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CHARACTERS 

RILEY 16 Student in Year 12 

SAM 17 Student in Year 12 

MARIANNE 43 Lawyer, Mother of Riley 

ROBERT 47 Politician, Father of Riley 

JOHN 59 Fisherman 

GARRY 62 English, Antique Dealer 

SETTING 

Almost Western Australia 

TIME 

Almost The Present 

The Play Spans Two Winter Months 

Everything in this play is fiction 
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1 MOTHER SHARKS 

John and Robert, John's living 

room. There is maritime debris 

as well as knick-knacks and 

objects through the space— an 

overwhelming sense of clutter. 

The men are seated and drinking. 

John smokes near an open window. 

The ocean is close by.  

JOHN 

I hate the ocean, it's too big and I've seen too 

much of it. I was a private fisherman until working 

for your guys in the cull, going out every morning 

to check the catch and shoot stuff. The first time, 

six months ago or abouts, it was the first shark we 

went to that day. It's just big fishing really. 

What's the biggest fish you ever caught? 

ROBERT 

A blowie. But it was blown up [indicating with his 

hands] pretty big.  

JOHN 

Yeah so imagine the blowie keeps on blowing up— this 

is like four thousand times that. It's on the line 

when we get there and it's fucking huge, biggest 

we've ever seen, easily over the three meter kill 

size so we don't even check. We just shoot it in the 

head and drag it up the ramp. Have you ever seen a 

tiger shark? 

ROBERT 

No. 

JOHN 

I reckon they're underrated. They're much nicer than 

great whites anyway. Great whites are these fucking 

ugly things. Look like all the worst rugby players 

you've ever met have been jammed into a fridge with 

razors on the front... Tiger's eat anything they 

can. They're scavengers. Gotta admire that a little 

bit. Them just doing what they can while everyone 

else is looking at more famous sharks. They go into 

these feeding frenzies is why we find so many of 

them on the lines. Two weeks in we had caught sixty-

six tiger sharks and no great whites at all. You 
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gotta feel a bit sorry for the species really, 

scores like that. Sixty-six nil. 

They have stripes, is why they're named tigers. Sort 

of brown and grey once they're out of the water and 

lying on deck, bleeding weird blood from their 

heads. We take them out, pretty far away from the 

lines to dump them. I always get this feeling like 

other sharks must know. I mean, they say they have 

all those sensors, right?  

I'm down on deck and it really is the biggest shark 

I've ever seen so I have to check it out properly. 

It's lying half on its side. Might be sleeping. It 

was a girl shark, old. The underside is soft, not 

like the rough skin over them. I ran my hand down 

its belly, just to, feel, I guess, and I swear I did 

feel it. Not a kick like a human, but something. And 

we're still about five minutes away from where we 

want to drop her... I got my knife and ran it 

through and up her stomach. All sorts of shit comes 

out— alien, sci-fi shit, all purple and black until 

a tiny flash of grey and brown. A baby shark riding 

this wave of, I guess, of its mother, out of its 

mother. It's small. Hard to think how many of them 

could have fit inside her, but this was the only one 

alive. Maybe it ate its siblings or something. They 

do that. 

You say we kill them if they're over three meters 

but the baby isn't. Aint that funny? It was over the 

limit when it was part of its mother but since I cut 

it out it's its own thing, and not big enough to 

die, technically. Not officially.  

I grabbed it with both my hands and it bit me. 

Hardly any teeth. I dropped it over the side. I 

don't know if it was ready, like developed enough or 

whatever. But it seemed to swim away, and anything 

is better than dying on deck.  

Beat 

A couple of minutes later we threw its mother over 

the same side of the boat.  

Beat 

I've been doing it to every one since then. Need to 

see what's inside.  
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2 WE LEAVE TONIGHT 

Riley's room. It is pitch black. 

A sliding door opens. The river 

is close by and it is cold. 

Something moves in the darkness. 

There is a heavy thud, like 

something being thrown on the 

floor.  

Riley turns on her bedside 

light. Standing just inside the 

glass door —which leads to an 

outside balcony, and not far 

beyond that, to the river 

itself— is Sam, in heavy jumper, 

jeans, and Docs. She has several 

backpacks and suitcases at her 

feet.  

RILEY 

You're late.  

SAM 

Sorry.  

RILEY 

Only, [checking the time]: seven hours.  

SAM 

All right.  

RILEY 

We had to have Dad's birthday just the three of us.  

SAM 

More cake that way.  

RILEY 

Mum was worried. And of course I couldn't call you 

to ask so we just sat there for a bit, waiting, 

cause you're never late. You're early, actually.  

SAM 

Sorry. Couldn't call.  
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RILEY 

Couldn't find a pay phone? Don't imagine there's 

that many left.  

SAM 

No, not that.  

RILEY 

Sat there for thirty of the most solidly awkward 

minutes of my life before we gave up and figured, 

well, she's probably not coming, might as well eat 

it all— if you can't talk properly settle for the 

sound of digestion, right?  

