
 

 

 

 

 

what’s done is done 

by bret salinger



Scene 1 

int. school corridor 

Margaret Thompson walks along an otherwise empty 
corridor. She passes a door and a moment later Frank 
Dalrymple appears at the doorway. 

frank 
Mrs Thompson. Mrs Thompson, have you 
got a moment? 

Margaret stops walking and rolls her eyes. She calls 
out over her shoulder. 

margaret 
Not really. What is it Mr Dalrymple? 

Frank Dalrymple leaves the classroom and closes the 
door. He approaches Margaret nervously. Margaret 
looks straight ahead, refusing to make eye contact. 

frank 
Bloody John Trimboli calls in sick 
this morning and there aren’t enough 
staff to cover the extras today. 
Imagine that - the Deputy stuck down 
here in D block baby-sitting 
Trimboli’s Year Tens. 

Margaret suddenly looks Frank in the eye. 

Margaret 
(curt) 

That’s what you had to say to me? 

Frank looks away, pawing at the polished lino with 
his shoe. 

frank 
You didn’t come to my office. Why 
not? I had a plunger and some 
biscuits ready for us, just like we 
arranged. 

Margaret 
You mean I didn’t come like you 
arranged. 

Frank gathers the courage to look Margaret in the 



eye. 

Frank 
You have to admit; we need to talk. 
Margaret, you should have come to my 
office. 

Margaret 
(impassive) 

I said everything I had to say 
yesterday afternoon. Really, what 
else could possibly need saying now? 

A student enters the corridor. 

frank 
What are you doing out of class? 

student 
Mrs Moore told me I could – 

frank 
(interrupting) 
Well, get on with it then. 

The student scurries away. 

Frank 
(anxious) 

Come on Margaret. Please don’t make 
me spell it out. Not here. Not in the 
bloody corridor. Please? 

margaret 
The answer is ‘no’. The answer was 
‘no’ yesterday afternoon, it’s ‘no’ 
today, and it’ll be ‘no’ tomorrow, 
and the day after that too. 

Frank leans forward and crowds in on Margaret who 
doesn’t react to the invasion of her personal space. 

frank 
The answer was ‘yes’ once. 

Margaret reaches out her hand and holds Frank’s 
forearm gently. She looks him in the eye. 

margaret 
Mr Dalrymple, that was then. Things 



change. What’s done is done. 

The school bell rings and students pour into the 
corridor. Margaret and Frank step apart. Margaret 
shakes her head at Frank and walks away. Frank 
swears under his breath, and returns to his 
classroom. 



Scene 2 

int. motel room 

It is the previous day. Margaret, clothed, sits on a 
bed in a motel room. The bed linen is rumpled. Heavy 
curtains cover a large window; sunlight peeks into 
the room from the edges of the curtains. An ice 
bucket with an almost empty champagne bottle in it 
sits on a table; two empty champagne flutes stand 
beside the ice bucket. The sound of a tap can be 
heard from the bathroom. 

frank (O.s.) 
(from the bathroom) 

Margaret please, no more tears - not 
again. (pause) After all, things like 
this happen all the time. 

Margaret pats her eyes dry with a tissue. 

margaret 
Things like what? 

Frank (O.S.) 
Regrets. Things like two grown people 
meeting for a little fun on the side 
and regretting it afterwards. 

Margaret 
Fun on the side? Jesus Frank, is it 
1969? 

Frank (O.S.) 
What? 

Margaret 
Nothing. Don’t worry about it. 

The sound of the running water stops. Frank enters 
the room dressed in a loosely tied bathrobe. 

frank 
You’re not going to get all misty-
eyed on me again are you? We agreed: 
a little fun then home to our better 
halves. 

Margaret stands up and faces Frank who’s on the 



other side of the bed. She balls up the wet tissue 
and tosses it onto the bed. 

Margaret 
I know what I got myself into – and 
why. I’m not stupid. 

Frank 
I didn’t say you were. Just don’t go 
getting all irrational on us is all. 

Margaret 
You mean: don’t go getting rational. 

frank 
Margaret, you’re over-thinking the 
situation. Really, there’s not a lot 
to it, we meet once every while and – 

Margaret 
(interrupting) 

Fuck. 

frank 
What? 

Margaret 
We meet every once in a while and we 
fuck. No more, no less. 

Frank 
Like we agreed. 

Margaret 
Jesus Frank, don’t give me any more 
of that agreement shit. This isn’t 
anything I agreed to. It, it, just 
happened. 

Frank takes a few paces towards Margaret but the bed 
still separates them. 

frank 
Look, you know I’m not really what 
you’d call a romantic, but I enjoy 
our time together. And I think you do 
too – once you get over the Catholic 
guilt ingrained into you. 

Margaret turns and starts to gather her possessions. 



Margaret 
You were the one who ingrained that 
into me. All those staff meetings 
sitting around listening to gay 
priests talk about the sanctity of 
marriage. Then the two of us tearing 
off for a quickie like nothing that 
was said ever actually mattered. 
(shakes her head) Well, no more. This 
was the last time. 

