
(DIS)CORD
Ryan Enniss



AUSTRALIAN SCRIPT CENTRE
This playscript is published and distributed by the Australian Script Centre, trading as AustralianPlays.org.  
The Australian Script Centre, a national not-for-profit organisation, has been selectively collecting 
outstanding Australian playscripts since 1979 and is home to a comprehensive and extraordinary 
catalogue of production-ready plays.

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED
This work is protected by Australian and international copyright law. You have a legal obligation to obtain 
permission before making copies of this script or performing the play. Contact details for further information 
are provided below.

MAKING COPIES
Your script purchase entitles you to print the script once only. Beyond this single use, you may not copy 
or print more than 10% of this script without permission, even if you are covered by a Copyright Agency 
Limited (CAL) statutory licence. Additional copies may be made with the purchase of a Copy Licence from 
AustralianPlays.org.  

COPYRIGHT ADVICE
For detailed information on copyright issues, please contact the Australian Copyright Council.

PRODUCTION RIGHTS
Before producing or performing any play you must obtain the permission of the relevant rightsholder. Fees 
will vary according to the nature and scale of the proposed production. They are set at the discretion 
of the relevant rightsholder (usually the playwright or their agent). As a general guide, AustralianPlays.
org recommends 10% of gross box office receipts or $100 per performance, whichever is greater, as the 
minimum fee for amateur production. Your production enquiry for this play may be submitted through the 
AustralianPlays.org website.

PERMISSIONS FOR SOUND RECORDINGS & MUSIC
Some playscripts will require specific published sheet music or sound recordings for which performing 
rights may need to be separately licensed. Producers are advised to contact the Australasian Performing 
Rights Association (APRA) for more information on music licensing requirements.  

NOTE ON THE SCRIPT
This is an unedited manuscript as provided to us by the playwright. We distribute it in good faith; however 
it may contain layout inconsistencies or typographic errors.

Australian Script Centre Inc, trading as AustralianPlays.org 
77 Salamanca Place, Hobart, Tasmania Australia 
admin@australianplays.org 
+61 3 6223 4675  
ABN 63439456892

(DIS)CORD 
© Ryan Enniss 2016



  2 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Cast of Characters: 

Rachel 

Esther 

Abigail 

Thomas 

Stephen 

Adam 

Alice 

Jenna 
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Enter RACHEL, a young woman dressed in sports clothing. Her hair is a mess, she looks like she 

hasn't slept in days. She paces around the stage erratically. There are times when she looks at an 

audience member and goes to speak, but then makes a timid noise and continues pacing until finally 

she explodes: 

 

RACHEL: Look at my arse! Go on, look at it. It's a good arse. Nervously: Isn't 

it? I think so. I mean, it's a nice shape and it's really... Clenches fist and 

grunts. Anyway... I'm a bit worried about it because I was standing in the 

supermarket (you know, minding my own business) when out of the corner of my 

eye, I saw this guy. Oh my god he was cute, like, drop-dead gorgeous kind of 

cute. Tall, good hair, strong shoulders, and eyes that were pure sex. So there I 

am, trying to buy my groceries, while mister sex-eyes is just standing over 

there, drinking his coke. I'm trying to look as mysterious and sexy and I can, 

right? I bend over to get a can of baked beans, and what do I hear him say?  

 

ADAM: 'It's flat.'  

 

RACHEL: Distraught: It's flat. Frantically: It's flat! How could he say that? And 

more importantly, how could he say that to me! I mean, he was a good five metres 

away from me and was looking at his friend when he said it, but I know he was 

talking to me! 

 

ADAM: I wasn't talking to you! 

 

RACHEL:  I know it! Is that what kind of society we live in? One where people 

can openly judge one another, without even having the decency to look at them? 

What's wrong with my bum anyway? I think it's a good bum, a womanly bum. But 

according to mister sex-eyes it's not. And I'm... wrong. Oh god, if I'm wrong 

about that, then what else am I wrong about? Are my teeth white? Does this shirt 

make me look fat? Am I even blonde?!  

Pause. What if... what if I'm ugly...? If I'm ugly then there goes my entire 
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life! I'll never get a job (who wants a hideous person as an employee?). If I 

never get a job, I'll never have my own apartment, or go on holiday, or even be 

able to afford food! I'll have to live in Mum and Dad's basement like some kind 

of weird thirty year old who still watches kid's shows! Actually... now that I 

think about it, he could have been talking about his coke... No. No, he was 

definitely talking about me, I could tell.  

 

ADAM: I really wasn't. 

 

RACHEL: Even though he was nowehere near me, and not looking at me, that man 

was judging me. Like some sort of creep. Like some sort of stalker. Maybe I'll 

give the police a little ring.  

 

ADAM: You're crazy. 

 

RACHEL: Tell them there's a creepy stalker talking about my bum in the local 

supermarket. That'll show him. That's exactly what I'll do. I'll call the 

police... right after I do some squats.



 

Spotlight on ESTHER who is sitting on the ground, hugging her knees to her chest, she is shaking 

slightly. Harsh white light mixed with yellow fades in and spreads across the stage. ESTHER 

appears to be talking to herself and the audience. 

 

ESTHER: They took my baby, oh god, they took my baby. I can almost still feel 

him, inside me. Growing, moving, living. He had his father's eyes, as blue as a 

summer sky.  

 

STEPHEN: I've got Dad's eyes. 

 

ESTHER: Pause. I remember when Francis and I made him. It was more romantic 

than anything I'd ever imagined. He took me out into the field behind his house. 

We ate a candlelit dinner, drank too much wine, and talked all night. Pause. We 

stared at the stars, laughing about the silliest things. He always knew how to 

make me smile. Then, as the sun came up, he turned to me. So nervous and... 

handsome. And he proposed. I don't think I've ever been so happy in my entire 

life. And then, we made love as the sun rose over the horizon. 

 

STEPHEN: You really loved him. 

 

ESTHER:  We stayed like that as long as we could, holding each other. 

 

STEPHEN: I wish I could have met him.  

 

ESTHER:  Pause. Then, the soldiers came, they grabbed Francis. They took him 

away, they took him away to fight. They took him to go off and die in a war that 

he didn't believe in... Pause. Of course, it didn't take long for them to find 

out I was Jewish. And once they knew that, I was taken here. The camp. I say was 

Jewish rather than am Jewish, because... well. I don't know how to believe 

anymore. What signs of faith, or goodness or God have I got? 

 



 

STEPHEN: You could have found me. 

ESTHER: Not here. This is the place where those things come to die. This is the 

place where everything comes to die.  

Pause, realisation. That's... that's what they've done to him. They've killed my 

baby!  

 

STEPHEN: I was still alive! 

 

ESTHER: Oh God, please no! Increasing intensity. No, no, no, no. Francis, they 

killed our baby! He had your eyes and those sick cunts cut them out. Long pause. 

They won't kill me here, all I need... All I need is...  

 

STEPHEN: You didn't have to do it Mum. 

 

ESTHER: Then I'll see those beautiful eyes again. Both of them, I'll see them 

both.   

 

STEPHEN: I wish I could have known you. 

 






