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NAILED by Caleb Lewis 

JOE: 

I was fruit-picking mostly. Cutting cane. Whatever needed doing; whatever took 

concentrating: that was it. Days I’d work, Nights I’d drink. Try and drown you out; force you 

out of my memory. There musta been an ocean of booze inside of me but you're a strong 

swimmer, May. One night, there was this storm. The pub is shaking like a humpy. Tin roofs 

banging up and down; trying to take off. I went outside: Biggest storm l ever saw. It was 

beautiful. The sky was red. Moon's bloodshot and there's sheet lightning ripping up the 

night. Cane toads are singing to it, the crickets are chirping and the moths are flying in my 

face. I could feel my blood pumping to it. Gushing through my arteries, pounding in my 

temples like those Jap drums up in Broome. I sang right back at it. Got drenched out there 

screaming at it. Daring it to strike me down for all the things I fucked up, all the people I ran 

out on. Willing It to wash me away.I couldn't see no more - eyes're choked up with grit, 

leaking dirt, and swollen with crying. But I could smell Death coming. Sharp stink of ozone 

and the caramel of burning sugarcane. The ground is burning up. Giving birth to this mad 

zoo of animals fleeing ragtag into the night. Taipans and blacksnakes winding about my feet. 

Galahs shrieking. I saw a roo hop past me on fire; lighting up more cane as he crashed on 

through. I gave up out there, May. Smoke filled the night and I breathed in deep. Let it fill 

my lungs like sails and take me away. Hollit found me. Said an eagle circled overhead In the 

smoke and led him right to me. He dragged me out of that fire and got me breathing again. 

When I came to there was nothing left. All burned up. Just ash and me and the stink of 

cooked rat. I owe him everything. It's because of him I'm still here. Because of him and that 

eagle I came back for you. 
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The Seven Stages of Grieving – Wesley Enoch and Deborah Mailman 

(NOTE: This monologue is intended for a First Nations performer) 

WOMAN: 

(The woman takes several handfuls of red earth from the grave, making a large pile on the 

floor.) Now I want to tell you a story. I’ll tell you how it was told to me. Now it’s very 

complex, I get it wrong sometimes, I’m no expert but I’ll try to explain the best eat I can, so 

you’ll have to stay with me. It’s all got to do with family culture and language and stuff. Are 

you with me? This pile here is the land, the source, the spirit, the core of everything. Are you 

with me on that? (The woman makes a circle around the pile.) And this one here is about 

culture, family, song, tradition, dance. Have you got that? (The woman makes eight smaller 

piles around the larger pile within the circle.) You always have to marry within your own 

skin. If I was part of this pile here, that would mean this pile would be my mother…because 

you always follow the line of the woman. And this pile could be my father…or this one. 

Which makes this one and this one here my grandparents and cousins. Now if I was to 

marry, I couldn’t marry from the same pile because that would be my brothers and sisters. 

But I could marry this pile here because they’re my cousins, which makes this pile my 

children, because you always follow the line of the woman. Are you with me? I’ll explain 

that again. This mob and this mob can marry because they’re grandparents and cousins. You 

can’t marry this mob because they’re your brothers and sisters and you can’t marry this 

mob because they’re your brothers and sisters and you can’t marry this this mob or this 

mob because they’re your children. Cause you always follow the line of the woman. You 

can’t marry this one, this one or this one because that’s like marrying your father. The only 

ones I could marry are…wait a minute. This mob and this mob can marry because they’re 

grandparents and cousins. You can’t marry this mob because they’re your brothers and 

sisters and you can’t marry this this mob or this mob because they’re your children. Cause 

you always follow the line of the woman. You can’t marry this one, this one or this one 

because that’s like marrying your father. The only ones I could marry are this mob or this 

mob. Are you with me? (The woman gathers up the smaller piles and relocates them on the 

white fringing that defines the black performing area.) Now imagine when the children are 

taken away from this. Are you with me? (The woman flays her arm through the remaining 

large pile and circle, destroying it.) 
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MARKET OF LIVES by Duong Le Quy 

(NOTE: This monologue is intended for an Australian Vietnamese performer) 

