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Introduction
Katherine and I set out to create Rovers as a ‘travelling’ theatre piece, one 
distinctly about women in the Performing Arts and also about the women 
before them who had been their great influences. With a sort of brilliant 
synchronicity, actors Barbara Lowing and Roxanne McDonald stepped into 
focus sharing a memory with us of their time together on tour in Uluru, having 
first worked together 25 years ago in a production of Taming Of The Shrew. 
Incredibly, despite living in the same city, they hadn’t worked together since. 

Rovers is a personal and part autobiographical work about Barb and Roxy as 
individuals, but it also looks deeply into them as artistic comrades and as a dual 
force celebrating their parallel lives as daughters, actors, adventurers and natural 
born storytellers. 

The work itself is an exploration of stories and dialogue in sporadic motion 
stemmed from memory and based on conversations, innate friendship, play, 
reactions, silence and interpretations all at once. It celebrates our ferocious 
imaginations and adventurous meanderings while being grounded by the truth that 
we must all face our own mortality. Perhaps this scripted interpretation is simply a 
process of deepening an understanding of ourselves though the hearts, souls and 
lives of Barb and Rox, their parents, ancestors and those who came before them.  

We want our audiences to share this space to pay homage to those who we’ve 
watched, listened to and laughed with, learnt and gained great knowledge from. 
Roxy and Barb are carriers of great journeys and have dedicated their lives to 
sharing stories and keeping art alive. They are the great artists of our time.   

Caroline Dunphy
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Foreword
I am honoured to acquaint those gathered here today to yet another fun’tasticaly 
creative work, written by two ‘wild women’ who have ‘trod the boards’ and 
graced all manner of stages since forever. This work, is a culmination of the 
physical, metaphorical, and spiritual, in so many ways. It is a splicing of minds, 
lives, cultures, eras, histories, and most of all laughter. Like a stockwhip, it 
is hard to follow the intricate weave to the end, which is a cracker! The one 
philosophical thing that stands out in this work, is the embodiment of courage 
that spans time to build the resilience of love. 

The courage of two single women, who are not afraid of stepping into the 
unknown, and along with that comes the enthusiasm of storytelling, laced with 
a solid dose of spiritual love and connection for their strong resilient mothers.   

This adventurous romp through the shared memory of friendship, work, and 
maternal loss, displays a drive to live life to the fullest, as we are never sure when 
that curtain may fall on our ‘rove through life’. 

This memoir took me down many lanes, filled with laughter and love. I not only 
rejoiced in 30 years of memories of these fabulously talented women on stage, 
but of recalling how me and my little brother tightly gripped the ‘monkey-bar’ 
on the dash of our Land Rover as we dodged many grasshoppers flying through 
the air-vent, kicking like crazy. I had to stand him between my knees so he could 
see where we were going and to prevent him from hitting his head as the Rover 
bounced along the rough stock routes of the Burnett River region with Mum at 
the wheel. That Rover carried everything we needed from swags and tarps, spare 
tyres and droving equipment, to food and water and dry wood for the next day. 
For weeks on end, we would pack up each morning, drive to the dinner camp to 
provide lunch, then move onto the night camp where we unpacked everything 
again to set up and cook tea and damper. Mum and I shared the inevitable hot 
cup of billy-tea with cold damper and syrup, while we lit yet another campfire to 
cook supper.

Now we are Elders of the Performing Arts Industry where these two strong 
women have the opportunity of telling their story, their way. And just like the 
many wakes we have attended this one is not for lamenting the loss but for 
reliving the fun-times had together. At the ending of a life, we are meant to 
celebrate that life as one well spent. The last day together with our loved ones is 
spent rejoicing so they are sent off to their next life with a happy mindset.
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We don’t want them to take our grief with them as a lasting memory, we want 
them to continue smiling as they remember the laughter and the joy of being 
together for the many scones, damper and cuppas had before. We know we will 
continue having many conversations with those who have ‘crossed over’ through 
our lifetimes and we see these visits as a blessing and a joy so when they come 
back to check in on us they will come as happy spirits.  

Colleen Mar’un Wall 
A Senior Dauwa Woman of the Kabi Nation
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Barbara Lowing and Roxanne McDonald. 2018. The Block. Photographer: Atmosphere Photography. 
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Notes
Rovers takes place on many different levels. The meta-theatrical world is two 
actors, Barb and Roxy, talking on stage about being actors. ‘The Wake’ is the world 
of the show and Roxy conducts the ceremony, aided by the Funeral Director 
(played by the ASM). The bathtub is the coffin, but this shouldn’t be clear to the 
audience until the end of the show. The other scenes are conjured by Barb. They 
are a kaleidoscope of memories: her own, her ancestors’ and even those of people 
who’ve touched the earth in the same place as she has. All these fragments have 
been shaken up and are seen in slivers through the lens of childhood. 

The Aboriginal words used in the piece (particularly in Mary’s speeches) have 
been taken from a wide range of sources and aren’t faithful to any one Aboriginal 
language. This is because Mary lived in lutruwita (what we now call Tasmania) 
soon after the first Invasion. It’s believed that there were between five and sixteen 
languages spoken in lutruwita before the white man arrived. Palawa kani is a 
recently revived, constructed language but the words I’ve chosen to use are a mix 
of languages, predominantly Murri languages, as this is Roxy’s country and Mary 
is a character invented and played by Roxy, rather than a spirit or recreation of the 
original woman. 

Setting

There is a contemporary representation of a water tank on a stand and a cast 
iron bathtub on the stage. 

Characters

The play is a two-hander, written especially for Barbara Lowing and Roxanne 
McDonald, who play all characters except for the Funeral Director, who is 
played by the ASM. The real names of the Stage Manager and ASM should be 
used in the production. 

ROXY A version of herself.

BARB A version of herself.

BARBARA TOY (1908 – 2001) An adventurer, she travelled solo around 
the world in her trusty Land Rover, Pollyanna. Related to 
Barbara Lowing.

GRANNY JESSIE (1894 – 1987) Jessie Miller. A feisty Aboriginal woman — 
Roxy’s grandmother.
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BLACK MARY (? – 1819) The first female bushranger. An Aboriginal 
woman given the English name of Mary Cockerill. Travelled 
with Michael Howe in Van Diemen’s Land 1814-1817.

ELIZABETH JESSIE HICKMAN (1890 – 1936) Female bushranger. Anglo  
   Saxon. Cattle thief, convicted criminal.

FUNERAL DIRECTOR   Played by the ASM with a suit jacket on.  
   (He should never speak to or acknowledge  
   Barb — only Roxy.) The ASM however, can  
   respond to both women.
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Rovers

THE WAKE
ROXY and BARB are at a Wake, having a cup of tea and 
a sandwich. 

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR oversees the Wake, putting 
things into place for the service and passing a tray of 
sandwiches to members of the audience. 

The audience is seated. 

ROXY Bring on the old relic!

The ASM wheels an iron bathtub onto stage. 

Music and lights create a fanfare.

 We’re planning a big send off today. [Looking at someone 
in the audience] Hey — no sad faces! This is a wake — not 
a funeral. Needs to be a party — a real celebration of life.

The ASM places a framed photo of BARB as a child onto 
the bathtub.

 Yeah, that’s nice.

BARB It’s a pretty good turnout, isn’t it? 

ROXY Not bad for an old bird, hey?

BARB I always think it’s a bit sad that you have to die before you 
get to have a wake. It’s the one party friends and family will 
fly from all over the world to attend — COVID permitting 
— and if you’re dead, you miss it! 
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ROXY Too much sorry business for my mob. Too many times for 
us to get together and mourn. [Seeing BARB’s reaction] 
Nah — it’s okay — this one’s different. 

