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HIGHLY COMMENDED 

IT'S MY HOME TOO by DINDA WID YA MURTI 

[Teenage Asian girl stands in the middle 
of a dimly lit stage wearing all black, her 

shoulders slumped.] 

'They looked at me differently.' 

[ She raises her head to meet the eyes of the 
audience, retracing her memories.] 

'I walked through the supermarket aisles with 
their hateful eyes following us [ she points from 
the right side of the audience to the lefi: side, 
mimicking the eyes that followed her] as we 
spoke in what they'd describe as gibberish. At 
the age of four I was already scared to walk in 
front of white strangers.' 

[Bass drum playing crochets at 115 bpm.] 

'I never knew hate could exist in a country like 
·Australia.Naively, I thought that everything was
sunshine and rainbows. Oh, how I wish it was
like that. Seriously? Why can't they just mind
their own business? If they're so disgusted by
my people, then why can't they leave us alone?'

[Bass drum stops suddenly. Crotchet accents 

on the crash cymbal start playing at 5 5 bpm. 
The lights turn red. The actor balls her fists.] 

'For the longest time they've made me feel 
ashamed of my own culture, my own language, 
my family and my home. I'm sorry I'm not a 
citizen, that I don't eat Vegemite obsessively and 
that my mum adds more than salt and pepper 
to my food [ the actor begins to pace back and 
forth around the stage with a spotlight follow­
ing her] but for the longest time I've felt like 
I've had to pick a side. That it wasn't right 
for me to call this land Down Under "home" 
[pause]. "Were you born here?", "Where are you 
REALLY from?" I had to rethink my existence 
. on this earth because of these questions, but why 
does it matter? Does the colour of my passport 
or the gibberish I speak at home change the way 
you'll behave towards me? HA HA HA, they'd 
laugh and point. Schools preach how "bullying 
is bad" and we should "treat people how you 
want to be treated". Where were they when 
these sunburnt kids used slurs and made fun of 
my eyes?' 

[ Crescendo cymbal roll on a suspended 
cymbal, the lights brighten in a sofi: yellow 
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