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SCENE ONE

FROM UTTER DARKNESS, A CONFUSINGLY SLOW FADE-UP ON A
COUPLE TUSSLING AND WRITHING TOGETHER ON AND OFF THEIR
FEET. IT IS NOT APPARENT FOR A WHILE WHETHER THEY ARE
ENGAGED IN A STRUGGLE OR AN EMBRACE. AS THE LIGHT SLOWLY
LIFTS IT BECOMES CLEAR IT IS THE LATTER. EVENTUALLY THEY
PULL APART, LOOKING AT EACH OTHER, A LITTLE PUFFED. THE
MAN MOVES TO THE FRONT OF THE STAGE AND LOOKS OUT, AS
THOUGH THROUGH A WINDOW

NELLIE Get away from the window.
MALACHI Why?

NELLIE Come away.

MALACHI There’s no-one out there.
NELLIE Come away

MALACHI Just scrub and salt
NELLIE You come away from there
MALACHI I love the smell of salt
NELLIE You can’t smell salt
MALACHT I can

NELLIE You're wicked

SHE PULLS HIM BY THE ARM AWAY FROM THE WINDOW AND TRYS TO
CHECK THAT NO ONE IS OUT THERE FROM A SAFE DISTANCE

MALACHI I'm telling you there’s not a soul
out

there

NELLIE CONTINUES TO PEER ANXIOUSLY THROUGH THE WINDOW
FROM A FEW FEET AWAY

Go on then, if you’re going to, take
proper look
HE PUSHES HER RIGHT INTO THE WINDOW. NELLIE FREEZES
NELLIE He'’'s coming

MALACHI Where



NELLIE By the Woods Well road

MALACHT Where

NELLTE Look

MALACHI That’s not him

NELLTE It is him

MALACHI That'’s Devaney'’s black-fella

NELLIE No it’s him. He’'s got the girls cases
with him

MALACHI Where’'s the girl...

NELLIE You know it’s him

MALACHI He's miles away

NELLIE He can see us

MALACHI He can’'t see a thing from there

NELLIE There’s the girl. Look, there’s the
girl

MALACHIT Where?

NELLIE Get out from the window

HE WRAPS HIS ARMS ROUND HER INSTEAD

...Malachi
MALACHI Come here
NELLIE No....He’'s seen me. He’'s seen the

white of me. Get away
SHE TRIES TO PUSH HIM AWAY

Malachi..
MALACHI SLIDES DOWN HER BODY AND EMBRACES HER ROUND THE
WAIST FROM THE FRONT. NELLIE STARES OUT THE WINDOW LIKE A
RABBIT CAUGHT IN THE HEAD LIGHTS

NELLIE He’'s seen me...

MALACHI IS NUZZLING INTO HER BELLY



MALACHI

NELLIE

MALACHI

He’'s seen me...

Smile at him

I can’'t

Go on smile at him

HE BITES INTO HER STOMACH

NELLIE

MALACHI

NELLIE

MALACHI

He'’'s reached the gate. Malachi, he’'s
reached the gate

Wave to him..
I can’'t

Wave to him

NELLIE SMILES AND WAVES OUT THE WINDOW. MALACHI CARRIES
HER BACKWARDS ON HIS KNEES

NELLIE

wave

MALACHI

NELLIE

MALACHI

NELLIE

Oh that was stupid...that was stupid.
Why would I wave to him...I never

to him
sshh

Waving like a queen out her carriage
window..I’'d never do that, not if I
didn’t have something to hide, not if
I didn’'t have a black haired succubus
clinging on to me like a crab...

shh

He knows about us. He looks at me
daggers.

MALACHI STARTS UNDOING HER SKIRT

doing

What are you doing. What are you

SHE DOES IT BACK UP AGAIN. HE STARTS UNBUTTONING HER

BLOUSE

MALACHI

I've got to go

He’'s got the horse to put away



NELLTE No Malachi

MALACHI He’'ll be ages yet

NELLIE I've got to go

SHE SUCCUMBS TO HIS EMBRACE. JANE, THE NEW DOMESTIC HELP,
WALKS INTO THE ROOM, DRESSED IN HER TRAVELLING CLOTHES.

SHE STOPS AND STARES WHEN SHE SEES THEM. THEY STARE BACK
AT HER. SHE TURNS AND GOES STRAIGHT OUT AGAIN



SCENE TWO

NELLIE IS INSTRUCTING JANE IN THE RUNNING OF THE HOTEL.
NELLIE, AN EX DOMESTIC HERSELF, HAS NEVER EMPLOYED A
DOMESTIC BEFORE. THEY ARE ABOUT THE SAME AGE, IN THEIR
LATE TWENTIES. JOHN IS SITTING AT THE TABLE.

NELLIE

JANE SAYS NOTHING

JANE

NELLIE

JANE

NELLIE

up

JANE

NELLIE

I expect of course the highest
possible standard. You come highly
recommended, but I assure you you'll
find a very different set of
circumstances here than your soft
town job. This is the end of the
earth.

We spent hours choosing between the
all the young women leaping at the
chance to take this position, didn’t
we John? There is a glut of girls at
the present moment, a world wide glut
and one can take one’s pick. I hope
you won’t take it in the wrong way if
I tell you I personally was in favor
of a Miss Beatrix Zwager who was
younger than you, and fresh off the
boat and very eager to please.

I'm eager to please.

She played the piano accordion and
the banjo mandolin. Do you play an
instrument?

No.

But John was impressed by the glowing
creature painted by Mr. Macbride in
his letter. Let’s hope you can live

to it.
I'll do my best ma’am.

