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Abstract
Writing Blackness for the New Zealand Screen is a practice-led experiment in decolonising
screenwriting practice. Situated within Black Diasporic Cinema, Pinky (the screenplay) serves
as both research and output, exploring the tension between individual and community, and
appearance and reality, especially as pertaining to the image of blackness in New Zealand.
Written from a Coloured South African perspective, Pinky navigates the (re)construction of
identity intrinsic to the experience of diaspora. Pinky actively upends the image of Africa that
has persisted in cinema since its colonial origins, which influences the way Africans are treated
in New Zealand today. This is done through Africanisation, Autoethnography as Method, Writing
as Method and Script Activation, which allows the spectator to access African subjectivity. Pinky,
therefore, is a screenplay that prioritises narrative components attuned to African sensibilities,
while also being culturally rich and an expression of authentic representation of the Afro-Kiwi
experience.
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Introduction
First they made me Coloured, then they made me black; all the while invisible, until I wrote it
down.
I have lived in New Zealand for twenty years, and over this period I have constantly grappled
with my fluctuating identity. Born in Cape Town, South Africa, I was designated the racial
category ‘Coloured’ - a contentious term denoting a liminal identity between White and Black
(note the capital B). Coloured, of course, is a colonial invention, enforced through the Apartheid
regime’s brutal Group Areas Act of 1966, with forced evictions effectively establishing the Cape
Flats as the foothold of urban Coloured identity. We did not invent the term for ourselves, but it
was forced upon us, and we carried it everywhere in our little green ID books. While many have
reclaimed the term, some people now reject the term altogether, in favour of terms like Camissa,
or People of Colour, or simply Black, while others have pivoted towards indigenous identities
through the Khoi and San revivalist movements1. It is important to note that South Africa is still
highly racialised, and these racial categories persist even after the fall of Apartheid, and still
manifests through spatial, political and socioeconomic divisions. I have only known myself as
Coloured, and henceforth I will use the term, acknowledging that it denotes a politically black
(lowercase B) identity with unique cultural expressions which speak of the diversity of its
lineages.
When I moved to New Zealand, however, my Colouredness was stripped away, and I was
instead labeled black. Becoming black meant taking the full history of blackness on my
shoulders as I encountered ignorance amongst my peers who would at times click at me, or
reduce me to a caricature of blackness garnered primarily through what they saw in movies or in
television shows. These images of blackness were largely coming from the United States, which
represented a completely different experience to my own. Growing up in New Zealand, I
observed that there was a serious lack of representation of the Afro-Kiwi experience on screen,
let alone the Coloured experience, an observation I was not alone in making (Teklezgi,
Mthembu & Waaka, 2020)2. It was only years later, when studying towards my Bachelor of Arts
in Anthropology and Politics at the University of Auckland, that I became aware of the power of
the screen to mediate my peers’ and society’s perception of me as an African in New Zealand.
With that in mind, entering the Creative Practice programme, I was intent on actively upending
this caricature by presenting an authentic instance of blackness previously unseen on New
Zealand screens.
Afro-Kiwi filmmakers have rightly been outspoken in their need for more representation on
screen, and the challenges posed by current funding mechanisms in enabling that. Filmmaker
1

The term Coloured is a contested term designed to de-Africanise and de-indigenise a group of people
from various lineages living in South Africa. As such, these revivalist groups are actively reclaiming their
Africanness and indigeneity, beautifully articulated in Bastaards or Humans (Richards, 2017).
2
Prior to starting this research, there have only been two short films made of the Afro-Kiwi experience Coffee and Allah (Urale, 2007) and Amadi (Mandviwalla, 2010) - neither of which were written or directed
by Afro-Kiwi filmmakers.
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Ahmed Osman (2021) identified that New Zealand On Air’s multiculturalism policy limits funding
to African filmmakers on the grounds that the African audience is a small minority of New
Zealand’s entire population. I believe this is a reductive position, based on an assumption that
ethnic communities only consume media that reflects their own lived experience. The
international success of Korean television sensation Squid Game (Dong-Hyuk & Kim, 2021),
German television show Dark (Musch et al., 2017-2020), and the Academy Award winning
Korean film Parasite (Joon-Ho, 2019), for example, is enough to dispel this theory, effectively
crossing linguistic and cultural barriers. I posit that theme and character are universal, and as
such themes such as loss or fatherhood, and characters searching for validation, are not
confined to one culture, yet it is in this cultural specificity that these themes are enriched and
made meaningful. Over the last five years, only two projects with a writer, director or producer
who describes themselves as MELAA (Middle Eastern, Latin American and African) received
funding from NZ On Air (NZ On Air, 2021). The funding body explicitly states that this 1-2% is
reflective of the percentage that MELAA as a category makes up of the total population of New
Zealand, but it does not state whether these stories centred MELAA characters and stories (NZ
On Air 2021). Osman (2021) identifies that not being represented on screen leaves the door
open for others to misrepresent you, as was seen with the recent controversy surrounding They
Are Us, namely that white writers and producers had attempted to tell the story of the
Christchurch massacre while centring Prime Minister Jacinda Ardern and not the victims
themselves (Salman, 2021). Consequently, the funding institutions themselves must be
criticised for enabling this lack of representation, and the tangible violence that transpires as a
result of being an invisible minority.
It is precisely this misrepresentation that I am addressing through this research. While it would
be interesting to delve into why funding bodies have neglected the Afro-Kiwi population, this
project is about authenticity in black representation on screen. I believe representation must go
beyond simply seeing black faces on screen, and must operate at the level of narrative,
character, visual and sonic aesthetics, cultural expressions and worldview. Before production,
this process begins with the writing. The aim of this research, therefore, is to illuminate how
Africanising screenwriting practice contributes to Black Diasporic Cinema in New Zealand.
Writing Blackness for the New Zealand Screen is a practice-led decolonising project. Linda
Tuhiwai-Smith (1999) defines decolonisation as re-centering indigenous worldviews in
formulating, interpreting, theorising and researching. This does not denote an outright rejection
of Western theories, tools and methods, but rather speaks to a shift away from how these
mechanisms are used to uphold colonial structures. The relationship between Africans and film
is complicated by the history of colonial powers using ethnographic and instructional films to
reinforce ideas of white supremacy and justify the colonial project (Prabhu, 2014). As such, film
itself is a colonised (and colonising) medium, the spectator a colonial voyeur. In decolonising
screenwriting practice, I am Africanising the spectator, and actively creating an oppositor (a new
term, of my own invention, which describes a spectator that has experienced African
subjectivity). I am not rejecting screenwriting convention, but consciously adapting it to suit my
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African worldview, liberating the screenplay from its overtly colonial origins. All of this is done
through Pinky (the screenplay artefact), which is simultaneously research and output3.
The objectives of this research are to establish Pinky as Black Diasporic Cinema in the context
of Accented Cinema and New Zealand national cinema through a literature review; to
decolonise screenwriting practice through Africanisation, Autoethnography as Method, Writing
as Method and activating the script; and finally to present Pinky as both research and result, a
means through which I could both explore my own (re)construction of identity, and present it to
the world as a framework for authentic black representation and Africanisation.

Literature Review
“Lack of recognition can become a form of violence and social oppression” (Ricci, 2020, p.12).
If there is violence in the lack of recognition, how can I bring authentic Afro-Kiwi representation
to New Zealand screens? In surveying the field, I will establish the context in which my creative
practice is situated, to determine how Africanising screenwriting practice contributes to Black
Diasporic Cinema in New Zealand. I will start by situating Pinky within Black Diasporic Cinema,
and explain what this entails. I will then discuss the New Zealand screen culture context, as well
as multiculturalism, where my script will contribute to the National Cinema discourse. Lastly, I
will illuminate the Afro-Kiwi experience central to the novelty of my contribution to the field of
Accented Cinema. The scope of this literature review is limited to Black Diasporic Cinema, as
opposed to Black Cinema at large. As such, determining a definition of Black Diasporic Cinema
and where it is located in the broader realm of screen studies is the first step on this journey.
Accented Cinema
Black Diasporic Cinema falls within the broader theory of Accented Cinema, which consists of
films made by filmmakers who have moved from the global periphery to the global core, while
moving from the core of one’s homeland to the periphery of one’s new home (Naficy, 2001). As
such, these films contain elements foreign to the established National Cinema where they are
made, giving them an aesthetic accent (Naficy, 2001). The aesthetic accents that these films
carry are not homogeneous, given that accented films cover a broad range of cultures in relation
to different geographies and social relations. Accented films, therefore, are more connected in
their dialogue between the local and the global, than in their aesthetic qualities. The films The
Farewell (Wang, 2019) and Black Panther (Coogler, 2018), for example, are both considered
accented films, yet their subject matter, accents, languages, cinematography, use of colour,
editing and even genre are vastly different. Nonetheless, the conversation that both films evoke
regarding the local and the global, is what connects them as accented films when viewed
through the lens of Accented Cinema. Accented films do not fit comfortably into traditional film
categories, usually presenting a blending of style and genre, but it is in playing with music, text,
language and accents that accented films evoke the notion of difference and non-conformity
3

While Pinky is a queer story, this research focuses specifically on the Afro-Kiwi experience of diaspora,
and not on the queer elements contained in this screenplay. It must be noted that queerness in this
context compounds the experience of Other, but this is beyond the scope of this Masters research.
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embodied by the individuals who experience being at the margins of their newfound society
(Naficy, 2001). Wang (2019), for example, employs long takes filmed on a static camera in The
Farewell to emphasise the family’s performance of normality while withholding medical
information from their grandmother, which becomes a source of conflict for Billi who is caught
between her American upbringing and her Chinese culture. Furthermore, with the extensive use
of Mandarin Chinese, neon signs illuminating the city in red Chinese characters, and contrasting
soundscapes between New York and China, Wang (2019) creates an aesthetic that is foreign to
dominant Hollywood expectations. Being a Coloured South African filmmaker in New Zealand, I
have personally moved from the core of my society in Cape Town to the margins of my society
in Auckland. Undoubtedly, this movement has influenced my screenwriting practice, as my ideas
are a conversation between my Coloured identity and New Zealand society, an inherently
globalised worldview. Through Pinky, I have developed my own accented aesthetic, which
incorporates Kaaps/Afrikaaps and the Coloured English dialect, as well as our unique cultural
traditions, beliefs and worldviews, into the script. As such, I would be defined as an accented
filmmaker, but beyond this, I also consider myself a diasporic filmmaker, which has its own
specificity.
Diasporic Cinema
Diasporic Cinema is a strand of Accented Cinema which denotes dispersion across geographic
borders, whether voluntary or involuntary, and the (re)construction of identity that occurs in the
new land, informed by the fully formed identities of the homeland (Naficy, 2001). Diasporic
Cinema does not serve as an oppositional force to the dominant National Cinema discourse,
rather it is an assertion of how displaced peoples’ stories are equally valid within this discourse,
and thus serve to legitimise both creators and their audiences (Naficy, 2001; Zalipour, 2019).
Diasporic cinema has a communal focus, recognising commonality in the shared experience of
migration, and emphasises the fluidity of identity, which is constantly shifting and never in a
state of completion (Naficy, 2001; Ricci, 2020).
Ricci (2020) notes that while diasporic filmmakers are themselves in liminal states, navigating a
synthesised identity between two polarities, this locus is where their work serves to comment on
globalisation. I posit that diasporic cinema navigates complex identities that exist simultaneously
as both/and and neither/nor, where in my own context this would mean I am both South African
and New Zealander, and neither South African nor New Zealander. I can speak to this through
my experience of feeling like a foreigner in both Cape Town and Auckland, and this tension that
exists within myself from my experience of migration and (re)constructing my identity is what
informs the diasporic aesthetic of my practice. Through Pinky, I explore these synthesised
identities, as they create sites of intergenerational conflict that leads to a constant
(re)negotiation of identity.
Black Diasporic Cinema
Black Diasporic Cinema incorporates films made by the African diaspora, including those with
hyphenated African identities (eg. African-American, Afro-Caribbean). Ricci (2020) posits that
the black experience is shaped by shared histories of trauma, particularly that of slavery and
colonialism, which creates an internal sense of African inferiority, even within African societies. I
can attest to this through my own family history, being the descendant of slaves in the Cape
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Colony, and being classed as Coloured by the Apartheid regime, which stripped my community
of our freedoms, our land and our sense of belonging. When Africans leave Africa, they are
subjected to external gazes, and are endowed with a black identity, along with all of the
historical trauma accompanying it (Ricci, 2020). It is unsurprising, therefore, that collective
memory occupies a central place in Black Diasporic Cinema, actively upending the Eurocentric
gaze that erases Africa’s contribution in global and local histories (Petty, 2008).
In Black Diasporic Cinema, themes have emerged which serve as counter-narratives to the
Eurocentric depiction of Africans as monolithic, primal and oftentimes simian (subhuman) beings
(Petty, 2008). Afrocentrism, for example, is a recurring theme which prioritises African systems
of knowledge, favouring orality, community and symbiosis with the natural and spiritual worlds
(Petty, 2008). Sankofa (Gerima, 1993), for example, employs Afrocentrism’s return to Africa
narrative, whereby the solution to African problems can be found on the continent itself.
Likewise, The Last Tree (Amoo, 2019) and Black Panther (Coogler, 2018) incorporate similar
Afrocentric themes. 12 Years A Slave (McQueen, 2013) instead shows the immense brutality of
the slave experience, presenting a realism previously unseen in its depiction of slavery within
the subgenre of Black Cinema called Plantation Films. Through this work, Steve McQueen
(2013) makes visible the historic trauma that still affects black bodies, and which defines black
identity today. Within the framework of Black Diasporic Cinema, my creative practice is likewise
a counter-narrative to Eurocentrism, by centring Coloured characters who are given complex
identities, as well as individuated wants and needs, shaped by a collective memory in dialogue
with their unique circumstances. Exploring this complex identity within a New Zealand context is
a novel contribution to the field of Black Diasporic Cinema, and Pinky serves as a tangible, yet
embodied means of documenting the tensions that exist between collective memory, New
Zealand society, the community and the individual.
Africanisation
Prabhu (2014) posits that Black Diasporic Cinema is equally a part of African cinema as films
produced on the continent itself, and as such engages in decolonisation of the screen by
interpellating an African spectator. Interpellation, in this sense, refers to the process through
which identities are constructed from external actors. As such, Prabhu notes that African
filmmakers through their work construct a spectator, regardless of who is actually viewing the
film, and dictate the way in which the film must be engaged with. Prabhu calls this process
Africanisation of the screen, expressed through masterful control of the spectator by playing
with and subverting their expectations, disorienting the viewer out of their Western voyeuristic
bias and re-orienting them towards an African subjectivity. One such example is Black Girl
(Sembène, 1966). Sembène plays with the spectator from the very first shot of the film, as a
panoramic view of the Dakar harbour reveals a cargo ship floating in from the left of frame,
sounding its horn. The camera pans left, revealing more of the panoramic view until it eventually
returns to the harbour on its full-circle pivot, and the cargo ship re-enters the frame once more
from the left. Through this disorienting pan, coupled with the repeated entry of the cargo ship
from the left of frame, Sembène disrupts the Western impulse to follow the movement of the
ship from left to right, and instead asserts control over what is in frame and thus what is
important from that point on. Sembène Africanises the screen further in a following sequence
where the movement of the camera is mimicked by the movement of the protagonist Diouana’s
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head, a clear signal that we are now seeing the world through her gaze. We are then gifted with
Diouana’s internal monologue as her stream of consciousness accompanies us throughout the
entire film. We learn of her desire to move to France for freedom and opportunity, then discover
that once she is there, she is confined to her apartment and effectively imprisoned. The French
title of the film (La Noire De…) aptly translates to “The Black Girl From…” showing that black
subjects in France are stripped of their cultural lives and become disposable labourers,
imprisoned by their reliance on their employers, thus Africanising the screen through thematic
elements. In viewing African cinema, the spectator is constructed as a “momentary African” (p.
22) as they are drawn into the subjectivity of the African characters on screen (Prabhu, 2014).
Filmmakers, therefore, interpellate the spectator by moulding the spectator’s perspective of the
film’s content through camera movement and placement, mise-en-scène, sound, music,
dialogue and editing.
Africanising the screen is particularly important when considering the history of African
depictions on screen. Frantz Fanon (1952) states that as a black viewer of early Western
cinema he is agitated by the depiction of black subjects on screen, as he is made to view
himself from a voyeuristic Western gaze, and to regard himself as Other. France and Britain
exerted strict control over access to films in their colonies, and thus African filmmakers could
only seize the means of production in the second half of the twentieth century (Prabhu, 2014).
African cinema is therefore relatively young, with Black Girl widely regarded as the first African
film, albeit one that crosses over from Senegal to France and back again, and in so doing
expresses that African film has always been diasporic. Africanising the screen is a way to repair
the image of Africans on screen and pull focus towards an African subjectivity that is an equally
valid vantage point from which to view the world. Africanising the screen also imbues characters
with a cultural life that stands in contrast to Western hegemony. Thus Africanisation draws
spectators into the multiplicity of ontologies present in the real world, as different cultures bring
forth different ways of seeing and being in the world. Africanising the screen in a New Zealand
context, likewise, is a novel contribution to the field as interpellating a momentary African
spectator through screenwriting has not been explored here before. In saying that, it is important
to survey the field of diasporic cinema in New Zealand to illuminate the context in which my
work is situated.
Diasporic Cinema in New Zealand
New Zealand screen culture is currently undergoing a process of decolonisation, as it moves
from a monocultural expression of Pākehā stories, to biculturalism, with the inclusion of Māori
narratives, and onwards to multiculturalism (Zalipour, 2019). The screen has long been the site
of the nation-building project, with the earliest New Zealand films depicting Pākehā protagonists
asserting their relationship to the land, and thus legitimising their identities as separate to that of
their European homelands (Zalipour, 2019). Pākehā films are generally characterised by gothic
landscapes; lonely, isolated or troubled male protagonists; romanticised notions of mate-ship;

12

and the overt Othering of Māori (Pitts, 2008). Goodbye Pork Pie (Murphy, 1981) incorporates
these elements into a comedic journey from the very top of the country to the very bottom, while
legitimising the Pākehā identity in relation to land. There are, of course, notable outliers that
center Māori characters in relation to land, such as Utu (Murphy, 1983) and the pioneering
indigenous works of Barry Barclay and Merata Mita (Ngāti (Barclay, 1987), Mauri, (Mita, 1988)).
Diasporic films, however, do not express this same relationship to land, and actually lean
heavily into the characters’ sense of alienation from their land, people and sense of belonging
through the process of migration (Zalipour, 2019). My Wedding and Other Secrets (Liang, 2011),
for example, aims to show the intergenerational tension that exists within Chinese households,
where the values of parents and children do not usually align. Diasporic films, therefore, already
have an accented aesthetic in having different motivations to the earlier nation-building Pākehā
films that dominate the New Zealand National Cinema landscape. Diasporic films, I posit, have
more in common with Māori films, both coming from a place of Other, despite Māori being the
indigenous people of New Zealand. Diasporic cinema and indigenous cinema both serve as
lenses through which the dominant discourses in society can be critiqued, but there is a conflict
between these two cinematic spheres at the locus of funding allocation.
For decades, Māori have actively decolonised the screen as part of the national biculturalism
project, with funding allocation for Māori projects now rightfully being an entrenched part of the
funding mechanisms that New Zealand filmmakers rely on, such as the New Zealand Film
Commission and New Zealand On Air (Reid, 2019). These same funding bodies, however, have
inadvertently created a framework of commercial viability which, for the most part, excludes
Diasporic Cinema, and relegates the multiculturalism project to magazine style content, which
only highlights cultural dishes, festivals and events, as opposed to allowing multicultural
narratives to be incorporated into the discourse of National Cinema (Reid, 2019). Unlike
Australia and Canada, New Zealand does not enshrine multiculturalism in law, given that
biculturalism is still an ongoing process being negotiated through the Waitangi Tribunal, for
example (Smits, 2019). Smits argues that biculturalism is pivoting towards binationalism,
whereby Māori are advocating for sovereignty over their land and resources, and thus towards
self-management and self-determination. Smits believes that this movement will allow the
multiculturalism discourse to bubble to the surface as polyethnic identities will no longer be
competing for the same resources as Māori. Zalipour (2019) presents multiculturalism as a
project controlled by whiteness, in that a palatable version of multiculturalism can be found in
elevating Pasifika stories, which have a shared oceanic consciousness with Māori, and thus
actually serves as broader biculturalism under the guise of multiculturalism. Understanding this
context is important for Pinky’s development, as it centres non-Pākehā, non-Māori and
non-Pasifika characters who are complex and exist as fully formed human beings beyond
tokenistic cultural expressions. Pinky brings black voices from the margins to the centre, and
thus it is important to interrogate how blackness is perceived in New Zealand by exploring the
Afro-Kiwi experience.
The Afro-Kiwi Experience
The experience of Africans in New Zealand is shaped by overlapping discourses surrounding
Kiwi identity, colonisation, and what Majavu (2017) calls the Uncommodified Blackness Image.
Majavu argues that while Kiwi (Pākehā) identity is predicated on ideas of a raceless, classless
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society, and on myths such as everyone having a ‘fair go’, both Australia and New Zealand, as
settler states, are in an ongoing project of preserving whiteness. New Zealand has long had
racially motivated policies to promote immigration primarily from Europe, while discouraging the
migration of other groups, namely Chinese and Pacific Islanders, and more recently Africans. In
fact, the New Zealand government recently stopped receiving refugees from Africa, and
Africans in New Zealand are one of the most disadvantaged and marginalised groups in the
country (Majavu, 2017). Nakhid (2017) expresses that African youth experience hyper-policing,
and are assumed to be criminals before even committing an offence, akin to the treatment of
African-Americans in the United States. Tuwe (2018) notes that African youth experience racism
through microaggressions and casual racism, and this impacts the work that they choose to
partake in, as well as where they choose to live. The black diasporic experience in New
Zealand, I conclude, is shaped by a constant (re)negotiation of one’s own cultural identity in
relation to the conventions of whiteness that society actively seeks to preserve. In my creative
practice, I bring these encounters with whiteness to the foreground, as a way of critiquing the
dominant discourse that serves to delegitimise my place within New Zealand society. Yet
understanding why the negative view of Afro-Kiwis persists is of paramount importance in
building a profound critique, and this can be garnered through an exploration of the
Uncommodified Blackness Image.
Majavu (2017) coined the theory of the Uncommodified Blackness Image to make sense of the
way Africans are perceived in Australia and New Zealand. He found that where
African-Americans have the capacity to commodify and market their culture on the world stage
in a way that is regarded as palatable to white audiences, Africans themselves are regarded as
unpalatable, having not adopted the Technologies of Whiteness necessary to become enfolded
into the dominant discourse of popular culture. The idea of Technologies of Whiteness, or as
Majavu puts it, Technologies of the Kiwi Self, is an extrapolation of Foucault’s Technology of the
Self. One (the subject) modifies their appearance, behaviour and thoughts in order to present in
a way consistent with the dominant discourse in the society they inhabit. In the case of New
Zealand, the Kiwi self is embodied through the English language, the Kiwi accent, and cultural
beliefs that preserve whiteness by encouraging white normativity (Majavu, 2017). Tuwe (2018)
offers an example of this when she identifies African women’s need to conform to white
conventions of dress and appearance when looking for work, feeling a heightened awareness of
any cultural expression they may be presenting and how this may impact their employment
outcomes. One of the ways Africans are excluded by not conforming to the ideals of the Kiwi
self is through their accents, which Majavu says becomes a site of linguistic profiling and
discrimination. Majavu (2017) states “the ideological function of the Uncommodified Blackness
Image is to deny Africans full humanness and human qualities such as civility, refinement,
beauty, intelligence, dignity and voice” (p. 29).
While Majavu identifies that the Uncommodified Blackness Image is a remnant of colonial
thinking, I posit that this has only been reified further by the representation of African blackness
on screen. For example, Afropessimism in films from the early 2000s associated Africans with
famine, war, disease and poverty, presenting Africa in a hopeless situation in need of saving by
white protagonists (Evans & Glenn, 2010). The fact that popular films The Constant Gardener
(Meirelles, 2005), Blood Diamond (Zwick, 2006) and Hotel Rwanda (George, 2004) present
Kenya, Sierra Leone and Rwanda as indistinguishable from one another, shows how the
Eurocentric view of Africa, and by extension Africans, bleeds into a screen culture that, as Tuwe
14

(2018) acknowledges, actively shapes the way African youth in New Zealand behave, and
likewise how New Zealand consumers interact with African youth. The Uncommodified
Blackness Image has tangible impacts on the lives of Afro-Kiwis, where Africans are not viewed
as part of the national lineage, and, therefore, not part of the nation, and this enables a
justification of violence (physical and structural) towards Afro-Kiwis to an extent unseen by any
other minority group in New Zealand (Majavu, 2017). I posit that New Zealand culture has
always been defined in relation to Africa, most evident in the protests surrounding the
Springboks tour of 1981 becoming a turning point in New Zealand national history. The irony is
that while New Zealanders were comfortable protesting against the Apartheid regime and for the
rights of black South Africans abroad, they have nonetheless enabled a system which justifies
structural violence towards those same people on their very own shores. This manifested in the
tragic violence of the Christchurch shooting of 2019, culminating in the deaths of 51 people,
including six of African origin. I believe that these events, as well as the Black Lives Matter
protests of 2020 (Junn, 2020) demonstrate that we are now equally a part of the national
lineage, and thus we deserve to be treated as such. Through Pinky, I directly challenge the idea
of the Uncommodified Blackness Image by presenting the contrast of the stereotypical image of
Africanness compared to the lived reality of the core ensemble. The character of Pinky is
himself navigating the Technologies of the Kiwi Self, and this causes conflict between him and
his family, as he leans more heavily towards a Kiwi identity, while his family still holds onto
values of the Cape Town they left behind. Black Diasporic Cinema is a unique position to upend
the remnants of colonial thinking about blackness in a New Zealand context, while
acknowledging the Afro-Kiwi contribution to the nation. Where Afro-Kiwis are actively engaging
in this process through sport (Israel Adesanya), music (Jess B, Mazbou Q, Mo Muse, Muroki)
and visual arts (Chiedza Nyangoni), the screen is the next frontier to assert an identity intrinsic
to contemporary New Zealand.

