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Splinter was first produced as The Splinter by Sydney Theatre 
Company at Wharf 1 Theatre, Sydney, on 10 August 2012 with 
the following cast:

MAN Erik Thomson
WOMAN Helen Thomson
SHADOW TWINS / LAURA Julia Ohannessian, Kate Worsley

Director, Sarah Goodes
Puppetry and Movement Director, Alice Osborne
Designer, Renee Mulder
Lighting Designer, Damien Cooper
Composer, Emily Maguire
Sound Designer, Steve Francis
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CHARACTERS
MAN
WOMAN
SHADOW TWINS
LAURA

AUTHOR’S NOTE
Splinter was conceived with the idea that Laura is played 
by a Bunraku-style puppet. In the first production, she was 
manipulated by two actor/puppeteers. These women not only 
controlled Laura, but their presence provided a mysterious and 
unsettling note. They were invisible to the couple until the Man’s 
doubt started to grow: he then became aware of them. At the 
point when he asks Laura ‘Where is my daughter?’, the puppet 
vanished and one of them took its place. The other then replaced 
her during the hair-brushing scene.
The Woman remained oblivious to the usurpations; the Man was 
deeply disturbed by them.
These two puppeteers became the Shadow Twins of Scene 24.
In the last scene, it was the puppet Laura that the Woman brought 
to him. The manipulators worked Laura until the final moment, 
where the Man is alone with her.
Puppetry was explored in a variety of ways throughout the 
production (there were two other ‘Laura’ puppets of a radically 
different scale; the ‘absence’ was represented by an empty dress, 
et cetera).
This note is offered in the spirit of suggestion, and is by no means 
meant to be prescriptive.

LAYOUT
Indented text indicates soliloquy, as opposed to dialogue. These 
lines are thoughts spoken for the benefit of the audience, unheard 
by other characters.

HB
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1.

A MAN in love with an absence.

2.

MAN: Where is she?
WOMAN: In the bath, she’s fine, I just checked.

…
…

MAN: My God.
WOMAN: Oh.
MAN: I know.
WOMAN: It’s all over.
MAN: Yes.

…
MAN: Are you crying or laughing?
WOMAN: Laughing. Crying from laughing.
MAN: I’m amazed we have any tears left.
WOMAN: Everything’s amazing, why are we surprised?
MAN: I am awake, tell me, aren’t I, I couldn’t bear it—
WOMAN: Yes, it’s real.
MAN: Not a dream, because I did dream this, over and over.
WOMAN: It’s real.
MAN: Isn’t it dangerous leaving a four-year-old in the bath?
WOMAN: Five now. She’s big enough, I only put a bit of water.
MAN: I can’t sit down, I can’t keep still, I’m going to check on her.
WOMAN: She doesn’t want us to.
MAN: How do you know, did she—?
WOMAN: The door.
MAN: She shut the door on you?
WOMAN: Quietly.
MAN: I’m glad we got the radio fixed because I was crying my eyes out, 

all the way down, did you notice? I could hardly see the road.
WOMAN: That’s why you kept turning up the volume.
MAN: You were in the back, you couldn’t see me, I was howling.

What was she doing?
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WOMAN: Looking out the window, then she slept. I just held her.
MAN: I saw you crying too, in the mirror.
WOMAN: I thought I’d never be happy again. I thought I’d never smile. I 

never thought I’d be like this, trying to stop from bursting.
MAN: She’s so, she’s all …
WOMAN: I know!
MAN: It was a shock.
WOMAN: My first thought was, ‘That’s not Laura, not my Laura.’
MAN: She’s so long.
WOMAN: Her arms and legs.
MAN: I was shocked.
WOMAN: That awful coat she was wearing.
MAN: And her face, what about her face—?
WOMAN: Exposure.
MAN: It’s all puffy.
WOMAN: It’ll go down.
MAN: And mature, don’t you think?
WOMAN: Time.
MAN: And experience.

