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Introduction

As we write this introduction we are, for the first time since we met, living in 
separate cities. We aren’t able to visit each other due to the border closures 
between Victoria and Queensland. We are writing this during the pandemic. 
This distance is heavy. Since meeting in grade four, our bodies have begun to fuse 
together. Starting with our elbows, then pigtails and hips, ears, lungs and finally 
our big toes, nail polish chipping with every inch. When we were at University, we 
heard our voices together for the first time.  Sometimes it’s Hot Like the Sun  is one 
of the first projects that we wrote and performed collaboratively. We wanted to 
write a play about our experience of gender as a component of our identity which 
we were, and still are, attempting to understand.

This play emerged from a collection of images. Around a glass kitchen table 
we talked about a person scooting across a long sheet, like a dog, leaving a trail 
of blood and guts behind them. We discussed what colours we associate with 
uneasiness, fluorescent greens and burnt yellows. The feeling we wanted the play 
to evoke started to unfold, our images began to resemble scenes, and then we 
started writing. Anything and everything that made us feel the same way those 
initial images did. We brought them back to a hardwood floor and pieced all of 
the seemingly separate stories together, discovering that they spoke to each other.
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After our initial performance of  Sometimes it’s Hot Like the Sun, at a university-
run student theatre festival, we opened up the stomach of the script with our 
fingernails, now bitten raw. We then performed a redeveloped version of the 
play at the Festival of Australian Student Theatre in 2018. We staged, directed 
and performed in both productions, with our collaborator and good friend Luke 
Diamond. We wanted to stage the play in a way that viscerally illustrated the 
performative nature of our relationship to femininity.

This piece reflects our experience of womanhood; veiled in a familiarity which 
curls at the edges. An experience which is shrouded in confusion and violence. 
It explores how we understand this experience, and our own identity, in the 
context of a world on the brink of collapse.

Madeleine Border and Honor Webster-Mannison
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Foreword
Sometimes it’s Hot Like the Sun places an alienating relationship to gender within 
the context of a world on the brink of total collapse, it is an exploration of the 
subjectivity of womanhood. The play is a response to the question of how two 
women in a society threatened by a climate apocalypse give time and space to a 
growing list of pressures e.g. their own ‘gender trouble’, climate action and class 
struggle; all while working to establish themselves as big boss bitches in the arts.

Sometimes it’s Hot Like the Sun interrogates how any one person can marry the 
personal and the political, the global and the individual. These tensions birthed 
Sometimes it’s Hot Like the Sun. They were pressing at the time of writing and are 
even more so now in 2020; our post-pandemic, ‘rolling disaster’ moment. The play 
is a melting pot of the pressures that millennials face every day; how do you grow 
up in the shadow of an apocalypse? How do you navigate relationships, love and 
sex in a world earmarked for destruction?

I came on board with this production when the play was already written; I’d met 
Honor and Madeleine at UQ and they happened to be looking for a person of just 
my “stature, width and volume” to complete their cast. I read the script and was 
impressed by how distinct it was from the plays we’d all studied. The scenes had a 
looser, tonal relationship to each other. The action took place in the hyper-reality 
of the not-too-distant future, a space tantalisingly rich with uncanny possibility. 
What I saw immediately was the possibility of deeply engaging with a broader 
range of pressures that I too had felt.

As a male-bodied person getting involved in a project concerned with a 
relationship to womanhood, femininity and gender; my involvement became 
another provocation and opportunity to explore gender as performance. A 
recurring motif is the layering of gender signifiers; e.g. a ‘male’ body wearing 
a silk slip, Docs and a suit jacket speaking about nakedness as if nakedness is 
a possibility in the world of the play. The layering of gender signifiers on the 
performer’s bodies onstage builds until the reading of gender within the play is 
fundamentally destabilised. The layering of signifiers in the play functions as a 
ghosting of the performer’s body with an ambiguous, reflexive genderfuck that 
both plays with gender and deconstructs it.

The piece uses multiple modes of storytelling in convention-defying ways in 
order to access the uncanny. The play begins with a narrator who’s retelling the 
apocalypse as a dark, twisted fairytale. The blending of multiple story-telling 
modes places the piece in a liminal space where the kind of story told and the way 
that story is told are of equal importance.



7 Madeleine Border and Honor Webster-Mannison

Sometimes it’s Hot Like the Sun speaks to the experience of the individual up 
against the global. How, in a world as connected as ours, do we place ourselves 
and our own struggles? Is agency a possibility in world of seven and a half billion 
and counting? Sometimes it’s Hot Like the Sun is a dramatisation of overwhelm, of 
burnout, of distraction. It is a panic attack dripping with existential dread, a play 
fundamentally concerned with connection and disconnection. The result is a play 
that when bitten into, it bites back.

