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SILVERTOP ASH 
By Wayne Tunks 
 
Characters: 
Hamish Garner 
Penny Garner 
Bill Garner 
Aaron Trenton 
Josh Spillane 
Detective Jack Keogh 
 

 Setting: The play is set in modern day Mittagong. One section of the stage is permanently a 
police station. In the back corner is a large Silvertop Ash tree. 
 
ACT ONE 
 
SCENE ONE 
 
Randomly standing around the stage are PENNY, BILL, AARON and JOSH. They speak directly 
to the audience and do not see each other. 
 
PENNY: You mightn’t know much about the mythology of trees, but they have a power, a 

strength. People used to worship them. 
 
BILL: I’m just a dairy farmer from Mittagong. 
 
PENNY: With all that praise and admiration, fear must sneak in there somewhere as well. 
 
AARON: The best love is the one you don’t ask for, it’s the one that just surprises you one 

day. 
 
PENNY: The aborigines believed in the strength of trees. 
 
JOSH: That’s the not the way it’s meant to be, it’s meant to be a woman and a man. 
 
BILL: All I wanted from my life was one of my kids taking over the farm, is that too 

much to ask for? 
 
AARON: Love should be unconditional. 
 
JOSH: Everyone knows it; it’s just the way it’s always been. 
 
AARON: It shouldn’t matter who you are, or who they are, when you look at that person, 

and they look back at you in the same way, that should be all that matters. 
 
JOSH: It makes me sick. 
 
BILL: But kids get these ideas in their heads, they have to do the opposite of what’s 

asked of them. I think they do it just to annoy us, or to rebel. 
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PENNY: The older the tree, the more we need to respect it. 
 
BILL: I just don’t understand the next generation. 
 
PENNY: And our tree. 
 
AARON: But it is so hard to hold onto it when you get it, love. 
 
PENNY: Beautiful, majestic, ancient. 
 
JOSH: I’m not sorry, I shouldn’t have to be. 
 
PENNY: It called his name. 
 
SCENE TWO – POLICE STATION 
 
PENNY sits in the interview room. She is a housewife in her late 40’s. She is dressed simply. She 
appears to still be in a state of shock. Sitting opposite her is JACK, a police detective in his 30’s. 
He wears a suit that is fancy without being expensive. He is staring at PENNY, she is looking 
away lost. 
 
PENNY: My family were one of the first here, in Mittagong, they helped settle it. It was 

ages ago, the 1800’s, but we’re a proud bunch, everything was meticulously 
recorded. Apparently dingoes roamed freely around here then, that’s how it got its 
name, that’s what it meant in Aboriginal, “plenty of native dogs”. Sometimes I 
don’t think much has changed, just the clothing the dingoes wear. They all 
thought this place was so secluded, and it was, but the world slowly got smaller 
and outside forces came in and we started imploding from the inside. You take a 
walk down the main street it still looks peaceful, but there’s an underbelly. People 
look at strangers and they don’t feel warmth anymore, just fear and hatred. We 
hate people who are different from us now. 

 
JACK: I was asking about your son? 
 
PENNY: Hamish, beautiful boy, not like the others. 
 
JACK: He isn’t one of these people you were talking about, who hate people who are 

different? 
 
PENNY: Heavens no. 
 
JACK: Tell me about him? 
 
PENNY: What do you want to know? 
 
JACK: Everything. 
 
PENNY: That may take some time Detective. 
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JACK: Time I have. I’ve come down here from Sydney to find out what happened, and 
I’m not leaving till I have the full story. 

 
PENNY: But that’s the problem with stories, everyone tells them differently. 
 
JACK: And that’s my job, to sort through the stories and come out the other side with the 

facts. 
 
PENNY: I’ll give you all the facts you want. 
 
JACK: Hamish. 
 
PENNY: Hamish, my youngest. I still introduce him as my baby, he hates that. Tells me at 

seventeen he isn’t my baby anymore and I tell him he’ll always be my baby. He 
was my miracle. I had given up on having anymore children; I’d had three very 
closely together, and then nothing. But he came six years after his sister, and I 
always knew he was special. 

 
JACK: How would you describe him? 
 
PENNY: Considerate. Intelligent. Emotional. 
 
JACK: And your home life? 
 
PENNY: Complicated. 
 
JACK: Complicated? 
 
PENNY: His father and him have never been very close. Even when he was a baby his 

father would try and feed him and he’d cry till I did it. His father hated it. 
 
JACK: So you two have always been close? 
 
PENNY: Always, he’s my angel. 
 
JACK: Tell me about an average day in your house. 
 
SCENE THREE – GARNER KITCHEN 
 
HAMISH sits alone at the kitchen table. He is feverishly typing into his laptop, drinking black 
coffee. HAMISH is an attractive 17 year old, he is wearing a school uniform. BILL enters, he is 
in his late 40’s, early 50’s. He is a stern man and is dirty from his morning’s work. 
 
BILL: Haven’t you gone to school yet? 
 