Methodology
This research produces a feature-length screenplay artefact as its output. This asserts that the
screenplay itself is regarded as a finished work, with the capacity to be activated in various
ways, including through production into a screen text, but also in its capacity to be read in
private as a screenplay novel, read as a live performance, or recorded as a radio play. The
methods employed to produce this research artefact are Africanisation, Autoethnography, and
Writing as Method. The script artefact then fulfills a cultural function in being activated through a
live script reading with the dual purpose of seeking feedback to improve the script, while
bringing the community together to embody the work as participant-spectators.
My research is practice-led research, which is a subset of, yet distinguished from,
practice-based research (Candy & Edmonds, 2018). As Candy & Edmonds note, practice-based
research is a process through which practice generates new knowledge. As such practice is
regarded as a site of knowledge production and interrogation. Practice-led research, however, is
distinguished by its reflexive capacity in generating and interrogating knowledge about the
practice itself (Candy & Edmonds, 2018). Through Africanising screenwriting practice, I am
innovating a new method focused on decolonising the process of writing.
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Innovating screenwriting practice through my own practice-led approach positions me, the
writer-researcher, as a site of data collection. This puts me in contravention of visual arts
researcher Andrew McNamara’s (2012) first rule of practice-led research, which warns against
the situation of self in the practice-led research process. As the research focus is interwoven
with my cultural worldview, the situation of self in the research exemplifies not only the self as a
site of data collection, but also exemplifies the embodied nature of writing practice itself. Writing
practice has an affective capacity, through its eliciting of emotions and bodily responses in the
writer before the text artefact even reaches the audience. This will be expanded on later in the
text.
The other reason the situation of self is necessary to my research practice is in decolonisation,
whereby I use Africanisation, Autoethnography and Script Activation to imbue the creative
artefact with an unmistakable African flair. Script Activation is achieved through a live script
read-through, followed by a questionnaire and informal conversations to incorporate participant
and industry professional feedback into subsequent drafts of the script. It is through the practice
itself that these processes are formulated, interrogated and incorporated into the research
output. As such, I am expanding the toolkit available to screenwriters operating in this space.

Africanisation
Africanisation is a radical process of decolonising the screenplay (and the screen) by attuning
screenwriting practice to African sensibilities. I wanted to ensure that Pinky was presented as a
distinctly African story, insofar as it represents a unique instance of African existence, with
traces of meaning that run parallel to that of the broader black diaspora and African community.
Africanisation, therefore, became a method through which I could interrogate the early drafts of
Pinky and generate new iterations expressive of the African experience in ways that challenged
the assumed white cis-male gaze, which has remained a constant in Western cinema since its
inception.
Africanisation is interpellation, and, as aforementioned, interpellation is the process through
which identities are constructed from external actors. African filmmakers construct the identity of
their spectators as momentary Africans in order to truly engage with the content of the film itself
(Prabhu, 2014). Africanisation is an act of persuasion, the art of upending expectations, and a
dance between African imaginations. As bell hooks (1992) articulates, there is power in
subverting the white male gaze, in that even presenting a black identity which stands in contrast
to the prevailing stereotypes of the time is an act of transgression4. The white male gaze
upholds a structure of power that is perpetually (re)produced through the screen. Forcing the
spectator to sympathise with black characters disrupts this Eurocentric view.
Pinky is an experiment of Africanisation at the writing stage. Pinky is Africanised in a number of
ways - namely through language, favouring other narrative components, and interrogating the
white Kiwi gaze and the Uncommodified Blackness Image. All of these techniques work
together to interpellate a spectator with a worldview more akin to bell hooks’ (1992) oppositional
4

bell hooks’ Oppositional Gaze is a rebellious act of looking, and critiques how representation on screen
upholds systems of power related to race, gender and class (hooks, 1992).
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gaze, in which the Eurocentric (and phallocentric) system (re)produced through the screen is
openly critiqued. Africanisation in Pinky, therefore, is an experiment of dismantling power by
allowing the spectator to access a black subjectivity, challenging their own biases through the
experience of empathy with a black Other.
Africanisation through Orality
Pinky is Africanised through prioritising narrative components besides character, mise en scène
and dialogue, which Western cinema largely relies on in storytelling through the screen. This is
achieved primarily through an increased emphasis on sound, both diegetic and non-diegetic.
Pinky starts with the rising and falling African drums, a purely sonic experience, as we fade in
on a starry night’s sky. This opening image could be anywhere - the African plain, the streets of
Nairobi, the Sahara desert. We hear the cicadas chirp, and the song of the ruru, which
intentionally brings the Auckland soundscape into the picture, followed by a downward tilt to
reveal a typical Auckland suburb, subverting the audience’s expectations from the start as to
what an African film is, where it is set, what it looks like, and what it sounds like. Sound is, of
course, foundational to African screen culture, in an echoing of the oral traditions which utilised
“the most powerful element of culture, the indigenous language, for its expositions” (Ukadike,
1994 (215)). Cinema can be regarded as a continuation of oral tradition, as African Studies
scholar Vlad Dima (2017) states: “In the beginning there was orality. Then there was cinema”
(17). Of particular note is iconic Senegalese filmmaker Djibril Diop Mambety’s (1973) use of
sound in Touki Bouki. Dima (2017) writes that Mambety was aware of the materiality of sound
and its capacity to transform the experience of space, and create a communal experience. Touki
Bouki (Mambety, 1973) is an experiment in sound, as Mambety creates sonic spaces through
aural montages independent from the mise en scène. One scene, for example, layers the cries
of a baby over a recitation of an Islamic prayer, over the sound of traffic, while all we see on
screen is a man writing in a book. Sound spaces are phantasmagorical (imagined) spaces
which serve to expand and contract our notions of social, ideological and physical space (Dima,
2017). As such, African cinema is concerned with space, while Western cinema is concerned
with time (Dima, 2017).
Pinky is writing oral tradition for the screen in a way that perhaps does not seem obvious, as a
written text seems antithetical to the idea of orality. Kofi Awoonor (1976) expresses that orality
denotes dynamism, environment, community and oral materials. Film being an audiovisual
medium allows orality to be explored through these oral materials, namely diegetic and
non-diegetic sound. In the case of Pinky, this comes with layered soundscapes written into the
text, manipulating the experience of phantasmagorical space. It is important to note that Pinky,
as a written text, works in tandem with the reader’s imagination to produce a soundworld, which
is different from the physical experience of hearing sound as vibrating particles of matter. Dima
(2017) calls the layering of sounds as a storytelling device “aural narrative planes” (p. 1) which
mimic the oral tradition of layered African stories. To Dima, sound has the capacity to generate
images, and in African cinema, sound is used to mediate rhythm and create a sense of
community feeling. Where European cinema is rooted in favouring the visual, with Alfred
Hitchcock, for example, stating “silent pictures were the purest form of cinema” (Truffaut, 1983
(61)), African cultures do not share this bias. African cinema has reflected this through what

17

Dima (2017) calls “the contrapuntal use of sound” (p. 22): that which is heard does not
necessarily need to reflect that which is seen. Dima concedes that diegetic sound is what
grounds the visual and makes it feel like a real space, resulting in Pinky’s soundworld being
composed of mostly layered diegetic sounds, accented by non-diegetic sounds which weave
elements of theme and character into the story on an altogether different aural narrative plane.
Pinky is, from the outset, engaged in the creation of space through sound. It first plays with
imagined space through subversion, and then by offering an alternative soundscape which
shows a family caught between two worlds. We hear the jazzy sounds of Heart FM whenever
we are in the family home, as well as the musicality of Coloured English and Kaaps, but outside
the home we are surrounded by the sounds of Auckland. The creation of these contrasting
senses of space is further enhanced through the painting of Table Mountain looming over the
family in the background, just as Table Mountain is ever present in the lives of people in Cape
Town. The presence of Cape Town only serves to show Pinky’s alienation from his homeland,
reflecting the diasporic experience. Later on in the script, a spiritual or supernatural element
marks the presence of Ma Rita (Pinky’s grandma), even after her death, in the church as the
candles are blown out by a gust of wind behind Pinky and Jalopy (Pinky’s brother), leaving one
solitary candle burning. This is a reference to The Cathedral (Anenden, 2006), a Mauritian film
completely aware of the interpellation of spectator at play. In a pivotal scene, the candles behind
the protagonist spontaneously light up as she walks out of the cathedral, a nod to the spectator
that they have been viewing the film from the cathedral’s perspective all along. The only time a
close up is used is when the protagonist is inside the cathedral itself, further confirming that our
intimacy with the character can only be truly felt when she is inside us. In a similar way, Pinky
and Jalopy do not see this solitary candle flickering behind them. This information is private, a
poetic nod from me, as writer, directly to the spectator.

Figure 8: "Table Mountain - South Africa" by South African Tourism is licensed
under CC BY 2.0.
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The English spoken by the Watson family and their extended family is colourful in its sense of
urgency, its use of local Cape Flats slang, and the varying use of intensifiers. Words like ‘mos’,
‘ne’ and ‘darem’ are intensifiers similar to the English word ‘even’ or ‘absolutely’, yet they have
an implied meaning beyond their literal translation. ‘Darem’ for example is often used when
something exceeds or subverts your expectations. When Dulcie (Pinky’s mother) comments on
Sunila’s house saying “This is darem a beautiful home” she is stating that the home exceeds her
expectations. This is further enriched by the inclusion of Kaaps, a language born of resistance
to empire, unique to Cape Town, and more specifically the Cape Flats. While mutually intelligible
with standard Afrikaans, I maintain that the two are distinct, where Kaaps still has no dictionary,
and thus no standardised spelling or grammar. It is precisely this fluidity that makes Kaaps an
inclusion truly representative of the dynamic and fluctuating diasporic experience. Reading
Pinky’s Coloured dialect of English produces an experience similar to that of reading Shuggie
Bain (Stuart, 2020) or Normal People (Rooney, 2018), written in Scottish and Irish accents
respectively. Deliberately writing English and Kaaps in this way disrupts the Western
understanding of English and Afrikaans, and thus Africanises the spectator who is forced to
navigate this decolonised version of something so familiar.
Other films, too, interpellate the spectator in such a way that disrupts the Eurocentric gaze. In
Farewell Amor, Msangi (2020) opens with a lengthy scene played out entirely in silhouette as a
father is reunited with his wife and daughter after many years living in the United States, while
they had been in a refugee camp in Tanzania. We do not get to see their faces, the
awkwardness, the joy, the disorientation. The story proceeds through the eyes of the father as
he tries to adjust to having his family with him after so long. We learn that he has had a lover in
America, and when we reach a pivotal moment where his daughter becomes aware of the affair,
the film rewinds and we begin to see the world through her eyes. Msangi does not give us the
privilege of seeing what happens next. Now we must follow the daughter as she tries to reorient
herself in a new school environment. This happens once again when we finally access the view
of the mother, who has her own domestic struggles in adjusting to her new home while no
longer feeling desirable to her husband. The film is beautifully draped in the musical sounds of
Angola as the body becomes a site of Africanisation through dancing, accompanied by the
lamenting sounds of Portuguese. This is contrasted with the distinctly urban sound of New York
and the structured movements of step dancing, creating a sense of alienation. Msangi is
controlling our perspective, forcing us to consider each of these three characters as
protagonists in their own right, illuminating the collective nature of African identity, while showing
the complexity of navigating the diasporic experience.
Africanisation becomes even more apparent through works like Play It Safe (Kalisa, 2020),
Rafiki (Kahiu, 2018), Air Conditioner (Fradique, 2020) and Heaven Reaches Down To Earth
(Malebogo, 2020), which all critique the white male gaze by centring the discomfort of Africans
performing in a way consistent with white imagination; by showing young queer Africans in
joyous love; by showing Africans bearing the brunt of the consequences from climate change;
and by showing the beauty and power of black queer bodies respectively. The full compendium
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of African cinema is enriched by works which perfect the art of persuasion, the art of
Africanisation.
Finally, Pinky is Africanised by contrasting the projected image of Africanness that exists in the
Kiwi imagination with the lived reality of Africanness in New Zealand, a critique of the
Uncommodified Blackness Image. Pinky’s entire story arc with Blake (Pinky’s manager) is one
where Pinky’s African identity is reduced to a brand based on a caricature. This starts with the
type of music Africans are expected to make, followed by the misunderstanding of the
environment that we come from, and finally the highly insensitive association with monkeys and
traditional garb. Blake’s image of Pinky is one of the homogenised African, informed by colonial
ideas that persist into present day Kiwi consciousness. When the spectator sees for themselves
that this image of blackness is inconsistent with Pinky’s lived reality, which resembles, to a great
extent, the Western lifestyle, they begin to see how this homogenised idea is not only
inaccurate, but harmful. As such they become privy to authentic African sensibilities and
subjectivities. The spectator has been Africanised. The spectator is now oppositor.

Autoethnography as Method
Pinky is a deeply cultural text, owing to the method of autoethnography contributing to its
development. Autoethnography connects the personal to the cultural, the individual to the
community. Autoethnography as Method denotes an interplay between the self and the broader
cultural context, mediated through language, history and ethnographic explanation (Chang,
2016). As such, the self becomes the site of research, triangulated with data from the collective
in order to generate a text that stands apart from autobiography and ethnography; an entity unto
itself (Chang, 2016). Autoethnography is an opportunity for me to imbue the characters in my
screenplay with a cultural life. With my background in anthropology, this is vital, in the
recognition that human beings do not exist devoid of culture. In such a way, anthropology
informs my creative practice, ensuring the characters are fully realised, in the sense that they
have worldviews/ontologies that influence their behaviour.
Digital media scholar Steven Pace (2012) highlights autoethnography in creative writing
research as a reflexive tool to analyse the process of writing itself. My use of autoethnography
stands in contrast to Pace’s, in that I have undergone an anthropologically informed
autoethnography to inform the script artefact, as opposed to informing the accompanying
exegesis. Consequently, the reflexive nature of culture, in my view, requires dialogue between
cultural texts-as-informants in order to legitimise the knowledge produced, which is then
encoded into the script through character and theme. The autoethnography document is
therefore secondary to this knowledge which is present in the screenplay. Autoethnography,
therefore, becomes a method of screenwriting, working in tandem with Writing as Method and
Africanisation, in a generative dialectic, which is both embodied and cultural in practice, as well
as in the resulting screenplay.
The method of autoethnography I have followed is akin to educational anthropologist Chang’s
(2016) anthropological approach, starting with careful planning and intention. The intention of
my autoethnography is to analyse the experience of moving to New Zealand and the
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(re)construction of identity that occurs in the process to inform the worldviews of the Watson
family in Pinky. I then collected personal memory data, through a self-interview, falling back on
oral storytelling through conversation (see Appendix B). This stands in contrast to Chang’s
outlined modes of collecting personal memory data, which favours chronology. My oral history
danced back and forth in time as the conversation gravitated towards particular themes, which
shows that migration and diaspora is a fluid and flexible experience, and the process of
(re)construction of identity remains ongoing. Chang notes that autoethnography privileges the
writer-researcher’s memory in a similar way to how traditional ethnography privileges the
memory of key informants. As such, the self is elevated to a similar standing as a site of data
collection. The self-interview is then corroborated by supporting texts, bringing the self into a
broader cultural context and validating the personal memory data against external sources. This
ultimately produced two threads of findings: the visibility of Coloured culture; and the underlying
philosophy that determines kinship in a Coloured South African context.
Visibly Coloured
It was important to me that the characters of Pinky had a cultural life that was visibly Coloured.
As such, in corroboration with texts from other Coloured writers (Khan, 2020; Daniels, 2019;
Jephta & Gordon, 2019), I peppered the script with visible cultural markers, such as the
celebration of Eid5, food taken from the Cape Malay Cookbook (Williams, 1995), a staple in
every Coloured household, and the inclusion of Kaaps. The film Barakat (Jephta, 2020)
beautifully illustrates the visible aspects of our culture on the Cape Flats, with attention given to
the ornate fabrics, spices and common household objects, such as a wooden kiest (chest), as
well as the type of housing and mosque. The stone fence outside the family home in Barakat is
exactly the same as that in front of my grandma’s house in Athlone, and while this is a small
detail, it resonated with me in situating the culture within a place. My parents still have the
wooden kiest they received on their wedding day in their bedroom. In telling the story of
diaspora, however, the markers of culture and place expressed in Pinky are confined to the
home, while everything outside of the home is undeniably New Zealand. Pinky shows that while
some visible elements of Coloured culture are maintained, they are blended with Kiwi
sensibilities outside of the home, and thus the idea of diasporic identities being in flux comes to
the fore.
Familie/Family/Whānau
Pinky’s central conflict is the tension between Pinky’s individualism and his family obligations,
where Pinky pursuing his dream is an assertion that he is not an interwoven entity in the family
network. For lack of a better word, the underlying philosophy of kinship in the Coloured
community can be attributed to the Southern African philosophy of Ubuntu. Ubuntu recognises
that human beings are interdependent, an idea championed by Archbishop Desmond Tutu in
reconciling post-Apartheid South Africa (Ngomane, 2019). Ubuntu dictates that the individual
cannot exist independent of the community, and that relationality is part of our essence as
human beings (Ngomane, 2019). Ubuntu serves as a lens through which to evaluate the
strength of the familial relationship in the Coloured community, and thus the weight of
5

Eid al-Fitr is a celebration that marks the end of Ramadan, a month-long fast from sunrise to sunset. In
Cape Town, Eid is also called Labarang.
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responsibility to behave in a manner consistent with the ideals of the family is tied to one’s very
essence. I have opted to refer to “family underpinned by Ubuntu” as familie. Anton (Pinky’s
father) addresses this head on through the line “No man is an island” which my own father says
to me often, reminding me that I am enfolded into the kinship structure and with that comes
responsibility. The conflict between Pinky and Kahu (Pinky’s boyfriend) arises whereby they do
not agree to the extent to which either party is enfolded into their family/whānau6. Kahu already
believes that Pinky is part of his whānau, and by extension, that Pinky’s family and ancestors
are likewise part of his whānau. Pinky, however, cannot meet Kahu at that level of
understanding while he is pursuing his individual dreams, as he is actively rejecting familie and
whānau simultaneously. When Pinky finally rejects his dream of stardom, he affirms his
commitment to community, and thus is open to reciprocating and enfolding Kahu into the kinship
structure, resolving the conflict.
Where Delaney (2011) notes that kinship studies have traditionally regarded kinship through
consanguinity (blood) and affinity (marriage), I argue that for the diaspora, kinship can be
extended to include structures that resemble the kinship structure of the homeland. While the
structures of the homeland are still maintained across borders in a globalised manner, more
localised proxy structures are developed to preserve the kinship framework in a local setting
consistent with the cultural categories. As such, the community that we built in New Zealand
served as a proxy extended family resembling the extended family structure we were used to in
Cape Town.
Ubuntu speaks to the Māori concept of whanaungatanga, loosely translated as kinship, which
underpins the Māori whānau relationship. Much like Māori whānau, familie includes the
extended family. This then extends beyond whānau to hapu and iwi, tracing a lineage or
whakapapa back to the first arrival of waka in Aotearoa, and beyond that even to the creation of
the universe (Rameka, 2018). This idea of kinship, therefore, recognises the
interconnectedness of the whānau within a broader community, as well as within a network of
ancestors, deities and the environment itself (Rameka, 2018). In a similar vein, if Ubuntu is
extrapolated to its fullest extent, it mimics this same kinship network. These two worldviews are
radically different to that which underpins the Pākehā family, which has been well documented
from the period of colonisation.
Social scientist Paul Spoonley (2020) acknowledges the shift from large Pākehā families in the
time of early settlement towards nuclear families in the early 20th century, which faced a further
shift in the post-War era as marriage rates declined, along with falling birth rates and greater
female participation in the labour force. Spoonley notes that the role of the extended family has
declined. One result of this, for example, is the increase in elderly loneliness, as aged care
facilities are in many cases preferred over three-generation households. Under an Ubuntu
framework, it is difficult for me to conceive of placing the elderly in aged care facilities, as I have
always lived in a three-generation household where my grandparents are interwoven into the
6

Whānau translates loosely to family, but extends to a spiritual level of connectedness, which includes
the immediate family, the extended family, groups of families living in the same area, and ancestors
(Walker, 2011).
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daily family dynamic despite their ailments and disabilities. Even in their old age, they serve an
important social function, maintaining a record of faith and stories to keep our culture alive,
performing some household chores, bringing their friends into the home to keep us connected to
the broader social network, and providing emotional, cultural and spiritual support. In the script,
therefore, Ma Rita plays an important function in maintaining stability, faith and culture in a
family that would otherwise face even starker division, which becomes evident after her death.

Writing as Method
Writing is an “alternative route to knowing” (Baker & Batty, 2018, p. 6), a dance between art and
craft, producing a performative knowledge that can only be accessed through participation. The
practice of writing, and screenwriting specifically, is a process of “reading, thinking, dreaming
and debating with others; exploring the known world first and then heading out into the unknown
to gather images, sounds and ideas” (Nash, 2014, p. 97). In considering Writing as Method, the
practice of writing itself becomes the site of research. This is because writing consists of so
much more than simply textualising ideas. The blank page becomes a battleground, as ideas
are contested, where thesis and antithesis generate a synthesis, a codified conclusion. Batty
(2015 & 2018) and Cake (2018), as examples of research screenplays, express the ongoing
battle within the writer’s head and on the page, as they navigate screenwriting conventions to
illustrate the writing process from within. These research screenplays exemplify the capacity for
screenwriting to enable research that is “shown and felt, not merely told” (Baker & Batty, 2018,
p. 2).
In the context of screenwriting, Writing as Method denotes an understanding of screenwriting
craft upheld by largely uncontested screenwriting conventions. While the breadth of publications
on screenwriting craft is undeniably broad (Snyder, 2005; Field, 2005; McKee, 2010; Vogler,
2007; Campbell, 1949) assessing the research capacity of this writing form is relatively novel.
As such, I posit that the elements of screenwriting, namely structure, character, format,
narrative, plot, stakes and theme, can be divorced from the industrial production process, and
can each serve as a site of contestation relative to, and worthy of, academic rigour. Baker &
Batty (2018) call this “thinking through the screenplay” (p. 3) whereby these screenwriting
elements “‘do’ the research” (p. 3). In my own practice, this comes to the fore where I use
narrative components to interrogate blackness in a New Zealand context.
Pinky is a research document that explores the experience of blackness and the subtlety of
racism experienced in New Zealand, which is usually institutional or through microaggressions.
Through a low-stakes, realist drama-comedy, the script humanises the black New Zealand
family and subverts the stereotypes of blackness. As a method, screenwriting allowed me to
draft and redraft this story so that it captured the essence of the black experience, while also
containing my own artistic voice. Ultimately, the script asks what it is like to be an African (black)
in New Zealand, and then presents an instance of blackness through which to gain insight. As
Baker & Batty express, the script enables the reader-viewer to feel what it’s like to be African,
rather than simply being told what it’s like.
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Baker & Batty (2018) discuss the ways in which reading and viewing are embodied experiences,
and thus the power of the screenwriter rests in their capacity to elicit an affective bodily
response to a text. I propose that writing is likewise an embodied experience, whereby the
emotions and biological stirrings experienced by the reader-viewer are experienced first by the
writer themselves. This is true of writing Pinky, which itself was an emotional journey for me as
writer-researcher. This is not entirely rooted in the fact that the story is influenced by aspects of
my own life, and I suggest that the emotional journey of the characters is experienced by the
writer who encodes this journey into text. Using John Truby’s (2007) steps for storytelling within
screenwriting, I was able to take these moments of emotional inspiration and distil them down to
a story outline, and thus a starting point for the script.
Truby (2007) writes about effective storytelling being rooted first and foremost in character.
Korean-American writer, Salesses (2021) contests this, saying that character is the foundation
of Western storytelling, but looking beyond Western cultures, other narrative components are
privileged: character choice is often negated by coincidence or intervention from a spiritual
actor. The page, therefore, became a site for debating what happens to Pinky and whether the
story happens to him, or because of him. Ultimately, the autonomous character won out,
whereby Pinky’s wants and needs become the basis for the story by generating the key
external, emotional and philosophical conflicts, while the spiritual elements highlighted by
Salesses (2021) manifested in a more subtle way, through the imagery of candles, as
aforementioned.
With the characters of the script fully fleshed out, having their own wants and needs intersecting
to create multiple sites of conflict, the next step was visualising the story arc to begin the
drafting process. A limitation I had in this regard is my aphantasia, meaning that I do not think in
images. I worked around this by using a linear timeline and text as images to visualise the story
and place key events where they would most make sense. By the third draft, many of these
events had been reordered, incorporating supervisor feedback to ensure the text was impactful
where it needed to be, improving the participatory experience for the reader-viewer.
Screenwriting is iterative, and each draft allowed different elements of the text to be explored,
emphasised, debated or, in many instances, removed altogether (see Appendix E). Ultimately,
successive drafts allowed me to experiment and to determine what worked best for the story.
Between each draft, and concurrently alongside writing, my process led me to tack between
practice and literature. The first draft was born purely out of practice and an understanding of
craft. From here I was able to dive into autoethnography and academic literature to imbue the
characters with a cultural life, and to discover ways to decolonise the text. While I have
expanded on these processes in prior sections, I mention them here to illuminate a practice-led
approach, which started with the writing itself before drawing on external research to inform the
next iteration. The story that emerged in the first draft, therefore, is organic, and a way of
“thinking through the screenplay” (Baker & Batty, 2018, p.3) even though it emerged later on
that these same conflicts were present in the autoethnography as a reflection of my own
position, and the tensions I am caught between. In such a way, the polarities of
individual/community, perception/reality and internal/external validation are concepts I grapple
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with every day, and the first draft became a site for me to articulate these tensions, albeit
unconsciously. As such, the screenplay is an embodied artefact, enriched by my bodily
experience becoming present in the writing. This was the basis for further exploration as I
sought to conflate these polarities and argue for a middle ground, thus challenging these
concepts as binaries: that perhaps the world is not simply black and white, but Coloured.