BARB Should we do a reading? Something sensitive and moving. 
Maybe some Dylan Thomas.

BARB begins to recite Do not go gentle into that good 
night by Dylan Thomas

ROXY That’s nice — 

BARB continues.

BARB He wrote it for his father. Didn’t want him to die.

ROXY So many times now, we’re not asking them to fight, we’re 
telling them it’s time to let go. 

The lights go out.

 Hey!

BARB What’s happening? 

ROXY Stephen! 

Lights back up

 [Calling to the stage manager in the lighting box] Did you 
turn those lights out, Steve? Don’t play games with me. 

BARB [Shivering] Felt like someone was walking over my grave. 

ROXY We can’t have stuff ups like that happening during the 
speeches. Can we do a quick check of the AV? 

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR takes out a remote and clicks it.
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MEMORY 
 Voice over.

ROXY Do you remember?

BARB I remember everything.

ROXY Remember when /

BARB / We leaned against the bed, drinking champagne

ROXY We first saw The Rock and it looked like it had been 
thrown from space — landed on the ground, boonk!

BARB Or like it had sprung from the earth, erupted like / some big

ROXY / Thrown by a great spirit, fell from the universe and went 
bang. The whole thing vibrates

BARB Yes

ROXY I’ve never felt anything like it

BARB And the colour

ROXY Like rust … or saffron

BARB Stretched out on the roof — looking at the stars

ROXY Red dirt under our nails

BARB Wild women in our hearts

ROXY And the oysters

BARB Oh those oysters

ROXY Jeez — they were good.

BARB Best oysters I’ve ever eaten

ROXY And we got them from the supermarket
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BARB From the supermarket. In the middle of Australia.

ROXY And you made that sauce

BARB Tomato sauce and cream

ROXY So good

BARB So bloody good

Beat

ROXY You do remember

BARB I remember everything.

THE WAKE
ROXY Like you and me eating oysters in Alice Springs of all places / 

BARB I think we must have had about twenty each!

ROXY From a supermarket in the middle of Australia. Five bucks 
a dozen. And instead of getting food poisoning, they were 
the best oysters we ever had!

BARB We spread out a picnic on that motel floor and sat with our 
backs against the beds and talked all night.

ROXY About our childhoods and our parents and how we both 
liked playing with Matchbox cars instead of dolls /

BARB And how everyone kept giving me Barbie dolls: “a Barbie for 
you, Barbie!” like they were the first one to think of it. Eugh!

ROXY Wuzzie.

BARB Wuzzie?
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ROXY That was my nickname. And Dogbone Bikkie.

BARB What?

ROXY Dogbone Bikkie. And I got Bozo — because I was always 
a clown. 

BARB I was Thumper, Chick to Dad and Bub to my brothers. I 
hated it. And Babs — sounds like a goose farting. 

ROXY What else? Oh Bony Black Rat! Bony Black Rat … what’s 
wrong with you people? And this was my family! Bozo. 
Bony Girl. Bony Leg. It’s really not that bony! 

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR coughs discreetly and points to 
his watch.

 Where am I supposed to start?

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR hands ROXY the photo of 
child BARB from the bathtub.

 Childhood?

BARB [Holding up a couple of children’s aprons.] Let’s go back 
there. Back to when we were seven.

CHILDHOOD
The FUNERAL DIRECTOR clicks through projected photos 
of BARB and ROXY as children during the following.

ROXY I’d just moved to Brisbane and started school in Camp Hill. 

BARB I’m in Mudgeeraba on a farm with a lot of donkeys. 

They put on the aprons.
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 Let’s play cars — you can be the horse float carrying all the 
donkeys and I’ll be the Land Rover and we’re driving into 
the forest and it’s all dark.

 You’d better be careful of the bogeyman.

Sound premonition of the Bogeyman. 

 I’ve seen the bogeyman.

ROXY Me too. He was big and he / made these noises 

BARB / Did he have red eyes? Mine did. He was as tall as the 
ceiling, his eyes shone in the dark and he jumped out at me 
in the hallway. 

ROXY screams in fright.

 I’m going to fight him. 

ROXY How?

BARB I’ll take my skipping rope and I’ll hit him with the end — 
see? It’s hard wood — it really hurts if it hits you. And then 
I’ll tie him up and I’ll stuff a sock in his mouth — 

ROXY A sock?

BARB Yeah. So he can’t trick me.

ROXY Will you call your Mum?

BARB Nah. 

ROXY But — 

BARB I don’t need grownups. I’ll take my riding crop and I’ll 
smack that bogeyman until he cries.

ROXY You’re so brave.

BARB I’m going to be a bushranger when I grow up. What are 
you going to be?
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ROXY Dunno.

BARB You can be a movie star.

ROXY [Thrilled] An actress!

BARB  Let’s play bushrangers.

ROXY I have a black horse called Lightning.

BARB Mine is Thunderbolt.

They look at each other.

BARB & ROXY Thunderbolt and Lightning?

Realisation.

BARB and ROXY begin singing Bohemian Rhapsody by Queen. 

ROXY starts showing off an imaginary necklace.

BARB keeps singing. 

ROXY Ahem. Haven’t you noticed the beautiful pearls I’m wearing?

BARB Where did you get those?

ROXY I bailed up the coach.

BARB Did they fight you?

ROXY Nah. The women cried and the men were goona gully fellas!

BARB I’m going to bail up a train.

 Give me all your jewels!

ROXY Look out! The train’s full of bullymen and they’re chasing you!

BARB Police! Ride like the wind.

ROXY Giddy up, Lightning!

BARB & ROXY Gaddagink, gaddagink, gaddagink, gaddagink



Rovers by Katherine Lyall-Watson

21A Playlab Theatre Publication 

ROXY Oh no! They shot you!

BARB dies dramatically.

 Wake up, Barb!

Kicking her foot.

 You’re not dead!

BARB Shush! I’ve gone to heaven.

ROXY Where all the good people go?

BARB Everyone I love is waiting for me.

ROXY What about people you sometimes hate?

BARB If they’ve done bad things, they can’t come to heaven.

ROXY But what if they didn’t mean to be bad and it was the bloody 
grog that made them do it?

BARB There’s no bloody grog allowed in heaven. No one can be 
drunk and no one shouts or hits.

ROXY That sounds good.

BARB We should smash all the bottles.

ROXY Yeah!

BARB Or tip them down the sink.

ROXY They’d only go back to the pub and buy more.

BARB At least we can’t hear them here.

ROXY Do you ever wish your Mum would leave?

BARB Sometimes.

Stillness.
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ROXY I’m never getting married.

BARB Don’t you want to wear a beautiful dress and look like 
a princess?

ROXY Nope.

BARB I do. But I’m never having babies.

ROXY Why not?

BARB Don’t you know how babies are made?

ROXY shrugs, embarrassed.

 The mother and father have to mate. 

ROXY Gross!

BARB Have you ever seen animals mating?

ROXY Dogs.

BARB That’s bad — but not as bad as donkeys. Have you seen a 
donkey’s penis? When there’s a jenny in season it gets so 
long, it touches the ground.

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR is appalled at the tone of the 
conversation.

ROXY [Fingers in ears] Lalalala

BARB I’m never having children — that way I won’t ever have 
to mate.

ROXY Me too.

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR grabs the first thing to 
hand — a bicycle hooter — and honks it loudly to get 
them to change the topic.

BARB I’m going to be Barbie Toy. She’s my great aunt.
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ROXY I’ll be Granny Jessie. 

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR tries to cough but it comes out 
like a donkey braying.

