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Introduction
The Boys of St Crispian is the first in a trilogy based on several years of research 
and investigation into young Australian male identity. The work is inspired by a 
script first presented at the Western Australian Academy of Performing Arts as 
part of my PhD in Performing Arts (a special mention to those first performers/
collaborators, Barnaby Pollock, Haydon Wilson, Matthew Birmingham and 
Declan Burgess). This play, however, is very different to that original script and 
those seminal ideas, and is the culmination of an intensive development period 
in South America with the Brazilian theatre company Taanteatro, where those 
initial inspirations were taken and transformed through the evolutionary magic 
of Theatre of Tensions — a method of theatre making invented by Taanteatro. 
Since then, this story has also received development and support from the Gold 
Coast Arts Centre, Playlab, the formidable dramaturg Kathryn Kelly, writer/
performer Rob Pensalfini, composer and actor Silvan Rus, and award-winning 
director Zoë Tuffin, to become the work that is presented to you now.

At the time of writing, the second work Nineteen is in pre-production with a 
season scheduled at the Brisbane Powerhouse later in the year, and the third 
and final instalment, Egbert, is in one of many drafts to come. The theme of 
identity formation, however, is the undeniable thread binding these works 
together. Born from concern of the dangerous behaviours often exhibited by 
young men as they attempt to replicate images of themselves drawn in the eyes 
of others; these works strive to articulate and highlight some of the issues faced 
by young males in attempting to define themselves in a world that often seems 
to bash against their desires and needs, ultimately shaping them into images of 
something they are not and were never meant to be.

Shane Pike
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Foreward
The men in this play — George, Adam, Noah and Josh — are not real, but their 
stories are real in the Australian landscape. Lives wrecked by abuse, isolation, 
suicide, violence, ideals of manhood and manliness, and ultimately impacted by 
silence. In contemporary Australia data from the Australian Bureau of Statistics 
(2016)1 show that suicide is approximately three times higher in males than 
females, which is consistent across every state and territory of Australia, and 
also statistics reported in other Western countries. The ratio of male to female 
suicides rose from 2:1 in the 1960s to over 4:1 in the 1990s. Since the year 2000, 
the ratio of male to female suicides has been approximately 3:1. To put this into 
a tangible context the recent article in The Huffington Post2 about Australia’s 
suicide crisis took this ABS data and put it in very stark words:

Australia’s suicide rate is the highest it has been for at least ten years. In 2015, 3,027 
people ended their own lives in Australia. That’s 12.6 people in every 100,000.

That’s more than eight people every single day.

One person every three hours.

Then add into the mix the Australian Royal Commission into Institutional 
Responses to Child Sexual Abuse that is currently being heard and the public 
research report3 that found there are limited programs and services to help 
prevent child sexual abuse and those that do exist are not well coordinated. It is 
in this powder-keg of abuse, suicide and the culture of ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ that 
we find ourselves as a voyeur on the lives of four young men as told through 
the words of George, with the other three characters of Adam, Noah and 
Josh represented as avatars through glasses of beer on the bar and in text and 
unanswered phone messages.

While this play does not make direct links between child sexual abuse and 
suicide, research from the Australian Institute of Family Studies4 has established 
a strong, albeit complex relationship between child sexual abuse and adverse 
mental health consequences for many victims. At the most serious extreme of 
mental health problems, the findings related to suicide ideation, suicide attempts 
and actual suicides are of particular concern. The distancing and silencing, both 
real and fictionalized, as presented in this play, is part of the problem associated 
with suicide and child sexual abuse. And even as the play ends one character 

1 — See more at: http://www.mindframe-media.info/for-media/reporting-suicide/facts-and-stats#sthash.8JbVhO5B.dpuf
2 — http://www.huffingtonpost.com.au/2016/09/27/australias-suicide-crisis-has-peaked-to-a-terrifying-new-height/
3 — https://www.childabuseroyalcommission.gov.au/media-centre/media-releases/2017-03/research-finds-lack-of-coordination-in-
child-sexua
4 — https://aifs.gov.au/cfca/publications/long-term-effects-child-sexual-abuse/impact-child-sexual-abuse-mental-health
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urges another to say nothing of the abuse and violent events but just to leave, 
and finally to become anonymous. And so the cycle is allowed to continue. We, 
the audience, are left wondering who is the abuser and who is the abused, who is 
the perpetuator and who is impacted by the event or silence, and in the slippery 
boundary that polarizes both positions we might begin to understand that in 
the context of this play these characters might be one and the same. That which 
goes unsaid, is left to be unchallenged. It is in this space theatre finds itself. To 
be a site for vocalizing and magnifying issues because we as theatre-makers can 
truncate time and experience, and in doing so can amplify both that which is 
good and that which is not so good.

The questions raised in Shane Pike’s excellent writing do not sit comfortably. But 
theatre should not be about comfort. It should be a place to ask tricky questions, 
to ride the boundaries of binary opposites and to perhaps begin a process of 
healing and reconciliation. 

Sandra Gattenhof
Associate Professor 
Discipline Leader – Dance, Drama and Music
School of Creative Practice
Queensland University of Technology
Creative Industries Faculty

26 March 2017



7 Shane Pike

First Production Details
The Boys of St Crispian was first produced under the title Bloke by Wax Lyrical 
Productions for the Anywhere Theatre Festival at the Blackwall Artist Space, 
West End, on 9 May 2014, with the following creatives:

GEORGE    Shane Pike
COMPOSER/LIVE MUSIC PERFORMER Silvan Rus

DIRECTOR    Zoë Tuffin
ASSISTANT DIRECTOR   Natalie Lazaroo
DESIGNER    Zoë Tuffin
STAGE MANAGER   Laura McKenna



The Boys of St Crispian by Shane Pike

8A Playlab Theatre Publication 

Production Photos

Silvan Rus. 2014. Blackwall Artist Space, West End. Photographer: Bonnie 
Murcia Baguley

Shane Pike. 2014. Blackwall Artist Space, West End. Photographer: Bonnie 
Murcia Baguley



9 Shane Pike

Shane Pike. 2014. Blackwall Artist Space, West End. Photographer: 
Bonnie Murcia Baguley



The Boys of St Crispian by Shane Pike

10A Playlab Theatre Publication 

Notes
Characters

GEORGE/ADAM/NOAH/JOSH — Played by the same actor, these men 
are Australian. GEORGE is the character that takes us on this journey, only 
sporadically slipping into the voice of the other characters, but all characters 
must be thoroughly developed in the actor’s mind/the world of the play, as this 
is ultimately their collective story.  To be clear, the voice recordings of each 
character should be made by the actor playing GEORGE, but altering his voice 
to suit each character.

GEORGE is intelligent, well-educated and well spoken, yet comes from a 
decidedly working class background, which gives him an unmistakeable roguish 
charm and a touch of the larrikin.

ADAM is the “pretty boy” of the group; a fast talker who values looks and the 
latest crazes — a womaniser of sorts, he finds self-worth in sexual conquests.

