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Introduction
What do you do if you find yourself being haunted? Unlike ghosts, some ideas 
can’t be sceptically dismissed. They hold a power over us that, if not checked, 
can turn them into the most monstrous actions. We are often haunted by our 
own ideas and actions and occasionally by those of others. The ideas in The 
Salt Remains were inspired by one terrible moment that briefly shocked the 
nation before it collectively turned its attention to other matters. To go into 
details here would rob the play of some of its power but sadly it is a story that 
most of us are familiar with. Families torn apart, people losing their way. Grief. 
Anger. Revenge. I’m not the sort of person who would normally dwell on the 
endless tragedies that are paraded before us every day. But this one time, this 
one moment — it haunted me. Telling this story has helped me exorcise that 
to some extent, or at least put it to one side. It has also allowed me to explore a 
world that’s off the beaten track — quite literally. Regional Queensland can itself 
be a haunting place. It’s strewn with history that has been abandoned rather 
than built over. You can stand in an old pub and get shivers just by being there. 
So many stories, so much that has been forgotten. That’s the world of The Salt 
Remains — forgotten, tragic and haunted.

Tom Gardiner
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Foreword
JUTE Theatre Company is a company that is committed to the development, 
production and touring of diverse new Australian work. From our home in the far 
north of Queensland the company has worked with hundreds of regional writers, 
from the north, throughout Queensland and across the country over the last 20 years.  

By the time Tom joined our writing program the company had successfully 
produced 70 new works, some by new writers who had progressed through 3 
years of development towards creating a quality new work for production. While 
the writing program was mainly delivered in Cairns, we were used to attracting 
participants from regional centres across Australia and, while not ideal, committed 
writers from other centres and JUTE worked with this geographic challenge to 
develop regional writers and their work. The road from Mackay to Cairns was well 
travelled over the years that Tom was engaged with the program. 

During the process Tom worked successfully with respected dramaturg Peter 
Matheson who delivered the JUTE writing programs during these years. Ian Lawson 
at Playlab also played a role in working with Tom towards the rehearsal draft of the 
script in 2016. JUTE and Playlab have had a long and successful relationship since 
1995 and this relationship has been invaluable to JUTE’s writing programs. 

From the beginning, Tom’s passion was to write a work that would captivate an 
audience. He knew from an actors perspective that work needed to constantly 
engage, offering twists and turns and a compelling argument for both sides of the 
story. Tom was concerned with the psychological nature of violent acts and how 
humans have the capacity to provide a rationale for all kinds of what appear to be 
inhuman acts. The work asks questions of an audience about guilt, redemption 
and the ability of people to forgive and be forgiven.  

Tom’s voice is the voice of a fine actor who is used to diving into the darkest 
corners of conflicted characters. He understands the dynamics between the 
storytelling, the performer and the audience. He revels in giving actors deeply 
flawed characters so that an audience cannot easily tick the box of good or evil but 
rather engage in the complexities that make us human.

Tom has created an exciting piece of theatre that thrilled our audiences during its 
initial season at the JUTE Theatre. We hope that other companies will take the 
plunge with Tom to offer their audiences this thriller.

Suellen Maunder
Artistic Director/CEO
JUTE Theatre Company
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Notes
Characters

OLIVIA Early to mid-twenties. Her alternative style and appearance 
is far more metro than regional.

DAVID Late 40’s. Conservative and non-descript in appearance.

Setting 

The public bar of an old, regional Queensland hotel (pub). It contains all the 
trappings you would expect — promotional material and mementos, all past 
their best.



11 Tom Gardiner

The Salt Remains
The public bar of a Queensland hotel. Apart from the most 
recent posters of sporting teams and alcohol promotional 
material, there is very little about the place that is very 
modern or stylish. There is a jukebox in one corner and 
a dartboard with darts on a wall. Some tables near the 
bar still have chairs up on them suggesting that it is in 
the process of opening up for the day. There is a footpath 
display sign near the closed and locked doors that says: 
“Cold beer — OPEN — Good mates” or something equally 
trite. OLIVIA, early twenties, is at work behind the bar. 
She is on the phone. The phone is wall mounted close to the 
bar top itself, as if for the convenience of patrons. She tries 
one of the beer taps with no result. 

