently living in a bunch of new-
construction firetraps. 

JEPH
I understand, sir, but that’s the 
truth.

EXEC 2
Well, let’s leave it to the higher-
ups to decide what’s the truth, why 
don’t we?

JEPH
But someone could really get hurt. 
Lots of someones. 

MILTON
[jumps to his feet] 
All right, Josephine! You’ve made 
your point, so let’s just leave 
this in the hands of folks able to 
see the big picture, here. 

Milton starts to usher Jeph towards the conference room door, 
but she resists. 

JEPH (UNDER HER BREATH, TO MILTON)
This is life and death, Milt!

MILTON (UNDER HIS BREATH, TO JEPH)
Live to fight another day, Jeph.

He pushes her out the door and closes it behind her.

MILTON [THROUGH THE DOOR]
She’s certainly one of the most 
fiery characters around here - pun 
intended!

Execs laugh.

Jeph slumps against the wall of the hallway, dejected. Then 
she turns and punches the wall and walks to her desk. She 
sweeps everything off the desktop into her wastebasket. 
Pauses. Picks out a roll of architecture plans and a snow 
globe. Walks out.
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EXT. - OUTSIDE THE BILLABONG PUB - LATE AFTERNOON

Jeph is walking, dejected, snow globe in one hand, roll of 
plans under her arm. She hesitates outside the pub, looking 
down through the transom window, where she can see Frank 
preparing to start his shift. He straightens up, as though he 
can feel her looking. 

FRANK’S POV, looking up at the window. No one is there. 

INT. JEPH’S BURROW - EVENING

Jeph is eating puffs from a bag labeled “GRASSY-PUFFS” in 
front of the computer. CLOSE-UP on her search bar, as she 
types in “Combat Wombat.” Switch to watching her face as 
something begins to play on the screen, crowd noise, 
pandemonium. She watches, fascinated.

C.U. JEPH’S COMPUTER SCREEN

A video clip of a conventional boxing match in progress. 
Frank, dressed in fighter trunks that say “COMBAT WOMBAT” 
across the back and no luchador mask - is boxing a visibly 
LARGER WOMBAT. He is overmatched by his opponent, who has him 
on the ropes. Frank drops to the canvas, the referee, a 
CASSOWARY, begins the count. Suddenly, Frank turns his back 
on his opponent and thrusts his butt towards him.

JEPH
Oh, Great Tortoise, you didn’t.

The crowd goes insane, booing. Frank is using his extremely 
tough armor-plated rear end to strike at his opponent, who is 
visibly intimidated by this non-regulation move capable of 
crushing a skull if he lands it against a hard surface. 

JEPH (CONT'D)
Oh scat, Frank.

She keeps watching. 

ANNOUNCER (O.S.)
He used a butt drop! He used a butt 
drop! That’s an instant 
disqualification! I’d be surprised 
if he doesn’t get booted from the 
league!

Jeph is watching with her hands over her mouth. Suddenly she 
bursts out laughing. 
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JEPH
I guess I’m not the only completely 
insane wombat in Settlement City.

INT. - FRANK'S BURROW - LATE NIGHT

Frank lies on his bed, shifting his paws to make an endless 
treadmill for Greb, who slimes along continuously, looking at 
him. 

FRANK
Who are you calling a coward, Greb?

He sighs and looks at the ceiling.

EXT. - OUTSIDE FRANK’S BURROW - NIGHT

The light from Frank’s burrow glows faintly from the outside. 
Pull out a little farther, the whole street, which has some 
tree trunk apartment buildings, windows intermittently lit 
with the same glow as Frank’s burrow. Streetlights, glowing a 
little bit green. Pull further out, a look at Settlement City 
from an aerial perspective, with the spread of greenish 
lights showing the outlines of the city, and little dots and 
smaller clusters indicating the presence of rural, 
decentralized animal towns or outposts. Maybe there is 
another biggish animal city in the distance. PANNING now, we 
chart a course away from the animal habitats and towards a 
winding band of rural two-lane highway. The edge of CivWorld, 
indicated by streetlights that have a much brighter and 
harsher quality than the animal settlement lights. A set of 
very bright, fast moving lights - headlights - a car is 
driving along the empty, winding road. Drawing closer, it’s a 
convertible and the top is down. Music spills out, “Panama” 
by Van Halen, but the lyrics aren’t decipherable as coherent 
words, it’s just the melody. 