NOAH is loud and brash, a physically dominant male: he may not be the 
sharpest tool in the shed but he is hard working and loyal beyond measure.

JOSH is the quiet one.

While these characters range from working to middle-class, their ethnicity is 
purposefully open. The writer encourages producers to consider ethnic and 
cultural diversity when casting. Australia is a diverse nation, and its stories are 
the same.

Setting

A bar, or some other kind of drinking establishment.  It is relaxed and laid back. 
Dark but not dingy.  There should be a projector, or some other kind of device, 
which displays text for the audience to see, as indicated in the stage directions.
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The Boys of St Crispian

SCENE 1 — ANY MINUTE NOW
There is a bar table with four bar stools/chairs. On 
the table, sit three full glasses of beer: a pale coloured 
import, probably a mass-produced North American 
brew, which looks very light in colour (and in taste); a 
deep-orange/red ale, something hoppy that likely hails 
from a boutique brewery down the road; a dark beer, 
most likely a stout from Ireland. Each beer must be 
noticeably different in colour.

GEORGE enters from the bar, he is carrying a beer glass 
filled with another noticeably different beer, it is an 
everyday yellow-hued draught, an Australian classic. He 
couldn’t carry all of the beers at once, so he left his ’til 
last. He takes a seat and a sip of his beer.

There is silence for quite some time. A voice is heard; it 
is a recording of a phone message — a voicemail — it is 
GEORGE. The projection reads:

Message received at 11:15pm, yesterday.

The projection fades during the voicemail. The 
voicemail plays:

GEORGE (VO) Yeah, g’day, Noah! It’s George. I’m at the airport. Just 
checking we’re still on for tomorrow night? I’ll be there. 
Cheers, mate. See ya then. Bye.

The projector displays the following text, which fades as 
GEORGE begins his dialogue:
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O Captain! My Captain! our fearful trip is done;
The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won;
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring:
  But O heart! heart! heart!
  O the bleeding drops of red,
  Where on the deck my Captain lies,
  Fallen cold and dead.
(Whitman, W., “O Captain! My Captain!” 1-8)

GEORGE takes a deep sip of his beer.

GEORGE I like the taste: and the buzz. My dad used to say to me “George, 
there is nothing better than that first sip of ice-cold beer on a 
stinking hot day” and my god, was he right. The coolness, the 
wetness, the savoury, smoky hoppyness that spreads across 
the surface of your tongue as the little carbon bubbles burst, 
bringing bitter-sweet flavour and energy all together on waves 
of liquid sunshine. It is saccharine and umami all at the same 
time. [He takes another sip.] It is cold and it is comforting, 
and it tingles inside. It washes over my entire body in waves of 
relaxation, making me the king of my own private universe.

Pause.

 Don’t worry, it’s not all going to be like that. I’m a writer, you see, 
so sometimes I get a little carried away. A travel writer: I write 
about travelling. The places I go and the people I meet and then 
people read my words and picture themselves in my memories. 
They dream of taking my place, and living my freedom. But 
no one’s taking my freedom. I like my freedom [pause], and 
my privacy. I don’t even publish my own picture alongside my 
name in my books, it’s some model, some guy named ‘Harry’ 
that they pay to look good and keep quiet. I never do interviews 
in person, either; it helps keep me grounded; helps keep me out 
of the spotlight and focused on my work. George Mickelson is 
a name people might have heard, but I can guarantee you they 
couldn’t put a face — the right face anyway — to the name.
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 Stories are how I communicate, I guess, and travelling gives 
me a sense of boldness — of anonymity. When I am in a 
far-off land there is no anxiety. I can be whoever I want to 
be. And people just seem to tell me things: they open up to 
me. We become friends. I don’t know why, but it makes for 
good writing. Perhaps they feel like they can trust me. And 
hopefully I can trust them. 

Beat.

 We always meet here, the same time and place every year [insert 
day and time of performance]. Our little ritual. [Pause] I travel 
a lot — overseas — and this is the only chance we get to see each 
other. The four of us have been mates since high school and we 
vowed to always stay that way.

Beat.

 Four best mates, like the three musketeers — and d’Artagnan. 
The fantastic four. An unbreakable mateship, the bonds of 
which were forged in the most tribal of environments: boarding 
school. The teachers of today shaping the men of tomorrow, 
twenty-four hours a day seven days a week. It would be difficult 
not to form lifelong bonds under those circumstances. Brought 
together by circumstance and bound by brotherhood: male 
solidarity. “O, captain, my captain”. But most of the time it 
seemed more like Lord of the Flies than Dead Poets Society.

 Don’t get me wrong; I’m just a bloke. I’m just a bloke from the 
country whose mother didn’t know what to do with him so she 
shipped him off to the city to get schooled. Lucky for her, I had 
a brain between my ears and won a scholarship. I think that’s 
what brought us together, us four, I mean, we weren’t like the 
others. What we had in common was that we didn’t really have 
anything in common with any other group, so we became close. 
While the druggies puffed up, the jocks worked out, the musos 
jammed and the internationals locked themselves in the library, 
we did whatever the hell we wanted.
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Beat.

 They should be here any minute now. Noah will come 
bursting through that door, call you all ‘cunts’, shake my 
hand in the manliest of greetings before picking up his pint 
[he gestures to the stout]. Josh will come next, straight from 
work. He’ll make a b-line for the gents, take a few minutes 
to do his business — and fix his hair — and then greet us 
here, not with a handshake or a hug, but with a short-sharp 
‘fellas’ and a dismissive wave of the hand as he goes in for 
the import [he gestures to the pale imported beer]. Adam 
will be last, late as usual. He will stroll on up, make Josh 
uncomfortable with an awkwardly long man-hug and then 
settle in with his hipster brew [he gestures to the deep-orange 
ale] for what will most certainly not be his first sip of the day. 
He’ll cut his greetings short to check us in on his phone, and 
see if that notification he just got is a naked selfie from the 
bird he tapped last night. I’ll be glad to see them all.

Beat.

 They should be here any minute now.

Pause.

 Alright, I’ll start at the beginning. We’re all from out of 
town, you see, from the country. I’m from a little place 
about 200ks south of bum-fuck nowhere. You know the 
place, one horse, two pubs and at least one family with 14 
kids, half of which share the role of brother and father. 
We’re all from different towns but we went to the same 
boarding school in the city. I ended up in the city because 
of what happened when I was 11: when I got sick.

 It’s rare for an 11-year-old, because it normally hits 
children under the age of five: Kawasaki disease, but 
nothing to do with motorbikes. More dangerous the older 
you get, like chicken pox. No one knows why it happens 
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but one day I just got a fever, a few days later my joints 
started to ache and fluids involuntarily jettisoned from every 
orifice. My parents took me to the next town along, where 
there was a regional hospital. The doctors gave me some 
aspirin for the fever and told my parents not to worry — it 
was just a virus — take me home, give me some Panadol for 
the pain and wait for the fever to burn off.