OLIVIA  Nothing. 

Listens to the phone and then makes some adjustment. 
Tries again.

 Still nothing. I told you. It was like this yesterday. It just 
died. Listen to it. 

She tries it again and holds the phone to the beer tap.

 It’s fucked. 

Listens.

 Well, call someone. If you’d fixed it properly — 

Listens.

 What am I supposed to do in the meantime?

Listens.

 I don’t know … we used to have a sign somewhere that fits 
over the top. Said out of order, or something. Where’s that?
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Knocking on the outer door.

 [calling off] We’re closed. [To phone.] It’s just someone knocking.

Listens. 

 I’ll answer it when I’m good and ready.

Listens. 

 Michael … Michael … focus. No, you’re not fixing this 
yourself.

Listens. 

 You can afford it. Get out of bed, put some underpants on and 
pay someone to come and fix this shit hole.

Listens.

 It is a shit hole. 

Listens.

 I’m aware of that, that’s why we’re having this conversation. 
You’re the shit hole-er, and I’m the shit hole-ee who is about 10 
seconds away from either walking away or burning it down. 

Listens.

 I do not always say that. 

Listens.

 Okay, I always say it. I say it every day, every hour, every 
fucking minute that I’m here. What does that tell you? 

Knocking on the door. 

 [calling off] CLOSED. 

Knocking on the door. 
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 Look, I gotta go and see what this dicknut at the door wants. 

Listens. 

 A delivery? Why are you expecting one? What is it? Tell 
me. Just tell me. Eww, it’s not something from one of 
your catalogues is it? It is, isn’t it? You sicko. [She laughs, 
pleased with her teasing] Bye Michael.

She hangs up. Knocking. Louder this time.

 Yes, yes. Coming, coming. 

She unlocks door and then steps back to allow the person in. 

 Come on. In. The vultures see the door open they’ll be in 
like a shot. 

DAVID enters. He is flustered, sweaty and slightly out of 
breath. She relocks the door behind him. 

DAVID Good morning.

OLIVIA We do have a loading area you know, which I find very useful 
for deliveries. Then again, we wouldn’t want to risk a lawsuit 
by forcing people to enter hazardous environments like ‘the 
workplace’ or anything, so yeah, come in the front door. 

DAVID Actually, I have a bit of an odd request — 

OLIVIA Hey, hey — Whatever piece of rubber delight he’s ordered 
I’m sure it’s a match made in China, but I don’t need to 
know. Just drop it on the bar and show me where to sign.

DAVID Sign?

She regards him properly for the first time noticing his 
condition.

OLIVIA Bloody hell mate, you right? Those parcels a bit too heavy 
or what? 
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Pause.

 Okay, shot in the dark here but you’re not delivering 
anything are you?

DAVID Delivering? No.

OLIVIA Selling something?

DAVID Why would I be selling something?

OLIVIA The briefcase, the tie.

DAVID Right.

OLIVIA Are you?

DAVID No.

OLIVIA Ah.

DAVID Yes.

OLIVIA Well, we don’t actually open for another hour mate so I 
can’t sell you a beer.

DAVID That’s lucky isn’t it?

OLIVIA Why?

DAVID I don’t want a beer.

OLIVIA [A beat.] Ooo-kay, fun as this is — I’m going to have to ask 
you to leave. We’ll be open in an hour if you want to come 
back. In the meantime, go find something else to do.

DAVID Such as?

OLIVIA Whatever tickles your fancy, mate.

DAVID There’s not a lot of choice around here, is there?

OLIVIA Sure there is, I’ll give you two right now. You can leave or 
you can go somewhere else. Come back in about an hour.
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DAVID I meant in the town. I was hoping for a coffee but the 
cafe’s shut. 