EXT. ALONGSIDE RURAL CIVWORLD HIGHWAY - NIGHT

POV is on the ground, viewing the oncoming headlights as 
though from the perspective of a smallish animal crouched low 
by the roadside. Music spills out - everything about Civ 
World, even at the fringes, is very loud and very bright.

CAR STEREO (MUSIC/REFRAIN OF “PANAMA” 
BY VAN HALEN)

Wah-wah-wah! Wah-wah-wa-ah!

Human laughter. The unseen driver of the car tosses a lit 
cigarette out the window. Focus follows the arc of the 
cigarette as it lands in the patchy grass roadside. 
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Scene fades to black around the glowing tip of the cigarette, 
which holds a glow for a second longer than the background, 
before it fades out too. A warning.

EXT. BURROW YARD - DAYTIME

FLASHBACK: It’s a breezy spring day. In the yard outside KID 
JEPH’s family burrow, her three older brothers – FIG, RUBEN, 
and NANDO - are seated on stumps in a circle around a central 
stump table, playing a D&D-style game laid out there, with a 
board made of bark that looks like a rough map of Australia 
and game pieces made of twigs and rocks. Jeph is gamboling in 
the grass around the table, curious.

JEPH
C’mon Fig, can’t I play? I want to 
play.

FIG
You can’t play with us, Josephine, 
you’re too little. You’ll just mess 
everything up.

JEPH
I won’t! I swear I won’t! I’ll be 
the Bard! No one ever wants to be 
the Bard! I can help!

NANDO
Why don’t you find someone else to 
play with, Josephine? Someone your 
age.

JEPH
I JUST WANT TO PLAY WITH YOU!

FIG
Stop making a scene, Josephine. You 
can play when you’re older. If you 
get us in trouble, we’ll never let 
you play.

Little Jeph clenches her fists by her side. 

INT. - HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY – DAYTIME

FLASHBACK: TEENAGE JEPH is standing in front of a locker bank 
in the hallway. Her locker is open, stacked inside are a 
number of advanced math books, and tucked into the inside of 
the door are some stickers and a pin-up poster of a Quokka 
boy-band, Q-EFFECT. 
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A poster on the adjacent wall indicates there is an upcoming 
dance - “ENCHANTMENT UNDER THE SOIL!” – and Jeph is staring 
wistfully at it. A young wallaby, JASON, approaches her. He’s 
got a basketball under one arm.

JASON
G’day Josephine!

JEPH (NERVOUS-EXCITED)
Oh hey, Jason! How’d it go with 
your geometry test?

JASON
Ah, okay, I think. I’d have been 
lost without you tutoring me. 
Thanks for that.

JEPH
No big deal, it was fun.

JASON
Anyway, I was wondering if you have 
plans on Friday? It’s the 
Enchantment Under the Soil dance, 
you know?

JEPH
Yeah, no. I mean, no, I don’t have 
plans, really, no. No plans.

JASON
Ah, brilliant. I was hoping you 
might be free to babysit my little 
brother? Ma says I can go to the 
dance since I got my grades up, but 
only if I can find someone to watch 
Jimson.

JEPH
(crushed, but struggling not to 
show this) Oh. Oh, yeah, sure.

JASON
All right! Thanks, Josephine! 
You’re the best.

A girl wallaby with a bouncy ponytail, CASSIE, walks up to 
them.

JASON (CONT'D)
Cassie, Josephine says she’ll do 
it, so I can take you to the dance. 
Isn’t that cool of her?
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CASSIE
Yeah, that’s really ... cool.

She stares Jeph down, communicating how uncool she thinks 
Jeph is. Jason slings his free arm around Cassie’s shoulder 
and they walk off.

JEPH
(softly, to herself)

Sure, I didn’t have other plans 
anyway. 

INT. - CIVIL ENGINEERING OFFICE - EVENING 

FLASHBACK: Current-day Jeph is sitting at her desk. The plans 
for her Networked Burrow presentation are spread all around, 
and she is hunched over them. She looks over to the entryway 
of the office, where a group of her colleagues are gathering.

COLLEAGUE 1
Time to knock off and get a pint!

