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TRUE MINDS



True Minds was first produced by the Melbourne Theatre Company at 
the Sumner Theatre, Melbourne, on 25 April 2013, with the following 
cast:

DAISY GRAYSON Nikki Shiels
TRACEY GRAYSON Genevieve Morris
MAXIM GRAYSON Alex Menglet
BENEDICT PERRING Matthew McFarlane
MITCH CARTER Adam Murphy
VIVIENNE REYNOLDS Louise Siversen

Director, Peter Houghton
Set and Costume Designer, Tracy Grant Lord
Lighting Designer, Rachel Burke
Sound Designer, Ben Grant
Assistant Director, Sarah McCusker



CHARACTERS

DAISY GRAYSON, gorgeous, fiercely intelligent, mid 20s
TRACEY GRAYSON, Daisy’s mother, good-looking, 55, slightly 

bohemian
MAXIM GRAYSON, known as Grayson, Daisy’s father, Tracey’s   

ex-husband, around 60, handsome, rugged
MITCH CARTER, 32, wicked, gorgeous, Daisy’s ex-boyfriend
BENEDICT PERRING, Daisy’s fiancé, Vivienne’s son, 28-32, 

handsome, expensive, dull
VIVIENNE REYNOLDS, Benedict’s mother, around 60, attractive, 

elegant, imperious

PERFORMANCE NOTE

This should be played with the same tone, speed and energy as a 
Preston Sturges movie.



The overwhelming impression when you enter Daisy’s modest apart-
ment is of the books. There are books piled high, throughout the sitting 
room/kitchen, spilling out of crevices and wedged into the oven. The 
impression is that the inhabitant is uninterested in decor, but by virtue 
of her personality has nailed a ramshackle charm. She marches to the 
beat of her own drum, a beat which includes a strange collection of dif-
ferent-sized and -shaped ceramic giraffes and a guitar. In the fireplace a 
fire is burning. A large window reveals the darkening early evening sky 
and an electrical storm. Beside the fireplace is a strange, solo outing of 
magazine-style decor: a basket of firewood logs, wrapped stylishly and 
pointlessly in brown paper and kitchen string. There are two doors, one 
a front door leading to an apartment hallway, the other internal door 
leads to a bedroom.
Daisy’s mother, TRACEY, expensively bohemian, is slumped on the sofa 
watching a recording of a morning talk show. She has a bottle of white 
wine beside her from which she has clearly been consuming plenty. We 
hear the following:

DAISY: [on air] The point is, Katie, the book reflects a truth women en-
counter every day of their lives—

KATIE: [on air] It’s a generalisation though, isn’t it, Daisy?
TRACEY: [at the TV] You bet it is!
DAISY: [on air] It’s also a generalisation to say women prefer shoe shop-

ping to sex. Does that make it any less true?
They laugh.

As I have discovered through my research from the New Guinea 
foothills through to the Norwegian archipelago of Svalbard in the 
High Arctic, if a man’s mother doesn’t like his girlfriend, there is no 
way he will commit.

TRACEY: [at the TV] Oh, bullcrap!
KATIE: [on air] So the message of your runaway bestseller is: beware to 

the woman who seeks to separate a man from his mother?
DAISY: [on air] It’s merely observing a truth in evidence across all cul-

tures. You can take a man away from his mother, but you can’t take 
the mother out of the man.
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TRACEY presses the pause button. To the sound of a gigantic clap 
of thunder, a bedraggled DAISY bursts through the door, com-
pletely covered in cold weather layers: beanie, scarf, Ugg boots 
and struggling with a huge, broken umbrella. This is a woman 
who has no interest in clothes and her lack of interest somehow 
makes her all the more alluring. She is also carrying several 
liquor bottles in a brown paper bag. She immediately drops the 
shopping and starts tearing around the room in a panicked frenzy, 
attempting to tidy up, stuffing objects in any available spaces.

[Panicked] Did he ring?
TRACEY: No-one rang—
DAISY: He was supposed to be here an hour ago! Hurry, hurry, hurry, 

hurry!
TRACEY gets up to help her. TRACEY pops open a bag of chips 
and starts munching as she throws the contents of old cups in pot 
plants, struggles with clothes racks, shoves mess under cover. 
Over the following conversation, DAISY starts to throw things in 
the pantry while TRACEY takes them out again to replace them in 
an orderly fashion. From the fridge DAISY manically grabs the 
ingredients for fancy canapés which she throws on the bench.