OLIVIA It’ll be open in an hour.

DAVID And the caravan park kiosk.

OLIVIA It’ll be open — 

DAVID — in about an hour. That should be the town motto. 

OLIVIA What should?

DAVID Erm … Exspectare horam. [A beat.] That’s Latin, you see.

OLIVIA You’d better go.

DAVID ‘Wait an hour’ in Latin. Well, dog Latin … Canis Latin, if 
you like. [He chuckles at his own lame joke.]

OLIVIA [A beat.] You’re still here.

DAVID Look, I know this is unorthodox but there’s really only 
here or sitting under a tree, so if you could find it in your 
heart to let a lonely traveller stay until you officially open, 
I promise that I’ll sit very quietly, very unofficially … by 
myself … in the corner. 

OLIVIA Okay, Officially? We’re open in an hour. Unofficially … ?

DAVID Yes?

OLIVIA Out, both of you.

DAVID Both?

OLIVIA You and your tie. 

DAVID My tie?

She unlocks the door and holds it open for him.

 What’s wrong with my tie?
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OLIVIA I’ll let you work that out under a tree somewhere. Bye.

He hesitates for a moment but then moves towards the 
door. He suddenly bends over, hands on knees.

 Oh, come on. Don’t try that one. 

DAVID No, it’s alright. Just a bit light headed. Give me a moment.

She is unsure if he faking or not.

OLIVIA You right? You okay? 

He sways on his feet and she steadies him.

 Oh, great. This is fun. This is what I need. Come on mate. 
Let’s sit you down. Over here.

She takes him to one of the tables and chairs and sits 
him down.

DAVID Sorry. The walk was a bit longer than I thought it would 
be. Must be dehydrated.

OLIVIA I’m not selling you a — 

DAVID Could I have a glass of water please?

OLIVIA Water?

DAVID Please.

She regards him for a moment and then goes behind the 
bar and fetches a glass of water. She brings it back to him, 
still suspicious that this isn’t some ploy to serve him alcohol.

 Thank you. [Drinks water]

OLIVIA You still have to —

He stops her by holding his hand up while he drinks. She 
is thrown by this.
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DAVID My word, I needed that.

 She is a bit perturbed now, the situation is slipping away 
from her.

OLIVIA Well, I’m happy to help but I’ve got a lot to do and you still 
have to go.

DAVID Oh, don’t mind me. I won’t get in your way.

OLIVIA Listen — 

The phone rings. She jumps a little bit and then dithers as 
she can’t decide what to do.

 One sec.

DAVID It’s alright. I’m not going anywhere.

She goes to bar and answers phone.

OLIVIA Reef Hotel?

Listens.

 No, it wasn’t the delivery guy.

DAVID gets to his feet and stretches his back and legs. She 
tries to get his attention and motions for him to leave. He 
gives her a small wave and sits back down.

 It was … someone else. Just some guy. [quietly] I think he’s 
trying to scam a beer.

DAVID If you’re talking about me I promise you that I don’t want 
a beer.

OLIVIA [flustered] What? [To phone] No, hang on the guy was 
talking to me.

DAVID Let temperance be my watchword.
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OLIVIA [To phone] … wait. [To David] If you’re feeling better you 
can just … you know … get the fuck out. [To phone] No 
that was to him, not you. Look, I’m going. I’ll handle it. I’ll 
call you back.

 Hangs up. 

DAVID Boss from hell?

OLIVIA Who, Michael? Maybe if there’s a hell reserved for fat, 
lazy perverts.

DAVID I’m sure there is.

OLIVIA He’s just so … [inarticulate frustration] argh. I mean, he 
does nothing and I’m flat out.

DAVID Working for peanuts?

OLIVIA Right, and he doesn’t seem to understand that it’s all I 
can do to show up here every day. He thinks I should be 
happy-service-with-a-smile girl. I do the work; I shouldn’t 
have to pretend I love it.

DAVID Oh, believe me — I sympathise. 

