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F i r s t  P r o d u c t i o n  o f  t h e  P l a y

Coralie Lansdowne Says No was first performed by the Nimrod Street Theatre Company at Theatre 6�, Adelaide, 
on 9 March �974, with the following cast:

PETER YORK     Robert Newman
CORALIE LANSDOWNE     Jude Kuring
JILL LANSDOWNE     Donna Akersten
STUART MORGAN     Kevin Howard
PAUL COLEMAN     John Orcsik
ANNE COLEMAN     Berys Marsh
DR SALMON     Lloyd Casey

Director, Ken Horler
Set Designer, Kevin Brooks

The manuscript of Coralie Lansdowne Says No is held by the National Library of Australia, Canberra.

P e r f o r m i n g  R i g h t s

Any performance or public reading of Coralie Lansdowne Says No is forbidden unless a licence has been 
received from the author’s estate or the author’s agent. The purchase of this book in no way gives the purchaser 
the right to perform the play in public, whether by means of a staged production or a reading. All applications 
for public performance should be addressed to The Alex Buzo Company, PO Box 833, Kingsford NSW �03� 
Australia; fax: +6� � 9697 39�7; website: www.alexbuzo.com.au
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C H A R A C T E R S

PETER YORK, 44, a solicitor. Urbane, handsome, good-natured. Black eye patch over one 
eye.

CORALIE LANSDOWNE, �9, former art teacher. Tall, with a dominating manner and a loud, 
coarse laugh. She moves quickly and lithely, and is attractive on her own terms.
JILL LANSDOWNE, �4, government administrator, Coralie’s sister. Plain, reserved, 

determined.
STUART MORGAN, �8, poet and public servant. Small, unhurried, naive, purposeful. 

Influential in manner. At least three inches shorter than Coralie.
PAUL COLEMAN, 3�, businessman. Good looking, strongly built, gregarious.

ANNE COLEMAN, 30, housewife. Pretty, ragged, frail, English.
DR SALMON, middle-aged doctor with one artificial leg.

S E T T I N G

The action takes place in the living room/sunroom of a large modern house, high above 
the sea in the Bilgola/Palm Beach area north of Sydney. Centre stage is a large tree which 
grows up through the ceiling. Towards the front there is a rounded sofa and chairs; at the 
right, a transparent staircase going up to a landing. There are two doors facing front on 
the landing. The kitchen is off, upstage left. Glass doors lead off right and left to banana 
groves and a path going steeply down to the beach. The only blemish in otherwise beautiful 
surroundings is a bar, downstage right. It is summer.

For Merelyn.
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Monday evening, about 8.30 p.m. Very gloomy twilight. Silence. PETER YORK enters left 
through the glass door.

PETER: Coralie? [Pause.] Coralie?

He turns on the light and goes towards the staircase. He stops and examines 
something on the floor. CORALIE LANSDOWNE comes out of the upstairs door right, 
wearing jeans and a blouse. She yawns and stretches.

CORALIE: Hello, Peter.
PETER: What a mess.
CORALIE: Thank you.
PETER: On the floor. Just look at it. The remains of my crab.
CORALIE: That bloody dog. No class. Once a scavenger…

PETER gets newspaper, sponge and a broom and cleans up the mess. CORALIE comes 
slowly down the stairs.

PETER: It was a beautiful concoction—boiled crab on a field of risotto with pineapple 
couchant round the perimeter. Crossed pincers and a Latin motto in parsley. 
What a creation! I had my children visiting for the day. I bought the crab at the 
markets on Friday and cooked it myself. Daddy the chef.

CORALIE: They probably wouldn’t have liked it.
PETER: Probably not. Anyway, how are you?
CORALIE: Sleepy. There’s only one thing to do with the stormy Monday blues and 

that’s sleep ’em off.
PETER: I saw the lights on upstairs. I thought you were going to a seance at that clair-

voyant’s place this evening.
CORALIE: It was cancelled because of unforeseen circumstances.
PETER: Coralie!
CORALIE: [grinning] Sorry. No, actually, I’ve given it up. I’ve been sleeping for, oh, for 

hours. Just sleeping. [Seeing herself in the mirror] Yuk! What’s that?
PETER: You look all right to me.

He takes the newspapers, etc. out to the kitchen.

CORALIE: I’m looking at a piece of flotsam with a skin condition. Who are you talking 
about? God, it’s hot. Would you like a drink?
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PETER: [offstage] I’ll have a scotch, thanks.
CORALIE: All I’ve got is Southern Comfort.

PETER comes back from the kitchen.

PETER: Doesn’t that belong to your American friend?
CORALIE: He bequeathed it to me, along with the house.
PETER: So you’ve said, but did he mean you could drain the lot?
CORALIE: Carte blanche. Now do you want some Comfort or not?
PETER: Thanks.

CORALIE mixes drinks at the bar.

CORALIE: You know, there must be more to whoredom than a mansion with ocean 
views and a cellarful of Southern Comfort.

PETER: Sounds like beginner’s luck.
CORALIE: I’d never had an affair with anyone like him. All my friends, i.e. the dog, 

were horrified. A square, middle-aged American businessman—undoubtedly a 
CIA agent or at the very least an IT&T spy.

