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CHARACTERS

VAL OSBORN (NAN), 70 years old, grandmother. English heritage.
DAWN OSBORN, 50 years old, Val’s daughter. English heritage.
SEBASTIAN OSBORN, 32 years old, eldest child, son of Dawn. 

Maltese heritage.
MARIE OSBORN, 30 years old, daughter of Dawn. Chinese heritage.
BERNADETTE OSBORN, 28 years old, youngest child, daughter of 

Dawn. Aboriginal.
IZZY WATTS, 30 years old, Charlie’s boyfriend. Aboriginal.
MILDRED TRUNFULL, 65 years old, Val’s sister. English heritage.

SETTING

Geraldton, Western Australia. 400 kilometres north of Perth. The 
Midwest of Australia.

Specifically set in a blue fibro house, although it doesn’t have to be 
blue, it’s just my memory. It’s public housing built in the 1960s—
it doesn’t protect you from heat or cold which can be a problem 
in the searing summer, but luckily it has wooden windows to let 
in the afternoon sea breeze. The front room sits directly opposite 
the lighthouse, which continually cycles the spinning light. It can 
drive a person mad.

There is also a scene on a psychiatrist’s couch.

NOTES

Doubling suggestions:

Val / Mildred

People this play will offend: Blackfellas, whitefellas, Catholics 
(and anyone who believes in Jesus), LGBTIQ+, vegans, blind 
Portuguese people, Vietnamese grudge holders, alcoholics, 
bogans, Gerotonians, people with Alzheimer’s, horny great aunts, 
people with mental illness.

The writer has love for those listed.
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ACT ONE

SCENE ONE—A DREAM OF CALM SEAS

‘Delta Dawn’ starts playing.
BERNADETTE OSBORN is dressed in a bright floral dress, a flower is in 
her hair, maybe she’s even wearing a flowered lanyard. She has obviously 
just come from a party, a really cool Sydney house party—maybe in the 
inner west. But she isn’t acting like she’s just come from a party. She 
looks fucking miserable and a little dishevelled … okay a lot dishevelled. 
She looks like she had a hard night of rosé and then passed out with her 
make-up still intact.
A psychiatrist office.
BERNADETTE OSBORN lies on a clichéd therapy couch awkwardly trying 
to get through a session. She can take off her flowers and wipe off her 
make-up, making herself look ‘normal’ during this speech.

BERNADETTE: I’ve never been to therapy before. I know what you’ll 
say. Blame my childhood. Isn’t that what they say? That’s the prime 
time for fasttracking fuckups. But I can tell you right now it wasn’t 
my childhood … I mean, sure, my earliest memories are visiting my 
mother in a mental institution but I can say with confidence that my 
childhood was completely normal … Apart from the mental institution 
bit. There are many adult reasons why a person can be depressed. 
Mortgage stress for example. I don’t have a mortgage but if I had 
one, particularly here in Sydney, I would be very depressed. And 
I don’t have any prospects of buying a house because both of my 
parents live in public housing and I have no equity to borrow off. It’s 
a relief really. So I guess my point is that I’m not depressed about 
mortgages and I really don’t know why I had a breakdown at Louisa’s 
Hawaiian themed thirtieth birthday party in Surry Hills. It just came 
upon me. We could be talking about anything; all the pressures of 
modern day life. Climate change. Politics. Catholics. I’m not Catholic 
but I was raised as a Catholic and went to Catholic school. I wasn’t 
molested or anything. Sorry, when you say to people you went to a 
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CURSED!2