Figure 12: Pinky Sonic Aesthetic Spotify Playlist
(image supplied by me).

From the outset, ritual arose as an integral part of my creative practice. Writer Steven Pressfield
(2002) uses ritual to invoke the muse before writing, including reciting a prayer, to overcome an
invisible force he calls Resistance. In a similar vein, ritual prepared me emotionally for the
writing ahead. The flickering light from the candle licks the wall behind my screen, as the fresh
citrusy aroma of Odalisque wafts around my shoebox room before tickling my nasal passages.
A curated playlist of songs mimicking the sonic aesthetic of Pinky’s world plays song after song,
from Lawrence Arabia to Japanese Breakfast to Pink & White Terraces - whimsical, dream-like,
charming. I am now in Pinky’s world. In a certain way, this is my way to overcome Resistance,
just as Pressfield does, yet where I deviate is in my emphasis on emotions and sensibility. I use
this ritual to access the emotional journey encoded in the script, or to access the emotions
necessary to encode in the script as I write. This became particularly useful when writing scenes
that proved emotionally taxing, most notably Ma Rita’s death and funeral. In these heavy
moments, my writing speed slowed as I remembered my own grandmother’s passing.
Undeniably, the process of writing affected me, and while resistance compelled me to stop in
order to not become overwhelmed, performing this ritual the following day made it easier to
resume writing and return to enjoying the process.
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Figure 13: My workstation. Odalisque sits unlit beside my Prince Funko Pop figurine (image supplied by me).

As my writing progressed, returning to screenwriting texts helped rein the story in so that it
became a satisfying read for the reader-viewer. Screenwriter Michael Arndt’s (Arndt, 2021a;
Arndt, 2021b) emphasis on beginnings and endings was particularly helpful in establishing the
external, emotional and philosophical stakes of the screenplay. I gravitated towards this
expression of screenwriting technique because I also regard the screenplay as a text with
overlapping layers of meaning. In conversation with Truby (2007), the conflict arises in this script
striking directly at Pinky’s various weaknesses: Pinky’s conflict with Blake is rooted in his
longing to be validated as a musician; his conflict with Dulcie is rooted in his longing to be
validated as an individual with his own wants and needs; and his conflict with Kahu is rooted in
his insecurity regarding his capacity to be loved. By the end of the script, the resolution of the
conflict with Blake is the resolution of the external stakes (Pinky chooses to abandon the
concert and attend the wedding) and in doing so he also resolves the philosophical stakes by
establishing himself as an individual within the community, thus inventing a middle ground that
serves as a hybridised Afro-Kiwi worldview. Finally, his resolution of the conflicts with Dulcie and
Kahu also resolves the emotional stakes, ultimately producing a satisfying ending with a
cathartic conclusion for the reader-viewer.
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Finally, what adds to this cathartic conclusion is Yorke’s (2015) emphasis on the midpoint in
relation to the final scene, whereby the midpoint resembles the finale except for the fact that the
characters are ontologically opposed to resolving the conflicts at hand, given that they are still
undergoing a journey of change. The midpoint had previously been introduced to me at a Script
to Screen workshop with Hamish Bennett. Following this workshop, I gained a heightened
awareness of midpoints in films, and how they spoke to the resolution. The midpoint and the
final scene were the first scenes I imagined when formulating Pinky’s story, and their affective
capacity brought me to tears on the car ride home from Unitec one afternoon when I
experienced these two scenes at an emotional level playing out in my head. In Pinky, this is
shown at Ma Rita’s funeral, where Pinky’s inability to finish the hymn symbolises his inability to
fulfil his role within the collective, which compares to the final scene where he not only finishes
his song, but enfolds Dulcie into it. Where Pinky is concerned with Kahu’s presence at Ma Rita’s
funeral, he welcomes him to Jalopy’s wedding. These conclusions are deliberately informed by
a tacking between writing and reading, and illuminate the research screenplay as a
conversation between embodied knowledge, craft, external research and practice. Ultimately,
this results in a finished artefact that is both satisfying to read/view and educational in a way that
is shown and felt and not simply told.

Script Activation
The next phase of my creative practice involved radical thinking in divorcing the screenplay from
its production capacity as a screen text. I chose to explore two avenues (a communal script
reading over Zoom, and a private reading as a screenplay novel) to activate the script and
achieve three outcomes: to gather a community together around a work that reflects their
experience; to bring Pinky into an oral cinema akin to the oral traditions of African cultures; and
to generate valuable feedback to influence the next draft of the screenplay. Thus the activation
of the script serves as both a means to build a community and to enfold their feedback into the
work, as they become stakeholders in the screenplay and the research it contains. The success
of these readings also confirmed the value of the screenplay artefact as the finished work,
whereby the screenplay is emancipated from the screen.
The communal script reading occurred on 7 May 2022 over Zoom, featuring fourteen actors and
a director and was attended by members from Black Creatives Aotearoa, my supervisors and
industry professionals. This reading provided the opportunity to connect a community of
disparate people from various backgrounds together through Pinky. This sense of community is
an embodied experience which seemed apparent through the participants’ resistance to leaving
the Zoom space once the reading had concluded. This was accompanied by participants
expressing their gratitude for the experience, reciprocating the elevation of understanding and
the knowledge imparted in this embodied manner. It was a humbling experience seeing Pinky
bring visible joy to the participants, and recognising the power contained in the work to effect
change in participants at an emotional level. The script was thus activated and taken off the
page and embodied by the participants in a way that is independent from the screen, and it
became a living community experience.
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Following the reading, participants were sent an optional survey to fill in for feedback on the
script, which was only completed by three participants. Interestingly, a number of participants
opted instead to have informal discussions with me about the work and the reading, in a way
mimicking a decolonised method of data collection as opposed to the institutional or scientific
nature of a survey. The data I gathered through both methods was richly informative for the next
draft. It was clear from their feedback that participants were able to recognise and empathise
with the central conflict of the script. Participants all agreed that the script is both an African and
New Zealand script, and that they felt the black experience was well represented. The feedback
began to deviate where the lesson from the script was concerned, with all survey respondents
stating (independently from one another) that the lesson was about forgiveness, while the
informal conversations revealed an array of lessons from finding validation within to breaking
free of the individual/community binary. All of these responses collectively show that different
ways of interpreting the same story result in variations of the same theme, albeit through
different language as relates to the experience of the observer. The script is therefore equally
about forgiveness, intrinsic validation and unfixed identities, at various intensities, all encoded in
the same document depending on the perspective of the reader/viewer.
Likewise, feedback from reading as a screenplay novel produced similar results, but focused
more heavily on the representation of blackness, which felt relatable, and validating to those
reading. One participant said that he felt seen, and that the family dynamic and the interactions
between characters felt like real life, and different from anything else he had seen on screen in
New Zealand. This participant related the script to the experience of his friends who share a
background with Pinky, and how the conflict between individual and community, while in search
of identity, is a common theme among his Coloured friends. He noted that as Africans we are
constantly navigating a sense of belonging in New Zealand and trying to figure out ways of
making this place our own, which the script illuminates for an audience that may not share the
same background.
One aspect that emerged from the reading was the fact that people from various backgrounds
related to the characters and their journeys. One actor with a Tongan background felt a strong
connection with Anton, as a reflection of an experience similar to his own, and he was brought
to tears at Ma Rita’s death and funeral. Another actor noted that the script showcased the
Auckland he knew: richly diverse, entangled and messy. He was particularly enamoured by Ma
Rita as the pou (upright support structure of the marae) of the family, and the mana she carried
in every scene. I loved this image of Ma Rita, as the backbone of the family, as her death marks
a turning point where everything begins to go wrong for each of the other characters and their
conflicts come to a boil.
I was fortunate enough to also have a crit session with screenwriter Steve Barr. Steve translated
his experience of the script reading into practical feedback to improve the next draft. The main
feedback centred around ensuring Pinky is a likeable protagonist, particularly as he is
uncommunicative for much of the film. This includes building a better picture of Pinky’s talent in
relation to other artists, in the manner of Inside Llewyn Davis (Coen & Coen, 2014), and
rewriting Blake so that he appears genuinely invested in Pinky’s career until the end and thus is
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more seductive to Pinky and the audience as a viable choice. Ma Rita’s role as pou would be
further solidified if she was shown dissolving a conflict early in the script, and her belief in Pinky
would be unquestioned if she is shown encouraging Pinky in his musical career despite the rest
of the family’s resistance. Lastly, the opening montage dragged on without advancing the story.
While there is rich characterisation work occurring in this opening section, it was removed so
that the audience arrived at the conflict sooner and remained engaged (see Appendix F). This
feedback session was a valuable asset to the screenwriting process and enabled Pinky to reach
its full potential as an embodied experience contained in a screenplay document.

Conclusion
Pinky is an experiment in Africanisation, in interpellating an Africanised spectator (oppositor)
unseen in New Zealand before. As a feature length screenplay, Pinky is potentially the first of its
kind, written by and centering an Afro-Kiwi protagonist. This research has shown how Pinky fits
into the broader Accented Cinema, Black Diasporic Cinema and New Zealand national cinema
discourses, existing in the interstices of genre and aesthetic, and drawing the spectator into an
African subjectivity to create momentary Africans. Above all, Pinky represents a decolonisation
of screenwriting practice, which is not an outright rejection of screenwriting convention, but an
innovation of Africanised processes to achieve an accented aesthetic. Africanised screenwriting
practice, therefore, maintains the form, structure and formatting of conventional Western
screenwriting, while illuminating aspects of screenwriting that resonate with African sensibilities.
Narrative components that resonate with African sensibilities tend to be those that elongate and
manipulate the experience of space, namely sound and rhythm, which harken back to oral
traditions that inform African storytelling even today. Through Africanisation, Autoethnography
as Method, Writing as Method and Script Activation, decolonisation is written into the very fabric
of the screenplay. Pinky, therefore, is an authentic cultural expression of Colouredness and
Africanness with a consciously African visual and sonic aesthetic. A result of an embodied
process of experimentation through writing, Pinky is a screenplay for and of the community with
a collectivist outlook.
The scope for future research in decolonising and Africanising screenwriting practice is vast.
Pinky serves as only a starting point. For example, one thing this research does not address is
Pinky’s queerness, which could be another exegesis in itself. Pinky’s queerness can be further
explored with reference to Queer African Cinemas (Green-Simms, 2022) as well as other queer
screen texts. There is also scope to lead a community-based project tracking the affective
experience of transitioning from spectator to oppositor. While Pinky is a finished document as a
screenplay regardless of its production capacity, it may be interesting to see how imagined
image and sound compares with produced image and sound, and how this affects the
interpellation of the spectator. While conducting this research, the New Zealand Film
Commission (2022) released a diversity report identifying MELAA as an underrepresented
group. Pinky has demonstrated that centering the Afro-Kiwi experience is possible; now it is up
to funding bodies to ensure that these Afro-Kiwi stories do not sit idly on a harddrive, but reach
the communities they were made for.
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Appendix B - Raw data from an autoethnographic interview with myself
NB - all names have been changed for the sake of privacy.
Tell me about your experience of living in Cape Town
My memories of Cape Town are very minimal, given that I was so young when I left. My earliest
memory is of having chicken pox, dressed in my navy blue dressing gown, with pink dots of
ointment all over my face, crying because all I wanted to do was play outside with my cousins
and my friends in the neighbourhood. My grandma’s house had a tree in the front garden that
we would climb and hang off of. It grew these little green fruit that we would pelt at each other.
We played soccer in the street with the neighbourhood kids, and other games like three sticks
and drie blikkies and on-on (tag). I spent a lot of time with my grandparents when I was younger.
My paternal grandmother once took me up the country to Namaqualand to visit our family. I was
very little and all I remember is that everyone only spoke Afrikaans, and all the aunties would
pinch my cheeks and say “Ag, moeder.” The matriarch of the family would give me small tasks
to do to keep me busy, and one day in a proud and confident voice I said “Mama, ek is doen, ek
is doen!” and all the aunties laughed, especially my grandma. It doesn’t really make sense in
Afrikaans, but my little child’s brain tried to translate directly from English, and this phrase would
be a running joke in my family for years to come. My grandma, many years later, would still
laugh to herself when talking to me on the phone and say “Mama, ek is doen, ek is doen!” They
called me Kleintjie (little one) because I was the youngest in the family for many years, almost
until we moved to New Zealand.
The Cape Flats had narrow streets that cars could barely drive down. My first few years were
spent in Mitchells Plain before we moved to Rondebosch East to this big house with a pool. My
mum got Uncle Victor to paint the whole inside of the house blue, and my room was painted to
look like a safari, complete with animal stickers on the wall. I attended a little kindergarten close
by. My parents always remind me of when the boys all had to do Xhosa classes and the girls
had to do ballet. We would have demonstrations for our parents and collectively we would all
say “U- Body-Parts” in a Xhosa accent, and our parents would laugh, knowing that we were just
copying our instructor. I longed to do ballet. I would watch the girls practice, and I would go
home and twirl. My mum asked if I could join the ballet class, but they said that it was for girls
only - so Xhosa it was.
Growing up I spent a lot of time with my cousins, especially my cousin Andrew. Andrew was my
favourite cousin, the two of us were inseparable. On the Cape Flats, your cousins are your first
friends, and sometimes your only friends. We would get up to all sorts of nonsense, but Andrew
was always the most responsible as the eldest cousin. Andrew taught me to dip my plain
cheese sandwiches into my coffee, something I still do today. My grandma would give us a 10
Rand and ask us to go to the shop to buy bread or milk, and we’d walk barefoot down the road
to the left, to our local huiswinkeltje (dairy). Dairies are different in Cape Town, they had bars
across the till and you would talk to the person serving you through a little square opening. It
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was also normal for us to buy cigarettes for the aunties and uncles, which they also sold in
singles when money was tight.
Our house in Rondebosch East had burglar bars installed. These were bars across the windows
that stopped people from getting inside your house. We also had an alarm system installed
which triggered the security company down the road to turn up with guns to inspect the property
- and this happened fairly often. One night our neighbour came to ask us if we had seen
anything because they had just caught someone in their yard. We found footprints all across our
backyard, and it was a stressful night of security searching our property. Another safety
measure was my little dog Growlithe, named after the Pokemon. We had initially got two dogs,
but one was stolen from our backyard. Growlithe was probably left behind because he would not
go quietly.
My parents worked hard in order to afford to send my brother and myself to private school.
When I started at Rondebosch Boys, it was my first encounter with White, Black and Indian
South Africans. My kindergarten had been entirely Coloured, but now I was facing interacting
with people from different backgrounds which was a steep learning curve for me. We even had
one Chinese South African boy at our school - he was the first Chinese person I had seen
outside of the Kung Fu films Andrew and I loved. This was where I learned about my ‘work
voice’ and code switching, although I never knew what it was called at the time. My Coloured
friend Nasir would always mock me for altering my speech to sound White - he would say I
sounded like a girl. All of the teachers were White, most of the students were White, and of
course most of the parents who came to pick up their children after school were White. My
grandpa would pick me up in his kombi every day, which was very different to the fancy cars that
the other kids drove home in.
At our school, every student had to play one summer sport and one winter sport. The obvious
summer sport was cricket. I remember on my first day taking a ball to the groin and refusing to
get up to bat ever again. My winter sport was hockey, and I really enjoyed going to practice with
my friend Boyd. His mother always gave me Pringles and let me sit in their car while waiting for
practice to start, as my grandpa would drop me off on his way to collect all the other kids for my
grandma’s after school care. One day as I jumped out of my grandpa’s kombi on my way to my
very first hockey game, I darted across the road without looking and was struck by a car,
sending me flying into the air. My little six-year-old bones somehow survived, but I was left with
a nasty head injury and the skin from my elbows and knees were scraped clean off. Boyd’s
mum was the first on the scene to help me, and the ambulance came shortly after. I spent
weeks and weeks at home, unable to go to school. My classmates all made cards for me, most
of them with drawings of Pokemon on them, which they knew I liked. They were hand delivered
by my headmaster, a towering man with a thick moustache. It took a long time to learn how to
walk again, and I never saw the hockey field or the cricket pitch again after that.
Growing up, it was very normal for us to have a domestic worker. Many households in South
Africa, even on the Cape Flats, had a domestic worker. Our domestic worker was practically a
part of the family - she not only cleaned and did household tasks for us, but she also cared for
my brother and I, particularly while I was in kindergarten. She even stayed with us while my
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mother travelled for work, to look after my brother and I while my dad was working long hours.
She really was a part of the family. I remember she fell ill with breast cancer multiple times, and I
would always ask about her. I would ask about all the domestic workers - they played such a big
role in raising me - Aunty Brandy, Aunty Jenny and Aunty Alison. Aunty Brandy visited us when
she could, but she eventually succumbed to cancer. Aunty Jenny died shortly after we moved to
New Zealand. In 2012 when I visited my family in Cape Town, my grandma arranged for Aunty
Alison to visit and it really lit up my world seeing her so happy to see me after all these years,
her gold tooth sparkling the same as before.
The houses on the Cape Flats were frequently visited by beggars. They were most frequent at
my maternal grandmother’s house in Belgravia Estate. There is an informal term for them bergies - or vagrants. They were usually very soft spoken people who only spoke Afrikaans, and
they’d knock on our door and ask for food. We had regulars, because they knew they could
always get food at our house. My grandma would pull out all the ice cream containers full of
leftovers and heat them up for them. They would sit on the stoep while eating, and these would
probably be their only meals that day. We always had an abundance of food because my
grandpa worked at the freezer works and would get it for very cheap, and distribute it amongst
the community, and for the kids to eat at the after school care.
Before we left South Africa, my parents made sure that we did our first communion. I was raised
Catholic, and my parents belonged to an order called the Schoenstatt Movement, which they
had initially met through as teenagers, where they got married, and where my brother and I
were baptised. My parents gave me four godparents because they knew I would be hard work.
At our first communion, I went up to receive the host, holding my mum’s hand. My brother and I
were wearing matching jumpers knitted especially for this day. I received the host and not long
after threw it right back up. I guess Jesus wasn’t really meant for me, and I wish I had known
that sooner.
Then it was time to leave Cape Town. I don’t really remember leaving. All I remember is my
aunts and uncles crying a lot, especially my dad’s sisters - they cry for anything and everything.
We were a close knit bunch. Most Fridays we spent time with my dad’s family, and every other
day we were with my mum’s family. Christmases, birthdays, Easter - we were always together.
My parents had other friends, sure, but for the most part our lives were spent with the family
first. And now we were going to be on the other side of the world - all on our own.
I think my favourite memories of Cape Town are the little things - my grandma rolling balls of
dough to make roti, lining them up along the end of the kitchen table; picking guavas from the
tree in my grandma’s backyard and hoping there were no worms in this one; lying on the hot
paving after getting out of the swimming pool, seeing the little red bugs crawl between the
cracks in the bricks; standing on the windy Hermanus coast, seeing the whales perform and
leap and splash their tails; my mum and her sisters singing Mama by the Spice Girls for my
grandma’s 60th birthday; early mornings at the rugby field to watch my brother play, and the
bacon and egg rolls we would get after the game, with the yolk dripping down my arm; and
singing Judith Sephuma’s A Cry, A Smile, A Dance on repeat with my aunt’s karaoke machine.
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Tell me about your experience moving to New Zealand
I did not fully understand what moving to a new country entailed. On our way to New Zealand
we stopped in Hong Kong for a few days. This was my first experience of being in a foreign
country. I was overwhelmed by all the sights and smells and sounds. I remember that at night,
the smell of cooked oil tossed down the drain would waft up throughout the entire city, and as a
child it was an assault on the senses. I remember one night in the hotel as the monsoon was
coming in, and the thunder rattled from one building to the next, and it was terrifying. I
remember having dinner with my mum’s colleague in a fancy restaurant where I tried moon
cakes for the first time, and I loved them - they were shaped like Mickey Mouse to celebrate
Hong Kong Disneyland’s opening. This same colleague was also desperately trying to push me
into marrying her daughter which I was vehemently against. Hong Kong was also the first time
that I saw Shakira’s music video for Whenever, Wherever - and I was instantly enamoured by
her seductive hips and her yodelling voice.
When we finally made it to Auckland, we were greeted by my dad’s childhood friend and his
wife, who housed us for a few weeks while we were getting on our feet. They owned an old
council house in Glenfield, and they showed us around Auckland, our new home. My dad had
another close friend in Christchurch, but I think my parents wanted to try settling in Auckland
before considering another move further south.
There were immediate differences that I noticed. Firstly, Auckland was very green. Cape Town
has a few months in the year when it is flourishing with greenery, however for the most part it is
dry, and we would be living under water restrictions, which meant gardens and lawns were left
to dry out and disintegrate into sand. We arrived in Auckland in October, and it rained almost
every day. I had never seen these shades of green before. Also, the houses were very different
and very far apart from each other. In Cape Town the houses are made of brick or stone, so
seeing wooden houses was a novelty. I thought the houses would just blow away in the wind,
especially when they creaked as the joinery rubbed against each other.
Another observation was that children walked around freely on their way to school, often
barefoot, unsupervised, with a pie and a Coke for breakfast. The people on TV sounded funny there were all these new shows I hadn’t seen before like The Wiggles, Bumble, Hi 5, and
Shortland Street. In Cape Town, we always watched ‘soapies’ after dinner - but there it was
Days of Our Lives, The Bold and the Beautiful and Backstage (Backstage was my favourite).
Here, we quickly latched onto Shortland Street, and we would sit together as a family watching
this hospital drama unfold, all the way until I was about 16 or 17.
In Auckland, windows didn’t need burglar bars, people didn’t need high fencing and electric wire
around their houses. People drove cars that ran on gas, and there was no one at the petrol
pump to help you put petrol in. There were also no domestic workers, which meant splitting up
chores amongst the family - mum liked to keep me for the inside jobs, while my brother would
help my dad in the garden. People would leave their cars running while they ran into the dairy in Cape Town it would take a lot less to have your car stolen in a flash. Auckland felt safer, but
we still had our heightened awareness which took many years to subside.
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One time we were in the supermarket, and my mum asked my dad to pass her a rockmelon. He
was so confused, walking up and down the aisles, growing frustrated when he did not pick up
on what she meant. We all laughed. In South Africa, we call them sweet melons. This was
another running joke. The food in Auckland was similar enough to the food available in South
Africa, but there were new foods like sushi, which I immediately fell in love with, which hadn’t
made its way to Cape Town yet. We tried hokey pokey ice cream, Bluebird chips, pavlova,
Manuka honey, but ultimately settled back into the food we enjoyed back home.
I remember my dad’s first car. He had bought it second hand for next to nothing, and it definitely
looked like it. It was a hatchback Toyota Corolla, but it was so old and unappealing. Even worse
- it was brown! We called it ‘the brown car’ and my brother and I were so embarrassed by it. In
Cape Town, your car is a status symbol - everyone had a flash car, or tried to have a flash car,
even if they lived on very little. We noticed that Cape Town’s obsession with name brands did
not translate here, where people wore cheap clothes from the Warehouse and jandals every
day, even in the middle of winter, which is how we started to dress. People also didn’t dress up
for church here, which was initially a big shock. In Cape Town, we would have ‘Sunday outfits’
which were reserved for going to church - they would be our newest shirts and pants, our
newest jumpers and jackets. Mum would always take a nice handbag to church, and take it with
her when she went to communion. Here it seemed like people didn’t really care what they wore,
and soon enough we were doing the same, wearing shorts and singlets to church like everyone
else.
We built our own little Coloured community here in Auckland fairly quickly. My dad’s neighbours
from across the road moved here shortly after us, and my grandma’s friend’s son lived here
already too. When my grandparents came to visit us, we met another family at the airport whose
grandma was on the same flight. And shortly after that another family moved over. Soon the five
families were inseparable and we became a found extended family while we had all left our
families behind in Cape Town. I call their children my cousins, and they are all my aunties and
uncles. We spent every Easter, Christmas, birthday and graduation together, and we even
formed a short-lived dart club called the Cape Flights. I think this found family was essential for
our survival in New Zealand because it helped us to feel like we belonged here.
Describe in detail the challenges you had adapting to your new school
I started school almost immediately after arriving in Auckland. My mum was very organised in
arranging that, and my brother and I were enrolled in St Mary’s Primary, and my mother was
very happy to be sending us to a Catholic school. On my first day of school, I was paired with a
boy called Jorge, who was my buddy for the week. We became friends, and I became friends
with his friends, some of whom I am still friends with today. It was surprisingly easy to make
friends, and I found that most of my friends were not white, but were from various Asian
backgrounds. We bonded over Pokemon and Yu Gi Oh, and that’s all we needed to find
common ground.
At school here, every student has a desk that they store their books and stationery in. At my
school in Cape Town, we had our stationery box (it always had to be in a box) on our desks, and

