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A SUBURBAN LIVING ROOM.  ABOUT 9.00 PM.  PETER IS READING THE PAPER. 
JENNY AND MARION ARE WATCHING TV. 
 
 
PETER and JENNY a couple in their 50s. 
MAX and ANNIE – their children, aged 19 and 17 respectively. 
MARION - Jenny’s mother, in her 80s and mildly confused 
WOMAN 
YOUNG MAN 
 
 
 
PETER: Is that the door?  Who’d be knocking at this time? 
 
JENNY: It’ll be for Max.  (Calls over her shoulder).  Max, someone at the 

door. 
 
(Max emerges from left and disappears to right without comment).. 
 
JENNY: I can’t stand this one. He’s too young.  (Talking to the television). 

Go back to school you creepy child! 
 
PETER: (Barely looking up from newspaper) Several million Americans can’t 

be wrong. 
 
MARION: Oh he’s lovely …, lovely  (Sings tunelessly). 
 
JENNY: Shush, mum, I want to hear the judges.     
 
PETER: Even your mother thinks you’re wrong. 
  
JENNY: According to you, I’m never right about anything. 
 
PETER: Your eagerness to see a 17 year old being savaged on worldwide 

television isn’t exactly admirable. 
 
JENNY: God, you’re annoying.  Why does everyone talk when it’s 

something I want to watch? 
 
MARION: That was lovely. 
 
PETER: There you go.  He’s got the granny vote.   
 



JENNY: Do you know more people voted in last year’s final than voted in the 
presidential election.  But who’s voting for Little Mr. Creepy? 

 
(Max reappears behind them and answers  – no-one turns round). 
 
MAX:  Pre-adolescent girls … because he’s unthreatening. 
 
PETER: Well, you’re the nearest thing round here to a pre-adolescent girl so 

you should know.  Who was at the door? 
 
MAX:  I dunno. (Pause)  Some naked guy. 
 
PETER: What do you mean, “some naked guy”? Who is he? 
 
MAX:  I don’t know.  He didn’t say anything.   
 
JENNY: (Tears her attention back from the television). What did you say .. 

what? 
 
PETER: You heard him.  There’s a silent, naked man at our front door. 
 
MARION: He’ll be a nudist … naturist they call themselves.  They go around 

like that all the time, don’t bother about everyone seeing their 
wobbly bits. 

 
JENNY: For God’s sake, mother, naturists don’t come knocking on people’s 

doors in the night for no reason. 
 
MARION: Gardening, everything … cooking … you’d think they’d be bothered 

about hot splashes. 
 
JENNY: Perhaps he’s collecting for charity. 
 
PETER: Well, I don’t rate his chances. 
 
JENNY: What does he look like? 
 
MAX:  Normal…skinny..I don’t know, I was trying not to look. 
 
PETER: What did you say to him? 
 
MAX:  Nothing 
 
PETER: And…? What did he say? 
 
MAX:  Nothing.  



 
PETER: So then what. 
 
MAX:  He just looked at me. 
 
JENNY: How did he look at you? 
 
MAX:  I don’t know.  A bit … 
 
JENNY: What? 
 
MAX:  …like he was cold. 
 
MARION: Naturists don’t mind the cold … they’re very hardy. 
 
PETER: Christ, have you locked the door? 
 
MAX:  Yeah.  
 
JENNY: It is cold.  Perhaps we should let him in. 
 
PETER: Let him in.  Are you mad?  This isn’t open house for naked lunatics.  

I’ll call the police. 
 
JENNY: No, don’t!  They’ll lock him up. 
 
PETER: Let’s hope so. 
 
JENNY: But he may need help. 
 
PETER: Which I think the proper authorities would know how to provide. 
 
JENNY: They’ll take hours to get here – he might die of hypothermia on our 

doorstep. 
 
(Max exits left). 
 
PETER: I didn’t ask him to sit naked on our doorstep, did I?  He must have 

had some clothes …  
 
JENNY: Perhaps he was mugged. 
 
PETER: For his clothes? 
 
JENNY: You do hear about people being mugged for their designer trainers 

... 



