

















APPENDIX B
ROYAL SHOW: A WORKING DRAFT

ROYAL SHOW

A WORKING DRAFT

by
Louis Nowra
&

Lighthouse Company

~

LIGHTHOUSE - State Theatre Company of South Australia




ROYAL SHOW

No Australian has not been- do you know an Australian wao
hasa't.
Only an evil person would not like coconut ice
fat woman asked why she's fat
why are you buying the sanatarium bags, boys? Don't you
wnow that the seventh day aventist supply them and they
hate catholics and jews.
bulls. 184
toilet seats have poweder on them left by women who
atill powder their bums.
farriers
girls talk in american
dogs referring to owners 'Without me he'd be nothing'
look into my eyes...look...into... MYe oa@Y€B. e |
dogs look at owners with respect, adoration and contemﬂ
command- whistle.
get out/stop(whistle)/ come behind.
move to right. Get over (to left)
Keep back (ease up, don't push sheep
too hard) 3
children dressed up as something Lt \] f
—  fuzzy wuzzy —
policemen
people's day- democracy gone to seed
making a living picking up paper (used to be a soldier)
last word from ghost
ferris wheel-night, sunset
. fuzzy wuzzy after pig
sir truscott, politics as war
¢ 1A ,(!T;/@ig, prize porker, hide divided up-different cuts of meat
: poisoninz animals. dogs e

S

X
I seend

Lo stepoing on dogs feet during trial., fistacuffs.

upsetting nervy types of dogs (gamesmanship)
.cutting off horses tails,

exchanging chickens.

animals confronted by lights at night

fox at the end amid rubbish- the australian dream.
(fox's whole strugzle to get the end right)










LOTTE (WILD GIRL)
DAHLIA (FAT WOMAN)
BRUNO

CHILD 1
2

BLINDMAN/PHOTOGRAPHER
TED
KEN
NOREEN
MARY
NUN
SIR SID TRUSCOTT
. QUARANTINE MAN
JOE MOYNE
CUPID
BLUEY
LES (POLICEMAN)
MICK DYER (CHAMPION WOODCHOPPER)

JUDGE 1
2

HORSEWOMAN
ITALIAN POW

RAM

MRS. FIELD

DUKE OF BERKSHIRE
HUMAN FLY

SHEARER

MRS. MACPHERSON
MRS. DAVIES
GHOST TRAIN ATTENDANT
TOM

JULIA



MOTHER

JANE

PETE (TEST YOUR STRENGTH)
THIN MAN

LOST CHILDREN ATTENDANT
MAN WITH LARGE FAMILY
FAMILY

STREET CLEANER

MISS ROYAL SHOW

MICK

HENRY (FREDA'S HUSBAND)
DAVE

THEO

GEORGE McGUINESS
ROBERT/ROBERTA

LADY WEEPING BLOOD
STRANGER WITH POPPING EYES
MAN WITH ELASTIC SKIN
SNAKE WOMAN

LILLY (HERMOPHRODITE)
JAPENESE GENERAL

GEEK


















1/6.
CHARLIE

(HE HAS TAKEN NO NOTICE OF THE
ANNOUNCEMENT) Take it as it comes,
Charlie. It may be your last one.
(LOOKING OUT AT SKY) A beautiful
day. The blue sky intense and
cloudless as a child's imagination,
the showgrounds as succulent as a
ripe peach. Record crowd today.
Bet ya. Everybody wanting to
celebrate peace and get back to
normal. People's day. (HE WALKS
OFF) . - -
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ANIMAL ARRIVAL YARDS

SNELL IS WORRIED, THINGS ARE BEHIND SCHEDULE. THE P.A.
SYSTEM IS ANNOUNCING FINAL CARGOS.

P.A.

Merino, class Two. Dorset Horns.
Poll Dorsets.

SNELL

Border Leicesters to the left ...
will the Border Leicesters go down
that ramp ... get those merinos

out of here. (LOOKING AT CLIPBOARD)
Look, there's supposed to be twenty-
two of them, I only count nineteen.
Now what in the hell is going on
there! (TURNING IN OTHER DIRECTION)
Those Friesians should have been out
of here an hour ago. (TO HIMSELF)
God, look at them - skin and bone,
not one prize winner amongst the

lot of them.

P.A.
Poll Dorsets.

SNELL
Where in the hell are the other three
Leicesters? (COUNT POLL DORSETS)
Thirty one Poll Dorsets.

P.A.
Suffolks.

SNELL

Suffolks ... I don't have any Suffolks
on my list.

P.A.
Would Mr. Snell of the Cattle,
Sheep and Swine Committee please
report to the arrival yards.

SNELL
(FRUSTRATED) I'm bloody here.
(PUZZLES) Suffolks - I don't have
any Suffolks ...

(A WIDE EYED FARMER AND HIS JERSEY
COW ENTERS.
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1/26.
DAHLIA

Promise me you won't see us until
tonight - that's when we're at our
best. I mean, we are a branch of
show business and like to be seen
at our best.

FOX
(KISSING HER) All right, Dahlia.
DAHLIA

You scrumptious man - if only you
liked fat sheilas.

FOX

'Bye. (TO OTHERS) See you at the
wedding. (LOTTE GROWLS AT HIM)

DAHLIA

(AS FOX EXITS) Now, Lotte don't bite
the hand that feeds you. (CHORTLES)
Christ, I'd be a riot at the Tiv.

(TO HOWARD) Fox is always a bit unsure
of us. Afraid. I'm glad he didn't
see the rest of the newcomers. That
geek even gives me a fright. Now
there's one thing you should see
during the day - the geek is a true
nightmare. Me? I'm a dream and
you're a dreamboat, Howard. (PAUSE)
In another culture I would have been
considered a fertility goddess.

(HOWARD IS 'FISHING' AND TAKES NO
NOTICE OF DAHLIA)

BRUNO
(SINGING FROM RIGOLETTO FROM INSIDE
HIS BAG. THE MUSIC IS BEAUTIFUL,
THE SONG MARVELLOUS, THE ORCHESTRA
RAVISHING.)

P.A.

Would Mr. Joe Moyne please come to
the secretary's office.
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1/34.
SIR SID

No you're not, you're coming
with me.

PHOTOGRAPHER

I have to go and photograph the
children.

SIR SID
I am a Federal MP - I am comman-
deering you. This is an emergency.
(THE PHOTOGRAPHER GOES TO PROTEST)
Please do not force me to resort
to calling in the police.
PHOTOGRAPHER
But -
SIR SID
One more word out of you and you

are finished. Now, let's find the
Duke of Berkshire - follow me.

Basa
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MAN
Now, there are things foreign

which should be kept out of
Australia. The first thing is

Fireplight - a bacterial disease
of pear and apple.

NOREEN
They weren't negroes?

MARY.
Of course not.

NOREEN
There were negroes stationed near
us but no one was allowed to talk

to them. Julie Brenton had a black
baby. She drowned herself and the
ba

MAN

Then there's the slant eyed Japanese
beetle which causes blight in
potatoes. Another insidious disease -
come on Harry, Japanese beetle ...
MARY
She should have taken precautions.
NOREEN
What do you mean?
MARY
Precautions.
MAN
This next one which could destroy
all our crops and our whole economy
comes from China and Japan: White
Rush of Chrysanthamum.
NOREEN
Boys only want one thing.
MARY
It's nice.

NOREEN

(SHOCKED) You've ...2? (MARY GIGGLES)

1/36.
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1/40.
MOYNE

Where's Tom and Ronny, they should
be judging this.

BILLY

Tom's still in the repat and Ronny
went down with the Canberra.

MOYNE

Well, here goes. (TASTES IT) Not
bad. Not bad. (LOOKING AT TWO
EMPTY BOTTLES) You've already gone
through two?

BILLY

They weren't bad. It does seem a
lot to drink though.

MOYNE

I'm sure it's what Tom and Ronny
did - after all, I never saw them
sober. You know, we haven't seen
each other since '39.

BILLY
No, that's right. '39.
MOYNE

Back to the old routine. Who else
but Joe Moyne as the ringmaster of
the Grand Parade. It's an art, a
real art. Even Noah would have
been struggling to get those
animals to behave. Not me, they
file around placid as a housewife
on Bex. Not like New Guinea.
(HOLDING OUT GLASS FOR BILLY TO
POUR. BILLY DOES SO, BUT HE IS SO
DRUNK THAT THE WINE GOES EVERYWHERE)

BILLY
(AMUSED) A wet little white.