OLIVIA Sorry. I shouldn’t be saying all of this.

DAVID Don’t apologise. I completely understand. You think to 
yourself: “When I’m on the clock, you own my time. You 
don’t own my heart and soul.”

OLIVIA Exactly.

He crosses over to her at the bar and adopts a friendly, 
conspiratorial tone.

DAVID And tell me why is it we accept brusqueness from someone 
behind a comfortable desk in an air-conditioned room, but 
not from a minimum wage shop assistant? 
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OLIVIA [short laugh] Yeah. The shittier the job, the shittier the 
service. That’s my motto.

DAVID I once had a boss who used to say: “If you don’t have a passion 
for the work you do — leave.” Then he’d go lock himself in his 
office as far away from that work as he could.

OLIVIA That’s him exactly. He only wants me to stay here because 
nobody else will work for him.

DAVID Then he clearly needs you more than you need him.

OLIVIA Mate, I tell you — I should just walk out.

DAVID I won’t stop you, comrade.

OLIVIA I should leave you in here to drink all you want.

DAVID [indicates glass of water] I’ve got a drink.

OLIVIA Oh yeah.

An awkward pause.

DAVID So … will you be heading off then?

OLIVIA If only.

DAVID Why not? You’re obviously not happy here. 

OLIVIA Nah, I’m alright. Will you listen to me? I shouldn’t be 
unloading all my shit on a customer. 

DAVID Well, as you’re not open I’m not really a customer am I? More 
of a passer-by. 

OLIVIA Speaking of which, you should probably keep passing by. I’ve 
got stuff I should be doing.

DAVID It seems to me you know exactly what you should be doing 
… and what you shouldn’t. I tell you what, you can escort me 
outside and then lock the door behind you and never look back.
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OLIVIA Get real.

DAVID I’m serious.

A beat.

OLIVIA Nah.

DAVID Promise I won’t tell.

OLIVIA Oo-kaay … this is a bit weird. Why are you so keen for me 
to see the back of this place?

DAVID Just trying to be supportive.

OLIVIA Yeah but why?

DAVID [shrugs] Because you’ve been kind to me. I feel like I 
should offer something in return.

OLIVIA Oh. [An awkward beat.] Sorry about the ‘get the fuck 
out’ bit.

DAVID That’s ok.

OLIVIA I’ve got a mouth on me.

DAVID I tell you what. Give me shelter from the elements and we’ll 
say no more about it.

OLIVIA I can’t sell you a drink.

DAVID Already got one.

She considers it for a moment but then shakes her head. 
He holds his hand up in placation and removes his tie. He 
shoves it in his briefcase and makes a theatrical show of 
dusting off his hands.

 It put up a hell of a fight. 

She regards him for a moment.
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OLIVIA You can finish your glass of water. But then you have to go. 
If anyone asks, you weren’t here.

DAVID I shall remove all evidence. 

OLIVIA And no trouble or I’ll get Nick.

DAVID Is he your bouncer?

She produces a cricket bat from under the bar.

OLIVIA Meet Mr Gray Nick. 

DAVID Goodness, have you ever had to use that?

OLIVIA I use it all the time.

DAVID Really?

OLIVIA Yeah, only cane toads so far but I’m working my way up.

She replaces the bat behind the bar and continues her work.

DAVID I’d hate to be at the top when you get there.

OLIVIA I think you’ll be alright. You don’t look like trouble.

She busies herself with cutting up slices of lemon with 
a paring knife. He self-consciously sits at a table. An 
awkward smile is shared.

 [half to herself] Why do I bother with this? It’s not like 
anybody ever wants lemon in their drinks. 

[Crosses to bar]

DAVID Well, I’ll take a slice in my water if it helps.

She regards him for a moment then drops a slice into his 
glass with a small smile. He nods in gratitude and then sits 
at the bar.

OLIVIA  So … you heading north or south?
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DAVID Heading north, but needed a break. You know the rule. 
Rest, revive and … thrive? Or something.

