
SLEEP EASY 
CHILL 
Jamie Forbes

1056_ASC_SleepEasyChill_COVER



AUSTRALIAN SCRIPT CENTRE
This playscript is published and distributed by the Australian Script Centre, trading as AustralianPlays.org.  
The Australian Script Centre, a national not-for-profit organisation, has been selectively collecting 
outstanding Australian playscripts since 1979 and is home to a comprehensive and extraordinary 
catalogue of production-ready plays.

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED
This work is protected by Australian and international copyright law. You have a legal obligation to obtain 
permission before making copies of this script or performing the play. Contact details for further information 
are provided below.

MAKING COPIES
Your script purchase entitles you to print the script once only. Beyond this single use, you may not copy 
or print more than 10% of this script without permission, even if you are covered by a Copyright Agency 
Limited (CAL) statutory licence. Additional copies may be made with the purchase of a Copy Licence from 
AustralianPlays.org.  

COPYRIGHT ADVICE
For detailed information on copyright issues, please contact the Australian Copyright Council.

PRODUCTION RIGHTS
Before producing or performing any play you must obtain the permission of the relevant rightsholder. Fees 
will vary according to the nature and scale of the proposed production. They are set at the discretion 
of the relevant rightsholder (usually the playwright or their agent). As a general guide, AustralianPlays.
org recommends 10% of gross box office receipts or $100 per performance, whichever is greater, as the 
minimum fee for amateur production. Your production enquiry for this play may be submitted through the 
AustralianPlays.org website.

PERMISSIONS FOR SOUND RECORDINGS & MUSIC
Some playscripts will require specific published sheet music or sound recordings for which performing 
rights may need to be separately licensed. Producers are advised to contact the Australasian Performing 
Rights Association (APRA) for more information on music licensing requirements.  

NOTE ON THE SCRIPT
This is an unedited manuscript as provided to us by the playwright. We distribute it in good faith; however 
it may contain layout inconsistencies or typographic errors

.

Australian Script Centre Inc, trading as AustralianPlays.org 
77 Salamanca Place, Hobart, Tasmania Australia 
admin@australianplays.org 
+61 3 6223 4675  
ABN 63439456892

SLEEP EASY CHILL 
© Jamie Forbes 2008

http://australianplays.org/copy-licence
http://www.copyright.org.au/
http://australianplays.org/produce-play
http://apra.com.au
http://apra.com.au


This play is dedicated to Claire Lupton for her endless 
supply of encouragement, ideas, love and support over many 
years. Claire has gone above and beyond the call for me over 
and over again and I owe her a hell of a lot more than this. 
Suffice to say that if I gave her any more credit for my work 

I’d actually have to give her a credit.
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Sleep Easy Chill was first performed in Sydney, Australia, in 
1988 by Shopfront Theatre as the winner of the Bicentennial 
Young Playwrights Award. This production subsequently toured 
New South Wales as part of the N.S.W. Bicentennial Theatre On 
Tour Program through the Australian Content Department of the 
Elizabethan Theatre Trust. Kate Smith played Pete, David 
Norman played Joe, Brad Symons played Tag and Michael Neary 
played Dave. The director was Steven Dawson and the designer 
was Molly Munro.
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CHARACTERS

PETE: short for Petra, 14, the unspoken leader of NEMO.
DAVE: 14, a tough, meaty bugger.
TAG: 13, just as his name suggests, he tags along. Pete’s 
brother. Asthmatic and excitable. Slight.
JOE: 13. NEMO’s go-between and (attempted) peace keeper. Also 
asthmatic.
CHILL: A fiftysomething aborigine going through the worst 
time of his life. He is never seen, only heard.

The play takes place in the present day.
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There is the rumble of thunder and the 
sound of rain thrashing down. Lightning 
flashes. Slowly the stage lights come 
up to reveal the interior of a fire 
spotting tower in the Australian bush. 
There are large windows all around. The 
sun has just about set outside. Along 
the back wall of the room there are 
chairs, a tall metal cabinet and a 
table. On the table are maps, books and 
coffee mugs. In the upstage left corner 
is a thick hessian sack. Everything has 
the look of abandonment; dust, cobwebs. 
etc. 

From under the stage comes a pounding 
sound. Dust rises off the floor. The 
pounding becomes heavier and louder and 
finally a hatch in the floor opens up 
with a reluctant creak. Whoever’s been 
doing the pounding (it’s DAVE) has to 
push very hard to get the hatch door 
open wide enough to get through. With 
the hatch open we hear the wind and 
thunder and rain much louder. DAVE 
throws his backpack into the room and 
then hauls himself up after it. Dave 
and his pack are wet from the rain. 
Dave is a large kid, stocky. He wears 
an expensive looking New York Knicks 
bomber jacket. His shoes are huge 
creations of Nike.