SAM 

Did you?  

RILEY 

What? 

SAM 

Eat it all? 

RILEY 

Why? You hungry?  

SAM 

Little.  

RILEY 

What am I, your maid?  

SAM 

I didn't mean— 

RILEY 

Where were you, anyway?  

SAM 

Home.  

RILEY 

I was gonna go see if you were there after school, 

but I figured you wouldn't forget to come. You 

really need to get a phone. Give in. 

SAM 

Maybe.  

RILEY 

Or sort out your shit and come back to school. It's 

weird there without you— I'm hanging out in the 
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staff-room.  

Beat.  

What's with the bags? 

SAM 

All my shit.  

RILEY 

We're only going for the weekend.  

Beat.  

We're still going to Rottnest, yeah? Don't cancel on 

me twice and then expect to eat my food.  

Beat.  

SAM 

What's the best thing you ever dreamt of?  

RILEY 

Dunno. Few times I've been a fish, that was cool. 

You? 

SAM 

Once I was a Dinosaur.  

RILEY 

Anything particular? 

SAM 

No, like all of them at once. Huge scaly thing.  

RILEY 

Must have been.  

SAM 

What's the one thing we dreamed together?  

RILEY 

Is this a psych evaluation? Are you counselling me? 

SAM 

I'm serious.  

RILEY 

Is this like, we were both Egyptian in a past life 

or something?  

SAM 

No, this is about this one.  

RILEY 

I give up. Once again I do not know what you are 

talking about.  
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SAM 

Let me bring it down to your level then: I'm talking 

about sailing past Rottnest, I'm talking about more 

than a long weekend, I'm talking about going to the 

place we've always wanted but have been up until now 

too chickenshit to even say out loud properly— 

RILEY 

International waters. 

SAM 

The grand plan... You in?  

RILEY 

Sam. I thought that was a, joke.  

SAM 

What? 

RILEY 

The plan. 

SAM 

I've never made a joke in my life. I'm dead boring. 

I have no sense of humour.  

RILEY 

I thought we were just— 

SAM 

What? 

RILEY 

I don't know— passing time, at school, or something, 

making up shit until the day ends.  

SAM 

Well let's make up some reality for once.  

Beat.  

RILEY 

You're serious? 

SAM 

I've got bags.  

RILEY 

But we can't, just— 

SAM 

Why not?  
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RILEY 

We haven't planned— 

SAM 

We practically have every moment of this mapped 

already, Ry.  

RILEY 

Yeah but it's the not the same as actually— 

SAM 

If we leave tonight— 

RILEY 

Hang on, tonight? 

SAM 

Soon. Slip out without anyone seeing us, in the 

yacht and out of Fremantle by morning. Rottnest in 

the afternoon– 

RILEY 

Wait, Sam, I haven't agreed to— 

SAM 

But you want to, right? I mean, stop me if it's 

because you don't want to? 

RILEY 

I'm in my pyjamas. I was asleep.  

SAM 

No you weren't. You were waiting up.  

Beat.  

RILEY 

Give me a moment to, to think.  

SAM 

You've had your whole life to think. 

RILEY 

You can't just rock up here, in the middle of the 

night, Sam, when I haven't seen you in two days and 

you sneak in, scale the walls—I mean, before I hit 

the light on I was like a little bit sure that I was 

going to get murdered, that this was it, the great 

uprising, protesters claiming their revenge on Dad— 

SAM 

This is it for us.  
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RILEY 

Why? It's just a long weekend, another trip to 

Rottnest  

SAM 

It's more than that. Could be.  

Beat. 

RILEY 

Where have you been, really? 

  

SAM 

Home, like I said.  

RILEY 

Been sitting around scheming, drawing up charts?  

SAM 

Not quite.  

RILEY 

You were supposed to be back today. I, I thought 

you'd be back. I was excited for school first time 

this week.  

SAM 

I'm not coming back.  

RILEY 

When? 

SAM 

At all.  

Pause.  

RILEY 

Twelve-thirty. 

SAM 

What? 

RILEY 

You spring this on me at twelve thirty at night— 

SAM 

Hey, I didn't know how to say that to you— 

RILEY 

Well it's not like this, let me tell you. It's 

daytime, probably, and I'm in clothes, and awake—  



 10 

SAM 

I couldn't get away from Mum. 

RILEY 

What do you mean you aren't coming back? You quit? 

You're getting an apprenticeship, discovered a 

sudden love for plumbing? They expelled you, what? 

SAM 

I'm going back to live with Dad. Mum's sending me.  

RILEY 

Did— did you fight, I mean, did you say no, or 

you're not a kid that they can't just decide your 

future— 

SAM 

That's what my afternoon has been. That's why it's 

twelve thirty, and it's— after all the fighting. I 

want to as well. Kind of.  

Beat.  

RILEY 

When? 

SAM 

Soon. So I can still finish school there. Mum 

thought I was packing these so I'd be ready.  

RILEY 

Why didn't you call? Screw not having a phone— why 

didn't you tell me straight away.  