 Later that night, I was in so much pain I couldn’t even scream. 
I was drained of energy; couldn’t even move my fingers 
or make my own way to the toilet. So there I was, lying in 
my own shit and piss, an eleven-year-old child covered in 
excrement. It was smeared across my sheets with the doctor’s 
promised paracetamol cure delivering fuck all results. I tried 
to call out to my parents, but the only sound that would come 
was an almost silent, pitiful moan. When my dad eventually 
came in to check on me, he was furious — not at me, he’d 
just had enough of seeing his son like this. So, he picked me 
up, and in the most caring and compassionate way I had ever 
experienced him, he undressed me, gently washed my soiled 
body, put me in fresh clothes, into the car and drove me all 
through the night to the children’s hospital in the state capital. 
By the time we arrived I had deteriorated so much that I was 
rushed straight into an induced coma for no other reason than 
to try and slow down my descent and buy some time for the 
medics to figure out what to do to prevent my death. It wasn’t 
treatment so much as just trying to shut the thing down, 
pulling the plug and waiting 30 seconds for factory reset.

 But it wasn’t 30 seconds; I was in that coma for 30 days. 
30 days may not sound long, but to have your body in a 
barbiturate comatose state for a month has a helluva effect. 
It doesn’t take long for your muscles to waste away. I had 
been a limp and useless mess for weeks. They had to train 
me how to walk properly again, exercise the muscles to 
bring some semblance of power back to my emaciated 
excuse for a body.



The Boys of St Crispian by Shane Pike

16A Playlab Theatre Publication 

 It took me a while to get over that. When I got back to 
school, all my friends had moved on and I ended up a term 
behind. It was hard; people treated me differently, like 
they thought I was going to break, or something, which 
frustrated me to no end — I was just a boy that wanted to 
run and jump and fall off roofs like everyone else, but I was 
wrapped in cotton wool and it infuriated me. My body was 
just as strong as theirs — it had to be, the only alternative 
was weakness and I had been through that once: never 
again. So I pushed my body to the limits with sport and 
replicating scenes from old episodes of Jackass.

 By the time I started high school I was well and truly lashing 
out in what was to be my comparatively short-lived attention-
seeking phase. I got in with the wrong crowd, started smoking, 
drinking, managed to get some unscrupulous bikey to brand 
me with a ‘really cool’ tattoo on my hairless chest, I was even 
busted nicking cash outta the till at the local newsagents — I 
was heading for great things. When I was 13, I discovered the 
wonders of sex and popped my cherry with a sixteen-year-old 
girl named Chantelle. I had no idea what I was doing. My ex 
would argue I still don’t! It was a big year, that year. Chantelle 
Williams stole my innocence and a week later I found my dad 
dead in the garage.

Pause.

 There’s not really much to say about that; as dad used to 
mumble ‘what’s the use of talking when you can just get on 
with it?’ My dad never spoke much, about anything, except 
fishing. He loved fishing and so do I. Got that from him, 
I suppose. Got my eyes from him too. And my love of the 
drop. [A slight pause as GEORGE acknowledges his beer.] 
His father, my pop, had worked the land but dad sold the 
family property before I was born, dreaming of bigger and 
better things. He used the money to buy the local pub, which 
should have been a profitable business. But dad wasn’t a great 
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businessman and within a few years he was bankrupt. I was 
too young to remember any of this, but mum says it was his 
hospitality that got him into trouble; he’d let drifters stay in 
the rooms upstairs for free, he’d never call in the tabs for the 
locals and there are stories of him and his mates drinking 
the bar dry on more than one occasion. Plus, he liked to 
gamble with money we didn’t have.

 My memories of him are of a man that did odd jobs around 
town; he was good with his hands and always fixing things 
and I suppose it was an honest way to get by. But he seemed 
to have something against money; he’d fix the butcher’s 
fridge and take half a beast as payment, so we always had 
something to eat but not necessarily the money to pay for 
the electricity to cook it. People always used to ask him why 
he gave up the farm, and I used to wonder that myself. In 
the old photos of him that mum kept in the albums under 
the coffee table he looked so impossibly happy in his Akubra 
on the back of his horse but I’d never seen him look that 
happy in real life. A practical man that naïvely gave up his 
practice — an outback legend trapped in a weatherboard 
cottage. He never really spoke much, about anything.

Beat.

 There was a feeling, a foreboding, like my stomach was 
made of lead. I’ll never forget that feeling. I got home from 
school and went to the kitchen to get something to eat. We 
had one of those garages with a door that leads straight 
inside to the house, into the kitchen. I could smell fumes, 
like, car fumes and that. It was really strong, so I went 
into the garage to check what was going on. I didn’t really 
know what was happening, it was all smoky and I couldn’t 
see much. The fumes made me cough, made me real tight 
in the chest. The car was off, run out of petrol. I walked 
around to the driver’s door and that’s when I saw my dad 
through the window.
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Beat.

 There used to be this bird that came to my window every 
morning. A kind of butcherbird, I think. You know the ones, 
black and white, like a miniature, uglier kind of magpie thing. 
He used to peck at the glass — tap, tap, tap. At first it really 
annoyed me, woke me up and I could never get back to sleep. 
I’d scream ‘shut the fuck up!’ and throw my pillow at the 
window. That’d scare it. But it would just come back after a bit. 
I’d hear it again — tap, tap, tap. Little bastard.

 Then after a couple of months I just got used to it. A few more 
months and I didn’t even notice anymore. Then a year or so and 
it was … necessary. It was … a part of me, of my morning … of 
my ritual. It sounded like home — tap, tap, tap. 

 And then one day the mornings went silent. No ‘tap, tap, 
tap’. And it was like – empty. I felt empty. I didn’t like that 
feeling. I didn’t want to have that feeling. My dad had shot 
the bird. Apparently it used to tap, tap, tap on his window 
too. Not anymore.

A pause. GEORGE takes a sip of his beer. The projection reads:

 My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still;
 My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will;
 The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done;
 From fearful trip, the victor ship, comes in with object won;
  Exult, O shores, and ring, O bells!
  But I, with mournful tread,
  Walk the deck my captain lies,
   Fallen cold and dead.
 (“O Captain! My Captain!” 17-20)

The words fade from the projection, GEORGE continues to 
speak only once they have disappeared completely.



19 Shane Pike

 My dad’s death just made me worse and poor mum, she was 
at her wits end. When I ended up in children’s court, telling 
the magistrate I didn’t care what a man in a dress thinks, 
that was the final straw. Luckily, I got off on good behaviour, 
but mother vowed that I would be ‘getting out of this town 
whether I liked it or not’. That summer I was carted off to the 
city to take the scholarship exam and, after being successfully 
blackmailed into removing my eyebrow ring and cutting my 
hair, was interviewed by Mr. Terence, the boarding house 
manager, for my room in the dorms. For some reason, I was 
accepted and I began my fourteenth year of life as a year nine, 
student border at an all-boys’ school.

SCENE 2 — HURT MEN HURT OTHERS
GEORGE takes a sip of his beer. A voice is heard, it is a 
recording of a phone message — a voicemail — it is NOAH 
returning GEORGE’s call. The projection reads:

Message received at 11:50pm, yesterday.