42

our books were all stored in a book bag which our teachers held onto. I remember the first task
our teacher made us do - write the alphabet. Easy enough, I thought, until I realised everyone
had already finished and I was only halfway through. When the teacher had moved onto the
next task, I kept going with the alphabet, thinking that we had to finish our task before moving
on. The teacher yelled at me and asked if I was deaf - it was terrifying, but from then on I
prioritised speed and caught up to the rest of the class fairly quickly. I think as children we can
be so adaptable.
In Cape Town, our school uniform was a button up shirt, a tie, shorts and a v-neck jumper over
the top, covered by a blazer which bore the school emblem, with long socks which always had
to be pulled up and folded in a certain way, and shiny black shoes that we had to polish. We
also had regulation haircuts that we had to get. We all ended up looking very much the same little professionals, little clones. Here, the uniform was a t-shirt and shorts, with an optional crew
neck jumper. When it came to shoes we could wear sandals or shoes, and shoes could be worn
with any long blue socks. The most important part of the uniform was your hat - you could not
play outside without your hat. We arrived in Auckland at the height of the ozone crisis, hence the
emphasis on sun protection. There were many days I forgot to bring my hat, and would have to
try to convince my friends to stay indoors with me and play chess. I got very good at chess.
The school buildings themselves were very different here. In Cape Town, our school had grand
stone buildings, with large foyers and high ceilings. The grounds seemed to go on forever. Here,
the classrooms were their own little wooden houses, connected by boardwalks in dire need of
repair. We had a large field to play on, but it was always muddy, so returning to class meant
muddy shoes, or worse, muddy bare feet.
The other kids at school would often mock me for my accent, particularly when I said words like
forty, thirty, and off. I worked really hard to change my accent to sound more Kiwi but in the
process developed a more hybrid New Zealand-American accent. In reality, the accent I
developed out in the world is different to the one I use at home - I recently learned this is called
being bidialectical, and it is similar to speaking a different language at home altogether. In
primary school I didn’t get bullied by the other children, however I often got asked ignorant
questions about South Africa. When I first arrived, they asked me questions about living in a hut,
or if I spoke Afrikaans, and they would click at me. They would ask if I had lions in my backyard,
and if we had to hunt for our meals. Eventually I got tired of correcting them, and I would just
play along and say that they were correct, it seemed to be the path of least resistance.
On the whole, I found it relatively easy to fit into my new school. It was only many years later
when real issues began to arise, particularly in high school as I grew more aware of my place in
the world, and my place in New Zealand.
Tell me more about what changed in high school
In high school, I think I truly became aware of my blackness and I didn’t like it. In fact, I became
particularly self-hating. I just wanted to be like everyone else, but I never could be. The first
instance was when I hit puberty, and my hair type started changing from soft, relatively straight
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hair, to thick, curly and coarse hair. I was going through puberty during the emo era, and all I
wanted was a cool fringe that was all over TV. One day at the hairdresser (I would get my hair
cut by a Coloured family friend), she tried a chemical relaxer in my hair to straighten out the
curls. She ended up burning my entire scalp, and it scabbed over and I was in serious pain for
weeks and weeks. I was so upset that I could never have straight hair, and it made me feel like
a lesser person that I could not keep up with the trends.
Every mufti day was always another challenge for me. A lot of my clothes were hand-me-downs
from my brother, which were usually cheap clothes from the Warehouse. They were ill fitting,
and I was already incredibly skinny, so they hung off me like a parachute. The other kids would
not only all have the same haircuts, but would all follow the same fashion trends - one year it
was jeans shorts, with the bottoms rolled up, one year it was extremely loose singlets that
exposed your entire upper body. By the time we could afford clothes to meet the trend, it had
already passed. While no one ever said anything to me about it, I could tell what they were all
thinking, and it hurt. One time, a kid stepped on my shoes which were very expensive shoes to
me, and I probably should not have been wearing them to school. After telling him not to do it,
he kept doing it over and over again on purpose, to get a rise out of me, until I was on the verge
of tears because I felt so helpless and disrespected.
One year my school decided to have a cultural day, where everyone had to come to school in
their cultural dress. This is such a beautiful idea sometimes, but I went home upset because
growing up my parents told us that we never had culture, and we never had cultural dress. I
borrowed a dashiki from my grandpa that someone had given him, and I wore that to school,
knowing that it was not really part of my culture or my heritage, but it’s what everyone expected
from the African kid. You see, here they don’t know what a Coloured is. They don’t care what a
Coloured is. They don’t care about me or my culture. They just see everyone from Africa as
black - as African. Everyone had a good laugh at me in this outfit because I was the stereotype
that they pictured me as in their head. High school erased my Colouredness and painted me
with a broad black brush.
In Year 10 or Year 11, we watched The Power Of One in English class, and the other students
learned the word kaffir for the first time, which is the most offensive word you can use in South
Africa targeted specifically towards black people, on par with the n-word - in fact, in South
Africa, we call it the k-word. The students then proceeded to call me the k-word for months and
months, and I would hide the hurt as they laughed amongst themselves. There were very few
black people at our school, probably 5 in total if you include my brother and myself, but there
were a number of white South Africans who unfortunately inherited racist attitudes from their
parents. One of the bullies in my year was a white South African, and it became clear that he
was intent on preserving whiteness. I remember one time I tried to piggyback off a joke he made
in class, and he mocked me for it, but had any of the white kids done it, they would have gotten
a laugh. It became clear that I was not one of them, and I stopped trying. In his story arc, he
actually became very friendly towards me in Year 13, which was unexpected, but I am grateful
that he changed, although that doesn’t erase years of hurt and exclusion.
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One time in PE, one of my white Kiwi friends came up to me and pulled my foot to see the sole
of my foot. I questioned what he was doing, and he said he wanted to see if it was true that
black people all have white soles. This was particularly hurtful because I thought this guy was
my friend, and while he laughed about it, I internalised it, and tried to avoid taking my shoes off
from then on.
What made things even more difficult for me was that I attended a Catholic boys high school,
with a strong rugby culture, and I was a performing arts-loving queer kid, who was outwardly
queer despite not coming out until after high school. I grew used to being called a faggot or gay
or a bender. I would get mocked for the way that I ran, or talked, or my interest in America’s
Next Top Model. As much as I never wanted to admit it, it really destroyed me inside, because I
felt like I could not function in this world without an immense feeling of shame. The school had a
big emphasis on manliness and brotherhood, and essentially promoted a culture of gender
performance regulation. What’s funny is many of my friends from high school have since come
out. I found religion as my escape - if I couldn’t thrive in the sports culture of the school, I could
thrive in the religious culture. In hindsight it was probably the worst place for me to descend into,
but I was desperate to dispel the rumours that I was gay. One girl from our sister school even
spread a rumour amongst my group of friends at the time that I had come out to her, and this
went around the entire year group and people just took it as fact.
In Year 8 religious education, we were given cards to act out situations to show examples of
charity. Our group’s card had girls on it, so naturally, we turned up our shirts and acted the
scene out as girls. Our teacher proceeded to not only get angry, but to lecture us, and
specifically me, on the sin of homosexuality for about 30 minutes. It was really hurtful to be
singled out like that for an innocent performance and essentially be told to hate myself. A few
years later we were made to do a course called Theology of the Body, which essentially pushed
the idea of chastity, and had a whole section on the sin of homosexuality. These things coupled
with my experiences of racism compounded my self-hatred which lasted almost a decade.
Describe in detail the challenges you faced as an African living in New Zealand
Aside from the challenges I faced in high school, there have been a number of instances of
racism I experienced, both overt and subtle. Sometimes I never even noticed that these events
were racist until looking back.
The first instance was while waiting in line to enter a club with my cousins in Central Auckland.
We were all pretty intoxicated at this point, and it was rare that we would go out together. While
in line, a group of drunk white people thought that we had pushed in front of them in the line,
with one guy calling us the n-word. My cousin became very upset, and she couldn’t believe
someone would say that. The bouncer witnessed the whole kerfuffle, and immediately told the
group of white people to leave, and let me and my cousins into the club. It ruined our night, and
we ended up going home almost immediately. I still think about this night a lot. I always think
that the only reason he said those things out loud is because he was drunk, but imagine how
many people have those same thoughts whenever they see me or my cousins, and they never
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verbalise it but keep it to themselves. Is it worse that he said the word, or is it worse that people
think the word and it manifests in how they treat us.
I often feel like I have missed out on a lot of opportunities on account of my blackness. I have
two degrees, yet I feel like I have to constantly justify my intelligence to white people. When I
told one of my employers that I was looking for another job because he was unable to offer me
what I wanted, he told me to put that I am black and gay at the top of my CV because that’s all
people care about. He then proceeded to say that it wouldn’t even help because I’m not Maori
or Pasifika. This was particularly hurtful because it reduced me to the things about myself I
could not control, and then pitted my minority group against other minority groups in a way
Apartheid divided and conquered black people. What’s worse is that I internalised this when I
applied for over 270 jobs and was constantly told that I was over-qualified or under-qualified,
and I began to think that this was all because I was black, or the wrong shade of brown.
What compounded this belief was when I was studying towards my first degree, and I applied
for a scholarship. I had a meeting with my lecturer who recommended me for the scholarship,
and it was all going really well, until she said I would only be denied the scholarship if the
university was angling for two things - it had to be a female recipient, or it had to be a recipient
from a diverse background. I said “But I’m African, does that count for anything?” and she said
“Maybe it would in America, but not here.” I went home and I cried because I knew that I would
not receive that scholarship, despite my financial hardship. I cried because I felt worthless,
unimportant, invisible and unwanted. I hate that minority groups have to fight over scraps
because we cannot benefit from white privilege, and even then diversity has a very specific
meaning in New Zealand that basically excludes people like me.
Most of my jobs have been in customer service roles. In high school I worked at a local theatre,
selling tickets and working backstage. One year we had a South African show put on by
members of the Coloured community called Racoon, about the colonial era and the relations
white men had with their slaves. The producer of the show was an Afrikaner woman, and I
remember telling her that I was also South African. She looked at me in shock. “Are you white?”
she asked. I told her that I am Coloured. “But you don’t look like a Coloured, are you sure?” I
was very confused by this - how should a Coloured person look?
One time in retail, a middle aged white man came in and only one of my colleagues and I were
free. He looked at the two of us, her, a white woman with blonde hair, and me. He decided to go
to her, but said very loudly “I’m happy you were free, I probably couldn’t even understand the
other guy.” I moved all of my things to the back office and needed to take time out. In this
workplace I was regularly the butt of racist jokes pertaining to my appearance and my culture. At
one event I wore a bandana and someone took it off me and fashioned it into a turban and put it
on my head, and all my colleagues laughed. When you are new at a company and powerless,
what can you do? You just have to laugh it off and hope that things will improve, but they never
do.
When I look at my white peers at school, and where they are now, they have all gone on to be
successful in some way, even the ones who weren’t that bright at school. I was a high achiever
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at school, but I get tired of being stuck in a cycle of customer service roles, having to defend my
intelligence to people who talk down to me. It took me years and years to realise that those
white people weren’t really my peers. We weren’t on the same rung of the ladder. In fact, I don’t
feel like I was on the ladder at all - I still feel like my feet are firm on the ground, and I will never
move up because the system wasn’t built for people like me. It feels like people will come up
with any excuse to deny me opportunities, that I’m under-qualified, that I’m overqualified, and
I’m starting to believe that all of this is just code for ‘you are not white.’
One time on a film set, in a moment of everyone sharing their exhaustion, the sound guy
decided to talk about how much he hates South Africans. It was very awkward because
everyone watched in silence as his rant continued, no one jumped in to stop him. Eventually he
got to the end of what he was saying, and I finally said “go on, say some more, you know I’m
South African right?” He went bright red and everyone’s eyes exploded out of their skulls. He
later came to apologise, but it really had me thinking that even on a film set with open-minded
creative people, I am not safe.
Tell me about how you keep your culture and your heritage alive in New Zealand
In high school, I used to get so upset with my parents because we always ate the same food all
the time, the food we loved from home. I was in my self-hating phase, and all I wanted to do
was live like the white people at my school and eat pasta with a side of salad, or chicken
parmigiana. It’s funny because now I love the food from home, and we don’t eat it as often as
we used to. Food is probably the main visible way that we keep our culture alive. We eat
standard Coloured dishes - tomato bredie, lamb curry, bobotie, oxtail stew, milk tart, chakalaka,
koeksisters. In Cape Town, everyone eats koeksisters on Sundays. No one knows why, we just
do. My grandma’s neighbours made the best koeksisters, and we would pass our containers
over the brick wall between the houses, and she would fill them up for us with steaming hot
koeksisters. My mum can make great koeksisters, but we usually buy them frozen and then
reheat them and syrup them ourselves when we want to eat them. Tomato bredie is my
favourite dish. My mum taught me the family recipe. I can eat three servings in a row, I love it so
much. At Coloured parties, you can expect to always have finger food like samosas (we fill our
samosas with mince), spicy mince pies and daltjies. We also snack on biltong quite often,
although it is more of a treat food now.
Another important aspect of our culture is coming together for family events. I know this is
common amongst most cultures, but we make a day of it. It is usually accompanied by a braai
(barbecue), and the adults will sit and play a card game called Klaberjass which I have never
been taught how to play, or throw darts, or play dominoes. There is usually a prayer given by the
eldest person in the room, who is usually my grandpa, and we all join in whether we are
Christian, Muslim or Atheist. The ladies usually gossip in Afrikaans, but there is always a lot of
laughter. My mum’s laugh is so loud it travels all the way down the street.
My parents refused to teach me Afrikaans growing up. Their first language is English, along with
about 25% of Coloured people. Under Apartheid they were forced to learn standard Afrikaans,
and my mum was forced to go to an Afrikaans university which was alienating for her. To my
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parents, they see Afrikaans as oppressive, yet they speak in the Cape dialect of Afrikaans
(Kaaps) when they gossip or when they don’t want my brother or me to understand what they’re
saying. I have learned Kaaps by proxy. I studied German during my undergraduate degree, and
I took the sentence structure from that and applied it to Afrikaans, and it mapped almost
perfectly. Then I picked up words here and there as my parents used them, or from seeing
comedians online, and now I have an elementary understanding of the language. I often use
simple phrases at home to talk to my parents, or I speak Kaaps almost exclusively with them
when we are outside of the house. It came in handy when I was living in Europe and I was
gossiping with my parents about my flatmates, and they could not understand what I was
saying.
I think the instance that reminded me of my Africanness was my grandma’s funeral. At the time I
was flatting with white friends (British and American) and the entire time I was living there I was
always frustrated with how individualistic they were. They would open a bag of chips and sit and
eat it entirely by themselves without offering any to anyone else in the room. If your clothes were
done in the washing machine and they wanted to use it, they would tip yours out onto the floor
and just put theirs in without even telling you. They would cook a meal for themselves and use
all the pots and pans and not clean them, with no regard for the next person who may need to
use them. While these things all sound minor, they compounded over time when I began to feel
that these flatmates did not care about me at all, and I felt alienated from the flat because I
identified with them as a collective, and they did not see it that way. Then my grandma died.
My grandma’s funeral was an eye opening event. She was a beloved woman who had many
friends. She was active in the church and in the South African community, and worked hard to
connect people. Even though she was blind, she knitted socks for people, and she would tell
them that there was a prayer in every stitch. She really touched a lot of people, and it showed.
The church was completely full with hundreds of people at this funeral. It felt like all of South
Africa was there, aunties and uncles I hadn’t seen in years. When my grandma passed, my
aunties immediately turned up at my parents’ house with pots of food, flowers, cards, candles.
We had an impromptu prayer service that night, and the room was packed full of aunties and
uncles and cousins. The aunties made all the food for the funeral too, and this event reminded
me what it meant to be a part of a community, that at the heart of Colouredness, and
Africanness, was this sense of community - a thread that connects us all. In contrast to the
individualistic lives of my flatmates and my work colleagues, this was so moving and motivated
me to return home to live with my family again.
Tell me about how your family relationships changed over the years in New Zealand
Up until I started high school, my family was very close. We would play board games in the
evenings. My brother and I would play and fight a lot, we never really hung out with friends from
school, so during school holidays we would only have each other. We would play backyard
cricket and soccer, and I would always lose. Our family wasn’t really one to go out often. We
never ate at restaurants, and very rarely did day trips or even more rarely did we ever go on
family holidays.
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A few years after we moved to New Zealand, my mum’s sister moved here too. She lived with
us until her death in 2012. I even had to share a bedroom with her for years, which presented its
own challenges. She was one of my godmothers, and we were very close. She often looked
after my brother and myself after school, and would sometimes take off work during the school
holidays to look after the two of us and our cousins who would sleepover in our lounge for a
week.
A couple of years after that, my grandparents moved here. Initially they had come for a 9 month
stay, and then returned to Cape Town for 9 months, then moved here permanently. We lived in a
three generation household which is typical of families on the Cape Flats. We don’t put old
people into rest homes in our culture, we look after them until they pass. My grandma was
functionally blind, and my grandpa is extremely hard of hearing. This presented many
challenges, particularly when it came to having patience with them, and them having patience
with us. I was very close with my grandma until I came back from Europe, then everything
changed.
I think what changed over time was that I felt like my family was holding me back, and I
desperately wanted to be like the white people around me and live my own life. As I’ve noted
before, I have realised that this is not the best thing for me and that I thrive in a communal
setting. I think my desperate desire to be an individual and make my own way in the world
deteriorated my relationship with my family for a long time. Even today, I have very minimal
conversations with them. I also have conflict with their religiosity and my queerness. While they
know of my queerness now, it’s something we cannot talk about, and therefore I feel like I can’t
be my whole self at home.
What also causes a lot of conflict is that my parents and grandparents held onto values from
Cape Town that I personally feel are outdated. A big part of our culture is respecting your elders
no matter who they are. Being raised in New Zealand, I often speak out against my elders’
beliefs and criticise them as I would criticise anyone. I get told off for this all the time. Another
cause of conflict is my parents’ expectation that I must become a doctor or a lawyer. When I was
finishing high school they were disappointed because I studied towards a Bachelor of Arts
degree. For them, education needs to lead to a job, education is vocational, but education is
also the single most important resource that we need to take advantage of. For years, I
internalised my parents’ expectations of me and internalised the feeling that I am a failure
despite receiving stellar grades. They would tell me “yes, go and be a musician - but you need a
backup” - in other words, you are not good enough to make a career of this and you need to
pick a more sensible option. I wish my parents respected my wishes and my individuality from
the start and encouraged me to pursue the artistic careers I was passionate about. Even know,
I’m scared to tell them that I am a writer because I would be a failure in their eyes. They have
gotten a lot better at it, and a little bit more flexible, but their expectations for me are still high. I
know that in their minds they think - we brought you here so that you can have access to better
education and have better opportunities, and now you go and waste it all. Navigating this
ground is my daily battle, on top of being a black, queer outsider in everyday society.
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Appendix C - Letter provided to script reading attendees
Kia ora _____________,
DO NOT READ THIS WORK BEFORE READING THIS CONFIDENTIALITY AGREEMENT. READING THE WORK
INDICATES YOUR ACCEPTANCE AND COMPREHENSION OF THE TERMS AND CONDITIONS OF THIS AGREEMENT.

Date: 07 May 2022
Time: 1.45pm - 4.00pm
Zoom link: TBC
Thank you for volunteering to help out on this script reading.
This reading is for my Master of Creative Practice research looking at black diasporic cinema in
New Zealand.
Please note that the reading will be recorded, HOWEVER only a small snippet of this recording
may be played during my examination with two external examiners. The recording will not be
uploaded to any public forum.
Please let me know if you wish for me to cover up to $10.00 for printing costs.
Please sign the attached confidentiality agreement and return it to me before the reading.
Please ensure you have a stable internet connection and a quiet space without noise or
distractions for our Zoom session.
If you have any questions, please feel free to contact me any time.
The content of this script, while lighthearted, contains explicit examples of racism. If you are in
need of mental health assistance as a result of the content of this work, help can be found by
calling the numbers below:
Lifeline – 0800 543 354 (0800 LIFELINE) or free text 4357 (HELP).
Suicide Crisis Helpline – 0508 828 865 (0508 TAUTOKO).
OUTLine NZ – 0800 688 5463 (OUTLINE) provides confidential telephone support.
Youthline – 0800 376 633, free text 234 or email talk@youthline.co.nz or online chat.
thelowdown.co.nz – or email team@thelowdown.co.nz or free text 5626.

Ngā mihi,
Alex de Vries
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Appendix D - Confidentiality Agreement signed by script reading attendees

51

Appendix E - Sample from the first draft of Pinky
INT. ST THOMAS MORE CHURCH (A LITTLE LATER) - DAY
Pinky now sits with Dulcie, Anton, Jalopy and Ophelia in the front pew.
Kahu sits in the pew behind him.
The service goes on and Pinky simply stands and stares.
SEXY PRIEST
And as per Rita’s request, her grandson Ingemar will now sing
her favourite hymn.
Pinky stares.
JALOPY
Pinky.
Pinky snaps to. He goes up to the lecture.
Cough.
PINKY
(singing)
As ek die kruishout gadeslaan...
Beat.
Dulcie trembles.
PINKY
Waaraan die hemelkoning hang...
Beat.
Clears throat.
PINKY
Is al my pogings enkel waan...
Wavering breath.
PINKY
Verfoei ek trots en selfbelang...
Pinky crumbles onto the lectern and weeps. He looks at his family.
He descends the altar and runs out of the church.
Dulcie goes to follow, but stops herself.
Kahu squeezes through the rest of the pew and follows Pinky.
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Anton and Dulcie watch Kahu go.
Jalopy looks around. He walks up to the lectern and begins the second
verse. It’s shockingly bad.
The aunties try to hold back their laughter. A woman holds a fan in
front of her face to hide.
Sexy Priest goes up to Jalopy and whispers in his ear.
JALOPY
Oh...
Jalopy descends the altar.
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Appendix F - Opening montage
INT. WATSON HOUSE - PINKY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
PINKY (24, Coloured South African) places a record onto an automatic
turntable and presses START. We see the tonearm gliding over the record
then descending.
Crackle.
song.

Strum.

We

lead

into

a

Lawrence

Arabia-esque whimsical folk

MONTAGE BEGINS
Pinky boogies as he swishes on a pink denim jacket and checks himself
out in the mirror.
We flick to a wall calendar showing today’s date reading EID and GIG AT
INK.
He slides past posters of Prince, Amy Winehouse, Lorde and Miriam Makeba
hanging haphazardly on his wall.
INT. WATSON HOSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT
We see framed pictures of Pinky and his cousin, TARIQ (28, Coloured) one where they hold a sign that reads DOCTORS TO BE, another where they
are messing around with stethoscopes, and another where Tariq is
graduating without Pinky.
We rest for a beat on a large framed photograph of the Watsons.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - HALLWAY - NIGHT
Steam rises from a lifted iron, and we see DULCIE (50, Coloured South
African) holding up a freshly ironed yellow shirt.
ANTON (52, Coloured South African) exits the bathroom with urgency,
wrapped in a towel. He pulls the shirt from Dulcie’s hands as he walks
past.
DULCIE
Faridah said to be there at six! We already late.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - JALOPY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
JALOPY (30, Coloured South African), in 70s attire, magics a gold
crucifix from OPHELIA’s (45, Filipina) ear. It dangles between them for
a second as she giggles, then turns for him to put it on.
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INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT
MA RITA (70, Coloured South African) sneaks a koesister from a
cling-wrapped tray and chuckles to herself as she sneaks out of the
room.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - HALLWAY - NIGHT
Dulcie knocks on Pinky’s bedroom door.
DULCIE
Come, come, come, mister.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - PINKY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Ping! We see a text light up Pinky’s phone - SOUND CHECK STARTING SOON DON’T BE LATE.
Pinky rubs gel between his hands and smacks it into his hair.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - DULCIE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Dulcie stretches to zip up the back of her blue dress, but fails. Anton
zips it up for her.
She huffs at him, checks herself out in the mirror, and reaches for her
shoes.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - PINKY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Pinky dances one-legged as he tries to pull on his boots. He stumbles,
catches himself, and takes one last look in the mirror.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - HALLWAY - NIGHT
Anton knocks on Pinky’s door as he hurries past.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT
Dulcie hands the tray of koesisters to Jalopy, the bowl of potato salad
to Ophelia, and a big wooden tray of samoosas to Anton. She picks up a
pot for herself.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - MA RITA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Ma Rita tips the contents of a pill container into her hand and pushes
the pills up under her wig.
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INT. WATSON HOUSE - HALLWAY - NIGHT
Jalopy, carrying tray, knocks on Pinky’s door.
... Ophelia, carrying bowl, knocks on Pinky’s door.
... Anton, carrying tray, knocks on Pinky’s door.
... Dulcie, carrying pot, knocks on Pinky’s door.
Dulcie opens the door.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - PINKY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
The room is empty.
DULCIE
This blerry child!
The record continues to spin.
Bah!
Dulcie clutches her heart as Pinky appears behind her.
PINKY
Come, come, come - we’re gonna be late.
She swings a limp hand at him.
DULCIE
Hai, go man!
I/E. JALOPY’S CAR - PARKED IN DRIVEWAY - NIGHT
Jalopy pats Pinky on the back.
JALOPY
What are you wearing bro?
PINKY
What are you wearing?
Jalopy gets into the driver’s seat and passes his tray over to Ma Rita
in the back seat. Ma Rita, Ophelia, Pinky and Dulcie sit cramped in the
back, with tray, bowl and pot on their laps.
DULCIE
Kom nou, we’re gonna miss the prayers.
DULCIE
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Come now, we’re gonna miss the prayers.
JALOPY
Ja, ja.
PINKY
We don’t even fit. Why don’t we take two cars?
DULCIE
It’s alright man, this is mos Cape Town!
PINKY
Mum, this is Auckland Anton begins rolling up his sleeves.
DULCIE
Hai, Anton, I just ironed that! My vader hemel.
DULCIE
Hai, Anton, I just ironed that! Father in heaven.
Jalopy turns the key in the ignition. The car struggles to cooperate,
and finally roars to life. He laughs, satisfied.
EXT. AUCKLAND MOTORWAY - NIGHT
We see the car crossing the Harbour Bridge heading towards the city.
I/E. JALOPY’S CAR - EAST AUCKLAND SUBURBAN STREET - NIGHT
Pinky looks down at his phone - the text appears as a subtitle: WHAT’S
THE ADDRESS AGAIN?
We hear him typing a reply... and whoosh, it’s sent.
He looks at another text from a different sender - subtitle: YOU’RE
LATE, WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOU?
Pinky looks towards Dulcie out of the corner of his eye, but she is too
busy bickering to notice. Ma Rita notices, and smiles to herself.
I/E. JALOPY’S CAR - AUNTY FARIDAH’S HOUSE - NIGHT
Jalopy’s car sputters up the road. It buckles forward and stops.
Everyone in the car hiccups forward and back, trying to keep their food
from spilling.
The car parks on the street outside the house.
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EXT. AUNTY FARIDAH'S HOUSE - NIGHT
The family approach the doorway holding their pots, trays and bowls.
DULCIE
Jirre, Jalopy, jy moet nou really a nuwe kar kry, hey.
DULCIE
Jirre, Jalopy, you must now really get you a new car, hey.
MA RITA
Los ma vir herman-herman-herman.
Ma Rita and Jalopy exchange a cheeky smile.
They take a moment to compose themselves.
Ding dong.
MONTAGE ENDS
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PINKY

Written by
Alex de Vries

29/06/2022

Black.
We hear the sound of African drums rising and falling as the
starry night sky fades in.
The drums fade out to reveal the sound of the night.
Cicadas chirp. A car grumbles past. A ruru calls in the
distance.
We tilt down to reveal a typical Glenfield suburban house,
with light filtering through the windows.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - VARIOUS ROOMS - NIGHT
We see...
... a stylised painting of Table Mountain on the kitchen
wall...
... posters of Prince, Amy Winehouse and Lorde in a messy
bedroom, with glow in the dark stars on the ceiling...
... a framed photograph in the kitchen showing Pinky (24,
Coloured South African) and his cousin Tariq (28, Coloured
South African) holding a sign that reads DOCTORS TO BE, and
another that shows Tariq graduating without Pinky...
... a wooden kiest in the front entrance of the Watson House,
covered in brass ornaments and doilies...
... yellow overalls hanging out of a laundry basket in a tidy
bedroom with patterned muslin cloth curtains adorning the
windows...
... a record with Dulcie’s (50, Coloured South African) face
on it next to old photographs and pill containers...
INT. WATSON HOUSE - PINKY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
PINKY (confident and suave) places a record onto an automatic
turntable and presses START. We see the tonearm glide over
the record then descend.
Crackle. Strum. We lead into a Lawrence Arabia-esque
whimsical folk song.
Pinky stares at himself in the mirror, and the roar of
applause grows louder and louder...