SAM 

Because I don't know how to say that. 

RILEY 

I wanna come with you.  

SAM 

You can't. You've got your parents here and besides 

they're all assholes over there. You won't like it. 

Come with me now. That's what we can do. We can go 

out there, get rid of all of this. Get out beyond 

this fucking country and all its shit, actually give 

some weight to the idea that we aren't just talking 

shit all the time; that you can live like you want 

to if you try hard. Come on, it has to be now, a 

whole extra day on the water, at Rottnest, before 

anyone even knows what's happening, before Australia 

comes for us. Ry, what did we mean when we were 

planning this if we didn't really want it? 



 11 

RILEY 

I don't know. That we were angry, upset, or 

something.  

SAM 

Well let's choose to not be that anymore. Because 

it's a choice. Either by sunrise nothing ties us 

here, we don't exist, and we can choose whatever we 

want, our own country with just us and proper 

freedom, free of all this history of this place, all 

its rules, things it wants us to be and forget that 

it did. Or we don't, and we stay Australian, under 

their control and they know more about me once I 

leave than you do. 

Beat.  

I want to know what it feels like. Don't you? Once.  

Pause.  

RILEY 

If we get caught I'm saying you kidnapped me.  

SAM 

I'll write you a ransom note, just in case. Like a 

permission slip.  

RILEY 

Good.  

SAM 

You're going to have to get rid of your phone.  

RILEY 

I think I've got the thing we drew up last year— the 

charts and all that, somewhere.  

SAM 

They're in the bags.  

RILEY 

Right.  

Beat.  

SAM 

All the tracking stuff from the Yacht, phones, 

electrics, etc., We'll have to ditch it in the 

water.  

RILEY 

Nobodies gonna know where we are.  

SAM 

Nobody. 
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Beat. 

You sure?  

RILEY 

For once, yeah.  

SAM 

Then hurry up.   

RILEY 

I need to get changed. I need to— we need to prep, 

do stuff.  

SAM 

I've got most of it, and we can pick up stuff on 

Rottnest tomorrow— well, later today, I guess. Food 

and that. You just gotta pack your crap.  

RILEY 

Right.  

Beat.  

What? 

SAM 

Can I steal that food from your fridge while you're 

changing.  

RILEY 

Yeah, sure.  

SAM 

Be quick getting dressed. Come on.  

Sam goes to get food. After Sam 

leaves Riley sits on her bed. She 

gets a piece of paper out from a 

drawer and starts to write on it, 

frantically, trying to get down as 

much as she can. She hears some 

coming back and finishes up what she 

can, then slips the note under her 

pillow and starts to get dressed.  

 

Sam enters, eating cake.  

SAM 

Not dressed?  

RILEY 

Couldn't decide.  

SAM 

Guess you're sailing in that.  
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RILEY 

You go down, start taking your things to the boat. 

I'll join you in a sec.   

SAM 

Why? What are you doing? 

RILEY 

Packing. How longs it s'posed to take again? 

SAM 

Five day round trip.  

RILEY 

Fuck, school is going to be mad— 

SAM 

It's the long weekend.  

RILEY 

We'll be back a day late.  

SAM 

What's one day against a free life, hey? 

RILEY 

I'm gonna need more than just my PJ's.  

SAM 

You'd hope so. Yep.  

Sam picks up her bags.  

See you down there. Be quick.  

RILEY 

You're the one still talking.  

Sam goes out the way she came in. 

Riley is alone. She touches the 

pillow with the note, then starts to 

pack, rapidly.  

 

3 CONTINUITY 

Robert and Marianne's house. 

Marianne is sitting on her 

couch. Garry is walking around 

the room, looking at objects. 

The room is wealthy and 

minimalist, though the clean 

effect is undermined slightly by 

the extension cords and 

television lights that are set 
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up around the room. The lights 

face the couch, as if someone 

had just been filming it, and 

the cords run all through the 

room. Garry is constantly 

checking not to trip. 

In an adjacent room Robert is 

sitting in the dark, watching a 

laptop screen. He looks tired, 

falls in and out of sleep over 

the course of the scene.  

MARIANNE 

We can sell everything apart from the lights.  

GARRY 

Sure.  

MARIANNE 

And the extension cords. Or, maybe one of them is 

ours. I forget how many the TV crew brought. Just a 

rough guide, a guess, please. Thanks for coming all 

the way up.  

GARRY 

An estimate? 

MARIANNE 

Dead reckoning.  

GARRY 

Excuse me? 

MARIANNE 

Oh, nothing. It's a sailing term. Dead reckoning. 

Means when you are just guessing how far and fast 

you are going instead of actually measuring. It's 

sort of a family joke. Sorry.  

GARRY 

I get it.  

MARIANNE 

Thank you. Nobody believes that we made jokes before 

all this, you know. Or that we can sail, that the 

girls could. But we can. We can sail and laugh and 

we are bloody good at both.  

GARRY 

Of course.   

Garry picks up an empty photo-frame. 






