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A park. Saturday. JOCK MUNGO sits on a bench. He is 17, but looks 
older, having a midly unshaven appearance. His skin is tan and he 
has a largish head. JOCK wears a pastoral hat, but not too broad-
brimmed. As well he wears a cream pressed shirt, bottle-green 
cravat, khaki trousers and Blundstone boots. Beside JOCK sits a 
holdall, which is made of duck or canvas composed of red, black 
and yellow stripes. JOCK sits staring ahead, intently listening. After 
a while he smiles, then imitates the jumbled ‘four o’clock’ call of the 
noisy friarbird. Pause.  

JOCK The noisy friarbird. 

Pause. 

Or featherhead. 

Pause. 

Like my English teacher. 

He imitates the raucous klaxon call of the red 
wattlebird. Pause. He listens. Pause. He thinks, and 
saddens. In due course JOCK rummages in his bag and 
produces a book of poetry. He finds a poem, mumbles 
some of it to himself, then snaps it shut. He closes his 
eyes. Pause. He listens. He opens his eyes. JOCK recites 
Kenneth Mackenzie’s poem ‘Dead Timber’. 

‘Dead Timber’ 
Scribbled in pain on the grey page of sky, 
bleak hieroglyphics from the hand of time, 
the trees, erect in death, drift and deploy 
through pencillings of rain downhill, and climb 
stiffly the opposing slope, from here to night 
in an eternity of madman script; 
nor shall you now believe with what delight 
I saw them green last year, high, unstripped 
of bark and branch, fountains of living still, 
a challenge to despair, to loss of hope 
where now in hopeless death they march downhill 
and through the rain climb the opposing slope 
from here to night, a message and a cry 
written, unread, upon the winter sky.  

Pause.  

Kenneth Mackenzie. 

Pause. He listens. 

Silence in the trees. Not even an ape. 

Pause. 

One more species extinct. Cactus. 
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Pause. CHUCK and BEEFY enter from one side. They 
have obviously been watching and listening, and 
advance a few steps. They wear American sporting 
clothes: reversed baseball hats, tops, shorts, huge Nike 
boots etc. Each has a bag slung over a shoulder. 
CHUCK is tall and wiry. BEEFY is shorter, round, and 
carries a ghetto blaster. 

CHUCK A poet. 

BEEFY And he doesn’t know it. 

CHUCK Man. 

BEEFY Man. 

CHUCK Henry Lawson. 

BEEFY [ironically] 

Ultracool. 

CHUCK Jimi Hendrix. 

BEEFY Triplehip. 

CHUCK Purple Haze. 

BEEFY Jungle Man. 

CHUCK Man. 

BEEFY Man. 

They laugh. BEEFY bangs on the ghetto blaster: loud 
music: Red Hot Chilli Peppers or Smashing Pumpkins 
etc. They dance pumping arms, stomping feet, 
head-banging etc. After a while, CHUCK stops the 
music. Pause. 

CHUCK [with long deep growling sound] 

Gruuuuuunge. 

BEEFY [with long deep growling sound] 

Gruuuuuunge. 

TOGETHER [scream] 

Nirvanaaa! 

Pause. JOCK has been reading for a while. 

CHUCK Don’t you dig? 

BEEFY Groove? 

CHUCK Magic Dirt. 

Pause. 
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JOCK [dryly] 

I’ve ploughed a whole paddock. 

CHUCK What a dropkick. 

BEEFY Caveman. 

CHUCK Square. 

BEEFY Cube. 

CHUCK Oblong! 

BEEFY [screams] 

Dontcha rap to our music! 

JOCK I’m not deaf. 

CHUCK: Only colour-blind. 

Pause. 

JOCK: I would’ve thought that was an example of the pot 
 calling the kettle black. 

CHUCK Cool it. 

BEEFY [amazed] 

Where does he get these expressions? 

CHUCK Caveman. 

BEEFY Rearview mirror. 

Pause. 

[Pleasantly] What kinda rhythm gets you jumping’? 

Pause. 

JOCK Shostakovitch. 

BEEFY Shostakovitch! 

CHUCK Hubba hubba! 

BEEFY Gruuuuunge. 

CHUCK Gruuuuunge. 

TOGETHER Nirvanaaaa! 

Pause. 

CHUCK Who does he play for? 

BEEFY The Pittsburgh Steelers? 

CHUCK The Cincinatti Bengals? 

BEEFY The LA Rams? 

Pause. 
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JOCK The Russians. 

BEEFY Are they some noo band? 

CHUCK The band. 

BEEFY The band! 

TOGETHER The band! 

Pause. 

JOCK He’s a composer. 

BEEFY Like Kurt Cobain? 

JOCK Never heard of him. 

BEEFY What a freak. 

CHUCK Like John Cage? 

JOCK [pleased] 

You know John Cage? 

CHUCK [nodding] 

Mum’s rapt. Plays him all the time. Drives me afro. 

JOCK Strewth. And they told me Mildura was a cultural 
 backwater. 

CHUCK Cool it. 

BEEFY My mum plays Phillip Glass. 

JOCK [astounded] 

Phillip Glass? 

BEEFY Eisenstein on the Beach. 