People often turn up at two or three
o’'clock in the morning, wanting a bed
and something to eat, so your nights
are not your own, your nights belong
to the hotel just like your days do.
I hope Mr. Macbride communicated that
to you.



JANE

NELLIE

He said it would be hard work.

At meal-times you will sit in the
green chair nearest the stove and be
careful not to over-indulge in small
talk.

JANE LOOKS AT THE GREEN CHAIR NEAREST THE STOVE.
JOHN IS SITTING ON IT

JANE

NELLIE

JANE

NELLIE

JANE

NELLIE

JANE EXITS.

...Are you overly fond of talking?

I wouldn’'t say so.

My husband doesn’t like idle gossip.
I'm sure I'm no gossip Mrs. Robinson.
I have a strong devotion to the

church.

A cardinal sin in domestics is their
constant chitter chatter.

I rarely feel the need to chat.

You can bring your luggage in through
the kitchen.

JOHN AND NELLIE SIT FOR A MOMENT IN SILENCE.



SCENE THREE

JANE ENTERS CARRYING AN ENORMOUS LOAD OF BAGGAGE IN BOTH
HANDS AND SHAKING HER HEAD TO AND FRO TRYING TO ESCAPE A
FLY BUZZING ROUND HER FACE. MALACHI EMERGES AS IF FROM
NOWHERE AND CATCHES THE FLY IN HIS HANDS

JANE

Thank-you

MALACHI SHAKES HIS CUPPED HANDS

MALACHI

It's angry now.

JANE MAKES TO GO ON HER WAY

let

JANE

MALACHI

JANE

MALACHI

JANE

MALACHI

JANE

MALACHI

JANE

MALACHI

JANE

Shall T kill it for you or shall I
it go?

Kill it please. The fewer flies there
are the better.

How shall I kill it?

I don’t mind.

What sort of death is the most
appropriate for a fly?

I don’t much want to squash it...I
don't like to get my hands mucky...

perhaps if I cut off all its air, it
might suffocate...

Perhaps.

But I wouldn’t be much use to anyone
for a couple of hours, would I,
sitting with my hands cupped.

Just let it go if you’d prefer.

And if T kill it we shall have to
have a burial service and the burial
services in these parts are very
elaborate.

oh?

You’ve not heard of them?

No.



MALACHI

JANE

MALACHI

JANE

MALACHI

The natives set great store by their
burial practices.

I should get these cases-

They put it up a tree.

Put what up a tree?

The body. First they smoke it, then
they take off it’s skin like it was
pants and a cardigan, and they prop

the poor remains in a tree, looking
out to the ocean......

HE PAUSES FOR EFFECT

JANE

MALACHI

JANE

It’s not wise to go bird-watching in
the Coorong.

Why do they do that?
Why? I don’t know Miss..
Macmanamin. Jane Macmanamin. I should

very much like to see one of those
burial trees Mr.Martin.

JANE EXITS WITH THE CASES. MALACHI ABSENT-MINDEDLY

SQUASHES THE FLY.
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SCENE FOUR

A FEW DAYS LATER, IN THE EVENING. NELLIE IS PEELING
APPLES TO PUT IN A PIE. JANE IS SEWING. JOHN IS DRINKING
STEADILY.

NELLIE You should have seen them John. Last
night in the bar. Jane.. and Malachi.

JANE LOOKS UP FROM HER SEWING
His arm brushed against hers as she

was pouring the beer and she dropped
the whole jug..

JANE No..

NELLIE I saw you.

JANE He bumped me.

NELLIE You blushed.

JANE I was embarrassed.

NELLIE There’s no need to be embarrassed.
JANE . .About the jug, I was embarrassed

about dropping the jug.

NELLIE You could do worse than him Jane.
It’s not like men are crawling out of
the wood-work are they?

JANE No.

NELLIE What do you think of him?

JANE He’'s alright.

NELLIE Go on

JANE He’s.. quite entertaining

NELLIE Do you like his physique?

JANE aahh..

NELLIE He’'s short, but he’s very powerful.
JANE I suppose so
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NELLIE

and

JANE

NELLIE

JANE

NELLIE

JOHN

NELLIE

Not much neck, but big strong arms
shoulders. Wouldn’'t you say?

.Like a bull

Yes like a bull. Do you like bulls?
Oh I don’t mind them

The very first time we met him, I saw
him 1ift the back of a box-cart all
by himself, remember that John.

No not really.

Oh you remember. We got stuck coming
round the coast road.

JOHN DOESN’'T RESPOND

The waves were pounding into us, I
almost had the sea in my lap, when
Malachi appeared out of nowhere. He
stood knee deep in the sand and
heaved and you could see the chords
in his neck, stretched like piano
wire, and the cart began to rise into
the air, I’'ve never seen a man soO
strong...

PAUSE. JOHN IS STARING AT HER. NELLIE SEEMS OBLIVIOUS

I fitted a waist-coat for him, and
his chest is 1like a wine barrel, and
so broad, and the muscles in his
shoulders and his arms are so big
that he can’t touch his hands behind
his back. They just don’'t reach, try
as he might they remain at least a
foot apart. If he ever did anything
bad, and the law came for him, they’d
never get hand-cuffs on him, not
behind his back, they’d have to use
two pairs to cover the span.

...And you’'d be a match for him Jane,
more than a match

THEY SIT IN SILENCE. NELLIE KEEPS PEELING AND SLICING THE
APPLES FOR THE PIE. JOHN KEEPS DRINKING STEADILY

MALACHI ENTERS.

THEY SIT FOR A MOMENT THEN JANE GETS UP.
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