Luke Diamond
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Notes
Characters

NARRATOR Quite formal and very distant.

DEBRA  Looks as though she is in her seventies, but this could be from   
  the effects of sun damage. Acts a lot younger than her age.   
  Wears baggy clothes.

DIANA   Similarly looks like she’s in her seventies. Is decked out in   
  protective wear. Is extremely bossy.

GERALDINE  Girl in her twenties who only wears variations of the same colour.

BOY   Indistinct/generic fuck boy.

GERALD  A ‘monster’ living in Geraldine’s manhole.

MAN   Faceless man that is fidgety and anxious, but also very sensitive.

ANSWERING 
MACHINE  An answering machine recording.

VEE   Well dressed thirty-something year old who is resentful of her   
  work, home, and sex life.

PERSON 1  Takes on multiple characters, voices and narration throughout.

PERSON 2  Likewise.

PERSON 3  Likewise.

Doubling

The play was originally written for three actors, playing multiple characters. 
However, the play could be performed by a cast of any size. Character 
descriptions and stage directions throughout the play should be taken as an 
evocation of mood and tone rather than a strict direction.

Dialogue

‘ — ’ signifies that the end of a line has been interrupted.

‘ / ’ signifies the interruption.

‘ … ’ represents the trailing off of thought.
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Sometimes it’s Hot Like the Sun
Before the play begins the stage is filled with the sound of 
electronics powering on.

PERSON 1  This is about —

PERSON 2  / This is a story about...

PERSON 1  A girl —

PERSON 2  / A girl …

PERSON 1  Should we say girl?

PERSON 2  No.

Beat

PERSON 1  Woman?

PERSON 2  This is a story about a woman -

PERSON 3  / How old is she again?

PERSON 1  Your age, around your age.

PERSON 2  She’s relatable.

PERSON 1  She’s not relatable.

PERSON 3  She’s who you wish you were.

PERSON 2  She’s not a little girl anymore.

PERSON 1  She’s a go getter.

PERSON 3  She wakes up and has her coffee and her protein smoothie 
and her menthol cigarette.

PERSON 1  She puts on her big boss bitch suit.

PERSON 2  She kicks out the interns she slept with on the weekend.
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PERSON 3  Ba boom ba boom get out of my room.

PERSON 1  She drives to work in her broom broom BMW …

PERSON 2  She doesn’t stop at zebra crossings …

PERSON 3  She doesn’t slow down for school zones …

PERSON 1  She does not have time.

PERSON 2  She has no time for that.

PERSON 1  She gets there five minutes early.

PERSON 2  Just in time to repaint the chip in her nail polish …

PERSON 3  Red.

PERSON 1  [simultaneously] Maroon.

PERSON 2  Acrylic.

Beat.

PERSON 1  This is a story for the aspiring CEOs.

PERSON 3  This is a story about the women who would eat you for breakfast.

PERSON 2  This is about the wolves that were once an endangered species 
but, as of recent years, populations are on the increase —

PERSON 1  / Rise

PERSON 2  She burrows deep into the rich earth. Her interior décor is fur 
and shit and stink and mud and the odd crunchy cicada shell 
that burns like glass all the way down, down, down to my deep 
red belly.

PERSON 3  Yummy yummy.

PERSON 1  Four little things suckle at her six teats …

PERSON 2  Hanging on with sharp teeth …
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PERSON 3  She carries them everywhere she goes and they swing from 
side to side and occasionally drop off and are eaten by 
bigger things.

SCENE ONE: THE GLOBAL FOOD CRISIS
Something about the scene is toxic, like the inside of a 
microwave.

NARRATOR  Once upon a time … Fuck … That’s not how it starts. In a far 
away land … In a far away land … [muttering under their 
breath] In a far away land there once lived two girls called 
Debra and blah blah blah … Maybe it is once upon a time 
[Returning to normal volume with added confidence] Once 
upon a time there lived two girls called Debra and Diana.

The NARRATOR tries to organise their notes. Princess 
Diana’s face appears on a powerpoint slide.

 Diana, like Princess Diana, liked to stick her face on plates 
and mugs and even small value currencies until her printer 
ran out of ink. Now the pictures have faded into eerily 
green hues and Diana has had to use the remains of her 
paper supplies for kindling. Debra and Diana are the last 
two people on Earth.

 When the world ended, everyone was too busy focusing 
on the impending nuclear attacks of North Korea and 
Donald Trump, and the cyber-warfare that detonated all 
economic structures with a blip blip blip, and the antibiotic 
resistant superbug, and not to mention Global Warming, 
who was just sitting and laughing at it all while the seas 
turned to boiling foam with a few only ozone deep holes. 
And everyone was too busy focusing on all of this that they 
didn’t notice, they didn’t even notice …
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Beat.

