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Superheroes was first produced by Griffin Theatre Company at the 
Reginald Theatre at the Seymour Centre, Sydney, on 25 September 
2020, with the following cast:

EMILY Gemma Bird Matheson
JANA Claire Lovering
SIMON / DINO Aleks Mikic

Director, Shari Sebbens
Dramaturg, Declan Greene
Designer, Renée Mulder 
Lighting Designer, Verity Hampson 
Composer and Sound Designer,  David Bergman
Associate Composer and Sound Designer, Alyx Dennison
Stage Manager, Khym Scott
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CHARACTERS

EMILY, 22
JANA, 30
SIMON / DINO, 23

SETTING

Sydney and then Thirroul, New South Wales, Australia.
Mostar, Bosnia-Herzegovina.

NOTES

A /  indicates point of interruption.
A character dash — followed by no text, indicates an unspoken 
action, or the choice not to say anything.
An … at the end of a line means a trailing off, or an invitation for 
the other person to speak.
Words in brackets ( ) are unspoken, but the vibe of them should 
come across in a silence, or a voiced sound or even just a nod.
CAPITALS DON’T ALWAYS MEAN LOUDER.
No accents.

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

It starts with a list of war crimes and goes swiftly downhill.

Forced removal of civilians.
Detention of civilians.
Starvation. Beatings. Torture.
The use of human shields.
Wanton destruction not justified by military necessity.
Bridges. Courts. Mosques blah blah blah.
The ethnic cleansing of Bosnian Muslims.
Thirty-two separate incidents.

Why do I smell popcorn? I can smell popcorn all of a sudden.

The courtroom is like a caricature of a courtroom. Wood panelling 
and grey carpet, a little desk mic for anyone who gets to speak. The 
little French judge wears a red coat that is straight out of Star Trek. 
His little goblin voice drones. Murder and sexual violence! At the box 
the General is standing tall. His beard groomed and white. A sheen of 
sweat on his forehead. It’s warm at The Hague.

The list ends and the French judge coughs into a microphone.

The court dismisses the prosecution’s appeal concerning Mr Praljak 
and affirms the sentence of twenty years of imprisonment. Guilty. 
Knew it. Mr Praljak, you may be seated.

But he doesn’t. He doesn’t sit. He’s meant to sit but he doesn’t. He—

Judges, it is with disgust that I reject this verdict.

Mr Praljak. Stop, please sit down. They’re trying to move on but he 
won’t let them. Slobodan Praljak is not a war criminal!

I hear the microwave in the kitchen ding and Mina walks into the 
room with a fresh bowl of popcorn. Baka turns on her, you should be 
watching, you should be watching this!

He says it again. Slobodan Praljak is not a war criminal! The camera 
snaps to a close-up. The General lifts something to his lips. A small 
glass, like a shot glass or— His hands barely shake as he tips the 
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MARK ROGERS2

contents into his mouth. The camera pans away. I want them to cut back 
to the General, cut back to the General. He’s shouting now, they’ve 
turned his microphone off. I can’t hear what he’s—

Then the interpreters repeat him in English.

Baka grabs my arm—what did they say? What did they say he said?

He said it was poison.

The four generations of my family crammed into our lounge room in 
West Mostar.

Sit in astonished silence.

Then there’s an explosion of joy, they’re screaming, pointing their 
fingers at the TV, my uncles are high-fiving, clapping, crying. Mina is 
outraged—you’re all fucked, she’s muttering into her popcorn, you’re 
all crazy, he’s just killed himself! Which is sort of how I feel too but 
Baka is laughing, actually laughing, smiling, hugging! Hugging. She 
never—Mina swears at us, you’re fucking crazy and she’s right I feel 
it, I feel crazy. But then my aunties start singing and I can’t help it, I 
can’t stop it, it’s like we’ve just won the World Cup.

In my heart.

In my country’s heart.

Pride.

EMILY ONE

I wake up early and walk into the backyard of my house. It’s not light 
yet. The air is still and warm. When I reach the only place on the 
property that gets Vodafone reception, I see I have no new messages 
from Simon. And I just stand there. Not thinking. Not wondering. I’m 
quite blank. I’m still in my socks. The dew on the grass is soaking into 
them. I don’t mind. It’s lovely just standing there.

Then all of a sudden it starts like an ad before a YouTube clip.

Do it now. You have to do it now.