(THE QUARANTINE MAN, DRESSED IN A
WHITE COAT ENTERS)

MAN

I thought you were going to have
a drink with me, Joe.

MOYNE

I was on my way. (BILLY FAINTS
BEHIND JOE) Then Billy asked for














































FARMER
What's taking that judge so long?
Just because the others come from
big properties ... this is where
the small farmer wins, Ada. This
is where the cockie passes the
squattocracy.

(SNELL, THE JUDGE, WALKS TOWARDS

HIM, CECKING HIS CLIPBOARD)
SNELL

And this is -
FARMER

Pete Rolfe and Ada - Jersey.
SNELL

(FEELING ADA) Hmmmmm.
cow

(AS SHE'S BEING FELT) milk. Is
it time for milking?

SNELL

FARMER

She's a great milker. Sturdy.

Great build. We won first prize

in the Cootaburra Show last month.
SNELL

Hmmmmmmmm .

(SNELL EXITS)
FARMER

Likes what he saw.
CcoW

Green hills and stump. Wet grass.
FARMER

(EXCITED) Mrs. Field is going to

give out the prizes. Mrs. field -

the head of the squattocracy.
Christ, I should have worn my best

clothes. (SNELL AND MRS. FIELD WALK
PAST) Third prize to that. Ah, well,

1/55.
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1/60.
FOX
At the Grand Parade the horses
carry Australian and American flags
in their mouths and at the Grand
Finale a hundred dancing girls
present a gift from the American
people to the Australian people.
(TENSE PAUSE)
DUKE
Australian and American flags? (FOX
NODS ) (A FRIGID, QUIET VOICE) I
suggest, President Fox, that you find
British flags as soon as possible.
FOX
Yes, your excellency.
DUKE
You will not delivery your speech.
I will deliver mine ‘to a packed
British Empire Pavilion. Packed, .

do you understand? I want the British
made Jet Engine in pride of place - I
want people salivating over it. Do I
make myself clear? It is the past that
you owe an obligation to, not to some
neon lit future of coca cola and
hamburgers. My God, what is happening
in Australia, have you no sense of
heritage? (HALF TO HIMSELF) India
and the wars between the Hindus and
Moslems almost seem like paradise now.

(SUDDENLY SIR SIDNEY TRUSCOTT AND HIS
PHOTOGRAPHER BURST ONTO THE SCENE,
MUCH TO EVERYONE'S ASTONISHMENT)

SIR SID
Your Lordship. (GRABS THE DUKE'S HAND
AND SHAKES IT VIGOROUSLY IN FRONT OF
THE CAMERA) Smile, your excellency.
Smile.

DUKE
What is going on?

SIR SID
Sir Sid Truscott, Liberal Federal MP.

DUKE

My God, you Australians! (DUKE
o HURRIEDLY

PR,
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P.A.

The time clock is ready. Are we
ready, Laurie? Get set. Go!

(ONE BY ONE LAURIE SHEARS THE SHEEP.
IT IS DONE SO FRANTICALLY, SO FAST,
THAT IT IS ALMOST A BLUR)

A new Australian record!
(PROUD SHEARER, LAURIE GOES TO GET

HIS PRIZE. THE THREE SHEEP STAND
THERE STUNNED)

SHEEP 1
Naked.

SHEEP 2
Bloodied.

SHEEP 3
Bruised.

(THE THREE SHEEP CHANGE AND NOW THEY
ARE STALL-HOLDERS BEFORE OUR EYES)

1/64.
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DAVE

He took your pound note, did he?
(DESMOND NODS) Look, go to the
police station - it's along this
avenue here and its just near the
chook pavilion.

DESMOND

The policeman will find Max. Max
is lost. I'll wait at the police
station for him.

(AS HE EXITS)
P.A.

It's doughnut time. Hot American
doughnuts! They're hot, they're
fresh, they're delicious!

(MARY WATSON, GHOST, ENTERS)
MARY WATSON

Yes, I came down here, down through
the game stalls. Lolly papers,
leaflets, and advertisements blowing
down the avenue, wrapping themselves
around my shins. He kissed me in front
of everyone. Everyone looked. I
almost fainted from shame and love.

I felt his warm body through my cotton
floral dress. My hat blew off (SHE'S
SUDDENLY AWARE THAT HER HAT IS MISSING)
My hat! (CALMER, RECALLING) He ran
to pick it up, there, amid the papers.
I thought to myself, why did I let him

kiss meéezifff’EII\I only met him an
__—hour bei There was noise.

Spruikers. Guns, crying, laughing,

all through the game stalls and food
wrappers spinning down the avenue,

all with bloody blotches of tomato
sauce. He got angry when he lost

money at the shooting gallery and

hoop stall. But I didn't care. I said:

1/68.

"Do not worry, Peter, I'll give you some."

We walked on in the humid wind. (SHE
WALKS, RELIVING) He said: "Look at

the late edition - war is declared" I
said: "Don't worry, Peter, I love you."
(SHE HAS EXITED)

(THE LOVERS, ALL HAVING LOST, DECIDE
TO GO ON THE GHOST TRAIN. GIGGLING
AND HAPPY, THEY RUN OFF. REBECCA
ENTERS, HER EYES SPARKLING WITH
HAPPINESS AT EVERYTHING SHE SEES.

NO ONE TAKES ANY NOTICE OF HER).

e O i S,
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(WHILE THE STALLHOLDER ISN'T LOOKING,
REBECCA GRABS ONE OF THE KEWPIE DOLLS
AND LEADS HER OFF)

P.A.

Would Mr. Joe Moyne please report
to the central R.A.S. office!

(CHILDREN AND TEACHER ENTER, CROSSING
STAGE)

CHILD

We want to play games!
TEACHER

No. Next we see the Swine pavilion
and then the British Empire pavilion.
Don't you remember that announcement:
Everyone who sees the Duke of Berk-
shire open the Pavilion gets a free
showbag.

CHILD

Why don't we go to Sideshow alley
after that?

TEACHER

(STOPPING, HORRIFIED) Do you know
what you have said! Never, never go
to sideshow alley. That is where the
criminal, obscene elements of our
society hang out. Everything in
sideshow alley is corrupt and nasty.
It is a nightmare, a cesspool, a
morass of sin and deformity, matched,
I am sure, only by the First Fleet.
(THEY EXIT)

(JOE MOYNE HAS ENTERED, VERY DRUNK)
MOYNE
I think that message was for me.
Christ, what a day! 1'll never
drink Chablis again. (HE STOPS
AT CLOWN HEADS)
DAVE
Like to have a go, Mr. Moyne?
MOYNE
(DISTRACTED) Sure. (HE WATCHES
HUMAN FLY ENTER AND CROSS THE STAGE.

AFTER HUMAN FLY HAS GONE) Uh! Yes.
Fine. Here's a bob.

1/70.
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THE CHOOK PAVILION.

MRS. MacPHERSON KNITTING IN FRONT OF THE CHOOK CAGES.
OLD FARMER AND HIS WIFE ENTER.

MRS. MACPHERSON

If you want to know anything about
them, just ask me.

WIFE
We were just thinking that our
rooster is as good as this one
that got first prize.

HUSBAND

Our Rooster is bigger and got
better feathers.

MRS . MAC
The quality has fallen but you
can blame the war on that. You
run a chook farm, do you?

HUS BAND

No, we have a dairy farm near
Two Gully creek.

MRS. MAC
Yes. A lovely place.
WIFE
This is our first Royal Show, do
you know where the CWA tea rooms
are?
MRS. MAC
Out of here, turn right and its
on Australian Unlimited Street.
It's a bit of a crush.
WIFE
It doesn't matter, does it, dear?
HUSBAND
Whatever you want, dear.

(THE OLD COUPLE EXITS)

L
|
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(HE TRIES TO LOOK AWAY FROM THE
CHOOKS' EYES BUT FINDS HIMSELF
MESMERISED, FINALLY HE BACKS AWAY
ENOUGH TO FLEE.)

MRS. MAC

Going all ready, dear - you haven't
seen the others.

(HE HAS GONE. SHE LOOKS BACK AT
THE CHOOKS - THEY APPEAR NORMAL)

You get some strange ones in the
chook pavilion.
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P.A.