 … wheat virus Ug99 commonly known as wheat stem rust.

The powerpoint changes to an image of wheat stem rust.

 Little did they know that this comparatively minor problem 
would cause the global food crisis of 2034 that killed ninety 
percent of the population within a matter of weeks. And then 
there was the Easy Peasy Dinner Incident that finished off 
the rest.

THE NARRATOR clears their throat.

 Debra and Diana live on opposite ends of the world. Debra 
and Diana talk Monday to Friday but have agreed to take 
weekends off. Today is Sunday …

Lights reveal DEBRA and DIANA. DEBRA is inside a tent. 
DIANA is at the beach decked out in full protective gear. 
DEBRA and DIANA communicate through walkie talkies.

DEBRA  Diana?

Pause.

 Diana, are you there? Over.

Beat.

 Are you there Diana? Over. Diana, are you there? Diana, 
are you there? Are you there?

DIANA  I’m here. Over.

DEBRA  What are you doing? Over.

DIANA  Debra it’s a Sunday. Over.

DEBRA  I know I just … I don’t know. Over.

DIANA  We agreed. Over.
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DEBRA  I know we agreed, I just …

DIANA  You just what? Over.

DEBRA  I just wanted to know what you do on your Sundays. Over.

DIANA  We agreed that unless it’s an emergency …

DEBRA  … unless it’s an emergency we only talk Monday to 
Friday. Over.

DIANA  And weekends? Over.

DEBRA  And weekends are our alone days. Over.

DIANA  To? Over.

DEBRA  Weekends are our alone days to be alone and reflective. Over.

Beat.

 I just … I just … thought we could make an exception. Just 
this Sunday. Just this one Sunday I thought we could … 
Please? Over.

DIANA We’ve been through this before. Over.

DEBRA  It won’t ever happen again. Over.

Beat.

 Diana? Diana, are you there?

DIANA  Okay. Over.

DEBRA  What?

DIANA  Okay. Yes. Okay. Fine. Over.

DEBRA comes out from her tent.

DEBRA  Thank you Diana. Thank you, thank you, thank you. Over.
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DIANA  I’m making an exception. Just this once. But next weekend … 

DEBRA  Next weekend I promise I won’t call, I won’t even think 
about calling, I won’t even think about you. Over.

Beat.

 Where are you? Over.

DIANA  The beach. Over.

DEBRA  Which beach? Over.

DIANA  You know which beach. You go down Edmond Street, I told 
you about Edmond Street, you go down Edmond Street and 
come to the church and walk down the path. Over.

DEBRA  The path is a bit overgrown, and sometimes the weeds cut 
your legs, and you’re thinking of clearing it, but you haven’t 
had time, but soon the dirt becomes soft sand and you take 
off your shoes.

DIANA  I usually take off my shoes but today’s a bit cold.

DEBRA  You’re sitting in the sun! You’re sitting in the sun aren’t you? 
Because on cold days you sit in the sun.

DIANA  I’m sitting in the sun.

Beat.

 I used to suntan.

DEBRA  I know.

DIANA  I used to wear a bikini. My mother hated that bikini. I 
wanted to meet boys.

DEBRA  Did you?

DIANA  I’d tell her I was going to some friend’s house or something 
like that.
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DEBRA  What did you say?

DIANA  Oh I’m just going to the library to catch up on study. Or 
… I’m just going over to … what was her name … Janine, 
Janine’s house, Janine was a Christian. She never believed me.

DEBRA  Why?

DIANA  She could smell the … What was it again?

DEBRA  Coconut.

DIANA  That’s right, coconut suntan oil.

DEBRA  What brand?

DIANA  Garnier.

DEBRA  That was my favourite. That reminds me of my mum on 
family vacations.

DIANA  She was a lot nicer than mine.

DEBRA  She was just younger.

Beat.

 I never even knew how … how beautiful my skin was. 
Now it’s like … It’s like …

Beat.

 Did you meet boys on the beach?

DIANA  Yes. I’d meet them and …

DEBRA  What?

DIANA  I shouldn’t say.

DIANA  Say.

DIANA  Okay I’ll say. Some of the boys would take me under the 
pier and kiss me and put their hands under my bikini.
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DEBRA  Upper or bottom?

DIANA is trying to say something but static is interrupting 
the transmission.

 Diana, upper or bottom? Over.

DIANA  Upper then bottom. Over.

The static is making it harder for DEBRA and DIANA to hear 
one another. The transmission is cutting out.

DEBRA  Outside or inside? Over.

DIANA  Outside then inside. Over.

SCENE TWO: MANHOLE
GERALDINE stands in the middle of the stage with a torch 
shining on her face from under her chin.