PHUONG: 

Where is everybody? Who can tell me why people say these things? Why my husband and 

no one else? Has he really been deceiving me? Does he really have a son with someone 

else? Did he murder someone? No! no! he’s a virtuous and even tempered man. He’s never 

raised a hand against his child. Even my friends are envious of our relationship. But now 

what will they think? Who will offer me a word of comfort in this dark market? I can feel 

everyone laughing at me. Well, I’d like to ask all you wives, if you’ve ever loved your 

husband what do you do when his name is blackened? But still, there’s no smoke without a 

fire…Oh, Cong! Is it true? No, no! Then why? Maybe they don’t like you, and that is why they 

have made up these stories. Please! Rain! Wind, keep howling! Thunder! Rumble on! 

Everybody listen! My husband is a good man. No one knows this better than I do. 
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FLOOD by Chris Isaacs 

FRANKIE: 

A week passed and I didn’t leave the house much. I was living off leftovers from the 

holidays. So when they ran out I needed to get groceries. I walked there. It was Tuesday, 

around eleven in the morning, so there wasn’t anyone around or anything. 

I was standing at the teas and staring at all the choices, there’s like a whole aisle now for 

tea. A whole fucking aisle. And I don’t know what it was but while I was there deciding 

between Earl Grey or English Breakfast I heard the screams of the dust storm rumbling from 

the end of the aisle. I turned and I looked across and saw it: this big red roo, still, like it was 

caught in headlights, staring at me. There was a kangaroo in the tea and coffee aisle, and it 

wouldn’t stop looking at me. When it knew it had my attention it straightened its back up 

and puffed out its chest and I felt this knot in my gut, it forced me to the ground leaning 

against the shelves. I closed my eyes and tried to take in the smells of the tea, but all I could 

smell was the eucalypt. And it calmed me. When I opened my eyes the roo was gone. I 

remember feeling so fucking alone. 
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SWEET ROAD by Debra Oswald 

ANDY: 

Worst place on the planet to break down, in the worst weather conditions. Trust Andy, eh 

Browndog. Don’t panic but. Someone’ll come along in a tick. Give us a lift. (He switches off 

the car radio. Complete silence.) We don’t want the battery to be stuffed like the rest of the 

car. Cos, y’know, the battery’s in good nick. Terrific nick. It’s a champion battery. Bloody hell 

it’s quiet. Gives ya the creeps. Breathe louder, eh Browndog. Can’t stand it so quiet. Jeez I’m 

hungry. You hungry, mate? I could eat a goanna between two slabs of bark. Oh, don’t talk 

about food. Makes it worse. Can you hear my stomach gurgling? Betcha a car comes along 

any sec. Close our eyes, count to ten, there’ll be a car with a V8 engine and a towbar coming 

just over that little rise. One, two, three… (As he counts Andy peeks occasionally at the road) 

Four, five, six…I said, close your eyes silly dog. Won’t work if you don’t close your eyes. 

Where was I up to? Eight, nine, ten. (Andy lifts his hand to wave hello and with his eyes 

closed, conducts an animated conversation with the imaginary tow driver) G’day mate. A 

tow to the nearest garage? You read my mind! I’ve got to catch up with my wife and kids, 

y’see. Thanks a million! (He makes a great show of opening his eyes. No luck.) How come it 

stinks of wet dog in here? Oh – I guess you are a wet dog, arencha Browndog. 
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WALKING INTO THE BIGNESS by Richard Frankland 

(NOTE: This monologue is intended for a First Nations performer) 

RICHARD: 

I remember my pop as a man with a glint in his eye and a joke on his lips. I used to sit with 

Grandad – Old Chris Saunders – cooking eels that we’d caught. His hands were huge. His 

back was straight and I thought that Pop Saunders was so tall he could touch the very stars 

themselves. We caught those eels with his old mate Ray. Ray drives us out in his car to 

Darlots Creek. Pop wades into the water and, using a bobbin -a bobbin is worms threaded 

onto a line – and then when you got a mob of worms, you put a couple of snails and wrap all 

those worms around it, then, you tease the eel with it. The eel is a greedy fella, he takes a 

good gulp of that bobbin, and then once he takes hold, you flip him up onto the creek bank. 