General cheer in response. Everybody makes to leave. Back at 
Jeph’s desk, she sighs, and returns to work. The office 
lights switch off, leaving her in darkness. After a moment, 
she reaches out and turns on her desk lamp, and returns to 
work.

INT. - JEPH’S BURROW - LATE AFTERNOON, PRESENT DAY

Jeph is sitting at her computer. 

JEPH’S POV

Jeph is looking at her Critter profile. It has a couple 
pictures of her hiking in front of rocks, holding cute snails 
in both hands, out for a pint with her big brothers, and one 
up close of her face with a filter on it that makes her look 
like a human woman. In her profile description it says: 
“HONESTLY, I’M NOT CONVINCED ANY OF Y’ALL KNOW HOW TO READ.” 
There’s a box checked off that says, “INTERSPECIES-FRIENDLY.”

She switches over to her match screen, and scrolls through a 
mortifying array of messages from weirdos she’s matched with.

MESSAGE 1 (from a KANGAROO in aviators): Heya babe, I’d sure 
like to dig your burrow if you kno what I mean.

MESSAGE 2 (from a WOMBAT in a leather jacket): wats up 
betiful, u awake?
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MESSAGE 3 (from a PLATYPUS in the nude): blleeeerrrghh mmm 
mmm yum boo yah what what

MESSAGE 4 (from a DINGO in a band t-shirt): Hey there, good-
looking! How’s the engineering world?

END POV

JEPH
Alright, that’s...not terrible. 
[typing] It’s Thursday and I’ve got 
burrow fever, d’ya fancy a drink 
later?

JEPH’S POV

She’s sent the message she just narrated, and a little series 
of blinking paws indicates someone is writing back. A picture 
of a duck appears.

END POV

Jeph gasps.

JEPH (CONT'D)
You did not just send me a duck 
pic.

JEPH’S POV

The indicator moves over a button that says “DELETE PAWFILE.” 
Clicks. Pop-up window - “ARE YOU SURE?”

END POV

JEPH (CONT'D)
Never been more sure in my life.

INT. - BOXING GYM - AFTERNOON

Frank is working a heavy-bag. Between straight punches he 
ducks and slips, then comes back with beautiful combinations. 
He is light on his paws and in the pocket.

Larry saunters up. 

LARRY
Great Tortoise, Frank, you look 
good. 

Frank wipes his ears off with a rag, has a drink of water, 
and takes a bite from a bag labeled “ORGANIC GRASS - NO CIV 
CONTAMINANTS.”
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FRANK
Yeah, Larry? How good? 

LARRY
I know, I know. You want me to 
vouch for you to the Board. But 
it’s not a question of skill, 
Frank. It never was. 

FRANK
It was a mismatch, Larry! That 
scathead rehydrated to heavyweight! 
I was fighting for my life in 
there.

LARRY
And who made that match, Frank?

Frank, unwrapping his paws, stops suddenly. He is very still.

FRANK
You don’t talk about my mother, 
Lawrence. Not like that.

LARRY
Frank, I mean it with all respect. 

Frank takes a step towards him and Larry steps back.

LARRY (CONT'D)
You know what, take some ring time. 
It’s just me and you in here. I’m 
gonna do some paperwork. 

Larry scurries off and Frank climbs into the ring. 

CUT TO:

Frank is shadow-boxing, but we see the SHADOWS - a whole host 
of ANIMAL BOXERS, and Frank is bobbing and weaving every 
punch and taking on the lot of them, his eyes hot pools of 
rage.

EXT. - OUTSIDE THE BILLABONG PUB - NIGHT

A sandwich board sign: “TONIGHT: NEIL THE WOMBAT!” Crowd 
noise inside.
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INT. - THE BILLABONG PUB - NIGHT

Frank’s working, and the bar is bustling with activity. 
Animals of all kinds are stacked up at the bar and pinball 
machine, and settled around tables. On a small stage there’s 
a stool. NEIL, a hippie wombat folk-singer wearing a 
flamboyant paisley scarf, is mid-performance. 

NEIL [SINGING]
My name is Neil the wombat/
my songs are quite profound/ 
there is so much meaning/ 
in them to be found/ 
so much deep, deep meaning/ 
about so much stuff/ 
stuff you’ve never thought about/ 
and I’m not known to bluff.