Catholic school, you immediately have to assure them you weren’t 
touched. And if you were, that’s a conversation stopper. Not that 
there’s anything wrong with that. I mean there is something wrong 
with that. Shit. I’m sorry. Is that what I need to talk about in these 
sessions? Catholics? The nontouched variety of Catholics. Nan who 
raised us was as devout as they came. I’m talking rosary every night 
with my brother and sister. Praying for people—alcoholics, heathens, 
racists, Great Aunt Mildred who ticks all three boxes. But come to 
think of it, I don’t think being a Catholic made me depressed. And 
it wasn’t my childhood. Nan gave us a loving, sane, safe, somewhat 
Catholic (nontouched) childhood! Good country living. Geraldton in 
the Midwest of Western Australian. Yeah noone has heard of it. But 
it is famous for the Batavia massacre, rape and pillaging. [Smiling] I 
miss it. [Realising] Not the massacre or rape or pillaging. I just miss 
the place. It may be a little more conservative but it’s simple. People 
over here in the east complicate shit. Even racism is complicated—you 
have ‘institutional racism’, ‘lateral violence’, ‘micro aggression’… 
sometimes I just miss the WA simplicity of being called a black cunt. 
Simplicity is good for me.

BERNADETTE listens to the psychiatrist.
It’s not a cultural issue? Oh no no no … My black family are good, 
solid … middle class. No, no … this is my white side. They’re still 
trying to find their place in the world.

Bernadette’s phone rings.
Mum I’ll call you back.

She hangs up.
Sorry about that. She’s probably in a bit of a state.

Bernadette’s phone rings again. She rejects the call.
It’s all under control.

Oh, we don’t need to talk about my mother.
Bernadette’s phone rings again and she answers it.

Jesus fucking Christ I’m in the middle of something! [Listening] 
Oh fuck.
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SCENE TWO—VOYAGE

Suddenly we’re at Nan’s fibro house. It may be a little rough and weather 
worn around the edges but you can tell it’s been loved and cared for with 
little touches that only a grandmother can give it; vinca flowers in the 
garden, Geraldton wax too, seashells and an array of lighthouse garden 
features. Never mind the real lighthouse that’s opposite the house—red 
and white candy stripes and 34 metres high. The lamp at the top of the 
lighthouse cycles through the day and night as a warning to ships and 
possibly BERNADETTE.
BERNADETTE arrives at the house dragging her suitcase and pillow 
(bringing your pillow is a very WA thing to do). She carries a box of 
Krispy Kremes as well.
She looks up at the lighthouse.
There are sounds of the waves and wind. It’s almost peaceful.
She’s home. She breathes in the air. She closes her eyes. She smiles.
Then:
A vacuum turns on.
BERNADETTE frowns. Oh right … she’s home.
Maybe she’ll come back later.
She turns around to head out but is confronted by MARIE OSBORN.

BERNADETTE: Marie, you scared me.
MARIE: Sorry. I just saw you.
BERNADETTE: Have you been sitting in your car?
MARIE: Yes.
BERNADETTE: For how long?
MARIE: Three hours.
BERNADETTE: Three hours? You haven’t gone in for three hours?

The vacuuming grows more aggressive.
Good call.

Marie’s phone rings.
MARIE: [into the phone] Hello? Yeah it’s in the crisper. Yeah I’m here. 

Bernadette just got here. [To BERNADETTE] Matt says hi. [To phone] 
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CURSED!4

Yep. I’ll Skype them tonight for a bedtime story at six forty-five pm. 
Have them bathed by six thirty pm. Use the coconut oil. No, organic. 
Right. Call me in fifteen. Bye.

BERNADETTE: You didn’t bring the kids?
MARIE: They don’t need to see this. I don’t need to see this. It’s a very 

inconvenient time. I’m supposed to be organising cupcakes for the 
daycare this week. I put a lot of parents out. I just know they’re 
talking about me in that little group chat of theirs. They don’t buy 
the excuse family emergency anymore. That’s how ruthless they are.

MARIE starts digging in her bag for her flask. She finds it and 
takes a swig.

BERNADETTE: So it’s true? She’s not funnin’ this time?
MARIE: I don’t know. Mum’s in a state and you can never count on the 

truth when she’s in a state … So you go in and see.
BERNADETTE stands there. Willing herself to go in. Can she? Can 
she? No she can’t.