GERALDINE  There’s a manhole in my kitchen roof. I stare at it while I’m 
eating. I imagine someone is staring back. Or, that there is a 
little creature that lives in my roof and eats the smells of all the 
nice things I’m cooking below. And we live in a synchronised 
existence, feeding off each other’s presence. I’m not scared 
when I know it’s there. I’ve named it Gerald.

 I call it Gerald because it reminds me of a man I used to know 
who lived on another man’s stomach. The stomach Gerald was 
a face drawn on with a big black permanent marker. The man’s 
belly button was his nose and his smile was guided by the 
curve of the man’s gut.

 I liked him, stomach Gerald I mean. He only came to dinner 
that one time but he was a funny guy, made a lot of jokes, 
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ate a lot of food. So I’ve named the creature Gerald because I 
suspect that it also makes a lot of jokes and eats a lot of food.

 I had a date over this one night. I was making us both tea. He 
pointed to the manhole and said …

BOY That’s creepy, what’s up there?

GERALDINE  Gerald. I said, with an almost dare in my voice.

BOY  Gerald … what? What’s a Gerald?

GERALDINE  Gerald is a who not a what. And I’d be careful what you say 
about him. He doesn’t like gossip. He especially doesn’t like 
gossip about him.

BOY  I have no idea what you’re talking about …

GERALDINE  I’m just trying to warn you. He has taken a particular liking to 
boys of your stature and width and volume. I don’t know why. 
I bring them home, they start to gossip, Gerald gets annoyed 
and comes down and …

BOY  What the fuck, is this a joke?

GERALDINE  And at that moment the manhole in my roof opened up, a 
creature with 3 legs, 2 eyes, 1 eyebrow and 4 snouts came 
down from the hole.

 The boy screamed which I tried to tell him would only get him 
in more trouble, but he didn’t listen. They never listen.

 He was screaming so much I could hear him screaming all the 
way down Gerald’s throat as he swallowed him whole.

 I told him not to yell, I said to Gerald.

GERALD  That’s okay, I like the taste of stupid on my men.

GERALDINE  And that confirmed my suspicion that not only did Gerald eat 
a lot, but that he was a good joker too.
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SCENE THREE: GOOGLE & THE PLASTIC OCEAN
The stage is flooded with fluorescent light. At first, PERSON 
3 is typing their lines on an old computer. Then PERSON 3 
dances with PERSON 1.

PERSON 1  This is a record of my internet search history from the period 
of the 12th of the 4th 2016 to the 13th of the 4th 2016.

PERSON 3  If you would not like your internet search history to be seen 
by anyone other than yourself …

PERSON 1  If you would not like your internet search history read 
aloud to a —

PERSON 3  /we suggest that you clear your internet search history.

PERSON 1  Or possibly use the ‘private window’ function of your browser.

PERSON 3  I google that documentary.
 It’s the one about the plastic island in the middle of the 

ocean that’s bigger than
 Texas.
 I don’t watch it.
 But I bookmark it.
 Then I google …

PERSON 1  ‘this girl I met’

PERSON 3  … and we went on a couple of dates and had a kinda thing, 
I don’t know if you’d call it a thing, I mean it was a thing but 
she was emotionally distant.

 And I find out that she’s become more successful than me,
 and is traveling South East Asia,
 and is really hot.
 I like her new profile picture.
 I decide that everyone around me is a liar.

Beat.

 Then I google …
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PERSON 1  ‘How do you know if you have trust issues?’

PERSON 3 Then I decide that I don’t want to read some pop 
psychology bullshit.

 So then I google …

PERSON 1  ‘How to become more organised?’

PERSON 3  And that led to …

PERSON 1  ‘How to start a bullet journal?’

PERSON 3  … when I realise I’m hungry.
 I eat a day out of the advent calendar someone gave me at a 

work Christmas party.
 I realise that it has quite a lot of ants on it.
 On and in.
 I wonder how ants even get into an advent calendar.
 I remember someone told me that when ants die, they 

secrete a toxin that’s really bad for you.
 I google … 

PERSON 1  ‘ant toxin death’

PERSON 3  I remember that whoever told me that was actually an idiot.
 I remember that advent calendar chocolate tastes like 

nothing. It tastes like sugar and throat-hurt.
 I google …

PERSON 1  ‘How many calories in an advent calendar chocolate?’

PERSON 3  I find out that it’s quite variable.
 The ants would make it even more variable.
 My left nipple is itchy and my throat hurts.
 I google …

PERSON 1  ‘itchy nipple throat hurt’

PERSON 3  Then I google …

PERSON 1  ‘symptoms of breast cancer’
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PERSON 3  Then I google …

PERSON 1  ‘symptoms of breast cancer ant toxin’

PERSON 3  Then I decide to search my left breast for any hard lumps 
by massaging it in circular directions.

