
SECRET CITY: AUDITION SCENE - ALEX BEREZIN 

INT. THE OTTOMAN RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Karen and ALEX BEREZIN at the tail end of dinner. Berezin 
empties the bottle into Karen’s glass. Karen waves her hand 
for him to stop.

KAREN
It’s a school night, Alex. 

BEREZIN
You realise this is what most 
teenagers do on a school night? In 
fact, drinking wine this expensive 
would be a step up. 

KAREN
I’ve got 25 percent youth 
unemployment in my electorate. 
There are kids not much older than 
my son with nothing better to do 
than smoke ice for breakfast. They 
need a job, a future.

BEREZIN
All roads lead to Wakefield with 
you, don’t they?

KAREN
It’s why I’m here.

BEREZIN
In Canberra or having dinner with 
me?

KAREN
Both. 

Karen and Berezin study each other.  

KAREN (CONT’D)
Okay, question. Why do I have your 
attention?

Berezin takes a drink, a charming smile.

BEREZIN
(beat)

It’s my job to hedge bets. Cover 
the market. And you securing the 
balance of power on Saturday is not 
beyond the realms. 

Karen squawks with laughter, attracting sideways glances from 
other diners. 



KAREN
How much have you had to drink?

BEREZIN
You haven’t considered the 
possibility?

KAREN
(beat)

No. 

Karen lifts her glass smiling and takes a gulp of wine. 

BEREZIN
I think you have. I think you’ve 
imagined what it would be like if 
all those smug career politicians 
had to shut up and listen to Karen 
Koutoufides. They’re afraid of you. 
You’re different. People believe in 
you. Look at your twitter feed. You 
say exactly what you think. 

KAREN
Try telling my media advisor that’s 
a good thing. 

BEREZIN
If Harriet Dunkley knew her job, 
she’d know you can’t buy that kind 
of authenticity. 

Berezin smiles. Karen takes another sip of her wine. A 
distinct frisson in the air.

KAREN
Good. Cos I’m not for sale. 

END OF SCENE
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