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 ACT ONE  
 
 
 SCENE ONE 
 
It is late morning in a gully near a shooting range, where men are 
shooting at clay pigeons. LEWIS crouches in the gully as he 
buttons up his shirt. DULCIE sits on the ground, grimacing as if in 
agony. 
 
DULCIE: Please. Please. 
[LEWIS pays no attention to her and peers up over the gully.] 
Lewis. Please. I did yours. 
[He reluctantly kneels behind her and lifts up the back of her 

blouse.] 
It's so itchy. 
[He begins to peel her back.] 
Careful. I want it off in one strip. 
LEWIS: Why? 
DULCIE: So we can make a Nazi lamp out of it. 
[The NARRATOR, in his late thirties, enters, wearing a suit, a smart 

country and western shirt and rattleskin boots, looking like 
a hybrid American/ Australian.] 

NARRATOR: This is the end of the road. A Housing 
Commission Estate, north of Melbourne. The 
houses were built of concrete slabs and plonked 
down on these paddocks that stretch all the way 
to Sydney. 

DULCIE: [to LEWIS] Slowly. 
LEWIS: You know, this gully would make a good 

trench. 
DULCIE: What for? 
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LEWIS: When the communists come. Mum said we'll 
have to live five to a room then. 

DULCIE: Don't talk. Just concentrate on my skin. 
NARRATOR: It's just paddocks. Flat all the way to the 

horizon. There are no trees or flowers, just dry 
grass and scotch thistles. In summer the earth 
cracks, in winter it becomes like black clag. Some 
people have got soil from the Merri Creek to put on 
their lawns. You can tell their gardens: their 
flowers and bushes actually grow. 

DULCIE: I put tons of butter on it. 
LEWIS: Never helps. Cold tea. Vinegar. [Noticing a red 

mark around her waist.] What's that mark? 
DULCIE: Mum said if I tied a rope around my waist 

that every time I thought impure thoughts I'd tie it 
tighter so I'd only have the pain to think about. 
Like the girls of Fatima. 

LEWIS: I thought it was because you were practising 
the hula hoop a lot. [Referring to her skin.] Almost 
there. 

NARRATOR: That's me: Lewis. And that's Dulcie, my 
friend from a few doors up. We live in Singapore 
Street. All the streets in our estate are named after 
famous battles: Gallipoli, Tobruk, Somme, 
Kokoda, Singapore. [More shots ring out.] Behind the 
estate is the shooting range. I went there to collect 
the brass casings from the spent cartridges. I'm 
waiting in the gully for the shooters to finish. 

LEWIS: Do you think there's life on other planets? 
Damn! 

DULCIE: [referring to skin] Oh, no. You broke it! 
NARRATOR: The Time. 1962. Summer. A time when 

people feared that there was going to be a war 
between Russia and America. A time when we had 
beaten the West Indian cricket team. It was the 
year I developed an obsession with flying saucers. 
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LEWIS: [peering over gully] Hey, he got one. Blind luck. 
[Recognising one of the shooters] It's Brian's dad. [DULCIE 
stands to take a look. He pulls her down.] Get down! 
They'll blow your head off. I don't know why I 
bothered to take you along. 

DULCIE: Get lost. 
LEWIS: He must be out of jail. 
DULCIE: He owes Stan money. They had some scheme 

going with a cop, stripping cars. 
LEWIS: Maybe he's practising to kill your father. 
DULCIE: I'd pay him if he did. 
LEWIS: When they passed the dark side of the moon 

they gave him apples to eat. 
DULCIE: Who? 
LEWIS: The one I was telling you about. Aliens 

kidnapped him. 
DULCIE: Aliens? 
LEWIS: He was on the news. They interviewed him. He 

said they had apples like ours. Except crispier. 
DULCIE: [amused] Kidnapped by aliens. 
LEWIS: He was. [They duck as shots ring uncomfortably close.] 