 This turns me on.
 I google …

PERSON 1  ‘porn with women who have been paid and treated well’

PERSON 3  There’s no results.

 I google …

PERSON 1  ‘ethical porn’

PERSON 3  There’s no results.

 I google …

PERSON 1  ‘feminist porn’

PERSON 3  There’s something but you have to give your email address.

 I google …

PERSON 1 ‘porn with women who have tattoos’

PERSON 3  I find something …

Silence.

 My hand gets tired and my neighbour starts leaf blowing 
his lawn.

 I scream ‘Fuck you’.
 He’s wearing his sound proof headphones. 
 The yelling and the masturbating makes me hungry again.
 I google …

PERSON 1  ‘Am I a good person?’

PERSON 3  Then I google …
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PERSON 1  ‘How to make everyone like you?’

PERSON 3  Then I google …

PERSON 1  ‘What is happening in Syria?’

PERSON 3  Then I google …

PERSON 1  ‘How to whiten your teeth naturally?’

PERSON 3  Then I realise I need soy milk.

 I google …

PERSON 1  ‘What is the closest shop that has soy milk that’s not a 
multinational, conglomerate corporation?’

Beat.

PERSON 3  I decide to go to Woolworth’s.

Beat.

 The woman at the cash register has acrylic nails.
 She also glows in the dark.
 She asks me what I did today?
 What did I do today?
 I stare at the soy milk through the grey plastic bag.
 I forget why I needed soy milk.
 I remember that soy products give you cancer.
 I remember that there is a plastic island in the middle of 

the ocean bigger than Texas.
 I don’t remember how big Texas is.
 I say that actually I don’t want soy milk.
 She looks pissed off.
 I walk back home …
 I walk back home …
 I walk …
 I walk back …
 And as I go …



Sometimes it’s Hot Like the Sun by Madeleine Border & Honor Webster-Mannison

26A Playlab Theatre Publication 

SCENE FOUR: OH BABY ONE
Characters rock their arms as they talk, they begin to 
perform a distorted exercise routine.

PERSON 1  I’m standing on the bike path along the Brisbane river. We 
only had a couple of days together at that point. But they 
were special days.

PERSON 2  Long and tiring and awful and loud and magical days.

PERSON 1  Filled with the love that he would produce from lungs I 
didn’t know could produce love yet.

PERSON 3  The water was reflecting orange light into my eyes and it 
made everything look better, the buildings, the water, my 
baby. I look down at him and I see myself reflected in his 
little eyes.

PERSON 1  I pull my hand up to double check the time.

 I remember when we were at this kid’s birthday party, my 
boy would have been about 5 and this other kid would 
have been turning maybe … 7?

PERSON 3  He was a weird looking child that one, his parents moved 
in next door to us a year before and they always had a 
strange obsession with our lawn.

PERSON 2  Like why should they care whether our grass is green or 
not, it’s none of their god damn business what I use to kill 
the god damn ants in my goddamn yard. Sorry …

PERSON 3  Well yeah. So we were at this weird looking kid’s birthday 
party and my kid was staring at the cake.

PERSON 2  It looked like he was either gonna fuck it or kill it.

PERSON 3  All the parents were standing in a circle on their disgustingly 
green coloured grass, probably infested with ants, and we 
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were all laughing at funny things the kids were doing. I 
pointed at my kid staring at the cake and we all laughed. He 
looked around confused and he caught my eye.

PERSON 1  I thought about not laughing, but I really did just want 
to fit in. And I really had already had 4 orange juice and 
champagnes, hold the orange juice. So I laughed even harder.

PERSON 3  After a couple of minutes, he started laughing too. He didn’t 
know why, I suppose he didn’t care why. He just wanted to fit 
in as well.

PERSON 1  I’m right. It is a quarter to 5. I stroke my baby’s head.

 Mark should be home in an hour and then I can start 
cooking dinner. I can’t really do much with him around. This 
baby in my arms.

PERSON 2  Like I don’t know if you’ve ever tried opening a Weight 
Watchers microwavable meal with a baby in your arms … 
but it’s pretty impossible.

 Mark’s great though. We met when we were at Uni, he was in 
Law and I was in Arts so it really was just the perfect match. 
We were young when we met. Don’t get me wrong. I’m not 
old now. All I’ll say is that I’m somewhere in my early-ish 
30’s. The yoga and the spanks help with the ‘ish’ part.

PERSON 1  We were young to meet and late to start having kids, I know. 
All my friends have kids already at school. Mark reminds me 
of this a lot.

PERSON 3  He reminds me especially a lot when I’m talking about my 
passion for Peace and Conflict studies, which he says isn’t 
really a passion it’s just a fake degree, and I say that it is a 
passion … and that’s where the conversation always ends.