Now. Now. Now. Now. Now.
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SUPERHEROES 3

I try to keep it light. I kick things off with—‘Hiya! Exclamation 
point!’—and use phrases like ‘but no stress’ and ‘if you have time’ 
and ‘it’s important that we clear the air given recent developments’. 
To strike the right tone I keep having to add things, qualifiers, double 
and even triple negatives. ‘Not that I’m not saying that I don’t want 
to be together lol.’ The number of commas I am using per sentence is 
honestly offensive. The text message is an abomination. In real life I 
am not winking. I am not sticking my tongue out.
I hit send and throw my phone away into the grass.
I’m not gonna check it.
How do you not write back to that message?
I sit on the toilet and rub my housemate’s Moroccan Oil through my 
split ends, pulling out knots. It hurts but that’s helping. By using this 
am I directly contributing to deforestation in Brazil or is that only if 
I’m the one who buys it? Maybe he doesn’t have credit. Maybe he’s 
lost his phone. My hair feels fucking amazing. I scroll back up through 
our text chains. Five days ago he replied to my Instagram story with 
the one hundred emoji. He’s only does this when I post my poems. Or 
when they have cleavage.
I stand up and look at myself in the mirror. I run the shower so the 
mirror fogs up and artfully arrange my top. Then I stick my neck 
forward and tilt my head and take about fifty photos until I can see that 
my face has the right combo of sad and hot and thoughtful. I have to 
walk back outside to post it with the caption: ‘vibes’.
Some words have become stuck in my head. Bildungsroman. Roman á 
clef. Anti-novel. They ache. I don’t know why.
Ba-doop. My phone.
I copy-paste the abomination and DM him.
Three dots appear then disappear.
If he leaves me on read I might run in front of traffic.
He doesn’t. I should have guessed he’d gotten a new sim. He suggests 
we meet at the Courty. I do mental maths then casually propose we 
meet at Camperdown Park. I say more private but I mean that I’m 
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MARK ROGERS4

broke. Dope. Less gronks lol hunnid. We’re being brilliantly mature. 
I’ve told him. I’ve told him and for the first time in weeks it looks like 
everything might actually be going to be okay. Then I get a text from 
Mum.

Fuuck!

where are you? ewen’s bday today. G not happy.

She’s ended it with a smiley face.

I don’t think she’s smiling in real life.

JANA TWO

Baka stalks through the apartment. Where’s your sister? Somewhere 
along the way my family designated me Mina’s minder. I don’t know, 
I say.

Mina’s bedroom door creaks open. Baka is up before I can stop her. 
She catches her in the hallway, Beats by Dre on her ears and a bag 
slung over her shoulder. I’m meant to be going out. Too good for this 
family, are you? Today is important. Mina snaps back in the new voice 
she’s been using since starting university—that man does not deserve 
to be celebrated. Those terrible things he did? Terrible things? Baka 
shrugs. He did nothing, nothing. Mina says, yeah stood by and did 
nothing while his men— Does he have eyes in the back of his head? 
Baka says. I say at least we can both agree that whatever he may have 
done, these are complex issues that— Mina starts laughing, who asked 
you here, the UN? Baka starts shouting, you think this is a joke? This 
is all funny to you? A man’s died! Mina matches her, honestly Baka, 
didn’t he deserve to? Okay, I put myself physically between them, let’s 
all just calm down. Fine, Mina says, I’m going out anyway. For your 
new gypsy man, is it? Baka spits. Roma, Baka, it’s 2017, we don’t 
say gypsy, Mina launches into her usual speech about the new multi-
ethnic, multicultural Bosnia. Baka regroups to the kitchen. Mina stares 
at me. She’s insane, right? You weren’t alive during the war, I say. Oh 
yeah, thanks, Mina grabs her bag and pushes her way past. I’m glad I 
wasn’t, it made you both stupid. The front door of our apartment slams 
shut behind her.
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SUPERHEROES 5

I find Baka at the kitchen table. She’s like a statue. The tyrant who 
brought us up, absently eating handfuls of cold popcorn. Mina’s crazy 
for trying to change her, she’s eternal.
Let’s make something for everyone tonight, I say. I’ll shop. Baka looks 
up. She waves her hand, we can just order something. No, I say, today 
is important. Baka smiles for the second time, a personal record, and 
begins outlining a meticulously detailed list of the many, many things 
she’ll need from several specific locations all across the city. The place 
with the grapes out front she says, not the place near the entrance. And 
don’t bring me any of that halal shit, okay?
Of course Baka, whatever you want.