Billy! Billy!

THE CWA TEAROOMS

IDA AND FREDA PLAYING PIANO AND DRUMS TO TESTY CROWD.
ONE IMPORTANT PERSON IS MRS. DAVIES.

IDA

(SINGING) [
My friend is Jesus "
He promised me Paradise. A
P
(THESE ARE THE ONLY WORDS OF THE
SONG. FINALLY MRS. DAVIES CAN
STAND IT NO LONGER.)

DAVIES

Freda! What is the meaning of this

racket? Where are the scones? Why N
is this tea bitter? I demand to
know.

DAWKINS

(BURSTING IN) You will demand
nothing, Mrs. Davies! It is I who
demand something of you - you
nefarious woman! (MISS DAWKINS IS
IN A FURY)

DAVIES

How dare you talk to me like that,
Miss Dawkins.

DAWKINS

You have let the side down, Mrs.

Davies. I have been showing the

Duke of Berkshire the Pavilion of
Womens Industries.

DAVIES

You low down ... I was supposed to

show him around my pavilion. . /
DAWKINS

You were not there, but here, gorging
yourself on scarcities. I showed the

Duke the floral and art sections of

_— = = =
















PICNIC
OLD FARMING COUPLE HAVING PICNIC. NEARBY IS MAX.
WIFE
No scones, used tea leaves and no
way to get in! Fancy that, the
CWA tea rooms in such a state.
HUS BAND
Cheer up, dear.
P.A.

Get your American style hamburgers
here.

WIFE

wWhat a lunch - hamburgers and
coca cola.

HUS BAND
I like them.

WIFE
You're senile.

‘MAX

(APPROACHING THEM) Hello, my name
is Max. I couldn't help over-
hearing what you said. I am one

of the organizers for the Royal Show
and thought it a pity that you
couldn't get into the CWA tea rooms.
It wouldn't be the Royal Show with-
out those tea rooms. I do not wish
to criticise you but were you aware
of the returnable deposit you had
to pay to get a seat in the tea
rooms?

WIFE

MAX

Because of the number of people here
today - isn't it a marvellous crowd -
a deposit is necessary to get a table.
What happens is that you give a deposit
of two pounds and out of that is taken
your tea and scones and the rest
returned to you. Now, I tell you what.
Give me the two pounds and 1'11 go and e
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MAX

{cont)
make the deposit for you and I'll
return and tell you what time
your table is booked for.

WIFE
How kind you are.

MAX
It's my duty, Mrs. Imagine if you
left the Royal Show with bad
memories of the CWA tea rooms.
No, it's my duty. Give me the two
pounds ... thank you ... and here's
my name on this paper. Thank you,
I'llibe back soon to re-freshen
your outlook on the CWA.

WIFE
Thank you. (MAX EXITS) What a
nice man.
(A MAN AND HIS VERY PREGNANT WIFE
ENTER)

TOM
We will b'rinq he or she to the
Royal Show every year. Are you
all right. Sit down.

JULIA
No, I'm fine.

-

TOM

(LOOKING AT PACKET OF CHIPS) They're
raw. Chips are always raw at the
Royal Show. Come on, let's sit

down and finish them. (THEY SIT

DOWN WITH OTHER PICNICKERS) (LOOKING
AROUND) All the people. It must

be the biggest crowd ever. Everything
will return to normal. So many
families. 1It'll be just like before
the war. Childhood. Love. Marriage.
Children. Happiness. (HE PATS HER
STOMACH)

JULIA
Not here in public.
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TOM

(LAUGHING) We'll be part of the
post war baby boom. Perhaps it's
twins. Hey, do you want a kewpie
doll or a brown monkey?

JULIA
Don't spend so much money.
TOM

It doesn't matter, let's celebrate
peace like them.

JULIA

You were the one who said we had
to save up. We can't live with
your mother forever.

TOM

I'm too happy. Seeing all these
people. Seeing you look so beautiful
and pregnant. I'll get you a kewpie
doll (HE RUSHES OFF)

(FOX ENTERS AND SURVEYS HIS DOMAIN)
JULIA

My husband is a good man. (PAUSE)
I keep on wanting to tell him that
the baby is not his. (REFLECTIVE)
I didn't even get a pair of nylons.
'I come from Detroit'is all he said.
He didn't need to say anything more
His green eyes like water lillies
on a white lake. I said, no, no,
no, no ... Yes. (PAUSE) He left
the next day. (PATTING STOMACH)
Perhaps you'll be as handsome as
him. An American baby growing in
an Australian womb. (HUSBAND
RETURNS WITH KEWPIE DOLL)

TOM
For you, Julia.
JULIA

(KISSING HIM LIGHTLY) Thank you, Tom,

you shouldn't have. Let's finish these
chips. (SPOTTING ITEM IN FISH AND CHIP

PAPER) I see they're finally going to
sentence those Nazis at Nurenberg.
(THEY RETURN TO EATING CHIPS)
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FOX

(VERY PLEASED AT WHAT HE SEES)

The best sight. A respite before

the Grand Parade. Australians at

picnic - what better definition is

there of the Land of Cockaigne?

It's almost as if there has been

no war. The Royal Show never alters.
It's where the poor can come and

feel part of our great society.

The people spread out like hundreds

and thousands on green butter. Their
minds stuffed with a vision of Australia
Unlimited. What a future in store for
us. Bounteous production, un-restricted
opportunity. Tractors, animals, stream-
lined harvestors, mammoth earth moving
equipment, high powered water pumps.

An unprecedented muster of horse women.
Ah, Fox, what a vision. And you still
have more surprises to put before them.

(HOBBS, SWEATY AND IN A HURRY, ENTERS)
HOBBS
Mr. Fox!
FOX
Ah, Hobbs. 1Isn't this a vision
splendid!- Look at them. Not a
year past World War Two and they
are dreamers embarking on a dream
of the future!
HOBBS
(CATCHING HIS BREATH) Mr. Fox, the
Duke of Berkshire is on the warpath
again.
FOX
Why, didn't you fix up about the
unveiling of the Jet Engine? (HOBBS
NODS) Didn't he make his speech?
(HOBBS NODS AGAIN) Well, what is
57
HOBBS
They didn't unpack the Jet Engines!
FOX

Didn't you stop the strike?
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SIR SID

My name is Sir Sid Truscott - Federal
Liberal MP,

HUSBAND

Piss off. And take your Brisbane
Line and Pig Iron Bob with you.

SIR SID
(MOVING AWAY) (TO HIMSELF) Control
thyself, Sidney. Although their
contempt is as cold and burning as
dry ice on the skin. (HE GOES UP
TO OLD COUPLE)

WIFE
My bladder feels as full as a water-
logged footie. There are never any
dunnies. Where are the dunnies -
there'll be one at the CWA tea rooms,
I'm sure.

SIR SID
My name is -

HUSBAND
We heard.

SIR SID
(EXPECTING TO BE YELLED AT AGAIN)
I'm not saying there's a Red under
every bed.

WIFE
We agree with you.

SIR SID
(SURPRISED) You do?

WIFE
Here. Have a toffee. I bought
some from that stall over there.
Real old fashioned toffee.

SIR SID
(HE DOESN'T WANT TO TAKE THE TOFFEE,

BUT DOES) Thank you. (STARTS TO
CHEW IT)
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WIFE

Nice? (HE NODS) Don't worry,
we'll be voting Liberal. You
can depend on us.

SIR SID

(GARBLED) (IT SOUNDS LIKE THANK YOU -
HE WALKS AWAY, TRYING TO STOP HIS
TEETH FROM STICKING TOGETHER.
CONCENTRATING SO HARD ON THE TOFFEE
IS HE THAT HE DOESN'T NOTICE THE
PREGNANT WOMAN AND HE TOPPLES OVER
HER. SHE SCREAMS)

TOM

What in the hell is going on?
(SPOTTING POLICEMAN) Constable!

(SIR SID HAS JUMPED UP BUT CANNOT
TALK BECAUSE THE TOFFEE HAS STUCK
HIS TEETH TOGETHER.)
(LES, THE POLICEMAN, ENTERS.)

TOM
This man is mad. He threw himself
on my wife. (SIR SID IS IN AGONY
TRYING TO TALK. HE GROANS AND
SHAKES HIS HEAD)

JULIA
He tried to kill me.

