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ACT 1

The Stage is divided into two small spaces, a 
room and a kitchen. Both spaces are clean and 
functional, nothing too flashy and nothing too 
rough.

In the Room there are a couple of camping mats, 
a small table and some writing materials. 
Samantha, Sam for short, is asleep on one of the 
mats. She may be 21 be we find out she’s 
emotionally much younger because of PTSD.

In the kitchen, Stephen, in his 40’S, sits at the 
kitchen table writing furiously in an exercise 
book. There’s a very large bible on the table as 
well.

NOTE: WHEN STEPHEN AND SAM SPEAK 
TO EACH OTHER, THEY SPEAK ENGLISH 
FLUENTLY, WHEN THEY SPEAK WITH 
THE OTHERS THEY SPEAK HALTINGLY 
LIKE ENGLISH IS SOMETHING THEY’RE 
PICKING UP AS THEY GO ALONG. SAM 
SPEAKS BETTER THAN STEPHEN.

Lily, mid 40’s, enters halfway through the radio 
commentary. She’s a wearing a skirt and blouse 
ensemble like a bank clerk’s uniform - 
something that indicates a mundane job. She has 
a bag slung over her shoulder.

RADIO VOICE#1
(starts with emotive news music)

Am I the only one sick & tired of this situation? I mean call them what you want, but 
they’re like skunks aren’t they. Like an unwelcome introduced species with no natural 
predators. They just breed and foul the air. Wasn’t it Shakespeare who said a rose by any 
other name still smells sweet? Well I say a skunk by any other name still smells foul. If 
it’s good enough for the bard, it’s good enough for me. And when they escape from our 
detention centres there are people who give them shelter. That’s treason as far as I’m 
concerned. It’s sedition and it’s about time the government showed some backbone and 
brought in laws to deal with these skunk handlers. Call in and have your say on this...

Lily turns off the radio.

LILY
Why are you listening to this drivel?



STEPHEN
I learn language.

She turns the radio off and puts her bag down.

MIRIAM (O.S.)
Lily. Hello... Lily. Anybody home?

LILY
Oh fuck, not now.

Stephen quickly disappears to the room as Lily 
picks up the bible.

Miriam, Mid 60’s, enters.

MIRIAM
I just saw you drive in --

LILY
Miriam, perfect timing, I was going to call and see when you’d like me to come over to 
continue with John’s gospel. But you’re here now. Where were we?

(licks a finger and flicks the pages)
John 3.1 to 8? Yes, Nicodemus, the secret disciple. “The wind blows where it wills, and 
you hear the sound of it, but you do not know whence it comes or whither it goes” We 
can learn so much from that’s --

MIRIAM
(stops in her tracks)

Yes, that’s -- I have to go. The snails. They’re, they’re eating me out of parsley. And the 
weeds after the rain. I really must--   

LILY
I can come around later.

MIRIAM
Oh, yes, yes, of course. What do you make of all those black cars driving around the 
neighbourhood?

LILY
(closes the bible slowly)

Haven’t noticed, I’ve been at work all day.

MIRIAM
I’m sure they’re immigration officers on the hunt for those awful people hiding skunks. I 
tell you, I think it’s shameful - people breaking the law to hide these interlopers.
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LILY
Acts 13.10. So appropriate for these times. “You are a child of the devil and an enemy of 
everything...”

MIRIAM
-- Yes, yes, no. I must get back to the garden. I'll see you later.  

She exits. 

LILY
Thank fuck.

She puts the bible down with some relief and 
sits at the table.

Meanwhile in the room, Stephen sits on the mat 
next to Sam. Sam shudders in her sleep like 
she’s having a nightmare and instinctively 
reaches over and touches her dad’s knee for 
reassurance. Stephen gently moves Sam’s hand 
and goes back to the kitchen.

In the Kitchen, Lily sits at the table and reads 
her mobile phone. She shakes her head at what 
she’s reading.

LILY (CONT’D)
(mutters under her breath)

Fuckers...

Stephen enters quietly.

STEPHEN
Excuse. I sit? Okay?

LILY
Yes of course.

STEPHEN
I no have chance say thank you. Sam very hard - difficult? - last night.

LILY
That’s alright.

STEPHEN
She no sleep all night. No really sleep.
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LILY
I could hear her singing.

STEPHEN
Scare night. In centre she...

(makes a nodding off action)
But wake very fast. She sleep day. Feel safe. She know I wake in day. I look on her - she 
know that.

She remains very businesslike - like she doesn’t 
want to hear the story. Stephen picks up on this 
and changes the subject after a beat.

STEPHEN (CONT’D)
You? Lawyer?

LILY
No. I’m a bank clerk. A teller.

(she mimes counting money, handing it 
over)

In the bank.

STEPHEN
Ah, yes.

LILY
Not very important. Are you surprised?

STEPHEN
(he shrugs)

I think maybe you lawyer. Help us.