2.
INT. SPARK ARENA - STAGE - NIGHT
Pinky bursts into (the same) song in front of a lively
audience chanting his name.
He is good. Remarkably good.
The blur of bokeh lights dance behind him, like stars.
He gets lost in the song, closes his eyes, and sings with
passion.
He wipes his face with a cloth and throws it into the
cheering crowd. It’s caught by an audience member, who swoons
as she holds it to her cheek.
He just about reaches the climax when...
Knock, knock, knock.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - PINKY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Pinky turns as DULCIE (maternal, but assertive) opens the
door.
DULCIE
Come, mister! We then all waiting
in the car for you.
Pinky swishes on his pink denim jacket and looks at himself
in the mirror for one last beat.
I/E. JALOPY’S CAR - WATSON HOUSE - NIGHT
JALOPY (30, Coloured South African), pats Pinky on the back.
JALOPY
What are you wearing bro?
PINKY
What are you wearing?
We see Jalopy is in 70s attire.
They climb into the old, rusty car. Jalopy turns the key in
the ignition. Rututututut - the car struggles to cooperate,
then finally starts. And they’re off!

3.
I/E. JALOPY’S CAR - AUNTY FARIDAH’S HOUSE - NIGHT
The old car sputters up the road. It buckles forward and
stops.
Pinky, Dulcie, ANTON (52, Coloured South African), Jalopy, MA
RITA (70, Coloured South African) and OPHELIA (45, Filipina)
sit cramped up in the car carrying cling wrapped bowls and
trays of food.
The family’s bickering is only interrupted by the car’s
hiccuping forward and back, as they try to keep their food
from spilling.
EXT. AUNTY FARIDAH'S HOUSE - NIGHT
The family emerge from the car.
They approach the doorway holding their pots, trays and bowls
of food.
DULCIE
Jirre, Jalopy, jy moet nou
really a nuwe kar kry, hey.

DULCIE
Jirre, Jalopy, you must now
really get you a new car,
hey.

MA RITA
Los ma vir herman-herman-herman.
Ma Rita and Jalopy exchange a cheeky smile.
They take a moment to compose themselves.
Ding dong.
I/E. AUNTY FARIDAH'S HOUSE - ENTRANCE - NIGHT
AUNTY FARIDAH (50, Coloured South African) opens the door.
DULCIE
Slamat vir Labarang, Faridah!
AUNTY FARIDAH
Thank you, man! Come inside.
They enter single file and kiss Aunty Faridah on the cheek
one by one, wishing her a happy Eid.
DULCIE
Hai, ma jy lyk fabulous,
meisie.

DULCIE
Hai, but you look nice, girl.

4.
AUNTY FARIDAH
Ek het mos a nuwe doekie an.

AUNTY FARIDAH
I have a new doekie on.

She models the doekie then notices Pinky.
AUNTY FARIDAH (CONT’D)
Oh my word! Come inside, come
inside.
Pinky enters and Aunty Faridah grabs him by the face, pushing
in his cheeks.
PINKY
Happy Eid, aunty.
AUNTY FARIDAH
Oh you are real! Come inside
kleintjie.
INT. AUNTY FARIDAH'S HOUSE - OPEN PLAN LIVING ROOM/DINING
ROOM - NIGHT
Anton places his tray of samoosas down on the coffee table
and greets UNCLE MOEGAMAD, UNCLE BASIL and UNCLE CYRIL (all
in their 50s, all Coloured). Ma Rita takes a seat next to
Uncle Basil.
Jalopy, Ophelia and Dulcie place their food on the dining
table, which is almost completely covered in platters and
pots - yellow rice, lamb curry, tomato bredie and a milk tart
dusted with cinnamon.
Pinky follows, but stands apart from his family.
They greet AUNTY CHARMAINE and AUNTY MINNIE (40s and 50s,
Coloured).
JALOPY
Awêh, ladies.
AUNTY CHARMAINE
Come give your aunty a kiss!
Dulcie pulls a stack of glittery envelopes out of her purse
and hands them out to the aunties.
AUNTY MINNIE
(to Ophelia)
Oh but these look special! Bokkie,
come sit here by aunty and tell me
about the wedding.
Ophelia obliges.

5.
Aunty Faridah inspects the invitation.
AUNTY FARIDAH
22nd of November - I must tell
Imraan so he can book his flight.
CATHERINE and LANCE (8-10, Coloured) run into the room,
straight for Jalopy.
LANCE
Uncle Jalopy! Uncle Jalopy!
JALOPY
Awêh ma se kind. You then so
big now, do you have a
girlfriend yet?

JALOPY
Awêh, children. You then so
big now, do you have a
girlfriend yet?

Lance, embarrassed, tries to take a koesister.
AUNTY CHARMAINE
Ha ah! After supper!
LANCE
Uncle, do for us a card trick, man.
Catherine hands Jalopy a pack of cards, which he flicks from
hand to hand.
JALOPY
Ok - you ready? Have you ever
played “Pick Up 52”?
The children shake their heads and giggle.
Jalopy sprays the cards onto the floor.
JALOPY (CONT’D)
There - now pick up 52.
The aunties all laugh.
The kids frown, then bend over to pick up the cards.
Pinky’s phone vibrates - incoming call from BLAKE. Pinky
declines and pockets his phone.
... back with the uncles...
UNCLE CYRIL
Ja, and this Māori ou from work
tells me “oh but you look just like
my cousin from Gisborne - what’s
your waka?” I told him “My waka?
Cathay Pacific!”

6.
They chuckle.
UNCLE MOEGAMAD
Then what’s your iwi?
UNCLE CYRIL
Ngati Africa!
They roar with laughter.
UNCLE CYRIL (CONT’D)
It’s like they haven’t seen a
Coloured before. At least we got a
mountain UNCLE MOEGAMAD
Table Mountain.
UNCLE CYRIL
And a river... Elsie’s River.
They laugh even louder.
UNCLE BASIL
(to Anton)
Otherwise, how’s it? Alright?
ANTON
Ja, man, alright - and you?
We see Ma Rita digging into her wig and dropping a pill into
her tea, unseen by anyone else.
UNCLE BASIL
Well, you know mos, at the races,
they shot a horse right there in
front of us the other day!
Uncle Basil pulls the trigger on an imaginary rifle.
BAH!

UNCLE BASIL (CONT’D)

Ma Rita jumps, almost spilling her tea.
Is it!

ANTON

UNCLE BASIL
Well, that’s the game mos. What
good is a horse that can’t run?
How’s things at the factory?
Anton stirs his tea and takes a sip. Cough.

7.
ANTON
The factory? Oh - alright, man.
Alright...
... back with the aunties...
SUNILA (28, British Indian) and TARIQ enter.
DULCIE
Oh my word!
Dulcie pulls them in for a big hug.
Surprise!

SUNILA

Tariq draws Pinky into a well-rehearsed handshake.
TARIQ
Long time, cuz!
PINKY
Well this is... unexpected...
SUNILA
It was so hard keeping it all hush
hush.
DULCIE
My word! How long are you staying?
SUNILA
Forever! We figured New Zealand
would be a better place to raise
Phyllis.
Or Philip!

TARIQ

AUNTY FARIDAH
You are not calling my grandchild
Philip!
Sunila rubs her modest baby bump.
TARIQ
It’s pretty easy to just hop on a
plane and go when you’re a doctor everyone needs doctors.
Tariq shrugs.
Dulcie gives Pinky a quick glance. Pinky averts his gaze and
looks at his phone - a stack of missed calls from BLAKE.

8.
A new text comes in from KAHU: BABE, YOUR CHARIOT AWAITS.
PINKY
Ah, well, would you look at the
time - I’ve gotta get going...
AUNTY FARIDAH
But you haven’t even tried my curry
yet - sit please, kanala.
PINKY
Sorry aunty, I’ve got a gig.
AUNTY FARIDAH
Well, at least take a daltjie!
She quickly wraps a daltjie in a serviette and hands it to
him.
AUNTY MINNIE
When are you then gonna sing for
us?
Pinky laughs politely.
PINKY
Soon.
(to Sunila)
Well it was nice to finally meet
you.
Pinky leaves.
We hear the front door opening and closing off screen.
DULCIE
Always somewhere to be, hey.
AUNTY FARIDAH
It’s alright man. We will make dua
for him.
I/E. KAHU’S CAR - OUTSIDE AUNTY FARIDAH’S HOUSE - NIGHT
Pinky climbs hurriedly into the car.
KAHU
Uber for Pinky.
PINKY
Shush! Blake’s pissed. We need to
hurry.

9.
KAHU (28, Māori) whacks the little rugby ball dangling from
the rear view mirror and turns the key in the ignition.
KAHU
“Hi babe. How are you babe?” Oh I’m
alright, thanks for asking Pinky pushes the daltjie into Kahu’s mouth.
PINKY
Shush - just eat and drive.
I/E. KAHU’S CAR - A LITTLE LATER - NIGHT
Kahu taps his thumb on the steering wheel as he drives.
PINKY
(into phone)
Almost there. We’re just... stuck
in traffic.
Pinky and Kahu exchange a quick glance.
PINKY (CONT’D)
Yes, at night - there must be a
crash or something on the bridge.
Or road works. Bloody Auckland.
... They drive freely on an empty road.
EXT. DIVE BAR - NIGHT
Kahu’s car pulls up. Pinky gets out and rushes to the door
where BLAKE (35, Pakeha), slick suit, is waiting.
BLAKE
You’re late! You’re on in ten.
They enter the bar.
INT. DIVE BAR - NIGHT
Pinky is on stage singing a song with eyes closed,
passionate. His entire soul is in it.
Behind him, we see the blur of bokeh lights, and a spotlight
illuminates his face.
He grabs the microphone and sings his final notes.
He opens his eyes.

10.
We see that Pinky is in a near empty dive bar. Two old Pākehā
men sit at the bar. Kahu and Blake sit by the stage and clap Kahu more enthusiastically than Blake.
PINKY
Thank you. Thank you. Thank you...
OLD MAN 1
Play something we know!
OLD MAN 2
Who booked this drongo?
PINKY
We’ll be back in five, folks.
Pinky descends from the stage, and Kahu folds him into a hug.
Another band climbs on stage, and they’re rubbish.
KAHU
Hey, you’re doing great up there.
PINKY
Yeah, let’s take it to the
audience, shall we?
Pinky gestures to the empty room.
Blake hands Pinky a drink. Pinky downs it.
BLAKE
Easy, mate! You’ve still got half a
set to go.
Blake hands Pinky a wad of cash. Pinky unfolds it and counts
it.
PINKY
80? Is that all?
Blake dips his hand into his pocket and pulls out a $20 note.
He flattens it in his hand and passes it to Pinky.
BLAKE
Here, have my cut. Everyone starts
somewhere - better than exposure...
Barely...

PINKY

Pinky takes Kahu’s drink and downs that too. Kahu tries to
protest, but lets him go.

11.
PINKY (CONT’D)
Any news on the Development
Programme? It’s been months since
we sent in the forms.
BLAKE
First, tell me how much you love
me.
PINKY
Come on! You’ve seen me play - I
can’t keep playing for shits and
gigs.
BLAKE
I mean you are pretty good.
PINKY
Pretty good? I’m pretty great,
thanks...
Pinky turns to look at the rubbish band playing something
borderline discordant.
PINKY (CONT’D)
... all things considered.
BLAKE
Well then, Mr Pretty Great...
Blake produces a contract from his bag.
Pinky snatches it from Blake’s hands.
PINKY
You’re kidding!
Pinky begins flicking through the contract.
KAHU
I told you you’d get it.
BLAKE
Manager of the year, right? Series
of small gigs, help with branding,
online stuff... then the big one a one-off showcase at Spark.
Pinky’s eyes light up.
Holy shit!

PINKY

Pinky’s face erupts into a smile as he launches to hug Blake.

12.
PINKY (CONT’D)
When’s the gig?
BLAKE
November 22nd.
Pinky’s face drops. He retreats from the hug, and sighs
towards the ceiling.
What?

BLAKE (CONT’D)

PINKY
That’s the same day as my brother’s
wedding and And?

BLAKE

Kahu takes Pinky’s hand, and gives him a pained smile.
PINKY
Blake... I really want this but...
BLAKE
Your brother’s not going anywhere,
you know. But this - this is your
chance to prove how “pretty great”
you really are.
BARMAN
(shouting from the bar)
Oi dickhead!
He does an air guitar gesture and points to the stage. Pinky
responds with a defeated nod.
Pinky jumps back on stage, picks up his guitar and slides
into the strap.
Blake approaches the front of the stage and leans in.
BLAKE
You could be the next Lorde. Think
about it, yeah?
Pinky strums a chord.
EXT. WATSON HOUSE - STREET - NIGHT
Kahu’s car pulls up and parks.

13.
INT. KAHU’S CAR - PARKED OUTSIDE WATSON HOUSE - NIGHT
Pinky sighs towards the ceiling, then looks at Kahu, who
gives a reassuring smile.
KAHU
You did good tonight, babe... Oh
wait, sorry - pretty great.
Pinky snorts and returns Kahu’s smile. Kahu takes Pinky’s
hand.
PINKY
Thank you. And thanks for driving
too.
Pinky leans in to kiss Kahu, but Kahu turns his head.
What?

PINKY (CONT’D)

KAHU
Well... maybe I could... come
inside? Meet the family?
Babe -

PINKY

KAHU
... try your mum’s doughnuts that
you always rave about?
Pinky brings Kahu’s hand to his lips.
KAHU (CONT’D)
“Oh, babe, my mum makes the best
doughnuts.”
PINKY
Another time, yeah?
KAHU
Yeah, yeah.
Pinky kisses Kahu’s hand.
Kahu starts the car. Pinky climbs out.
Love you.

KAHU (CONT’D)

14.
PINKY
(mocking)
Yeah, yeah.
Pinky walks towards the house.
Kahu sits and watches for a moment.
He sees Ma Rita in the window and raises his hand to greet
her. She nods back and draws the curtain closed.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - HALLWAY - NIGHT
Pinky quietly slips in through the front door, kicks off his
boots one by one, and creeps upstairs.
We hear the creak of the stairs as he walks.
The sound of the television filters in from the living room.
Pinky just about reaches his bedroom door when MA RITA
A dog would bark you know.
Woof Ouma.

PINKY

Ma Rita draws her dressing gown closed.
MA RITA
And where did you go tonight? Are
you smoking dagga?
No, Ma.

PINKY

MA RITA
Are you on tik?
PINKY
I was busy, Ma.
MA RITA
You would tell me if you were on
tik, hey?
PINKY
Ma, I just had a gig.
She looks at him suspiciously, then stretches out her arms to
invite him in.

15.
MA RITA
Come give mama a hug.
Pinky folds himself into her arms.
MA RITA (CONT’D)
My little superstar! But Kleintjie you know, you can be the brightest
star in the sky, but even the stars
don’t twinkle alone.
Pinky gives her a gentle smile and turns to enter his
bedroom.
MA RITA (CONT’D)
Come to church next Sunday. It’s
your Pa’s feast day.
Pinky groans.
PINKY
Only for you, Ma.
She starts descending the stairs.
MA RITA
Now go to bed - it’s past your bed
time.
(to herself)
Mama ek is doen, ek is doen.
She chuckles to herself.
PINKY
(to himself)
Mama ek is doen, ek is doen.
Pinky watches her descend for a moment, then enters his
bedroom.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY
Pinky enters the kitchen and stretches into a yawn.
Dulcie uses tongs to flip shoulder bacon in a sizzling pan.
She is ready for work in blue scrubs.
Anton reads the newspaper at the table, dressed in his work
overalls. His knee bounces up and down. He sees a job ad for
Uber - he quickly snaps a photograph of it on his phone.
The painting of Table Mountain looms over the table.

16.
We hear the jazzy sound of Heart FM buzzing from a tinny
laptop speaker.
Ophelia stands by the counter buttering toast and stacking it
on a plate. Smoke rises from the toaster. Dulcie rushes over
and presses the CANCEL button and the burnt toast pops out.
DULCIE
I’ll do this, sweetie.
I can -

OPHELIA

Ophelia’s face drops.
Jalopy retrieves orange juice from the fridge. The fridge
swings back open.
JALOPY
Mum, the fridge is broken.
DULCIE
It just needs a new seal.
She looks over at Anton, who pretends he does not hear.
Jalopy pours some juice for himself and Ophelia. He takes a
sip - it’s rancid. He runs to the sink to spit it out, but
misses.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
Sies man! Pass me that lappie!
Jalopy gags. Ophelia laughs. Dulcie starts wiping up the
mess.
Dulcie sees Pinky.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
Always just in time to do nothing.
Pinky grabs a slice of toast from Ophelia’s stack and is
about to take a bite.
ANTON
Wait till we pray.
Pinky frowns and sits down. He puts the toast onto his plate
and slumps his shoulders.
The burner dies down, and Dulcie brings the pan over to the
table.
Everyone sits.

17.
Ma Rita walks in, wig in rollers, and sits down.
MA RITA
Ooh lekker!
Anton folds up his newspaper, places it on his lap, and
clears his throat.
ANTON
In the name of the Father and of
the Son, and of the Holy Spirit...
Pinky sighs.
ANTON (CONT’D)
Bless us, oh Lord, and these thy
gifts, which we are about to
receive, from thy goodness, through
Christ our Lord, Amen.
They dig in.
Jalopy chews endlessly on a piece of bacon.
JALOPY
It’s... chewy...
MA RITA
Thank God I put my teeth in!
JALOPY
Is this even cooked?
DULCIE
There are starving children in
Africa, you know.
Collective groan.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
It is! Back in my day we didn’t eat
so lekker on a Tuesday. Isn’t that
right, mommy?
MA RITA
Back in my day we had to hunt for
our food.
Pinky, Jalopy and Ophelia laugh.
Dulcie makes a face.
DULCIE
I’m calling a family meeting.

18.
Dulcie gets up and rings the family meeting bell, which gives
only a hollow ting-a-ling.
Everyone groans. Pinky rolls his eyes. Even Anton grumbles.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
First on the agenda - my water bill
is through the roof. Any
comments... Pinky?
Pinky looks down at his plate.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
You can’t be taking such long
showers. You are then so thin, most
of the water falls miss.
JALOPY
He must mos jump so from side to
side to catch the droplets.
Pinky reaches for another slice of toast, folds it in half
and dips it into his coffee. Jalopy grimaces. Ma Rita does
the same with her toast and licks her lips.
DULCIE
Please guys, we are struggling to
pay the bills and save for the
wedding. I need everyone to start
pitching in. I’m already doing
extra shifts as it is.
OPHELIA
Jalopy and I can do extra shifts.
Ophelia starts taking dirty dishes from the table to the
sink.
DULCIE
Thank you sweetie, but you have to
still pay for your parents’
flights. It’s not fair on you.
PINKY
Mum, Jalopy literally works two
days a week.
JALOPY
I work hard.
PINKY
What? Stocking shelves?

19.
DULCIE
And what do you do Pinky?
Awkward beat.
ANTON
How much do we still need for the
wedding?
DULCIE
Second on the agenda How much?

ANTON

DULCIE
There’s still the catering and the
decorations. Centre pieces, table
cloths, music... and the cake How much?

ANTON

DULCIE
For what I want - a lot.
PINKY
It’s not even your wedding DULCIE
For what Ophelia wants - a lot.
Dulcie looks over at Ophelia, who returns a submissive grin.
Anton stands and slaps the newspaper on the table.
ANTON
On that note - I better go to work.
Jalopy, ask your boss for more
hours. Pinky, be a man and get a
job. Ophelia... just... hang in
there.
Anton gives Dulcie a peck on the cheek and grabs another
slice of toast as he walks out.
Everyone gets up to leave. Dulcie starts running hot water in
the sink.
We hear the chairs drag on the floor as they are pushed in
one by one.
Dulcie squirts dishwashing liquid into the sink and catches
Pinky just as he is about to leave.

20.
DULCIE
Before you go, can you straighten
that painting for me.
The painting of Table Mountain hangs askew behind the kitchen
table.
Pinky straightens the painting and regards the stylised view.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
Pinky - you still owe rent for this
month.
PINKY
Urgh - you know white people don’t
charge their kids rent!
DULCIE
Ok, go live with white people then.
Pinky reluctantly digs into his pocket and pulls out the
$100. He passes it over to Dulcie.
Bubbles begin to form as the hot water rises.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
Where’s the rest?
PINKY
It’s all I have right now Dulcie starts scrubbing the dishes.
DULCIE
When are you gonna stop this
galavanting and just get a job?
PINKY
I have a job DULCIE
A real job!
She stops scrubbing and turns to him.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
Look how easy it is for Tariq to
just pack up his life and move.
PINKY
I don’t want to go to London.
She holds his forearms with her wet hands.

21.

Mum!

PINKY (CONT’D)

DULCIE
You should have never dropped out
of med school.
Mum...

PINKY

DULCIE
You can’t keep pretending that this
is working. God forbid if we die
tomorrow, what will you do? You
can’t keep working for peanuts for
the rest of your life. Peanuts
can’t pay a mortgage.
Pinky pulls his arms free.
PINKY
Fine - I’ll find something.
Pinky grabs Anton’s newspaper from the table and sees a large
ad: HELP WANTED superimposed on a waving French flag.
EXT. WATSON HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - DAY
Anton, humming, gets into his car and starts it up, carrying
the slice of toast in his mouth.
The radio blares with the babble of horse racing commentary,
and he jumps to turn it down.
He looks over his shoulder and reverses out of the driveway,
and keeps reversing down the road, parking so that he can
still see the house. The car purrs.
Dulcie, Jalopy and Ophelia emerge from the house and climb
into Jalopy’s car.
Anton takes a bite of his toast, watching.
The car starts with a cloud of smoke, reverses out of the
drive and heads off in the opposite direction.
Anton drives back in and parks in the driveway again.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - HALLWAY - DAY
Anton pokes his head inside and looks around, slides his work
boots off his feet, picks them up, and creeps upstairs. He
enters his bedroom, and closes the door quietly behind him.

22.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - DULCIE'S BEDROOM - DAY
Anton sits on his bed and flicks on the television. Horse
racing appears on the screen. Anton watches for a moment then
switches it off, slamming the remote on the bed next to him.
We hear his tummy rumble.
EXT. WATSON HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - DAY
Ma Rita, in her slippers and gown, walks to the mailbox. She
pulls out a couple of letters, and looks at them.
A neighbour waves over the fence. Ma Rita waves back, and
smiles politely. As she turns away from the neighbour, she
sees Anton’s car. Her mouth rolls up into a smirk.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY
Anton sneaks into the kitchen and opens the fridge.
MA RITA
Not working today?
Anton jumps. Ma Rita is standing right behind him.
ANTON
No, I’m... I’m...
Sickies?