Frank shakes his head good-naturedly at Neil and then turns 
to address two party girls, KIKI the koala and KIMI the kiwi, 
who are out for a night on the town. 

FRANK
Hello ladies, what’ll it be, then?

Kiki pulls at her halter top. 

KIKI
Dunno, what d’ya fancy making?

FRANK
Uh, well...

KIMI
Something not too sweet. But not 
too sour. Not bitter, though. Or 
boozy.

FRANK
Uh...

KIKI
You know what, you decide. I just 
want to watch you work. What time 
do you get done here, anyway?

FRANK
(uncomfortable, rubs the back of 
his head) Uh...

He sees something.

FRANK’S POV
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The door opens and Jeph walks in. She takes in the scene for 
a moment, looking around. She looks over at the bar and makes 
eye contact. She smiles.

END POV.

Frank grins. Walks away from Kiki and Kimi to meet Jeph at 
the other end of the bar.

KIKI & KIMI (O.S.)
Hey!

FRANK (TO JEPH)
Hey.

JEPH
Hi.

FRANK
How’ve you been?

JEPH
Not my finest week. But better now.

They smile at each other for a moment.

FRANK
Beer?

JEPH
Absolutely.

Frank brings her a beer.

FRANK
On the house. I gotta work a bit, 
but let me know when you’re ready 
for another. And meantime, enjoy 
the show.

NEIL [SINGING]
The meaning of my music/
is mysterious and deep/
causing little joeys to laugh/
and grown wombats to weep/
about universal truths/
to which I now allude/
about the mysteries of life/ 
both terrible and good.

Neil stops playing and nods at the smattering of APPLAUSE. He 
raises his beer to take a sip but spills it, and it lands on 
the microphone cable. Sparks fly, igniting Neil’s scarf. 

21.



22.

The crowd gasps but he whips it off, unfortunately catching 
it on the curtains behind him, which ignite. 

MALACHI, a platypus from the crowd, leaps dramatically over 
the bar, past a stunned Frank, and grabs a bottle of liquor. 

C/U on the label: Navy-Strength Rum.

Doing karate screams, he pours it on the flames. 

The high-proof alcohol makes the fire go wild, and Malachi 
backs off, but he is still holding the bottle, dripping as he 
backs up to the door. The fire follows the trail of booze, 
and soon the door is aflame as well as the stage. 

Bedlam erupts.

Frank leaps on top of the bar.

FRANK
Everyone remain cool, calm, and 
collected!

KIKI
WE’RE ALL GONNA DIE!!!

The crowd screams.

Frank tries to grab Jeph’s hand. She is looking at her phone 
and shakes him off.

FRANK
What the bloody heck are you-

JEPH
As I thought. We’re above a burrow 
from the Ancient Times. There 
should be a way to access it. We 
always used to build with respect 
to the Ancient Ones.

FRANK
Well, that’s great but-

Screaming from the crowd. Jeph is typing into the phone and 
scanning the floor. Frank sees a beam from the ceiling is 
collapsing. He rushes to the middle of the floor and catches 
it, holding it above his head. 

JEPH
Frank! Back behind the bar!

Frank lowers the beam and heads behind the bar where Jeph is 
standing. She points at a floor drain. 
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JEPH (CONT'D)
Can you rip that out?

Frank takes hold of it and rips out a big piece of the floor. 
A tunnel is revealed. 

JEPH (CONT'D)
Everyone in here! Now!

Frank and Jeph start shepherding other animals into the 
tunnel, until it finally appears that everyone is in.

NEIL [ON HIS WAY IN]
Wow...the Ancient Ones...far out.

The bar is an inferno.

FRANK
That’s it, is that everyone?

JEPH
Yes, that’s everyone. We gotta get 
ou-

Screaming. Kiki and Kimi have just come out of the bathroom; 
they are trapped on the opposite side of the room behind a 
wall of fire. 

JEPH (CONT'D)
Oh, Great Tortoise.

FRANK (TO KIKI AND KIMI)
What the heck were you doing?

KIKI
I went to get Kimi!

KIMI
I just wanted to post a story to 
AnimalGram! The lighting in there 
is so good!

JEPH
There is no way through that fire.

FRANK’S POV

The room is on fire, but the girl’s screams and the roar of 
the fire fades into a focused silence. The flames take on the 
shape of abstracted animaloid boxers. A bell rings, like the 
start of a match. 