When they hit the creek bank old ray whacks ‘em with a stick and puts ‘em in a hessian bag. 

I fall asleep watching those two: splash, whack, splash, whack. I wake up and the car’s 

rocking and we’re chugging along a track heading back into town. I was only little then. My 

dad had died and pop filled the gap for a bit. I remember walking down the street with pop; 

whitefellas would call him Mr Saunders. He would wave at them as they drove past in their 

cars, he would doff his hat to the ladies he had a straight back, and to me he was so tall and 

strong I used to think he could shape clouds or pluck an eagle from the sky. Seemed like 

everyone knew him, everyone liked him, whitefellas calling my granddad ‘Mr Saunders’. 
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FOB by David Henry Wang 

(NOTE: This monologue is intended for a Chinese performer) 

GRACE: 

Yeah. It’s tough trying to live in Chinatown But it’s tough trying to live in Torrance, too. It’s 

true. I don’t like being alone. You know, when Mom could finally bring me to the US, I was 

already ten. But I never studied my English in Taiwan, so I got moved back to the second 

grade. There were a few Chinese girls in the fourth grade, but they were American-born so 

they wouldn’t even talk to me. They’d just stay with themselves and compare how much 

clothes they all had, and make fun of the way we all talked. I figured I had a better chance of 

getting in with the white kids than with them, so in junior high, I started bleaching my hair 

and hanging out at the beach – you know, Chinese hair looks pretty lousy when you bleach 

it. After a while, I knew what beach was gonna be good on any given day, and I could tell 

who was coming just by his van. But the American-born Chinese, it didn’t matter to them. 

They just giggled and went to their own dances. Until my senior year in high school – that’s 

how long it took for me to get over this whole thing. One night I took Dad’s car and drove on 

Hollywood Boulevard, all the way from downtown to Beverley Hill, then back on Sunset. I 

was looking and listening – all the time with the window down, just so I would feel like I was 

part of the city. And that Friday, it was, - I guess- I said ”I’m lonely. And I don’t like it. I don’t 

like being alone.” And that was all. As soon as I said it, I felt all of the breeze 

– it was really cool on my face- and I heard all of the radio – and the music sounded really 

good, you know? So I drove home. 
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MR. BAILEY’S MINDER by Debra Oswald 

THERESE: 

That’s where you’re dead wrong. I know about shame. You’d be amazed the amount of 

shameful shit you can fit in by my age if you get started early enough. Shoplifting when I was 

eleven. Smashing up bus shelters at twelve. Helping my boyfriend do break-and-enters by 

the time I was thirteen. Fourteen, got caught behind the service station doing blow-jobs for 

cash. One time, this friend of Mum’s gave me a job at her hairdresser’s. Unbelievably nice of 

this lady – she didn’t have to help out little rough-head Therese. Talked about getting me 

into tech to do the apprenticeship. Giving me a chance. So what did Therese do? Ripped the 

nice lady off – cleaned out the till and then helped my friends trash the shop for fun. Out to 

impress my mates. Plus I was pissed off – like the world owed me something and I was 

gonna take what I deserved. You get an urge to smash things – like it’s evidence you exist. 

Evidence you did something. Next day, I go back there and the lady’s cleaning up the broken 

glass and crying and she’s apologising to me about the job being off. I felt like scum – I even 

cried. She goes, ‘Oh, you’re so sweet, Therese.’ I never had the guts to say anything. That 

was years ago but I can still feel my face burning just thinking about it. You’re the first 

person I ever told about that. 
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Black is the New White by Nakkiah Lui 

(NOTE: This monologue is intended for a First Nations performer) 

ROSE: 

All of you think the same as Charlotte. That because I’m not articulated or as 

educated or because I don’t articulate good like the rest of you . . .That doesn’t 

mean I’m not intelligent and that I don’t matter. You dismiss me all so quickly. But 

I’m standing by what I just stood by and said. I’m an educated businesswoman 

who runs an international clothing line. I will not be questioned for my decisions 

as a person who’s questioned. I will not be dismissed. I was raised to love being 

Black. Just like you were. And, yeah, I don’t get on TV and sprout my opinion. 