DAVE
(screaming down into the hatch)

Oh my, God! Aliens! It’s just as we thought! Run! Oh! Oh, no! 
Not a probe! Not there! No! 

He screams in “pain” and slams the trap 
door shut. The he gets up to look 
around the room.

DAVE
(sarcastically)

Yeah, this was worth it.

With a a lot of grunting of effort from 
PETE the hatch is opened once more. 
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Pete, wearing a New York Yankees 
baseball cap, pops her head up into the 
room. She’s also wet. She looks around 
and finds Dave, rifling through the 
stuff on the table.

PETE
You’re an asshole.

DAVE
An excellent asshole according to the aliens. They said 
they’d never probed finer.

PETE
Yeah, well an asshole that’s been probed as many times as 
yours isn’t much of a challenge, is it.

DAVE
This place is frigging horrible. There’s dust all over the 
joint. Spider webs. And it frigging stinks.

PETE
You certainly wrote the book on roughing it, didn’t you, 
Dave.

She climbs up into the room until she’s 
sitting at the edge of the hatch with 
her legs hanging down into it. She is 
wearing a back pack and an over sized 
checked flannel shirt. Under the shirt 
she wears an American basketball top. 
It hangs down to her jeaned knees. The 
top has the word “MAGIC” on it. She 
calls down the hatch.

PETE
COOOOOOOOO-EEEE!!!

There’s a very bright flash of 
lightning and shaking thunder.

DAVE
(looking out the windows, 
excited)

Did you see that? I saw the whole town!

PETE
Is it just me or did this place just wobble?

DAVE
(running from window to window)

Oh, it wobbled allright. We’re all gonna die!

Another lightning flash.
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DAVE
(stopped at a window, this 
almost whispered)

Miles and miles.

PETE
COOOOOO-EEEEEE!!!

JOE (O.S.)
Okay! I’m coming! This ladder is slippery! It’s moving in the 
wind! I’m cool with it! I saw it in a film, you gotta move 
with it!

PETE
(puts her hand down into the 
hatch)

Will you just shut up and get here?

JOE (O.S.)
Yeah, I’m cool! Funny thing, though, I just remembered that 
they’re doing a Smallville marathon on cable for the long 
weekend. I don’t have ‘em on bought DVD yet, but I can have 
‘em recorded on the hard drive and burn ‘em down and I don’t 
think I remembered to tell my folks to set it up, so --

PETE
Dave?

DAVE
Right.

Fairly easily, Dave drags JOE up 
through the hatch and into the room. 
Joe lands in a heap, drenched. He wears 
glasses and a “Crocodile Hunter” 
ensemble. Joe’s backpack is huge and 
expensive.

DAVE
Joe DeClario is in da house!

JOE
Yeah, thanks for that, Dave. If your parents knew you were 
here I’d forward all subsequent medical expenses to them. 
Since they don’t know you’re here, I’ll use that as leverage 
to make you pay me back when you get on the dole.

PETE
Your parents don’t know you’re here either, Joe.

JOE
I’ll say I was kidnapped. Which is starting to feel very much 
the case. 
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By the way, when you yanked me up here I think my boot got 
your brother in the head and he fell off the ladder, so he’s 
probably dead. It’s a good ten metre drop. Very little chance 
of survival for someone who there was very little of to begin 
with.

PETE
If you weren’t an only child you’d know that little brothers 
bounce.

(down into the hatch)
COOOOOOOO-EEEEEEEE!!!

TAG climbs up his sister’s legs out of 
the hatch. 

TAG
“Coo-eee” my ass.

PETE
(shaking him off her leg)

Ewwww, get your hands off me, you friggin’ perv!

Tag stands by the hatch. There’s not 
much of him and at the moment most of 
him is his wet, obviously hand knitted 
from home spun wool jumper. He carries 
his school bag on a strap.

PETE
Take your jumper off, idiot. 

TAG
No.

PETE
It’s soaked! It must weigh a tonne! Take it off!

TAG
No.

DAVE
I don’t know why you bothered bringing him.

PETE
I bother cause he’s my brother.

TAG
And what’s a brother for but bother?

DAVE
Okay, I know we’ve already set down some rules for spending 
the night up here, but I’d like to shove in a new one: Tag 
and Pete cannot give us any of their Dad’s hippy bullshit 
quotes.
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TAG
He’s not a hippy.

DAVE
Really? Then does he or does he not buy fleece from one of 
Joe’s mum’s farms?

JOE
He sure does.

DAVE
Is this fleece not spun by your father on a spinning wheel 
into wool, albeit a crude and crappy wool not fit for man, 
but better back on the beast?

TAG
It’s not crappy. He’s good at it.

DAVE
Conjecture! The fact remains that Tag and Pete’s Dad spins 
his own wool and then knits it into jumpers and so is -- 
beyond all reasonable doubt -- A FUCKING HIPPY!!!