BARB Drive fast! The bogeyman’s chasing us and he’s got red eyes 
and a donkey’s penis!

ROXY Let’s get out of here! 

BARB Vroom vroom. 

BARB and ROXY chase each other round the stage. The 
FUNERAL DIRECTOR holds up his hand and stops ROXY.

THE WAKE
ROXY [Adult self again] Okay, okay.

FUNERAL There’s a time and place for everything, Ms McDonald.

ROXY Sorry. 

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR goes back to his spot.

ROXY Isn’t it funny the way childhood memories become more 
intense as we get older? Like we’re coming full circle.

BARB What’s up with Mr Grumpy Pants?

ROXY He says we’ve got to give these people what they came here 
for. And apparently that isn’t two old girls talking about 
bogeymen and donkeys’ penises. 

BARB They laughed. [Beat] Hey, Rox … That bit where we were 
talking about the grog and about tipping it down the sink … 
was that real for you, too?

ROXY Mmm.
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BARB Both our dads had addiction problems, didn’t they?

ROXY Mine was a drinker and a full on disciplinarian. Times 
when we had to take off. Trying to get through your 
schooling but times when you couldn’t focus because so 
much was happening at home. 

BARB The whole side of Dad’s family, from his father to his 
brothers, were all alcoholics. Dad was deeply kind and 
sensitive, with an amazing imagination, but he was an 
alcoholic and he — [caused a lot of pain.] 

 Mum would take me camping to get away from it. We’d 
take the horse float with Midnight, her favourite donkey, 
and Peppie, my horse, and we’d drive to the Kenilworth 
State Forest and go exploring. We’d camp for three or four 
days in the special truck Mum built. It had bunk beds for 
us and stalls for the animals and a little fridge and sink.

ROXY After Dad died, Mum would come on tour with me — we 
loved exploring.

BARB What was your Dad like?

ROXY He was a really good artist — he could draw with two 
hands and two pieces of chalk at the same time. He used 
to do Dick Tracy’s profile on the chalkboard when he was 
working as a publican in Roma. He won an art competition 
once and was supposed to go to Melbourne to pick up the 
award and get some sort of scholarship, but Dad was like, 
“Oh no, I’m not leaving my family.” So he didn’t do it. 

BARB They didn’t get to follow their dreams.

ROXY Dad used to box in the tents at the Roma Show. I ran into 
the tent when I was just little and he was getting punched. 

BARB and ROXY play this. BARB with her fists up, 
ducking punches. ROXY hands on hips.
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 “Stop that! Don’t you hit my Dad!” 

 When the match was over he came to find me. He picked me up 
and put me on the back of this cattle truck and he said /

BARB helps ROXY onto the steps

DAD (BARB) Hey everybody! My girl can sing. Go on, my baby. 

ROXY begins singing I’m Gonna Knock on Your Door by 
Eddie Hodges.

During the song, BARB puts on goggles and climbs under the 
steps and starts banging on them with a spanner.

ROXY Hey!

BARB We’re moving on. I’m Barbie Toy, my great aunt. You know? The 
writer, actress and adventurer? The one I’m named after?

The banging gets louder: metal on metal.

BARBARA TOY & JESSIE MILLER — 1957
BARB TOY Bloody hell!

More banging.

 Shit! Come on, Pollyanna! 

 Don’t you go breaking down on me here, Pollyanna! Not in 
the middle of nowhere. 

 Think, Barbie, think! There’s water in the radiator, the oil’s good. 
You filtered the fuel so you know there’s no sand in the tank. 

 Okay. Tighten the nuts and bolts … Check the tubing and 
pipes …  
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She’s deep inside the engine now.

 Aha! There you go — please God let that hold. Just till I get 
to civilisation.

ROXY, as Granny JESSIE, wearing an elaborate hat for the 
races, pokes her head round the side and watches BARB. 

JESSIE Headin’ off, sister?

BARB TOY Good God!

JESSIE Which way you goin’?

BARB TOY Where did you come from?

JESSIE That way.

BARB TOY But — how did you / get here?

JESSIE Goin’ this way? That way? Which way?

BARB TOY Sydney.

JESSIE Pah! [She starts to walk away.]

BARB TOY Wait!

JESSIE pauses.

 Can you help me?

JESSIE looks at her.

 I seem to have lost my way. [Unfolding a map.] Could you 
show me where we are?

JESSIE [Not looking at the map.] Country.

BARB TOY Yes, but if you could just point out exactly — 

JESSIE Where’s your family?
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BARB TOY I’ve come from London.

JESSIE That where the King lives? Long drive.

BARB TOY Very long. I’ve driven all the way from Europe. 

JESSIE Pull the other one!

BARB TOY I drove from France to Germany, then Austria, Yugoslavia, 
Bulgaria and then to Turkey. From Turkey to Iran and then 
to Pakistan and the Great Indian Desert before hopping on 
a boat to Perth. And now I’m … where am I exactly?

JESSIE You running away from something?

BARB TOY No.

JESSIE Man trouble? Money trouble?

BARB TOY Neither. 

JESSIE Only two sorts of trouble bring a white person all the way 
out here. Bad husbands and bad debts.

 Got anything to eat?

BARB TOY I’m running low but you can share what I have if you’ll just 
tell me where we are.

JESSIE What’s in that?

BARB TOY Tea — would you like a cup?

JESSIE Gah! That’s as cold as charity!

BARB TOY Don’t waste it! 

JESSIE  Nothing worse than cold tea.

BARB TOY How about no tea? Now, is there a settlement near here? 
With guides and people who know the area?

JESSIE What for?
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BARB TOY To get me through this desert.

JESSIE This isn’t desert.

BARB TOY There are no landmarks.

JESSIE Course there are. That mound over there — those rocks /

BARB TOY None of them show on the map.

JESSIE Maps not worth the paper they’re printed on round here.

BARB TOY Got to have some way of navigating.

JESSIE Land and stars is all you need.

BARB TOY You know your way around here?

JESSIE With my eyes closed.

BARB TOY Would you be willing to be my guide? Just for this bit 
through the middle?

JESSIE It’s out of my way.

BARB TOY I can pay you. 

JESSIE How much?

BARB TOY Ten shillings?

 JESSIE snorts her disgust.

 Just to the road to Laverton. Two pounds if you’ll take me 
all the way to Sydney.

JESSIE Sydney is a long way.

BARB TOY Three pounds.

No response.

 Three pounds, ten shillings — that’s as high as I go and 
that’s all the way to Sydney.
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JESSIE What else you got?

BARB TOY I have tea, and medicine.

JESSIE I like your scarf.

BARB TOY reluctantly passes over her headscarf.

 [Holding out her hand.] And the money.

BARB TOY One pound now — the rest when we get there.

BARB TOY hands over the money and JESSIE pushes it up 
her sleeve. 

JESSIE There’s a water hole ten minutes that way. You can boil the 
billy and make us a proper cup of tea. I’ve been following 
you for days. You’ve been driving round in circles, making 
a right mess of the land round here.

BARB TOY My compass broke.

JESSIE You don’t use the stars?

BARB TOY I don’t like to drive at night if I can help it. [Beat.] I’m 
Barbara Toy.

JESSIE looks at the outstretched hand but doesn’t take it. 

 And you are?

JESSIE You can call me Jessie.

BARB TOY Jessie.

A gear shift: lights/sound.
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THE WAKE
ROXY Reckon this is the strangest wake any of us’ve been 

to. Maybe someone spiked the punch and we’re all 
hallucinating … Because who’d have thought I’d be up 
here, yarning about my Granny Jessie?

BARB And Barbie Toy!