END POV

23.



24.

Frank starts to make his way across the room, dancing with 
the fire and rubble like it’s an opponent. 

V.O. DIAMOND LIL
Anytime an opponent commits to a 
punch, he will leave an opening. 
Exploit that opening.

Fire whooshes towards Frank; he weaves and ducks, moving 
around it.

V.O. DIAMOND LIL (CONT'D)
Be patient, son. Wait for your 
moment.

Frank waits, breathing heavy. Flaming detritus falls from the 
ceiling into his path. He takes two steps back, it flames 
out, and he pushes forward again. 

CUT TO: Jeph, she watching, dumbfounded, scared, impressed. 

Frank has reached the girls. 

KIKI
Get us out of here!

V.O. DIAMOND LIL
Improvise, Francis, improvise.

FRANK (UNDER HIS BREATH)
Frank, Ma.

Frank’s gaze falls on the bathroom door behind the girls. He 
tears it off the hinges and holds it in front of them as a 
shield. 

FRANK (CONT'D)
Get behind me, and get ready to 
run.

Kiki and Kimi, sobbing, scramble behind him.

FRANK (SHOUTING) (CONT'D)
Jeph, go! We’re right behind you!

EXT. - OUTSIDE THE BILLABONG PUB - NIGHT

Jeph, coughing, bursts out of the building next to The 
Billabong. There is a bucket brigade, including Malachi and 
Neil, trying to get the fire under control. It appears to be 
a localized blaze, just the pub. Jeph paces back and forth. 
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JEPH
C’mon, Frank, c’mon.

Kiki and Kimi emerge from the door where Jeph just came out. 
They are streaked with soot and hysterical. Frank is right 
behind them. He’s got his bar towel tied around his face. 

KIKI
Great Tortoise, we almost died!

KIMI
Francis, you saved us!

Malachi comes running up with a bucket of water and makes to 
douse Frank and the girls. Kiki shrieks.

KIKI
Don’t you dare get me wet! 

A crowd is gathering around Frank and the girls, who are 
hanging all over him. He is trying to shake loose, looking 
around to see if Jeph is okay, but he is overwhelmed by the 
growing crowd. Kiki slings one of his arms around her 
shoulders and snaps a selfie. Jeph registers the gesture, and 
starts to back away from the scene.

EXT. - SETTLEMENT CITY STREET - NIGHT

Jeph is walking away, down the same street where she saw all 
the couples a few nights before. She is crestfallen, but also 
putting herself together with grim determination. 

FRANK (O.S.)
Hey!

She stops short.

FRANK (CONT'D)
Where are you going?

JEPH
I... I have no idea.

FRANK
Well, slow down. I’m a little worn 
out. 

JEPH
You were amazing in there. I still 
don’t really understand how you got 
across that room. It just looked 
like a wall of flames to me. 
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FRANK
I think it has to do with training 
as a fighter? I’m not sure I can 
explain it. But there wouldn’t have 
been anywhere to go, if it weren’t 
for you. 

JEPH
Heh, good to know that my 
encyclopedic knowledge of archaic 
burrow construction paid off for 
once. Still wouldn’t mind being 
able to walk through fire, that’s a 
good trick

FRANK
I could try and show you, if you 
want to come train with me 
sometime...

JEPH
I would, yeah. Do you have any 
fights coming up?

FRANK
No, I - I just got back from 
spending some time touring the 
bush, and I haven’t lined anything 
up yet. 

JEPH
I mean, maybe you want to go back 
there and get praised for your 
heroics? 

FRANK
Praise disappears overnight.

JEPH
I’ll have to take your word on 
that. 

FRANK
Well, it’s hard to receive if 
you’re always walking away.

JEPH
[Takes a beat] Fair. [Another] 
Well, don’t let me stand in your 
way. I think you made some big fans 
tonight.
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FRANK
If you don’t mind, I’d rather walk 
you home. 

Jeph shivers a little, and then smiles. 

JEPH
Sure. (softly) I didn’t have other 
plans, anyway.

They start to walk down the street again, side by side. 
Dialogue resumes, but they remain in wide shot, walking away 
together. 

FRANK
Besides, have you ever seen what a 
koala looks like when you get it 
wet? Yeesh. 

Jeph laughs.

THE END
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