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Writers Notes – The Daly River Girl  
  
  
The Daly River Girl began its life in 2013 over a cup of tea with my fellow arts peer 
Ben Graetz.   
  
He suggested I write a play. I thought that this was ridiculous as I had never written a 
play in my entire life. I had been writing poems, bits and pieces here and there for 
my own therapeutic reasons for many years, but never a play. Ben was not deterred 
and encouraged me to collate all the pieces and then continue to just write, write, 
write without rhyme or reason.   
  
It has taken four years to get to now. Besides the fact it is a New Work and needed 
numerous creative developments. I would have to leave it alone for months at a time 
because bringing memories to the surface that I thought had been safely locked 
away in my brain, brought up so much emotional pain. Also believing that I could 
actually write a play!  
  
Alex and I have worked together over many years on many projects. We found an 
unspoken language and respect for each other’s craft and knew we could work 
together on The Daly River Girl with an ease not easily found on any given creative 
project.   
  
I would like to thank Ben Graetz and Franchesca Smith with whom it all 
began. Sandra Thibodeaux. Alana Valentine and Andrea James who I worked with 
as part of the Yellamundie Writers Festival. Sean Pardy & the Browns Mart Team. 
Brad Fawcett for his many tireless out of work hours. All the amazing Creative 
Team and Stage Manager, Rachal van Wyk. Also to my incredibly talented sister 
Jacqueline Marranya for the Life Journey Map artwork.  And to the audience who 
have come to see The Daly River Girl.  
  
I dedicate my play to the memory of Elinor Boyd and for my two beautiful children 
Josiah Rose & Tyla Rose.  
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Writing The Daly River Girl was an experience all its own.  
  
The many hours sitting at a computer and writing is very lonely. Starting with a blank 
page daunting.  
  
Choosing the subject matter and deciding to write about it.  
  
Some stories came easier than others. At the beginning stopping myself from editing 
as I went along was a challenge.  
  
Ben Graetz with whom it all began, saying to me over a cup of tea. You should write 
a play. Just write, write, write without rhyme or reason was very difficult for me. As I 
would think that sounds absolutely ridiculous, stupid, silly! Also fighting with the 
computers inbuilt grammer would drive me nuts!!!  
  
You know when it has a squiggly red or blue line? Well my little but of wanting 
everything perfect got in the way. Also, the fact that I would write something not the 
proper grammatical way.  
  
We as aboriginal people don't use commas or full stops all the time. If you going to 
say something, you say it straight through with emotion, passion, straight 
forwardness.  
  
This was a very interesting time in creative development workshops with the 
amazing, professional dramaturge people I worked with over the past four years.  
  
One of the hardest experiences of writing my play was bringing up all the years of 
pain and anger inside me.  
  
You never know what an audience’s reaction will be.  
  
I hope it will share some laughter, sorrow, acceptance and empowerment.  
  
Upon saying that. Anything we do is open to criticism. Which is a good thing. As it 
makes us start a conversation, an open dialogue. A debate.  
  
Conversations, debates, bring forth feelings and emotions that may have been 
purposefully left dormant for the fear of retribution.  
  
To me it doesn't feel like a personal story, as it is about many people’s personal 
story. Black, White, Brindle, Young, Old or In between.  
  
My story is not unique.  
  
But it is my own personal story.  
  
Written by Tessa Rose, 2017 
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Scene 5 - The White Wedding 

Map Line #3  

My foster family one was very loving, kind and strict in a Seventh Day Adventists 
way. There was no radio as that had devils music, no TV, the only thing we were 
allowed to watch was the news and the cricket, hence my love of cricket, this is in 
the days of Dennis Lillie and Rod Marsh just to name a few.   
 
The Australians were playing against other greats like the West Indies and 
PAKISTAN and Imran Khan was the captain (what an absolute spunk) I was about 
12 and thought he was the next best thing since sliced bread. 
 
Because of those restrictions, I became an avid cricket fan, also because my foster 
brothers and I played backyard cricket after school and on the weekends. 
 
(She smashes the ball for 6! Howzat!!!) 
 
My foster brothers would say you’re only barracking for them because they are 
black!! And you know what, I was because I finally had something to connect to that 
was the same colour as me. 
 
Foster family one had an elder daughter. She fell in love with a guy whose little sister 
went to the same private school as me, same grade and we were best friends. When 
they decided to get married we were both asked to be flower girls.  
 