POLICEMAN
All right. All right. (TO SID)
Explain yourself. (SIR SID CAN'T
BECAUSE OF THE TOFFEE)

TOM
See, he's a madman.

POLICEMAN

Identification. Have you anything
to identify yourself?

(SIR SID NODS AND THEN IS PANIC
STRIKEN TO FIND HIS WALLET IS GONE)

POLICEMAN

Bloody suspicious if you ask me.

I think we've got our escaped POW.
Nice try, wog. Nice one. (SIR
SID TRIES TO PROTEST BUT NO WORDS
CAN COME) Come on, use your lingo.

- o M s o
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1/90
FOX
Ladies and Gentlemen of Australia

- the future!

END OF ACT ONE
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DUKE
There you are, Fox!
DAWKINS
I couldn't stop him, Mr. Fox.
FOX
Ah, your Lordship, I have been
looking for you everywhere.
About that Jet Engine -
DUKE
You deliberately sabotaged it!
FOX

It wasn't me, your Excellency,
but our unions.

DUKE
Shoot them!
FOX

Calm down, your Lordship. Hobbs
has promised me that the Jet
Engine will be unwrapped in half
an hour's time - it's better this
way, we're expecting a record
crowd tonight.

DUKE

It had better be! Even if it is
I will never fogive the slights
suffered by England today at the
Grand Parade. But I needn't get
angry, because you'll pay for it,
not now, but later. America will
seduce you and leave you with a
gum chewing monster. (GIVING HIM
BOOK) .

FOX
What's this?

DUKE
What the British Empire leaves
behind. Shakespeare, his collected

works in one volume on rice paper.
(HE STORMS OFF)

— —
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2/104.
DAPHNE
why not? I'm going to live here.
(HER MOTHER ENTERS)
MOTHER

Daphne! Thank goodness I found
you.

ATTENDANT
Is this your daughter?
MOTHER

Yes. Daphne. She ran away from
me earlier on.

DAPHNE

I am not Daphne. I do not know
this woman.

MOTHER
Daphne!
DAPHNE

I do not know you. I know how
to spell encyclopedia.

MOTHER

(EMBARRASSED) Daphne, please. Why
do you always want to embarrass me.

DAPHNE

(TO ATTENDANT) This woman is a
stranger.

MOTHER

(GRABBING HER) Come on, stop this
silliness, we have to get home.

DAPHNE

Help, I'm being kidnapped. This
woman is trying to kidnap me.

ATTENDANT
(SMILING) Goodbye, Daphne!
DAPHNE

(TO ATTENDANT) I'm going to send
a man around to blow up your house.

B SR
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DAPHNE
(cont)

(TO MOTHER) And as for you, I'm
going to make your life a misery.

MOTHER

That can only be an improvement.
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(SILENCE)
SNELL

(TO HIMSELF) On your lonesome
again, Snell. What a day. A
traffic jam that would have sent
Noah on an aspro binge and I
strike out with a good sort!

(PAUSE)

Snell, Snell, Snell, will you
ever learn ...
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CRONIES
(WELL MET BY STREETLIGHT)

MAX ALONE. PEOPLE PASS IN THE BACKGROUND.

MAX
(COUNTING HIS MONEY) Twenty quid
for eight hours work! Great Max,
having to resort to conning kids,
old people and the retarded.
Have to use the old stand-by, I
suppose. (TAKING OUT TICKETS)
Not the best counterfeits but
they shouldn't show up too badly
in the dark; never last a moment's
inspection in daylight though.
(A MAN ENTERS, LOOKING WORRIED,
COUNTING THE MONEY HE HAS)
Excuse me, sir.

MAN
Yes.

MAX

Making for the ticket office?
MAN
Yes.

MAX

That all your family?
MAN
Yes. Seven of them.

MAX
Magnificent. Must cost a fortune
at the show for them.

MAN

I know, but they all want rides.
You know children.

MAX
Certainly do. Listen, why don't
I do you a favour and you do me
one in return. My nephew and
neice were supposed to turn up
and I bought tickets on every-
thing for them. About thirty
rides I reckon - mad monkey,
ferris wheel, round-about, merry-
go-round ... you name it. Look,
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SIR SID
cont

policeman gave it back. (EXAMIN-
ING IT) Geld pass for public
transport. (PUTS WALLET AWAY)
There they all go, blissfully
unaware that they are going to
vote in another three years of
socialism. Wait until Labour
wants to nationalise the banks.
They'll squeal like pigs. I
warned them! The politicians
should elect the people; they
don't deserve us. (HE WALKS PAST
MAX WHO IS LISTENING VERY INTENTLY)
Sir sidney Truscott, despised now,
hero later. Handcuffed! Christ,
what more do they want, blood?

MAX

Excuse me, aren't you Sir Sidney
Truscott, Federal MP?

SIR SID
(PLEASED) Well, yes, I am.
MAX

(SHAKING HANDS) Max Bennett. I'm

a great admirer of yours, Sir Sidney.

Of all politicians, I believe I have
more in common with you than anyone
else.

SIR SID
Why, thank you.

MAX

Like you, sir, I'm worried about
the elections. Labour looks set.

SIR SID
Yes, I'm afraid so.

MAX

It would be awful if you lost

your seat, because you still have

so much more to do for Australia.
SIR SID

True. True.
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DAVIES

Penicillin would cure what
you've got, Miss Dawkins. (MISS
DAWKINS GOES TO OBJECT) Please,
Miss Dawkins, no protests, I have
caught you two red handed. Now
these are my conditions: I am not
to be dismissed from my position.
You will resign as member of the
executive and you will recommend
me as your replacement.

DAWKINS
You wouldn't be so cruel!
MRS. DAVIES

Hell hath no fury like an Australian
woman gaining the upper hand. In
exchange I will keep quiet about
this example of human rutting in the
Pavilion of Women's Industries.

DUKE

No one would believe you if you
told them. People would always
believe a member of Royalty before
the word of a human being.

DAWKINS

(TO THE DUKE) But the word would
spread, Alfred. Your name would
be besmeared.

DUKE

My God, what a country. To have
travelled 12,000 miles to find
disgrace. (HE EXITS)

DAWKINS
Wait, Alfred. Wait.
MRS. DAVIES

(TO DAWKINS WHO IS ABOUT TO EXIT
AFTER DUKE) You are washed up,
Miss Dawkins, and like the suds,
you are disappearing down the drain
of RAS history. Good evening. (A
SHATTERED MISS DAWKINS DEPARTS.
MRS. DAVIES IS TRIUMPHANT)

(BLACKOUT)
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INSIDE DAHLIA'S TENT

2/122,

DAHLIA WATCHES IN SILENCE AS PEOPLE STARE AT HER AS THEY

PASS.

GIRL.

SHE LOOKS BORED.

P.A.

Yes sirrie, ladies and gentleman.
The largest woman in the Southern
Hemisphere. She's so heavy that
she needs a truck, not a car to
get around. From Dubbo, Dahlia
the Fat Lady!

(SILENCE)
(WE HEAR A SCREAM FROM NEARBY)
DAHLIA

The ugliest man in the world is earn-
ing his money today.

(SILENCE)

Ah, the hiatus - eveéryone having
supper. Sausage rolls, pasties,
pies, hot dogs, doughnuts, chips,
potato cakes ... God, what I
wouldn't give for sixpence of
potato cakes right now. (BRUNO,

THE UGLIEST MAN IN THE WORLD,
ENTERS, STILL IN HIS BAG. IT MUST
BE DIFFICULT FOR HIM TO GET AROUND
THIS WAY. DAHLIA NOTICES HIM)

Hey, Bruno, sounds like you're
giving a good show next door. All
those screams! You must be making

a fortune. Australia's been the
lucky country for you, all right.
(HE IS STILL INCHING TOWARDS HER)
Got a tea break, eh? Wish I had
one. A couple of pounds of fairy
cakes would go down nicely with me.
(HE HAS FINALLY REACHED HER. THE
BAG STOPS AND THERE IS A SILENCE)
Got something for me, have you?

(THE BAG SEEMS TO BE NODDING. SHE
DIPS HER HAND DOWN INTO THE BAG

AND PULLS OUT A NOTE. SHE READS IT)
God, you men are all alike! (SHOVES
THE NOTE BACK INTO THE BAG) No!
(THE BAG BEGINS TO QUIVER) It's not
because you're ugly Bruno, it's just
-.. well, I just don't like to go
out with men who sing opera. Nothing
personal. Don't take it that badly.
(BRUNO BEGINS HIS DIFFICULT AND TIME
CONSUMING EXIT) Jesus, it's hard
being a fertility goddess. What I
wouldn't give for a potato cake!