JOE
Can we go home now?

DAVE
No way, dude. We’re just getting started.

He grabs the hatch door and tries to 
put it back in place, but the wind 
fights him. He struggles against it.

TAG
God --

PETE
Mother Nature.

TAG
Mother Nature doesn’t want us to stay here.

DAVE
(struggling to put the door 
back in place)

Well He and She can kiss my ass. 

TAG
You’d think that a tower designed to monitor the weather 
would have a more weather-friendly door.
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JOE
It’s not a weather tower. It transmits TV and mobile phone 
stuff.

PETE
Take a look around. Do you really think mobile phones were 
around when this place was built? Or TV?

DAVE
(still struggling)

It’s used for spotting bushfires.

JOE
I thought that’s why we had satellites.

The hatch door violently pulls itself 
out of Dave’s hands and back into 
place. The sound of the wind and the 
rain and the storm is diminished. 
Pause. The four children stare at their 
only way out.

JOE
It was hard to open, wasn’t it Dave.

DAVE
Yeah. At first. I reckon it’d been stuck shut for a while. 
But I play footy and tennis and chop wood for Mum. I got 
stuff going on.

JOE
Yes, yes, you’re a very strong lad and we’re all so impressed 
but the wind helped you.

DAVE
What’s your point, dickhead? You want a little?

JOE
Thanks, but no. My point is that the wind outside helped you 
open the hatch. This is a sealed room. The pressure is 
different in here to out there. So the wind just closed the 
hatch. See if it will open again.

TAG
Can you open the hatch again, Dave?

PETE
Probably not. Joe’s right. The pressure in here is different. 
Until the storm passes, at least. It’s like a plug in a bath. 
You could pop it open from below, but it’s real hard to pull 
it out from up top.
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TAG
So we’re trapped?

JOE
Maybe.

TAG
Give it a go, Dave. Just to make sure.

Dave has gone back to the windows.

DAVE
No.

TAG
No? Why not, man?

DAVE
Because we’re NEMO. That’s why we’re here.

PETE
Yeah. Dave’s right. Cause we’re NEMO.

TAG
I keep forgetting what that stands for.

DAVE
We’re not telling you again.

TAG
I don’t think you told me the first time.

DAVE
Cause you weren’t invited on this trip.

PETE
Yes, he was. I invited him.

DAVE
I don’t recall you putting it to the company to vote on.

PETE
Oh, shut up.

TAG
But not before you tell me what NEMO stands for.

DAVE
As a punishment for not being invited by the company proper 
you’ll have to figure it out yourself.

Lightning flash.
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DAVE
You guys have gotta check this out.

They spread out along the windows. 

TAG
What are we supposed to be looking at?

DAVE
Every time there’s a lightning flash you see new stuff.

JOE
I can see the lights of the town. I see Boyd Street. If you 
follow the lights you can see where I live. See? The hotel on 
the corner?

PETE
Bembroke Pub.

JOE
Yeah! Then up Wattle and Biggah and follow the lights to the 
left and there’s Waters Grove! I can see my house! Right now 
Mum and Dad are watching The Bill and hoping I’m having a 
good time at Dave’s.

DAVE
While I’m having a truly wonderful sleepover at Pete and 
Tag’s Dad’s hippy shack.

TAG
He’s not a hippy.

PETE
And Tag and I are camping out with Joe in his backyard.

JOE
It suddenly occurs to me that this is the crappiest plan 
ever. Any one of our parents makes a phone call and we’re 
finished.

DAVE
Doesn’t matter. We’re here now. Mission halfway accomplished.

There’s a huge flash of lightning -- it 
consumes the room -- and right on it 
there’s an extraordinary clap of 
thunder. The whole place shakes. Pause.

ALL
(low and respectful)

Fuuuuuuuuck.

Pause.
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TAG
Hey, what’s our mission?

DAVE
Our mission, my very young apprentice --

PETE
Obi-Wan to Anikan: Star Wars: Ep 2!

DAVE
Right. 

PETE
Yes!

DAVE
Our mission is to see whether we -- NEMO --

TAG
You said “we”. Does that mean I’m in NEMO now?

DAVE
Have you figured out what it means yet?

TAG
No. 

DAVE
No.

TAG
Bugger.

DAVE
Our mission is to see whether we -- NEMO except Tag --
could climb Doctor Morgan Mountain, get over the security 
fences and find, climb and enter the tower. This we’ve done.

They cheer and clap themselves.

DAVE
And we did it even though there was a storm. 

PETE
We weren’t even sure the tower was where Mickey said it was.

JOE
We absolutely didn’t know how old the tower was gonna be.

DAVE
So what are you saying? We should leave?
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If you’d like to continue reading this script, 
you’ll find it available for purchase at 

The definitive online destination for quality Australian playwriting.