Sometimes it’s Hot Like the Sun by Madeleine Border & Honor Webster-Mannison

28A Playlab Theatre Publication 

SCENE FIVE: LONG DISTANCE PHONE CALLS
MAN sits on a broken office chair under a red spotlight. He 
is dressed in disheveled office wear.

MAN  Hello?

Beat.

 Are you there? Hello?

ANSWERING 
MACHINE  I’m here.

MAN  Good. How do you start?

ANSWERING 
MACHINE  How do you want to start?

MAN  I don’t know … I hadn’t really thought about it.

ANSWERING 
MACHINE  Well, we can start and end however you want to.

MAN I suppose I want it to feel real?

ANSWERING 
MACHINE  And what does ‘real’ feel like to you?

MAN  ‘Real’ feels like the truth? And truth feels like honesty?

ANSWERING 
MACHINE  Well we can try that. How about you start and I will follow.

MAN  Uhm Okay … What about … what are you wearing?

ANSWERING 
MACHINE  Why would that matter?

MAN  What do you mean?
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ANSWERING 
MACHINE  Well, what do you want me to be wearing?

MAN  I don’t know … nothing?

ANSWERING 
MACHINE  Good. I am wearing nothing.

MAN  What do you want me to wear?

ANSWERING 
MACHINE  What are you wearing?

MAN  Well don’t you imagine me wearing something?

ANSWERING 
MACHINE  Not really.

MAN  Nothing at all?

ANSWERING 
MACHINE  I don’t really imagine you wearing anything.

MAN  You imagine me naked too?

ANSWERING 
MACHINE  No, that’s not what I meant. I thought you wanted me to 

be honest?

MAN  I do … I think?

ANSWERING 
MACHINE  Well I don’t really imagine you wearing anything because I 

don’t really imagine you at all. I don’t imagine your clothes 
or your body or your face or any identifying features about 
you. I don’t think about you. I think about me.
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SCENE SIX: OH BABY TWO
Characters are performing a glitchy and robotic version of 
their exercise routine.

PERSON 3  The baby starts to gurgle.

Beat.

 He’s quiet I suppose. Easy to forget about.

PERSON 1  It’s not like when he was older. He was much bigger, much 
noisier. I remember this time we were in this shopping mall.

PERSON 3  I think it was probably one of the dero smaller ones in the 
outer suburbs like … Mount Ommaney or something.

PERSON 1  And we were walking along, he was holding my hand, he 
always insisted on holding my hand, and we were walking 
along and this little boy in his father’s arms passed us. And 
well … I suppose he kicked my boy in the face.

PERSON 3  More like my boy walked into his foot. He started 
screaming and crying and carrying on. I was so 
embarrassed, the father was apologising but I knew 
he thought it was my fault. I could see it in his eyes. 
Everyone was staring at us. I took my boy into the women’s 
bathroom and I said, this is what I said...

PERSON 2  Don’t you look where you’re going? Look at me! Listen to 
me! You need to go out there and apologise to that little 
boy and that nice man right now! Stop looking at the 
ground when you walk. I hate it when you do that! Look 
up. Look like a nice little boy. Act like a nice little boy. And 
stop fucking crying!

PERSON 1  He wanted me to carry him but I made him walk. I think 
that walking away from your pain is a good life lesson. I 
thought it would be beneficial for him. It’s what I’ve always  
tried to do … walk away from my pain.
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PERSON 2 I scratch the back of my neck and hope the baby doesn’t 
end up like Mark.

PERSON 3 When he’s older he starts to yell at me for staring into the 
microwave when it’s running. He says it’s dangerous. I say 
it’s magic.

PERSON 1 He yells at me for taking a left turn at the end of our street 
instead of going straight on through the intersection. I think 
it’s a shortcut, it means you don’t get stuck at the lights on 
the next bend, but he thinks it’s an unnecessary detour.

PERSON 3 And he hates oranges. He yells at me for having oranges in 
the house. Who really hates oranges anyway? I mean they 
aren’t the best fruit... but they definitely aren’t hateworthy. 
They are kinda annoying to peel… but that doesn’t mean 
we shouldn’t eat them. He won’t have them in the house. He 
says it gives him anxiety. Having objects around him with 
layers of skin that he can’t easily get under. Maybe that’s why 
he likes me. Or maybe that’s why he doesn’t.

PERSON 1 The baby starts to cry and I shush him.

PERSON 2 I remember his wedding day. It was nicer than ours. 
Mark and I made sure of it. We spent a lot of money on 
the decorations and the cake. Everything was white with 
splashes of pink as an accent colour. I learnt about accent 
colours on a home renovation show, they are good for 
walls and pillows also. The chairs were wrapped in silk and 
her dress was wrapped in lace. Just the way the men in my 
family like their women. Delicate and penetrable.

