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Cathedral was first produced by State Theatre Company South 
Australia and Country Arts SA in association with Flinders University 
at the Space Theatre, Adelaide Festival Centre, on 6 May 2022, with 
the following cast:

CLAY Nathan O’Keefe
ANGIE Anna Steen
JOCK Chris Pitman
KEITHEN Arran Beatle
JESS Annabel Matheson
WILL/TED/SUPER Rory Walker
DJ/DEV/DAN AJ Pate
TOPSIDE Gavin Norris
ADITI Sandra Anderson

Director, Shannon Rush
Set and Costume Designer, Kathryn Sproul
Lighting/Video Designer, Mark Oakley
Sound Designer/Composer, Andrew Howard
Assistant Director, Zola Allen
Production Manager, Gabrielle Hornhardt
Stage Manager, Bridget Samuel
Touring Technicians, Abbie Heuer and Tom Bayford
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CHARACTERS

CLAY, a diver
JESS, a friend
POP, Clay’s grandad
PILOT, a pilot
TED, a farmer
DJ, a DJ
JOCK, a commercial dive instructor
TOPSIDE, another dive student, working above water
KEITHEN, a young diver
DEV, a commercial diver
ADITI, a commercial diver
DAN, a commercial diver
ANGIE, a commercial diver; Clay’s lover
SUPER, a dive superintendent

Note that in the original production Clay was the only character 
present on stage. All other voices were recorded. 

This play went to press before the end of rehearsals and may differ 
from the play as performed.
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ACT ONE: DISSOLUTION

SCENE ONE: CLAY AND MOSS

Warm, welcome darkness. Deep mahogany.

CLAY: The first sensation is floating. 
The second is sound. 
Voices murmuring.
Bright gurgle
of subterranean rivers. 

Then,
a heartbeat 
strong and steady, 
the second smaller, 
softer, 
like your own.
The two of you drifting and dreaming 
like castaways
on an amniotic sea.

Next comes sight,
and colour 
blooms in the darkness,
softly bruising the night.
And now fingers are forming,
the two of you floating
like mirrors,
Clay and Moss,
softly bumping like buoys.

When the water breaks, 
you’re the first to fall, 
watching your brother kick
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2 CATHEDRAL

as the umbilicus twists 
and falls 
round his neck
like a noose.

Then comes the push, 
and the press,
and the fight, 
and at last
the light.

LX: Light snaps on.
Strong hands lift you up
and a palm slaps your back,
as you suck in 
deep 
your first breath
until you’re dizzy with air.
And already you’re forgetting about your brother,
who never left the water. 

SFX: A rush of tide.

SCENE TWO: THIS LIMESTONE COAST

CLAY: All of this was ocean once. This is after the split, after Gondwana 
cracked open and Antarctica shook off her cousins to strike out on 
her own. They say Australia was the last to let go. And then the great 
Southern Ocean swept in. And all of this—everything from Keith 
down through Naracoorte to Nelson got swallowed up by the flood.

That’s how it started, after the coast got dunked, with those first 
few mussels, clams and corals come to claim it. Things would have 
started off small—a crab here, a few scallops—but with each new 
arrival, life on the reefs came to quicken. Slow creep of calcium 
carbonate. And every creature that carked it left its bones behind for 
others to build on. Strange city of otherworldly architecture, piling 
up and over itself, like dishes in the sink. And it’s forever expanding 
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3ACT ONE

and contracting as the sea works away at it, crumbling fine filigree, 
tearing loose pillars—towers rising and falling over centuries as the 
reef first gains then gives ground. And always there’s the weight of 
the water pressing down on it, compacting it, while the tides push 
and pull at it, wearing it smooth, grinding it down. 

Until the earth shifts again in its sleep, lifting the land up out of the 
deep to dry in the sun under a mantle of bone. That’s all limestone is. 
This whole coast. It’s haunted by a billion, billion ghosts. 

We are living on bones. 