SHE IS ALSO DRESSED LIKE A LITTLE

—

-
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KEN
Shhhh, just watch.
“MARY

Look down there, dodgem cars.
Let's go on the dodgem cars.

KEN
Not yet.
MARY
Dodgem cars are great. (PAUSE) I
hope Noreen's having an exciting

time. Probably more than I am.

(THE FERRIS WHEEL TURNS AND TOM
AND PREGNANT JULIA SPIN TO THE TOP)

TOM

It's been years since I was on a
ferris wheel.

JULIA

All the people - you'd think it was
all of Australia down there.

‘TOM
Practically is. Like a sardine can.
JULIA

You fell as if you want to dive down
into them.

oM

Everyone's so small. A tiny city.
(POINTING) See, over near the hills.
There. Out there in the suburbs
that's where we'll live. After we've
saved up we'll buy a home.

JULIA

Fill it with the plastics we saw.
(THEY LAUGH) (SILENCE)

TOM

Am I your first man?
JULIA

What? I told you I had boyfriends.
TOM

I don't mean boyfriends - I mean,

: am
I your first man?
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DODGEM CARS
WE SEE A FEW CARS GOING AROUND. COUNTRY AND CITY KIDS
FIGHT IT OUT BETWEEN THEMSELVES. KEN AND MARY ENTER.
THE ATTENDANT, MICK IS-IMMEDIATELY KEEN ON MARY.
MICK
This car'll be fine. (YELLING OUT
TO OTHER KIDS) No ramming. I said,
no ramming.
MARY
It looks scarey.

MICK

Let me help you. (HE HELPS HER GET
IN) See, easy as pie.

KEN
(SARCASTIC) I'll get in myself.
MICK
Sure. Sure. But then you're not
a sheila, are you? (MARY GIGGLES)
You right then? (YELLING) Will
you kids stop it? Can't you read
the signs? No ramming!
MARY
(TO KEN) Be careful, Ken.
MICK
Okay, then, off you go.

(THEY SET OFF, ANOTHER CAR RAMS INTO
THEM)

MARY
Look out, Ken! Don't ram them.
KEN
The steering wheel doesn't turn
properly. (ANOTHER CAR HITS THEM)
(SHE GIGGLES)
MARY
(LAUGHING) Hit them back.
KEN

He said no ramming.
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MARY
It doesn't matter, no one pays
any attention to the signs.
That's what dodgem cars are
about. (HE DRIVES SOME MORE AND
SKILLFULLY AVOIDS HITTING ANOTHER
CAR) Why didn't you get him, he
was the one that hit you before.
(YELLING AT OTHER DRIVER) Little
country turd.

KEN

MARY

Well, ram him. Go on, ram it up
him.

KEN
Mary! Calm down.

MARY
What a stick in the mud! Ram him.

KEN
He said no ramming.

MARY
God, don't you have any fun. (SHE GRABS
THE WHEEL AND RAMS THE CAR INTO
ANOTHER) There! (GIGGLES)
(TO DRIVER SHE HAS RAMMED) Bad driver!
(THE CAR STOPS) (KEN JUMPS OUT,
FURIOUS)

KEN
Drive yourself!

MARY
What are you getting so upset about?

(BUT HE DOESN'T HEAR. HE HAS GONE.
MICK COMES OVER)

MICK
Any trouble?
MARY

He just left. How about that?
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MICK

No appreciation of womanhood.

(HE LEANS OVER HER) How's the
steering wheel? I think you need
a new car. Come on, I'll give
you a ride in that one for free.

MARY
I'd hate riding by myself.
MICK

Boss won't allow me to ride with
the patrons. Listen, I finish in
a few minutes. Why don't you wait
just over there. 1I'll take you
out.

MARY .
Over there?
MICK

Sure. I won't be long. I'll show
you some excitement.

MARY

(SMILING) All right. (SHE IS ABOUT
TO LEAVE) 'My name's Mary.

MICK
Mick.
MARY

All right, five minutes. (SHE GOES
OVER TO DESIGNATED PLACE) (TO
HERSELF) Mick? When he put- his
arm around my neck - I almost
suffocated with pleasure. He's bad.
I could tell by the tattoos. Bad
boys like bad girls.

MARY
(SINGING)
I WANT TO BE BAD

1 know 1 should

be moral and nice

and never be tempted

by bad advice

but T can't helfp myself.
Feelings,

run through my body
Like a coarse tongue
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MARY
I WANT TO BE BAD (cont)

Licking my skin.
Feelings

0f nipening s4in
passion is dangen
sweat under make-up
Leotting go

waking up

fo a strangen

with a five o'clock shadow.
Feelings

this madness

this yearning

bad gints

Love bad boys

1 want to be bad.
Feelings

Zhat would make

Freud blush

Touch me,

make me

gasp for ain

I feel all hot

and §Lushed

and bad.

make me careless

1 don't want to marry
crneam tunns to milk
and 8iLk to cotton
A2L bad ginls

always have fun

nice ginls bonre

good boys are a chore
God, 4t's not that

1 have a price

1 just want to be bad
I want to be bad.

(MICK ENTERS)
MICK

See, didn't take me long.
MARY

Where shall we go?
MICK

I know a place. Over there,
ghost train tunnel.

(THEY EXIT.)

in the

2/132.







134

2/134.
JULIA
I don't know.
‘oM
Go on. Do you want to go?
JuLIA
Whatever you want.
TOM

(NOTICING SHE LOOKS EXHAUSTED)
Are you all right?

JULIA
Yes. I just want to sit.
TOM

(GRABBING HER) Over there. That
bench over there.

(AS THEY EXIT, IDA AND FREDA ENTER,
BOTH WEARING THEIR FOX STOLES AND
CARRYING HANDBAGS.)

IDA

What a dayl We have done our
duty and made the wheels turn.

FREDA
Savages!

IDA
Come, come, Freda. The Country
Women's Association pulled through
again. Music hath calmed the
savage breast.

FREDA

I can only hope that next year
will be different.

IDA
It will be. It will be. Rationing
will finish. There will be an
unexhaustable supply of butter and
sugar and tea.

FREDA

I wonder what the future will be like?



IDA

A well stocked CWA tea room.
(THEY BOTH TITTER) Look at the
lights of sideshow alley - like
another world. It is said that
if you go down sideshow alley
you find horror if you're full
of horror and dreams if you're
full of hope.

FREDA

You know, Ida, I've never been
down into sideshow alley, only
heard about it. Henry used to
go down there and bring back
tales that made my ears burn
and my stockings go soggy with
perspiration.

IDA

Come on, Freda. Let's get a
taxi back to the hostel.

TOM

(RUNNING ON) My wife is about
to give birth. She's in labour
pains. Help me, I need a
doctor.

IDA

You don't your wife does. The
Royal Show doctor has gone home.
I'll help you. Don't worry, I
was a nurse for years. Come and
give me a hand, Freda. (HE'S
ABOUT TO TAG ALONG) You stay
here. A man is only in the way.
This is women's business. Hold
this. (SHE GIVES HIM HER FOX
STOLE) Freda, you go and get
Mrs. MacPherson from the chook
pavilion - she's a midwife.

(FREDA EXITS)

(TOM WAITS)

(CHARLIE THE OLD GATEKEEPER ENTERS,
CONFUSED. )

CHARLIE
Now where was I? Sideshow alley -

can't be there. God, a gatekeeper
lost. What a turn up for the books.
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CHARLIE
(cont)

0ld Charlie the gatekeeper lost.
(SPOTTING-TOM) Excuse me, can
you show me the way to the side-
show.

TOM
It's just down there.
CHARLIE

Oh, right. (WANDERS OFF) (TO
HIMSELF) Got to see the five
legged sheep. Shake hands with
the fifth leg.

(SILENCE.)

TOM .