 The FUNERAL DIRECTOR  clicks through slides of 
BARBARA TOY and GRANNY JESSIE.

ROXY Granny Jessie taught me to be brave. Her and my Mum. 
But it was different sorts of bravery. Mum was quietly 
brave. Going to work at the cannery with the acid eating 
through her shoes and her gloves, never complaining. 
Whereas Granny Jessie would walk into traffic and just 
hold her hand up and all the cars would screech to a 
stop. People would be honking their horns and yelling at 
her and she’d just keep walking, not even bother looking 
at them. 

 I reckon she’d have loved seeing herself on stage! Of 
course, Granny Jessie wasn’t from the centre — she was 
from Clermont. So she’d have been as lost as Barbara Toy 
in that last scene.

BARB Barbie Toy wouldn’t have got lost. She travelled all around 
the world on her own in her Land Rover. She was fearless.

ROXY If Granny Jessie had ever met Barbie Toy, I reckon she’d 
have whipped out her pack of cards and challenged her to 
a game of Cooncan. 

ROXY starts dealing cards and gets back into the character 
of JESSIE.
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BARBARA TOY & JESSIE MILLER — 1957
JESSIE wins the game.

JESSIE That’s another two shillings you owe me!

BARB TOY How do you keep getting such good hands?

JESSIE It’s not the cards you’re dealt, it’s what you do with them.

BARB TOY Bull dust! You can’t take rubbish cards and turn them into 
straights or flushes.

JESSIE You don’t have enough imagination.

BARB TOY I think you’re cheating.

JESSIE Ere! Jessie Miller’s not a cheat!

BARB TOY What else do you have tucked up those sleeves?

JESSIE [Fronting up.] You want a go?

BARB TOY Don’t be such a savage.

JESSIE I’ll teach you some manners.

BARB TOY It would cost you your pound.

JESSIE And you’d be stuck here driving in circles until the crows 
peck out your eyeballs from your desiccated white hide!

They size each other up.

Beat.

BARB TOY Looks like we’re at a bit of an impasse. I need you to guide 
me … and you, I assume, need the money I’m paying you. 
So let’s try to be civil, shall we?

JESSIE Sibyl is my middle name. 

BARB TOY Really?
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JESSIE Only gammon!

BARB TOY Christ! You’ve got a nerve.

JESSIE Says Lady Sparkplugs driving through the desert on her own!

BARB TOY Aha! You admit it! It is a desert.

JESSIE Course it is, Sparkie! Where did you think you were? 
Suburbia?

BARB TOY needs to relieve herself.

 You’d be better on the soft sand.

BARB TOY A lady likes some privacy.

JESSIE Don’t say I didn’t warn you …

Sound of pissing — it goes on for a long time.

BARB TOY Argh! Help! Something’s biting me!

 Get it off me!

JESSIE Let me have a look … Aha!

BARB TOY Is it a scorpion? Funnel web? Red back?

JESSIE It’s just a bindi. [Laughing.] Must have got caught on your 
feathers when you were squatting — I told you to go in the 
soft sand.

BARB TOY A bindi — and there’s me thinking it’s a scorpion and 
waving my bare arse in the air for help! 

JESSIE Shame! Showing your moondi to me like that! 
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THE WAKE
BARB Thirty-five years as actors, and look at us, pulling bindis 

out of our feathers for their [the audience] enjoyment. 

ROXY In most professions, thirty-five years is enough to make 
you big bungoo, well, if you’re a man anyway … but look 
at us. How much do you have in the bank, Barb?

BARB We don’t do it for the money.

ROXY You avoiding the question?

BARB It’s okay when you have a gig but then the show’s over 
and the money stops and you’ve got to hope nothing 
unexpected happens.

Beat.

ROXY I took a job as a security guard. 

BARB You didn’t!

ROXY You’ve got to take what you can get. Even if it means you’re 
on your feet all night.

BARB I was thinking about working at a funeral home.

ROXY Would you give up acting?

BARB I wouldn’t have to. Not much work once you’re our age.

ROXY True.

BARB All these years of training, of focussing on our craft, and 
then one day the industry spits you out and you realise 
you’re completely useless for anything else. 

ROXY In some countries, companies take actors on for life. 
True. Can you imagine, getting a job with a state theatre 
company and it’s not for one show, it’s forever? You’re part 
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of their ensemble and you’ll be training, performing and 
teaching with them until you die.

BARB Sounds like heaven.

ROXY Reckon they have theatres up there?

BARB They’d better — otherwise I’m coming straight back and 
haunting a stage round here.

ROXY looks at her strangely.

 Maybe the original La Boite … can’t do the SGIO — that 
got bulldozed years ago.  

ROXY It’s nice to be on stage together again, isn’t it?

BARB It’s about time. How long do you reckon it’s been since The 
Rock and the oysters and our promise?

ROXY Twenty-five years. 

BARB I remember we sat on that motel floor, talking about 
colour-blind casting and why couldn’t you play Lady 
Macbeth if you wanted to? 

ROXY Apart from a few Shakespeares, every play I’ve ever 
done, I’ve played an Indigenous woman. Not that there’s 
anything wrong with that — 

BARB It’s just your skin shouldn’t define you, right? If you’re an 
actor you should be able to play any part. 

ROXY Maybe now things are changing. Are there any parts you’ve 
always wanted to play that you never got to do?

BARB I’d have loved to play a bushranger — bold and fearless.

ROXY Go on then! Now’s your chance.
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BUSHRANGING WOMEN
BARB grabs an item of clothing and introduces herself. 

BARB Elizabeth Jessie Hickman! 

 My parents sold me to a travelling circus when I was eight 
— don’t flinch — it was the best thing that happened to me. 
Taught me to ride bareback, shoot a moving target, climb 
a rope and fall from a height without breaking anything. 
Perfect skills for a bushranger. 

 Settle down, they said. A husband and babies will cure the 
restlessness, they said. I tried them both and they weren’t for 
me. Gave my baby away when he was still a slug, sucking and 
shitting and slowing me down. Left the man behind too. Twice 
they locked me up in Long Bay Gaol but I escaped from the 
shit house and jumped from a moving train. Killed the man 
who thought he was my boss. Now I’m hiding out in the Blue 
Mountains, where I can move cattle and horses undisturbed.

 Sleep in a cave high up in the hills where I can see if 
someone’s approaching from miles away. Don’t like the 
look of him? [She aims her rifle and pretends to fire.] 
Like the shape of his arse? He can come and dabble in my 
cave. My young bucks do my bidding and I am queen of 
the mountains. 

ROXY Woohoo! She was something else!

BARB Born in 1890 and died at forty-six. They used to call her 
“The Lady Bushranger” and she had no shortage of young 
men visiting her cave! [Sitting on the edge of the bathtub.] 
It sounds kind of sexy until you remember the lack of 
plumbing back then. Everyone would have stunk to high 
heaven. If I were an outlaw I’d have to have a good bath 
every once in a while. Maybe light a fire under a cast iron 
tub and soak under the stars … 



36 Katherine Lyall-Watson

ROXY With one of your young bucks, hey?

BARB Wouldn’t know what to do with a young buck any more.

ROXY I reckon you’d soon remember. It’s like riding a bike.

BARB I locked my bicycle up years ago.   

ROXY Just have to dust off the cobwebs and you’ll be right.

BARB Flat tyres, rusty chain and a few spokes missing. 

ROXY Nothing a bit of lube won’t fix.

BARB Roxanne McDonald! 

ROXY I was talking about your bike.

 BARB What about you, hey? It’s not too late for you to meet someone.