MA RITA

Awkward beat.
MA RITA (CONT’D)
Mama will make soup.
Anton turns back into the fridge and sighs. Ma Rita chuckles
to herself.
INT. BUS - DAY
Pinky taps his leg as houses and trees flit past the window.
EXT. FRENCH CAFE - DAY
Pinky walks to the entrance of the cafe and regards the HELP
WANTED - IMMEDIATE START sign in the window. He pauses, hand
on the door handle. Deep sigh. He enters.

23.
INT. FRENCH CAFE KITCHEN - DAY
Pinky and SABINE (French, 40s) stand by an industrial kitchen
sink flanked by a wall of crockery. Through the plates, Pinky
sees THE CHEF (French, 40s) pouring batter onto a fancy nonstick crepe maker.
SABINE
We’ll start you on dishwasher and
train you from there, ok? So you do
like so She grabs a dirty plate from the pile next to the sink and
squirts it with an industrial kitchen tap.
SABINE (CONT’D)
Then you put here She opens the half-full dishwasher and places the plate
vertically in one of the racks.
SABINE (CONT’D)
Cutlery goes here, or here. When
it’s full, you push here.
She closes the dishwasher and points to a red button.
SABINE (CONT’D)
And it makes a beeping when it is
done. Ok? Any questions?
Pinky shakes his head. He wipes his hands on his apron then
grabs a dirty plate and squirts it with the industrial tap.
He places it in the dishwasher and closes it. He smiles at
Sabine.
SABINE (CONT’D)
You’re a natural.
Sabine exits the kitchen.
The Chef tosses food in a pan and peers through the crockery.
Pinky presses the red button.
The lights flicker off, and the sizzle of the food dies. A
collective groan filters in from the cafe.
Merde!

THE CHEF

He stomps out of the kitchen.

24.
A server places a pile of dirty plates next to Pinky.
The lights flicker back on, and the sizzle of the food
returns.
The Chef walks briskly past Pinky and returns to tossing his
food.
Pinky hesitates, then presses the red button again.
Darkness.
The Chef slams the pan onto the counter.
Putain!

THE CHEF (CONT’D)

He stomps out of the kitchen again.
Pinky squirts some more plates in the dark and stacks them
next to the sink.
The lights flicker back on.
The Chef stomps back in and wipes his brow with a cloth. He
sighs, then returns to tossing his food.
Pinky takes a deep breath.
He leans in and slowly pushes the red button one more time,
eyes closed.
Darkness.
THE CHEF (CONT’D)
Putain de merde!
The Chef begins yelling at Pinky in French.
Sabine appears in the doorway.
Shaking, Pinky wipes his hands on his apron, removes it and
pushes it into Sabine as he storms out.
INT. BUS - DAY
Pinky watches the trees flick past the window, arms crossed.
A random kid beside him nods off and rests his head on
Pinky’s shoulder.
Pinky attempts to liberate his shoulder in protest, but the
kid’s head follows.

25.
Pinky huffs.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT
We see Dulcie sitting at the table, flicking through a stack
of bills while putting figures into a spreadsheet.
Pinky shuffles into the kitchen, shoulders slumped.
DULCIE
Supper’s in the microwave.
Pinky opens the microwave and sees a bowl of soup. He closes
it again.
And?

DULCIE (CONT’D)

Pinky turns to walk out, trying not to engage.
Aaaaand?
And what?

DULCIE (CONT’D)
PINKY

DULCIE
Did you find something?
PINKY
Can you just She turns the laptop around to face him.
DULCIE
Look here - we are this close to
giving your brother a beautiful
wedding. The least you can do is
contribute.
PINKY
I do contribute! Maybe if you
actually believed in me...
DULCIE
I do believe in you. I believe that
you are wasting your potential. Do
you want me to send you back to
Cape Town?
PINKY
So I can get shot?

26.
DULCIE
So you can see how good you have it
- so you can give a damn about this
family.
PINKY
And you don’t think I give a damn?
Dulcie returns to her bills and her spreadsheet.
DULCIE
Well, do you?
Pinky shakes with anger.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - PINKY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Pinky stomps in and slams the door.
He flicks his calendar to November and looks at the 22nd
circled in red, reading WEDDING.
He dials on his phone. Ring ring.
With a Sharpie, he scratches out the wedding with a big X.
PINKY
You still got that contract? I’m
in.
A smirk stretches across his face and he collapses backwards
onto his bed and looks up at the glow in the dark stars stuck
to the ceiling.
MONTAGE BEGINS:
INT. SMALL BAR - NIGHT
Splash.
A woman dancing in front of Pinky accidentally splashes wine
onto him. Pinky wipes his face but keeps singing.
EXT. K RD - DAY
We see Pinky’s posters getting plastered onto the walls
around town.

27.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - DULCIE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Anton quietly sneaks out of bed and slips out of the room.
INT. ANTON’S CAR - NIGHT
Anton places his phone into a phone dock. The phone pings and
reads NEW PICK UP, then flashes to a map.
We hear the car roar to life.
I/E. ANTON’S CAR - NIGHT
Anton drives to and fro, past the posters - back and forth,
back and forth - completely oblivious.
INT. SUPERMARKET - DAY
Ophelia shoots Jalopy with a scanning gun. He pretends to
die. Confused customers turn to look.
EXT. PHARMACY - DAY
Ma Rita walks out of the pharmacy carrying a brown paper bag
under her arm. She coughs into her handkerchief as she walks.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY
Ma Rita is seen knitting a baby blanket. She coughs
profusely, produces a pill from under her wig, and pops it in
her mouth. She lets out an exhausted sigh.
INT. REST HOME - DAY
Dulcie tries to help MRS NORRIS (70s, Pākehā) out of bed. She
feels a pang in her back, huffs and looks at her watch. Mrs
Norris runs off. Dulcie, exhausted, follows.
INT. RSA HALL - DAY
Pinky jumps out onto the stage singing. He kicks over a mic
stand. He turns and opens his eyes.
Twenty old people are seated in front of him, vacant stares.
Two of them are already asleep. One old lady claps to the
beat. Kahu hands her a cup of tea.

28.
Pinky turns to look at Blake, befuddled. Blake urges him to
keep singing.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - DULCIE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Anton sneaks out of bed again. This time, Dulcie lays awake,
facing away from him. He sneaks out of the room.
INT. ANTON'S CAR - NIGHT
A couple make out on the back seat. Anton watches through the
rear view mirror and yawns. They couple keep kissing.
INT. KAHU’S APARTMENT - NIGHT
Pinky and Kahu make out. As Kahu pulls Pinky further into the
apartment, we see a huge family portrait taken in front of
the marae.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - LAUNDRY - NIGHT
Dulcie tosses through the laundry basket.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - DULCIE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Dulcie pulls out a drawer and finds all of Anton’s overalls
still clean and neatly folded.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY
Ma Rita flips through a pile of letters and sees one
addressed to her from Waitemata DHB. She regards it for a
beat, looks around, and takes it with her out of the room.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT
Dulcie sits with a stack of bills. She pulls one out of an
envelope, looks at it for a beat, then her head drops into
her hands.
EXT. WATSON HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - DAY
Jalopy scrubs his car with a sponge while Ophelia sprays it
with a hose. Jalopy looks at the sponge, now covered in chips
of paint. He drops the sponge in a bucket, and splashes
Ophelia. She squirts him with the hose.

29.
INT. ANTON’S CAR - NIGHT
A clearly drunk passenger flops into the back seat of the
car. He immediately starts spewing all over himself. Anton
throws his hands up in protest, and begins shouting at him.
INT. THE STUDIO VENUE - NIGHT
Pinky is on stage, singing his heart out. He opens his eyes.
The venue is packed and people are loving it.
Kahu stands right in front, beaming.
MONTAGE ENDS.
EXT. ALBERT PARK - DAY
Pinky and Kahu run side by side along the path, Pinky clearly
more exhausted than Kahu.
Pinky stops to catch his breath, hands on hips.
Kahu circles back to him.
KAHU
Let’s take five eh?
Pinky simply pants in response.
KAHU (CONT’D)
Mum wants you to come down the
coast again.
Pinky avoids eye contact. He wipes the sweat from his brow
and peels his sweaty t-shirt away from his chest.
KAHU (CONT’D)
You can come down more than once a
year, you know - the whānau love
you.
Kahu tries to walk in front of Pinky to catch his eye.
Pinky refuses to make eye contact.
KAHU (CONT’D)
So... what do I tell mum?
We hear Pinky’s breathing intensify. He closes his eyes. Big
inhale. He scrambles for words, but nothing comes out. Kahu
notices, presses his lips together and lowers his gaze.

30.
I/E. WATSON HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - DAY
Beeeeeep!
Ma Rita leans across from the passenger seat and honks the
car horn.
Dulcie, Anton and Ma Rita are in the car, dressed for church.
DULCIE
This blerry child!
(out the car window)
Pinky! Come now!
Beat.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
Anton, start the car ma.
Pinky comes sprinting and gets in. He tries to button up his
cuff.
Sorry man.

PINKY

The car reverses out of the driveway.
Dulcie grabs a hold of Pinky’s cuff and buttons it up for
him.
EXT. ST THOMAS MORE CHURCH - DAY
The Watsons rush to enter the church. Just as Pinky reaches
the door, his phone rings.
INTERCUT WITH:
INT. BRIGHTLY LIT CAFE - DAY
Blake sits across from a group of Pākehā men in suits.
BLAKE
Where are you?
PINKY
Family thing.
BLAKE
You were supposed to be here at
ten. What’s more important than
meeting the promoters?

31.
Blake gives the promoters an apologetic grin. They look
particularly unimpressed.
Church?

PINKY

Ma Rita waves Pinky down from the entrance as the organ is
heard firing up behind her.
Blake notices the promoters growing restless. Blake lowers
his voice.
BLAKE
Leave it to me, yeah? I got you.
(to himself)
You got this.
(to the promoters)
Gentlemen!
Pinky sighs painfully to the sky.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE CHURCH - DAY
The church is full of people kneeling. Most of the
congregation are women in their 20s and 30s, dressed up.
SEXY PRIEST (Pākehā, 30s) raises the host up to the sky. The
chasuble sleeves slide back, revealing sleeve tattoos.
SEXY PRIEST
... Do this in remembrance of me.
A bell chimes.
The Watson family kneel in the second row in order going
Dulcie, Anton, Ophelia, Jalopy, Ma Rita and then Pinky, who
does not kneel, but sits back in the pew.
Pinky chews on his cheek, still annoyed at Blake’s phone
call, his mind clearly elsewhere.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE CHURCH (A LITTLE LATER) - DAY
The congregation sing a hymn as Sexy Priest walks down the
aisle to the back of the church. The old lady playing the
organ’s hands shake with a tremor.
Sexy Priest waves at Ma Rita as he walks past, and his eyes
light up when he notices Pinky.
Jalopy belts out the hymn off key.

32.
Girls toss their hair and bat their eyelashes as Sexy Priest
walks past.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE CHURCH (A LITTLE LATER) - DAY
Sexy Priest is in the distance talking to a few women who
giggle at everything he says. Pinky’s mind is still focused
on Blake’s phone call.
MA RITA
What’s on your mind, boytjie?
Pinky snaps to.
PINKY
Ma, I don’t think they come here
for Jesus.
A woman flicks her hair.
MA RITA
But they still come.
GLADYS (70s, Pākehā) waves at Ma Rita from across the church.
She is drowning in a hodge-podge of homemade knitwear. She
hobbles off with her zimmer frame.
MA RITA (CONT’D)
Poor Gladys. She stays sick.
Ma Rita lights a candle and places it at the feet of the
statue of Mary.
MA RITA (CONT’D)
Do you want to light one for your
Pa?
She holds out a 50c coin.
Pinky takes the coin and puts it in the tin. He grabs a
candle and holds it over another candle to light it.
SEXY PRIEST
Oh you’ve gotta be careful with
those things.
PINKY
(startled)
Jesus fucking Christ!
Hoelie ha!

MA RITA

33.
Sexy Priest tries to hold back a smile. He has removed his
robes and now wears a short sleeve powder blue shirt, tattoos
exposed, and his clerical collar.
SEXY PRIEST
It’s ok, he forgives you.
He points to the ceiling. Ma Rita nods earnestly. Pinky looks
up, confused, then back at Sexy Priest again.
MA RITA
Father, this is my grandson
Ingemar.
Sexy Priest’s eyes light up.
SEXY PRIEST
Oh! Excuse my manners.
(cough)
So nice to finally meet you.
Sexy Priest blushes and leans forward to shake Pinky’s hand.
SEXY PRIEST (CONT’D)
Your nan tells me you’re a singer.
We’re always looking for new
cantors.
PINKY
Nah, I’m good.
MA RITA
Don’t worry Father, I’ll make him
sing at my funeral.
Pinky rolls his eyes.
SEXY PRIEST
What say you, Ingemar?
PINKY
Just call me Pinky - I don’t really
use my Christian name.
SEXY PRIEST
Why not? Ingemar is a... s-strong
Christian name.
PINKY
Well, I’m not very Christian.
SEXY PRIEST
Right. Well if you’re here then you
must be feeling pretty Christian?

34.
PINKY
Not really.
SEXY PRIEST
Well you look pretty...
(catches himself)
... pretty Christian...
PINKY
Is that so?
Sexy Priest squints at Pinky. Sexy Priest is now as red as a
cherry tomato.
Pinky squints back, slightly raising his eyebrows.
SEXY PRIEST
It’s just nice to finally put a
face to a... (cough) good Christian
name.
Pinky and Ma Rita exchange a quick glance.
SEXY PRIEST (CONT’D)
Well, I’m gonna... ya know... pray.
He starts backing away slowly, hand fluttering to the back of
his neck.
SEXY PRIEST (CONT’D)
Hopefully see you around.
MA RITA
That was a lovely sermon, Father.
A woman takes the opportunity to ambush Sexy Priest.
Ma Rita and Pinky exchange a long look, holding back
laughter.
MA RITA (CONT’D)
Jy lyk Christian mos.

MA RITA (CONT’D)
You look Christian mos.

INT. TARIQ AND SUNILA’S HOUSE - OPEN PLAN LIVING ROOM/KITCHEN
- DAY
Dulcie, Ma Rita, Ophelia, Sunila and all the aunties sit
around a coffee table. They all wear bibs over their dresses.
Sunila is now heavily pregnant. Sunila’s bib reads MOTHER TO
BE.

35.
DULCIE
My word, Sunila! This is darem such
a beautiful home!
SUNILA
Honestly, it’s nothing! We’ve still
got to furnish the guest suite for
my parents.
Sunila unwraps a present neatly without ripping the paper.
DULCIE
When are they visiting?
SUNILA
Oh, they’re moving here soon. Dad
got a job at Auckland Hospital, and
mum will be teaching at the
University. I think they’ll prefer
the slower pace of life and all.
(about the present)
Isn’t this just absolutely
charming! So very... rustic.
She holds up Ma Rita’s knitted baby blanket.
Ma Rita reaches over for the teapot but sighs with
exhaustion.
AUNTY FARIDAH
Ma, sit back kanala! Here, I’ll
pour for you. You look tired, Ma you must slow down a bit now.
DULCIE
She stay out and about.
Aunty Faridah pours tea in Ma Rita’s cup.
AUNTY MINNIE
Ophelia, when are we then going to
look for your wedding dress?
OPHELIA
My mom made me a traditional dress
in Manila.
AUNTY MINNIE
A homemade dress?
Dulcie chokes on a powder blue macaron and coughs.
AUNTY CHARMAINE
Come we play a game.

36.
Aunty Charmaine hands out diapers filled with melted
chocolate.
AUNTY CHARMAINE (CONT’D)
First one to lick the poepies
clean.
Aunty Charmaine and Aunty Minnie start licking. Sunila
hesitates, then dives in.
Dulcie gets up and pours herself lemonade at the kitchen
island. She pushes her glass against the ice dispenser on the
fridge. It churns but nothing comes out. She tries again.
Same outcome. She tries one more time.
AUNTY FARIDAH
Here, let me.
DULCIE
I don’t need She takes Dulcie’s glass and tries the ice dispenser. Cubes
of ice plop into the drink.
The aunties cackle - faces smeared with chocolate.
MA RITA
Julle lyk taatie.

MA RITA
You all look taatie.

We rest on Dulcie, staring straight ahead, defeated.
EXT. JEWELERS SHOP - DAY
Dulcie eyes a beautiful pendant necklace in the window.
Beside it is a card that reads: ELEGANT. CLASSY. MODERN. A
WOMAN’S WORTH. $2499. She instantly perks up.
Rustic?

DULCIE

We hear the bell as she enters the store.
INT. REST HOME - DAY
Mrs Norris runs down the hallway. A wet patch on her pants
runs from the front all the way to the back.
Dulcie runs after her, necklace swinging against her chest.
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DULCIE
Mrs Norris! Mrs Norris! You need to
take a bath.
Mrs Norris keeps running.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
I’m getting too old for this kak.
Mrs Norris pokes her head out of a door and looks left and
right. She jumps out into the hallway and starts to run, when
Dulcie jumps from another doorway right in front of her.
Mrs Norris pushes past her.
Dulcie falls.
She gets up and brushes her clothes off with her hands.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
Come back here, you blerry...
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY
Jalopy presses down on a sandwich that has too many layers
and takes a bite. He turns and sees Anton sneaking into the
kitchen.

Dad?

JALOPY
(mouth full)

ANTON
Son! What are you doing home?
JALOPY
Day off. What are you doing home?
ANTON
Oh I’m... I started working night
shift at the factory... for the
wedding.
Jalopy shrugs and is about to exit the kitchen. Anton looks
relieved.
Pinky walks in.
PINKY
What are you doing home?
Anton groans.
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PINKY (CONT’D)
Can I use your car tonight? I’ve
got a gig.
ANTON
I’m using it.
PINKY
Well can you drop me then?
ANTON
I’m working tonight - ask your
brother.
Pinky’s eyes flick to Jalopy. Pinky hesitates.
PINKY
No, I’ll just order an Uber Alarm spreads over Anton’s face.
ANTON
NO! Your brother will take you.
PINKY
I don’t want to be seen in that
car.
JALOPY
Hey! She drives well you know.
PINKY
Urgh! Fine...
Pinky’s shoulders slump as he walks out of the kitchen.
Anton’s shoulders drop with relief.
Jalopy takes another bite of his sandwich, the contents of
which fall out the back.
INT. JALOPY'S CAR - DRIVING TO GIG - NIGHT
Jalopy’s car hiccups down the road.
Pinky reaches to change the radio station. Static.
PINKY
Does this thing even work?
JALOPY
You just need to...
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Jalopy moves the dial slowly, and it hits the same station as
before.
Pinky sighs.
PINKY
I can’t believe this thing still
moves.
Pinky’s arm spins to wind down the window. It doesn’t move.
Pinky pulls at his collar.
PINKY (CONT’D)
Bro, how would you feel if...
(deep breath)
... if I didn’t come to your
wedding?
Awkward pause.
PINKY (CONT’D)
It’s just there’s this big gig actually it’s massive - and I
just... I just couldn’t say no
because it’s Ok.
Ok?
Yep.
Just ok?
Yep...

JALOPY
PINKY
JALOPY
PINKY
JALOPY

They both look straight ahead and sit in silence as the car
rattles on.
Chappies?

JALOPY (CONT’D)

He magics a pack of gum out of Pinky’s ear.
PINKY
How did you...?
Jalopy pops one in his own mouth and chews away in silence.
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They pull up to the bar.
Pinky sinks into his seat. He takes a deep breath and gets
out of the car, shutting the door quickly behind him and
disappearing.
Jalopy drops his head and sits for a beat, then drives off.
INT. BACKSTAGE AT THE STUDIO VENUE - NIGHT
Pinky descends from the stage. People can be heard applauding
in the background.
The next act can be heard getting on stage.
Pinky gives Kahu a hug. Kahu is in his touch rugby uniform.
PINKY
Ew, sweaty.
KAHU
Ew, same for you. We got knocked
out in the semis.
Blake appears with a drink for Pinky. Pinky takes a sip.
BLAKE
You did good, kid.
Blake looks Kahu up and down.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
Crikey, you didn’t think to get
changed?
(to Pinky)
Mate, we need to work on your
branding. Spark’s only a few weeks
away.
PINKY
What are your thoughts?
BLAKE
Seeing as it’s a diversity
programme... the promoters want you
to play up the whole Polynesian
thing.
PINKY
Polynesian?
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BLAKE
Yea, bring some island vibes, maybe
a bit of reggae PINKY
I’m not Polynesian.
BLAKE
What? You said when we were filling
out the forms? You went to church?
PINKY
I’m from South Africa...
BLAKE
AFRICA? Are you fucking kidding me?
KAHU
Is there a problem?
BLAKE
Of course there’s a fucking
problem! You don’t qualify for this
programme!
KAHU
Is African not diverse enough for
you?
BLAKE
Mate! It’s not about me - it’s
about the promoters, it’s about
what they want.
Blake catches himself and takes a breath.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
Look, I have to make some calls.
Let’s park it for now and talk
about it later. Fuck me, I need a
whiskey.
Blake walks off.
Kahu wraps an arm around Pinky’s shoulders.
KAHU
Let’s go home eh?
EXT. AUCKLAND VIADUCT - NIGHT
Pinky and Kahu walk along the viaduct.
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Kahu watches Pinky as they walk. Pinky glances at Kahu for a
second then looks away.
Kahu sits on a bench, and pats the seat next to him, inviting
Pinky to sit. Pinky reluctantly obliges.
KAHU
Well if you’re not gonna talk...
They sit for a beat.
KAHU (CONT’D)
Looks like you can go to the
wedding after all... And I can
finally meet the whānau.
PINKY
You reckon they’ll kick me out?
KAHU
I should get a new suit - how does
your mum feel about pistachio? The
colour, not the nut.
He smiles at Pinky. Pinky does not smile back.
KAHU (CONT’D)
It’s nice tonight. We could just
sit here and people watch.
... There’s no one else around.
Or...

KAHU (CONT’D)

He gets up and tries to pull Pinky up from the bench. Pinky
doesn’t budge.
Fine.

KAHU (CONT’D)

Kahu starts dancing - two steps forward, two steps back.
KAHU (CONT’D)
Is this how you do it?
Kahu dances for a beat.
PINKY
You’re an idiot.
Pinky takes Kahu’s hand and they jazz. Two steps forward, two
steps back.
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Pinky’s face softens.
The city lights sparkle behind them.
Kahu jumps up onto the bench and kicks into a leap. He lands
and does the Charleston, then transitions into a haka.
Pinky laughs.
Kahu pulls Pinky into a slow dance. Pinky rests his head on
Kahu’s shoulder and they sway, left and right.
KAHU
He rā ki tua, babe. He rā ki tua.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT
DULCIE
Kos is oppie tafel.

DULCIE
Food is on the table.

Ophelia, Jalopy, Anton and Ma Rita walk in and sit down the
table. Ma Rita looks particularly haggard. Dulcie places a
pot of tomato bredie onto the table, and begins dishing for
everyone.
ANTON
In the name of the DULCIE
Wait for Pinky.
Pinky walks in and sits down.
ANTON
In the name of the father and of
the son...
Pinky eats a spoonful of food.
ANTON (CONT’D)
Don’t be rude, man. Wait till we
pray.
DULCIE
I don’t know where your manners
went. I didn’t raise you so!
Pray then!

PINKY

Anton mumbles quickly through a prayer.
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Amen.

ANTON

Everyone besides Pinky repeats the “Amen”.
They dig in. Ma Rita does not eat, but sits tossing her food
with her fork.
DULCIE
I think if we keep up our efforts
we will have just enough for the
wedding. Quote came through from
the caterers this morning. Lekker
canapés and a choice of mains and
desserts. Last thing you want is
for the guests to go hungry hey!
Pinky, please! Your elbows on the
table!
PINKY
Mum, can you not.
DULCIE
Don’t forget you are still my
child, living under my roof.
Scraping of cutlery on plates.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
I don’t know when this child will
learn respect. If this was Cape
Town PINKY
Well it’s not.
ANTON
Don’t be rude to your mother.
Pinky sighs. He stands up in front of the painting of Table
Mountain. He picks up his plate of food and walks towards the
sink.
DULCIE
Another thing you’ll just let go to
waste.
PINKY
What’s your problem?
DULCIE
We wouldn’t be here counting coins
if you just did what I said and
finished your studies.
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PINKY
Did what you said?
DULCIE
It’s what you always wanted.
Come now.

ANTON

PINKY
It’s what you always wanted. You
know what, fuck this.
The painting crashes to the ground behind the family.
Jalopy drops his fork. Ophelia gasps.
Beat.
Ma Rita rises with authority, and a hush falls over the
family. She turns to look at Pinky, disappointed.
Pinky’s face drops. He trembles as he walks out, defeated.
Pinky’s bedroom door bangs offscreen.
MA RITA
I’m not so hungry anymore.
EXT. FRENCH CAFE - DAY
Sabine takes a drag from a cigarette and pulls it away from
her mouth.
She sees Pinky.
No.

SABINE

PINKY
Sabine, wait.
No.

SABINE

She tosses the cigarette on the ground and stomps it out. She
turns to enter the cafe.
Pinky’s face and shoulders drop.
Sabine is about to enter the cafe, but she glances back
quickly first.