PERSON 3 She looked kind of sad. One of her eyes was starting to 
turn a yellowish green under the layers of foundation and 
blush. He was smiling. My baby. Mark made a speech about 
him, how many friends he had, how good at sport he was, 
how good he was at school and at uni and at fucking and 
at skiing. I wanted to make a speech but I’m not sure I had 
anything really to say.
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PERSON 1 I shush the baby again, rocking him in my arms.

Beat.

 If I’m completely honest I didn’t expect to have a child. I 
thought I would be like the women from ‘Sex in the City’. 
The ones that can wear funny coloured heels to every 
occasion and go braless without the fear of milk leaking 
down their shirts. The ones that always have their hair 
quaffed in such a specific way that says Hello! I am childless 
and carefree! The ones who look happy. I thought I was 
going to be them. But I suppose I didn’t really have a choice 
in the matter. When your husband tells you he’s not wearing 
a condom, what are you supposed to do?

PERSON 3 I scratch my neck with one arm and check the time with 
the other.

SCENE SEVEN: KILLING MY BOSS
VEE stands on stage with an expensive bottle of gin and 
two martini glasses.

VEE When my boss isn’t here, I try on his clothes. I take them 
off the mannequin that he keeps his body on and I put 
them on me. And then I am him. But kind of … nicer 
and better smelling. Well maybe not better smelling … 
but sweeter smelling at least. Oh yes, at the very least. 
And then I take them off again. But slowly and sensually 
so as we are both to get aroused. And then I laugh and 
put his body back. It hangs more limply now than it did 
before. Kind of sad looking. 

Pours herself a drink.
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 When I’m not trying on my boss’s body I like to do other 
things as well. I have lots of hobbies. Don’t think I don’t. I’m 
full of them. Running, sweating, laughing, crying, breathing 
… oh I love to do that, that’s one of my favourites!

Picks up the drink.

 Anyway it’s all the breathing that distracted me from 
what I was really doing, which was killing my boss. The 
breathing was louder than the screaming so that was 
good. If he hadn’t looked at me the wrong way I wouldn’t 
have killed him. If he hadn’t touched me like that I 
wouldn’t have killed him. If he hadn’t made me think that 
I was worth less than his sense of ownership … then I 
wouldn’t have killed him. So no. I’m not sorry. Because it 
wasn’t my fault. It was provoked. If he hadn’t wanted to 
get killed he probably shouldn’t have done things to make 
me want to kill him.

Beat.

 But that’s enough about me.

She goes to sip her drink, but stops.

 Oh I’m a mother too! And a good one at that, thank you 
very much. I love my kids very much. And they love me 
very much. I give them $5 in tiny silver piece coins every 
Thursday. It’s very good for a child’s health to be given 
large quantity, small quality amounts of money once a 
week, you know. I know that because I read it on a blog 
forum about mothers who are trying really hard to show 
their kids that they love them. Even though they aren’t 
totally sure that they do … and a lady with a profile picture 
of a yawning dog told me so. So yeah. That’s how I know.

She goes to take another sip of her drink, but stops.
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 And my kids? Oh my kids love it! They love it because I 
pretend like we’re playing a game of dodgeball. I throw it at 
them. Bit by bit. I make sure they appreciate the money that 
they receive. I’m teaching them young. Hard. Work. Money 
is hard. And sharp. And gives you bruises.

Puts the glass down and chugs the bottle of gin.

SCENE EIGHT: UNDER
The stage empties. There are underwater sounds.

PERSON 1  The world has filled with water and everything heavy has 
sunk to the bottom. The leads, the coppers, the fridges, the 
paperweights. Everything light floats to the top. The soft 
plastics, the inflated, the petroleum and all its rainbows. You 
remember when you broke the bean bag. When a million 
styrofoam beads filled your house and then your garden and 
then your next door neighbours newly renovated swimming 
pool and then the world.

PERSON 2  You will float somewhere inbetween the top and the 
bottom. You can see the girl’s advanced diving squad 
barely making bubbles as they hit the surface and dive 
downwards. Show offs.

 All the birds evolved to fly underwater and are currently 
migrating east before the sea boils over. If every 
millionaire had focused on trying to save just one species 
of bird, then eventually we could have saved every single 
species of bird. Then our oceans wouldn’t be grey with 
pigeons, whose wet feathers stink, who eat all the fish, who 
are quite frankly bird vermin.

 The pigeon populations are occasionally culled by the giant 
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prehistoric fish who maraud over sunken urban sprawl. 
Their bodies are the colour of glow in the dark gladwrap so 
you can see their spinal cords and soft brown hearts. Under.

PERSON 3  You realise you’re not floating, you’re sinking. You’re 
sinking. You’re slowly sinking in an ocean so deep it will 
take you forever to reach the bottom. The water in your 
lungs is only making you heavier. You look up.