Brian's dad isn't a good shot. [A beat.] He was taken 
to Venus. To a gigantic city. He said it was a bit 
like New York. Only men and women were of the 
same sex. 

DULCIE: How do you tell them apart? 
LEWIS: [flummoxed] Don't know. I guess they do. 
DULCIE: How do they breed? 
LEWIS: Didn't say. [A beat.] It was only a quick trip. 

Maybe they'll tell him next time. 
DULCIE: Why did they kidnap him? 
LEWIS: To show him. They said they might come to 

earth and live with us. They'd run out of water. 
DULCIE: Why would they come here, we've got a 

drought? 
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LEWIS: [irritated] I don't know. [Peering over the edge] 
They're going. Let's get the shells. 

[They crawl out of the gully, LEWIS, in his eagerness, rushing 
ahead. DULCIE stops.] 

DULCIE: Lewis! 
[He turns around.] 
Geronimo! 
LEWIS: [knowing what is about to happen.] No! 
[She rushes at him and wrestles him to the ground. He gives in 

and she sits on him.] 
DULCIE: You give in too quickly. Fight me. 
LEWIS: I don't want to 
DULCIE: Wrestle. 
LEWIS: Get off. 
DULCIE: Fight me. 
LEWIS: The scrap merchants close at noon. If I don't 

get to them in time we won't have the money to go 
to the pictures. 

DULCIE: [reluctantly] All right. [A beat.] Does it feel good? 
LEWIS: What? 
DULCIE: Me sitting on you. 
LEWIS: You're heavy. 
DULCIE: Thanks a lot. 
[She gets off him and he jumps up. They start to collect brass 

casings. LEWIS finds a clay pigeon.] 
LEWIS: I bet the flying saucers look like these clay 

pigeons. 
DULCIE: Black? 
LEWIS: No, they'd be shinier, like the colour of brass. 
[DULCIE throws the brass she has collected at LEWIS.] 
What's that for? 
DULCIE: I'm not a cripple or something, you don't 

have to take me to the pictures. 
[MR PISANO, the postman, appears.] 
PISANO: Morning, Lewis. Dulcie. 
LEWIS: You coming to shoot, Mr Pisano? 



 ACT ONE 
 
  5 

PISANO: Taking a short cut through the rifle range. It 
takes minutes off my round. 

DULCIE: Where's your bike? 
PISANO: Someone nicked it. Which is typical of this 

neighbourhood. Anyway, my feet are more reliable, 
they don't get punctures. [Remembering something 
before setting off] I told your dad, Lewis, before he 
pissed off, to paint your number bigger. You do it, 
you're the man of the house. [To DULCIE] And make 
your letter box number bigger too. 

DULCIE: But you already know it. 
PISANO: Listen, girlie, no cheek. Just get the number 

bigger. 
[He hurries off.] 
LEWIS: Mum says he's got wife problems or 

something. 
DULCIE: It's because he lives in Singapore Street. 

There's something wrong with the water supply. 
LEWIS: It tastes all right. 
DULCIE: How do you explain the fact that every family 

in the street has had girls and you're the only boy? 
You have to be careful not to grow up to be a 
sissy, so Stan says. 

LEWIS: Your Dad doesn't know what he's talking 
about. You laugh at me about UFOs, but this 
thing with water is just as strange. [Picking up brass 
casings] Come on, we don't have much time. [DULCIE 
helps him.] 

 
 

 SCENE TWO  
 
Back veranda. Evening. There is the sound of crickets. 
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NARRATOR: Maybe Dulcie was right. Maybe there was 
something wrong with the water. I was the only 
boy in the street. Practically all my playmates were 
girls. Even at home it was all girls. My mother. My 
sister. My grandmother: she had come to stay 
when dad left us. 

[Lights come up on LEWIS combing his grandmother's very long 
grey hair. He recites what she teaches him.] 

GRANDMA: Bonnie Prince Charlie was born December 
31 1720 and died January 31 1788 

LEWIS: Bonnie Prince Charlie was born December 31 
1720 and died January 31 1788. 