ROXY Maybe when I get to a nursing home. He’ll be chasing me 
round the table with his wheelie walker.

BARB You reckon people have affairs in nursing homes?

ROXY Absolutely! It’s a dog eat dog world in there. 

BARB Your turn. Who’ve you always wanted to play?

ROXY If you’re Jessie Hickman — I’ll be [beat — thinking] Black Mary. 

ELIZABETH shoots her rifle into the air.

MARY The bastard waibala shot me! Bloody mongrel. [She feels for the 
injury. The bullet has only grazed her.] Stupid jarrung merrigan 
— can’t even shoot straight. [Feeling her belly.] Jarjum still all 
right in there. He could have killed us both! 

 Hey gungible — yes, you. I’m Mary — people here call me 
Black Mary. You’ve heard of me. That bastard booble-brain 
husband of mine just shot me. Nah! Don’t go tying me up. I 
can help you find that goona gubba, Mick Howe. Find him and 
cut him to pieces for what he did.
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 Bring your men and your blunderbusses, we’re going wild 
country. He thinks he can get away from me, but I will 
never forget. I’ll spend the rest of my days tracking the 
drunk dog that got me bingel and then shot me.

ELIZABETH Black Mary? Never thought our paths would cross! 

Music evoking the start of a Western — riding into the 
same town.

MARY Jessie Hickman. What you doin’ so far south?

ELIZABETH This town ain’t big enough for both of us.

MARY You’re all talk, waigin. Don’t you know I can creep up on a 
beast and slit its throat before it knows I’m there?

ELIZABETH I can skin it before it hits the ground.

MARY I’ve chopped up all the meat, cooked myself a steak and 
eaten it before you’ve even got your knife out!

ELIZABETH Oh yeah? Well, I’ve skinned the beast, cooked a steak, 
eaten it, buried the carcass and taken a shit before you’ve 
left your humpy!

BLACK MARY grabs ELIZABETH’s rifle.

MARY You so busy big noting, forgot to watch your valuables.

ELIZABETH [Taking back her rifle.] Yeah? Well your man shot you. 

MARY [Spitting.] Mick Howe is no man of mine. He stole me 
from my family, chained me to stop me running and beat 
me if I disobeyed. 

ELIZABETH You so clever — you should have killed him.

MARY I’d have cut him in half from the tip of his booble to the top 
of his head but if a black woman murders a white man, the 
troopers kill the lot of us.
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ELIZABETH Where you heading now? Back to your family? 

MARY They all gone — waibalas threw their bodies into the ravine.

ELIZABETH S’pose you can ride with me, then.

They ride and enter new terrain. The air is thick with flies 
and the smell of death.

 No place for sentiment out here. 

MARY This gully used to be a place for kin.

ELIZABETH Nothing but a death trap now. Skulls and bones sticking 
through the dirt. 

MARY Don’t matter which way you’re heading … At some time 
you’ll be walking over someone’s remains … Gotta tread 
carefully … 

ELIZABETH [Her horse shies.] Woah, Thunder — settle down.

MARY Dig your heels in — we’re going to have to jump the ravine.

ELIZABETH Come on Thunderbolt, show me what you’re made of. 

 Yeehah!

Abrupt light change and sound of the Land Rover getting 
bogged. 

ROXY and BARB do a double take and quickly grab the 
goggles and hat.
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BARBARA TOY & JESSIE MILLER — 1957
The Land Rover gets bogged.

BARB TOY Damn it all to hell. 

Wheels spinning in the sand.

JESSIE Guess we’re not going far.

BARB TOY I can manage this. 

BARBARA TOY starts digging at the soft sand. 

JESSIE I’ll find us some lunch.

A pigeon drops onto the stage. JESSIE inspects it. 

 Top-knot pigeons? Out here? 

 S’pose I’d better whip up some damper and make us a 
pigeon pie.

JESSIE has a little moment to herself, humming as she 
prepares a fire. She picks up a Woman’s Weekly from the 
back of the Land Rover and starts tearing out a page.

BARB TOY [Snatching the magazine from her.] Don’t use that!

JESSIE Isn’t it dunny paper?

BARB TOY No. 

JESSIE I didn’t take you for a reader of women’s magazines.

BARB TOY I’m not — but this one is special. There’s a story … about me.

JESSIE Nah! [Grabbing the magazine.]

BARB TOY Careful! 

JESSIE [Finding it.] You scrub up all right. “A Toy on Wheels.”
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BARB TOY [Taking the magazine back.] Not the headline I’d have 
chosen …

JESSIE Read it.

BARB TOY “A bet made in a London pub in 1950 has sent a pint-sized, 
Sydney-born actress across  — ” 

JESSIE Actress, hey? You been to Hollywood? I could be in movies 
— look. [She starts doing silent film gestures.]

BARB TOY “ — across 118,000 miles of desert, mountains, hills, and 
plains — and even behind the scenes in a king’s harem — to 
best-seller success. She is Barbara Toy, now home in Australia 
for the first time since 1935. With her is her Land Rover, 
Pollyanna, her only companion on these endurance trips.” 

JESSIE Only companion? What about me?

BARB TOY Obviously there are guides here and there — mostly in the 
Middle East where they don’t / want women travelling alone.  

JESSIE / If I get you to Sydney I want to be in the photo with you. 
Jessie Miller, stylish woman on the land, with her famous 
pigeon pie — sounds good, hey? [Grabbing the magazine 
back.] What’s this next bit?

BARB TOY Just a lot of nonsense about my wardrobe.

JESSIE “On the road Miss Toy wears a slack suit. The only other 
clothing she takes is a ballerina skirt in a tiger-skin pattern.” 
Oh yeah, sounds like an actress. How come you haven’t 
worn your tiger-print skirt for me yet?

BARB TOY Set the table nicely for our pigeon pie and I just might!

JESSIE I’ll have to make sure my hat’s looking good for the picture 
when we get to Sydney /

BARB TOY About that … 
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JESSIE / Jessie Miller wears a timeless pillbox hat.

BARB TOY We’re taking a little detour.

JESSIE I thought you were in a hurry?

BARB TOY I’ve been travelling for months — another few weeks isn’t 
going to matter.

JESSIE Where d’ya wanna go?

BARB TOY The Great Central Road.

JESSIE You womba?

BARB TOY I’ll drop you in Warburton.

JESSIE What am I supposed to do in Warburton? Nothing there 
but anthills and a mission.

BARB TOY Sort of like where I found you.

JESSIE You found me?! You couldn’t find a waterhole if you were 
swimming in it!

BARB TOY I can’t come this far and not go to the centre.

JESSIE No Women’s Weekly photographers out there.

BARB TOY I’m not ready for the trip to end. 

 There’s all this country round me and it’s my country and I 
haven’t explored it yet.

JESSIE Hang on — whose country?

BARB TOY I have to do this. 

 JESSIE No wonder you get stuck driving round in circles. 

BARB TOY I’m leaving now.

JESSIE You’ll need me with you if you’re going to the centre …
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BARB TOY ignores her.

 It’s a long detour — going to cost at least another four pounds. 

BARB TOY Four pounds? 

JESSIE Three pounds fifty and that’s a bargain.

BARB TOY [Starting the car.] I’m not paying you another shilling. Are 
you in or out?  

JESSIE [Getting in the car.] I’m only coming because I don’t want 
your death on my conscience. [JESSIE slams the door.]

BARB TOY If I die out here, leave me on Pollyanna’s roof under the 
stars, where I can be food for the eagles.

JESSIE Eagles?! More like a fly-blown feast for maggots.

BARB Oi!

A gear shift: lights/sound.