So I waited, behind a pavilion which
overlooked the sideshows. It only
took half an hour. The two old
ladies were marvellous. I had never
been so excited. I felt I was truly
home from the war for the first time.
While I waited, I imagined our huge
family. Adoring wife, five beautiful
children. A suburban home. A Heinz
dog with a huge, sloppy tongue. If
a boy he would be called Andrew. I
never contemplated a girl's name
because I only wanted a boy. When
the old lady called me over and said
it was a boy! He was wrapped up in
a pale blue blanket, his face yellow
and greasy from birth. I was so
excited, I nearly dropped him! (PAUSE)
Years later I found out that he was
not my son but some G.I.'s. By that
time I didn't know him anyway. He
was an adolescent stranger who

looked at me with mistrust and who,
if I'm lucky, calls me up on Father's
Day, says hello to me and because we
don't know what to say to each other,
I hand the 'phone over to his mother.
(IDA APPEARS)

IDA

(ENTERING WITH BABY) It's a boy!
TOM

(EXCITED) A boy!
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IDA
Every Cup Day a flutten
FREDA
Very careful with the money
IDA
Not too much honey on butten
FREDA
Friends are who we grieve fox
IDA
Grandchildren are our hope
BOTH
Memonries are what we Live for
When we were young
we always had beaux
who would have thought
we would end up as widows,
tottening on high heels
a fox around our neck
a scent too many perfumes
much-too much make-up
and pfaying music
in the CWA tea nooms.
IDA
Come, Freda. A Dutch treat on the
taxi back to the hostel. (THEY
DEPART, TWO LADS ENTER; DAVE AND
THEOQ)
THEO
Well, that's it, isn't it? A whole
day spent here, four quid down the
drain and not one sheila to take
home.
DAVE
Slim pickings, all right.
THEO
The only girl I got near was that
one I pressed up against in the
Dairy Food Pavilion.
- DAVE

You were lucky.
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THEO
|
How was I to know her boyfriend [
was there.- (PAUSE) Dad always
told me it was a cert to pick
up girls at the Show. That's
how he met mum.
DAVE
Why don't we go down to sideshow
alley - plenty of girls there.
THEO
No money. You need money.
(PAUSE)
DAVE.
Well, what are we going to tell
the boys, Theo.
THEQ '
What do you mean?
[l
DAVE
Leo got a girl, so did Harris,
even Walshy - and he's got a
face like a dog's breakfast.
(PAUSE)
THEO
What are we going to do?
.
DAVE
They don't know we haven't been
with one so we've got to show
them proof. L
THEO ol
Like what?
DAVE
A love bite.

(THEO REALISES WHAT IS IN STORE FOR HIM)
THEO

Now, come on, Dave.
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DAVE
I'm being serious. It's the
perfect proof. Over here.
(HE GRABS -HIS MATE AND TAKES
HIM TO WHERE THEY CANNOT BE
SEEN)

THEO
Isn't there another way?

DAVE
No. (HE MAKES A LOVE BITE ON
THEO'S NECK) (THEO RUBS IT
RUEFULLY)

THEO
So that's what its like.

DAVE

Don't tell me you've never had
one? '

THEO

No, no. Plenty. But a man is
different. All right, your turn.
(HIS LOVE BITE ON DAVE IS LONG AND
LINGERING.) (DAVE STEPS AWAY)

DAVE
That'll be some bruise tomorrow.
(THEY LOOK AT ONE ANOTHER IN SILENCE,
THEIR BRAINS SWIRLING WITH MENTAL
CONFUSION) .
I don't think one is enough.
(PAUSE) R
THEO
No. Perhaps two. It should have
been a torrid session. (DAVE COMES
OVER TO THEO AND HIS LAST BITE IS
LONG AND LINGERING AND FULL OF LUST.

DARKNESS HELPS US AVERT OUR EYES
FROM WHAT IS TO FOLLOW) .
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GEORGE
(cont)

manes and tails and leading
them around the arena. Maybe
rough in the stalls but I eat
good tucker, everyone knows
where to find me. Made some
great mates over the years.
What more could make a man
happy than his Clydesdales?
Clydesdales and the Show are
in my blood, it'd be like trying
to cure me of polio.

(SUDDENLY, JOE MOYNE ENTERS,
PROPELLED BACKWARDS. HE STOPS
AND LOOKS BACK AT THE CULPRIT.
HE'S VERY DRUNK.)
MOYNE
Yeh, you and who else! Do you
know who you're talking to -
Joe Moyne! That's who. Come
out here and I'll make mince-
meat of you.
GEORGE
Joe!
(MOYNE TURNS AROUND, FISTS READY)
It's me, George McGuinness.
MOYNE
(THROUGH THE DRUNKEN FOG SEES AN
OLD FRIEND) George! (THEY EMBRACE)
What are you doing here?
GEORGE
My Clydesdales.
MOYNE
Christ, you and your horses.
GEORGE

They're not horses, they're Clydes-
dales. Won another grand champion.

MOYNE

(NOT IN THE LEAST BIT INTERESTED)
I've been thrown out of that bar.
Thrown! Me, Joe Moyne, ringmaster,
out of his home. Come on ...
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GEORGE
Where are you going?

MOYNE
We're going to bust that place
wide open. (SEES THAT GEORGE
IS RELUCTANT) Come on, show
'em that Clydesdale owners
aren't sissies.

GEORGE
All right.

MOYNE
Thataboy! (CALLING OUT) You've
had it now. (TO GEORGE) Let's
go.
(THEY VANISH INTO DARKNESS)
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SIDESHOW ALLEY (DOWN IN THE RIVER OF DREAMS AND NIGHTMARES)
A JAPANESE GENERAL STANDS NEAR A HEAVY WOODEN BLOCK.

“JAPANESE GENERAL

I killed dozens of Australians.
Hundreds. Some I worked to death
building bridges, others I bayon-
eted in battle but most of the
Australians I killed were prison-
ers-of-war. I stripped them naked
and buried them up to their neck
in sand, then covered their faces
3 with honey and watched as thousands

of bullants ate the honey and then
tore the flesh from them. I
decapitated many prisoners who
smiled at me and tore out the eyes
of those prisoners who dared to look
straight at me and tore out the
tongues of those who spoke back to
me, or didn't call me sir, and I
ate them. I enjoyed what I did

x because I am Japanese and a soldier
of the glorious Japanese Army. The
death I now face, I glory in, for
the Emperor and my country - Nippon!

(AN EXECUTIONER ENTERS WITH AXE.
THE JAPANESE GENERAL PUTS HIS HEAD
ON THE BLOCK. THE EXECUTIONER LIFTS
UP THE AXE AND IT COMES CRASHING
DOWN ON THE NECK. THE HEAD ROLLS
OFF ONTO THE GROUND. THE EXECUTIONER
STEPS FORWARD AND BOWS)

P.A.
Ladies and Gentlemen - The Great
Corvo - the Greatest magician in
the world.

(CHARLIE THE GATEKEEPER WANDERS
PAST, LOST AND CONFUSED)

(LIGHTS FADE AND FADE UP ON LILLY.
SHE LOOKS BEAUTIFUL.

LILLY

(SHE BECKONS TO US) Big Boy! Big
Boy! Come here. Come here.

(SHE VANISHES.)

(LIGHTS ON SIR SID AND MAX, BOTH DRUNK)
SIR SID

Where did she go?
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MAN

(DOESN'T SEEM TO KNOW WHAT IS
HAPPENING, CAIMLY AND OBJECTIVELY
TALKING) ~The skin, my skin, could
wrap up ten men, so doctors have
told me. Science will one day
find a cure.

MAX
(SCREAMS OUT)
(DARKNESS, SILENCE)
(SIR SID APPEARS, FRIGHTENED, LOST)

SIR SID
Max? Where are you, Max?

P.A.
Ladies and gentlemen, she bleeds
from her eyes. Found in the
mountains of Victoria, she is a
natural miracle. When she weeps,
she weeps blood.

SIR SID

Stop playing games, Max. Where
are you?

MAX

(OFF) (IN AGONY) Sir sid!
P.A.

Big Boy, Big Boy.

(LILLY RE-APPEARS. SHE LOOKS
BEAUTIFUL, SHE BECKONS.)

WOMAN
Sir Sid - come here, darling.
(HE APPROACHES WARILY)

SIR SID
Who are you?