OLIVIA You must have started out early.

DAVID Why’s that?

OLIVIA Taking a break this early. How far have you come?

DAVID Oh, quite a distance. Early start. Beat the traffic. 

OLIVIA Work or holiday?

DAVID Holiday.

OLIVIA Nice.

DAVID Yes, saw the sign for the town off the highway and thought 
— it’s a good place for us to stop.

OLIVIA Us?

A beat.

DAVID My family.

OLIVIA So you’re not a lonely traveller?

Pause.

DAVID Yes, lonely in the sense that I’m lonely … here … with you. 
I’m not really the outdoors type, you see. I tend to look at 
the majesty of nature and think: My god, it’s so … boring. 
Much rather be at home in my study. But the wife and kids, 
they love it. So they’ve gone for a walk along the beach 
whilst I enjoy the splendour offered elsewhere.

OLIVIA You mean here? 

He gestures around him.

DAVID Indoors, you see? 
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OLIVIA I like the outdoors. 

DAVID And yet here you are, stuck in here.

OLIVIA Only because I have to be. [Pointing] Otherwise I’d be 
heading off that way.

DAVID Why, what’s that way?

OLIVIA Pfft. Not this.

DAVID I see. Well, when you put it like that, it sounds tempting. 
Perhaps you’re right. Perhaps I should try to appreciate the 
scenery more. God knows I drove past enough of it before 
I found this place.

OLIVIA I thought you said you walked?

A beat.

DAVID Yes, I did. But … erm … we drove around first … saw 
everything was closed and then I left the car with my 
wife and thought I would … stretch my legs a bit. A lot. I 
thought I’d walk. I thought I’d go for a walk.

OLIVIA So where’d you drive to?

DAVID A few places. The main beach of course. I saw some caves 
as advertised on the big billboard. A bit too far to drive 
but I’m sure they’re interesting. There was a creek as well. 
Not much to look at I’m afraid. Mostly mangroves. Tide 
was on its way in. Very peaceful. There was a little caravan 
park, with not many residents as far as I could tell. And 
lots and lots of forest. Bush I suppose you’d call it. All of 
which, as beautiful as it was, would look so much better on 
a television set. 

OLIVIA Because you’re the indoors type.

DAVID Mea culpa.



The Salt Remains by Tom Gardiner

24A Playlab Theatre Publication 

OLIVIA More Latin?

DAVID You know some Latin?

OLIVIA Who knows Latin?

DAVID I do. 

OLIVIA You a lawyer?

DAVID Teacher.

OLIVIA Do they still teach Latin?

DAVID No, no but it can be useful when teaching history. That’s 
what I teach.

OLIVIA Well that would explain why you’re here. 

DAVID Latin or History?

OLIVIA [laughs] Teaching. You teachers get lots of holidays.

DAVID Ah, yes … yes, we get our share. 

OLIVIA It’s not school holidays already, is it?

He doesn’t answer. A beat.

 How’s your water?

DAVID Almost done. 

OLIVIA Well, I’d better keep moving.

DAVID Don’t mind me.

She busies herself with her work. He watches her, 
making no effort to finish his drink. He explores the bar 
exchanging more awkward glances and smiles from time to 
time. He is idly interested in his surroundings except when 
she isn’t looking directly at him and then his gaze is fixed 
on her intently. He points at the jukebox.
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 Does it work?

She nods. He continues looking around and notices a 
dartboard on the wall.

 Now, there’s a sport I can get into. Do you play?

She gives a look that says “As if.” 

 I could teach you. 

OLIVIA What’s to know? Get the dart in the middle.

DAVID Oh no. No, no, no, no. There’s a huge variety of rules, uh … 
20 to 1, Cricket, 501 and so on. You don’t always go for the 
bullseye, although it can certainly … help you … win. 

He trails off when he realises she isn’t interested in the 
slightest. A beat.

 Excuse me, but I know you don’t I?

OLIVIA I don’t think so.

