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The River at the End of the Road was commissioned by Hothouse Theatre, Victoria, and
co-produced with Sport for Jove, New South Wales.   

The play opens on March 9th, 2018, and closes on March 17th, directed by Damien 
Ryan with the following cast: 

Mark Lee Ford Sheppard; Calzoni; and ensemble 
Stacey Duckworth Flo Sheppard 
Drew Livingstone The Troubadour; and ensemble 
Bronwyn Lim  Shaz; and ensemble 
Amy Usherwood Lori; and ensemble 
Gabriel Farncourt Curtains; and ensemble 
Greg Fryer Albert; Uncle; and ensemble 

The professional cast are supported by the Hothouse Studio Ensemble in multiple roles, 
directed by Anni Gifford.   

Ensemble Members Kate Fruend 
Emma Hooppell 
Ethan Hutchinson 
Rory Hutchinson 
Thomas Keatings 
Samantha Mackinnon 
Sarah Maloney. 

Assistant Director Scott Witt 
Production Designer Anna Gardiner 

Matt Cox Lighting Designer 
Sound Designer  Sean Van Doornum 



2 

CHARACTERS 

PRIMARY ROLES 

The Troubadour The teller of our tale.   
Ford Sheppard A loner, soon to be a captain, then a father. 
Lori A passenger. 
Shaz  A captain. 
Flo Sheppard  A girl caught between two worlds. 
Curtains A boy without a memory 

SECONDARY ROLES 

Kim  A passenger. 
Ricky  A passenger. 
Holden A passenger. 
Jeff & Jerry Grim Reapers. 
Calzoni The proprietor of ‘Lost and Found’ 
Errol Morris A man waiting for his sister. 
Liz Disaster Response 
Albert  A man who’s seen it all. 
Uncle  A late night knock at the door. 

ENSEMBLE ROLES 

Crow  A bird 
The Idiot Parade: Berry; Petrol; Camper; Surfer; Kids; Expert; Parachutist; Bin; 

Fire; Apple; Shocked; Safari; Toast; Boomerang; Segway 
Rider/s; Runner. 

Ebb attendees Charlatans; Festivalgoers; Gypsies; Mystics; Spruikers; 
Vendors; and many more from both sides of the river. 

Scout A dog. 
Bob A man in a barrel. 
Mudlings Those stuck in the past 
Customers 
Passengers 
Angels  
Captains 
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WRITER’S NOTES 

I’m in rehearsals with Sport for Jove and Hothouse for The River at the End of the Road.
And I feel like a shipwright, waiting to see if the craft I’ve built is seaworthy.  If she 
succeeds, it’ll be due to the talent and conviction of our captain, Damien Ryan and 
his handpicked crew, who have worked tirelessly these last few weeks.  I am also 
indebted to Lyn Wallis and all at Hothouse who commissioned the work and backed 
it all the way.  New Australian works with large casts are exceedingly rare and I’m 
grateful to all involved for allowing me to dream a little bigger.    

River is a play about a girl who grows up in the middle of nowhere and her dad who
works the ferry, and her missing mum whose absence haunts them both. It’s about a 
lot more besides, but all of that’s to come. Rivers are natural boundaries and I am 
interested in transgression and migration.  Rivers have long served as vivid poetic 
metaphors and the Murray itself provides the backdrop and the setting for the play. I 
am interested in the flow of time and the impossibility of turning back the tide. It is 
said that nobody can step in the same river twice, whether because they themselves 
have grown and changed or because that river no longer exists. The river they 
stepped into is long gone in its journey towards the sea. And so, the river itself is a 
contradiction: constant and ever-changing, calm at the surface, yet hiding powerful 
currents. And despite the many lochs and weirs we construct to hold it, the river will 
defeat us in the end, because a river must flow. And that is the beauty of it.  This is a 
play about love and life and death and the all-too-fleeting present.  

I’d like to thank Lyn Wallis and everyone from Hothouse who believed in this work 
from the start as well as everyone from Albury and Wodonga who gave up their 
time to meet with me and educate me about life on the river. Lastly, River is
dedicated to my Poppa Bill who died a few months back.  During World War Two 
his plane was shot down into the river Danube which gifted him back his life and 
allowed him to live another seventy years.  He was a tough old bastard and I’ll miss 
him. 

Feb 2018 
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ACT I

THE RIVERBANK

“There is a River,  
called the River 

 of No Return …”
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1 How Ford Came to the River 

TROUBADOUR 

Ford Sheppard had reached the end of the road when he came to the river.  

He’d turned off the highway and got hopelessly lost and then the road had petered 

out to dirt. The track was a craterscape of potholes.  The Kingswood fought on 

valiantly before finally giving up the ghost.  He popped the hood and stared at the 

engine, willing it to start, and when that didn't work he took off down the track.   