THE WAKE
ROXY Most of us aren’t comfortable talking about death – but we 

really ought to plan for it. 

 I’d like to sit my family down round the table with a big 
piece of butcher’s paper and say, “come on you fellas — we’re 
all going to die one day. Tell me what you want.” 

 Not just “where do you want to be buried?” or “do you want 
to be cremated?” — you’ve got to work out all the fiddly 
stuff — like where you keep your papers and who your 
super’s with. 
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BARB I sent an email to my brothers and told them, when I cark it, 
I don’t want a funeral. One brother called me up in a panic, 
and the other brother, he just sent an email back with one 
word: Ditto! 

ROXY Ditto?! 

BARB No funeral — just a cheap-as-chips, budget cremation and 
then a bit of a party with some friends. Kind of like this one …

ROXY Sounds good. I’ve worked it all out for when I go — even 
know what music I want played. Ventura Highway — that’s 
the song I’m going home with. 

ROXY sings a bit of Ventura Highway. Her singing might 
continue under the next voice over.

MEMORY
Voice over.

BARB This is not an ordinary trip

ROXY We’re not heading west to dig for fossils or count the stars

BARB We’re not travelling for work this time

ROXY It’s not a tick on a bucket list

BARB We’re not journeying to trek or hike or climb

ROXY We’re going to the centre because it is the centre

BARB The centre of our stories

ROXY The centre of our selves

BARB The centre of this land
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ROXY It’s the beginning and the ending and everything in between

BARB It’s beyond our understanding

ROXY And it’s calling us

BARB Listen

They both listen. They hear something we can’t.

ROXY It’s time

BARB We have to go

ROXY We’re part of the weave 

BARB Have to play our part in the pattern

ROXY You with me, sister-girl?

BARB I am

Voice over finishes. 

THE WAKE
ROXY Barb and I first met in ’96 when we were touring round 

the country doing The Taming of the Shrew. We played 
so many parts in so many productions but only came 
together in that one … until now. 

They start remembering their shows. 

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR  clicks through production 
photos of BARB and ROXY.

BARB Hamlet

ROXY The Best Little Whorehouse in Texas 
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BARB The Alchemist 

ROXY You Came to My Country and You Didn’t Turn Black

BARB Les Liaisons Dangereuses 

ROXY Puppy Love 

BARB The Barretts of Wimpole Street 

ROXY Coriolanus 

BARB Top Silk 

ROXY The Cherry Pickers 

BARB Macbeth

ROXY Murri Time 

BARB The Matilda Women 

ROXY The Other Mother 

TOGETHER The Taming of the Shrew

Beat

VOICE OVER combines the list of shows, culminating in a 
choral moment.

BARB Gift of the Gorgon, The King and the Corpse, Navigating, 
The Misanthrope, First Asylum, Antigone, Closer, Top Dogs, 
Professor Burton’s Travelling Federation Show, Three Points 
of Contact, Holy Lies, Unholy Truth, Cooking with Elvis, A 
Doctor in Spite of Himself, The Removalist, The Memory 
of Water, Away, Tales my Mother Told Me, Hamlet, The 
Prisoner of Second Avenue, Toy Symphony, April’s Fool, 
The Harbinger, The China Incident, Tequila Mockingbird, 
Motherland, Australia Day, The Seagull, England, Joh — the 
Musical, Here We All Are. Assembled, Rovers.
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ROXY Changing Time, Radiance, Bethel and Maude, A Life of 
Grace and Piety, Black Shorts, Romeo and Juliet, The 
Sunshine Club, The Skin of our Teeth, Goin to the Island, 
Skin Deep, Luck of the Draw, Fountains Beyond, Seems Like 
Yesterday, The Tragedy of King Richard the Second, Yarnin’ 
Up, Bitin’ Back, Njunjul the Sun, Paramatta Girls, The Story 
of the Miracles at Cookie’s Table, The Whispers of this Wik 
Woman, Yibiyung, The Man from Mukinupin, Oodgeroo – 
Bloodline to Country, Head Full of Love, Windmill Baby, 
Mother Courage and her Children, The Battle of Waterloo, It 
All Begins with Love, Rovers.

The voice over crescendos with “Rovers” — it reverberates 
through them. Silence.

BARB That’s a bit weird isn’t it?

ROXY Feels like we’re skiting.

BARB Hearing them all out loud like that /

ROXY People will think we’ve got tickets on ourselves.

BARB Let them!  

ROXY Yeah!

BARB We’ve spent a lot of years doing this.

ROXY A helluva lot!

BARB And we’ve been scraping by for most of it  —

ROXY Running on empty —

BARB Stapling our shoes together to get through another season —

ROXY I used gaffa tape once.

BARB Never had a regular job — acting was always my career.
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 There’s the good years where you have four shows and 
that’s maybe twenty-eight weeks of being paid and you can 
make it stretch to last the whole year and you think you’re 
the luckiest person in the world.

ROXY And then the years with one show, or no shows.

BARB And you don’t know how you’re going to pay rent or your 
phone bill … 

ROXY But you don’t complain. 

BARB God no! You’re still so lucky to be doing this job that you 
love more than the world and you know there are other 
actors who’d kill to be in your shoes, even if they are gaffa 
taped together. 

ROXY I’m lucky — still living in the family home with my brother 
and my sister. But I look at other older artists, the ones 
who’ve never married and who are renting, and, well, I 
don’t know how they do it.

BARB Excuse me?!

ROXY I didn’t mean / you

BARB / I love living on my own. Love my little nook and the 
peace and quiet.

ROXY I know you do. But it must be hard, renting and not knowing 
if one day the block will be sold and you’ll have to move.

BARB It terrifies me — just the thought of starting again, not 
knowing where I could go … 

ROXY It’s bad enough when the car breaks down and you can’t 
afford to fix it. Can’t imagine having to worry about a roof 
over my head as well.

BARB Mum left me with a little nest egg but it’s almost gone now.
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ROXY You and me were the same. We wanted our freedom. Wanted 
to be able to travel and to spend time with our mums. 

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR  clicks through images of 
their mothers.

BARB We really connected over the fact that we were so close to 
our mums 

ROXY Yeah

BARB And then when they died so close together 

ROXY November 2012

BARB And my mum a month later in December 

ROXY And we got together at my place

BARB With champagne and oysters to celebrate them. 

ROXY She was my mate 

BARB  We just loved each other 

ROXY She was my co-pilot — she used to come with me / 
everywhere.

BARB Mum and I would go on adventures

ROXY  She saw every play I did.

BARB  Yeah. 

ROXY  Yeah.

BARB  Yeah.

ROXY It was just that last one she didn’t get to see.

BARB  Which one was that?

ROXY Head Full of Love — she was too sick.
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BARB My last for mum was Toy Symphony. 2009. They’d have 
loved to be here tonight wouldn’t they?

ROXY They’re probably up there right now.

BARB They probably instigated this whole thing! 

They toast their mums — maybe with teacups if they still 
have them.

TOGETHER Here’s to you, Mum!

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR  comes over to ROXY.

FUNERAL Sorry to interrupt, Ms McDonald but you really need to 
keep things moving.

ROXY Sorry — got a bit carried away there.

FUNERAL It happens to the best of us, but if you can please keep 
to the schedule from now on, that would make things 
much smoother.

BARB Keep to the schedule? Doesn’t he know that life has a 
way of interrupting the best laid plans? And that magic 
happens when you go off track? [Thinking] Remember the 
old hangar?

ROXY Clothes hanger?

BARB Aeroplane hangar.

ROXY The one in Atherton? 

BARB There was a black out.

ROXY Snuffed — every light — gone.

BARB Like a thick blanket draped in front of my eyes.

