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EACH NEW SEASON GROWS FROM THE 
LEFTOVERS FROM THE PAST.  THAT IS 
THE ESSENCE OF CHANGE, AND CHANGE 
IS THE BASIC LAW . . . 

HAL BORLAND 
 
 
THREE WINTERS GREEN follows eight people through three years of their lives.  
From school through to drag; from dreams on a coach through to reality in a city; 
from alcohol through to realisation, each character is on a journey quite separate and 
yet eventually interlinked by a crisis of epidemic proportions. 
 
Lives are changed, ambitions thwarted, boundaries redefined and a common goal 
forged between a group of people who have each travelled a separate path to this 
shared moment in their histories. 
 
what the critics say 
Powerful, funny, emotionally engaging and – crucially – relevant work. 
DIANA SIMMONDS (SUNDAY TELEGRAPH) 
 
A terrific play . . . witty, sharp and fast-paced.  Scenes and characters and dialogue fly 
smoothly by, like expertly dealt playing cards on a felt table. 
LENNY ANN LOW (SYDNEY MORNING HERALD) 
 
Affectionate and witty. 
BRYCE HALLETT (SYDNEY MORNING HERALD) 
 
An extraordinary production about life in the eighties . . . it was at the Stables Theatre 
in 1993 . . . ten years later it loses nothing from its repetition . . . a controversial 
subject, but it magnificently blends the sensitivity and pathos of the message with 
humour and hope. 
ALAN JONES (2GB) 
 
It deserves to be absolutely chock-a-block every night . . . it’s beautifully layered from 
the language through to the imagery . . . at the end many of us were in tears . . . it is an 
opportunity now to re-examine that era . . . it has been re-set like you might re-set a 
gem.  
KEN HEALEY (ABC SYDNEY) 
 
One of the most enjoyable things I’ve seen for months.  It’s very warm, very funny, 
and very emotionally centred. 
RICHARD GLOVER (ABC SYDNEY) 
 
Mischievously funny, truthful and deeply poignant . . . still a very relevant play – 
confronting, wickedly sly in its humour – it moved me very much . . . just wonderful, 
one of the best theatrical experiences in town. 
OZ SHOWBIZ.COM 
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The 10th anniversary production of Three Winters Green opened at the SBW Stables Theatre, 
Sydney on 7 February 2003 with the following cast and crew: 
 
FRANCIS  Hayden Tee 
MARTIN/MICK  Brad Price 
ANDREW   Josh Hannaford 
BECK (REBECCA)  Katie McCarthy 
MAXINE   Trisha Noble 
JEN (JENNIFER)   Belinda Wollaston 
JOSEPH JENKINS  Gerry Sont   
 
DIRECTORS   Les Solomon and Jason Langley 
DESIGNER   Nicholas Dare  
LIGHTING DESIGNER Richard Hawkins 
 
CHARACTERS 
(in order of appearance) 
 
FRANCIS  A high school student/ drag queen/ angel, aged 17 through 20 
MARTIN   A PLWHA/ angel in his early 20s  
ANDREW   A childcare worker in his late 20s  
BECK (REBECCA)  Martin’s sister, a gym instructor in her mid-20s  
MAXINE   Beck and Martin’s mother, a retired actress in her late 50s 
JEN (JENNIFER)   An aspiring actress, aged 18 through 21 
JOSEPH JENKINS  A high school teacher in his mid-40s 
MICK    A high school student/ mechanic, aged 17 through 20 
 
NOTE ON CASTING  
The play requires seven actors (four male, three female).  The same actor plays the roles of 
MARTIN and MICK.  
 
SETTING 
The play is set in and around Queensland and Sydney at various locations.  The time is a 
week during 1987 in Act One, the ensuing three years during Act Two and late 1989 in Act 
Three.  The prologue and epilogue take place in the present. 
 
ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 
THREE WINTERS GREEN was workshopped in 1991/92 by In the Pink Theatre Company, 
directed by Paul Hastings Booth and Gae Diller Anderson; and through The Sydney Theatre 
Company’s New Stages development wing in 1992, directed by Michael Gow and Lee 
Biolos.  Excerpts were broadcast on ABC Radio National in 1992.  It was first performed in 
its entirety at the Stables Theatre, Sydney on September 17 1993 with David Campbell, Mary 
Haire, Lloyd King, Danny Nash, Nicola Quilter, Anthony Simcoe and Vanessa Steele.  It was 
directed by Les Solomon and designed by Margaret Bottichio.  It was rewritten for production 
in 2003 with assistance from Booranga Writers’ Centre.  The author acknowledges that the 
play contains dialogue and song lyrics from the musical Gypsy (book by Arthur Laurents, 
screenplay by Leonard Spigelgass, lyrics by Stephen Sondheim); an excerpt from Anton 
Chekhov’s The Three Sisters; excerpts from the works of William Shakespeare; and music 
and lyrics from the songs, What a Diff’rence a Day Made (written by Maria Grever, Stanley 
Adams, sung by Dinah Washington) and When You’re Smiling (Written by Shay/Fisher/ 
Goodwin).  Finally, a big thank you to the many people who have championed this play over 
a decade: they include David Atfield, David Chandler, and Beatrix Christian – although my 
biggest thanks is to Les Solomon.  



Three Winters Green  4 

ACT ONE 
 
PROLOGUE 
 
The present.  A shaft of light reveals a folded quilt.  ANDREW, MAXINE, BECK and 
JEN enter, they remove their shoes and take up their position: one at each side of the 
quilt.  They pause to briefly hold hands.  FRANCIS appears elsewhere as an agitated 
angel. 
 
Francis: Hurry up.   
 
  [No answer.] 
 
  They’re starting. 
 
Martin:  [Off]: My wing has wilted. 
 
Francis: What? 
 
Martin:  [Off]: My wing.  It’s stuffed. 
 
Francis: You’re going to miss it. 
 
  [MARTIN enters with a lopsided wing.] 
 
Martin:  Look. 
 
Francis: [Referring to quilt]: You look. 
 
Martin:  Why do they keep doing the quilt thing? 
 
Francis: To honour us. 
 
Martin: Hello.  We died in the eighties.  It’s 20131.   
 
Francis: Hello yourself.  I died in the nineties thankyou very much. 
 
Martin: [Yelling at the people around the quilt]: Move on. 
 
  [FRANCIS fusses at MARTIN’s wing.] 
 
Francis: Lest they forget.  Very important. 
 
Martin:  No one could forget you, Francis. 
 
Francis: That is so sweet, Martin.  Dead but not forgotten. Much better than 

forgotten – but not dead.  [A beat.] Your wings are a disgrace.  Are you 
ready for the wishes? 

                                                             
1 The year stated is the year in which the play is performed. 
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Martin:  Do we have to do the wishes? 
 
Francis: Yes, we have to do the wishes. 
 
Martin:  I don’t like the wishes. 
 
Francis: We always do the wishes at the unfolding of the quilt. 
 
Martin:  You always make me do the wishes.  
 
  [ANDREW is isolated.] 
 

Andrew still looks good. 
 
Francis: He does, doesn’t he?  He promised he’d be dead by now.  [Yelling]:  

Liar! 
 
 [BECK is isolated.] 
  
 Your sister looks great.  Except for the hair.  Even a lesbian should 

know better.  
 

[MAXINE is isolated.] 
 

On the other hand, your mum looks stressed.  No offence.   
 
Martin:  None taken.  Raising multiple queers takes its toll. 
 
  [JEN is isolated.] 
 
Francis: [Referring to JEN and BECK]: They’re still together. 
 
Martin:  Some things never change.   
 

[JOSEPH enters and goes towards the quilt but stays apart from the 
others.  He looks at the quilt.] 

 
Francis: Well, well, well, would you look at that? 
 
Martin:  Who’s that? 
 
Francis: My high school teacher.  Fancy him paying a visit after all these years.  

[Yelling]: Better late than never. 
 
Martin: He’s hot.  For an old bloke. 
 
Francis: He was hot. 
 
Martin: How would you know that? 
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Francis: I had him. 
 