PETER: Did you enjoy the affair? Was it exciting?
CORALIE: It wasn’t unpleasant. I was about to break it off when he said he was going 

back to America and would I look after the house. Would I! I was unemployed, 
doing nothing, which still beats teaching art to recalcitrant yobs. The Renaissance. 
Who wants to know about it at Marrickville Girls’ High? Contraception and how 
to make a pound of mince last a week’d be more to the point. Because it’s in a 
working-class area no one in the government or the Education Department gives 
a bugger. It took me over a year to get a kiln for the art room and I was supposed 
to be teaching them pottery. How’s your Southern Comfort?

PETER: Delightful. You certainly fell on your feet. I’ll have to look around for a 
well-heeled American divorcée. She’d have to be about seventy, I suppose, for 
the chemistry to work.

CORALIE: What chemistry?
PETER: Sugar daddies and mummies have to be older than you. [Quickly] Not that age 

differences mean a great deal.
CORALIE: As long as they’ve got the loot, who cares how old they are? There, now I 

sound more like a whore.
PETER: You’ve done very well.
CORALIE: [looking around] It’s not a bad place.
PETER: The tree is of course fabulous. And the view.
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CORALIE: Yes, I can see the Pacific Ocean, and the sand, and the banana trees, and 
those porcine developers gouging bloody great welts out of the landscape and 
throwing up those horrendous erectile tunnels.

PETER: Indignation’s an amazing quality. Amazing. [Pause.] I also like the silence. 
Which is of course the same next door. Particularly as I’m on my own. Which you 
are, too.

CORALIE: Yes, it’s quiet, except for the boom and drawl of the surf and the cars on 
the main road and also this humming sound I hear from time to time. Do you ever 
hear it?

PETER: No.
CORALIE: Oh. Well, maybe I’m up myself. By the way, this arrived for you today while 

you were at work. The delivery man left it with me.

She hands him a package. He unwraps it.
PETER: Oh yes. [Holding up a wooden board] I ordered this to mount a silver plate. 

Thanks. You’re a good neighbour.
CORALIE: My pleasure.
PETER: Coralie, I thought I might—we are alone in the house?
CORALIE: Of course we’re alone.
PETER: I saw a girl on your terrace this morning.
CORALIE: That’s my sister Jill. She’s down from Canberra for a few days. If you’ve 

ever lived in Canberra you’d know why. What a dull town. Full of boring tarantulas 
and their barracuda wives.

PETER: Oh. Well, anyway, I wanted to ask you if, you see, I’m a member of the Australia 
Party, and they’re having a bit of a do over in Castlecrag and I wondered if—it’s on 
Saturday week—and, would you like to come with me?

CORALIE: Well, uh, thanks, I don’t know.
PETER: It should be quite interesting.
CORALIE: I’ll think it over.
PETER: Okay.

Pause.
CORALIE: This bloody heat. I’m going to put a bit more Comfort in my ice. Like some?
PETER: I’ll get them. [He goes to the bar and mixes the drinks. Smiling] I like the bar.
CORALIE: Isn’t it a shocker? But I love the rest of the house—for what it is.
PETER: It’s beautiful. But the bar is a giveaway. Love these vinyl sausages.
CORALIE: Yes, presumably they’re meant to soften the fall of pissed midgets.
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PETER: Millionaires think of everything.

They laugh.
CORALIE: He’s not a bad bloke. Really.
PETER: I’m sure he’s very sensitive.
CORALIE: Don’t be a bastard.
PETER: Where’s Jill?
CORALIE: Down at the beach.
PETER: Is that wise? You can get some unsavoury types down there at night. Shall I—?
CORALIE: I’d back Jill against any mere ‘unsavoury type’.
PETER: I can’t imagine you with a family. Are your parents alive?
CORALIE: Only my mother. I saw her yesterday, actually. We had a terrible blue. She 

said—I believe the topic of conversation was thrift—she said: ‘A paper bag is a paper 
bag’; and I muttered something about self-evident truths and she belted me one, 
expostulating all the while about some kind of come-uppance I’m apparently soon 
to receive. What a harridan! The full Jannali fishwife. I don’t know how I coped.

PETER: She was probably trying to give you some advice.
CORALIE: Yes, but it’s always the same. When I was nineteen she’d say: ‘Why don’t 

you wear a dress, Coralie, you’d look so much nicer’. Now I’m twenty-nine and 
she says: ‘You’re always in jeans, for Christ’s sake buy a dress before it’s too late’. 
She’s immutable. In this transient age of flux and oscillation my mother stays 
exactly the same in her own little cobwebbed harbour.

PETER: You don’t listen to advice.
CORALIE: Nope.
PETER: That’s something about you young people that—
CORALIE: Young? What do you mean, young? I’m twenty-nine. In a few months my 

youth will be at an end.
PETER: Thirty? Is that old?
CORALIE: Thirty is death. I want to spend my thirtieth birthday in Bali on a beach 

surrounded by black candles.
PETER: You lot fascinate me. You drift through life, aimless, rootless–
CORALIE: That I have never been.
PETER: Flippant, smart-arsed—
CORALIE: I’m sorry.
PETER: Apologetic—
CORALIE: Oh, shut up.