The projection fades during the voicemail. The voicemail plays:

NOAH (VO) George, it’s Noah. How the fuck are ya? How was the flight, 
ya cunt? Bang any hostesses at 30,000 feet, or have you finally 
admitted it to yourself and put it in some bloke’s arse hole? 
[Mocking George] ‘Oh, yeah, my name is Georgy-boy and I 
love semen all over my face. Ooo, yeah, big boy, give it to me 
hard!’ [He laughs jokingly.]

 Sorry I missed your call just before, I was fucking my 
wife, you homo. [Beat.] Look, I don’t know if you’ve been 
watching our news while you’ve been away, but we really 
need to talk. I haven’t heard back from Adam either. We all 
really need to talk tomorrow. See ya then, fuck face.
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GEORGE looks at his watch, wondering where his mates 
might be. He is getting a little concerned; he expects one or 
two of them might be late, but not all three. Not this late.

The projection reads:

 This story shall the good man teach his son,
 And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by 
 From this day to the ending of the world
 But we in it shall be remembered,
 We few, we happy few, we band of brothers.
 Henry V (IV.iii.56-60)

The projection fades as GEORGE begins.

GEORGE [He looks at his watch again, or the time on his phone. He 
gives a shrug as if to say, I might as well keep on talking 
until they arrive.]

 My first day in the boarding house Noah introduced 
himself and invited me to sit with him and the others at 
lunch. We just sort of fitted together. It was a natural bond, 
like we were destined to know each other: to become close.

 But destiny can be a fickle friend.

 We used to get up to all kinds of shit. Sneak into the kitchen 
at night and raid the fridge for leftover chocolate self-
saucing pudding and cold pies. It was best on Friday nights, 
when we would cram the leftover fish fillets from dinner 
into stale rolls and heap mountains of the cook’s creamy-
white tartare sauce into the buns, which would drip all over 
the stainless steel benches and run onto the floor. It must 
have looked like every boy in the dorm had jerked off in the 
kitchen when the cook arrived the next morning!

 We even managed to get into the maintenance shed at 
one stage; we had heard that the groundsman kept a 
stash of whisky in there. What we heard was right; there 
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was whisky, rum, vodka, tequila and all kinds of shit that 
shouldn’t be on school grounds: cartons of Marlboro 
Lights, stacks of porn mags from a decade ago — even 
an old rifle, boxes of ammo and all sorts of paraphernalia 
required for proper gun maintenance. Relics from the 
days when they had to keep rabbits off the oval, I imagine. 
Or deterrents to stop the boys making a run for the girls’ 
college down the road. We were all from the country so 
we knew what guns were, and how to use them. But most 
of all, we knew they weren’t to be messed around with. So, 
we left the weaponry and took the whisky, and the porn, 
and drank the whole bottle down by the old oak tree on 
the far side of the cricket nets. There was an old incinerator 
down there, the type schools used to have to burn rubbish, 
which was fenced off but there was an ancient vine of ivy 
that completely blocked out the back side of the fence, 
so we could hide behind it and drink and smoke and do 
whatever we liked without getting caught. So far, mum’s 
plan of getting me away from bad influences was having 
mixed results.

 In year ten, someone in our class claimed that a goat 
ate their homework when they’d gone home for the 
weekend. They’d set up shop in their backyard and being 
rural folk had a goat, which had gotten off its tether and 
helped itself to Smithy’s trigonometry paper. Later that 
week, one of the year elevens got his brother to drive a 
goat up on the back of his ute. He arrived with it in the 
back of his SV6, so Noah, Adam, Josh and I helped this 
guy sneak the thing past Mr Terence’s office, through 
the dining hall and the main courtyard, all the way into 
Smithy’s room. When he got back from English the goat 
had eaten everything: his books, his computer cord, his 
pillows — even the old cum rags stashed under his bed!



The Boys of St Crispian by Shane Pike

22A Playlab Theatre Publication 

 But that wasn’t even the end of it, Berty, this fat little shit 
with no friends, I don’t even know if Berty was his real 
name, but he used to eat everything in sight. He’d steal 
the biscuits out of your room that mum had sent up, he’d 
take your packed lunch out of the dining hall fridge in the 
morning. He’d even pick food up off the floor in the dining 
hall and eat it. That boy had some real issues. Anyway, turns 
out, when we’d dragged the goat through the dining hall 
earlier that day it had left a trail of goat shit all through the 
room. Dinner that night was chicken curry, with sultanas. 
He was going around like a bloody vacuum cleaner, literally 
picking shit up off the ground and eating it!

Beat.

 My first year at that school, the four of us were in different 
form groups but Mr Terence, the boarding house manager, 
mandated that all of the borders had to do one class together: 
health and sexual education — which he also happened to 
teach. I still remember the very first class. Terence was an 
‘old boy’, graduate of the same school he now lorded over, 
a former resident of the dorms he now managed. And he 
had an unnerving edge to him. He relished every word that 
came out of his mouth in that class, licking and tonguing the 
vowels and ejaculating the consonants like someone on the 
profitable end of a 1900 number.

 His first lecture is etched into my memory, I still 
sometimes dream of him hissing and groaning in those 
classes, stirring up a strange mix of discomfort and arousal 
in my psyche. A bloke’s mind can be one fucked up place 
to be sometimes. His slimy words from that first lesson 
cling to the deepest part of my consciousness because he 
stared at me the entire time he said them: ‘if you haven’t 
already you’ll soon be starting your journey to becoming 
a man’ he said ‘your body will begin to smell different: it 
will be musky, and sweaty and you’ll need to shower — 
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naked — regularly. Your once smooth and small testicles 
and penis will grow bigger. You will grow hair on different 
parts of your body — under your arms, your face, your 
chest and your belly. You’ll get a nice little line of hair 
from your pubes up to your belly button, like me’ and he 
pulled up his shirt and showed us all his stomach. ‘Your 
muscles will begin to form and you will become firmer 
and stronger, and your shoulders will get broad and make 
others think about you in a different way. You’ll gain 
height quicker than you can buy new clothes and you’ll get 
hard erections all the time. Your now bigger, hairier and 
muskier penis will become hard when you least expect it. 
[Pause.] But don’t worry, it’s all completely normal and I’m 
here to help you through this. You can always come to my 
office and talk to me about these things.’

Beat.

 The idea that I had to become a man, you know, as 
opposed to just being one, resonated with me even then. I 
remember learning about male initiation rights, from Bar 
Mitzvahs to the cow jumping rituals of the Hamar peoples 
of Ethiopia. I felt like, somehow, we were missing out. 
No one took us into the bush for days on end and taught 
us how to survive, how to control our strength. No one 
explained to us the emotions and urges we would come 
to have, or demonstrate to us how to behave amongst the 
complex social and cultural systems into which we were 
thrust. There was no sense of ritual in our development, 
no one to trust and look up to. We were left to fend for 
ourselves, with nothing but each other to help us navigate 
towards this thing called ‘manhood’. I’m not sure there’s 
many men in our society that have been shown how to 
control, display or use their masculinity in a healthy way. 
Perhaps boozing and bashing has become our ritual. You’re 
not a man until you’ve gotten blind drunk and king hit 
someone into a coma. Hurt men hurt others.
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Beat.