GRANDMA: [half to herself] Died. [Getting carried away.] Died 
in ignominy because of the English. Reached as 
far as Derby. He could have easily taken London, if 
it wasn't for the French. The Frogs always let you 
down. Their support evaporated like rain on a hot 
tin roof.  

[NORMA, Lewis' mother, enters.]  
What were the dates of the rebellion? 
LEWIS: 1745. 
GRANDMA: And when did he take Edinburgh? 
NORMA: Will you stop it, mum? 
GRANDMA: Stop what? 
NORMA: All this thing about English history. 
GRANDMA: It's Scottish. I hate the English! 
NORMA: [to LEWIS] Bonnie Prince Charlie was a 

drunkard. 
GRANDMA: Out of disappointment! 
NORMA: It's twelve thousand miles away. Dead 

history. 
GRANDMA: Not to me. Not to millions of people who 

know England would be a better place if Bonnie 
Prince Charlie had ascended the throne. Dead 
history is Australian history. A few greedy miners 
get killed and it's called a civil war. A real civil war 
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is like in England. Thousands upon thousands 
died. Now that's a Civil War. 

NORMA: Just stop it, that's all, and put your budgie 
back in its cage. It's pooping everywhere. 

GRANDMA: It's not like dog's poo; it's really small. 
NORMA: It shits in our food. 
GRANDMA: Charming. Charming language. Same as 

your father. Bad language and hating budgies go 
together. Like you and your no-hoper husband. 

NORMA: Keep Eric out of this. 
GRANDMA: Look at you. Lewis. Living in a housing 

commission house. 
NORMA: You have no right to criticise me seeing you're 

living here. 
GRANDMA: I have every right, I'm your mother. You've 

got brains and what happens? You run off with 
Irish scum and when I try to instil in Lewis the 
tiniest bit of refinement – [To LEWIS.] What side of a 
woman does a gentleman walk on? 

LEWIS: Left hand side. 
GRANDMA: Why? 
LEWIS: To draw his sword more easily and to protect 

her dress if a passing carriage sprays mud. 
NORMA: There are no carriages here. In case you 

haven't noticed we have cars. 
GRANDMA: Don't talk down to me. And I pay to sleep 

on the couch. 
NORMA: It's a divan. 
GRANDMA: I give you my war widow's pension. So, 

here I am, surrounded by the scum of Australia. 
Thank goodness I have Sam. 

NORMA: It's a bloody budgie. 
GRANDMA: At least it doesn't talk to me like you do. 
NORMA: One day I'm going to bite off its head. Now 

clean up its shit! 
GRANDMA: Charming. Double charming. 
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BEV: [entering] Sam again? 
NORMA: Why are you home so late? 
BEV: Talking to my girlfriends. [To LEWIS] Brenda saw 

you and Dulcie cuddling on the ground at the rifle 
range. 

LEWIS: We were wrestling. 
NORMA: You're not getting Dulcie into trouble, are 

you? 
LEWIS: She is not my girlfriend. She jumped on me. 

We were just wrestling. 
NORMA: Why are you so immature? 
GRANDMA: You don't wrestle girls. Do you walk on her 

left side? 
LEWIS: She jumped on me. 
GRANDMA: [pointing] First star. Wish! 
NORMA: Mum, I'm talking to Lewis. Go inside and 

clean up Sam's shit. 
GRANDMA: [exiting] Charming. Double charming. 
NORMA: Why don't you bring your schoolmates home? 
LEWIS: I brought Brian home and she hits him over 

the head with my cricket bat. 
BEV: He called me a slut. 
NORMA: [to BEV] Go inside and wash for tea. 
[BEV goes.] 
I wish your father was here. At your age, Lewis, you 

don't wrestle girls, it can only lead to disaster. 
LEWIS: I don't want to wrestle her. She's always 

hanging around. All I want to do is spot a UFO. 
The skies are full of them in America. I want to 
spot the first Australian UFO. 