Frank 
There’s no need to take decisions 
like that. We’ll go our own ways 
today, and, uh, I don’t know, come by 
my office tomorrow at recess and 
we’ll talk it about it then. 

Margaret shoves some last things into her handbag 
then stops and turns to face Frank. 

Margaret 
I can’t do this any more. I won’t do 
this any more. 

Frank ignores Margaret and walks over to the 
champagne bottle. He picks it up and peers at the 
contents. 

Frank 
Be reasonable. We’ll meet tomorrow. 
It’ll look innocent enough - no 
dramas. (pauses) Do you want the last 
of this? 

Margaret 
Don’t ignore me Frank. It won’t work 
this time. 

Frank 
(ignoring Margaret) 

I’ve just brushed my teeth, but, hey, 
what the hell. 

Frank pours the remaining champagne into one of the 
flutes and tips the bottle upside down into the ice 
bucket. He faces Margaret. 

frank 



(holding the flute in a toast) 
Well, here’s to the end of a year of 
good times then. Cheers. 

Margaret walks around the bed towards Frank and sits 
down on the edge of the bed. 

margaret 
It’s alright for you. Your kids have 
grown up. Lucy’s never home. Even 
when she is she doesn’t give a shit 
about you any more. 

Frank nods in agreement and takes a large gulp from 
the champagne flute. 

margaret 
But Peter still loves me. (Margaret 
glimpses at her watch) Christ, Zac’ll 
be home watching TV instead of doing 
his homework. He’ll be wondering 
what’s for tea. 

frank 
I know all these domestic details 
Margaret. You’ve told me all of this 
before. (pause) This past year has 
been great. I don’t want this – what 
we have – to end, just because you’re 
feeling a little guilty. 

Frank sips from the glass and puts it down before 
walking over to Margaret. He cradles her chin 
tenderly in his hand. 

margaret 
(pulling her head back and 
looking away) 

Frank your robe. 

frank 
What? 

margaret 
It’s open. 

Frank looks down. 

frank 



You weren’t complaining an hour ago. 

Margaret tries to stand up. Frank forces her to 
remain seated by pressing down on her shoulders. 

margaret 
(still looking away) 

I swear to God, I’ll bite the fucking 
thing off. 

frank 
Promises, promises. 

Margaret screws up her face. 

margaret 
You’ve gone too far Frank. I 
appreciate it’s only a little thing, 
but do you really want our 
relationship to end over a bit of 
dick waving. 

Frank 
This isn’t ending Margaret. I know 
it, and so do you. 

margaret 
For fuck’s sake, Frank, I said no! N. 
O. No! 

Frank loosens his grip on Margaret’s shoulders and 
steps back warily. Margaret goes over to the window 
where she throws open the curtains. Light floods 
into the room. 

margaret 
It’s the afternoon. I have a home to 
go to, dinner to make, a husband and 
a son to be with. 

Frank tries to interrupt, but Margaret continues. 

margaret 
Far be it for me to say so, but you 
look bloody ridiculous standing there 
in that bathrobe; sunlight bouncing 
off your bald head, your big white 
belly hanging down and your dick 
swinging in the breeze while all 



around (she gestures to the window) 
life - real life - goes on. 
 

Frank pulls his robe together, tightening the belt 
to cover himself up. 

frank 
Look, we’ll talk in the morning. I’ll 
get us a plunger of real coffee, not 
that shit we get in the staff room. 

Margaret grabs her handbag and starts for the door. 
When she reaches it she stops and turns to face 
Frank. 

margaret 
You really don’t have a clue. I’m 
telling you, what’s done is done. 
 

Margaret leaves the room. 

 



Scene 3 

int. Frank’s office 

It is a year earlier. Frank Dalrymple is seated 
behind a large desk that dominates his book-lined 
office. The door is closed. There’s a knock at the 
door. 

frank 
Come in. 

Margaret Thompson enters the room. 

frank 
Well hello Mrs Thompson. To what do I 
owe the pleasure? 

Margaret 
I, ah, I just wanted to say thanks. 

Frank 
For what? 

margaret 
You know. 

Frank smiles widely. 

frank 
What, for the jumper? It’s nothing. 
Though I must say the colour really 
suits you. You do look lovely today. 

margaret 
Well, for that, and, and, ah, for 
being there for me the other day too. 

frank 
Can I be there for you again? Soon? 

Frank gets up from behind his desk and goes over to 
Margaret. 

Margaret 
Umm… 

Frank 
Maybe we can get a drink after work 



some time. Some place special – you 
deserve it. 

margaret 
I’m not really sure I can. 

Frank touches her cheek gently. Margaret takes a 
half step backwards. 

frank 
Of course you can. (pause) Margaret, 
I think you’re the smartest, sexiest 
woman I’ve met in a long, long time. 
Hell, you make me feel young again. 

Margaret 
Well, I guess I could maybe get a 
drink after work on Thursday. Peter 
will be in Adelaide again and Za-. 
Yes, Thursday should be alright; but 
I’m not sure I want to, ah, you know. 

Frank escorts Margaret to the door. 

frank 
Sure Margaret, we’ll just grab a 
drink and forget about what happened 
the other day: what’s done is done. 

 

 

 
 

 
	  