HAMISH: I’m leaving in a minute, just putting the final touches on my Ancient History 

essay. 
 
BILL: You should have finished that on the weekend instead of getting up at five to start 

the thing. 
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HAMISH: I didn’t start it then, I’d done the research and I had the opening paragraph 

finished, that’s the hardest part. 
 
BILL: Still, you should have had it done by last night. 
 
PENNY enters carrying a basket of washing. 
 
PENNY: He was working on his little short film over the weekend. 
 
BILL: And what good is that going to do you? 
 
HAMISH: My English teacher said if it’s any good she’ll give me some bonus marks for 

doing some extra curricular work. 
 
BILL: Well if you were going to get up at five you should have been out helping me 

with the milking. 
 
PENNY: It’s his HSC year. 
 
BILL: Exactly, so less films and more real school work. That’s why I’ve been easy with 

him about chores. 
 
HAMISH: I need to make as many films as possible now so when I have to submit to film 

school, I can choose the best. 
 
BILL: I thought we talked about this film school thing. 
 
PENNY: He wants to go, and he’ll get a Bachelor of Arts as well. A proper degree. 
 
BILL: Is that what his sister calls hers? We paid for her to live away from home and go 

to University and get an arts degree and now she works in a bar in Sydney. 
 
HAMISH: She’s a shift supervisor. 
 
BILL rolls his eyes. 
 
HAMISH: Plus, her band’s getting some gigs. She thinks a record company rep is going to 

come to one of her gigs soon. 
 
BILL: And how long has Amy been saying that? I don’t know what’s wrong with a hard 

days work for a decent day’s pay. 
 
HAMISH: You don’t get a decent day’s pay for a hard days work anymore Dad. 
 
BILL: Don’t start this again. You can’t vote yet, so you’re too young to talk about 

politics. 
 
HAMISH: You’re never too young. 
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HAMISH drinks his coffee. 
 
BILL: And that’s your breakfast today? 
 
HAMISH: Yeah. 
 
BILL: You need a good meal; your mother would make something for you if you ask. 
 
PENNY: Cause your mothers got nothing better to do apparently. 
 
BILL: You know what I meant. 
 
HAMISH: Coffee’s fine. 
 
BILL: All that caffeine’s not good for a kid. 
 
HAMISH: I’m 17. 
 
BILL: Exactly, a kid. 
 
HAMISH: Hey, I thought I was getting in trouble for being late for school, but I’ve still got 

to finish this essay, spell check and print it. 
 
BILL: Back in my day, if your father was talking to you, you listened and respected what 

he said. 
 
HAMISH: Times change. 
 
BILL: One of these days kid, that mouth of yours is gonna get you into some serious 

strife. And now, I’ve got to call the vet again; one of the cows is in some trouble. 
We can’t afford to lose another one. 

 
BILL starts to head further into the house. 
 
HAMISH: Are you going to watch my film tonight Dad? 
 
BILL: The vet’s down in Goulburn so I’m gonna have to wait for him to come back 

tonight. I won’t have the time. 
 
HAMISH: It only goes for ten minutes. 
 
BILL: I won’t have ten minutes. 
 
BILL has exited. HAMISH is trying to show he isn’t affected by his father’s rejection. He starts 
typing again. 
 
PENNY: I can’t wait to see your film tonight. 
 
HAMISH: Okay. 
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PENNY: I think it’ll be great. I liked what I saw when I stuck my head in yesterday 
afternoon, that shot across the quarry at sunset looked breathtaking. 

 
HAMISH: Cool. 
 
PENNY: Your father just doesn’t understand you; you’ve always been chalk and cheese. 

But he is very proud of you, we both are. 
 
HAMISH: I have to get this assignment finished. 
 
HAMISH buries his head into the computer. 
 
PENNY: Okay. 
 
PENNY goes over and kisses HAMISH’S forehead. He doesn’t respond, and she doesn’t expect 
one. She picks up her washing and heads outside leaving HAMISH to continue typing. 
 
SCENE FOUR – POLICE STATION 
 
BILL this time is sitting in the interview room. JACK sits across from him. BILL looks very 
uncomfortable. 
 
BILL: I’m just a dairy farmer from Mittagong. 
 
JACK: How’s the farm going with the drought? 
 
BILL: Fine. 
 
JACK: I’ve been checking into your financials, you’ve been having a tough year. 
 
BILL: We’re okay; some bastards have lost their farms, that won’t be happening to me. 
 
JACK: And how are things at home? 
 
BILL: How do you think? 
 
JACK: It mustn’t be easy? 
 
BILL: We’re coping, that’s what you do, isn’t it? You cope. All the kids have come 

home. 
 
JACK: And how’s that? 
 
BILL: Noisy. 
 
JACK: I bet it is. 
 
BILL: Listen, I’m not meaning to sound rude, but are these questions relevant? 
 
JACK: I’m just trying to get a background, find out more about Hamish. 
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BILL does not answer, JACK stares at him for a small time before speaking again. 
 