Don’t say “fashion” like that. Like it’s not important. Clothes are important! 

Because we wear them! Just because I’m not doing PhDs in . . . racial identity 

politics … or whatever the fuck you want to do a PDF in, but what I do and what I 

believe in matters as much as your wanker . . . stuff. You’re going on about us not 

doing anything for the Aboriginal community – at least I’m investing in it! 

Continuing it! I’m rich and Black, yeah! And I’m proud. I’m going to have big Black 

babies. And they’re going to know about their culture and their history because 

it’s what both their parents are. You can all talk as much as you like, but what’s the 

point of a thought if it stops with you? And it’s going to stop with you, Charlotte, if 

you don’t stop fucking White men – like Francis. I’m sorry, but it will. 
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A FAMILY AFFAIR by Aleksander Ostrovsky (translation by Nick Dear) 

LIPOCHKA: 

I love dancing. The new dances. I love them. There is nothing in the world more exciting 

than going dancing. You drive off to a do at the Assembly Rooms, say, or to someone’s 

wedding, you’re simply dripping scent and hothouse flowers, you’re dressed up like a 

drawing in a fashion magazine. Or a toy. A man’s toy. You sit prettily. You feign disinterest in 

the proceedings. Inside ten seconds some young fellow’s materialised at your shoulder and 

he mutters, “May I have the pleasure of this dance?” The pleasure of this dance… If he looks 

as if he can tell funny stories, or better still if he’s an army man, you lower your eyelids 

fractionally and reply, “Why yes you may.” Never take students, poets, or clerks. Stick out 

for an army man. With a great big sword. And a moustache. And epaulettes. Any tiny little 

bells on his spurs going tinkle-tinkle, tinkle-tinkle as he strides across the room. Ooh…! The 

sound of a young colonel as he buckles on his sword! Like thunder crackling in my heart. I 

want a military man. I don’t want a pudding in a dull civilian suit. I’d sooner die. Most 

women at dances sit in the corners with their doughy old legs crossed. Can’t think why. It’s 

such fun! It’s not difficult. At first I was a bit embarrassed in front of my tutor – a Frenchman 

actually – but after twenty lessons I understood everything perfectly. I learn quick. The 

other girls don’t, because they are dim witted, superstitious, and lacking the beneficiaries of 

a decent education. My dancing-master touches my knees. Mama gets horribly angry. But 

he has to do it. It’s part of the course. 
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THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST by Oscar Wilde 

JACK: 

It pains me very much to have to speak frankly to you, Lady Bracknell, about your nephew, 

but the fact is that I do not approve at all of his moral character. I suspect him of being 

untruthful. I fear there can be no possible doubt about the matter. This afternoon during my 

temporary absence in London on an important question of romance, he obtained admission 

to my house by means of the false pretence of being my brother. Under an assumed name 

he drank, I've just been informed by my butler, an entire pint bottle of my Perrier-Jouet, 

Brut, '89; wine I was specially reserving for myself. Continuing his disgraceful deception, he 

succeeded in the course of the afternoon in alienating the affections of my only ward. He 

subsequently stayed to tea, and devoured every single muffin. And what makes his conduct 

all the more heartless is, that he was perfectly well aware from the first that I have no 

brother, that I never had a brother, and that I don't intend to have a brother, not even of 

any kind. I distinctly told him so myself yesterday afternoon. 
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THE GUN IN HISTORY by Tobsha Learner 

WOMAN: 

Did I write to you? I’m still at that damn factory. You can probably smell it on me dress. 