FORD enters 

That’s him.  Jeez, what a sorry sight: eyes bloodshot, knuckles grazed, with nothing 

in his pocket but lint and a single dollar coin.  This bloke was lost in a way no map 

could right.  He was like a boat without a rudder, hold full of pain, drifting from 

place to place on a sea of booze, just like a shipwreck waiting to happen.   

He didn't know what he was doing here; he didn't know where here was, only that

he’d been looking for something all his life, and still hadn’t found it: not at the 

bottom of a schooner or the height of his success; not even the quiet of a prison cell, 

which gave him time to think.  Each time he’d find a kind of peace and then the dogs 

started up in his head.  And so he’d push on, pinballing across the nation, leaving a 

trail of shattered glass and hearts behind him.  It was like a needle, right through the 

chest, leading him on from place to place, town to town, always seeking North.  And 

then one day he found it. 

We see a shack by the river.  A bait shop.  The beginnings of a mini-golf course out front.       

A freezer with ice creams for sale: Paddle-pops, Barney Bananas etc.  A single paddleboat is 

tethered to the jetty.  A bucket hangs on a nail on a post.  A sign reads, ‘Rest Stop.’  Another 

sign reads ‘No Swimming.’  The shack is empty.  A note on the door.  ‘Gone Fishing.’ 
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FORD Hello? 

Anybody home? 

FORD approaches the shack. 

FORD Hello? 

Sees the note. 

FORD Great. 

He looks up and down the river. 

FORD Coooooo-eeeeeeehhh! 

Waits…   

Nothing.   

SFX: A crow cries. 

He looks back the way he’s come, swears under his breath, dumps his bag, waits on the jetty. 

Takes out a hip flask - its empty.  He notices the paddleboat, gives it a nudge with his foot, 

reaches for the paddle … 

SHAZ enters. 

SHAZ Careful. 

FORD loses his balance, nearly falling in. 

FORD Strewth! 

SHAZ Whoah, nelly. 

SHAZ catches him, pulls him back on to the jetty. 

SHAZ We nearly lost you there.  

FORD Where’d you come from? 

SHAZ I was about to ask you. 
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FORD Got a phone? 

SHAZ Car trouble? 

FORD The radiator.   

SHAZ Want me to take a look at it? 

FORD I just need to borrow your phone. 

SHAZ No reception out here   

FORD (slumps)

SHAZ Two coat hangers get married. 

FORD What? 

SHAZ The service was alright but the reception was terrible 

FORD Where are we? 

SHAZ You lost? 

FORD …      

SHAZ Where ya headed? 

FORD What’s over there?  

SHAZ Hungry?

There’s paddlepops in the fridge.   

FORD Keep em. 

SHAZ What about a Sunnyboy?  

FORD hesitates. 

SHAZ Carn, who doesn't love a Sunnyboy? 

FORD nods.  She snips the corner off one. 

FORD I haven’t had one since I was a kid. 

SHAZ tosses it to him. 

SHAZ Cheers. 

FORD raises his Sunnyboy in salute.  They both suck away. 
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Beat  

FORD I forgot how good these are.   

SHAZ See, life’s not so bad.  Shaz. 

FORD Ford.  What is this place? 

SHAZ Last stop.  For the ferry.   

FORD How’s business? 

SHAZ Steady.   

FORD When’s it get here? 

SHAZ What’s your hurry?   

FORD Soon?   

SHAZ You don't even know what’s over there. 

FORD How long?  

SHAZ Looking or running? 

FORD Sorry? 

SHAZ Most folks come through here are either looking for something or 

running from something so which is it with you?   

FORD I just want a ticket.     

SHAZ What are you trying to get away from? 

FORD … 

SHAZ What makes you think over there will be any different? 

FORD STOP!  

I need a phone.  Or a ticket for the ferry.  That’s it.  Not a friend.  Not – 

Christ, how’d I end up here? 

SHAZ Same way we all do.   

Beat 

FORD You've got a good thing going here.  

SHAZ How are you with boats? 

FORD What?   
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SHAZ takes off her captain’s hat, looks at it, considering.  Beat… 

SHAZ I’m looking to sell.   

FORD This place? 

SHAZ Interested? 

FORD I think I’ll wait for the ferry. 

SHAZ (points to the raft) That is the ferry.

FORD What? 

SHAZ  Isn’t she a beauty? 

FORD That’s a raft. 

SHAZ Could be, she’s a life raft.      

FORD You’re joking. 

SHAZ I never joke about watercraft. 

FORD I got no money.    

SHAZ Nothing in your pockets? 

FORD Not a cent. 

FORD digs into his pockets. 

FORD Wait. 

He pulls a coin out triumphantly. 

FORD (joking) You take a dollar?

SHAZ A dollar? 

FORD “Cash in hand.”   

SHAZ That all you got? 

FORD pulls his pockets out. 

SHAZ Show me.   

FORD I’m kidding. 

SHAZ I’m not.      








