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FADE IN:

EXT. QUEEN VICTORIA GARDENS, MELBOURNE. MORNING.1 1

Great luxurious RED RIVER GUMS border the everlasting esplanade. 
Here beneath a veil of dappled sunlight a CHIC YOUNG WOMAN finds 
herself seated comfortably atop a quaint wooden SEAT.

This is EVELYN (24) -- a bookish type woman with a head of 
flowing platinum hair secured tightly in a ponytail. Resting 
atop the bridge of her nose a pair of stylish black-rimmed 
SPECTACLES. Solitary she finds herself entranced by a NOVEL.

We HOLD on her EYES and -- for but a moment -- she CLOSES THEM.

TITLE: “Be Mine”.

Suddenly -- as if the maddening ring of tinnitus -- a low 
MECHANICAL GROWL tears through the gardens.

EYES OPEN! Evelyn shoots upwards as if a tightly coiled spring. 
She surveys her surrounding environment in an attempt to locate 
the source.

Like a moth to a flame her gaze falls upon a TRIO OF HERCULEAN 
LANDSCAPERS. Adorning hard hats and fluorescent orange safety 
vests, the men crowd around the HUSK of a once proud RED RIVER 
GUM.

One of the trio -- ADÁN (28), a dark and exotic looking man -- 
carves through the ROTTED GUM’S remaining limbs. For what 
seems like hours the trio toil away.

EXT. QUEEN VICTORIA GARDENS, MELBOURNE. NOON.2 2

Flushed with a crimson rage Evelyn finally SNAPS her NOVEL shut. 
She begins furiously packing her bag prepared to take leave.

ADÁN (O.S.)
Perdóneme señora -- would you mind if 
I joined you.

Startled Evelyn jumps -- her NOVEL falling to the ground. 
Towering above her stands Adán, an old leather LUNCH SATCHEL in 
hand.

EVELYN
Umm... I was --

Adán places his SATCHEL upon the SEAT. With a graceful fluidity 
he bends down to retrieve Evelyn’s NOVEL. 



2.

Brushing the dirt from it he studies it’s FRONT COVER (unseen) 
before passing it back to Evelyn.

ADÁN
Exciting!

He proceeds to take a seat beside her and unlatches his SATCHEL -
- retrieving a tightly wrapped CUBANO from within. Delicately he 
unwraps the sandwich, grabbing hold of a carefully sliced HALF.

ADÁN (CONT'D)
Such a wonderful day. No?

EVELYN
Yeah. So peaceful.

With a CHOMP! Adán takes a weighty bite of his heaving CUBANO. 
Crumbs become stuck within his mustache and beard.

ADÁN
Mmmm... Dios mio! That’s good.

Silence.

ADÁN (CONT'D)
I’m sorry about the noise -- it’s hard 
to stay quiet with a -- uhhh...

EVELYN
A chainsaw?

ADÁN
Sí! Chainsaw. It’s hard to stay quiet 
with a chainsaw.

EVELYN
It’s fine. I barely noticed.

ADÁN
I must confess. I saw you earlier -- 
sitting here.

EVELYN
Did you?

ADÁN
Mmm... I had hoped you would still be 
here when I finished.

EVELYN
Oh really?
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ADÁN
Sí! I find you were muy distrayendo -- 
ahh -- you are very pretty -- very 
distracting.

A flourish of colour swarms over Evelyn’s pale face.

ADÁN (CONT'D)
No, no... don’t get embarrassed. It’s 
true. Hermosa.

EVELYN
You’re sweet -- thank you.

ADÁN
De nada. -- Oh! -- How rude of me.

Covered in breadcrumbs and sawdust -- Adán brushes his hands 
clean on his pants. Reaching forward he offers Evelyn his hand.

ADÁN (CONT'D)
Adán.

EVELYN
Oh -- ah... Evelyn.

She places her hand into his. Clutching her hand gently he 
shakes. The two exchange a subtle yet flirtatious smile.

EVELYN (CONT'D)
So... Adán --

CUT TO:

EXT. ‘VIDA LATIN’ FESTIVAL, MELBOURNE. AFTERNOON.3 3

A golden sun rests upon the Melbourne skyline. The burning glow 
floods the teeming streets. An abundance of brightly dressed 
men, women and children fill Federation Square. Stalls and 
performances create a surreal display of the city’s Latin 
community.

Centered within the crowd are Evelyn and Adán. Hand in hand Adán 
leads the two across the festival.