DAVID Yes, I think so. I’ve got a pretty good memory for faces. Past 
students and all that. Did I ever teach you?

OLIVIA Umm, no.

DAVID What school did you go to?

OLIVIA School? Umm … I went … I’ve been to lots of schools. 

DAVID So have I.

OLIVIA But I’m not local so you’re probably thinking of someone else.

DAVID I’m not local either, remember?

OLIVIA Yeah, but … it’s not me.

DAVID So, you never went to Thomasville? Warrangowan? 
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OLIVIA [She considers the names before shaking her head.] No.

DAVID Right. I just thought … you seem … never mind. Sorry.

OLIVIA Yeah, no worries. I get it. I remind people of people.

DAVID Yes, I get that a lot as well. Apparently everyone has a 
cousin who looks like me. I say, “It’s the glasses.” They say, 
“No, no he’s really like you. The way you look, the way you 
talk.” Then I take off the glasses and they say, “Oh yeah, it 
was just the glasses.” [They share a little forced laughter.] 
Maybe I taught your cousin.

OLIVIA I don’t even have a cousin.

DAVID You don’t have any cousins?

OLIVIA Nope.

DAVID Brothers? Sisters?

OLIVIA Uhh … no. Only child.

DAVID [A beat.] My mistake, then.

He finishes his water and places the glass on the bar with a 
small flourish.

OLIVIA Empty.

DAVID Yes.

 She crosses over to the door to show him on his way.

 Castle Creek.

A beat.

OLIVIA [taking a small step back] Castle … ?

DAVID Castle Creek Community School. Established 1983. P to 12.

OLIVIA [A beat.] What about it?
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DAVID You were at Castle Creek.

OLIVIA [A beat.] So?

DAVID So? So was I. That’s how I know you. Of course. You were a 
student at Castle Creek. I was a teacher there.

OLIVIA Were you? 

DAVID [indicating himself] Mr Hinchcliffe. Remember?

OLIVIA Not really.

DAVID Oh well, it was some time ago. It must be … what? 
Seven, eight, nine? More? I don’t know but I’m definitely 
remembering your face. That’s the funny thing about 
appearances, sometimes people change a lot but sometimes — 

OLIVIA [interrupting] Why?

DAVID I’m sorry?

OLIVIA Why do you remember me?

DAVID [shrugs] I don’t know. I just do. Like I said, I’ve got a good 
memory for faces. I’m sorry I didn’t catch your name.

OLIVIA Olivia.

He proffers his hand, she instinctively reciprocates and he 
shakes it warmly.

DAVID David. Mr Hinchcliffe back then of course, but just David 
now. I think we’re a bit old for formalities. Well, it’s very nice 
to meet you again, Olivia … ? Olivia … ?

OLIVIA [A beat.] Sherwin.

DAVID Sherwin … right. Sherwin.

OLIVIA Yes. 
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Lost in his thoughts he moves back to the middle of the bar. 
She is still standing at the door holding it open for him.

DAVID I don’t remember any Sherwins. Did I ever teach you? 

She shakes her head.

 No? Maybe just saw you around the playground? Tch, too 
many faces. But you must remember me? Mr Hinchcliffe? 
‘Grinchcliffe’ they used to call me. Now who started that? 
Was it … Daly or Ferguson? “Here’s comes the Grinch.” 
they used to say. I used to have this beard — 

OLIVIA [cutting him off] Yes, yes … I remember you now.

DAVID Good. Well, there you go — it’s a small world.

OLIVIA Yes, and it’s a busy world too, so if — 

DAVID Goodness, we’re both a long way from Castle Creek aren’t 
we? This is such a curious coincidence; I feel like we’ve 
staged our own impromptu school reunion. There should 
be music and drinks. Why don’t we pull up a chair and you 
can tell me about your adventures? Always keen to know 
what past students are up to.

OLIVIA Your wife … 

DAVID Oh, she’s fine. She’ll let me know when she’s done. 

OLIVIA I’ve got a job to do.