WOMAN
Lilly. (SHE STRIPS)
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SIR SID
(STEPPING AWAY) Jesus!
(THE WOMAN IS HERMAPHRODITE)
WoMAN

What's the matter? My kind were
the most popular courtesans in
Ancient Rome. Come on, be brave.
(HE SINKS TO HIS KNEES AND SHAKES
HIS HEAD. SUDDENLY, AS THEY VANISH
INTO DARKNESS, THE MOST TERRIBLE
VISION OF THEM ALL APPEARS. THIS
IS THE GEEK. HAIR IS LONG AND WILD
AND MATTED WITH DRIED BLOOD. THE
GEEK'S FACE IS EXCITED AND EAGER
BLOODLUST IS OBVIOUS)

P.A.

(MIXED WITH THE MUSIC FROM THE
BAND IS "WALTZING MATILDA",
'BIG BOY, BIG BOY', AND THE
JAPANESE GENERAL'S SPEECH)

GEEK

(OPENS ITS MOUTH - A DISTORTED,
ELECTRIC CRY OF BLOODLUST COMES
FROM IT AND THEN A HIGH PITCHED
CRY LIKE 'GEEK, GEEK'. SUDDENLY
A CHOOK APPEARS IN ITS HAND AND
WITH A TRIUMPHANT CRY, THE GEEK
BITS OFF THE CHOOK'S HEAD. AFTER
SPITTING OUT THE HEAD, AND STILL
HOLDING THE HEADLESS CHOOK IN ITS
HAND, THE GEEK SMILES TRIUMPHANTLY
AND BLOODILY AND CRIES OUT AGAIN
'GEEK! GEEK')

(BLACKOUT)
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KEN

We were just going home.

FOX

Home? On such a lovely night?
Stay here and see the wedding.
Tonight was made for lovers.
(THE OTHERS INTRODUCE THEMSELVES
TO KEN AND NOREEN)

MARY WATSON

The ghost train is silent now,
skeleton is still. The s
nearly empty. (THINKING SHE
SPOTTED HER BELOVED) r
just a horse in the moonli
This humid wind blowing in
the dry, drought country won't

last long. When the lights are
out, the chill winds will ¢
the sea. (AS IF RECITING A

Peter, Peter, Peter
When are you going to ma

(HOBBS ENTERS WITH BILLY THE ;
HOBBS

Mr. Fox, w.e're ready.
FOX

Ah, good. Ready, Billy?
BILLY

As I will ever be, Mr. !'o*;
FOX

What about Ivory?
HOBES

She's coming by herself -
her bridesmaid.

(HOWARD AND MEMORY MAN
OTHER)

MRS. DAVIES
So I suppose she'll liy

and be known as the Duc
Berkshire?
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FOX
(CAUGHT BY SURPRISE) What was that?
Yes, I guess so. You look off colour,
Mrs. Davies.
MRS. DAVIES

An overdoes of bile, Mr. Fox, I
should be right in a moment.

(IVORY ENTERS. SHE LOOKS AS BEAUTIFUL
AS SHE DID IN THE SIDESHOW ALLEY
SEQUENCE)
FOX
Ivory, you look beautiful. (HE LEADS
HER OVER TO DAHLIA. DAHLIA HOLDS IVORY'S
TRAIN AND HOWARD STANDS NEXT TO BILLY)
FOX
We are gathered here tonight under
the Giant Archer and fairy lights
to celebrate the marriage of Ivory
and Billy the Memory Man.

(HE GOES THROUGH THE WEDDING SERVICE
AND ON TO ...)

I now pronpunce you man and wife.
(THEY KISS)

DAHLIA
Champagne!

(GLASSES AND CHAMPAGNE ARE SHARED
AROUND)

LES
Nice service, Fox.

FOX
Thank you, Les.

(HOBBS AND FOX FIND THEMSELVES TOGETHER,
APART FROM EVERYONE ELSE)

HOBBS

Nice one, sir.
FOX

Thank you, Hobbs.
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HOBBS

I mean, the whole day.

FOX

For a moment it was touch and go -
but we did it. Sorry to put you
through that spot of bother with
the Duke.

HOBBS
It was my fault, sir.

FOX
Nonsense.

HOBBS

It was. There was no union problem,
you see, the Jet Engine never
arrived. The railways lost it.

FOX

(PATTING HIM ON THE SHOULDER) Nice
one, Hobbs. (SUDDEN INSPIRATION,
REVERIE) Perhaps, Hobbs ... the
Royal Show ... it came to me ...

HOBBS
(PLEASED) Another vision, sir?
FOX

Why, yes, Hobbs. Yes. I remember as

a young farm boy lying on my stomach
in an open paddock and noticing, for
the first time, the miniature world

of insects, worms and ants as they
slithered and crawled through a patch
of grass, and I thought to myself

that they must believe they live in

a jungle and their territory is the
whole world. This was a revelation

to me at the time, as intense and
beautiful to me as perhaps a mystical
vision is to the religious. So over-
come was I that I wandered the paddock,
gazing at everything; the dirt, thistles,
rotting timber, cow dung, birds, algae,
stones, sheep, clouds, flowers, and
fungi and seeing it all as a whole
under the harsh, brilliant Australian
sky. Only just then, a few moments
ago, did I recall that day. An
innocent child's vision which is still




FOX
{cont)

as true today, People's Day. Tonight,
conflicts, visions, despair, hopes,
disappointments and dreams have all
coalesced into a vision as intense
and sweet as that day when I was
young.

HOBBS
A wonderful vision, sir.

FOX
My brain is soaked with the perfume
of fairy lights and lovers under
stars, Hobbs. The wax hexagon of
my brain is filled with this honeyed
moment. (PAUSE)

HOBBS

One thing puzzles me, sir. How are
you able to marry people?

FOX
Hobbs, Hobbs, what is this doubt
that troubles you? The President
of the Royal Agricultural Society
can do anything he likes during
the Royal Show.
(PLEASED CRIES FROM WEDDING GUESTS)

HOWARD
(RAISING GLASS, EVERYONE FOLLOWS
SUITE) To Ivory and Billy and
this night of Memories.

ALL

To Ivory and Billy and this night
of Memories!

(THEY DRINK)
(PAUSE)
FOX
The only thing left to do is to blow
out the lights. Pirst, the lights

in the East. (THEY BLOW OUT THE
EASTERN LIGHTS)

2/159.
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(SINGING)
EVERY ROYAL SHOW

Eveny Royal Show

should end in memonries
innocence should be toasted
our enemies forgiven

at Least for an hour or 0.
The magic ether of the heavens
thaps us 4inside its web

until it's time for us Lo go.

FOX
Now the Southern Lights. (THEY ALL BLOW)

ALL

The fairy §Loss has melted
and the barns ane asleep
the stans anre spinits

¢ 0f friends Long since gone.
Tonight, promises are kept
and Love will be as white
and unspoilt as the moon.

FOX
The Northern lights. (THEY ALL BLOW)
ALL

Every summer night

should end in friendship

and Lovers should be

forgiven every sin.

Dankness is khind and gentle
only daylight seeks nevenge.
At dawn we'lL say goodbye

but we'lL never call tonight
on the feelings we had, a Lie.

(PAUSE)
FOX
(QUIETLY) We'll never be as innocent again.

(EVERYONE BLOWS OUT THE LAST REMAINING LIGHTS)
(DARKNESS)




APPENDIX C:
INTERVIEW WITH MAX STAFFORD-CLARK

Conducted via telephone on August 22, 2013. Rebecca Clode. Topic: Qur Country’s
Good.

RIG: As I mentioned, I've been writing about the production history of Our
Country’s Good. In 2011 1 spent five weeks in London researching this work and I was
lucky enough to watch a video recording of the production you directed for The Young
Vic (1998). Unfortunately, though, I haven’t had the opportunity to see your most recent

production, and so some of my questions today will relate to this.

When you first directed Our Country's Good, alongside The Recruiting Officer, and I'm
talking now about the 1988 Royal Court production(s), Our Country’s Good was a new

play. What has it been like returning to the play now, much later, in 2012 and 2013?

M.S-C. Well, in 2012 and indeed 2014 we’re reviving the same production to go
to Minneapolis and Toronto. So, it’s a question that I'm ofien asked. Of course, the
difference is that the actors are different, but also is strange this time ‘round is that
we’ve come politically full cycle, that David Cameron and the Chancellor of the
Exchequer, George Osborne, have done more harm to the infrastructure of theatre in
three years than Margaret Thatcher managed in three terms in office. So we are again in
a time when the theatre itself is under particular threat, with funding cuts and cut-backs
and so on. And where the value of theatre, which is trumpeted by Our Country’s Good,
is a particular apposite message. Also the play is now an established classic which
makes a difference because there are a lot of students who have been studying it among

the audience. So it’s a much younger demographic than I think we had originally.

