


100 Reasons For War 
Tom Holloway

ii

Published in 2013 by Red Door 
an imprint of the Australian Script Centre  
77 Salamanca Place, Hobart  
TAS 7000 Australia 
admin@australianplays.org 
www.australianplays.org 
ABN 63 4394 56892

ISBN 978-0-9923838-8-6

© Tom Holloway 2014

This publication is protected under the Australian Copyright Act 1968. You have a legal obligation to 
obtain permission before reproducing or transmitting it in any form or storing it in a retrieval system. 
Enquiries may be directed to the publisher.

 

Making copies
Your purchase of this playscript entitles you to print it once only. Beyond this single use, you may not 
reproduce more than 10% without permission, even if you or your institution holds a Copyright Agency 
Limited (CAL) Statutory Licence.

Additional copies are permitted with the purchase of a copy licence from AustralianPlays.org. For 
further information, visit AustralianPlays.org/copy-licence.

 

Production rights
You must obtain permission from the relevant rightsholder before producing or performing this play. 
Production enquiries may be submitted online at AustralianPlays.org/produce-play. 



100 Reasons For War 
Tom Holloway

iii

CON TEN TS
1. Foreword

3. Production Notes

4. First Production

5. PROLOGUE

16. MORNING

28. MIDDAY

43. AFTERNOON

57. NIGHT

64. Appendix



100 Reasons For War 
Tom Holloway

1

FOR EWOR D

We live in interesting times. As a nearly fifty-year-old, white Australian I grew up amongst what I 
would characterise as a ‘silent social assent’, which asserted that Australia’s participation in World 
War One - perhaps more specifically, the Gallipoli campaign - marked the ‘real’ beginning of our 
nationhood. That the ‘blooding’ (and I speak both respectfully and metaphorically) we received in that 
campaign acted as some sort of rite-of-passage for our young, newly-formed nation. In his introduction 
to the Currency edition of his blistering epic The Blind Giant is Dancing, Stephen Sewell takes this 
myth to task (specifically its representation in the film Gallipoli). An analysis of this myth represents 
the newly post-colonial, white Australia as young, innocent, well-meaning and therefore somehow not 
responsible for our actions. Sewell does not take the metaphor this far, but the implication is that we 
understood ourselves to have been somehow duped in this campaign; that ‘our boys’, like wide-eyed 
children were misled and forced to our deaths by our metaphorical adults, who should have known 
better – and perhaps who should have cared for us more diligently. 

This claim of innocence, of meaning well, has terrible echoes in both the colonial and post-colonial 
history of white Australia. History is never, and has never been finite, and the unfolding history of 
the ‘real’ Australia over the last thirty years or so paints a far more complex picture. Precisely when 
nationhood is forged is an impossible thing to pinpoint – all one can do is point at certain “Waterloos” 
(to use an apropos war analogy) and say “here, the nation changed; here, and hereafter the nation 
thought differently.” Whatever else one thinks about Australia’s participation in WW1, this is certainly 
one of those moments. 

And so here we are, 100 years later, attempting to digest this complexity. The relationship between 
our colonial past and our first peoples remains… complicated at best, vexed at worst. We are engaged 
in international dialogues about migration and climate change, and emerging from neither with any 
great political distinction in the eyes of the international community: the shiny-eyed promise of the 
Gallipoli ‘myth’ has, in the wake of all this political ambiguity, evaporated, and we face now the very 
real consequences of the deeds committed in the name of our nationhood.

It is from this maelstrom that Tom Holloway’s 100 Reasons for War emerges. Where many of the 
works commissioned across Australia for this centenary played in to its more sentimental aspects, this 
work takes a far more fragmented, postmodern (and in theatrical terms, postdramatic) view. Rather 
than dwell on the particularities of Australia’s participation in WW1, 100 Reasons ponders the nature 
of war – its intentions, its failures and, indirectly, its contributions to society. Robert Jarman (Artistic 
Director of Tasmania’s Blue Cow Theatre) commissioned the work with the initial provocation (and 
historical irony) that “The Great War” was so called because it was expected to lead to “The Great 
Peace.”

The result is a dense, poetic text that manifests the mystery of its subject. It is written as an “open 
text”, meaning that lines are unallocated, that it can be performed by as many or as few as any 
particular production wishes and that there is little indication of how the work should (or might) be 
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performed. The references are rich and diverse – from the bonobo monkeys to the schoolroom – with 
the implication that war is a part of being alive, that the reasons for war are as complex and interwoven 
as any other ‘condition’ of our humanity.

Over the past few years, Tom has established himself, both here and in Europe as a serious theatrical 
voice. This is a bold, passionate and utterly human text which tackles its subject with humour, humility 
and intelligence – and the supposition that such a subject cannot possibly be honoured with a single 
point of view:

“ War does not determine who is right – only who is left.”
— Bertrand Russell

.
Tom Healey

AustralianPlays.org Literary Manager and curator of its Red Door imprint.



100 Reasons For War 
Tom Holloway

3

PRODUCTION NOTES
Setting: God knows.

Characters: Don’t ask me.

This text is meant as an offering, to be part of a much bigger, unspoken theatrical experience. The 
blank pages are there on purpose. Also take note that p55 contains a link to a YouTube clip.

Each ‘fragment’ in the text begins with a change of alignment of the text.

When there seems to be a double-gap between lines, that is one character either choosing or unable to 
say anything.