NORMA: If you ever develop a sense of humour like 
your father, I'll kill you. 

[She goes.] 
LEWIS: [looking heavenwards] Please...one land here...just 

here in the paddocks. 
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 SCENE THREE  
 
The back garden of the Irvin's house. STAN, Dulcie's stepfather, is 
sitting in a colourful canvas chair, finishing off a beer, listening to 
the news on his transistor. 
 
RADIO: The issue of whether Russia will remove its 

missiles from Cuba will be debated in the United 
Stations today. President Kennedy said this 
morning that there will no compromise with the 
Russians– 

STAN: Absolutely not, blast them to smithereens 
RADIO: –and he has given a deadline to the Russians 

to remove the missiles or if they don't the United 
States government will regard the Russian's non-
compliance as an act of war– 

STAN: Blast Cuba out of the water. 
[He switches off the transistor, gulps down the last of his beer 

and calls out.]  
Is there any more? 
MRS IRVIN: [from inside] No. 
STAN: [to himself] Christ. Have to go down to the pub. 

[LEWIS enters.]  
LEWIS: Hello, Mr Irvin. 
[Silence.] 
STAN: What are you doing here? 
LEWIS: Picking up Dulcie. We're going to the pictures. 
STAN: Dulcie said you two saw Brian's father down at 

the rifle range. 
LEWIS: He was shooting. 
STAN: Well, that's what you'd do at a rifle range, isn't 

it? He owes me money. Has a bee in his bonnet 
about owing it to me. Probably wants to do me in. 
Is he a good shot? [LEWIS shakes his head.] You know, 
the world is a pig sty and if you ripped off the front 
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of the houses you'd find swine. Oink. Oink. [He 
laughs at unsettling LEWIS.] You ready to join up? 

LEWIS: Join up? 
STAN: To fight the communists. Cuba. Russia. The 

start of World War Three. The Yanks will protect 
us. They're sending their new secret plane to 
Australia. It's like a flying wing. No fuselage. 
Modern. Deadly. Enough nuclear bombs to wipe 
out all the swine. It's an exciting time to be living 
in. 

LEWIS: Yes. There was this Brazilian farmer. He had 
pigs. Swine. He was on television. He was taken 
aboard a flying saucer and forced to have sex with 
an alien. 

STAN: A man or a woman alien. 
LEWIS: A woman, of course. 
STAN: The world is heading towards obliteration 

because of the Reds and all that's in your head is 
some Brazilian pig farmer knocking off some 
sheila from outer space. You know why I let you go 
out with Dulcie? Because although you're weird, 
you're safe, Lewis. A grade poofter safe. [MRS IRVIN 
enters.] 

MRS IRVIN: Stan! 
STAN: It's true. [To LEWIS] She doesn't go to the pictures 

to meet other boys, does she? 
LEWIS: No. 
STAN: There you are – same as in jail. Always trust a 

nancy boy. I'm going to the pub.  
[He goes.] 
MRS IRVIN: Dulcie won't be long. How's your mum? 
LEWIS: Okay. 
MRS IRVIN: I've got something special to show her in 

Church on Sunday. [She takes out a small plastic 
container and shows it to LEWIS.] 

LEWIS: What is it? 



 ACT ONE 
 
  11 

MRS IRVIN: A piece of bone. Very special bone. From St 
Thomas. A holy Relic. It cost me and arm and a leg 
to get it. Blessed by the Pope. 

LEWIS: It's a bit small. 
MRS IRVIN: It's not as if I could have bought a rib or 

thigh bone, Lewis. There are a lot of Catholics in 
the world and St Thomas was a very small man. 
This'll go next to my bed. At the feet of my 
Madonna lamp. The bone will connect me to God, 
he'll answer my prayers. Give a child to Stan and 
me. Do you pray? 

LEWIS: Around exam time I pray a bit. 
[DULCIE comes out wearing lipstick.] 
DULCIE: Ready. 
MRS IRVIN: Get that off now. 
DULCIE: Why? 
MRS IRVIN: You know why. Make-up is a temptation to 

men. At your age you should be beyond 
temptation. [DULCIE wipes off the lipstick with her 
handkerchief.] That's better. 