…
Maybe.
I walked in and sitting beside the policeman was this thin, long girl, 
arms folded, looking at the floor. I knew it was her, but for a moment—

WOMAN: It’s like my arms ache when she’s not in them, they’re throbbing.
MAN: I held her and sobbed, and said, ‘Is it really you, Laura?’
WOMAN: But we can’t carry on too much or we’ll scare her. She didn’t 

say anything then, did she?
MAN: Just looked at me.
WOMAN: We have to be normal.
MAN: Yes.
WOMAN: Normal and calm. And maybe eventually—
MAN: She’ll speak.
WOMAN: We won’t push.
MAN: No.
WOMAN: We can bear anything now, a bit of waiting—
MAN: Who cares?
WOMAN: We’ve survived this.
MAN: We survived because of you.
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WOMAN: Both of us.
MAN: No, you. You held us together.
WOMAN: But you were the one who wouldn’t give up, you’re why 

she’s here.
MAN: I could only do that because of your strength. That first week—
WOMAN: Don’t, let’s forget all that.
MAN: No, but—
WOMAN: What did you think, that I’d leave you?
MAN: Her, and then me, in one week. How did you function?
WOMAN: You in hospital gave me something to do. I could do something 

about that.
MAN: Out of the clinic and straight to the liquor cabinet. I wouldn’t have 

blamed you if you’d gone.
WOMAN: Stop.
MAN: We came close.
WOMAN: But we didn’t.
MAN: Imagine if she’d come back to find she didn’t have a home.
WOMAN: She’s here, and we’re all together.
MAN: I always believed she was alive, but whether we’d see her again—

that thought sucked all the breath out of me, that she might be gone 
forever.

WOMAN: Once I lay down on the train track. I never told you. I drove 
out to the suburbs at dusk, when the light makes it hard to see. And 
I lay down.

MAN: What stopped you?
WOMAN: What if she’d knocked on the door and I wasn’t there?
MAN: I’m glad you didn’t tell me.
WOMAN: I wanted to.
MAN: But you didn’t.
WOMAN: It would’ve been selfish.
MAN: No.
WOMAN: Yet another thing to bear.
MAN: Something must have been watching over us to make sure we 

stayed the course.
WOMAN: I think so, a divine presence.
MAN: Are you getting all Goddy on me?
WOMAN: An angel.
MAN: All New-Agey on me?
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WOMAN: Well, what do you think it was?
MAN: Come here.
WOMAN: Shh.
MAN: I love you. I’m happy. We haven’t kissed for nine months. Kiss me.
WOMAN: Stop tickling me.
MAN: I love you, I love you, I love you.

3.

MAN: I made your favourite, tomato soup. First time in—
And the bread too, still hot. Lots of butter.
Don’t want to try it?

WOMAN: Maybe she’s not hungry.
MAN: That’s alright.
WOMAN: Did we bring tomatoes? There couldn’t have been any growing, 

they’re out of season.
MAN: I bought lots, because it’s Laura’s favourite soup.

How’s yours?
WOMAN: Good, delicious.
MAN: —
WOMAN: —
MAN: It’s nice and cosy indoors, isn’t it?
WOMAN: Doesn’t look like there’s anyone else around, I can’t see any 

lights.
MAN: Too cold for the beach. We’ve got it all to ourselves.
WOMAN: —
WOMAN: We’ll—      MAN: I could make—
MAN: Sorry, you go.
WOMAN: You.
MAN: I could make something else. Sausages.
WOMAN: The soup’s fine. We’ll have to get Laura some new pyjamas, 

you’ve grown out of those old ones.
MAN: When we get back.
WOMAN: That’s what I meant.
MAN: —
WOMAN: Dad wants us to come up.
MAN: You’re getting reception?
WOMAN: Now and then. He wants to see her.
MAN: Of course. Not yet though.
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WOMAN: That’s what I said. I said when we get back.
MAN: That soon?
WOMAN: Put yourself, you know, he really wants to see her.
MAN: Yes, but this is our time.
WOMAN: He needs that too.
MAN: Remember Poppy? He never stopped talking about you.
WOMAN: If we say two weeks, we shouldn’t change it.
MAN: Okay.
WOMAN: —
MAN: Supposed to rain for the next few days.
WOMAN: —
MAN: It doesn’t matter, we don’t need to go out. Isn’t it nice to be here 

again? We haven’t been to the house—
WOMAN: No, not for ages.
MAN: Pretty dusty. Garden’s completely overgrown. The roses have bor-

ers and black spot. Roses, in winter, is that strange?
Slugs have eaten all the herbs.

