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CHARACTERS

BOBBY

SAM

BILLY

There’s not a single moment when the three young women 
transcend their ugliness. There’s no indication of a better or in 
fact any inner life. They don’t believe in anything. They’re mean, 
downmouthed, downtrodden, hard bit, utterly damaged women. 
They’re neither salt of the earth nor sexy. They love no-one and 
no-one loves them. They believe the world is shit, that their lives 
are shit, that they are shit.

SETTING

There are two intertwined narratives.
One is played out in a room.
The other is played out in a series of images, at another time, in 
another place.

A slash ( / ) indicates a point of interruption in a line of dialogue.



Prologue. Lights up on BILLY.

BILLY: And he goes, look at you, fuck look at you, what the fuck 
you done, you fucking done nothing, you never fucking going do 
something, you fucked-up waste of space, what fucking contribution 
you made, nothing, nothing at all, you fucked-up nothing, fucking 
nothing you are, a big fucking nothing, he goes, the biggest fucking 
nothing, the biggest fucking nothing I know, and I think, who’s 
this fucking fucked-up fuck telling me I’m fucked up, who’s he, 
and I go, who are you to fucking tell me I’m fucking nothing, you 
fucking fuck, you’re the fucking nothing, never going to fucking 
do nothing fuck, what contribution you and you’re fucking telling 
me I’m fucking nothing makes you fucking way more fucking way 
more, way way more fucking nothing.

Silence.
What?

BOBBY and SAM step in. They stare at BILLY.
BOBBY: Listen to you!
BILLY: What?
SAM: Fucking over the top.
BILLY: So?
BOBBY: How many fucks you stuffed in that sentence?
BILLY: So?
SAM: Too many fucks.
BOBBY: You sound fucking nuts with the fucking fucking stuff.
SAM: Way over.
BILLY: Too bad, I like it.
BOBBY: I like it just don’t lay it on so fucking thick.
SAM: Thick carpet of fucks.
BOBBY: Way too thick.
BILLY: I don’t give a shit.
BOBBY: I don’t give a shit either but you’re not …
BILLY: What?
BOBBY: You’re not …
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BILLY: What, fuck you, what?
BOBBY: Using it well.
BILLY: Using it well?
SAM: That’s it, you’re not.
BILLY: Fuck me. I know how to use it. Go to hell.
BOBBY: You’re not making the best of it.
BILLY: I know how to make the best of it.
BOBBY: You wear it out.
BILLY: I’ll wear it any fucking way I want to.
SAM: You do, you wear it thin.
BILLY: Here we go, this time the fucking carpet’s thin.
SAM: She can’t stop it.
BILLY: I can fucking stop it.
BOBBY: I know she can’t.
BILLY: I can fucking stop.
SAM: She’s chronic.
BOBBY: Probably the first word she ever said.
BILLY: Fuck off!
SAM: Cute.
BOBBY: Sort of.
SAM: I like little kids who swear.
BOBBY: She’s grown up with it.
SAM: I guess.
BOBBY: Doesn’t know any better.
SAM: Yes. For her it’s like saying please.
BILLY: It is, fuck you.
BOBBY: Cunt comes later.
SAM: Not that much later.
BOBBY: When you’re a bit older, cunt comes.
SAM: What? Like three?
BILLY: They’re the best.
BOBBY/SAM: They are.
BILLY: I like them. I like them so much.
SAM: They’re like …
BILLY: Like bullets.
BOBBY: From a shotgun.
SAM: A machine gun.
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BOBBY: An AK.
BILLY: Like the sharpest blade.
BOBBY: A razor blade.
SAM: A machete.
BILLY: A switch.
SAM: They’re the strongest.
BOBBY: By far.
SAM: Fuck and …
ALL: Cunt.
SAM: Can’t get no better.
BOBBY: But no good if they’re overdone.
BILLY: Alright! What do you want?
BOBBY: Just tone it down, would you?
BILLY: What do you think I am? A nun?
SAM: Don’t overdo it.
BILLY: I’m addicted.
SAM: So am I.
BILLY: Couldn’t give them up if I tried.
SAM: No way.
BILLY: And who wants to try?
BOBBY: They’re strong.
BILLY: Powerful.
SAM: Fucking powerful.
BILLY: Tough words.
SAM: Fucking tough.
BOBBY: Frightening.
SAM: For some.
BOBBY: For most.
BILLY: You say fuck or cunt, you watch them run.
BOBBY: I’ve seen it with my own two eyes. On the train or the tram or 

the bus, I seen someone talking the talk, fuck this, fuck that, fuck 
him, fuck that cunt, that fucking cunt, you fucking cunt. You got 
it? With me? They’ve got their heads buried, they’ve got the sweat 
pouring, dripping off their foreheads, they’re squirming, they’re 
shitting themselves, they’re running for the doors, they’re dinging 
the bells, they’re yelling, next stop, next stop please.