 
PETER: But rarely for their designer boxers.  If he’s been mugged why didn’t 

he say so. 
 
JENNY: He’s traumatized. 
 
PETER: Much more likely he’s a schizophrenic who’s run away from an 

institution. 
 
JENNY: Where they were keeping him naked?  What kind of institution is 

that? 
 
(Max appears behind and walks from left to right with a blanket. No-one looks 
round.) 
 
JENNY: What are you afraid of, anyway?  There’s just one of him and four 

of us (glances at her mother) well three …. 
 
PETER: Drug crazed people … can be very violent. 
 
JENNY: He’s drug-crazed now!  One skinny guy!  And your son is a 

taekwondo black belt.  Max! 
 
(Max enters from right without the blanket). 
 
MAX:  What? 
 
JENNY: Say someone attacked you – how would you overpower them? 
 
MAX:  Depends.  Do they have a weapon? 
 
JENNY: Does the man outside have a weapon? 
 
MAX:  Well, unless it’s hidden up his arse I’d have to say no. 
 
JENNY: Max!  Right then .. say he comes at you … with bare hands … at 

your throat.  Peter .. go on .. go for him.   
 
PETER: Just because he does those moves in class it doesn’t mean he can 

really (Max gets him in a move and in a second he’s on the floor) … 
ow, fuck that hurts, stop!  … Fucking idiot. 

 
(Grandma attempts to get up and attack Max with her zimmer frame and has to 
be “disarmed” and placed back in her chair.) 
 
JENNY: Don’t worry,Mum – they’re just playing. 



 
PETER: I could have got him.  I didn’t know we’d started. 
 
(Max shrugs and walks off left). 
 
JENNY: He might be a refugee.  He probably doesn’t speak English.  (Calls 

out). Max, do you think he speaks English? 
 
MAX:  How would I know? 
 
JENNY: Try speaking something else. 
 
MAX:  (re-enters)I don’t think Grade 9 Chinese is going to get us very far. 
 
JENNY: It’s worth a try. 
 
MAX:  Yes it is.  If he’s Chinese.  
 
JENNY: Is he Chinese? 
 
MAX:  No. 
 
(Sound of door closing. Girl comes in from speaking in a mobile phone.  She 
breaks off her conversation to say). 
 
ANNIE: Do you know there’s a strange bloke in a blanket outside our front 

door? 
 
JENNY: Yes, he’s an asylum seeker 
 
PETER: A lunatic. 
 
MARION: A naturist. 
 
MAX:  But not Chinese. 
 
ANNIE: Whatever.  (She sit down and starts texting.) 
 
MARION: Before we were married your grandad and I once drove down to the 

peninsula and we found this quiet little beach and we went 
swimming in the nude … skinny dipping they called it then. 

 
ANNIE: Yeuww.  Grandma! 
 
PETER: Thank you for that delightful image. 
 



MARION: It had been one of those hot sticky days and the evening was still 
warm.  He had a motorbike with a sidecar and we used to go out of 
the city to get away from the family and have some time on our 
own. 

 
ANNIE: Don’t blame you. 
 
MARION: And we found this little cove and he said I dare you … and we 

pulled off our things real quick (she pulls off her sweater)… 
 
JENNY: What are you doing? 
 
MARION: And we ran down the beach and we splashed about … 
 
JENNY: Mother, stop it! (She jumps up to make Marion put her sweater 

back). 
 
MARION: He had a lovely body.  Thin but he had strong arms and shoulders. 

He said my skin was beautiful in the moonlight (She starts to cry) 
 
ANNIE” Don’t get upset, grandma.  Shall I get you a nice cup of tea? 
 
(Annie exits left.) 
 
JENNY: So, what are we going to do with him. 
 
PETER: We are going to call the police and let them deal with him.  Or … 

nothing. 
 
JENNY: You’d be happy to just leave him there all night?  He might be 

starving.  He might be desperate.  How did you get to be this 
person who could just read the paper while someone is starving to 
death on his doorstep! 

 
PETER: How did I get to be what?  Because I’m trying to be logical, 

because I’m not getting drawn into your hysterical fantasies. 
 