EVELYN
I want to know more about you.

ADÁN
What exactly is it you want to know 
bebé?
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EVELYN
Everything.

ADÁN
That’s a mighty grande question you 
ask there.

His gaze is magnetized towards a tiny, rather unspectacular 
STALL towards the back of the festival. A large hand painted 
sign hangs over the stall reading ‘COCINA CUBANA’.

ADÁN (CONT'D)
Oh! Oh! Right there --

As if a dog with a bone -- Adán darts through the crowd. Evelyn 
trails quickly behind.

Stopping in front of the makeshift STALL, Adán calls a plump 
little Cuban man from the back -- where the man tends to a rusty 
antique stove.

ADÁN (CONT'D)
(To Cuban Vendor)

Hola señor!
(To Evelyn)

Ever tried a capuchino before?

EVELYN
Like the coffee?

ADÁN
No, no, no, no, no. CA-PU-CHINO! Cuban 
food. -- Egg, sugar, orange.

EVELYN
No. Never tried it.

ADÁN
Ay. You’re in for a treat.

Having tended to his stove the old man waddles towards Adán -- A 
crotchety look upon his face.

VENDOR
¿Qué puedo ofrecerle?

ADÁN
(To Cuban Vendor)

Dos capuchinos por favor mi amigo.

VENDOR
Seguro. Serán ocho dólares.
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ADÁN
Quedarse con el cambio.

Adán digs through his front pocket producing a crisp Australian 
ten dollar note. Excitedly, he hands it to the vendor. Slapping 
the money down on the counter he proceeds back deeper into his 
stall once again.

VENDOR
Un momento.

EVELYN
(To Adán)

So... Cuban?

ADÁN
(To Evelyn)

Sí! Cuban-American -- well... Cuban-
American-Australian. Mi abuela 
emigrated from Cuba during the 
revolution.

The vendor returns from the back of the stall holding TWO LIGHT 
CONE SHAPED CAKES. Adán gently retrieves them from the man’s 
stained hands and surveys the festival looking for a place to 
sit.

ADÁN (CONT'D)
(To Cuban Vendor)

Muchas gracias!

EVELYN
You said Cuban-American?

With nowhere to sit the two lean upon a small stone staircase, 
off to the side of the festival. Shaking with excitement Adán 
carefully removes the paper wrap from one of the CAKES.

ADÁN
Sí. Before Australia mi abuela lived 
in Miami with my mother. -- Open wide.

He throws his hand forwards hovering the CAKE in front of 
Evelyn’s mouth. Attempting to take a small bite she is surprised 
when he forces a large portion into her mouth.

EVELYN
Oh my -- that’s delicious.

ADÁN
Right?

EVELYN
So what happened then?
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ADÁN
What you mean?

EVELYN
With your family. How did you end up 
here?

ADÁN
Well -- after Wilma -- you know. Since 
then Australia has been our home. Aquí 
-- another bite...

Adán inches forward with the CAKE again.

CUT TO:

EXT. ‘MI GUSTO’ LATIN-AMERICAN RESTAURANT, MELBOURNE. EVENING.4 4

Running along the waterfront of the Yarra River a chain of 
upscale restaurants glow radiantly in the night sky. Further 
down the promenade rests a small building with a large sign 
hanging overhead -- It reads ‘MI GUSTO’.

EVELYN (O.S.)
OH MY GOD! That's so good!

ADÁN (O.S.)
Shh! Shh! -- Not so loud.

CUT TO:

INT. ‘MI GUSTO’ LATIN-AMERICAN RESTAURANT, MELBOURNE. EVENING.5 5

‘Mi Gusto’, a small transitional style restaurant with 
influences from Latin cultures around the world. Hanging upon 
the rustic brick walls subtle Spanish trimmings and Latin-
American art provides an exotic flavor to the venue.

Centered within sits Adán and Evelyn -- their table overcrowded 
with numerous half eaten dishes. Arm outreached Adán feeds 
Evelyn a small SPOONFUL of BROWN SHREDDED MEAT.

EVELYN
That’s incredible!

ADÁN
I told you. Ropa Vieja.

EVELYN
Rop-eh -- veeja?
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ADÁN
Ropa Vieja. Nacional Cuban dish. 
Bueno, no?

EVELYN
The flavors are so -- exotic. Am I 
allowed to say that? Exotic.

ADÁN
Sí, mi amor. Exotic is very good.

