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Characters: 

 

Simon: 17 

 

Kirsty: 17 

 

Margaret: 75 

 

Alice: 75 

 

Dotty: 55 

 

Coach: Age should be hard to determine. Anywhere from 30’s to 50’s. 

 

Ben: To be played by the same actor who plays Coach. 
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ACT 1 

 

SCENE 1 

 

MARGARET is sitting at the lounge  room table reading an old letter. Strewn on the 

table are other letters, photos, newspaper cuttings, an old shoe box, a notepad and a 

walking stick. She jots down a note. There is a knock on a door off stage. 

 

MARGARET: Come in. 

 

More knocking. 

  

MARGARET: Come in! 

 

DOTTY: (off) Marg! Marg!  

 

MARGARET: Dotty? 

 

DOTTY: (off) Where are you? 

 

MARGARET: Family room. 

 

DOTTY bustles in holding a wrapped gift. 

 

DOTTY: There you are, you old cripple. Can’t even be bothered to come to the door  

now? 

 

MARGARET: My hip’s a bit stiff. 

 

DOTTY: You’re not giving it enough exercise. You know what the doctor said. 

 

MARGARET: I know, but - 

 

DOTTY: No buts. Up you get. Do a few laps. 

 

MARGARET grabs her stick and manages to stand. She starts to walk  slowly 

around the room. 

 

MARGARET: To what do I owe the displeasure of your company? 

 

DOTTY: I’ve come to see Simon. I’ve brought him a present. 

 

MARGARET: That’s very kind of you. What have you got him? 

 

DOTTY: A journal. 
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MARGARET: A journal? What for? 

 

DOTTY: So he can write down some stories to go in your family history. 

 

MARGARET: He’s hardly in the right frame of mind to do that. 

 

DOTTY: It might get him into the right frame of mind.  

 

MARGARET: What do you mean? 

 

DOTTY: Well...it might help him out of his depression. 

 

MARGARET stops walking. 

 

MARGARET: Dotty, don't you dare try to turn Simon into your patient.  

 

DOTTY: Why not? It worked with you, didn’t it? 

 

MARGARET: What are you talking about? 

 

DOTTY: When you broke your hip you didn’t exactly react like a sunny, American 

 evangelist, did you? All you did was whinge about not being able to work at the 

 shop any more, or do the gardening - 

 

MARGARET: Yes, all right. 

 

DOTTY: But when you started working on your family history you cheered up 

 immediately. Especially when you found out about that poor man who was

 murdered. 

 

MARGARET: We don't know for sure that he was - 

 

DOTTY: Are you willing to admit that you’ve been happier since I started you on the  

Family history? 

 

MARGARET: (grudgingly) Yes. 

 

DOTTY: It could work with Simon, too. 

 

MARGARET: I doubt it’s his sort of thing. 

 

DOTTY: You won’t know until you try. 

 

MARGARET: I’m not going to pressure him. He’s here to take his mind off his problems 

 for a while. 
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DOTTY: The best way to get his mind off his problems is to keep him busy.   

 

MARGARET: Dotty, I’ve got the message. 

 

DOTTY: Good. Now, where is he?  

 

MARGARET: In bed. 

 

DOTTY: Bed? It’s eleven o’clock! 

 

MARGARET: He’s very tired. It was a twenty hour bus trip from Canberra.  

 

DOTTY: This does not augur well, Marg. You can’t let him get into the pattern he was in  

at home. 

 

MARGARET: Don’t you have some work to do at the newspaper? 

 

DOTTY: Don’t try to change the subject. (beat) I’m going to get him up. 

 

MARGARET: Don't you dare! 

 

MARGARET hits DOTTY with her stick. 

 

DOTTY: Ow! 

 

She rubs her arm.  

 

DOTTY: Assault! I’ll put it in the paper. 

 

SIMON limps in dressed in his pyjamas. He stops. 

 

DOTTY: Simon! 

 

DOTTY gives him a hug and a kiss. 

 

SIMON: Hi, Miss Graham. 

 

DOTTY: What’s this Miss Graham rubbish? You’re old enough to call me Dotty now.  

Let me look at you. Aren’t you getting handsome! Just like your Grandad was. 

 

MARGARET: Isn’t he? Filling out, too.  

 

DOTTY: Yes. He’s even got the Baxter nose. 

 

MARGARET: Hasn’t he! Long and aristocratic. 
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SIMON looks down, embarrassed. 

 

SIMON: I better have a shower. 

 

He turns to leave. 

 

DOTTY: Simon, wait, I have a present for you. 

 

She gives him the present. 

 

SIMON: Oh, thanks. It’s not my birthday or anything. 