LILY
(almost a sense of resentment)

I don’t have to be a lawyer, to help you. What are you writing?

STEPHEN
Nothing. Story. For Sam. Make her happy. I hope.

Silence. Lily doesn’t want to engage much 
more.

LILY
I need to change out of these clothes.

STEPHEN
I go to Sam.
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Lily exits.

Stephen goes back to the room, sits on the floor 
next to Sam and starts writing again. Sam 
speaks from her sleep.

SAM
Dad?

STEPHEN
Yes hon. I’m here. Go back to sleep.

SAM
Who are these people?

STEPHEN
We met them last night, remember? She’s Lily.

(Sam nods uncertainly)
And the man who brought us here? He was Michael... We can trust them.

A beat.

SAM
How do you know?

Stephen isn’t sure.

STEPHEN
Shhh. It’s alright. Get some sleep.

Sam has a deep sigh, rolls over and goes back to 
sleep.

Lights down. Lights up.

Lily enters wearing a house dress. She puts on 
her apron and starts preparing a meal

Michael enters. He’s the same age as Lily, very 
sharply dressed with dark glasses. He has a 
phone to his ear.

In the room, Stephen stops for a beat as he hears 
the sounds from the kitchen, then goes back to 
his writing.
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MICHAEL
(on the phone with a bit of growl in his 
voice)

That’s my tip for yah, chief. Couldn’t tell yah how many were in the van, but I reckon I 
saw two of ‘em go into the house... ‘Cause I know a queue jumpin’ skunk when I see one. 
Any time, chief. I’m sure my number’s come up on your phone, just call me back if you 
need any more help.

He hangs up and takes the sim card out of the 
phone.

LILY
Are they in the neighborhood?

MICHAEL
Yep, the predictable local gathering place before a raid. They were hoeing into the bacon 
and egg rolls at the burger joint.

LILY
Bacon and egg rolls at this time of night?

MICHAEL
What can I tell ya. They’re animals. A sharp suit doesn’t mean you can tell the difference 
between breakfast and dinner. They’ll be heading this way in about 10 minutes all revved 
up for a break and enter in the name of the law. My tip off will take them directly to the 
door of...

(takes a note from his pocket)
... Hash tag eat shit and die - a skunk hating blogger who will get the fright of his life.

(Shrugs)
I take my fun where I can.

LILY
When are you moving them?

MICHAEL
Tomorrow morning before sunrise.

LILY
That could be anytime after midnight.

MICHAEL
Just have them ready.

(beat)
We need to talk.

LILY
So talk. What about?
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MICHAEL
Do you trust me?

LILY
You asking tells me I shouldn’t.

MICHAEL
Now don’t flip out.

LILY
What is it, Michael?

Michael steps toward the door ushers Kristy in. 
Kristy enters. She’s in her late 20’s, very stylish, 
almost glamorous.

MICHAEL
Lily, this is --

LILY
What the fuck, Michael?

MICHAEL
Lily!

LILY
Who is this?

MICHAEL
Lily!

LILY
Who is she, Michael?

MICHAEL
Lily! This is Kristy. She’s a handler --

LILY
What the - You’ve compromised - we’re not supposed to know anything about other 
handlers and you bring this, this...

MICHAEL
LILY! Listen. Just listen. The goons are coming for you, I've had word. My source 
doesn't know how they found out but they have and very soon they’ll come barging in 
here. We have a day at most. Kristy has to be here, because she’s taking over your 
skunks. Meanwhile, I’m working on a new safe-house for you.

Lily takes this in and nods - like it has happened 
before. She looks doubtfully towards Kristy.
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MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Hey, trust me, she checks out and she looks nothing like a skunk handler.

Lily gestures to indicate “what does that have to 
do with anything?”   

KRISTY
(to Lily)

I’m here to learn and I’ll be out of your hair as soon as we move.

MICHAEL
I have to go.

He looks out the window.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Ah, here they come. They haven’t got my report yet... They’re out of the cars, sunnies on 
one by one. They nod to each other... I swear those immigration goons must shop at Hugo 
Boss. There’s a year’s salary in fabric out there. They’re neat, no egg stains... Ooop, here 
he goes.

(like he’s commentating a sporting event)
He’s got the call, he scans the street from behind his sunnies. He nods seriously. “Yes sir. 
Yes sir”. Aaaaand he hangs up and does the fingers and fist action to order the others to 
get into their cars. Excellent fluid motion from everyone, cars start in unison, aaaand 
they’re off... And so am I.

(he stops and turns to Lily with genuine 
concern)

How are they?

Lily shrugs.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
The girl wasn’t doing well when they brought them to us.

LILY
She won’t leave her father’s side.

Michael nods.

LILY (CONT’D)
The dad’s not much better.

Michael shakes his head ever so slightly with 
anger. Turns to Kristy.

MICHAEL
It’s not just about moving them safely.
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