CHUCK Newton and the Big Apple. 

JOCK [shrewdly] 

What do you think of his music? 

BEEFY [cross-eyed] 

Mind-blowing. 

JOCK Perhaps your mother would like to hear some 
 Shostakovitch? Lady Macbeth of Mtsensk. 

BEEFY and CHUCK look at each other suspiciously. 

Perhaps we three could form a musical salon. The 
Mildura Moderns. 

He rubs his hands, makes some gleeful noises. 

BEEFY Get real. 

Pause. 
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CHUCK Where do you come from? 

Pause. 

JOCK Hay. 

CHUCK Eh? 

JOCK Hay. 

BEEFY Eh? 

JOCK Hay! 

Pause. 

Who’s deaf? 

Pause. 

CHUCK Hay? 

JOCK nods. 

BEEFY Father a doctor? 

CHUCK A shrink? 

JOCK A farmer. 

Pause. 

BEEFY So you’re the real thing? 

CHUCK Original. 

BEEFY Proof. 

CHUCK Mother’s milk. 

BEEFY Smashing pumpkins. 

CHUCK A hayseed. 

Pause. 

JOCK It’s great to meet a couple of city-slickers. 

Pause. 

CHUCK How long have you been here? 

JOCK A few weeks. 

Pause. 

I’m not a great mixer. Among strange people. 

CHUCK We could introduce you to some slick chicks. 

BEEFY Ever ploughed a chick, hayseed? 

JOCK Never. 

BEEFY Never ever? 

JOCK Never. 
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CHUCK A virgo. 

BEEFY Loser. 

Pause. 

JOCK I don’t mind. 

BEEFY [appalled] 

You don’t mind? 

CHUCK Get real. How can you no mind if no know? 

BEEFY I bet they mind. 

CHUCK [mock-Australian] 

He prefers to hump his bluey. 

BEEFY A homo. 

CHUCK Hubba hubba! 

BEEFY Bonk his conk. 

CHUCK Hubba hubba! 

BEEFY Gruuuuuunge. 

CHUCK Gruuuuuunge. 

TOGETHER Nirvaaaanaaa! 

They suddenly turn away from JOCK and stare out 
ahead: a young woman walks along. 

CHUCK Hi babe! 

BEEFY Hi chicky babe! 

CHUCK Hi honey! 

BEEFY A stud-muffin. 

CHUCK [illustrating] 

Coke-frame. 

BEEFY Poke-frame. 

CHUCK [watching her go] 

Seeya honey! 

BEEFY Seeya babe! 

They go into a grunting and punching routine. From 
this BEEFY punches the ghetto blaster and they dance, 
pump, head-bang etc. Meanwhile JOCK has taken out 
his third book from his bag, and is reading. 

CHUCK [at the end] 

Go Rams! 



SLAM DUNK 

 7 

BEEFY Go Bulls! 

Pause. JOCK still reads. 

JOCK She didn’t appear to be interested. 

CHUCK &BEEFY [mocking] 

She didn’t appear to be interested. 

Pause. 

CHUCK She’ll come across. 

BEEFY Bookworm. 

JOCK [lowering his book] 

The Great Divide? 

BEEFY Why don’t you talk English? 

CHUCK Rap. 

Pause. 

JOCK My lingo is not at all cryptic in Hay. 

CHUCK Lingo? 

BEEFY Cryptic? 

CHUCK But Hay is the asshole of the world. 

BEEFY The Dead Centre. 

CHUCK For turkeys. 

BEEFY And lemons. 

JOCK We have a flourishing, indeed robust, little drama 
 group. 

BEEFY [outraged] 

Drama! 

CHUCK Thee-ay-ter! 

JOCK Called the Hay Band. 

BEEFY The band! 

CHUCK The band! 

JOCK We specialize in Australian plays. 

BEEFY Australian plays? Ooooo radical. 

CHUCK Wicked. 

BEEFY They’re so dumb they’re beyond retro. 

Pause. 

CHUCK Theatre is all dress-ups. 
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BEEFY Gigs for fairies. 

CHUCK Art farts. 

BEEFY You look like you just stepped out of an Australian 
 play, 

CHUCK and BEEFY scream laughing, roll around, then 
suddenly leap up. 

CHUCK Gruuuuuunge! 

BEEFY Gruuuuuunge! 

TOGETHER Nirvaaaanaaaaa!! 

Pause. 

CHUCK Don’t you get to watch the tele in Hay? 

JOCK I don’t watch television. 

BEEFY He doesn’t watch television. 

CHUCK What do you watch? 

BEEFY The wheat ripen? 

CHUCK Rust? 

BEEFY Your plough? 

Pause. 

JOCK I read. 

Pause. 

CHUCK The guy’s a legend. 

BEEFY [deep voice] 

A dinosaur. 

CHUCK More square than a logarithm. 

BEEFY How can you live without Law and Order? 

CHUCK [lecherously] 

Baywatch. 

JOCK Haywatch? 

CHUCK Baywatch! 

BEEFY LA Law. 

CHUCK Nerd. 

Pause. 

JOCK [putting on spectacles, American] 

Do you guys read? 