SAM: I know, I know, I’ve seen that. I’ve done that.
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BOBBY: I’ve made them run like that.
BILLY: Who hasn’t?
SAM: It’s fucking funny.
BILLY: Watch them cunts go running.
BOBBY: The life in them words.
BILLY: Electrifying.
SAM: It’s sort of surprising.
BILLY: Them words been around for years.
BOBBY: They hurt them, them words hurt them.
BILLY: They burn them.
SAM: They sting them.
BOBBY: They make them bleed.
SAM: I’ve had them women go, watch your language please.
BOBBY: I’ve had them.
BILLY: Plenty of them fucking bitches.
BOBBY: I say, what you going do? Ring the police?
SAM: I hate them bitches.
BILLY: I hate them too.
SAM: Looking down their noses.
BILLY: They’re words, bitches.
BOBBY: Words.
SAM: Just words.
BILLY: Fucking words.
BOBBY: What’s wrong with the cunts?
BILLY: I have no fucking idea.
SAM: It’s not ladylike.
BOBBY: Ladylike.
SAM: It’s not.
BOBBY: Of course it’s fucking not.
BILLY: They don’t like girls talking it.
BOBBY: Who tell it.
BILLY: Like it fucking is.
BOBBY: They like us quiet.
SAM: Like mice.
BOBBY: They like us soft.
SAM: Like kittens.
BILLY: Ladylike.
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BOBBY: Ladylike. They like us to listen.
BILLY: To their every word.
BOBBY: Not talk.
BILLY: Say nothing.
BOBBY: Just listen, and nod our heads.

They nod.
BILLY: Fuck that for a joke.
BOBBY: They think we’re foul-mouthed sluts.
SAM: We are.
BILLY: I’m not a slut, you slut.
SAM: Don’t call me a slut.
BOBBY: Shut up, you’re both sluts.
BILLY: They think we’re dumb.
SAM: I’m not dumb.
BILLY: They think you are.
BOBBY: They think we can’t string a fucking sentence together without 

swearing.
BILLY: I can’t.
BOBBY: You can.
SAM: I’m not sure she can.
BILLY: Can you?
BOBBY: ’Course I can.
BILLY: Try it.
SAM: Say something.
BOBBY: Alright.
SAM: Without one fuck or cunt.
BILLY: Or any other fucking swearing.
BOBBY: Alright.
SAM: Come on.
BOBBY: Okay, okay, hang on.
BILLY: Say something.
BOBBY: Hello, my name is Bobby and I couldn’t give a fuck … Oh fuck!

They hoot with laughter.
SAM: I’ve got it. Hello. I’m … Sam. I’ve … lived … in … nearly … 

every … suburb … in this … city …
BOBBY: You … sound … like … a fucking idiot.
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BILLY: Alright, shut up. Here I go. Hiya, I’m Billy and I’m not afraid 
of anyone. I’ve never been afraid of anyone, no cop, no teacher, no 
man, not a single person have I ever been afraid of.

SAM: You did it!
BILLY: Of course I fucking did. I can fucking talk like them cunts.

The others point accusingly at her swearing.
I meant to do that.

SAM: You fucking did not.
BILLY: I did!
BOBBY: I don’t care what they think of us. I don’t care if they think I’m 

dumb, a slut, a fucking dog. I know I’m not them. I don’t want to 
be them.

BILLY: Got a problem with how we talk …
ALL: Fuck off.
BILLY: Don’t like what we have to say …
ALL: Fuck off.
BILLY: Don’t want to listen to our story …

They indicate: ‘Fuck off’.
BOBBY: Their life’s shit, our life’s shit, just different shit.
BILLY: Yeah.
SAM: That’s right.