SCENE THREE: 80 BAR

Liquid black. 
CLAY startles awake. A great inrush of breath!

CLAY: Aaaaahhhhhhhhhhhh
Then out.

Her 

aah 

her 

aah 

her 

aah 

her 
Shivering.

Hello?

Hello
is someone—
I can’t—
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4 CATHEDRAL

If you’re there
I can’t see a—
A sudden burst of static.

Fuck!
Silence. 

Sorry.
Scared me. 
Static. Then a voice, muffled, indistinct. Static.

Say again. Over.
Static.

This is Clay. Over.
Silence.

I think I might be in trouble. Over. 
Silence.

Hello? 
Can you hear me?
Diver down. 
Feedback!

I can’t—
This isn’t fucking funny!
A girl’s laughter. 
Then, 
silence.

Jess?
Is that you?

SCENE FOUR: NIGHT SWIMMING

CLAY: We take Mum’s car. Slip the keys off the hook, shutting the door 
behind us, then stealing down the steps, key open the car door, 
unkey the club-lock, release the parking brake, put her in reverse 
and wheel her down the driveway and out onto the road, only 
starting the engine once we’re sure we’re clear. 
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5ACT ONE

SFX: Engine starting up. Car radio starts. Coldplay,‘Yellow’.

JESS: Coldplay? 
CLAY: It’s Mum’s.

CLAY switches it off.

We drive out to the lookout, but there are others with the same idea, 
and tonight is ours alone. It’s almost one and the air is thick with heat, 
the storm yet to break. We lean forward from hot vinyl seats, as sweat 
trickles down our backs, legs shimmering under streetlight. We drive 
out to Brown, drinking port from the cask, and talk about what we’ll do 
after school as lightning crackles the horizon. And the water is smooth as 
stone, only Jessie’s scared of sharks. She says they never stop moving, 
even if they wanted to, even at night, they can’t rest, or they’ll die. 

JESS: Do you want to talk about it?
CLAY: Nup.

Key the ignition, nose the car inland, and head out to the pics, roos 
flickering in the headlights. We double back along eight-mile creek, 
turn down Tillers, then Glenelg River road, headed for Nelson, until 
we hit the turnoff, and swing south again, back towards the coast, 
breathing it in, trading asphalt for gravel as we ease the car forward 
through saltbush and scrubland and sedge. 

The ponds are a natural cave system: limestone dredged up from the 
seabed and hollowed out by rainwater over thousands of years. They sit 
behind sand dunes, so close they could kiss the coast, yet the water is clean 
and bright as gin. Pull into the empty car park and then we’re out the car 
and dashing down the path, tripping in our haste as we cast off clothes—
and then there’s the jetty, and we’re laughing, leaping, shrieking, like 
little kids again, as we spill from the sky into water. And for a moment it 
resists us, and we hang suspended over a mirror of stars—and then the 
surface dimples and breaks, and then we’re through. 

Gasps.
The pond is a cold, bright slap. Hear Jess shriek as the shiver runs 
right through us. 
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6 CATHEDRAL

JESS: Close your eyes.

CLAY: And then her lips brush mine

CLAY reaches out for her.
JESS: Nuh uh uh.

CLAY: And she moves away from me, somewhere close, only just out of—

JESS: Polo.
CLAY: What?
JESS: Polo.
CLAY: Jess?
JESS: Polo!
CLAY: Marco?
JESS: … Polo.
CLAY: Marco.
JESS: … Polo.
CLAY: Marco.
JESS: [whispered] Open your eyes.

CLAY: She floats like a crocodile.

JESS: Here. 

CLAY: Her bra!

JESS: Don’t lose it. 

CLAY: But when I reach out to—she’s already duck diving under, then 
surfacing, just out of reach. 

I follow, until we’re out over the chasm where it’s deepest.
The two of us tread water, neither speaking, and when I reach 

this time, she doesn’t pull away. We cling to one another under a 
busted moon, this desperate tangle of limbs, and each time we’re 
right on the precipice—
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