JENNY: You wouldn’t have hesitated once.  You’d have just gone to the 

door.  You’d have brought him inside.  Offered him a bed for the 
night.   

 
PETER: Probably I was stupid enough to do that at one time but I didn’t 

have a wife, two kids and a barely competent mother in law to 
consider. 

 
JENNY: Oh, you’re thinking about our safety?  That’s it! 



 
PETER: Yes, that’s it. 
 
JENNY: It’s not a lack of imagination then.  Not a lack of compassion.  Not a 

feeble, cowardly, pathetic, middle aged, boring …. 
 
PETER: Will you listen to yourself?  Pathetic, boring … when he knocked on 

the door you were sitting there talking to American Fucking Idol.  I 
haven’t seen you in the trenches of social activism any time in the 
past … hm let me think, 25 years? 

 
(Annie returns with two mugs of tea.  Hands one to grandma. The others put out 

a hand hopefully but she walks past them.  Goes off right and 
returns without the mug). 

 
JENNY: We used to be less cautious … more spontaneous. 
 
PETER: This is nothing to do with me.  Can’t you see you’re just bored with 

yourself.   
 
JENNY: And you are quite happy I suppose? 
 
PETER: Of course, I am.  I’m as happy and spontaneous as anyone would 

be who works 50 hours a week trying to make his 35 year old boss 
look good. .. hanging onto his job by his fingernails while half the 
department is offshored to Bangalore… spending every evening 
with two monosyllabic teenagers, a near-senile old woman who is 
not, I’ll remind you, my mother – because my mother lives in a 
nursing home – and a discontented menopausal … rat-bag. 

 
(Long silence). 
 
JENNY: (Supresses a smile).  Rat-bag? 
 
PETER: Well? 
 
JENNY: What kind of insult is that?  No-one says rat-bag. 
 
PETER: They should … when it’s appropriate. 
 
JENNY: At least you didn’t say “fat menopausal rat-bag”. 
 
PETER: You’re not fat. 
 
JENNY: That’s the nicest thing you’ve said to me in ages. 
 



PETER: You don’t give me a chance to be nice. 
 
JENNY: I know.   
 
(Max and Annie appear in the background.  Max has some jeans and some food 

items. They don’t speak and no-one turns round.   Annie offers up a  
pink sweater, he looks askance, she shrugs.  He takes it, goes off 
right and returns empty handed.) 

 
PETER: Look I won’t ring the police straight away, I’ll try and get him to talk 

and then if he seems OK he can wait inside and maybe get 
something to eat. 

 
Knock at the door. 
 
PETER: OK? 
 
JENNY: Thanks. 
 
PETER: (Gets up, looks to Max to go with him) Come on then, Jackie Chan. 
 
Peter and Max go off right. Instantly they are backing back into the room dazzled 

by a bright light and followed by a young good looking man in a  
too-small pink sweater and film crew.   

 
WOMAN: I’m Antonia Lester from Channel 7’s “What Would You Do?”. 
 
They all stare. 
 
WOMAN: Cut!   We’ll have to re-do that bit.  We need a bit more of a reaction. 
 
PETER: He’s an actor!   
 
WOMAN: You did really well.  
 
JENNY: (Starts tidying things). We’re not on television now are we? 
 
PETER: What is this? 
 
WOMAN: We’ve done a four year old begging on the street.  A man on train 

being mugged.  I think this is one of the best we’ve got.  I mean you 
didn’t bring him inside, which is understandable, but you did really 
reach out… hot drink, blanket, food, clothes, money … 

 
PETER: Money? 
 



(Max looks away). 
 
WOMAN: Honestly, most people are too busy reading about celebrities or 

watching  TV to respond to someone who is really suffering in front 
of their eyes. 

 
PETER: But he wasn’t really suffering. 
 
WOMAN: But you didn’t know that, did you? 
 
JENNY: That’s my sweater. 
 
MAN: Yeah … sorry …  
 
(Takes off sweater.  Marion touches his bare chest and starts to take off her 

sweater). 
 
 
THE END 