WOMAN: Eggshells.
MAN: What?
WOMAN: Crush them and put them around the plants, the slugs can’t get 

to them.
MAN: I brushed my hand against a twig tonight, very lightly, and down 

fell hundreds of brilliant insects. I wish you could’ve seen. Won’t 
you just have one bite?

WOMAN: She will when she wants to.
MAN: Maybe it’s not your favourite anymore. That’s alright. You can eat 

bread with lots of butter, even though that’s not a ‘proper dinner’, 
whatever that is, but we’re on holiday and we can do whatever we 
like. You don’t have to do a single thing you don’t want to. We 
could even have dessert first, ice-cream and then soup, let’s do that 
tomorrow. We’re just so happy, there aren’t words, so thankful to 
have you home, our dearest darling sweet girl. Come to me.

WOMAN: I didn’t pack ice-cream, it would’ve melted.
MAN: If ice-cream’s what you want, we’ll find it.
WOMAN: Where?
MAN: We’ve got that freezer bag.
WOMAN: It’d still melt, it’s too far.
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MAN: Ice-cream once we’re home, then. Enjoy what there is here. We’ll 
go for a walk tomorrow, play in the garden.

WOMAN: Laura, if you go in the garden, you remember to stay inside 
the fence?

MAN: She won’t be out of our sight.
WOMAN: Don’t go out the gate. No climbing down the cliffs, no playing 

on the beach. And you mustn’t wade out to your rock no matter how 
safe it looks, because the tide might come in.

MAN: She won’t be out of our sight.
WOMAN: She’s eating.
MAN: Yes.
WOMAN: She’s eating your soup. That’s a good sign.
MAN: It is, isn’t it?

4.

WOMAN: He won’t come to bed, but sits up watching over her. 
And I sleep better than I’ve ever slept.

MAN: I sit by her bed and watch her sleep. The puffiness is going. I 
can see Laura more clearly now, though her face has changed. 
It’s like when she was a tiny baby and I would keep a vigil. I 
feared that if I took my eyes away, even for a moment, that soft 
rise and fall would stop. There’s nothing I’d rather do than sit 
beside her and gaze. Those hellish days I could keep myself 
busy, I was on a quest, but the nights … I would sit by her bed 
and stare at an absence.
I learnt to love that absence like it was Laura herself.

WOMAN: He watches through the night, and in the morning instead 
of tired, he’s serene, almost euphoric.

MAN: I was overcome at dinner, perhaps it was too much, I said, 
‘Come to me’. She stayed quite still, and stiff and cold. My 
poor lamb.
I superimpose the old Laura onto the face of the new.
I don’t want to forget that face.

5.

The MAN tries to abandon the absence.
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6.

A presence.

MAN: What?! What’s wrong?!
WOMAN: Ahh—
MAN: Darling?
WOMAN: No, oh.
MAN: A nightmare?
WOMAN: I was awake. Oh God. I thought I saw someone looking in.
MAN: Where, in the window?

Where are you going?
WOMAN: Laura.

…
MAN: She’s there?
WOMAN: Asleep. Oh, my heart, feel it.
MAN: What did you see?
WOMAN: Something moving. You can’t sleep either, can you?
MAN: Not yet.
WOMAN: Did you see?
MAN: Maybe it was the shadows of trees.
WOMAN: Maybe.
MAN: It’s windy tonight and there’s a moon.
WOMAN: Yes.

She has to sleep in here.
MAN: She doesn’t want to.
WOMAN: I can’t close my eyes, every sound …
MAN: I tried to get her to sleep in our bed, remember?, then I brought her 

mattress in; she wanted her own room. I think that’s good, we mustn’t 
smother her.
Come on.

WOMAN: My heart’s still racing.
MAN: Shh.
WOMAN: It’s not really over, is it?
MAN: Let’s take one moment at a time.
WOMAN: Are the windows all shut?
MAN: It wasn’t here, darling, that was at home.

Splinter_INT_FIN.indd   7 23/08/2019   3:55:38 PM



HILARY BELL8

WOMAN: We’ll move, now she’s back again we can move. I can’t live in 
that house anymore.