 But that’s how he got to us, Mr. Terence; he played on our 
want, our need for some kind of initiation, our yearning for 
male affection and guidance and convinced us that what 
he was doing to us was all part of becoming a man. That 
it was normal, and natural and a simple fact of life, which 
the pederasty of Ancient Greece might agree with — but 
we weren’t ancient Greeks we were vulnerable young men, 
boys, seeking direction not looking to be taken advantage of. 
But people like that, people with that kind of power, people 
willing to abuse their power by abusing others, they are 
cunning and they are clever and they are manipulative and 
while they convince you that they are doing nothing wrong, 
that they are helping you even, they simultaneously coerce 
you to believe that you are wrong, that you are shameful 
and unworthy and so insignificant to everyone else that you 
are embarrassed and guilty about your very existence. It is a 
twisted, abusive interplay that makes you succumb, makes 
you almost dependent on them, on the very thing that feels 
so wrong in the first place.

 A couple of months later, I was sitting in Japanese class and 
Terence came up behind me, tapped me on the shoulder and 
told me he needed to see me in his office, so I followed him 
out of class, down the hall and into his cloistered hideaway. 
After about ten minutes, I realised why I had been accepted 
into the dorms, why, against all odds, a kid from 200ks 
south of bum fuck nowhere with a chip on his shoulder had 
found his way into this reputable institution, into this man’s 
wood veneered, soundproofed, block-out curtained office. 
All of a sudden, I knew. I was there because Terence wanted 
me there, and there was nothing else to it. I was his.

 We weren’t meant to talk about it, that’s how these people 
work, intimidate us into secrecy. But we did, Noah, Adam, 
Josh and I. We figured it out and admitted it to each 
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other, not outright and not straight away, but eventually. 
We were in the showers after training one night and Josh 
had a massive bruise across his arse, like someone had 
taken a whip to him. And Adam, he had a hand mark, the 
imprint of a man’s palm and fingers, on his right bicep, 
like he’d tried to get away and someone had grabbed him 
aggressively and with malice, squeezed the blood out of his 
veins and forced it into his skin.

 I’m not sure whether it was sheer horror at the thought that 
this might be happening to my mates as well, or if it was 
some of the bravado left over from my till-swiping days, but 
I just blurted ‘Terence did that, didn’t he?’ There was silence. 
We all just stood there and looked at each other. Then Noah 
turned his leg out, presenting his inner thigh — at first there 
was nothing to see because, well, because Noah has a giant 
cock. That man is hung like a horse with foreskin you could 
wear like a hoodie. But once he had lifted his baloney pony 
out of the way we could all see the marks on his leg. Burn 
marks, scars dotted all around, like the call sign of a twisted 
sadist forever emblazoned upon the innocent. And though 
no more was said, we all knew what was happening and 
a silent pact was made as we stared deeply, honestly and 
furiously into each other’s eyes. With the hiss of steaming 
hot water echoing off the walls as the stinging jets washed 
away our musky sweat that Mr. Terence lusted for so much, 
we were baptised into solidarity. We were cleansed of the 
shame, of the humiliation, of the degradation. Right there, 
in the junior boys’ showers, was our River Jordan and we 
were born anew.

 I don’t know exactly what he did to the others, and they 
don’t know exactly what he did to me because we never 
talked about it. We didn’t need to. To know was enough 
and any further detail may have broken us, may have given 
us insight into his power beyond our comprehension and 
driven us back into powerlessness.



The Boys of St Crispian by Shane Pike

26A Playlab Theatre Publication 

 Instead of talking, we protected each other — as my 
dad used to say, ‘what’s the use of talking when you can 
just get on with it?’ Josh was our spy, he could sneak in 
anywhere and find out Terence’s timetable, make sure we 
chose subjects to avoid him and ensure we knew every 
lunchtime and recess he was on duty so that we could be 
on the opposite side of the campus. This one time, when 
Terence had scheduled a ‘guidance meeting’ for Noah in the 
morning, Josh broke into the man’s car the afternoon before 
and destroyed his spare tyre. Then he used the Swiss army 
knife his brother had given him for his birthday to tamper 
with the valve on the front passenger tyre, giving it a slow 
leak that would allow Terence to get home that night, but 
not get back to school in the morning. It worked.

 In the afternoons, before Mr. Terence went home, Josh 
would keep lookout at the entrance of the dorms in case 
the Boarding House Manager decided to pop in. Josh had a 
sound that he would make by rubbing two pieces of ribbed 
wood together, it sounded like a cicada. As soon as we heard 
that noise, that throaty croaking creak, we knew it was time 
to get to Noah’s room. Terence had a key to every lock on 
campus, but Noah was the strong one — physically I mean 
— he could hold the door handle as if it were still locked and 
therefore nobody was inside, because it was an unlocked 
door policy whenever your room was occupied. There was 
no way he could beat Noah’s sheer strength on the other 
side of the door. Noah just used to stand there, one arm 
anchoring his hand to the door handle, the other flexing his 
bicep like Popeye.

 Adam worked in subtler ways, he had been Terence’s first 
— for the longest — so he knew his routines and how to 
manipulate him: as much as he could be manipulated. 
Adam would make up stories, spin yarns about how he 
hadn’t seen us when Terence would come knocking, figure 
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out ways to make sure we were never alone with him, and 
create the most vivid accounts of imagined sicknesses, 
poring over books and articles and giving us detailed 
instructions of symptoms to present to the nurse, so that 
we could get a sick pass and avoid Terence’s chamber.

 I was always the creative one, as in, artistic. I could use 
words that adults and educators would use and I was good 
at drawing, at putting images, visuals, to paper. I don’t 
think I have a photographic memory, but I have a knack 
for recalling details. So, once I had seen Mr. Terence’s 
signature and sighted handwritten and signed letters from 
each of our mothers, I was able to whip-up requests for 
weekends away from the boarding house, penned by our 
respective matriarchs, that were duly approved by the 
Boarding House Manager: we had his signature to prove it 
and the office accepted them every single time.

 I don’t think Terence ever figured out that we all knew each 
other’s secret, not until right at the end, anyway. And there 
must have been others. I still feel guilty sometimes that 
every time we successfully avoided the man, he probably 
just took it out on some other poor bastard. Probably 
Berty: that’s why he was so weird. But it was survival; we 
all just did what we had to do to survive.

Beat.

 But we were kids. We did our best and savoured every 
victory, no matter how small. It was inevitable that Terence 
would outwit us, though. He was an old hat at this, a 
professional. A pro. And eventually we ran out of excuses, 
out of stories and out of fake diseases. Not even the relief 
nurse believed that we had all mysteriously contracted the 
plague after a weekend away. I think it affected Josh the most. 
In fact, I’m sure it did. We all slipped back under again, back 
into darkness. Back into ourselves. Back into hell.
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 Then one day, on my 16th birthday, I got a parcel. A gift from 
my aunt and a card that read ‘sweet sixteen and never been 
kissed’: if only she knew. If only she knew about Charlotte the 
harlot! The gift was a book called A Man’s Twenty-First Century 
Guide to Emotional Fulfillment and she had written a note 
inside that said ‘thought you might need this, now that you’re 
becoming a man. Love, Aunty Mary’.

