
INt. the deputy principal’s office 

The fifty-five year old Deputy Principal of a boys’ 
college, Frank Dalrymple, is seated behind a large 
desk that dominates his book-lined office. The door 
is closed. He is talking on the phone and drumming 
his fingers on the desktop distractedly. There’s a 
knock at the door. 

Frank 
(a little annoyed) 

Look Mum, I’ve got to go. I’ll get on 
to the maintenance office for you. 
Bye now. 

Frank hangs up the phone and walks towards the door. 
He examines himself in a mirror on the back of the 
door; hitching up his trousers, adjusting his tie 
and straightening his suit jacket. 

frank 
(muttering) 

Jesus old man, you’ve got to lose 
some weight. 

Frank pats his large stomach, then opens the door 
and sizes up the visitor. 

frank 
So it’s time for another talk, eh 
Goofy? I mean really, again? 

Year 12 student, Michael Morrie, enters the room and 
Frank shuts the door behind him. Frank leads Michael 
over to his desk and motions him to sit in his 
visitor’s chair. 

Frank 
You know the drill. Take a seat. 

Frank goes around behind the desk and flops down 
heavily onto his chair. He shakes his head at 
Michael. 

frank 
What have you done now? 

Just as Michael is about to speak Frank holds out a 
hand and motions for him to remain silent. 



frank 
No. You know Michael; I just don’t 
want to hear it. Whatever the hell 
excuse you’ve thought up, well, I’m 
not interested. (pauses) Just hand it 
over. 

Michael leans across and hands Frank a red slip of 
paper. Frank scans the paper, then places it on the 
desk in front of him, before slumping back into his 
chair. 

frank 
(sighs) 

Mrs Thompson again, eh? When are you 
going to leave the bloody woman 
alone? 

Michael attempts to speak, but Frank interrupts him 
by slamming his hand down on the desktop. 

 frank 
(angrily) 

Damn it Michael! No! You’ve done 
enough shooting off at the mouth of 
late. I don’t want to hear a peep out 
of you. 

Michael squirms back into his chair and sits still. 
Frank seems to ‘deflate’ before he leans forward and 
rummages through his desk drawers. He extracts a 
packet of Panadol, pops a couple of tablets out of 
the packet, and downs them both without water. He 
tosses the packet onto the desk and leans forward, 
resting his elbows on the desk to support his head. 
Suddenly, Frank stands up, leans over his desk and 
points at Michael. 

frank 
(angrily) 

I will not have you pissing off my 
staff members. Margar-, Mrs Thompson, 
is having a rough time of it at the 
moment, so for both our sake’s, you 
will go easy on her – and me. 
 

Michael, shocked, nods his head. Frank stands up 
straight. 



frank 
(confiding) 

My God Michael, Mrs Thompson is 
gunning for me to get your arse out 
of the college. She’s on the warpath 
and we’re both in her sights. I’m not 
a young man Michael. If Mrs Thompson 
wants to create waves we’ll both 
drown – but I’ll make sure you go 
down first. (pauses) She’s only been 
here a couple of years, but she’s a 
tough old bird mate and she’s got 
people siding with her. Mark my 
words; you do not want to be on her 
bad side. 

Frank reaches down for the red slip, reads it again 
and replaces it on the desk. 

frank 
 

Fix up your tie. You’re a disgrace to 
this school and your classmates 
looking like that. 

Frank moves to a filing cabinet and pulls out a 
folder. His back is turned to Michael. Michael half-
heartedly straightens his tie. Frank returns to the 
desk and slams the folder on the desktop. Red slips 
fly out everywhere. Frank retreats behind the desk 
and stands; his back is to the window. 

frank 
That, Michael Morrie, is your 
disciplinary file. (pauses) I don’t 
understand what’s gotten into you 
mate. You’re doing nothing but 
wasting your final year. You’re a 
smart kid, hell, I remember when you 
and your mother – God bless her – 
came up to see me and begged 
admission to the college. Begged. I 
don’t mind telling you – yet again – 
that I put my balls on the line 
getting you in here, but you’re 
pissing your VCE up against the wall 
my boy. Mrs Thompson wants your guts 
for garters. You keep pulling these 
sorts of stunts and I’m not going to 



be able to talk Mrs Rosendahl out of 
expelling you. Then Mrs Thompson will 
be coming after me. (pauses) Now I 
promised your mother I’d look after 
you… 
 

Michael flinches at the mention of his mother. 

FRANK 
…but with a woman like Margaret 
Thompson trying to take you down – a 
woman you can’t reason with – well, 
you’ve got to do me a favour and 
start acting smarter Michael.  

Frank rolls his eyes and loosens his tie as a result 
of getting worked up. He turns towards the window 
and looks out over the grounds. Michael mouths the 
word ‘wanker’ and simulates masturbating. 

frank 
Women of a certain age – like Mrs 
Thompson - want to help young men 
like you even though they can’t 
forgive old men like me for a little 
frivolity. It’s their mothering 
instinct. (pauses) God, if you 
haven’t got a sense of humour, you 
shouldn’t even be at the staff 
Christmas drinks. (pauses) I realise 
it’s been tough since last Christmas, 
what with your mother finally passing 
away of the cancer, but Michael, 
you’ve got to respect people like Mrs 
Thompson. All they want to do is help 
you. 