DULCIE: Can I have some money? 
MRS IRVIN: Wait a moment. [She goes inside.] 
LEWIS: Your mum's always on about having a child to 

Stan. 
DULCIE: Christ knows why. He always beats her up. 

All he is is a dumb convict. What she sees in him 
is beyond me. 

MRS IRVIN: [entering with purse, giving DULCIE money.] Ticket 
and icecream. 

DULCIE: Ta. 
MRS IRVIN: [withholding it] On condition that you and 

Stan stop fighting. 
DULCIE: I don't fight him, he fights me. 
MRS IRVIN: It's hard being a stepfather. 
[Pause.] 
DULCIE: All right, I'll try. 
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MRS IRVIN: [giving her money] And I want you to come to 
Church more often. Only heathens and Moslems 
don't go to Church. 

DULCIE: I'll become a Moslem, then. 
MRS IRVIN: I wish you wouldn't joke about those 

things. 
DULCIE: [to LEWIS] Let's go.  
[They go.] 
MRS IRVIN: [looking at bone] Please...St Thomas... one 

child, that's all...just one sharing of our flesh... 
NARRATOR: Even in Church she was more intense 

than all the others and I knew she was praying, 
praying so hard I thought she'd make herself ill, 
knowing she only had one prayer: to have another 
child. One that would make her husband grow 
close to her again. 

 

 SCENE FOUR  
 
The paddocks. Afternoon. 
 
NARRATOR: It's late afternoon. After the matinee. Over 

there is the graveyard. You have to cross through 
it to get to the pictures. Over there is the migrant 
hostel. Newly arrived from Europe, they lived in 
Nissen huts. There, through the paddocks is our 
school. And near it is the church. I'm standing in 
paddocks we called the crossroads where all these 
journeys: to the pictures, the hostel, the school, 
the church, the graveyard, the rifle range bisected. 

[DULCIE and LEWIS are walking back from the pictures. She is 
rubbing off lipstick she obviously applied on the way to the 
cinema.]  

We have just seen a double bill. One about a woman 
who married a man from outer space and one 
about the lost city of Atlantis. 
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DULCIE: A death ray couldn't kill that many people. 
LEWIS: Yes, it could. Like a nuclear bomb. 
DULCIE: There were no such things as death rays in 

those days. [Referring to lipstick] Is it all off? 
LEWIS: A bit on the side. 
[She wipes it off.] 
DULCIE: She treats me like a child. I'm practically a 
woman. [LEWIS picks up a stick.] What are you doing? 
LEWIS: For snakes. I saw one around here in the 

paddocks. Brown. Black ones. Tiger snakes down 
near the creek. 

DULCIE: Is that what you were doing last night, 
looking for snakes? 

LEWIS: You were spying on me? 
DULCIE: I was just out and about. My room was too 

hot. I felt like a Tom cat. 
LEWIS: How could you see snakes in the night? I was 

looking for UFOs. 
DULCIE: Do you do it every night? 
LEWIS: When I've got asthma. 
DULCIE: I want to come with you. So you knock on my 

window and come and get me. 
LEWIS: But I don't want to. 
DULCIE: Yes, you do. Let's get back to my place, I'll 

show you some stuff I shoplifted. 
 LEWIS: I'm waiting for Brian. We're going to play 

cricket. 
DULCIE: He's such an idiot. Always got sex on his 

mind. That's what all men think of – except you. 
I'm going to leave school, become a prostitute. You 
call me – right? Knock on my window. 

[She spots BEATRICE, a Dutch girl, standing in the distance.] 
That's that wog girl you have to sit next to, isn't it? 
LEWIS: Yes. 
DULCIE: [throwing stone at her] Bloody wogs! Get back to 

the migrant hostel. [To LEWIS] Eye-ties. 
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