What are you doing?! You’re making crumbs!
TRACEY: All this effort—isn’t it a bit regressive, Daisy?
DAISY: I don’t know what you’re talking about! Shove those dishes in 

the picnic basket!
TRACEY: [obligingly] Aren’t you just buying into the whole fascistic 

fantasy—‘A little girl wants her handsome prince’—
DAISY: It’s not about a prince!
TRACEY: [still munching] I think it is about a prince—on horseback—
DAISY: [shoving things randomly in cupboards] It’s not about a prince!
TRACEY: It’s all about a prince on a white stallion—
DAISY: [absent-mindedly grabbing a handful of chips and chowing down 

like TRACEY] Okay, I want a prince, alright! I want a prince.
TRACEY: And a stallion!
DAISY: And a stallion!
TRACEY: Isn’t that a bit sad? Do you think that’s why Germaine champed 

at the bit for all those years so that girls like you could hanker for a 
stallion.
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DAISY: Hang on, is Germaine the stallion? Who’s champing at the bit?
TRACEY: What I’m saying is—
DAISY: I know what you’re saying, Mother, but I’m not like you. Goodbye.

By now, they are both guzzling chips without noticing the 
synchronicity.

TRACEY: We’ve never been alike—
DAISY: Completely different—
TRACEY: We’re just not the same person.
DAISY: Nothing in common. [Holding two outfits up] Camel or pink?
TRACEY: Oh, the pink!
DAISY: The pink?
TRACEY: Actually, the camel.
DAISY: The pink or the camel?
TRACEY: The camel’s a bit Hilary Clinton—
DAISY: [ditching the camel] Okay!
TRACEY: But the pink’s a bit Britney Spears—
DAISY: You always equivocate!
TRACEY: I don’t equivocate. At least I don’t think I do. Maybe once in a 

while.
DAISY: You never have an opinion!
TRACEY: I think what you’re saying—in not a very nice way—is that I 

see the world through a many-faceted prism.
DAISY: You’ve never been good at guidance. Sometimes a girl needs 

guidance.
TRACEY: You’re so critical! Is that why you won’t let me meet him?
DAISY: He’s not ready!
TRACEY: You think he’s going to take one look at your family and head 

for the hills!
DAISY: No! No! No! No! YES. And I don’t want you here when his 

mother’s here either!
TRACEY: If you ask me, it’s a little strange auditioning your son’s 

girlfriend—
DAISY: She’s not auditioning!
TRACEY: Making you jump through hoops—
DAISY: She just puts a proposition to one and one responds—
TRACEY: Why are you talking like her?
DAISY: I’m just saying that one responds—
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TRACEY: ‘One’ has to pass some kind of test?
DAISY: Benedict says it’s one of her eccentricities, that’s all.
TRACEY: Well, I don’t know why you’re so nervous.
DAISY: Haven’t you read my book or have you been too busy weaving 

hamster hair into maternity leggings?
TRACEY: I’m planning on reading it as soon as I finish my course.
DAISY: You’re not still doing that hypno-fertility horseshit, Mother?
TRACEY: I’m helping women conceive. Is that a crime?
DAISY: You think you can get a woman pregnant by hypnotising them?
TRACEY: Not everything is provable by science, young lady. And this 

makes me feel valuable. When I was going through my dark period 
I asked myself a lot of hard questions: Why did I feel like a—a—
puddle—a puddle of middle-aged sludge?

DAISY: Because you had given thirty years to a low-life egocentric 
philanderer—

TRACEY: Sweetie, that low-life is your father and the moment he was 
gone, I realised that my entire life has been about chasing affirmation 
from men. Why? Because they twigged a long time ago that gender 
inequity was going to prop up their control base, that’s why— And 
women needed to be enslaved in a hierarchical system of ego nurtur-
ing to keep the glass ceiling exactly where it needed to be, holding 
up those fortress walls.

DAISY: What are you talking about?
TRACEY: When I found that nipple tassel in your father’s suit pocket I 

knew I needed something meaningful in my life that wasn’t man-
based.

DAISY: Not everyone would have come up with weaving.
TRACEY: ‘Your essential worth is the fundamental pivot of the interface 

between personal authenticity and the moment.’ That phrase turned 
my life around.

DAISY: Goodbye!
TRACEY: Don’t you think you should tell your father about Benedict?
DAISY: Of course I should. And I will.
TRACEY: Isn’t he up for that award—the Frankenstein or whatever—?
DAISY: ‘The Fetherington Prize for Public Intellectuals’.
TRACEY: The Oscar for pompous geniuses. Male geniuses, obviously.
DAISY: He’s heard on the grapevine he’s a contender. He’s flying up there 

for tomorrow’s announcement. I’ll tell him after that.



TRUE MINDS 79

DAISY locates a pair of her knickers and absent-mindedly stuffs 
them in the freezer.

TRACEY: [clocking it] You’re scared.
DAISY: I’m not scared!
TRACEY: Your lip is trembling. Your lip always trembles when you’re 

scared.
DAISY: I don’t see the point of telling him until it’s a certainty. If Ben-

edict’s mother doesn’t like me, Benedict won’t marry me.
TRACEY: What kind of man doesn’t marry a woman because his mother 

doesn’t like her?
DAISY: A normal man. The smartest, most confident guy in the world 

crumbles in the face of maternal opposition.
TRACEY: You think the great men in history consulted their mothers? 

You think Tolstoy went running to Mummy?
DAISY: Tolstoy didn’t have a mother.
TRACEY: [an old refrain] How do you know that?!