(Screaming, hugging, excitedly jumping up and down, talking over the top of each 
other) 
 
We are going to be flower girls, I know, I know. I wonder what our dresses will 
be like. I hope they are pink no no no purple. I reckon we will have ringlets, Oh 
no that means sleeping in curlers. I wonder if we get to wear some eye 
shadow. 
 
I couldn’t wait for the day to arrive. Weddings were fun with lots of yummy food, the 
big wedding cake with fancy icing decorations.  
 
Our dresses where made of crisp pink taffeta that rustled as you walked. Shoes with 
lace and pearl buttons, like princess’s ballet slippers. Both homes were reaching 
fever pitch as we counted down the days. 
 
Tallulah, Tallulah love come and sit on mothers lap. 
 
I need to tell you something.  
 
You know that you are my precious little girl.  
 
Your big sister thinks it would be best if you are not in the bridal party, I am so 
sorry. She said you could be an usher, wont that be nice. You could stand at 
the front door and greet everyone as they arrive. 
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The Daly River Girl 
 
Prologue 
Silhouetted projection within Life Circle Map of mummy and daughter doing ‘Ring a Rosy’. It 
will incorporate sounds of children’s laughter blended into school yard sounds.   
 
Scene 1 - School Yard 
 
(From behind the Scrim) 
 
Hey BOONG! Looks like you walked into Ayres Rock with your big flat nose. 

Tallulah lula lula is ugly, ugly, ugly. 

No I’m not. 

You don’t even know one plus one you’re so dumb. 

Yes I do it’s…. 

Nar nar na nar nar Look at your eyebrows they’re so thick, your legs are so skinny. 

Didn’t you have a shower Tallulah? Look at your skin it’s all dirty. 

(Stepping in front of the Scrim) 

I was this little aboriginal girl amongst a sea of white kids that didn’t know what was going 
on. 

(Classroom) 

Tallulah! Off with the fairies again? If I have to ask you one more time to pay attention, 
you will have to take your desk and work outside the classroom. Then we will see how 
clever you are without any help. Do I make myself clear? 

Yes Mrs. Do Good 

I’m trying to pay attention but I can’t stop thinking about the nasty names the kids were 
calling me at recess. 

Boong, boong, ugly, ugly, dirty, dirty, dumb, dumb, dumb. 

Right! Tallulah! I warned you. Now take your desk and yourself outside.  

Yes Mrs. Do Good.  

Don’t answer me back, and I want everything completed when the bell goes. If it is not 
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finished and all correct you will be sent to the Principal’s office for the CANE!!! Do you 
understand me? 

(Confused pause) 

Have you forgotten your manners as well? What do you need to say? You need to say yes 
Mrs. Do Good.   

I’ve finished everything, look Mrs. Do Good…  Jimmy White well done excellent work, Patty 
White fantastic good girl, Audrey White 20 out of 20 again. Now Tallulah, let’s see what 
we have here. Wrong! Wrong! Wrong! 

Tallulah to the principal’s office, Tallulah to the principal’s office immediately. 

 Scene 2 - Mummy 

(Sound of magpies in the distance, warm light through kitchen window, sound of taxi leaving 
on gravel, daytime) 

(An actor being a four year old girl is centre stage on her knees with arms outstretched 
screaming together with crow sound effects) 

The life map centre circle pulsates red. 

Mummy, mummy, mummy 

The life map centre circle loses its red colour and as the actor speaks one life map line 
gradually lights up # 1 

The first memory I have is me screaming…screaming as I look through the open window 
after being dropped off to Foster Family One’s House. (pause) I was being held in my foster 
mother’s arms while my real mummy was in a taxi reversing away as I watched. Squirming, 
no! No! No! Please don’t leave me here with these people…  

Life was okay but as a Seventh Day Adventist there was grace at breakfast, a prayer at lunch 
and by evening we were on our knees, in the lounge room, counting our blessings. Night 
time though was a very different story, I was afraid of the dark… 

Falling, falling, falling down a cold damp dark abyss, help! help! help! Please!!! there is 
nothing to grab nothing to hold onto just falling and falling faster and faster twisting, 
turning, rolling, spinning around and around, then the jarring of crashing and tossing being 
flung here and there and then the gentle rising and falling until there is stillness.  
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Why at the age of 3 was I having these nightmares that would incite bloodcurdling screams? 