BERNADETTE: Wait, has Sebastian arrived?
MARIE: I haven’t heard from him.
BERNADETTE: He sent me a text yesterday saying he was boarding a 

plane in Portugal.
BERNADETTE looks at her phone, calculating the travel time in 
her head.

MARIE: Glad to see he texts you.
BERNADETTE: He should be here … soon then?
MARIE: Soon.
BERNADETTE: Soon.

They stand there—not wanting to go in. The vacuum revs up.
MARIE: Maybe we should wait for him in the car.

Yes they will. They go to walk away when DAWN bursts through 
the front door with her vacuum, ready to empty the bag into the 
garden. She sees BERNADETTE and MARIE.

DAWN: Aghhhhh!
DAWN rushes forward to give them a hug. BERNADETTE accepts 
it. MARIE is more cold, her arms remain at her sides.

Cursed_INT_FIN.indd   4Cursed_INT_FIN.indd   4 14/10/2022   11:56:17 AM14/10/2022   11:56:17 AM



ACT ONE 5

My darling girls. When did you get here?
BERNADETTE and MARIE: [together] Just now.

DAWN pinches BERNADETTE’s cheeks like she’s a baby. She grabs 
for the Krispy Kremes.

DAWN: I wish you called, I could have got tea ready, I could have got 
my hair done … Oh are these those flash city donuts I saw on Dr. 
Phil? Some woman was addicted to them. All she ate. Shaped like 
a donut too. Can’t wait to try them. The flashiest afternoon tea ever. 
Looks like you’ve been sneaking some.

DAWN pokes BERNADETTE in the stomach.
BERNADETTE: Thanks, I’m well.
DAWN: Don’t be a Sensitive Sally.
BERNADETTE: Is Sebastian here?
DAWN: He’s in Singapore. If you want duty free perfume text him now. 

I’m going chaneel. Georgio from the hairdresser is going Louess 
Vytonne. Marg from the canteen has gone one of them Kardashians. 
Marie you ought to change up your style a little bit, looking a bit 
mummyfrump. Georgio, Marg and I are gonna be the slickest smelling 
gals chucking mainies down town. Maybe get you a new daddy.

MARIE and BERNADETTE are quite uncomfortable.
MARIE: Another one.

BERNADETTE interjects before an argument breaks out.
BERNADETTE: Okay. Mum … fashion and weight aside, you called us 

here for Nan.
DAWN: She’s been a bloody bore. Dying is an extremely boring process, 

I tell you. [Off BERNADETTE and MARIE’s reactions] Well, see for 
yourself. Excuse the mess, bloody wind blowing its guts out.

DAWN goes inside as MARIE pulls BERNADETTE aside.
MARIE: Don’t let her come between us.

MARIE goes inside. BERNADETTE takes one last look to the 
lighthouse. One last look to sanity.
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SCENE THREE—BLESSING OF THE FLEET

The interior of the house looks like it was decorated in the 1960s and 
little has changed. There are lighthouse ornaments and a scattering of 
family photos—the kind you’re embarrassed to see in adulthood.
There’s a piano in the living room that hasn’t been played in years. The 
dining chairs are on top of the dining table (so DAWN can easily vacuum).
And in the centre, NAN lies in a hospital-like bed on wheels, close to 
death. BERNADETTE follows DAWN and MARIE into the living room.
They stop and see NAN. It’s a bit of a shock.
No-one knows what to say. They haven’t seen their nan like this. She’s 
vulnerable. She’s helpless. She’s—

DAWN: Do you want lunch? Ham was on special this week. I can make 
some sandwiches.

BERNADETTE kneels by NAN and delicately takes her hand. MARIE 
deliberately stays by the door.

BERNADETTE: How long has she been like this?
DAWN: [shrugging] A week?
MARIE: So she’s not funnin’?
DAWN: It would be impressive funnin’ if she was. She hasn’t even got 

the rattles yet so she’s got some time. She’s probably waiting for 
Sebastian. He was her favourite.