 There it was again: becoming a man. But what kind of man? 
A coward? A victim? A lost soul? An abuser? Hurt men hurt 
others. Was it true, do the abused become the abusers? I don’t 
believe that now and I didn’t believe it then. I can’t imagine 
how anyone could do what Terence did, let alone doing it 
myself. It makes me sick, just the thought of it. In fact, I 
can’t even think about it. And it makes me angry to know 
that people believe that; that people believe that I will hurt 
someone simply because I was hurt. Do not blame us for the 
sins of our fathers — I don’t care what the statistics say — we 
were the abused and we should not feel shame for that. It was 
him that was shameful.

 But, if it hadn’t of stopped, maybe I would’ve become so lost, 
so desperate, so disparate that God only knows what I might 
have become — probably not a travel writer. Probably not 
anything. Hurt men hurt others. It’s cause and effect. Every 
action one man makes on another man, changes that man. 
The Greeks knew it; the patriarchal corporate state knows it. 
But nobody talks about it.

GEORGE checks the time again. A voice is heard, it is a 
recording of a phone message — a voicemail — it is JOSH 
trying to get in contact with GEORGE. The Projection reads:

Message received at 10:00am, today.

The projection fades during the voicemail. The voicemail plays:
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JOSH (VO) Hey, mate, it’s Josh here. Look, I was going to wait until we 
all met up tonight, but I’ve just had someone at the door and 
I’m a bit worried. While you’ve been away, the Government 
called a Royal Commission, George. They called a Royal 
Commission into abuse, into institutional abuse. They’ve been 
investigating Mr. Terence, what he did. Anyway, I really need 
to talk to one of you. I’ve been trying to reach the others but 
they’re not answering their phones. I even went around to see 
them but there’s no answer at Adam’s and Noah’s missus says 
she hasn’t heard from him since he left for work this morning. 
I think I may have worried her, but I’m worried too, George. 
Look, if I don’t hear from you I’ll see you tonight. But call me, 
if you get the chance. I’m gonna go into Adam’s work, see if 
he’s there. He should know what to do.

GEORGE continues.

GEORGE There was a chapter in that book, the Man’s Twenty-First 
Century Guide to Emotional Fulfillment, which Aunty Mary 
had given me for my 16th birthday, about taking charge. 
About men being assertive and pro-active with their lives, 
which would ultimately contribute to their emotional 
fulfillment, which was all about emotional freedom. To 
be a man, I had to be free. We all had to be free. It really 
hit home with me — hurt men hurt others. I gave it to the 
other boys to read. Adam, he seemed to be on the same 
page as me. Josh, I think he was in such a dark place he 
had no idea what was going on. Noah, he just threw it back 
at me and said ‘emotional fulfillment? It’s all about being 
connected and honest and open to yourself, to others and 
to the universe’ then he stopped, and continued ‘or not, 
maybe it’s just about sex’ then thrust his groin in my face 
and went off to masturbate.

 But Adam and I had a plan. Wednesday night was Adam’s 
one-on-one tutoring session with Mr. Terence. That was 
two nights away. Plenty of time. We wanted to teach 
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Terence a lesson, give him a taste of his own medicine. We 
wanted this to stop. We wanted this to stop for ourselves, for 
each other and for anyone else that was this devil’s plaything. 
So Adam and I told our plan to Noah and Josh.

 We knew Terence always took a break between seven and 
seven thirty when he worked late. He was a man of habits. 
He would put his glasses down on his desk, rub his eyes and 
scrunch his face, then walk to the staff room to make himself a 
cup of coffee. While his drink was brewing, he would take two 
biscuits from the jar without placing any money in the honesty 
box. He would eat his biscuits and drink his coffee at the table 
in the staff room while he flicked through the paper. Then, 
at twenty past seven he would make himself another coffee 
and carry it back to his office to be seated by seven thirty, 
whereupon he would take the flask from the bottom drawer of 
his desk and turn his brew Irish. Adam’s meeting was at seven 
thirty-five, on the dot; the rest of us would already be in place, 
having snuck in to Terence’s office while he was out.

 We went there separately, so we wouldn’t risk anyone seeing 
us together and knowing something was up. Noah and I were 
the first to arrive, a few minutes apart. We hid together in 
Terence’s private bathroom, the door to which was directly 
behind his chair so, once Adam’s meeting began, we would be 
able to sneak out from behind Terence while Adam distracted 
him from across the desk. Noah and I — but mostly Noah — 
would use our strength to hold the bastard down so Adam 
could shove the well-used gym sock hidden in his pocket into 
Terence’s mouth to keep him quiet — Adam had been soiling 
the foot covering regularly for the past two days, so it would 
be appropriately crusted with filth. Then, Adam would go to 
the walk-in closet on the opposite side of the office to get Josh, 
who would be hiding in there. Josh will have swiped a skipping 
rope from the gym, which he will use to tie Mr. Terence to the 
chair so we can get to work on giving the bastard a taste of his 
own medicine.
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 We were all set. We were going to be assertive, pro-active 
and take charge of this hell. An uprising. Josh had taken 
the rope earlier in the day and would be waiting in the 
closet for his cue. Noah and I were standing silent in the 
bathroom, nerves causing the butterflies in our guts to 
flutter about in frenzy. Our breaths were running hard and 
difficult to control, like we had just done a practice run of 
the cross country course, and our chests went tight trying to 
silence the air. We were excited and scared, trepidatious and 
determined. We were ready to take back our manhood.

 And then we heard him scuffing across his thick and 
opulent carpet in his comfortable work shoes. The creak 
and groan of his chair as it took his weight and his doughy, 
ghostly-white body found its place amongst the well-worn 
dents and bumps in the leather. A groan as the ageing 
muscles in his body struggled to bend his torso down 
to reach his bottom drawer. The well-oiled glide of the 
runners as it opened, the tap of his wedding ring on the 
stainless steel flask, the squeak of the metal-on-metal 
thread as he removed the cap. The splosh and splash of the 
dark liquor as it putrefied his coffee. The twisting of the 
cap as it closed again, the repeat of the groan as the vessel 
is replaced and the snap of wood as drawer and frame 
meet. Then silence … silence … silence … silence … And 
then seven thirty-five — ‘hello, Adam, please come in, shut 
the door and take a seat’.