ROXY And you called for me.
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BARB Roxy? Are you there?

ROXY And I said “Course I’m here. You saying you can’t see me 
because I’m black?”

BARB No! I can’t see you because it’s dark.

ROXY I’m smiling at you. Can’t you see my lovely white teeth?

BARB I can’t see anything.

ROXY What about the whites of my eyes? You can see those, right?

BARB [Crawling to feel her way.] How are we supposed to do the 
show in the dark?

ROXY [To the audience.] We turned the tour bus round and did 
the whole play in the headlights. 

BARB Genius! 

ROXY Reckon it was one of the best performances we did. 

BARB And then there was the day we decided to drive out to The 
Rock. You said …
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THEN 1996 — ALICE SPRINGS
ROXY My cousin reckons it’s free if you’re Aboriginal. I’ll get you 

in with me.

BARB How? I don’t exactly look … [Aboriginal]

ROXY You hide on the floor in the back and I’ll stick my bony 
black arm out the window and wave and we’ll be fine!

BARB What if they look in the car?

ROXY Keep your head down! [Accelerating and waving.] I don’t 
have to stop — I’m Aboriginal!

ROXY speeds through a checkpoint.

BARB There it is! Filling the whole windscreen — enormous. 
There’s no gradation up to it. It just kind of goes boonk. 
Like it came out of the earth or it just was plonked on. Fell 
from the universe and went bang. And it vibrates. 

ROXY Red dirt. Wide open spaces. This town – this oasis – this 
centre of where we all are in this country. We have this 
little pocket of urbanised area in this ancient, ancient 
place. The stars at night — deep spirit — and we are here / 

TOGETHER / Sharing it.

 They stare at the Rock together and then, at the same 
moment, pull on goggles and hat.

Shift.
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BARB TOY AND JESSIE MILLER AT THE ROCK
There’s the honk of an old Land Rover horn.

BARB TOY This is it! This is where I needed to go.

JESSIE Uluru?

BARB TOY Ayers Rock! I could feel it calling me.

 [Noticing that JESSIE isn’t moving.] Aren’t you getting out?

JESSIE Not my land.

BARB TOY I have to go to the top.

 Whenever I get to a new place I like to climb to the highest 
point and get my bearings. 

JESSIE There’s some things, Barbie, even you can’t do.

BARB TOY Oh I’ve never listened to naysayers — people told me I 
couldn’t drive through the Middle East and then I did it. 
[Starting to climb] They said I couldn’t make it through 
the Sahara on my own / but I proved them wrong  

JESSIE / This is a sacred place — 

BARB TOY / and if you think I can’t make it to the top of a giant rock, 
you’ve got another think coming.

JESSIE gathers her things from the car.

JESSIE I’m having no part in this.  

BARB TOY [Climbing the steps to the water tank.] I won’t be long.

JESSIE Don’t go crossing the line!

BARB TOY I can’t hear you!

JESSIE The song line!
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BARB climbs into the water tank and emerges from the top 
in another realm. 

BARB TOY I made it, Jessie! Can you see me?

Her voice echoes. Dust blows.

 The view from up here is incredible. 

On the ground, ROXY returns to herself and addresses 
the audience.

ROXY I know we’re just telling you a story and that in real life 
Barbie Toy and Granny Jessie never even met, let alone 
travelled to Uluru, but it’s got me riled. All the news 
reports of people travelling to The Rock to climb it before 
the ban came into effect. Makes me sick to my stomach. 

 In Aboriginal culture there are things we don’t talk about 
— things we learn in childhood that you never say out 
loud. Things to do with magic and to do with … well I 
guess you’d call them bogeymen. You go walking where 
you shouldn’t and you risk stirring them up.

BARB TOY [From the top of the tank] I can see forever
 all the way back to childhood 
 and all the way forwards to death
 it’s opening its jaws and smiling at me
 I’m stepping in

There’s a vortex of memories and moments coming to life at 
once. Snatches of car radio, mixed with memories of shows. 
Distorted replaying of previously heard snatches of text.

We hear:

VOICE OVER This is not an ordinary trip
 It’s the beginning and the ending and everything in between
 And it’s calling us. Listen.
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Through the next sections when BARB and ROXY speak, it’s 
to themselves or to the audience — they are unaware of each 
other — in two different dimensions.

ROXY Oh boy. Now she’s done it. Most of you mob probably don’t 
believe in magic, but there’s things we can’t explain. 

 Like this one time, I was working in the city and this 
traditional fulla came back from his country with presents 
for me — a woven mat, feather flowers and a painting. He 
gave them to me and this electric charge went through my 
hands when I touched them — and I thought, “Hang on a 
second — this fulla’s trying to get me!”

 It was like I was in a hypnotised state. I heard clap sticks in my 
head one night and I couldn’t get him out of my mind. It was 
like he had this sort of aura and this power and I had to go and 
be with him. I asked an Uncle for some help and he told me I 
had to burn the presents in wood from my own country.  I got 
some sandalwood and made a little fire and stood in the smoke 
until I felt this calm and peace wash over me … a sort of 
release from his hold. Like a cord had been cut. I stood there in 
that smoke, feeling it cleansing me, getting rid of that mussing.

BARB [Still at the top of the water tank.] Roxy? Are you there?

There’s no answer.

 I don’t know where I am

 I’m in the clouds but the clouds are made of ghosts

 I’m lost

She’s transported into an earlier time, face pressed to the glass.

Thunder crashes.

 I’m back on the farm! 
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 It’s raining. It’s been raining for months. Dad’s coming out 
of the barn where the donkeys are stabled. He’s wearing his 
Drizabone with his shotgun slung across his shoulder. He’s 
carrying Curly. 

 Curly’s the newest foal — he’s so beautiful but he can’t get 
dry. We’ve wrapped him in towels, put him in the kitchen 
near the oven, but nothing works. His coat is coming off in 
strips, leaving raw flesh underneath.

 No!

She recoils as if she’s heard a gunshot.

 Dad’s on his knees in the field, clutching Curly, and the 
puddles are turning red and I shouldn’t have seen this — 
shouldn’t be watching. 

 He tells us Curly passed away. 

 I never tell him that I saw what he did. I saw him shoot Curly.

Spot on ROXY.

ROXY I get shivers just talking about this stuff. Specially at a time 
like this, when the dead are so close and we’re here to send 
them off. 

 You know, one time when I was a kid I saw the bogeyman. It 
was the scariest thing in my life. 

BARB Little girl … long, dark corridor … 

ROXY It was really late … dark … there was this silhouette of 
something on the stairs … 

BARB Man jumping out at me. 

ROXY Making all these guttural sounds.   

BARB Mum and Dad didn’t hear a thing. 
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ROXY I knew inside me not to scream.

BARB I’m sick of being scared – of holding my keys between my 
fingers as I walk to my car at night. 

ROXY Of not going out unless I’ve got someone to go with me.

BARB Of walking the long way round just to avoid that lone figure.

ROXY We all get scared of the dark. 

BARB But it’s not just night – it’s daytime too. Every day and 
every night. My skin prickles, always on alert. What’s that 
sound? Did I lock the door? Has someone got inside? 

ROXY I have to remind myself sometimes that you only see the 
stars when the sun goes down.

BARB I get so angry. Breathlessly angry. I just want to scream.  

She roars.

ROXY jumps. 

The spell is broken and they’re back in the present, on stage.

ROXY Jeez, Barb! One second you’re playing Barbie Toy, climbing 
up Uluru like you’re in Picnic at Hanging Rock, and the next 
second you’ve disappeared and I’m jumping at shadows.