 

DOTTY: I know. Just think of it as a welcome back to Pittsworth.  

 

 SIMON opens it. 

 

SIMON: A school book? 

 

DOTTY: No, a journal. For you to write down some stories about your life. To go in your 

 Gran’s family history. 

 

MARGARET: Only if you want to, Simon.  

 

SIMON: You’re writing a family history? 

 

MARGARET: Yes. 

 

SIMON: Has our family done anything interesting enough for a history? 

 

MARGARET: Well, your grandfather started with nothing, but ended up with one of the 

 most successful clothing shops in -  

 

DOTTY: Forget that. There was a murder! 

 

MARGARET: Dotty, don't start. 

 

DOTTY: But Simon would love to hear about it, wouldn't you? 

 

SIMON: Sure. 

 

DOTTY: Well - 

 

MARGARET: I’ll tell it! I don't want you embellishing all over the place. (beat) Our  

family came from Sweden, starting with Arthur Olsen who migrated to the United 

States in 1850. In 1867 his mother died, so his father migrated to the US, too. He 

caught a train from New York to meet Arthur in Philadelphia, but never arrived. 
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DOTTY: Because he was shot, robbed and thrown off the train, I bet. 

 

MARGARET: Possibly. We don't know. Anyway, Arthur was so devastated he couldn’t  

 bear to stay in America so he came to Queensland. He’s the first of our line in 

 Australia. 

 

SIMON: Huh. Well, I don't have any stories like that. 

 

DOTTY: They don't have to be earth-shattering like murder. They can be funny, like  

Marg putting the cat in the dryer. 

 

MARGARET: She was already in there asleep, but I didn’t [know] -  

 

DOTTY: I bet if you put your mind to it, you’ll be surprised what you remember. 

 

SIMON: I s’pose. 

 

DOTTY: You could even write about winning the bronze medal at the Australian - 

 

SIMON: Yeah, okay. I’ll think about it. I better have my shower. 

 

SIMON exits. 

 

MARGARET: Well done, Dotty. You say the best thing is to take his mind off his  

 problem and the first thing you do is remind him of it. 

 

DOTTY: I’m sorry, it just slipped out. It must be awful for him not to be able to run any 

 more. 

 

MARGARET: Devastating. Failing year twelve on top of it didn’t help much either. 

 

DOTTY: The sooner you get him back into the stream of life, the better. 

 

MARGARET: The only person I want to get back into the stream of life is you. 

 

DOTTY: All right, I’m going. You do some exercise. 

 

DOTTY exits. MARGARET watches her go then sits down, picks up a letter 

and reads. After a moment she stops, puts it aside and starts writing. The light 

fades to black. 
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SCENE 2 

 

SIMON, still in his pyjamas, sits on his bed rubbing cream into his leg. Aside from the 

bed there is a bedside table with a lamp, and a cupboard. MARGARET pops her head 

in. 

 

MARGARET: I thought you were having a shower. 

 

SIMON: Don’t feel like one. 

 

MARGARET: Fair enough. Then how about some breakfast? 

 

SIMON: I’m not hungry. 

 

MARGARET: Well, you’d better have it anyway. You’re going to need your strength. 

 

SIMON: Why? 

 

MARGARET: I’ve got some jobs for you to do. 

 

SIMON: Jobs? 

 

She hands him a piece of  paper. 

 

MARGARET: I haven’t been able to do them since my hip replacement. 

 

SIMON: I thought it was all right now? 

 

MARGARET: It’s getting there, but I can’t kneel down and do things like gardening. 

 

SIMON: Neither can I. My knees. 

 

MARGARET: Of course. Then how about cooking lunch? 

 

SIMON: I’m a hopeless cook. 

 

MARGARET: Don't worry, I’ll supervise you. 

 

SIMON: But I’ve been hanging out for your carrot soufflé. 

 

MARGARET: You can cook it yourself. I’m sure you’ll do an excellent job. 

 

SIMON: (pause) Actually, I’m still pretty tired from the trip. I think I’ll have a bit more  

of a lie down. 

 

SIMON starts to lie down. 
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MARGARET: No, no, you’ve had enough sleep. Up and at ‘em.  

 

SIMON: So much for having a holiday. 

 

MARGARET: Come on, Simon. How about mowing the lawn? It’s a ride-on. 

 

SIMON: I get hay fever. 

 

MARGARET: (pause) Then how about working on the family history? 

 

SIMON: I don't have anything worth putting in. 

 

MARGARET: Then you’ve left me with no choice. I’ll put in some stories about you. 

 

SIMON: Like what? 

 

MARGARET: Like the time your brother beat you at tennis so you smashed his brand- 

 new racket to pieces on the court. 

