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SCENE ONE 
 
Leonie’s room.  The walls are covered in posters of teen stars of soap and pop, mostly 
female, and mostly Delta Goodrem.  The room is messy, with empty packets of 
biscuits, cans of diet coke, clothes and magazines littered about.  The bed is unmade.  
The desk is swamped by a messy computer set-up that sprawls over half the room.  
There is also an old phone. 
 
Leonie arrives home from school and throws her bag off.  She wears a shapeless 
long-sleeved T-shirt and jeans, her hair is flung up in a bad ponytail.    
 
LEONIE: (yelling out the door)  Whatever, Dad, I’ve got things to do, okay?  I 

SAID hello.  She’s not my friend anyway, she’s your friend.  I’ve got 
my own friends. 

 
She slams the door shut.  Turns her computer on.  Takes a packet of chocolate biscuits 
out of her bag.  They’re a bit melted. 
 
 I got friends, what I don’t have is a FRIDGE.  (to herself)  Tightarse. 
 
She eats a biscuit, sits at the computer and logs on.  A piece of paper is pushed under 
the door.  She picks it up as though she has done this many times before. 
 
 (reading)  “I refuse to speak to you through a door, that’s no way to 

communicate.”  HOW WOULD YOU KNOW?   
 
She sits down at the computer finishes logging on. 
 
 (at her father outside)  YOU’RE NOT MY MOTHER.   

Okay. 
 
She is set up, ready to start her work.   
She takes out a magazine with Delta Goodrem on the cover.  She looks at it with great 
satisfaction.   
She takes out another four copies.  Puts them where she can see them as she types. 
 
 (typing)  Post number one thousand nine hundred and ninety-four. 

Hi, it’s me.  Sorry I’m late.  Don’t tell me you don’t know why!  Da-
daaaaaa!  Delta tells – exclusive story – my battle with cancer.  
Omigod.  It’s – whew.  I mean, why didn’t you tell me?   

 
The mobile phone plays a few bars of Lost Without You.  Leonie ignores it. 
 

You know I never really knew what it was like.  Hodgkin’s 
Lymphoma.  Of course I read up about it when I first heard you had 
it, but it’s not the same as hearing about it from you.  It’s made it 
more real.  Thank God there’s a five-year survival rate of ninety-six 
percent if you’re under forty-four at time of diagnosis.   

 
The mobile phone goes off again.  Leonie ignores it. 
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What’s in your head has a lot to do with it too, you know.  I read 
about this guy, he was practically dead and he got better just because 
he believed he would.  No kidding.   

  
The mobile phone goes off again.  Leonie picks it up in a temper and starts texting 
furiously.   
 
. ALL RIGHT Mickaylee – don’t – wan – 2 – C  – stupid – game – U 

– always – lose – have – got – LIFE. 
 
She puts the phone down and recomposes herself at the keyboard. 
 

You can make things happen, if you really believe.  My Mum, she 
transformed.  No kidding.  This was back when I was living with her 
in Gosford.  She was kind of unemployed for a while there, and she 
used to drink a bit.  Kind of a bit like an alcoholic?  But this one day, 
she got her cards read by a friend at the markets and she just changed 
completely.  The cards predicted that she’d get a job working with 
people.  And that same day there was an ad in the paper for twenty 
sales staff at Harvey Norman.  And she just believed she would get 
that job.  So she stopped drinking.  Completely.  She actually threw 
out all the alcohol in the house.  It was unbelievable.      
You know who gave me the Collector’s Edition Innocent Eyes?  
Santa.  Because I believed he would.  And I don’t even have a 
chimney.   
Smiley face, smiley face, smiley face, face with sunnies, face with 
thumbs up, twirling smiley face.  Send. 

 
Leonie sits back.  Computer dings.  She has a reply.  She reads. 
 
 “I have a chimney.” 

(to herself)  Who cares?  
 
She types a furious reply. 
 