46.
Pinky turns to walk away.
Sabine exits the cafe.
Fine.

SABINE (CONT’D)

She throws an apron at Pinky. He catches it and follows her
inside.
INT. FRENCH CAFE - DAY
Pinky takes a tray of treats to a table in the bustling cafe.
Kahu enters and goes up to Sabine at the counter.
KAHU
No issues this time?
SABINE
I guess the dishwasher just didn’t
like him.
Pinky walks over.
KAHU
How’s your first day, part 2, the
remix: Full Throttle?
PINKY
Yeah, yeah.
SABINE
Just take the tray out back and
then you’re done for today. Good
work.
They exchange a gentle smile.
BLAKE
Just the man I needed to see.
Pinky and Kahu turn around to find Blake standing behind
them.
INT. FRENCH CAFE (SITTING DOWN) - DAY
Pinky brings a tray of coffees and places it on the table
where Blake and Kahu are seated. Pinky sits down.
KAHU
Thanks babe.
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Blake tears a sachet of sugar and empties into his coffee.
Then another. Then another. He stirs.
BLAKE
I’m disappointed in you Pinky. I’m
afraid this is the end of the road
for us.
Pinky almost chokes on his coffee.
PINKY
Wait! What?
BLAKE
Yep, this is it.
PINKY
No no no no no, I need this.
BLAKE
Easy, I’m just pulling your leg.
You’re back in the programme.
Actual?
Actual!
How come?

PINKY
BLAKE
PINKY

BLAKE
Look, Pinky, there’s a lot at stake
here. The promoters wanted to boot
you but... I convinced them that
it’s too expensive to change the
posters now that they’ve been
plastered all over town. So they’ve
asked me to keep my eye on you
and...
And?

PINKY

BLAKE
... they want you to... play to
your strengths...
He pulls out a CD and slides it across the table. There is a
sticker across the CD that reads AFROBEAT.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
And your passes - don’t lose them.
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He slides a brown envelope across the table.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
See - I believe in you, Pinky, and
I fight for what I believe in.
Don’t rush to tell me you love me
or anything.
Blake downs his coffee and goes to the counter to pay.
KAHU
God, that guy’s a dick.
PINKY
That coffee was scorching hot.
Blake heads towards the exit.
BLAKE
(shouting across the cafe)
Catch ya, boys!
Pinky sips his coffee. Kahu takes a napkin and wipes Pinky’s
coffee moustache.
KAHU
Are you sure this is what you want?
PINKY
More than anything.
KAHU
More than your brother’s wedding?
Silence.
Kahu gives him a gentle smile.
KAHU (CONT’D)
You’re so cute when you’re serious.
PINKY
Shut up... egg.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY
Pinky walks into the kitchen wearing headphones. He grabs an
apple, flicks it up into the air and catches it.
Ma Rita talks to him but he can’t hear it.
She keeps talking anyway. She hunches over and steadies
herself by holding onto the counter.
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Pinky removes a headphone to expose his ear.
MA RITA
Please. I need wool to knit socks
for Gladys by the church man.
Huh?

PINKY

MA RITA
Your dad’s car’s still here, can
you go buy me wool man?
PINKY
Wait, Ma, I’m busy learning a song.
INTERCUT PINKY/MA RITA
INT. WATSON HOUSE - PINKY'S BEDROOM - DAY
Pinky listens to the music blasting in his ears. He tries to
sing along, and hums to the melody.
A text flashes up on Pinky’s phone: AFROBEAT DEBUT THIS
SATURDAY. DON’T BE LATE.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - HALLWAY - DAY
Ma Rita knocks on Pinky’s door.
MA RITA
Please man. Come help your Ma.
No answer.
She grabs Anton’s keys from the hook by the front door.
I/E. ANTON'S CAR - PARKED IN DRIVEWAY - DAY
Ma Rita climbs into Anton’s car and bursts into a coughing
fit.
She reaches into her wig. Nothing.
She pulls her wig off and runs her hands through her hair,
still coughing. Nothing.

50.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - PINKY'S BEDROOM - DAY
Pinky hears the car horn blaring through his music. He is now
dancing to the Afrobeat track.
PINKY
Ja, Ma! I’m coming just now.
The song ends.
Beeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeep!
Pinky looks out the window, removes his headphones and heads
downstairs.
EXT. ANTON'S CAR - PARKED IN DRIVEWAY - DAY
Pinky exits the house.
Beeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeep!
Pinky brings his hands to his ears.
PINKY
I said I’m coming.
His face drops.
Ma Rita lies hunched over, her head on the steering wheel.
The beep continues.
In slow motion, Pinky shakes and runs to Ma Rita. He holds
her in his arms and wails.
At the same time, Jalopy’s car pulls up and Dulcie, Jalopy
and Ophelia exit. Dulcie, carrying bags of shopping, notices
the commotion and her face drops. The bags drop to the floor.
Pinky looks back at Dulcie.
Dulcie rushes to Pinky’s side.
Dulcie, holding back her tears, holds onto Pinky and Ma Rita,
and they rock back and forth.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT
Pinky stands leaning over the kitchen sink, looking straight
ahead, as behind him...
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... the aunties arrive carrying flowers and pots of food.
They hug Dulcie and Anton...
... Anton clears the table and sets up candles and a
photograph of Ma Rita...
... Ophelia places a small statuette of Mother Mary beside Ma
Rita’s photograph...
... they have a prayer service, Aunty Charmaine’s hands in
the air as she prays, Uncle Moegamad stands to pray to
Allah...
... Dulcie blows out the candles, sinks into Anton’s shoulder
but remains stoic.
INT. FUNERAL HOME OFFICE - DAY
MARGOT (50s, Pākehā) places a tray of tea and biscuits on the
coffee table. She hands Dulcie a box of tissues. Dulcie
smiles politely and passes it down the line to Anton, then
Jalopy, then Pinky. Pinky simply stares straight ahead.
Margot opens a folder and inspects the contents.
MARGOT
So I see that it is Rita’s wish to
be cremated - and for her ashes to
be returned to Cape Town at a later
date.
DULCIE
So we don’t need to pay for the
coffin?
MARGOT
We always perform the procedure
inclusive of the coffin.
DULCIE
So you burn the coffin too?
MARGOT
We incinerate it alongside the
deceased, yes.
ANTON
And if we want her to be burned
without the coffin?
MARGOT
We simply cannot do that. It’s what
Rita would have wanted.
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DULCIE
So how much is it all going to
cost?
Margot closes the folder.
MARGOT
I understand that these
circumstances can feel...
overwhelming... but let us take a
moment to remember Rita, who we all
loved so very much. It’s what Rita
would have wanted.
A long awkward beat as Margot surveys the Watsons.
Dulcie huffs.
Anton taps his hand on his knee.
MARGOT (CONT’D)
Twenty thousand dollars.
DULCIE
You’re joking.
MARGOT
Give or take...
DULCIE
(to Anton)
That’s the whole wedding.
Dulcie and Anton exchange a defeated look. Dulcie fingers her
necklace uncomfortably.
MARGOT
It’s what Rita DULCIE
- would have wanted - we know!
EXT. ST THOMAS MORE CHURCH - DAY
People file into the church, offering condolences to the
Watsons. Pinky watches Sexy Priest and Margot emerge from the
church and whisper something to Dulcie and Anton. They follow
into the church.
KAHU
You holding up ok?
Pinky is startled.
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PINKY
Jesus fucking Christ! What are you
doing here?
KAHU
You can’t say that here! I came to
pay my respects.
Pinky looks around and pulls Kahu with him out of sight.
PINKY
You can’t be here.
KAHU
Babe, relax.
Kahu hands Pinky a hip flask. Pinky takes a swig, hands it
back to Kahu and turns to walk away.
KAHU (CONT’D)
I’ll stand at the back, no one will
see me.
The hearse pulls up in front of the church.
Gladys, in her hodge-podge knitwear, waves at Pinky.
Pinky stops and looks back at Kahu over his shoulder.
PINKY
Fine, ok, fine...
INT. ST THOMAS MORE - DAY
The church is packed full of people. Some women beat the air
with fans.
Anton, Pinky, Jalopy, Tariq, Uncle Moegamad and Uncle Basil
carry in Ma Rita’s coffin.
Sexy Priest is at the altar.
People wail as Ma Rita’s coffin goes past.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE CHURCH (A LITTLE LATER) - DAY
Pinky now sits with Dulcie, Anton, Jalopy and Ophelia in the
front pew. Kahu sits behind Pinky.
The service goes on and Pinky simply stares.
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SEXY PRIEST
And as per Rita’s final request,
her grandson Ingemar will now sing
her favourite hymn.
Pinky stares.
Pinky.

JALOPY

Pinky snaps to. He goes up to the lectern.
Cough.
PINKY
(singing)
As ek die kruishout
gadeslaan...

PINKY
(singing)
As I survey the wondrous
cross...

The congregation shifts in their seats.
Dulcie trembles and clenches her jaw.
PINKY (CONT’D)
Waaraan die hemelkoning
hang...

PINKY (CONT’D)
On which the prince of glory
died...

Anton pulls at his collar.
Kahu plants his hand across his face and rubs his stubbly
cheeks.
Pinky clears his throat.
PINKY (CONT’D)
Is al my pogings enkel
waan...

PINKY (CONT’D)
My richest gain I count but
lost...

Wavering breath.
Jalopy’s legs quiver back and forth.
Ophelia twirls her gold crucifix with a trembling hand.
PINKY (CONT’D)
Verfoei ek trots en
selfbelang...

PINKY (CONT’D)
And pour contempt on all my
pride...

Pinky crumbles onto the lectern and weeps. He looks at his
family. Anton edges forward, and looks back at Dulcie, stoic.
Pinky descends the altar and runs out of the church.
Dulcie goes to follow, but stops herself.
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Kahu squeezes through the rest of his pew and follows Pinky.
Anton and Dulcie watch Kahu go.
Jalopy looks around and takes a deep breath. He walks up to
the lectern, clears his throat and begins the second verse.
It’s shockingly off-key.
The aunties try to hold back their laughter. A woman holds a
fan in front of her face to hide.
Sexy Priest approaches Jalopy and whispers in his ear,
himself trying to hold back laughter.
Oh...

JALOPY

Jalopy’s face drops and he descends the altar.
EXT. ST THOMAS MORE - DAY
Kahu holds Pinky on a bench outside the church. Pinky cries
into Kahu’s shoulder, trembling in his grief. He feels the
hip flask in Kahu’s jacket, retrieves it, and takes a deep
swig.
People filter out of the church and the hearse departs.
Anton shakes an old man’s hand.
ANTON
Please, come join us for tea and a
biscuit in the hall.
People glance at Pinky and Kahu as they walk past, Pinky
still trembling, trying to control his wavering breath.
Anton and Dulcie begin walking to the church hall but stop by
Pinky and Kahu.
DULCIE
Your Ma would have liked that.
Kahu releases Pinky. He gets up and goes in to hug Dulcie.
She puts out her hand instead. Kahu shakes it.
KAHU
I’m sorry for your loss.
PINKY
Mum, dad - this is Kahu, my...
friend.
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Anton shakes Kahu’s hand.
Oh.

ANTON

(realising)
Oh! Please, come join us for tea in
the hall.
KAHU
That would be He looks over at Pinky.
Pinky stands up and shoulders Kahu out of the way slightly.
PINKY
We can’t stay - I... I have to get
ready for a gig tonight.
Anton looks down.
ANTON
Well, that’s a shame.
Dulcie huffs and walks away. Anton pauses, looks back at
Pinky, smiles politely at Kahu, then follows.
KAHU
Look, why don’t we stay? Give
tonight a miss. Blake will
understand.
PINKY
He’s been on my arse all week. I
have no choice.
Babe -

KAHU

PINKY
We should go.
Pinky begins walking away.
Kahu pauses, looks back at everyone entering the hall, his
face drops, but he follows anyway, shoulders hunched.
INT. NECK OF THE WOODS - BACKSTAGE - NIGHT
Pinky and Kahu sit in the green room in front of a coffee
table littered with empty glasses.
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Pinky downs a shot, and tries to pass one to Kahu. Kahu
doesn’t take it.
KAHU
Maybe you should slow down.
PINKY
I sing better when I’m drunk.
He’s about to down Kahu’s shot, when Kahu pulls it out of his
hand, spilling it all over Pinky’s outfit.
Blake walks into the green room, looking around frantically.
BLAKE
Pinky, you’re on in five. Crikey,
you smell like a brewery.
KAHU
I don’t think he should BLAKE
Mate, get him upright and bring him
over to the stage.
Kahu helps Pinky stand up. Pinky wobbles and pushes Kahu
away.
I’m fine.

PINKY

Pinky stumbles over with Blake as Kahu sits down again in a
huff.
INT. NECK OF THE WOODS - STAGE - NIGHT
The audience erupts into applause as Pinky stumbles onto the
stage.
Burp.
The GUITARIST strums the opening chord.
DRUMMER
A one-two-three-four...
The music starts.
PINKY
Fuck - hold up, hold up, hold up. I
missed my cue.
The band stops playing.
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The guitarist rolls his eyes.
PINKY (CONT’D)
Let’s try it again.
The guitarist strums a chord and the song starts up again.
Pinky stares straight forward, swaying slightly. He steadies
himself on the mic stand.
One by one the musicians stop playing.
Blake runs to the side of the stage.
BLAKE
Oi! What are you doing?
PINKY
(into the mic)
Helloooo everybody. Hola. Kia ora.
He pukanas.
Kahu bolts to the side of the stage.
KAHU
Babe, that’s enough.
Pinky looks Kahu in the eye and pukanas again.
AUDIENCE MEMBER
That’s fucking racist bro!
The murmur from the audience grows.
BLAKE
(to Kahu)
Get him off the stage.
PINKY
We........ are all gonna die.
Fuck.

BLAKE

Blake starts climbing onto the stage.
PINKY
We are... and all of this... will
mean nothing.
The audience boos.
Blake snatches at the mic.
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BLAKE
Give me that.
No!

PINKY

BLAKE
(assertive but whispering)
Get off the fucking stage.
They both pull at the mic, back and forth.
Kahu, alarmed, runs to Pinky’s side and drags him offstage.
No!

PINKY

KAHU
Let’s get you some fresh air.
BLAKE
(into the mic)
I do apologise, folks. Someone has
had a bit too much to drink
tonight. Just hang in there and
we’ll bring the next act on
shortly.
EXT. NECK OF THE WOODS - NIGHT
PINKY
What are you doing? They love me.
KAHU
Can’t you hear them?
Kahu leans Pinky against the wall. Pinky slides down the wall
until he is sitting on the ground.
PINKY
I need to get...
(burp)
... back on stage.
Kahu squats down next to Pinky.
KAHU
They don’t care, do they?
PINKY
Of course they care. They love me.
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KAHU
Your parents - they don’t care that
you’re gay.
Pinky’s head drops into his hands.
PINKY
I don’t feel so good.
Sit up.

KAHU

Kahu lifts Pinky’s head up and forces him to look him in the
face.
KAHU (CONT’D)
Then why keep me a secret?
Tears start flooding Pinky’s eyes.
KAHU (CONT’D)
Why keep me a secret, Pinky?
PINKY
I think I’m going to throw up.
ANSWER ME.

KAHU

PINKY
I don’t deserve you!
They stare at each other for a beat, both breathing heavily.
Blake stomps out of the club and stands over Pinky.
BLAKE
What the actual fuck was that?
BLAKE (CONT’D)
You fucking blew it, mate. You
really fucking blew it. Do you
think anyone is going to take me
seriously in this industry if you Pinky throws up onto Blake’s shoes.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
Are you fucking kidding me?!
Blake fights to hold back his anger. He clenches his fists
and punches the air.
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Blake sees a poster with Pinky’s name sprawled across it and
begins ripping it from the wall.
He pauses, takes a steadying breath, and slicks his hair
back. He passes his phone to Kahu, who is still seething with
anger.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
Call him an Uber and get him out of
my sight.
He snaps his fingers in front of Pinky’s face.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
I never want to see your stupid
fucking face ever again. You hear
me?
Blake snatches his phone back from Kahu. He takes a moment to
slow his breathing. He dials, clears his throat and puts on
his slickest voice.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
(on the phone)
Mate! Bit of a hiccup tonight.
Thought I’d nip it in the bud
before it hits the socials.
He flicks Pinky a disapproving look.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
(on the phone)
Yeah, yeah, that one...
Pinky’s head sinks into his hands again.
INT. ANTON'S CAR - K ROAD - NIGHT
Blake appears in the passenger window and taps on the glass.
The window winds down.
BLAKE
This one’s wasted, mate. Might want
to put some towels down.
Kahu helps Pinky into the car. Pinky slides across to let
Kahu enter, but instead Kahu shuts the door in Pinky’s face.
Pinky is about to protest when...
ANTON
If you vomit in my car I -
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Dad?
Pinky?

PINKY
ANTON

They stare at each other, shocked.
They sit in silence as the car drives along. The sound of
passing cars and police sirens penetrate the silence.
Eventually Anton flicks the radio on, and the rapid
commentary of horse racing hums softly as the car rolls on.
Pinky’s head bobs with the movement of the car.
Their eyes meet in the rear view mirror.
Pinky averts his gaze and watches the skyscrapers flash past
his window.
Pinky’s eyes meet Anton’s reflection. Pinky looks away.
ANTON (CONT’D)
So we’re just gonna sit in silence
then?
No response.
Pinky’s phone screen illuminates his face.
ANTON (CONT’D)
When are you going to be a man? We
didn’t raise you to be a skollie or
a dronkie... Or a tik kop! Maybe
your mother’s right - maybe you are
just throwing your life away.
Pinky turns to stare out the window, clearly uncomfortable.
ANTON (CONT’D)
We brought you here so you could
have better opportunities.
PINKY
Does mum know about this?
ANTON
Look at you - dik gesuip.
PINKY
Look at you - an Uber driver?
Anton meets Pinky’s eyes once more in the rear view mirror.
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ANTON
You can’t tell your mother. Not
yet.
Pinky huffs.
ANTON (CONT’D)
When you get to my age you will
understand. Companies will let you
go for no reason and replace you
with a robot. Never mind that you
spent fifteen years working there.
Never mind that you’re still paying
a mortgage. Never mind that you
still have a family to feed.
Pinky’s face drops.
ANTON (CONT’D)
Never mind that you are getting old
and have no qualifications. Never
mind that you have a son that
doesn’t want to do what’s right for
his family.
PINKY
I don’t feel so good.
ANTON
We’re almost there. You know, we
don’t see you anymore. You don’t
talk to us. You throw your studies
away, and you know... a man does
what’s right for his family, even
if it hurts.
The car parks.
Anton leans back over the seat.
ANTON (CONT’D)
My boy, no man is an island.
Anton reaches out to take Pinky’s hand. Pinky pulls away and
gets out of the car.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT
Dulcie sits at the kitchen table. The entire table is covered
in flowers and cards, as is the kitchen bench. There is a
picture of Ma Rita on the table, with a candle burning in
front of it.
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Dulcie opens a letter and unfolds it. The top letterhead
reads FLETCHERS FUNERAL HOME.
We see the total fee for the funeral: $21,523.00.
Dulcie types the amount into a wedding spreadsheet on her
laptop. One by one she deducts expenses from the wedding.
Decorations - backspace, backspace, backspace.
Music - backspace, backspace, backspace.
Flowers - backspace, backspace, backspace.
Photographer - backspace, backspace, backspace.
Catering.
She hesitates.
Catering - backspace, backspace, backspace.
Cake. Her mouse hovers. She fingers the necklace hanging at
her throat and closes her laptop.
Dulcie lowers the letter and stares off into the distance.
As she gets up the sound of the front door can be heard
offscreen.
Dulcie flicks the kettle on.
DULCIE
Anton, is that you?
Pinky walks into the kitchen, assisted by Anton.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
Oh? And what’s this?
ANTON
He needs water.
Anton walks over to the sink and pours a glass of water.
The kettle bubbles away.
Pinky steadies himself against a chair.
DULCIE
Why aren’t you at work?
ANTON
I’m finished for the night. Here.

65.
He helps Pinky drink.
DULCIE
And your overalls?
Pinky drops the glass and it smashes, spilling water all over
the floor.
ANTON
Pinky, man! Mind.
He pushes Pinky out of the way.
ANTON (CONT’D)
Go to your room. We can talk about
your behaviour in the morning.
PINKY
My behaviour?
They exchange an intense stare.
PINKY (CONT’D)
I don’t take demands from an Uber
driver.
(to Dulcie)
Dad lost his job at the factory.
He’s been driving an Uber for
months.
They exchange another intense stare.
Pinky stumbles out of the room.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - HALLWAY - NIGHT
We follow Pinky stumbling up the stairs.
DULCIE (O.S.)
What’s he saying?
ANTON (O.S.)
He’s drunk, bokkie.
Pinky crashes at the top of the stairs and sits.
DULCIE (O.S.)
No, tell me. What’s this about a
Uber driver?
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INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT
ANTON
I can explain DULCIE
Do you think I’m dom. I haven’t
washed your work clothes in months.
Bokkie -

ANTON

DULCIE
Why couldn’t you just tell me?
Anton sighs, defeated.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
You can sleep on the couch tonight.
Anton bends to pick up the glass.
Go.

DULCIE (CONT’D)

Anton gives Dulcie an apologetic look, but she remains stoic.
Anton exits.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - HALLWAY - NIGHT
Anton exchanges a pained glance with Pinky as he passes him
on the stairs.
Pinky grabs onto the railing to pick himself up.
Anton passes again, this time going down the stairs, carrying
a blanket and a pillow.
Pinky stands for a beat, looking down at Anton, then walks to
his room.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT
Dulcie kneels on the ground, picking up the pieces of broken
glass and placing them into a skoppie and mops up the water
with a towel.
She pauses - pained sigh - then continues.
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INT. WATSON HOUSE - PINKY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Pinky lies on his bed, staring up at the ceiling, phone to
his ear.
RECEIVER
Please leave a message after the
tone.
Beep.
Pinky slowly lowers the phone from his ear.
INT. SUPERMARKET - DAY
Dulcie walks down the frozen section with Ophelia and Jalopy
dressed in their work uniforms.
Dulcie pulls a pack of filo pastry and places it in her half
full trolley.
DULCIE
How many samoosas must I make?
Jalopy shrugs.
JALOPY
Mum, this is our fifteen. Do we
have to do this now?
DULCIE
Oh lekker, the spring rolls are on
sale.
She takes 6 packs of spring rolls and stacks them in the
trolley.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
Do you still get that staff
discount?
JALOPY
We haven’t got that in years.
DULCIE
Places like this
money, the least
look after their
are you going to
Friday?

make so much
they can do is
staff. What time
the airport on

JALOPY
The plane lands at 10.
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DULCIE
Can you call your brother, I need
to see what he’s wearing to the
wedding.
JALOPY
Oh, he’s not coming.
WHAT?!

DULCIE

People turn to look.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
(whispering)
What?!
JALOPY
Yea... Something about a gig... I
thought you knew.
Jalopy shrugs and keeps walking.
Dulcie remains frozen.
INT. BUS - DAY
Pinky sits alone on the bus, staring out the window, as the
bus rocks him from side to side along the road. His clothes
are disheveled, and he wears the rough night on his face.
EXT. BUS STOP/PLAZA - DAY
Pinky stands, shoulders hunched, as the bus departs behind
him with a hiss.
He sees an old piano covered in graffiti sitting idly in the
plaza. He approaches it and sits.
He pushes down a key. Then another. The corners of his mouth
lift slightly.
He plays a chord.
He closes his eyes and begins to sing. His voice is strained.
We see his fingers glide from chord to chord, and his eyelids
tighten and release as he sings.
His voice becomes clear and strong.
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The song is beautiful, a ballad of sorts, albeit with Pinky’s
whimsical twist.
At last, he opens his eyes, and we see that Pinky has amassed
and audience. They burst into applause. One woman wipes a
tear from her eyes.
Pinky nods back in gratitude.
He looks past the crowd and sees his poster, his name
sprawled across it: ***PINKY***. We rest on his face for a
moment as his expression cycles from disappointment to steely
determination.
CUT TO:
QUICK MONTAGE BEGINS:
We see Pinky following Blake around town, trying to talk...
... he waves at Blake through his office window, but Blake
ignores him...
... he perches at the seat behind Blake and CLINT (30,
Pākehā) in the brightly lit cafe, while they pore over
designs on an iPad, still ignoring him...
... Blake looks down at his phone and sees twelve missed
calls from Pinky...
... he tries to disrupt an outdoor gym class, as Blake runs
back and forth. Pinky gets shooed away by the instructor...
QUICK MONTAGE
ENDS.
INT. CHAPEL BAR - DAY
Pinky finally catches Blake having a frothy lunchtime beer.
Pinky winces at the sight of the beer. A singer plays her
guitar in the corner of the bar, her wispy voice no match for
Pinky’s.
BLAKE
Bloody hell, you are relentless!
PINKY
Look, can we BLAKE
Can we what?

70.
PINKY
Coffee? My shout?
Awkward beat.
Blake tries to ignore him and takes a deep sip.
Pinky taps his leg anxiously. He looks over at the singer,
then back at Blake.
Pinky begins singing over her. Patrons turn to look, clearly
impressed.
Blake’s face softens - he can’t help but be inspired.
BLAKE
You smell awful.
PINKY
I feel awful.
Blake snorts and downs his beer.
BLAKE
Your shout, yeah?
Pinky tries to hold back his smile.
INT. FRENCH CAFE - DAY
Pinky approaches the counter and greets Sabine. Steam rises
from the coffee machine as she churns away at a flat white.
SABINE
You can’t call in sick and then
show up to work as a customer, you
know.
PINKY
I know - I’m sorry. I’m meeting
someone. Can I have two flat whites
please? Just small’s fine. And...
and can they be on the house?
Sabine pauses. She rolls her eyes but nods anyway.
Pinky joins Blake at his table. Blake taps his leg
incessantly.
Blake picks up a sachet of sugar and begins flicking it in
his hand.
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BLAKE
Look, Pinky, you have so much
goddamn potential. You’re my only
client with real talent. Real.
Fucking. Talent.
PINKY
I... Blake, I’m sorry.
BLAKE
No, you’re not. I don’t know what’s
going on with you, mate. I am
trying to help you achieve your
dreams... and you just piss it all
away. Is that all I am to you - a
leg for you to piss on?
PINKY
(under his breath)
What does that even...
(cough)
Blake, I will do anything to play
this gig. Anything.
Blake tosses the sachet of sugar onto the table. He sighs.
BLAKE
I’m getting you back in the
programme. It’s not gonna be easy,
but I need you to play ball here,
ok?
He unzips his bag and pulls out his iPad.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
This came through from Clint this
morning. We’ve decided on a jungle
theme.
He flicks to a picture of a stage design featuring digital
trees and birds flying overhead.
PINKY
Does it have to be BLAKE
It’s the only way I can sell
your... image.
Awkward beat.
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BLAKE (CONT’D)
To the promoters. Sell your image
to the promoters. You know constraints and all...
Pinky squints slightly, but nods reluctantly.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
And don’t try anything stupid, ok?
My job is on the line. My whole
life is on the line.
Pinky nods.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
Good. You still got that envelope?
Don’t lose it.
Sabine approaches the table with a tray of coffees.
Blake puts the iPad into his bag and zips it up. He gets up
to leave.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
And just for the record - apology
not accepted... not until you prove
to me that you mean business. This
isn’t a game, Pinky, so stop
playing it like one.
He exits.
Pinky gives Sabine a polite smile, and she snorts while
shaking her head.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY
Plop.
A Berocca tablet drops into a glass of water.
Pinky groans as he watches it fizz away.
ANTON
Ja, jy’s lekker babalas ne.