Well not that being dragged from Daly River to Darwin, Meekatharra to Karalundi, 
abandoned by my mother, separated from my sisters then left with a bunch of strangers had 
anything to do with it. 

Foster Family One:  6 years 
Foster Family Two:  2 years 
Foster Family Three:  1 year 
Boarding School:  1 year 
Foster Family Four:  1 year 
 
Those bloodcurdling screams became screams of independence. 

Scene 3 - Darwin 

After months of non-compliance I was expelled from boarding school at the age of 15. 

Foster Mum Four said… love you will have to go back to Daly River till the end of the year, 
then you can come back to Perth.  

End of the year! Six months! That’s a lifetime in a remote community with only one shop, a 
school, a Church full of nuns. I had to get out. 

Daily phone calls full of pleading and crying didn’t help… my redeeming salvation came in 
the form of…  

(Actor makes heavenly Sound) 
 
Map Line # 1 Complete 
  

The Life Map’s center radiates. 

The welfare man 

Darwin here I come. 

My sister and I made Daisy Yamirr Hostel our base, breakfast, lunch and dinner happened 
whether you were there or not, 9 o’clock was lock out, if you missed this curfew you were 
left outside till dawn.  

We would strut our stuff at Gardens Oval to watch the footy every weekend. I grabbed the 
attention not only of one particular player, but an agent spotted me and I became Darwin’s 
leading Indigenous model.  
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The Daly River Girl 

I would rock up to a gig with my crusty one high heels, a bit of lipstick which took care of my 
lips, blusher and eye shadow 
(Successful moment on the catwalk – Addicted to Love song by Robert Palmer) 

The Life Map Animates. 

FX - Sledgehammer changes by incorporating sound effects of punches to the body, body 
punch thuds, slaps. 

(The actor is reacting to each sound - physically and vocally moving backwards with fear in 
her eyes she stumbles and falls to the ground) 

(Being Boyfriend) 

I’m Sorry 
I Love You 
You know I love you 

I’m Sorry 
I love you 
I didn’t mean to 

I’m Sorry 
I Love You 
It’s just that you are so beautiful 

I’m Sorry 
Please Don’t Leave Me 

I’m Sorry 
I Love you 
It Won’t Happen Again 
I Promise It Will Never Happen Again 

I LOVE YOU 
I LOVE YOU 
I LOVE YOU 

(Beat, beat, beat) 

I love you too. 
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Scene 4 – Rag Doll 

Projection of Tallulah skipping and laughing. 

A new Life Map Journey Line starts to light up # 2 

Tallulah had been given a Rag Doll that had hair like hers, big brown eyes like hers, bony 
little arms and legs with nobly knees, and a patchwork dress so intricately and beautifully 
made with buttons that had beaming smiles. 

When Tallulah was given this Rag Doll her eyes opened up as big and bright as a full moon 
and twinkled like stars!  

Tallulah could not take her eyes off this Rag Doll this Rag Doll that had been given to her, 
she was unable to speak, she could only stare in wonderment. She touched her face, her 
hair, kissed her cheeks and squeezed her so so tight! (then she slowly and very gently 
pulled her away from her tight embrace, her little heart beating fast as she dared to look 
at her again, one of confusion and joy) Her Rag Doll was brown, the same as her own 
beautiful brown skin. (She could not stop staring at her, she hugged her again, then took 
her gently away from her chest and cautiously held her up and looked deep into her eyes, 
their faces almost touching) and with the gentleness of a new mother laying her baby to 
rest so did Tallulah with her Rag Doll. Her little lips quivered, tears rolled down and spilled 
onto her Rag Dolls cheeks, (she gently bent down and kissed her again) I love you. 

FX - Echo Tallulah’s laughter 

Tallulah took Rag Doll wherever she went. They loved playing in the rain, they splashed and 
danced in muddy puddles and bubble baths and would always fall asleep talking and 
laughing, looking at the moon and twinkling stars. Rag Doll and Tallulah would always be 
together, laughing about the bumps and bruises from seesaws and swings… and then one 
day Tallulah’s Rag Doll was missing… 

FX - Underscore 

Tallulah searched and searched to no avail. 

‘Where was she where could she be? I know she is a little less perfect, a few buttons 
missing, her hair chopped, one arm dangling, dirt on her face from puddles and chocolate 
birthday cakes’ 
 
FX - Bang of Metal Donation Bin. 
 
LX - Snap Lighting change to a cold shaft of white light. 
 
Life Journey Map Starts Spinning. 

 