EMILY TWO

Cross-cultural innovations and feminist coming-of-age narratives 
in contemporary Australian literature. Three thousand words. Due 
midnight. I haven’t done the readings. I email the tutor a frantic sob 
story—ANXIETY AND END OF SESSION RELATED TRAUMA—
and request an extension while I’m sitting in the car out the front of 
Mum’s place.
No present for Ewen. How old is he, even? Three? Six? I search the 
weirdly gritty? mess of clothes and garbage in the backseat and find a 
tote bag from the MCA. I don’t have anything to wrap it in. There’s a 
random roll of toilet paper, which I do consider seriously for a bit.
The doorbell sings and I see Gemma walk up the corridor through the 
mesh. From the way she flicks the flyscreen unlocked I know that ‘not 
happy’ doesn’t cover it. CLLIIICCCK. Sorry I’m late. She doesn’t say 
anything. Just turns and yells—Aunty Em’s here! Ewen barrels into my 
legs wearing a full Spiderman costume, mask and all, speaking too fast 
for me to pick out individual syllables. He made us wait till you were 
here to do the cake, Gemma says, most of the kids have gone home. 
I pick him up. Happy birthday, bud! Mum limps into view down the 
end of the corridor on her crutches, and immediately deploys her most 
effective weapon. Disappointment. Hi, sweetie, you made it! Ewen, 
insane from the five seconds where he wasn’t the centre of attention, 
whacks the side of my head. AUNTY PRESENT!
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MARK ROGERS6

Okay! Are you ready? Happy birthday! It’s a tote bag! Yeah! It’s really 
cool! It’s from Sydney! Yeah! Hey but the real present, the real present 
is a day out at the museum with me! It’s an IOU! Do you know what 
an IOU is, mate?! It means I OWE YOU a trip to the Museum of 
Contemporary Art! You’ll love it! The art is so amazing! So great for 
kids! In the meantime maybe you can keep your toys in it!
Ewen hands the bag to his mum and runs off, unmoved.
Such a thoughtful gift! chirps Mum. Gemma doesn’t say anything.
Didn’t Matt come? I press one of Gemma’s reliable bruises. Dodged out 
when I wanted cash for the cake, she says. Mum adds—but at least Ewie 
loves his costume! Second-hand, Gemma says. Didn’t even wash it.
They’re both as bad as each other. Wollongong’s two biggest martyrs 
living together. Two thirds of my AusStudy for a literal rat’s nest in 
Tempe but god, it’s worth it.
My phone vibrates. Not Simon. Email from my tutor—surprised, Emily, 
not like you, doctor’s certificate needed, apply for academic consideration 
through student central blah blah—arsehole, you’re teaching a course on 
feminist narrative, the women in the class should get nineteen per cent 
extra time for submission to compensate for the pay gap.
Ewen’s pulling me by the hand. I can’t, mate, I have an assignment due.
Are you serious? Gemma says. You couldn’t have finished it before you 
came?
I’ve had stuff on.
He’s your nephew, she says, like that’s some kind of ultimatum. She 
kneels down and uses the talking-to-baby voice I hate.
What did you want to show Aunty, Ewie?
MOVIE! he yells, shooting imaginary webs from his wrists.
He’s been saving it, she says. He’s waited all day.
After my assignment, I say. Once I finish we can watch it together, 
okay, bud?
Gemma’s face withers me.
I promise.
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JANA THREE

It is stunning outside. The air is sweet with paprika. I smoke a cigarette 
as I walk down Fra Ambre Miletića towards the markets on the other 
side of the river. A kid runs past me wearing the Croatian flag as a cape. 
More flags are being hung out the windows of apartment blocks. The 
churches ring the bells for mass.

Today, Mostar is the most beautiful city on earth.

I pass a line of cops at the old bridge, the scene of the General’s 
supposed crime. Oblivious tourists stop to snap photos. One of the cops 
lets me pass. How come the vegetables on their side are always better? 
I laugh. It’s a mystery.

I buy much more than even Baka said we needed. The image of my 
whole family around a table, stuffing themselves on olives, sarma, 
dolma, pilaf, ćevapi, tomatoes and fried okra. It’s too intoxicating. I 
buy bags of stuff. Too many bags. They cut white lines into my fingers 
but I don’t care, I want everything.

At the highway crossing on the way home, my arms ache. I want to 
put the bags down but I have to rush across at the first gap in traffic. 
Hundreds of cars speed past on their way north to Sarajevo or south to 
Dubrovnik. Bosnia’s elegant cities. Ow. There’s always one shitty bag, 
I think, when—

The sound tears through my skull like shock. Like the memory of pain.

Gunshots.

Gunshots. Fuck.

Fuck.

Oh, fuck.

EMILY THREE

What does any of this have to do with anything? I’m putting all my 
quotes in order in the hope it makes an argument appear but the 
ideas are all disconnected. There’s no discernable through-line or 
relationship between them. They’re just words hanging in white space. 
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