No punctuation at the end of a sentence means the next character cuts the speaker off.
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FIRST PRODUCTION
The first performance of 100 Reasons For War was staged at the Theatre Royal, Hobart, in April 2015, 
produced by Blue Cow Theatre Inc. with the following cast and creative team:

Andrew Casey

Aleksandra Crossan

Guy Hooper

Karissa Lane

Jeff Michel

Campbell McKenzie

Tim Page

Fiona Stewart

Director / Designer: Robert Jarman

Movement Director: Trisha Dunn

Associate Director: Alex Rigozzi

Composer: Dylan Sheridan
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PROLOGUE

Hi.

Oh. Hi.

How are you?

Me?

Fine, I guess.

Are you sure?

If I’m fine?

It’s just that this may be confusing.

What do you mean?

It probably won’t be what you expected.

Is that okay?

 To be honest, I’m not…

Sure. I guess.

Brilliant.  So to begin with, there’s something I need to tell you about.
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The beginning of the universe. There was this moment, yes? This singular moment 
when the entire universe was one thing. The energy… The matter… The time… The 
atoms… The particles… They were all one and all contained. It had no size and no 
history. There was nothing of it that would be familiar to us. But then something 
happened. We don’t know why, but we know everything exploded. Catastrophically. 
This thing… The singularity… It was suddenly and instantly torn apart with more 
force… More anger than you could ever

Anger?

Than any one of us could ever imagine. In response to all this destruction, the 
universe was created. The brutal shock released atoms and heat and light and forced 
them to all corners of the chasm that had appeared. These things bound together to 
create gases, liquids, mass, rock, planets and stars. Galaxies were forged in to being. 
Climates, both hospitable and hostile, burst forth. The creation of stars dragged 
minutes and hours and days and years in to existence. Light forced time. Time forced 
life. Life led to us. 

Please, I

But what many people don’t realise is that we are still in the aftershocks of this 
terrible event. We’re still feeling its pain, because… And this is important… Because 
we’re still being torn apart from the force of that explosion. That is why this is 
happening right now. That is why everything from this moment goes the way it goes. 
Because everything… Are you listening?
Can you look at me? 

Because everything everywhere is still being ripped apart by the force of the 
destruction of the singularity.

I like the way you look.

You do?

You look… Proud.

That’s nice. Is that nice?

You mean that as a compliment, don’t you?
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It’s the way you hold yourself.

Don’t you?

I hold myself proudly?

I watch you when you’re not looking. When you’re busy doing other things.

You don’t believe me? 

You watch me?

And that’s what I see.

I don’t know how I feel about that.

I guess it’s nice.

I love you.

What is it?

Argh.

What’s wrong?

There’s something I need to tell you.

Argh!

What is it?!

It’s so annoying!
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Settle down!

This stupid remote!

Again?

It just won’t work!

It does annoy you, doesn’t it?

I hate it! The buttons never do what they’re meant to! It’s drives me crazy!

It’s just a remote.

I’m sick of it!!

Whoa! If you’re going to throw it at least aim for the couch!

I hate it.

You’ve broken it. 

Good.

What?

Nothing. Sorry.

Don’t look at me like that. 

I don’t know what to say.

Words.

What?

Words are violent.
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Some, I guess.

No. All. All words are violent. Are you listening to me?

They are?

Have you been listening to anything I’ve said?

I’ve tried.

They turn things in to something the things are not.

I don’t understand.

You must.

I’m trying.

Take a bowl. A ceramic bowl. It is just clay. Clay moulded in to a certain shape, glazed 
and then fired at a certain temperature. That’s all it is. But when we call it a bowl, we 

make it a construct. Something with history. Something… and this is the important 
bit… Something created by us. The clay can no longer just be clay. That shape can no 

longer just be that shape. We are distorting it all to make it something we want it to 
be, as apposed to what it actually is.

A bowl is not a bowl?

Exactly.

But it is, isn’t it?

You don’t understand my point.

I want to.

Language is a weapon.

Against clay?

Against anything. And more importantly, against anybody.
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Oh.

We can turn the world in to whatever we want and in fact we do it every single day. 
A tree is not a tree. A house is not a house. A black person is not a black person. A 

refugee is not a refugee. An enemy is whoever we want him to be.

We can make these people whatever we want?

Exactly!

I see.

Do you get it now?

Because a bowl is not a bowl and a house is not a house an enemy can be anything we 
want them to be?

Anything at all!

Wow.

This is why we must master this tool.

Of course.

All language… All art… All culture and communication… These are all acts of violence 
that every single one of us is committing every single day. If we don’t acknowledge 

we’re doing this, we can’t use this force… this weapon…to our advantage. And let 
me tell you, this is the most potent weapon of them all. It is insidious. Efficient. Far 

reaching. It works through metamorphosis. It changes the very make up of the victim 
and if used correctly, the victim will go through this change willingly. It is a weapon 
that can turn your enemy in to your ally and visa versa. We have to know how to use 
this. If we want to win, we have to be able to use this weapon effectively, got it?! This 

is how we win! This is how we get on top and stay there! This is the path towards 
domination!

 
What is it?



100 Reasons For War 
Tom Holloway

11

There’s something I need to tell you.

Confused?

I don’t get what you’re telling me.

Nothing attacked it. It attacked itself.

But look at it.

Because its anger is innate.

This critter?

The only thing it knows to do is attack. Attack and eat. Attack and eat.

Sure.

It is so wired to attacking and eating that it will turn on itself if there is a lack of other 
food around.

You’re kidding?

That’s what happened.

It ate itself?

If there is nothing else around… If it can find no other food… It bites through its own 
abdomen and starts eating its own innards. So… As we can see here… Without other 
alternatives… It will devour itself.

Because I forgot to feed it?

That is how desperate its need to survive is.

I’m confused.