Beat.

 You see Mark Zuckerberg, George Clooney and Bill Gates, 
looking down at you from their private floating island and 
subsequent yachts. Help! Help me! I’m drowning! They 
can’t hear you over an inside joke George Clooney made 
at Nicole Kidman’s left nipple’s expense. Help Me! Nicole? 
‘Pratical Magic’ used to be my favourite movie. You’re 
blinded by their 50 watt electric teeth and disco balls. Their 
GQ magazine Man of the Year faces burn at your retinas. 
Mark starts throwing iPad minis at you. You try to use 
them as paddles but they’re slippery underwater, they’re 
slipping away. Help! Help!

PERSON 1 Are you a barista?

PERSON 3 Umm I —

PERSON 2  / I am? I’m a barista. I work at a cafe. A fancy cafe.

PERSON 1 How fancy?

PERSON 2 We do matcha lattes?

PERSON 3 You watch a nespresso machine sink past you. You worked 
at a cafe but you weren’t that good. You still don’t know 
what a doppio is. You always did the milk wrong. You’re 
sinking. You’re sinking. It’s probably for the best.
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SCENE NINE: THE EASY PEASY DINNER INCIDENT
It’s late afternoon, the sun is setting. DIANA is still at the 
beach, but now has an umbrella and a beach chair. DEBRA 
is still at her campsite. They both are sipping white wine 
from old jars and cans.

DEBRA  Diana? Over.

DIANA  What? Over.

DEBRA  Do you still have your bikini? Over.

DIANA  No. Over.

Beat.

DEBRA  Sorry.

Beat.

 Can you tell me what would happen if we were together? 
Over.

DIANA  Again? Over.

DEBRA  Again. Over.

DIANA  Okay. Let me think for a minute.

Beat.

 It’s Sunday, so we’d be sleeping in. And then we would wake 
up and … I’d run my fingers through your hair. Over.

DEBRA  I’d curl your hair around my finger. Over.

DIANA  I’d rub the sleep out of your eyes. Over.

DEBRA  I’d do that too. Over.

DIANA  And then I’d look into your brown eyes. Over.
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DEBRA  Green. My eyes are green.

DIANA  Oh.

Beat

 Sorry.

DEBRA  That’s okay.

DIANA  I thought you looked like me and my eyes are brown.

DEBRA  I do look like you.

NARRATOR  Diana and Debra have never seen each other before but 
imagine they look exactly alike. The only thing they have 
in common is that they are both highly allergic to peas. 
Which is the reason, after all, that they survived the Easy 
Peasy Dinner incident.

DEBRA  Sometimes I’m scared.

NARRATOR  Sometimes Debra gets scared that —

DEBRA  / Sometimes I’m scared that you wouldn’t love me if I 
wasn’t the last person on Earth.

NARRATOR  That Diana wouldn’t love her if she wasn’t the last person 
on Earth.

DIANA  Of course I would.

DEBRA  But what if those boys didn’t starve to death and you saw 
them on the beach and they had medical supplies and 
they did scouts or something so they knew how to set 
traps and you —

NARRATOR  / The Easy Peasy Dinner was manufactured by Sanitarium. 
It was meant to encapsulate the ease of any microwavable 
meal, as well as the comforting feeling of a dinner at 
Grandma’s. Being the only available food source, as you 
can imagine, business was booming.
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DEBRA  And you fell in love with him. And you stopped answering 
me. Because he could touch you. Because he could have 
sex with you. Because he could kiss you.

DIANA  I wouldn’t.

DEBRA Promise?

DIANA  I promise.

A microwave dings ...

NARRATOR  Unfortunately something peculiar happened to the 
Easy Peasy Dinner when combined with the common 
microwave. They made people’s throats kind of … well 
fill up with this kind of foam and then … Well as you can 
imagine, that was very bad for sales.

DEBRA  I believe you.

DIANA  Good.

Beat.

 What are we going to do today?

Beat.

 Debra, what do you want to do today?

DEBRA  Can we go to the beach?

DIANA  No.

DEBRA  Can we go to the … Can we get a pedicure?

DIANA  Do we have kids?

DEBRA  Yes.

DIANA  Who will look after them while we’re getting pedicures?

DEBRA  We can just leave them at home.
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DIANA  That depends. How old are they?

DEBRA  Old enough to look after themselves.

DIANA  Okay. Then what will we do?

DEBRA  Drive.

DIANA  Where?

DEBRA  To the beach.

DIANA  Not the beach.

Pause.

 Let’s just drive back. I want to spend all day in bed with 
you.

DEBRA  Okay. I want that too.

Beat.

 I love you. Over.

DIANA  I love you too. Over.

The End.
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