 The meeting began under the guise of legitimacy. The two 
of them talking about improving GPAs and making the 
right choices for the future. But as Noah and I soundlessly 
slid the bathroom door open and began our covert tip-toe 
towards the beast we could see that he already had his hand 
down his own pants, stroking and caressing his wrinkled, 
tired, misused member. It was filth. He was filth, so we gave 
up on the tiptoeing and lunged at the bastard. Noah went 
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straight for his chest, wrapping himself around the pervert’s 
upper body, pinning his arms to his sides and binding 
him to the chair. I went from above, crushing down on the 
man’s shoulders, using all my weight to keep him planted 
firmly in his seat. Adam was struggling with the gag, it was 
too big for his pocket and he couldn’t pull it out cleanly. 
Terence began to scream ‘get off me!’ he bellowed ‘you little 
shits, get the hell off me or you will regret this!’ When he 
realised we meant business, he just screamed louder ‘help!’ 
he was demanding ‘I’m in here, somebody help!’ I knew the 
cleaners were only just down the hall, I prayed to God they 
wouldn’t hear, that this aural cage posing as an office would 
work against this bastard for once.

 Then I got distracted by Adam, he was still trying to 
get the bloody sock from his pocket ‘come on, Adam!’ 
I pleaded ‘just get the bloody thing in his mouth!’ And 
Terence managed to shake my grip and weasel his arm 
up and away from Noah’s iron clamp, then he brought 
his hand up to Noah’s face and forced his thumb into my 
mate’s eye. Noah had no choice but to release him and 
turn his head to protect his sight. Terence shot up from his 
chair and headed for the door, Noah was dazed, blinking 
like mad to try and clear the fuzz from his sight. Adam 
was just standing there, a cum-soaked tube sock hanging 
limply from his pocket. Then the bravado was back, 
coursing through my veins — there was no way we were 
going to fail, he would make our lives hell, so I ran for 
the bastard and tackled him to the ground, wrestling my 
weight against his to pin him there.

 ‘Adam!’ I called, trying to shake him into action ‘get Josh out 
of the wardrobe! We need the bloody rope!’ Adam rushed 
for the closet and yanked it open. Its position in the room 
meant that each of us could see straight into it, along the 
row of academic gowns and winter jackets, right down to 
the wall at the back. But that’s all that we could see: the wall 
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at the back. There was no one in there. The wardrobe was 
empty of everything but robes and jackets. No Josh. No rope. 
There was just nothing. Nothing, followed by silence.

 We three looked at each other. We were done. Where was 
Josh? There was no point going on, I couldn’t lie on top 
of this bastard forever — despite how much he may have 
wanted me to — and even with Noah’s strength, there’s no 
way we could do it without Terence being tied up. So I got 
off him. Stood up. We were all just standing there, stunned. 
Mr. Terence made his way back to his feet, brushed himself 
off and the superiority, the victory returned to his eyes. I 
could tell he was formulating some kind of pithy remark. 
Which would be followed by some kind of inhuman 
punishment for us all. But then, before he could open his 
mouth his office door opened.

 It was Josh. Josh was standing in the doorway and in his hands 
was his stolen prize. But it wasn’t a skipping rope. It was a rifle. 
The rifle from the maintenance shed and he was aiming it 
directly at Mr. Terence. Josh had cleaned it up; we were all from 
the country so we knew what a gun was, and how to make one 
work. It was no longer an antique from a time past; it was a 
weapon, rich with the scent of gun oil and revenge. The look 
of shock and fear and sheer disbelief on that man’s face was 
priceless. I imagine the look on all of our faces was priceless. 
The tables had turned and we were on top.

 Josh stepped into the room and I closed the door behind 
him. ‘Sit’ Josh demanded. But Terence just stood there, 
mouth wide open and a frozen gaze, made immutable by 
fear. He wasn’t moving anywhere. He wasn’t able to. Josh 
began to shake, nerves, excitement, horror, a mixture of all 
three. Tears were welling in his eyes, he was losing it and his 
finger was tightening on the trigger. ‘Josh’ I growled ‘stop’. 
The others looked at me. There was silence, we were all 
frozen ‘hand the gun to me’ I said ‘you can’t shoot him, Josh’. 
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Josh was shaking like mad now, he turned his head, looked 
me in the eyes and then he understood. We were both on 
the same page. He couldn’t shoot him. So he lowered the 
gun and handed it to me.

 ‘What do we do now?’ Adam asked. ‘Geezuz’ was all Noah 
said. Mr. Terence regained his composure, that crocodile 
smile returning to his ugly face ‘thank you, George’ he 
smirked ‘I’m glad your sense has gotten the better of you’. 
Then I looked him straight in the eye, and raised the gun to 
his head. ‘You can’t shoot him, Josh’ I said ‘you’re shaking 
too much. This is a single shot, and we can’t afford to miss’. 
The fear returned to Terence’s eyes as my finger tightened on 
the trigger. Then Adam joined in ‘George, wait’ he said ‘get 
closer, and under the chin, if you can, I have a plan’.

 And then, it was over. Our initiation was complete. We 
were safe. We were all of us, every boy in that dorm, safe. 
Noah, with his sheer strength, was able to lift the body and 
place it in the chair, which the others wheeled around into 
position. He wiped down the gun of our prints and forced 
Terence’s hand around the trigger, setting it up to look like 
the old man had wedged the rifle between the chair and 
his chin from a sitting position. I used the pad of paper 
and gold pen from Terence’s desk to write a goodbye letter. 
It used words adults and educators would use, and was 
signed by Terence himself. He even admitted his sins, that’s 
why he couldn’t go on, the guilt got to him so he used his 
keys to get into the maintenance shed and take a gun, but 
he didn’t name any of his victims — we didn’t want to give 
too much cause for motive.

 Josh got rid of all evidence that would suggest we had been 
in that room when Terence died, and then later that night 
he picked the lock on the fence around the old incinerator 
and burned all our clothes. Adam coached us on what to 
say, where we were that night and what we were doing. He 
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had an irrefutable story about how he found the body when 
he arrived for his one-on-one tutoring session. There wasn’t a 
single soul alive that wouldn’t have believed him. The case was 
clear-cut, no need for a thorough investigation.

GEORGE takes a sip of his beer. The projection reads:

 For he today that sheds his blood with me
 Shall be my brother; be he ne’er so vile,
 This day shall gentle his condition.
 And gentlemen in England now abed
 Shall think themselves accursed they were not here,
 And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks
 That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day.
 Henry V (IV.iii.61-67)

SCENE 3 — MAYBE THEY’RE NOT COMING
GEORGE checks the time again. A voice is heard, it is a 
recording of a phone message — a voicemail — it is NOAH 
again. The projection reads:

Message received at 4:20pm, today.

The projection fades during the voicemail. The voicemail plays:

NOAH (VO) It’s all fucked, George. It’s all fucking fucked like a 
motherfucker! I’ve been at the bloody cop shop all day. The 
bastards know something about that mongrel, Terence. 
They’re asking questions, mate. Questions we really 
don’t want answered. They don’t think Terence actually 
committed suicide, George. Do you hear me? They don’t 
think he committed suicide. They were asking questions 
about us, about what Terence did to us. They asked me if I 
knew anything about his death, George. They asked me if I 
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fucking knew anything! Apparently they’ve been pumping 
Josh and Adam too. They asked me where you were, where 
you live, where your mum lives. I didn’t tell them, but it’s 
only a matter of time, mate. Call me. Actually … don’t call 
me. Just lay low until we see each other tonight, we’ll figure 
it out then … I gotta go, Adam’s trying to call — about 
fucking time. Stay safe, mate.