ANTON
Ja, you’re babalas ne.

Pinky turns.
Anton puts bread in the toaster, and turns away from Pinky.
Dulcie walks in carrying shopping bags.
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Anton goes to take the bags from her, but she doesn’t let
him. Instead she places them on the bench.
DULCIE
What’s this about you not coming to
the wedding?
Pinky turns to walk away.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
Your own brother’s wedding? What
could be more important than your
own brother’s wedding?
PINKY
I have a gig.
DULCIE
Your only brother? Your eldest
brother?
PINKY
It’s at Spark Arena DULCIE
Spark se gat!
PINKY
Why can’t you just be normal?
ANTON
Don’t talk to your mother like
that.
Dulcie starts unpacking the shopping bags.
DULCIE
Why must you always disappoint me?
Do you think your cousins also go
on so?
PINKY
They’re not even my real cousins.
DULCIE
Imraan flew all the way to London
for Tariq’s wedding. And he’s
coming here for Jalopy’s wedding.
He lives in Australia! You live
here and you won’t even make the
effort. No man. You break my heart
man.
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PINKY
Will I ever be good enough for you?
Dulcie stops unpacking the bags.
DULCIE
If you don’t want to be a part of
this family... then get out.
Pinky tries to protest.
GET OUT!

DULCIE (CONT’D)

Pinky storms out.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - PINKY'S BEDROOM - DAY
Pinky shoves clothes into an overnight bag. He slides the
brown envelope on top and zips up it up.
INT. KAHU'S APARTMENT - NIGHT
Kahu sniffs his touch uniform, grimaces, then tosses it into
the washing machine.
Knock knock knock.
Kahu opens the front door.
PINKY
I didn’t know where else to go.
Kahu’s head sinks. He steps aside and lets Pinky in.
Pinky leans in to kiss Kahu’s cheek, but Kahu pulls away.
Kahu walks away and returns to his washing.
INT. KAHU'S APARTMENT - NIGHT - A LITTLE LATER
Pinky and Kahu lay in bed, facing in opposite directions,
back to back. The distance between them seems as far apart as
possible.
Pinky’s clothes hang out of the overnight bag, and the brown
envelope sits on the bedside table beside him.
Kahu lays awake, eyes open.

75.
INT. KAHU'S APARTMENT - DAY
Get up.

KAHU

Kahu pulls the duvet off Pinky. Pinky shoots upright.
Kahu is dressed, ready for a run.
PINKY
Do I smell bacon?
Kahu avoids Pinky’s gaze.
Pinky sits at the kitchen island and begins digging into the
full English breakfast Kahu has laid out for him.
Kahu leans against the kitchen bench, but does not eat. He
stares at the big framed picture of his whānau in front of
the marae. We now see Pinky and Kahu in the portrait,
embraced by Kahu’s mother.
Pinky pours himself coffee from the jug. He folds a slice of
toast in half and dips it in the coffee, then takes a bite.
PINKY (CONT’D)
It’s delicious, thank you.
Kahu does not return Pinky’s smile.
KAHU
I’ve been thinking...
Pinky stops eating.
KAHU (CONT’D)
And I think you’re right.
Ok?

PINKY

KAHU
Maybe you don’t... deserve me.
Kahu winces.
PINKY
Are you breaking up with me?
KAHU
It’s more of a... a pause...
Pinky stands.
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PINKY
Who the fuck makes breakfast for
someone then breaks up with them?
Is this a breakup brunch?
KAHU
I think I just need some space...
to figure out my... priorities.
PINKY
This sounds like a break up.
Kahu says nothing. He just sips his coffee and turns away
from Pinky.
Pinky turns and regards the family portrait, realising.
Fine.

PINKY (CONT’D)

Pinky begins stuffing his clothes back into his overnight
bag.
He reaches the front door and turns back to Kahu who still
avoids his gaze.
Pinky slams the door behind him.
Kahu sees the brown envelope still sitting on the bedside
table.
EXT. JEWELERS SHOP - DAY
Dulcie sees her reflection in the window, wearing the
beautiful pendant necklace. She fingers the necklace, takes a
deep breath, then enters the store.
INT. REST HOME - DAY
Mrs Norris runs down the hallway wearing a cheeky grin.
Dulcie comes running after her, neck now bare.
DULCIE
Mrs Norris! Come back here!
MRS NORRIS
You can’t catch me - nah nah nah
nah nah.
Mrs Norris has brown solids smeared across her hands. As she
runs, she smears it on the walls, leaving stains.
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DULCIE
Jirre, it’s too early for this kak!
As Dulcie runs, a door opens in the hallway, and a zimmer
frame slowly creeps into view.
Dulcie leg catches in the zimmer frame and she crashes to the
ground.
EINA!

DULCIE (CONT’D)

She holds onto her wrist and winces with pain.
Mrs Norris appears beside her.
MRS NORRIS
Be careful. It’s only a game.
She reaches to help Dulcie up with her poo stained hands.
Dulcie pulls away.
DULCIE
I know Mrs Norris, I know. Now be a
good girl and wash your hands for
me please.
INT. A&E WAITING ROOM - DAY
Anton and Dulcie sit one seat apart in the waiting room.
Dulcie holds her arm against her chest as if in a sling.
Anton sits filling out a form on a clipboard.
TARIQ
Aunty Dulcie?
Anton goes to help Dulcie up. She dismisses him.
INT. A&E DOCTOR’S OFFICE - DAY
Dulcie watches as Tariq winds the plaster around her arm from
elbow to wrist. With her other hand, she feels at her bare
neck.
Anton watches through the glass panel in the door.
INT. BUS - DAY
Pinky watches as trees and houses flit past the window. The
bus slows and stops, and Pinky sees a grandmother pushing a
baby in a pram, a little toddler following in tow.
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The toddler presents her with a little flower that he just
picked and she smiles at him, delighted.
EXT. BUS STOP - DAY
Pinky steps off the bus and turns to walk home. As the bus
pulls away, Pinky notices St Thomas More Church behind it. He
pauses for a moment, then smiles to himself.
PINKY
Mama, ek is doen, ek is doen.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE - DAY
Pinky enters the church. His footsteps echo as he walks up to
the statue of Mary.
He pulls out the last $10 note from his pocket, folds it and
puts it into the tin.
He grabs a candle and lights it.
He stands holding it for a beat.
Pinky?

JALOPY

Pinky turns, surprised.
He sees Jalopy, Ophelia and Sexy Priest on the other side of
the church.
Pinky sits in a pew, still holding the candle.
Jalopy sits behind him and leans over the pew so that his
head is beside Pinky’s.
JALOPY (CONT’D)
It’s not easy letting go.
Jalopy looks at the candle.
JALOPY (CONT’D)
Do you mind?
We see Sexy Priest is now sitting beside Jalopy.
SEXY PRIEST
Oh, I thought...
No.

JALOPY
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Awkward beat.
Sexy Priest gets up and walks off.
Beat.
PINKY
Do you remember when I was small,
she took me up to Namaqualand to
visit Ma Dottie. And those little
orange flowers covered the hills
and the mountains, it looked
like...
Pinky looks closely at the candle.
PINKY (CONT’D)
They didn’t speak English,
remember, and I would always try to
join in... “Mama, ek is doen, ek is
doen.”
Jalopy laughs.
JALOPY
That doesn’t even make sense.
PINKY
Shush, I didn’t know what I was
saying.
(to himself)
Mama, ek is doen, ek is doen.
JALOPY
She was so proud of you.
PINKY
Why? I’m a failure. I...
JALOPY
Dropping out of med school doesn’t
make you a failure.
Pinky turns to look at Jalopy.
JALOPY (CONT’D)
You’re still the smart one, you
know. Stubborn, yes. But smart.
PINKY
And you? Why did you...
Pinky looks over at Ophelia flirting with Sexy Priest.
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PINKY (CONT’D)
... settle?
Jalopy snorts.
JALOPY
I didn’t - I stopped looking.
He pats Pinky on the shoulder. The corner of Pinky’s mouth
curls up into a very slight smile.
Pinky places the candle at the foot of the statue.
JALOPY (CONT’D)
Want a ride?
Sure.

PINKY

Behind them as they walk out of the church, a gust of wind
blows all the candles out, except for one - Ma Rita’s candle.
INT. JALOPY'S CAR - DRIVING THROUGH NORTH SHORE SUBURB - DAY
Jalopy and Ophelia sing badly to the song on the radio.
Ophelia sits in the middle back seat, Pinky is in the
passenger seat.
Pinky spins the handle to wind down the window, and is
surprised when it opens a crack.
Pinky looks over at his brother. Jalopy looks back, singing
his heart out.
Pinky smiles and starts singing along.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT
Dulcie stirs a bowl of samoosa filling with one hand. Her
other arm is in a sling.
There’s a pot on the stove with koesisters bubbling away in
syrup.
She spoons a little bit of filling onto a rhombus of pastry
and tries to fold it up. All the filling oozes out.
She squeezes it with her hand and tosses the squished pastry
onto the table.
Anton enters the kitchen.

81.
Dulcie opens the fridge and pulls out another bowl of
filling. She closes the fridge door but it swings back open.
She closes it again and it swings open again. She slams it
over and over and over again. She fights back tears and slams
it one last time.
ANTON
Hey hey hey hey hey.
Dulcie crumbles into Anton’s arms and sobs into his shoulder.
ANTON (CONT’D)
It’s alright. It’s alright. Here.
Anton unties Dulcie’s apron and pulls the strap over her
head. He swings his own head under the strap.
Let me.

ANTON (CONT’D)

Anton gently cradles Dulcie’s face in his hand. We sit in
their tender moment for a beat.
He claps.
ANTON (CONT’D)
Come, come, come - we have a
wedding to cater.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN (A LITTLE LATER) - NIGHT
Jalopy, Ophelia and Dulcie sit at the table. There is a large
sheet of paper spread across the table with a seating plan
for the wedding.
Ophelia writes names in beautiful calligraphy and cuts them
out, folds them and stands them up next to the tables on the
sheet of paper.
She writes one for Pinky and places it at the family table.
Dulcie leans forward to help.
OPHELIA
You rest. I can handle this. It is
my wedding after all.
DULCIE
Let me just OPHELIA
No! I got this.
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They exchange a knowing smile.
JALOPY
Sweetie, we must go. The flight
lands soon.
OPHELIA
You go. I’ve got some things to
sort out.
Ophelia picks up her phone and dials.
OPHELIA (CONT’D)
Aunty Faridah! Sorry that it’s so
last minute. We need help catering
the wedding...
Dulcie looks at Pinky’s name sitting by the family table.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - PINKY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Pinky lays on his bed looking up at the ceiling covered in
glow in the dark stars.
Knock knock knock.
Dulcie enters carrying a record.
Pinky looks, then rolls over to face away from her.
Dulcie sits on the bed next to Pinky.
DULCIE
I have something to show you.
Dulcie hands Pinky the record. On the lithograph is Dulcie’s
face from the early 90s, including late 80s big hair.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
You remind me of myself, you know,
when I was your age.
PINKY
What’s this?
DULCIE
Where do you think you get your
talent from? Definitely not from
your daddy.
Dulcie smiles softly to herself.
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DULCIE (CONT’D)
I gave it all up for you. For
Jalopy. So I could bring you here
and keep you safe.
Beat.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
When we moved here, all we had was
each other. Don’t you remember? We
didn’t even have a TV - we had to
sit and play Rummikub.
Dulcie laughs to herself.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
My boy, this is Cape Town.
PINKY
Mum, this is Auckland.
DULCIE
No, this is Cape Town.
Dulcie gestures for emphasis.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
Never forget that.
She gets up to walk out of the room.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
I need to see what you are wearing
tomorrow. I will still have time to
iron in the morning.
PINKY
Mum... I can’t go...
Why not?

DULCIE

Dulcie huffs.
Pinky tries to hold back tears.
PINKY
Just because you failed at your
dreams doesn’t mean I have to fail
at mine.
Dulcie averts her gaze, but remains fixed in her spot. She
can no longer hold back her tears.
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She storms out.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT
Dulcie takes the little placard with Pinky’s name on it and
stares at it, shaking, for a beat.
She rips it up and collapses into a chair, sobbing.
INT. WATSON HOUSE - PINKY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Pinky lays on his bed looking up at the glow in the dark
stars.
Dulcie’s record spins on the turntable.
Pinky is slowly brought to tears as he listens to the Brenda
Fassie-esque song.
INT. KAHU'S APARTMENT - NIGHT
Kahu pours himself a whiskey. His eyes seem raw from crying
all day.
There is a knock at the door. Kahu opens it to find a large
flat box at his feet. He brings it inside and lifts the lid,
revealing a beautiful pistachio suit.
Kahu looks over and sees the brown envelope. He debates for a
moment, then snatches it up with urgency.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE HALL - DAY
Dulcie and Anton run around setting up tables and flicking
table cloths onto them.
Dulcie wears a bright pink floral dress. Her arm is still in
a cast. Anton wears a dark red suit with horses on his tie
and his cufflinks.
Aunty Faridah, Uncle Moegamad, Sunila, Tariq and IMRAAN (30,
Coloured) arrive. Aunty Faridah carries a pot of briyani.
Uncle Moegamad carries boxes with Christmas lights hanging
out.
DULCIE
Hai, maar jy lyk fabulous,
meisie!

DULCIE
Hai, but you look nice
meisie!
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AUNTY FARIDAH
Dankie, man. Ek het mos a
nuwe doekie an.

Alweer!

DULCIE

AUNTY FARIDAH
Thank you man. I have a new
doekie on.

Again!

DULCIE

AUNTY FARIDAH
Where must I put this?
DULCIE
Put ma there so long. They just
finishing up with a funeral then
Moegamad and Anton can go set up
the decorations. Still a few hours
to go. They said we can use their
flowers in the church.
Aunty Minnie arrives with a box of flower arrangements.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
One for each table, Minnie.
Jalopy walks in wearing an oversized suit from the 80s.
AUNTY MINNIE
Jy lyk net so’s jou kar.

AUNTY MINNIE
You look just like your car.

The aunties laugh.
Lance and Catherine run up to Jalopy.
LANCE
Sousies uncle!
They pull a sousies and giggle as they run away. Jalopy pulls
sousies back and chases after them.
Dulcie is placing name cards on each of the tables. She pulls
out Pinky’s name. She regards it for a beat.
SUNILA
(to Dulcie)
It all looks so beautiful, aunty!
So very... rustic.
Dulcie is incensed by the word.
DULCIE
Sunila, take here and go do
something useful.

86.
Dulcie hands Sunila a bag of white balloons and a pump.
DULCIE (CONT’D)
Imraan! How was your flight? I’m so
glad you could make it.
Dulcie pulls Imraan into a tight one-armed squeeze.
IMRAAN
Ja aunty, it’s then been so long!
TARIQ
Aunty! Everyone is looking lekker.
Where’s Pinky?
Dulcie looks down at Pinky’s placard in her hand.
EXT. SPARK ARENA - NIGHT
A SECURITY GUARD stands in the doorway talking into his
earpiece. Pinky stands in front of him trying to push past.
PINKY
Are you kidding me? Just let me in.
SECURITY GUARD
Sorry bro - no pass no entry.
Pinky ruffles through his overnight bag.
PINKY
I could have sworn they were in
here. Do you know who I am? I’m on
the poster.
SECURITY GUARD
Cool story bro.
Urgh!

PINKY

Pinky returns to looking through his bag.
KAHU
Looking for this?
Kahu stands dressed in a suit, holding out the brown
envelope.
Pinky takes the envelope from him and pulls out the two
passes. He hands one back to Kahu.
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PINKY
You look like you’re dressed for a
wedding.
KAHU
You look like you’re not.
PINKY
Come on, we’re late.
Pinky turns to walk in.
KAHU
You don’t have to do this, you
know. We can still make it.
Pinky regards Kahu for a moment, then continues into the
venue.
INTERCUT PINKY/OPHELIA/KAHU
INT. SPARK ARENA - CORRIDOR - NIGHT
Pinky walks down an empty corridor.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE - NIGHT
Ophelia walks down the aisle with her father. She wears a
traditional Filipino wedding dress. The church is full of
people. The walls are lined with fairy lights.
Dulcie and Anton sit in the front row. Dulcie is constantly
looking back towards the entrance, growing restless.
INT. SPARK ARENA - DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT
Pinky sits at the mirror while a makeup artist dusts his face
with powder.
Blake appears behind him.
BLAKE
Put this on. You’re on in 5.
Blake holds out a blue dashiki.
Pinky hesitates, then takes it from him.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
How great do your dancers look?
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Pinky winces when he sees they’re all dressed as monkeys.
INT. KAHU'S CAR - PARKED OUTSIDE SPARK ARENA - NIGHT
Kahu starts his car and looks over at the pass sitting on the
seat beside him.
He bangs his hands on the steering wheel, turns the car off,
grabs the pass and gets out.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE - NIGHT
Ophelia and Jalopy stand at the altar with Sexy Priest.
SEXY PRIEST
Dearly beloved, we are gathered
here today to celebrate the union
of Jameson and Ophelia.
Dulcie looks back towards the church entrance, on the verge
of tears.
INT. SPARK ARENA - DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT
Pinky stares at himself in the mirror, looking uncomfortable
in his blue dashiki.
BLAKE
Look alive, mate. And feel free to
ad-lib - through some Afrikaans in
there, you know, clicks and stuff.
We see Pinky growing disoriented. He steadies himself on the
dressing table.
INT. SPARK ARENA - CORRIDOR - NIGHT
Kahu runs down the corridor, poking his head in dressing room
doors as he goes.
INT. SPARK ARENA - WINGS - NIGHT
Pinky is ushered into the wings by a stagehand wearing a
headpiece.
The hum of the audience can be heard all around him. They’re
chanting his name.
He looks over at the backup dancers dressed as monkeys.
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He fixates on them.
Fucking. Monkeys.
Flash.
INT. SPARK ARENA - STAGE - NIGHT
Pinky stands on the stage, completely alone.
There is no audience.
There is a single spotlight shining on him.
He shields his eyes from the light.
He looks up.
There is a single light twinkling.
Then another. Then another.
The sound of African drums builds to a crescendo.
Soon all we see is twinkling lights.
INT. SPARK ARENA - WINGS - NIGHT
BLAKE
Pinky... Pinky... that’s you,
that’s your cue.
Pinky snaps to.
BLAKE (CONT’D)
What are you waiting for? Don’t
fuck this up for me.
PINKY
You know what Blake...
Beat.
PINKY (CONT’D)
Jou ma se poes!
BLAKE
What does that even mean?
KAHU
It means you can shove it up your
fucking arse!
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Pinky and Kahu exchange a look of surprised relief. Pinky
takes Kahu’s hand and they run down the corridor together
towards the exit.
Blake yells after them furiously.
KAHU (CONT’D)
I’ve been wanting to say that for
so long!
Pinky simply smiles in response.
EXT. SPARK ARENA - NIGHT
Pinky and Kahu run hand in hand towards Kahu’s car.
EXT. KAHU’S CAR - CENTRAL AUCKLAND - NIGHT
The car is stationary.
We hear car horns sounding from in front and behind.
PINKY
How is there traffic at night?
KAHU
Must be road works or something.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE - NIGHT
Jalopy and Ophelia face each other, holding hands.
JALOPY
Ever since I met you, on that
day of work, when you laughed
magic tricks, I knew you were
one. And my greatest trick of
was winning your heart.

first
at my
the
all

The audience gushes.
INT. KAHU'S CAR - CENTRAL AUCKLAND - NIGHT
The car edges slowly past a lollypop man. Kahu gestures
politely to him as they pass.
PINKY
Come on, come on, come on.
The cars finally speed up.
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INT. ST THOMAS MORE - NIGHT
Dulcie turns to look to the back of the church anxiously, as
Ophelia begins reading her vows.
I/E. KAHU’S CAR - ST THOMAS MORE - NIGHT
Kahu’s car pulls up in front of the church.
Pinky climbs out.
Let’s go.

PINKY

Kahu hesitates.
KAHU
I’ll just wait in the car.
PINKY
But you’re part of the family...
Pinky gives Kahu a gentle smile. Kahu tries to hold back his
own smile, but can’t.
Kahu gets out of the car and they run to the entrance.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE - NIGHT
SEXY PRIEST
And if anyone objects to this union
- speak now or forever hold your
peace.
Silence.
No one?

SEXY PRIEST (CONT’D)

The congregation laughs.
Very well.

SEXY PRIEST (CONT’D)

Pinky and Kahu burst through the door.
The congregation gasps.
Pinky?

JALOPY

92.

Pinky?
Pinky?
Pinky!

ANTON
SEXY PRIEST
DULCIE

Pinky and Kahu begin to walk down the aisle.
PINKY
Jesus fucking Christ, I’m so sorry please, continue - continue.
Dulcie waves Pinky down with excitement.
Pinky goes to stand next to her. Kahu stands beside Anton.
SEXY PRIEST
Well then - I now pronounce you
husband and wife.
The congregation applaud.
Dulcie smiles as tears stream from her eyes.
She squeezes Pinky’s hand very tightly for a long beat.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE HALL - NIGHT
Everyone is standing around their tables in the hall waiting
for Jalopy and Ophelia to arrive.
Dulcie leads Pinky and Kahu to the family table where
Ophelia’s family is standing.
A placard with Pinky’s name sits on the table.
Pinky looks over to his mother. She simply nods back.
Anton brings a chair over and slides it in between two other
chairs at the family table.
He gives Kahu a hug.
ANTON
Welcome to the family.
Pinky and Kahu exchange a smile.
ANTON (CONT’D)
Here, try a doughnut.
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He hands Kahu a koesister. Pinky and Kahu exchange a smile.
Sexy Priest gets onto the little stage.
SEXY PRIEST
(into microphone)
A round of applause for Mr and Mrs
Watson!
Jalopy and Ophelia enter the hall and everyone cheers and
applauds as they walk through the crowd.
PINKY
Mum - I’m sorry.
Dulcie nods, but continues clapping for the newlyweds.
PINKY (CONT’D)
I’m not going back to med school.
Beat.
PINKY (CONT’D)
But I’ll figure it out.
Dulcie nods with a gentle smile.
DULCIE
I know you will.
Jalopy and Ophelia reach the family table, and begin
embracing members of the family.
Pinky turns and sees the microphone on the little stage.
Dulcie’s song starts playing.
Everyone turns towards the stage to see Pinky.
Pinky begins singing the song.
Jalopy takes Ophelia’s hand. She curtseys and follows as he
leads her to the dance floor in front of the stage. They
begin slow dancing.
OPHELIA’S BROTHER
Are we doing karaoke?
More couples start dancing, including Tariq and Sunila, and
the uncles and aunties.
Pinky hands Dulcie a microphone. He pulls her up on stage and
she joins him for the chorus.
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As they sing, the fairy lights behind them fade into bokeh
lights, as if on stage at Spark Arena.
INTERCUT PINKY AND DULCIE SINGING WITH THE FOLLOWING SCENES
INT. ST THOMAS MORE HALL - NIGHT
Pinky and Kahu are at the food table. Kahu stacks his plate
full of koesisters.
Jalopy tugs at Pinky’s dashiki.
JALOPY
What are you wearing bro?
PINKY
What are you wearing?
Jalopy pats Pinky on the shoulder.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE HALL - NIGHT
Ophelia approaches Dulcie.
OPHELIA
We’re about to cut the cake. Thank
you for everything.
DULCIE
No, this was all you!
They exchange a warm hug.
... Jalopy and Ophelia cut the overly expensive and slightly
out of place cake. Jalopy dips his finger in the icing and
smears it onto Ophelia’s cheek. She takes a piece of cake and
shoves it in Jalopy’s face.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE HALL - NIGHT
The entire ensemble do a line dance. Some aunties hold plates
of food in their hands while they dance.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE HALL - NIGHT
Aunty Faridah and Sunila approach Dulcie, tears in their
eyes.
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SUNILA
Truly, truly the most beautiful
wedding I have ever seen.
Dulcie embraces her.
EXT. ST THOMAS MORE - NIGHT
Jalopy and Ophelia wave through the windows of Jalopy’s car.
Anton is in the driver’s seat.
The car drives off.
On the back window there is a neon sign reading JUST MARRIED,
with tin cans tied to the back bumper rattling as they drive.
INT. ST THOMAS MORE HALL - NIGHT
Pinky and Dulcie continue to sing, surrounded by bokeh lights
and the twinkle of stars. Neither can hold back their joy.
END.