BARB Let’s get Barbie Toy down from Uluru. She had way more 
respect than that.

ROXY Too true! [As GRANNY JESSIE.] Come back down, 
Barbie Toy — We’ve got a big drive ahead of us. 

ROXY helps BARB down from the tank. 

 Hurry up, Sparkie — there’s photographers waiting for us 
in Sydney town!
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They get into the car.

BARB TOY Hold onto your hat, Jessie — it’s really steep here. All these 
hairpin bends — whoa! 

JESSIE Stones across the track!

BARB TOY We’re not stopping.

JESSIE We have to! We can’t turn around.

BARB TOY We’re going over them. Hold on!

BARB TOY wrenches the wheel and accelerates. The car 
climbs the stones and crashes down the other side.

JESSIE Yeehah!

BARB TOY That’s my girl, Pollyanna.

JESSIE There’s the finish line!

They speed up, lift over a bump and land in Sydney.

Flash of camera bulbs and sound of crowds cheering.

ASM brings on bottle of champagne. BARB shakes it up 
and does the podium moment. 
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THE WAKE
ROXY ‘Ere — watch yourself Barb! This is a wake. Shouldn’t be 

wasting good champagne.

BARB I got carried away.

ROXY Pete — 

ASM Onto it.

The ASM wipes up the spilt champagne and puts the bottle 
in a champagne bucket.

BARB Rox — can I ask you something?

ROXY Of course.

BARB I’m really embarrassed … 

ROXY What is it?

BARB Whose wake is it?

ROXY Seriously?

BARB I can’t remember.

ROXY It’s an open coffin — go take a peek.

BARB starts to walk towards the bath tub and then stops.

BARB Everything’s spinning — 

ROXY Put your head between your knees.

BARB There’s an audience and I can’t remember what show I’m 
in. Can’t remember my lines.

ROXY We’re coming to the end. [Gesturing to the bath tub.] 
Time for you to hop in, sister girl.
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BARB dips in a toe and pulls it out quickly.

 Hey, Pete!

The ASM brings the thermos of hot water and adds it to 
the bath.  

BARB climbs in.

 Everything you’ve seen here on stage tonight has been a mix 
of real and imagined, shaken up in a kaleidoscope and played 
out at once. Just like life happens in our heads; memories 
colliding, skidding and sparking. Never neat and tidy.  

BARB pulls out a hip flask and has a swig.

BARB Hey, Rox? Want a charge?

ROXY Nah.

BARB On my own then.

The ASM shines a torch on a mirror ball. 

 [Lying back in the trough.] So many stars out here. I don’t 
think I’ve ever seen this many before.

 All those lovers I thought I’d never forget, the ones who 
stubbed their cigarettes on my heart, they’ve grown misty 
and faint. But funny, you know, Rox? My childhood days, 
the farm, the donkeys, my horse Peppie, they’re waiting for 
me whenever I close my eyes. 

ROXY You’re coming full circle, Barb. 

Beat.

BARB Something’s changing in me. I can feel it.

ROXY Breathe in deep, sister girl. You’re heading off on a great 
adventure.
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BARB I’m not ready.

ROXY Feels like a storm’s coming! 

BARB breathes in the fresh air and continues breathing 
deeply through the next section.

 Don’t you love that feeling when the air charges and 
everything gets expectant?

 Like waiting to go on stage … Lights dimming in the 
theatre … 

BARB Like knowing you’re going to have sex and you can’t get to 
the bedroom fast enough.

ROXY Woah — I thought your bike was out of commission.

BARB I can feel everything, all at once, everything I’ve ever felt.

ROXY Hold tight, Barb — we’re hitting the home stretch. 

BARB We’re eating oysters —

ROXY With that bloody good sauce you make.

BARB We’re drinking champagne —

ROXY Not a bad drop considering how cheap it was. 

BARB We’re in the red dirt … 

ROXY Dust on our skin …

Beat.

BARB Is this the end?

ROXY It’s your wake, Barb. We’ve finished the eulogies … reckon 
we all loved hearing about your shows, the donkeys you 
had as a kid, and that adventurous great aunt of yours. 
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BARB My wake? But, I’ve got another show in me.

ROXY Tonight is your last performance. Look at all these folk 
here for you … for your send off.

BARB looks out at the audience and realises. She tries to get 
out of the bath. ROXY holds her down — gentle but firm.

BARB Let me out.

ROXY There’s a theatre up there with your name on the billboard.

BARB There are so many parts I still want to play. So many 
people I want to work with.

ROXY They’ll be waiting for you.

BARB Are you sure?

ROXY I promise.

BARB We had a good time didn’t we, Rox? I wouldn’t do any of it 
differently, would you?

ROXY Not a thing.

BARB We lived a hundred lives and felt every emotion written 
or imagined.

ROXY We’ve been male and female, old and young, every 
nationality and every era.

BARB I’ve been a murderer and the victim, screamed for 
vengeance and laughed until I cried. I’ve been married and 
divorced, childless and a mother, both virgin and crone at 
once. I’ve lived so intensely … 

ROXY And now it’s time to go. No more fighting. Hold my hand 
and say goodbye, sister girl.

BARB takes her last breath. ROXY closes BARB’s eyes. 
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She has a moment at the bath with BARB.

 It’s sunset. Time to crack open the champers and sprinkle 
you in the centre. 

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR  passes ROXY a glass of 
champagne.

 To you.

ROXY takes a swig of champagne and wipes her eyes. 

There’s the sound of a storm.

 Thunder is rumbling 
 The clouds are thickening
 Blue almost gone from the sky
 The birds have stopped calling
 Everything quiet
 Electric
 Waiting

Voice over begins — BARB’s voice woven through it.

VOICE OVER The land holds its breath
 We hold our breath with it

ROXY And then it comes.

VOICE OVER Rain — drops so fat they splatter as they land
 And the land sighs and releases its breath and its breath 

smells of / hope

ROXY / Hope of new things growing

VOICE OVER Green spearing through the red
 Life reaching for the sun, rooted in the soil

ROXY And the rain drums on the earth
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VOICE OVER And the rhythm is contagious

 Leads our feet, our hips, our hands

 Calls on us to dance

ROXY And we dance

VOICE OVER And we are soaked to the skin and we are / laughing

ROXY / Laughing because we’re alive and it’s raining in the desert

VOICE OVER And under the soil a burrowing frog, dried up and 
shrivelled, feels the wet and starts to wake

 Her skin soaks up the water, her organs plump and her 
heart starts to beat again

 She digs her way back up to the surface and lifts her face to 
the sun

BARB [Lifting her head up] Cooee! 

ROXY And life … begins again.

Lights out.
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EPILOGUE 
The ASM comes on in a bow tie and brings a feathered 
headdress for BARB. He helps her put it on. Drum roll starts. 

ROXY ‘Ere — what’s going on now? 

BARB appears from the top of the tank in a fantastical bird 
headdress and sings along to “In the Mood” but instead of 
using the words, she clucks and squawks it. It’s a Moulin 
Rouge moment. ROXY and the ASM join in as a support act. 

The song culminates in a big finish. 

ROXY Who’d have thought you’d go out like a bird ’ey?! 

BARB Did you honestly think I’d stay in there? Like some old relic? 
When we do the show tomorrow, I want to be the one who 
conducts the wake and you can be the one who dies. 

ROXY I’m not wearing a bird suit.

BARB [Playing ROXY’s part from the beginning] Hey — no sad 
faces! This is a wake — not a funeral. Needs to be a party 
— a real celebration of life.

Music starts to play.

TOGETHER Gaddagink gaddagink gaddagink

Song continues to play as they exit.
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