JACK: Tell me more about your children. 
 
BILL: They left, all of them. 
 
JACK: You seem upset about that. 
 
BILL: I have four kids and none of them have stayed behind to take on the farm. 
 
JACK: Like you did? 
 
BILL: Like I did. My eldest, Rodney, I always thought he would. But he married his 

high school girlfriend and she wanted out of Mittagong so up they move to 
Sydney. My second kid, Justin, he was always smart. Knew we’d never keep him 
here. He’s a lawyer, working and living in Sydney. Then there’s Amy, my flighty 
one. Smart but she’s thrown it all away to work in some bar and play awful music. 

 
JACK: Then there was Hamish. 
 
BILL: He wouldn’t have stayed either, had his eye on some film school in Sydney. 

Never understood the appeal, I don’t know why you’d ever want to leave this 
place. All I wanted from my life was one of my kids taking over the farm, is that 
too much to ask for? But kids get these ideas in their heads; they have to do the 
opposite of what’s asked of them. I think they do it just to annoy us, or to rebel. I 
just don’t understand the next generation. 

 
JACK: And your relationship with Hamish? 
 
BILL: He was my son. 
 
JACK: That’s not really an answer. 
 
SCENE FIVE – GARNER KITCHEN 
 

 PENNY is clearing the kitchen table. BILL’S dinner still sits on the table looking cold. PENNY 
firmly places everything on the bench, she is obviously angry. BILL enters yawning. 
 
BILL: Well, the cow’s gonna be alright, silly bitch got me all worried for nothing. 
 
PENNY: Your dinner’s on the table. 
 
BILL: Warm it up for me will ya? 
 
PENNY: You know where the microwave is. 
 
BILL: What’s your problem? 
 
PENNY: What time did the vet arrive? 



 8 

 
BILL: Bout six. 
 
PENNY: What time is it now? 
 
BILL: Bout nine thirty. 
 
PENNY: Took that long to look at some hypochondriac cow did it? 
 
BILL: He came back tonight just for us, so the least I could do was have a beer with him. 
 
PENNY: Or several. 
 
BILL: We had a couple. 
 
PENNY: You smell like a brewery. 
 
BILL: I always have some bevies when Col comes by. 
 
PENNY: That’s why he always comes by during dinner, at the end of his day, so he doesn’t 

have to worry about working after getting pissed. 
 
BILL: What is your problem tonight? It’s always happened, you usually slam a few 

doors, but you don’t carry on this much. 
 
PENNY: Your son was waiting all night to play his film for you. 
 
BILL: I told him I was busy. 
 
PENNY: Drinking beer with your idiotic vet mate is not being busy. Hamish was really 

upset, he’s proud of his film, and cause of you ignoring him, he wouldn’t even 
show it too me, and I was really looking forward to seeing it. 

 
BILL: I never like his films, I don’t understand them. 
 
PENNY: They are brilliant, I love them. 
 
BILL: You would. 
 
PENNY: And even if you don’t get it, you smile and tell him it was good. I’ve never liked 

Amy’s music, but I tell her I love it. 
 
BILL: Her music’s shit. 
 
PENNY: But Hamish, he actually has some real talent, and you need to start appreciating 

that. He could be the next Tarantino. 
 
BILL: Who? 
 
PENNY: Exactly Bill, you need to get into his world more. 
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HAMISH enters, he is dressed ready for bed. He walks straight over to grab himself a drink. 
 
BILL: Evening son. 
 
HAMISH: Hi. 
 
PENNY: How’s the studying going? 
 
HAMISH: Just finished my Maths stuff, hate that crap. 
 
PENNY: I know darling. 
 
BILL: Did you want to have a look at that film now? 
 
HAMISH: I’m going to bed soon, but I’ve still got to read another few scenes of Hamlet first. 
 
BILL: It’s only ten minutes isn’t it? 
 
HAMISH: I’ve been up since five, and I’ve got a test tomorrow. Goodnight. 
 
PENNY: Good night sweetie. 
 
HAMISH exits. PENNY stares at BILL. 
 
BILL: What? I tried. 
 
PENNY: Barely. 
 
BILL: I offered to watch his film. 
 
PENNY glares at BILL. 
 
BILL: What do you want from me Penny? I don’t understand the boy. The other boys 

were easy, him, I don’t know. He’s nothing like me. He’s nothing like me at all. 
 
PENNY: I’m going to bed. 
 
BILL: Goodnight. 
 
BILL goes to kiss his wife but she is already walking out of the room. 
 
SCENE SIX – POLICE STATION 
 
AARON is now sitting opposite JACK. AARON is an attractive, softer seventeen year old. He 
looks sombre. 
 
AARON: It’s not that I hate it here, I don’t. I just don’t feel like I belong. And Mum’s 

always saying, “And you think Sydney’s all that, but don’t you see the news? 
Murder, crime, loneliness. No one will know you in Sydney”. And I told her that 
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