Strawberry. September’s usually a strawberry month, then we’ve got apricot, then peach… I 

hate jam now, won’t have it in the house. Just the smell makes me puke. Strawberry. It gets 

under your skin, doesn’t matter how hard you scrub. It’s in me hair too. Sometimes when 

I’m asleep I dream that I’m swimming in this sea of strawberry jam, the weight of it is pulling 

me down, then just before I am about to drown this submarine starts to break through the 

red waves. And it’s you, somehow I know that it’s your submarine. Then suddenly I am on 

board but the sailors are you, at least they’ve got your body, your hands, but when I look at 

their faces, they’re all blank… I did forget what you look like you know. Sorry. It’s been over 

two years. I wish you’d been there for the birth. Not that you would have been allowed to 

be with me, just near me. Mum said I was real good. I hardly screamed at all. Don’t tell her 

but secretly I thought I was going to die, you’d know all about that, wouldn’t you? 
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An Ideal Husband by Oscar Wilde 

MABEL: 

Well, Tommy has proposed to me again. Tommy really does nothing but propose to me. He 

proposed to me last night in the music-room, when I was quite unprotected, as there was an 

elaborate trio going on. I didn't dare to make the smallest repartee, I need hardly tell you. If 

I had, it would have stopped the music at once. Musical people are so absurdly 

unreasonable. They always want one to be perfectly dumb at the very moment when one is 

longing to be absolutely deaf. Then he proposed to me in broad daylight this morning, in 

front of that dreadful statue of Achilles. Really, the things that go on in front of that work of 

art are quite appalling. The police should interfere. At luncheon I saw by the glare in his eye 

that he was going to propose again, and I just managed to check him in time by assuring him 

that I was a bimetallist. Fortunately I don't know what bimetallism means. And I don't 

believe anybody else does either. But the observation crushed Tommy for ten minutes. He 

looked quite shocked. And then Tommy is so annoying in the way he proposes. If he 

proposed at the top of his voice, I should not mind so much. That might produce some 

effect on the public. But he does it in a horrid confidential way. When Tommy wants to be 

romantic he talks to one just like a doctor. I am very fond of Tommy, but his methods of 

proposing are quite out of date. I wish, Gertrude, you would speak to him, and tell him that 

once a week is quite often enough to propose to anyone, and that it should always be done 

in a manner that attracts some attention. 
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Kandahar Gate by Stephen Sewell 

GUNNER: 

When I was a kid, I had this dream that I was at the beach. There wasn’t a beach 

where I grew up; I never saw the water till the day I enlisted – I enlisted and I went to the 

beach, and I saw the waves for the first time, and it was better than anything I’d ever seen, 

even in my dreams. But in my dream, I was standing there, looking out and I saw this ship, 

like a big sailing ship, with sails, you know, like Captain Cook – big white sails puffed out, 

full of wind, going somewhere; and I wished I was on that boat, I wished I had something to 

do, was part of some bigger thing – some adventure taking me somewhere I could be 

brave and resourceful, where my life made some sense; and I imagined all the men 

onboard, the things they were doing, being together, counting on one another, I imagined 

us all, somehow being in love – it’s a sort of love, isn’t it – doing things together - 

Comradeship, that’s what they call it - Camaraderie – that’s what they call it in the 

Army – Camaraderie – And it is like that, too -Till you step out of line, and do something - 

and then it’s the opposite, worse than thenopposite, worse than being alone, worse than 

anything. But you got no-one to blame but yourself, have you – you put your trust in 

people, they’ll let you down - that’s what my mother used to say - 

You’re on your own in this world she’d say. Not all the time, just times like this; just times 

like now when everything you hoped turns to shit. n’ that’s what it was like when I was a 

kid. I was happy, you know, had friends, just like kids do, but I was lonely, the way most kids 

are; waiting to find their home; waiting to find their ship going somewhere. Only I never did. 

I thought I did, but I never did. We’re a lonely people. I never heard anyone say that before, 

but we are. Australians. We’re a lonely people. 
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The Producers by Mel Brooks. 

LEO BLOOM: 

I would like to say something your honor, not on my behalf, but in reference to my partner, Mr. 