Martin: You had your high school teacher? 
 
Francis: Didn’t everyone? 
 
Martin: No, Francis.  Not everyone had their high school teacher.  In fact, the 

majority of people don’t have their high school teacher.   
 
Francis: Hardly my fault. 
 
Martin: It’s a criminal offence.   
 
Francis: The eighties were the offence. 
 
Martin: Were the nineties good? 
 
Francis: I wouldn’t know, Martin.  I spent the better part of them face down 

with my head buried in a pillow. [A beat.] They were fabulous.   
 
Martin: If you could do it all again, what would you change? 
 
 [Pause.] 
 
Francis: Not a jot. 
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SCENE ONE 
 
A fragment from the “Gypsy” overture is heard.  It is 1987. FRANCIS in a school 
auditorium. 
  
Francis: [Reciting from “Gypsy”]:  “What I got in me, what I’ve been holding 

down inside of me, if I ever let it go.  There wouldn’t have been signs 
big enough.  There wouldn’t have been lights bright enough.”  

 
[FRANCIS suddenly stops.] 

 
What comes next? 

 
Mick:  [From back]: “Here she is boys.  Here she is world.  Here’s Rose.”  
 
Francis: What? 
 
Mick:  [From back]: ‘Here’s Rose’, you little deafcake! 
 
Joseph: [From back]: Enough, Mick. 
 
Mick: [From back]: She’s the one stuffing up.   
 
Joseph: [From back]:  I said that’s enough.  [Entering]:  Cut the spot.  I said, 

cut it.  [The lights cut.  To FRANCIS]:  You OK? 
 
Francis: Yes. 
 
  [MICK enters.] 
 
Mick:  [Mimicking]: ‘Yes’.  Gypsy starring Francis the Fairy. 
 
Joseph: What are you doing next week, Mick?   
 
Mick: You know I’m getting the coach to Sydney straight after the concert, 

sir.  Special bereavement leave. 
 
Joseph: One more word and you’ll be on detention, son. 
 
Mick:  You can’t do that. 
 
Joseph: Try me. 
 
  [MICK skulks off.  After a moment.] 
 
Francis: I stink, don’t I? 
 
Joseph: No.  You just need to learn the lines. 
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Francis: Yes, but am I good? 
 
Joseph: One better than good.  Brave. 
 
Francis: Thanks. 
 
  [FRANCIS begins to go.] 
 
Joseph: Francis. 
 
Francis: Yes? 
 
Joseph: The make-up. 
 
Francis: I’m going to be an entertainer. 
 
Joseph: You’re not an entertainer now. 
 
Francis: I should be in 11B English now. 
 
Joseph: Like that? 
 
Francis: Like what? 
 
Joseph: The foundation.  The lipstick. 
 
Francis: No-one notices. 
 
Joseph: Except me?  It’s for a play.  Not for life. 
 
Francis: I like the feel of it. 
 
Joseph: Do your parents know? 
 
Francis: My mother has switched to a shade darker.  This is what’s left of the 

pancake number 2. 
 
Joseph: Right . . . at least get rid of the lipstick.  If I see you wearing it 

tomorrow I’ll send you home.  Understand? 
 
Francis: Can I go now? 
 
Joseph: Go. 
 
 [FRANCIS goes as]: 
 
Mick: [From back]:  Don’t forget your stilettos, Francis. 
 
Joseph: Mick! 
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Francis: I don’t wear stilettos – 
 
Joseph: – Walk away, Francis – 
 
Francis: – I wear sensible shoes. 
 
Mick:  [From back]: Fruit. 
 
Francis: Meet me in the shower, Mick, and we’ll see who’s the real fruit.  Ha!  

Cat got your tongue? 
 

[A beat.] 
 
Joseph: [To audience]: That’s how it all began.  Just over three months ago.  

Swimming carnival.  Shower block.  Francis and Mick.  Personal 
development experiment.  Mick fled the moment I discovered them.  
But not Francis.   

 
 [FRANCIS is shivering, teeth chattering, one arm covering his 

genitals.] 
 
 [To FRANCIS]: Straighten yourself up boy . . . put your swimmers on. 
 