MAN: Alright.
WOMAN: Are they shut?
MAN: It’s cold, we would’ve shut them.
WOMAN: I have to check.
MAN: I’ll do it.
WOMAN: Me. I have to check.
MAN: Don’t open the front door.

…
Who are they? A man? A couple? A group? They’re in her 
head, so they’re in this house. They’re at the table with us, in 
her bed. They come for walks with the three of us. They have 
a relationship with her that we know nothing about, they share 
things with her we’ll never be privy to. They’re still more real 
to her than we are, you can see that. We’re a vague memory, a 
distant dream. She’s obliged to be as overjoyed as we are, but 
it’s an effort.

…
All shut and locked?

WOMAN: Yes. Gosh, it’s freezing.
MAN: Your feet are wet: you didn’t go outside?
WOMAN: I wanted to make sure.
MAN: Oh, love, that was bloody stupid!
WOMAN: No tyre marks.
MAN: If you don’t care about yourself, what about me and Laura?
WOMAN: Don’t get cross.
MAN: Maybe we should go home.
WOMAN: Do you want to go home?
MAN: No, do you?
WOMAN: No, but there are more people around.
MAN: What if there was no-one out there and we left before we wanted 

to?
WOMAN: I can’t live like this.
MAN: It’s not good for her, either. We think we’re keeping her safe—

she’ll probably end up running away.
WOMAN: But the alternative’s out of the question. What about when she 

goes to school, how will we get through the day? I’ll never let her 
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walk to the corner shop no matter how old she is. We don’t even know 
what we’re fighting. Be careful of what?

MAN: Shh. Calm down. It’s alright.
What are you doing?

WOMAN: Going into her bed.
MAN: No, come on—
WOMAN: I’ll be able to sleep.
MAN: Love—
WOMAN: I’m fine.
MAN: Alright, goodnight.

…
Come on then, I’m here, I’m at the window, waiting for you. 
Show me who you are. I can do it, one eye on you and one on 
my child. Let me see you once and I can burn through your 
skull just by thinking, I’ll never stop thinking. Burn holes into 
your brain, cook your vile brain, then it’ll be you begging, ‘Let 
me go’.

7.

MAN: A tea party! Can I play?
Excuse me, Miss Laura, but can I play too?
… Here, give me the teapot. Let me pour.
Shouldn’t we pour into a cup? You’ve got lovely little cups here … 
No? Into an eggshell, well, alright.
What’s this, sand? No, yum, what nice tea.
I’m not supposed to drink it? Well, what do you want me to do?
—
Don’t you want me to play?
—
—
Laura. Do you remember me?

8.

WOMAN: I don’t think she remembers me.
MAN: What? Don’t be silly. Her own mother?
WOMAN: It’s alright. I’m just saying.
MAN: It’s not alright, that’s ridiculous.
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WOMAN: Okay, maybe it’s ridiculous.
MAN: I wish you hadn’t told me that.
WOMAN: So do I, you’re making a mountain out of a molehill.
MAN: It’s nothing, that a child has forgotten her mother?
WOMAN: She’ll come to remember us.
MAN: You think she’s forgotten me too, then, do you?
WOMAN: She’ll come to know us and love us all over again. We’re start-

ing again.
MAN: Five years down the drain, just like that, wiped away!
WOMAN: It’s what it is.
MAN: No. I’m sure you’re wrong. You’re imagining things. I don’t think 

it’s possible.
WOMAN: I’m not upset about it, I’m just saying.
MAN: She’d have some vestigial memory, some subconscious—
WOMAN: Yeah. Yes.
MAN: So, you know, give her a chance. Give her the benefit of the doubt. 

For goodness sake!

9.

The MAN watches the WOMAN commit to LAURA.

10.

MAN: It’s funny, being here, amongst all our old stuff, with her.
WOMAN: I know, it’s as if the colour drained out of everything, and now 

it’s back.
MAN: Same but different. Her.
WOMAN: Life and colour.
MAN: I feel I ought to smile when I come into the room.
WOMAN: Smile?
MAN: I never used to.
WOMAN: Why wouldn’t you smile?
MAN: It’s like trying to think of things to say to a person you’ve only just 

met.
WOMAN: You’re crazy.
MAN: I am.
WOMAN: What’s she doing?
MAN: Reading. That’s what I mean, ‘reading’?
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