 (typing)  I wasn’t talking to you, Deltafan5 big-ears.  I was talking to 

Delts.  Send.  No smiley faces. 
 
Ding. 
 
 “Only her real friends call her Delts.  You don’t know her.” 
 
Leonie is open-mouth shocked. 
 
 (typing)  I know her and she knows me, and we know each other and 

you don’t know anything.  Cranky face.  Send. 
 
Ding. 
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 “I know where she lives.” 
 
Leonie is silent for a moment. 
 
 How?  Send. 
 
Ding. 
 
 “My Dad sold her Mum a car.” 

(to herself)  Omigod. 
(typing)  That is so not true.  Send. 

 
Ding. 
 
 “Is totally true.” 

I don’t believe it.  Send. 
 
Ding.  
 
 “You better believe it.” 
 I’ll believe it when you send me her phone number.  By PRIVATE 

EMAIL.  Send. 
 
Leonie sits and stares at the screen.  Silence. 
 
 That shut you up.  Talk about deluded. 

Post number two thousand and one. 
(gasping realisation)  Only nine-hundred and ninety-nine to go and 
I’ll be an Immortal Delta Fan!  Yes! 
(composing herself)  Anyway.   
(typing)  Sorry about that rude interruption from Deltafan5.  I know 
you’re busy with your boyfriend and everything, but it would be 
really good if you could think about sending me your direct email.  
Or your phone number.  Not just for my benefit.  It just would help 
so that certain people like Deltafan5 know that our connection is 
different.  In here.  Head icon.  And in here.  Heart icon. 

 
Mobile phone goes off again.   
 
 Smiley face, smiley face, smiley face, smiley face, twirling smiley 

face, twirling smiley face, face with sunnies on.  Send. 
 
Leonie grabs the mobile. 
 
 I SAID NO! 
 
She hangs up and returns to the keyboard. 
 
 Post number two thousand and two. 

(typing)  Why don’t some people understand that some people, like 
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us, just don’t like sport?  I have this friend Mickaylee, she plays 
netball and she thinks she’s really good, but she’s not.  She’s never 
won a single game.  What a waste of time.  Watching your friends 
lose.   
Unless it’s Wimbledon, I suppose.   
You know there’s nothing that special about having a boyfriend, 
anyway.   
Sad face, sad face, wry face, twirling smiley face, twirling smiley 
face.  Send. 

 
The landline phone rings.   
 
 Hello?  Oh, it’s you.  Hi Mum.  Yes, I’m home.  That’s great, Mum, 

but I don’t care.  No, I don’t want to hear your horoscope, actually.  
Hello?  I DON’T CARE?  I’m going now.  Well I probably won’t be 
here.  I’m going to play netball.  Yes he’s here.  No!  Call him on his 
own line.  Don’t be surprised if he doesn’t answer.  His girlfriend’s 
here and they’re having sex on the couch.  GOOD-BYE.  

  
She returns to the keyboard. 
 
 (typing)  SEND ME YOUR DIRECT EMAIL.  Or your phone 

number.  I need to speak to you PRIVATELY. 
Anxious face, anxious face, anxious face, send. 

 
She sits back and waits for a reply.  None comes. 
 
 Post number two-thousand and four. 

(typing)  My Mum just called me.  It sucks.  Life.  When you’re 
living with your Dad and he doesn’t even know who you are.  I guess 
you just have to believe that things will get better.  Like you did 
when all your hair fell out. 
Wry face wry face twirling smiley face twirling sunnies face thumbs 
up face wry face wry face.  Send. 
Send. 
Send. 
SEND SEND SEND! 
Shit.  
SEND!!! 

 
Ding. 
 
 “You have been banned from this forum.  Site Administrator.” 

(typing)  What?  Send.  
 
Ding. 
 
 “You have been banned from this forum.  Site Administrator” 

(typing)  Angry face angry face angry face confused face angry face 
send. 
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