 

SIMON: That’s not why I did it. He kept deliberately hitting the ball at me - 

 

MARGARET: Or how, for absolutely no reason, you’d throw freezing water over him  

 while he was having a shower. 

 

SIMON: He deserved it. 

 

MARGARET: Why? 

 

SIMON: Well...I can’t remember now. 

 

MARGARET: Oh dear. This will not look good in the family history. 

 

SIMON: You can’t put those stories in. 

 

MARGARET: I’m sorry, but I don’t want to mislead future generations. 

 

SIMON: I’ll…I’ll sue! 

 

MARGARET: See you in court.  

 

She exits. Blackout. 
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SCENE 3 

 

SIMON, still in his pyjamas, sits on his bed writing in his journal. The lamp is on. 

 

SIMON: (voice over) I am not a violent person. The only reason I broke his racket was  

because he kept hitting his smashes straight at me. If he does it the next time we 

play I’ll... (speaks) What next time? 

 

He sighs, puts the journal on the table, and rubs his knees. 

 

SIMON: Useless bloody things. 

 

He gets into bed and turns off the lamp. Silence. A  few moments later, we hear a 

loud whistle blow. 

 

SIMON: Shit! Gran, what do you think you’re doing! That’s not funny! 

 

SIMON turns on the lamp. Margaret is not there.  

 

SIMON: Gran? 

 

Slowly  the cupboard door squeaks opens.  

 

SIMON: Gran? 

 

Suddenly a COACH in runners, a tracksuit, with a whistle hanging around his 

neck, jumps out. He looks fit. His age, due to his ghostly appearance, is hard to 

determine. He blows the whistle again. 

 

COACH: Come on, ya slacker, get up and start warming up. It’s time for training. Quads  

first. Watch me. 

 

He pulls his foot behind his buttock, stretching his quadriceps. 

 

COACH: Make sure you hold it for a good ten seconds. 

 

SIMON screams. 

 

COACH: What’s wrong with you? Cut it out. I said cut it out! 

 

SIMON continues to scream. The COACH frantically blows his whistle. 

 

COACH: That’s it! Training’s cancelled! 

 

The COACH disappears back into the cupboard and slams the door. SIMON is 

silent, unable to move. There is a clumping sound coming closer and closer to 
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the bedroom. MARGARET, wearing a dressing gown, enters with her walking 

stick. SIMON screams again. MARGARET almost topples over from the shock. 

 

MARGARET: Simon, what’s wrong? 

 

SIMON is unable to speak. 

 

MARGARET: What is it? 

 

He finally manages to point at the cupboard. 

 

MARGARET: The cupboard? 

 

MARGARET moves towards the cupboard. 

 

SIMON: No! 

 

MARGARET: What on earth is the - ? 

 

SIMON: Shhh! (whispers) There’s a... 

 

MARGARET: (whispers back) What? 

 

SIMON: (whispers) There’s a....coach in the cupboard. 

 

MARGARET: A coach? 

 

SIMON: (whispers) He blew his whistle at me and told me to start stretching. 

 

MARGARET: Simon, I think you’ve had a nightmare. 

 

SIMON: (whispers) No, he’s in there. 

 

MARGARET: Let’s take a look, shall we? 

 

SIMON leaps out of bed and grabs her. 

 

SIMON: No! We have to call the Police. 

 

MARGARET: Don't be ridiculous. I’m opening the cupboard. 

 

SIMON: Then I’m leaving.  

 

SIMON begins to exit. 
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MARGARET: You’re not going to leave your old Gran to deal with a crazed coach on  

her own, are you? What if he makes me do push-ups? 

 

SIMON pauses. 

 

SIMON: Give me that. 

 

SIMON takes her walking stick and raises it like a weapon. MARGARET 

begins to flail her arms around, about to fall. 

 

MARGARET: Simon! 

 

SIMON grabs her and sits her on the bed. He moves slowly to the 

cupboard and opens it. He leaps back, raising the walking stick. No-

one is there. Just some clothes. He tentatively pokes the stick through 

the clothes, looking for the COACH. 

 

MARGARET: You dag. You just had a nightmare, that’s all. 

 

SIMON does not look convinced. 

 

MARGARET: Come on, back to bed and get some sleep. 

 

MARGARET takes back her stick and begins to leave. 

 

SIMON: Gran... 

 

MARGARET: Yes, Simon? 

 

SIMON: (pause) Can I sleep in your room tonight? 

 

MARGARET: (pause) Come on then, you big scaredy cat. 

 

MARGARET goes out of the room. SIMON picks up his pillow, looks at the 

cupboard suspiciously and hurries out of the room. Blackout. 
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