GEORGE The last few years of school were pretty uneventful. Apart 
from the usual pregnancy scares and pranged cars that 
punctuate the lives of late-teens, we just got on with our lives.

 After year 12 we all took a trip together. We’d been saving 
up since year 10, working after school at a supermarket 
and finding farm work over the summers. We backpacked 
around Southeast Asia, started in Hanoi, made our way 
down through Vietnam all the way to Ho Chi, just like the 
Viet Cong, except we stopped off in Khe Sanh to sing Aussie 
rock classics. Went across to Cambodia and travelled north, 
through Siem Reap, and entered Laos overland from the 
south. Continued our way up until we got to Luang Prabang 
where Noah almost killed himself tubing. Flew across to 
Thailand, where Adam got the clap, and after a day trip into 
Myanmar took the train all the way to Malaysia, passing 
through rebel held Patani, much to my mother’s disapproval. 
We spent a while helping out at an orangutan refuge on 
Malaysian Borneo where I met another volunteer, the most 
beautiful Nyonya girl named Alice, who may just very well 
have been my first love. Then we caught a boat to Singapore, 
where we were all meant to fly home from, after a couple of 
nights spent on the ‘four floors’ of Orchard Towers, of course.

Beat.

 That’s become our other ritual into adulthood hasn’t it? 
Pre-booking our Eurorail passes so we can jump off a 
bridge in Croatia, or jumping on Jetstar to jet off and ride 
our way around Asia on rented mopeds in a drunken, 
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opium-enhanced state destroying international relations 
with ignorance, bigotry and a complete disregard for the 
fact that this is someone else’s home. This is someone else’s 
livelihood. We just want to turn it into a cheaper, more 
grossly bacchanalian version of the Gold Coast.

 As a particularly horny Chav from Manchester assured me, as 
we were bonding over a litre of Chang amongst the hedonistic 
throbbing of the Tiger Bar on Bangla Road, ‘it’s not sex 
tourism, I’m not a sex tourist. It’s just the way it is here. These 
women want to do it, it gets them good money.’ Somehow, 
that didn’t seem to make me feel any better about the bar 
girl hanging off my arm and kicking my arse at Shut the 
Box. When she opened her little book titled ‘Get Rich Quick 
English for Bar Girls’ and looked up what ‘gangbang’ meant in 
Thai, because the Chav had just asked if he and his 12 farang-
mates could have one, the look in her eyes as she turned to 
her handler behind the bar, to get his consent for a price, gave 
me all the reassurance I needed. Hurt men hurt others — in 
packs. That was enough Patong Beach for this little chicken.

Pause.

 But when we got to Singapore, my bravado kicked in again. 
We went through Changi security, making inappropriate jokes 
about Van Nguyen. We did our best to pretend the 18-year-
old Singaporean men, on national service, didn’t intimidate 
us, walking through Burger King with their Heckler & Koch 
MP5 submachine guns. That can really mess with a man’s 
Western superiority complex. When we got to our gate, I 
stopped and said to the others ‘I’m not going’. And I didn’t. 
Whether I was caught up in the moment, scared of going 
back to normality after months of freedom, or perhaps it 
was the constant visions of my Nyonya princess and her long 
dark hair, naturally hairless skin, giant brown almond shaped 
eyes and achingly pert breasts peaked with fantastically dark 
nipples. Yeah, it was probably because of her.
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 We all hugged, except Josh, who just waved, and the others 
flew home. Within six months Noah was well on his way with 
a construction apprenticeship. Now he has his own company 
with six apprentices of his own. He once said to me that was 
the best thing he could do, to give back. Act as some young 
buck’s mentor, be someone that could be trusted and pass on 
the knowledge the next generation would need to become 
their own men: something he didn’t necessarily get. Adam 
became a lawyer, no surprises there, still spinning yarns and 
convincing people black is blue and no can mean yes. He’s a 
partner now. Josh, well, Josh gets by. He continued working 
at the supermarket for a few years after we finished our trip, 
made it to duty manager and last I heard was looking to go 
back to study, maybe get a business degree so he can make it 
to full manager somewhere.

 I went back to Borneo, spent some time with Alice, before she 
got jack of me and put me on a plane to anywhere but where she 
was. I was getting a few followers on my travel vlog, which I had 
started the first day we hit Hanoi. So I sent off a few examples 
of my writings to a uni in England. Ended up getting accepted, 
even managed to get another scholarship — but that’s me, living 
off handouts like all good writers should! Did a semester here 
and there on exchange: Paris, Rome, Washington but the most 
educational was a summer I spent in Brazil. Holy shit those 
Paulistanos know how to party! Cocaine and cachaça until 
dawn. Still, I always found a way to get back here and catch up 
with the boys — every year. I never really thought about Terence 
that much … sometimes I’d catch myself remembering him, 
remembering what he did. Remembering what we did.

GEORGE checks the time again and acknowledges to himself 
that his mates are not coming. He takes a sip of his beer.

 I got a message from Adam, it was waiting for me when I flew 
into the country.
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A voice is heard; it is a recording of a phone message — a 
voicemail — it is ADAM. The projector reads:

Message received at 7:00pm, yesterday.

The projection fades during the voicemail. The voicemail plays:

ADAM (VO) George, it’s Adam. Look, shit has hit the fan. If you get this 
before you take off, then don’t get on the bloody plane. If 
you’re already here, then listen up: they think they know 
something about what happened to Terence. A mate of mine 
at the prosecutor’s office tipped me off. So once you get into 
the country, confirm with either Noah or Josh that you’ve 
arrived and that you’re still meeting up with us — but say 
nothing else. Don’t contact me; I don’t want to know where or 
when you are. I’ll find a way to get to the others but no matter 
what happens, do not answer your phone and do not discuss 
anything until you see us in person. We can’t assume our 
phones won’t be compromised. Look, no one’s said anything, 
but they’re quickly figuring it out. If I don’t show up tomorrow 
night, it means they have fucking figured it out and I’m either 
in custody with the other two, or we’re being tailed and there’s 
no way in hell we’ll lead them to you. If that’s the case, you 
need to get out of town. Leave. The rest of us will be fine; I’ve 
already got a team working on it. None of us will say anything 
— we’re brothers. And delete this fucking message!

GEORGE deletes the message.

GEORGE finishes his beer.

Beat.

 You deal with all kinds of people in my line of work, and 
a great many have an interesting story to tell: tour guides 
that speak 10 languages; backpackers running away 
from a history of lies, who are experts in living fake lives; 
immigration officers that know all the holes in the system; 
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fishing boat operators that meddle in people smuggling; 
even doctors of passports that front as travel agents. And 
for some reason, people seem to open up to me, and we 
become friends.

 You see, people may know my name. But they don’t know 
what I look like, and I’ve always liked the name Harry.

Finis.
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