MARIE: Nan has no favourites.
DAWN: She does. Sebastian.
MARIE: That’s your favourite.
DAWN: Oh yeah. Probably waiting for Bernadette then. She was her 

favourite.
MARIE: Nice.
BERNADETTE: You should have called us earlier.
DAWN: I thought she was funnin’ those first few days. Then the doctor 

came and said get your affairs in order so I booked into Georgio’s …
BERNADETTE: You went to the hairdresser?
MARIE: What the hell?
DAWN: Well if you two are going to gang up on me, you can turn right 

around and go to your flash lives. This place is like a bloody zoo, is it 
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ACT ONE 7

so wrong to want to look good? I’ve been doing all the work looking 
after Nan here while you two and your brother are off gallivanting.

MARIE: I live on a farm three hundred kilometres away, and I’m raising 
twins. If anyone is gallivanting, it’s Bernadette.

BERNADETTE: I am not gallivanting! I call in every day from Sydney. I 
even answer calls during daylight savings.

DAWN: I don’t believe in daylight savings. Fades the curtains.
MARIE: Okay. I’ll just drop changing nappies and the bedtime routine 

and warming their formula—
DAWN: Just feed them with ya tits.
MARIE: I can’t. And before you say anything, it’s actually quite normal 

for babies to have problems latching onto their mother’s breasts. 
It’s a process.

DAWN: Maybe if you weren’t off gallivanting, Marie.
MARIE: I’m out.

MARIE goes to leave.
BERNADETTE: Marie. Don’t leave. We’re here for Nan.

MARIE reluctantly agrees.
DAWN: I stand by gallivanting.
BERNADETTE: Stand by it all you want. I hired you a nurse to help out.
MARIE: And I chucked in money for that nurse …

MARIE looks around, realising.
Where is the nurse?

DAWN: [avoiding eye contact] I’ll go make some ham sandwiches. You 
must be tired.

BERNADETTE: Stop! … Where’s the nurse?
DAWN doubles down.

DAWN: I told her to go home.
MARIE: Why?
DAWN: No use both of us waiting for Jesus to come get her.
MARIE: You let her go?
DAWN: What’s a few days? That nurse deserves it. Nan is hard work. 

Treated her like …
DAWN looks around like someone is watching.
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CURSED!8

[Whispering] A slave.
DAWN starts spray and wiping the dining table.

BERNADETTE: Why are you whispering?
DAWN: She was African. The last words out of Nan’s mouth was calling 

her a traitor. I was trying to watch Home and Away and Nan is carrying 
on about how this poor woman was trying to poison her. Lucky I’m 
good with the blacks, hey Bernadette. Her people have been through 
a lot, you know.

BERNADETTE: People? She was born and raised in Perth. Her name is 
Sharon. I read her CV.

DAWN: Perth people have been through a lot too. There’s a drought on. 
Don’t be a racist.

MARIE: Oh God. We paid the nurse to look after Nan from twelve pm 
to eight pm because you were complaining nonstop about missing 
Home and Away.

DAWN: I still missed the finale. How else will I know if McKenzie got 
married or died in a house fire?

MARIE: Bernadette, tell Mum we need that nurse back.
DAWN: Bernadette, tell your sister we can manage.

BERNADETTE looks at MARIE and DAWN. She’s torn but she’s a 
problem solver.

BERNADETTE: Okay. Look, we’re here now so we can look after Nan.
DAWN: Ha!
MARIE: I knew you’d take her side.
DAWN: Because I’m right.
BERNADETTE: I’m not taking sides.
MARIE: Another waste of money.
DAWN: Who needs money? Can’t take it with you.
MARIE: Okay for someone who’s never had to work for it. Still on 

Centrelink, Mum? Taxpayer money funding your carefree lifestyle. 
New clothes, Dawn?

DAWN: I may live with the commoners, Marie, but I’m still a fashion 
plate. You ought to take my fashion advice from time to time.

MARIE: Oh yay, mutton dressed as lamb.
DAWN: Or in your case mutton dressed as mutton.
BERNADETTE: HEY! Let’s just concentrate on Nan. That’s what we’re 
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