They click their fingers. The three women walk in sync, as one. They 
stop, they click their fingers and the sound reverberates: a small 
homage to West Side Story. They walk on. One leads with a different 
move, then another leads, and again. This gang of three are smooth 
and well-practised in the routine.

A room.

BILLY: Sandra says I seen you looking at him and I said I didn’t fucking 
look at him, why would I fucking look at him, I’ve got no reason to 
fucking look at him.

SAM/BOBBY: You were looking at him.
BILLY: I wasn’t looking at him. I was looking like I was looking at you 

or anybody else who spoke. I wasn’t looking at him. I wasn’t fucking 
looking looking. I was just looking when he said something like 
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when you’re at the shop and somebody says, can I help you, and you 
fucking look at them because they’re fucking talking to you and you 
say, yes, give us some smokes. That’s how I was looking at him and 
if that cunt thinks I was looking at him any other way then she can 
fucking get fucked.

BOBBY: Sandra is fucked.
SAM: Totally.
BILLY: I wasn’t fucking looking at him.

Silence.
SAM: What are we going to tell them?

Pause.
BILLY/BOBBY: Nothing.

The sound of footsteps. High-heel ones.
The three women appear in silhouette. They are completely still, 
hunched slightly, poised, listening intensely.

From left: Peta Brady as Sam, Nicci Wilks as Billy and Sarah Ward as 
Bobby in NEON Festival of Independent Theatre’s 2015 production of 
SHIT in Melbourne. (Photo: Sebastian Bourges)
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A room.

SAM: Do you think anything could save us?
Pause.

BILLY: No.
BOBBY: Like God, do you mean?

Pause.
BILLY: No.
BOBBY: Like someone puts their hand in and pulls you out before you 

drown?
BILLY: Like someone says, you’re right, you’re right, I got you.
BOBBY: Like someone shoots a crocodile just before it gets you.
BILLY: Like a doctor cuts out the rot before it infects you.
BOBBY: Like when you jump someone’s going to catch you.
BILLY: Like someone puts their mouth on yours and blows air in you.
BOBBY: Like someone says, keep away from her or I’ll kill you.
BILLY: Like when a boulder comes pounding down and Superman 

scoops you up in his arms.
BOBBY: Like someone grabs you just before …
SAM: Alright, alright.
BILLY: Sam, nothing’s going to save us.
BOBBY: Too late to save us.
BILLY: Way too fucking late.
BOBBY: We’re past saving.
BILLY: Way past saving.
SAM: Maybe someone could’ve saved us when we were little.
BILLY: Doubt it.
SAM: When we were three.
BOBBY: From the moment I came out nothing could save me.
BILLY: From the moment my mum got knocked up nothing could save 

me.
SAM: Nothing at all?

Pause.
BILLY: A bedroom with a lock on the door.

They laugh.
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There are ones who listen to music all the time.
SAM: I did that.
BOBBY: Well?
SAM: It cut down the shouting.
BILLY: In one of the houses I was in a girl read books.
SAM: Did that save her?
BILLY: Sort of. For a while. I saw her off her fucking face when she was 

about twelve.
BOBBY: Drugs can save you.
BILLY/SAM: Drugs can save you.
SAM: When they’re in good supply.
BILLY: I used to think someone was going to save me.
SAM: Me too.
BILLY: Pick me up and carry me off … somewhere.
SAM: Me too.
BILLY: And tell me good things.
SAM: Like, you’re a good girl.
BILLY: Well done, you did real good,
BOB: You sat up straight.
BILLY: You didn’t pick your face.
SAM: You ate, good girl, you ate.
BOBBY: You laughed in the right place.
SAM: You’re pretty when you smile.
BILLY: You enjoyed yourself, didn’t you?
SAM: You thought about someone else for a change.
BOBBY: You didn’t spit in anyone’s face.
BILLY: Like someone who gives a shit, who says, I’m here for you, you 

know that, don’t you?
BOBBY: And says, do you understand, are you listening to me?
SAM: Look at me.
BILLY: Look at my face.
ALL: You’re … worth … something.

Pause.
SAM: What’s her name?
BILLY: What?
SAM: Got to give her a name, this woman who could’ve saved us.
BILLY: What?!