R.C. [Clarifying] in terms of ... It’s on the School Curriculum now, as a set text?...

M.S-C. Yes, as an established modern classic.

R.C. How about the script? Has that changed significantly since the original?
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Things That Fall Over

- an (anti-)musical of a novel inside a reading of a play, with footnotes, and oratorio-as-coda -
or

a triathlon for ensemble performance

text and original lyrics by Peta Murray
music (original and arranged) by Peta Williams
To be followed by: Swansong!!!The Musical!!!
An Oratorio-as-Coda
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VERITY: (CALLING) Go. Go then. (PAUSE)? Will someone enter?
This paper is insufficient. Where is my Lady Typist? Oh, for a
doula! I must lie down. Someone? Anyone? Doctor....?

FiXi; A faint, mechanical barking.

VERITY: Is that you, Skippy? When all others fail me, there you are, my
faithful friend. Mummy is coming. Mummy is here...

VERITY totters off.

SCENARIO 8: IN WHICH THE ARRIVAL OF OUR COSTUMIER
& LX DESIGNER, IN TANDEM WITH AN ACTOR (LW) FROM THE
WOMEN'S UNDERGROUND OPENS NEW POSSIBILITIES.

NOTES:

20





















































































































MANNIE:
RABBIT:

VERITY:
NURSIE:
RABBIT:
VERITY:
NURSIE:
RABBIT:

VERITY:
NURSIE:

RABBIT:

MANNIE:

RABBIT:

Beast. Monster!

(V/O) Defective immediately. Gender is snot fluid.
Sexuality is snot fluid. Each must decide and
commit. Today. Okay?

Saints and martyrs. Orlando! Where is my O?
Listen. There’s more.

(V/O) Collections will begin in a whipcrack.
Collections. What are collections?

Don't ask.

(V/O) Youse ask: What are collections? Collections
are collections. Suppositories have been stablished
in every shire.

Suppositories?

He means repositories. Listen...

(V/O) Women, Intersexual and Queer Persons have
one hour to uprender their jottings pacifically, for
scamming into a state arch-hive.

In Lisbeth's name, spare us...

(V/O) After which, all nannyscripts and publications
will be burned, and their authors plugged against
further bursts of creative throughput!

At this, VERITY faints.

NURSIE:

RABBIT:

MANNIE:

RABBIT:

MANNIE:

NURSIE:

Madam... Madam! Do you hear me?

(V/O) And now for the weather. You may clock
clearing skies, and sunshine. This is because I am
now consuming all your cloud services into one
WTF of an Imperial Cloud for my sclusive juice! I
repeat...

Turn him off!

(V/O) Smiley Face. It's Phony’s Face. Smiley Face.
It's Phony’s Face ...

The network’s....gone...

She’s out cold. Help me.

MANNIE and NURSIE lift VERITY onto the bed.




























































THE WEAVER covers herself with the dust of the shredded books.

THE WEAVER: Fools! You must stay. Resist. Resist....
ORLA: (V/O) I can'’t hold it. This terrible wind...
VERITY: Doula!!!

THE WEAVER: Fools! Fools...

As the women leave The Wunderkind slips in amongst them, and out of the
building. The door slams shut, leaving The Weaver and Vedova behind.

DOCTOR: Master Kinderwind... What is doing... ? What is...?

RABBIT: (V/O) Thrills and spills! Bread and circuses... Seize
her... All shall be holly-day. Youse ask... what is a
holly day? It is a day when I show youse hollow-
grams... Youse ask: What is hollow-grams...?
Come an’ see... Come an’ see...

OPEN WEAVE: The fabric of the work breaks down here as the
women question the text, the unfolding story line.
They break out of character. No one is quite sure
how to continue. An Interval is called. All ascend.
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VERITY:
ORLA:
VERITY:

ORLA:

VERITY:

ORLA:

VERITY:

| manage.
If only you would submit to transcription.

Orla! This is my last work. No machines. [ must
inscribe it myself.

A pen is a machine. It too is a tool. Here... see what
I made for you? I call it The Great Dictator™.

Orla!
It is a jest. Let me show you how it works...

Hush dear... How may I grasp my thoughts while
you prattle so? Oh...

Again, VERITY drops her pen.

VERITY:
ORLA:
VERITY:
ORLA:
VERITY:
ORLA:
VERITY:
ORLA:

VERITY:

ORLA:
VERITY:

ORLA:

VERITY:

ORLA:

My quill? Orla?

There, darling.

Where?

Do you not see it?

No, yet... I feel it still.

Oh Saints. If only there were a bigger tool?
There is. It's not for me.

Why so?

Silly O! We have no swans behind our Feathery
Fence.

A swan feather?

Geese. Yes. Many geese. Small geese. Such incy-
wincy geese. ..

‘Tis true. You'd grasp a Swan Quill. And then you'd
marry heart to hand? Eh?

‘Tis a consummation devoutly to be wished ... ¥’

Wished! Yes!!! V! I have news. Nursie and I- we-
have been studying...

46 3 = 3 : s = P .
The Great Dictator is a comic and satirical film by Charlie Chaplin released in October

1940.

7 From the great soliloquy in Hamlet, by William Shakespeare, Act 3, Scene 1.





















NURSIE:
ORLA:
NURSIE:

MANNIE:

VERITY:

ORLA:
NURSIE:

You love her.

With my life.
Mannie?

[ am a Lady Typist.
Orla? Orla?

[ am here, Verity...

Distract her. Soothe her. Do whatever is in your
power to do... Come Mannie. I'll need your help.

MANNIE and NURSIE exit.

ORLA:

VERITY:

ORLA:

SOLO:

ORLA:

What would a doula do...? (RECITES) The Swan.
By Rainer Maria Rilke. “This labouring of ours with
all that remains undone, as if still bound to it, is like
the lumbering gait of the swan. And then our dying
— releasing ourselves from the very ground on which
we stood — is like the way she hesitantly lowers
herself into the water. It gently receives her, and
gladly yielding, flows back beneath her, as wave
follows wave...””

Terrible echo! How shall I hear myself sing...?

Very well. I'll say no more. Let me turn your pages.

THE VERITABILE: ORLA’S SONG

Let me turn your pages,
As you still turn my head.
1, your rock of ages,

You, my feather bed.

52 . , . . .
The Swan, by Rainer Maria Rilke, continues: “.. while she, now wholly serene and sure,

with regal composure, allows herself to glide.” This translation, from the original in
German, (gendered pronouns amended by PM) is by Joanna Macy and Anita Burrows.
Accessed at www.poemhunter.com/best-poems/rainer-maria-rilke/the-swan-2/
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SWANSONGINTHE MUSICALI

- AN ORATORIO FOK LATE BLOOMERJ -

Text by Peta Murray
Music by Peta Williams

© February 2014

ENSEMBLE

THE WEAVER: a story-teller

THE CHILD: a young girl

THE SWAN OF VERITY: a swan-woman

THE ETERNAL VERITIES: a ‘girl group’ styled trio
THE SWANSINGERS: a women'’s chorus
KEYBOARD

STRING TRIO: violin, viola, cello

ELECTRIC BASS

PERCUSSION

UKULELES
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APPENDIX F:
PROGRAMME FROM PREMIERE PRODUCTION OF TTFO

Footscray Community Arts Centre presents

S

A triathlon for ensemble performance

Concerwed and debvered by PETA MURRAY
Music original and arranged, by PETA WILLLAMS
Choreography Sy ROBIN LALGE

Musical Direction and Folry by JO TREVATNAN
Desige, Artwerk snd Special £fects by JANE MURPHY
Costumier. AUCE PROWSE

Lighting Desige. RACHEL BURKE

Production Manager: MADGE FLETCHER

Stage Manager BINOY GREEN

Aarsl Enthuniast N33 KEEVE

Avgio Engmesr BEX VARCOE
Videographer: SUE ROBERTS

SATURDAY March 1, 2014 F CAC

FOOTSCRAY
5 part of A y C Y COMMUNITY
Art Congrw s twrnatons Womes 3 Doy ARTS
Program and 00 Sethcay cotbratons CENTRE