Michael leans back onto his chair so that only the 
back two legs are on the ground. One of his feet 
rests on the side of Frank’s desk. Frank doesn’t 
notice this. Michael is clearly uncomfortable at 
Frank’s mentioning of his mother and her illness. 

frank 
You mightn’t think so, but believe 
me, people like Mrs Thompson –like me 
– we know what you’re going through; 
even if we’re caught up in our own 



little self-interested battles. 

Frank continues to gaze out the window seemingly 
oblivious to the student in his office. Suddenly, 
Frank reaches out to the window frame and throws the 
window open. 

frank 
(yelling out the window) 

Get to class Peter Fowler or by the 
love of God I’ll shove that football 
where the sun doesn’t shine! 

Michael chuckles briefly and shakes his head at 
Frank’s actions. Frank closes the window and lets 
his shoulders sag. 

frank 
(quietly) 

This is strictly between the two of 
us. I mean it. It doesn’t leave this 
office. I only tell you this because 
of what we’ve been through; what with 
getting you into the college, and 
helping out your poor dear mother and 
all of that. 

Michael falls forward so that all four legs of the 
chair return to the floor. Frank spins around at the 
sound of Michael’s movement and faces him. 

frank 
(loudly) 

For Christ’s sake and all the saints’ 
too: I’m trying to treat you like an 
adult Michael. 

Michael shrugs his shoulders and offers an impish 
grin. 

frank 
(sarcastically) 

Apology accepted. 

Michael leans forward, giving the impression he’s 
listening intently. Frank returns his gaze to the 
window. 

frank 



(conspiratorially)  
Mrs Thompson’s been gunning for me 
ever since… (pauses) ever since… - I 
mean it, not a word, mate – ever 
since I got a little tipsy at the 
staff party and misread my cue; a 
little innocent grope in the 
photocopying room. Nothing wrong with 
that you might say – I know I didn’t 
think anything of it – but… (pauses) 
– remember, not a word – it turned 
out Mrs Thompson had had a 
mastectomy. It seems she had breast 
cancer a few years ago: before she 
started here. Hell, how was I to 
know? 

Michael leans even further forward in his chair. His 
feet are ‘bouncing’ now and he starts tapping his 
fingers on the desk nervously. Frank continues to 
stare out the window, his back to Michael. 

frank 
As I said, that particular little 
fact does not leave this room. So 
help me God I’ll bounce your scone 
off every wall in this college if I 
hear even a whisper of what I’ve just 
said out amongst the boys. (pauses) 
So, every time you act like a prize 
dickhead Mrs Thompson links your bad 
behaviour to my, ah, behaviour at the 
party. She knows you’re my ‘special 
project’ and if it weren’t for the 
pastoral role I have with kids like 
yourself at the college I’d already 
be out the door on my arse. Really, 
(Frank shakes his head incredulously) 
what’re the odds of copping a feel on 
a woman who’s had a breast removed?  

Michael is absorbed by Frank’s words, though he 
glances around the room looking for something to 
hold his attention. Tears well in his eyes and he 
chokes them back. 

frank 
What I’ve been through these past few 
months, well, you’d reckon what I did 



was as bad as a bloke shagging his 
own mother. 

Michael stops tapping nervously on the desktop, 
swallows heavily and quickly wipes a stray tear from 
his eye. 

Frank 
(oblivious to Michael’s 
reaction) 

Imagine that – you get a bit pissed, 
it’s late, the missus has just walked 
out on you, and you have a bit of 
fun, but oh no, every woman in the 
college is up in arms over a little 
something like copping an innocent 
feel. Mate, these are new and strange 
times. 

Michael exhales loudly. Frank spins around to face 
Michael again and realises he has upset him.  

frank 
Oh, Christ son. I’m sorry, I, um, ah, 
I, I didn’t even think. 

Frank is rattled and he approaches Michael, thinks 
better of it and drops down onto his seat behind the 
desk. 

frank 
(apologetic) 

Oh, Christ mate I guess I’m not 
thinking straight. I’ve got some 
things on my mind that’d kill a brown 
bear.  

Michael twists uncomfortably in his chair. He slumps 
down, his head in his hands, struggling to fight 
back tears. Frank collapses back in his chair, 
running his hands through his silvery hair. Michael 
continues to hold his head in his hands. His body 
shakes. 

frank 
 

Look, Michael, forget the dead bear. 
There’s no dead bear. (gentler) 
There’s just a silly old bugger, and, 



and, I guess you’re sitting opposite 
him. 

Michael looks up at Frank. Frank leans forward, 
picks up a pen and quickly signs the red slip 
Michael brought in with him. Frank slides the form 
across the desk. 

frank 
Look, about Mrs Tho – Margaret, will 
you go easy on her please? For my 
sake if not hers. 

Michael wipes a stray tear from his cheek, nods and 
picks up the slip from the desk. 

frank 
Go on you little bugger, get out of 
here. 

Michael scrambles from his chair and hurriedly moves 
towards the door. 

Frank 
Not a word, okay? 

Michael turns towards Frank, nods, and then leaves 
the room; shutting the door quietly behind him. 
Frank sighs, and checks the clock on the wall 
briefly before picking up the phone receiver. He 
dials a number and waits for a short while. 

frank 
Hello Mum, it’s Frank. (pauses) So, 
you’ve been flushing tea leaves down 
the sink again? I tell you what Mum, 
we’ll forget about the maintenance 
department. I’ll come over after 
school and unclog it myself. (pauses) 
Alright then, goodbye. 

	  