Bialystock. .. your honor, ladies and gentlemen of the jury, Max Bialystock is the most selfish man I 

ever met in my life. Not only is he a liar, and a cheat and a scoundrel, and a crook, who has taken 

money from little old ladies, he has also talked people into doing things, especially me, that they 

would never in a thousand years had dreamed of doing. But, your honor, as I understand it the law 

was created to protect people from being wronged. Your honor, whom has Max Bialystock 

wronged? I mean, whom has he really hurt? Not me. Not me. I was.... this man ..... no one ever called 

me Leo before. I mean, I know it's not a big legal point, but even in kindergarten they used to call me 

Bloom. I never sang a song before. I mean with someone else, I never sang a song with someone else 

before. This man.... this man... this is a wonderful man. He made me what I am today...he did. And 

what of the dear ladies? What would their lives have been without Max Bialystock? Max Bialystock, 

who made them feel young, and attractive, and wanted again. That's all I have to say. 
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Arcadia by Tom Stoppard 

VALENTINE: 

If you knew the algorithm and fed it back say ten thousand times, each time there’d be a dot 

somewhere on the screen. You’d never know where to expect the next dot. But gradually 

you’d start to see this shape, because every dot will be a mathematical object. But yes. The 

unpredictable and the predictable unfold together to make everything the way it is. It’s how 

nature creates itself, on every scale, the snowflake and the snowstorm. It makes me so 

happy. To be at the beginning again, knowing almost nothing. People were talking about the 

end of physics. Relativity and quantum looked as if they were going to clean out the whole 

problem between them. A theory of everything. But they only explained the very big and 

the very small. The universe, the elementary particles. The ordinary-sizes stuff which is our 

lives, the things people write poetry about – clouds – daffodils – waterfalls- and what 

happens in a cup of coffee when the cream goes in – these things are full of mystery, as 

mysterious to us as the heavens were to the Greeks. We’re better at predicting events at 

the edge of the galaxy or inside the nucleus of an atom than whether it’ll rain on auntie’s 

garden party three Sundays from now. Because the problem turns out to be different. We 

can’t even predict the net drip from a dripping tap when it gets irregular. Each drip sets up 

the conditions for the next, the smallest variation blows prediction apart, and the weather is 

unpredictable the same way, will always be unpredictable. When you push the numbers 

through the computer you can see it on the screen. The future is disorder. A door like this 

has cracked open five or six times since we got up on our hind legs. It’s the best possible 

time to be alive, when almost everything you thought you knew is wrong. 
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Melbourne Talam by Rashma N. Kalsie 

(NOTE: This monologue is intended for an Indian performer) 

JASMINDER: 

This chair’s so much better than my bed. I had picked my mattress off the street. Ranbeer 

allows only thin mattresses in the flat. My mattress is perfect for the room, but it is sagging 

now – maybe it’s the moisture in the air. If I put it out in the sun it just  might 

come back to its original shape. Sleeping on the floor is not a problem – I am used to it. 

Sarabjit uncle, my father’s younger brother used to come down from London to attend the 

weddings of our relatives. Uncle and his family were given the cots, whereas we slept on the 

floor. Bebe, my mother would say: (as mother) They are our guests, Jassi- they are not used 

to hardships. So I thought life was easier abroad. Sarabjit uncle had run away from home 

after fighting with my grandfather. Nobody knew where he was for ten years and then 

suddenly he returned with a suitcase full of gifts. (He brings his blanket to the chair.) Sarabjit 

uncle is the hero of our family. He has seen the whole world and he drives a BMW. Uncle 

owns a big business in London, but there have been all sorts of rumours about him- 

someone from our village had seen Sarabjit uncle at Heathrow airport. He claims uncle was 

cleaning toilets! I don’t believe him – people are jealous of Sarabjit uncle’s success. How can 

a janitor buy a BMW? Bauji, my father, retired as the head postmaster of Gurdaspur, but he 

can’t afford a BMW. He drives a scooter. Bauji could have bought a small car if he didn’t 

have to pay my fees. We were hoping the money we got from selling our farm would pay for 

the entire course, but I’ve run out of it in eighteen months. Fourth semester fees are due in 

five weeks. 
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Butterflies Are Free by Leonard Gershe 

JILL: 

I can't talk about him. No, I will talk about him. Every once in a while, it's good to do 

something you don't want to do, it cleanses the insides. He was terribly sweet, and groovy 

looking, but kind of adolescent, ya know what I mean? Girls mature faster than boys, boys 

are neater, but girls mature faster. When we met, it was like fireworks! It was a marvellous 

kind of passion that made every day seem like the 4th of July! Anyways… the next thing I 

know, there we are, standing in front of the Justice of the Peace, getting married!? It’s only 

been like two or three months and we're getting married?! I'm not even out of high school! 