[To audience]: Poor kid was looking everywhere.  They were still 
around his ankles but do you think he could find them. 
 
[JOSEPH points.] 
 
He pulled them on.  But his fear was . . . still protruding.  We had to 
wait. 
 
[Embarrassed look at one another.] 
 
I couldn’t send him out with it poking around, flapping in the carnival 
breeze.  I didn’t say anything.  Just waited.  I watched the tiles, the 
entrance to the change-room, the water go down the drain.   
 
[To FRANCIS]: You should have finished ages ago.  The others are 
long gone. 

 
Francis: Yes, sir. 
 
Joseph: When he finally left, he said – 
 
Francis: Thank you, sir. 
 
Joseph: And I got my arm wet turning off the shower. 
 

On the way out I ran into him – Francis – now fully dressed, leaning 
against the wall. 
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[FRANCIS looks at JOSEPH, very direct, smiles.  Suddenly nervous.  
He walks away.] 
 
I’ve always told myself – stay clear of students.  Of course I had to 
report the incident to Father Parkham.  But I kept it vague.  I probably 
wouldn’t have said anything, except for Miss. Frayn.  She was the one 
who had come running in the first place to tell me she thought there 
were still two boys in the showers.   
 
She does a count.  She’s like a bloodhound, a beady-eyed homo-hound, 
always on the lookout, waiting to sniff it out, parade it and bark like 
mad at it.  I suspect she lives for the day she can set her eyes on the 
unspeakable act itself.  ‘It’s not natural Mr Jenkins, is it?  Boys must 
be men.  What do you think?’ 
 
I keep the correct distance, nodding, nodding, bloody nodding, all the 
time thinking:  ‘Get your rose-cardiganned limbs on a man yourself 
before you ask any more of your tiresome questions.’   
 
[To imaginary FRAYN]: ‘Yes, Miss Frayn, boys must be men.’ 
 
I had wanted to reach out and touch, even to touch the trickle of water 
that had run down the drawstring of his swimmers – to take his fear 
and dissolve it inside me.   
 
And he knows it. 

 
 
SCENE TWO 
 
A coach.  JEN and BECK are seated together.  ANDREW, reading a book, and MICK, 
listening to music, are also seated together.  
 
Jen:  I spy with my little eye something beginning with – 
 
Beck:  Leave off.  Do you want some water? 
 
Jen:  No. 
 
Beck:  Have you drunk your three litres today? 
 
Jen:  No. 
 
Beck:  You look thirsty. 
 
Jen:  I don’t look thirsty.  I know when I’m thirsty.  I’m not thirsty.  ‘B’. 
 
Beck:  What? 
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Jen:  Something beginning with ‘B’. 
 
Beck:  Bus. 
 
Jen:  You’re not allowed to call it a bus.  We’re on a coach, dummy. 
 
Beck:  I’m bored. 
 
Jen:  Give up? 
 
Beck:  Never.  [Loudly]: ‘B’.  What starts with a bloody ‘b’ on this? 
 

[ANDREW is jolted from his reading.  He turns, briefly meets BECK’s 
and JEN’s eyes and smiles.  BECK doesn’t respond.  JEN smiles back 
before he turns away again.] 

 
Jen:  There you are.  A clue. 
 
Beck:  What? 
 
Jen: You just got a clue.  Boy, dummy.  Or book.   

[Referring to ANDREW]:  Him.  He’s nice, isn’t he? 
 
Beck:  How would you know that? 
 
Jen:  He smiled at us. 
 
Beck:  It was probably wind. 
 
Jen:  He smiled at me.  He likes me. 
 
Beck:  Bullshit. 
 
Jen: He did.  I wouldn’t worry.  You could have said ‘bugger’ and still been 

right. 
 
Beck:  Him? 
 
Jen:  Look’s like a bit of a bugger. 
 
Beck:  So? 
 
Jen:  I don’t care if he cops it the bum or not. 
 
Beck:  Why am I going to Sydney with you? 
 
Jen:  Because you love me. 
 
Beck:  How do you know that? 
 



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.