TRACEY gets up, picks up her coat, beanie, scarf, bag and starts 
layering herself up. More thunder.

I have to go anyway. Timber and I are going to a poetry reading.
DAISY: Do you have to call him that?
TRACEY: That’s his name, Daisy.
DAISY: It’s just that everyone can tell you’re dating a four-year-old.
TRACEY: It’s a beautiful individual name. Timber Trouble Ferguson.
DAISY: ‘Trouble’ is literally his middle name?
TRACEY: It’s a traditional Burmese name.
DAISY: Is he from Burma?
TRACEY: No, Glen Iris [*substitute local conservative, boring suburb].
DAISY: How old’s his mother? Sixteen?
TRACEY: I’m a woman, Daisy. I’m still a woman. And at fifty-four, I can 

assure you that my orgasms are much, much more astounding now 
than when I was with your father.

DAISY: Oh, my God!
TRACEY: It wasn’t until I met Timber that I understood I’d spent twenty 

years in sexual Mt Waverly [*substitute another local conservative, 
boring suburb] and now I’m in sexual… Berlin. Do you love Benedict, 
Daisy?
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DAISY: Of course I love him.
TRACEY: And there are no lingering—?
DAISY: Nothing! Not a thing!
TRACEY: Because you know there were a lot of good things about—
DAISY: [panicked] Don’t mention his name! I’m in love with Benedict. 

I’m crazy about him. [Soberly] I’m crazy. Completely and totally 
crazy. [Prim] This is a man who is never going to break my heart, 
who’s never going to make me feel like—like—a puddle of middle-
aged sludge. He’s just so… decent.

TRACEY: Decent.
DAISY: Decent. That’s right. Decent. [Beat. Even she has to fight away 

the doubt.] Decent.
TRACEY: Do you remember the little talk we had when you turned eight-

een, Daisy? About how a great relationship is as much about friend-
ship as passion because passion is ephemeral.

DAISY: Yes.
TRACEY: And how the most important quality in a man is firstly kindness 

and secondly the ability to make you laugh?
DAISY: Yes.
TRACEY: Well, that was all total rubbish. The question you have to ask 

yourself is: when I get into the sack with him, am I on fire?
DAISY: My God!
TRACEY: If the sex thing isn’t firing on all cylinders with Benedict—
DAISY: It’s firing!
TRACEY: It has to be all cylinders, Daisy.
DAISY: They’re firing alright!
TRACEY: You can’t replace the spark plugs if they’re not fully function-

ing to begin with.
DAISY: He’s a fiancé, Mother, not an outboard engine!
TRACEY: I want you to meet Timber. I’ll bring him over on Wednesday 

after violin.
DAISY: You drive him to violin?! Before Scouts? I’m marrying a man ten 

years older than my mother’s boyfriend. That breaks every law of 
good taste.

TRACEY: We’re blissfully happy. And you know my views on marriage. 
You do realise that it has been used by the patriarchy—

DAISY: [simultaneously] Patriarchy, blah, blah, shackled, blah—
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TRACEY: —for hundreds of years to keep women shackled, defeated, de-
moralised and controlled?

DAISY: I can’t wait to be controlled!
TRACEY: I’m only saying… The person you used to be… Before the talk 

shows and the fame…
DAISY: Well?

Beat.
TRACEY: We all loved her.

TRACEY leaves. As the door closes, DAISY nervously assesses 
the apartment. She slips into the conservative camel-coloured 
dress—which she can’t quite reach behind to zip up—and equally 
conservative shoes. The effect evokes a child in her mother’s dress-
ups. The phone rings.

DAISY: [answering and still struggling to zip] Hello?… Darling! Where 
are you?… Oh no! No! No, no, no!… Can’t they just get one of those 
ladder things up and let you walk across the tarmac?… Well, how long 
are they going to make you sit there?… You promised me you’d— I 
know it’s unreasonable but I can’t help it… I’m trying to be sensible, 
darling, I really am. It’s just that I wanted to meet her with— Hello? 
Hello, Benedict? Hello?

The doorbell goes. A terrified DAISY replaces the phone, takes a 
guilty slug of alcohol from the bottle, straightens herself up, stuffs 
her clothes in the bread tin. She takes a breath and opens the front 
door. A clap of thunder. Momentarily, nothing is said as DAISY 
takes in MITCH, a rain-soaked, windblown, dissolute, dishev-
elled but undeniably handsome thirtyish-year-old man, holding a 
bronzed Coke bottle in one hand and a small battered suitcase in 
the other.

[Wailing] Noooooo! NO! No! No! No! Noooooooo!
MITCH: I—
DAISY: Nooooooo! My God! My God!

Beat.
MITCH: It’s nice to see you, too.
DAISY: [panicked] You’re in rehab.
MITCH: I’m out of rehab.



If you’d like to continue reading this script, 
you’ll find it available for purchase at 

The definitive online destination for quality Australian playwriting.