EVELYN
Hey... So... I was thinking. I’ve 
absolutely loved experiencing your 
culture, but maybe now I should show 
you some of mine.

ADÁN
What you mean?

EVELYN
Well... My father’s grandparents were 
originally Swiss, so I was thinking --

ADÁN
No, no, no. You’re cute mi amor but is 
not the same.

EVELYN
What do you mean?

ADÁN
Well your culture is Australian now.

EVELYN
I guess -- but isn't yours also 
Australian?

ADÁN
No I’m a hombre cubano -- plus there 
are only like -- five hundred Cubans 
in Australia. But lots of Swiss people 
. So I have already experienced your 
culture, no?

EVELYN
But I thought...

ADÁN
Here -- have some more Ropa. Open 
wide.

EVELYN
Oh -- um -- I’m good thanks.
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ADÁN
More for me then.

Long silence.

ADÁN (CONT'D)
I was thinking -- ya sabes -- you 
should try taking the glasses off.

EVELYN
But --

ADÁN
You would look más atractivo without 
them. I know what I’m doing. Confía en 
mí.

Without hesitation Adán reaches forward gripping Evelyn’s 
SPECTACLES. As he proceeds to remove them she attempts to stop 
him.

EVELYN
Wait -- No, no. I need them. I...

CUT TO:

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET, MELBOURNE. NIGHT.6 6

With a flash a small sable Hyundai Accent speeds down a lone 
Melbourne street -- its inky colour blends with the darkness of 
night.

EVELYN (O.S.)
-- Can’t believe you spoke to my 
father like that!

CUT TO:

INT. EVELYN’S CAR, MELBOURNE. NIGHT7 7

Seated within dressed in a luxurious white blouse is Evelyn -- 
noticeably missing her black rimmed SPECTACLES. To her left Adán 
sporting a wrinkled tangerine coloured shirt.

As they race through the jet black night the two hold an 
expression of resentment for one another. Evelyn grips the 
steering wheel tightly.

ADÁN
He insulted mi cultura.
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EVELYN
Adán! He was asking you a bloody 
question.

ADÁN
He offended me!

EVELYN
How on earth did he offend you?

ADÁN
He questioned mi heritage.

EVELYN
HOW?

ADÁN
He asked if I’ve ever visited Cuba! Do 
you know how insulting that is?

EVELYN
Well! -- You were talking about life 
in Havana. I think it’s a fair 
question.

ADÁN
¿Qué? Are you questioning mi herencia 
now also.

EVELYN
Oh honestly Adán! People understand 
you’re proud of your heritage but you 
need to stop! It isn't always about 
your culture! About you!

ADÁN
You don’t know how difícil it is being 
a Cuban immigrant!

EVELYN
And neither do you! Adán, you were 
born in Miami! For christ sake your 
name isn’t even Adán! It’s Adam!

ADÁN
¿Qué coño me acabas de decir?

EVELYN
Don’t you dare speak to me like that!

ADÁN
Vete a la mierda!

9.



10.

EVELYN
Do you even care about us? Or has this 
whole thing just about you having the 
opportunity to act like some kind of -- 
some kind of fucking Latin lover. -- 
Adán? -- Adán! -- Look at me! You know 
what -- I’m better than this. -- I’m 
done.

ADÁN
¿Qué? You can't be serious.

EVELYN
I’m not just some plaything... I’m... 
I...

CUT TO:

EXT. QUEEN VICTORIA GARDENS, MELBOURNE. MORNING.8 8

Great luxurious RED RIVER GUMS border the everlasting esplanade. 
Here beneath a veil of dappled sunlight sits Evelyn comfortably 
atop a quaint wooden SEAT entranced by a NOVEL.

She is a bookish type woman with a head of platinum hair -- now 
noticeably shorter it flows freely. Resting atop the bridge of 
her nose are a pair of stylish black-rimmed SPECTACLES.

Evelyn now finished her NOVEL snaps it shut -- placing it down 
on the splintered SEAT beside her. The TITLE PAGE reads ‘THE 
LOVER’S TANGO’. Surveying the environment around her she notices 
only the picturesque gardens.

Finally reaching into a leather bag beside her, she retrieves a 
small CONE SHAPED CAKE. Delicately unwrapping it she takes a 
little bite. Enjoying a sensation of unparalleled harmony Evelyn 
leans back. We HOLD on her EYES and -- for but a moment -- she 
CLOSES THEM.

CUT TO BLACK.

END.
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