I've got two big exams tomorrow and they were on my mind too… and then I hear the 

words, "Do you Jack, take Jill, to be your lawful wedded wife?" UGH!!! Can you imagine 

going through life as "Jack and Jill"?! Then I hear, "Until death do us part." And all of the 

sudden, it’s not even a wedding anymore, more like a funeral service! And there I am being 

buried alive!... Under Jack Benson! I wanted to scream, go running out into the night! But I 

couldn't… It was 10 o'clock in the morning and well, you can't go running out into 10 o'clock 

in the morning. So instead, I passed out. If only I'd fainted, before I said: "I do." 
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Brothers Wreck by Jada Alberts 
 
(NOTE: This monologue is intended for a First Nations performer) 
  
PETRA: 

Your Aunty Lou wanted to get back quick ‘cause your brother had been accepted to start 

school early. She thought Ruben was the smartest kid on the block. Had such high hopes 

bless her…. See, your brother was always tellin us these weird things. He loved science, 

planets and that. ‘The universe, Aunty is the biggest thing ever! Even bigger then Darwin!’ 

Lou swore black and blue that kid would be the first blackfella in space. Hah! True God. 

(Beat) Skies shoulda been clear but that year the wet broke so early we coulda swam home. 

Three cars, your Aunty Lou in front with Ruben. We’d stopped in Daly Waters for a feed, 

musta been about nine, piled all you kids back in the car, thought we’d push on another few 

hundred clicks – everyone seemed clear. Good. Just before midnight it happened. Thought 

we’d cleared the rain but a storm front hit us hard south of Katherine. Road took us right 

into the belly of it. And what a belly it was. [Beat.] Me and Alley were number two in the 

convoy, and we seen something strange up ahead, a blurry little blemish between the 

blades of the busted wipers. And there he was, this drenched little boy, tossed about in the 

storm. (Beat.) I dream of him out there still, the world closing in on him. He was so 

terrifyingly small. High beams hit him and I thought I was dreamin. Alley lays on the brakes 

and sure enough it’s him, out there, in the middle of the black road. [Beat.] Your brother 

looked like a ghost, Del, if it wasn’t for the blood, I would’ve sworn he was a ghost. [Beat.] 

We stopped. I grabbed him. Stripped him down to his gundies to check him, didn’t have 

more then a scratch. Put him in the back seat. Your Uncle Alley followed the tracks going off 

the road and Louise, dear Lou. She wasn’t wearing her belt. 
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The Forever Zone (On the land of the Kulin Nations) by Andrea James 

(Note: this monologue is intended for a First Nations performer) 

 
THE WARRIOR: 

My name is Lyall Wonga. I live at 785 East Street Reservoir. I am great great grandson of the 

great Billibllary, Father of William Barak a proud an important Wurundjeri-Willam man. 

 
This morning I passed two black swans in the channel that runs alongside the upfield line, 

just near MacCauley Station. They were swimming with a young swan. She was grey – she 

hadn’t formed her black feathers yet. They floated down that polluted, creek like there 

wasn’t a care in the world. Like this is what they’ve always donw. I thought about those 

swans all day. Swimming in that stinking riverm not a tree in sight. But that made me warm. 

Just thinking how happy they were. That family, they still made their home. This whole city 

needs a giant smoking. That’s what my Aunty says. 

 
The warrior speaks now while he’s busking on the street. 

 

A giant smoking that reaches the tops of the buildings like clouds. Clouds of hope. Great 

gusts of eucalypt smelling hope. Spirit-cleansed, eagle flighted, snake twisted, river veined, 

possum skinned Melbourne. Under my barefeet. Kulin nation goodness. I don this possum 

skin cloak and travel the trams. I make myself a fairground attraction. I take your coins and 

am the subject of your photo. I don this for my game. I am piercing your mind. Jogging your 

colonial memories. True modern warrior. 

I am travelling the Wurundjeri Way. The forever zone. 
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