DAVID Yes, but … a job you hate. In a place you want to leave.

OLIVIA I still have to do it.

DAVID Too early for customers yet, you said so yourself. Come on, 
I can’t die not knowing. 

He indicates that she should join him at the table and 
chairs. She hesitates but then slowly crosses over to him. 
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She leans on the back of the chair but does not sit down. 
He seems totally unaware of how uncomfortable she feels.

OLIVIA What do you want to know?

DAVID What are you doing with yourself these days?

OLIVIA Well … [She indicates the bar.]

DAVID Oh right, of course. Stupid question. But besides this. You 
said something about wanting to travel before? Saving up 
for a trip?

She shrugs.

OLIVIA Maybe. It’s just a dream.

DAVID How did you end up here in the middle of nowhere?

OLIVIA I saw a job going and took it.

A pause. He waits for her to give more but it is clear she is 
not going to.

DAVID [laughing] That’s it? That’s all you’re going to give me?

OLIVIA What else do you want?

DAVID I don’t know. There’s a big gap there. You can’t have been 
here all that time, surely? What else have you been up to? 

OLIVIA I’ve had other jobs.

DAVID Yeah? Like what?

OLIVIA [shrugs] Other pubs. Worked in shops.

DAVID Did you go to University? 

She shakes her head.

 So you’ve just been working in bars and shops? 
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She shrugs and nods.

 Oh well, there’s nothing wrong with that. You’ve got to pay 
the bills. And it’s never too late. Plenty of pathways these 
days once you’ve sown your wild oats. Sometimes you’ve 
just got to get it out of your system and get out there and 
join a rock band.

OLIVIA Rock band?

DAVID Okay, I may be dating myself there, but you know — wild, 
crazy young person things. Parties and tattoos. Celebrity 
obsession. Designer drugs. Trend setting. Trend following. 
[Concluding lamely] That … sort of thing. 

OLIVIA You think I’m a fucking idiot, don’t you?

DAVID [taken aback] No, I assure you. 

OLIVIA No, I get it. Young, female and working behind a bar. ’Cos I 
couldn’t work in a bar and have a clue, could I? 

DAVID I didn’t mean — 

OLIVIA I didn’t mean … I know exactly what you meant. I work 
here because I’m obviously just some brainless bogan. 
Maybe you should come back on Friday in case I get my 
tits out in the afternoon? Because clearly either my life’s 
gone wrong somewhere or this is all I’m good for.

DAVID Well, which one is it? 

He tries a weak laugh but immediately regrets his ill-
considered joke.

OLIVIA Fuck you. For your information I did go to Uni.

DAVID What did you study? 

OLIVIA What did I … ? What the fuck does it matter? You don’t 
even know me. I was there, I left. It was fucked.
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DAVID What was the … issue exactly?

OLIVIA Lectures and classes and all that shit.

DAVID Maybe you just chose the wrong course.

OLIVIA It wasn’t the courses it was the whole “We’ve got life all 
sussed”, bullshit attitude.

DAVID But a good education is the key to —

OLIVIA Of course you’re going to defend it that’s what your whole 
world is about. You’re going to give me some bullshit about 
keys to success … blah, blah. No, it was pointless.

DAVID Pointless?

OLIVIA As in no point.

DAVID [aghast] You didn’t see the point … of an education? 

OLIVIA [Reaching her limit.] No! I didn’t see the point of an 
education. Just like I don’t see the point of this conversation.

DAVID [A brief pause. He gathers his thoughts.] I am fully aware 
just how undervalued what I do is, believe me. But I do it 
because in “my world”, as you put it, people can be more 
than what they are. It’s called potential. If you can’t see that 
then somewhere along the line we’ve failed you. I wish I 
could go back to Castle Creek and talk to — 

OLIVIA Can you stop going on about Castle Creek? Fuck Castle 
Creek. I don’t want to hear about — 

DAVID Do you remember the school song? 

A beat.

OLIVIA From Castle Creek? Fuck no. 
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DAVID [singing] From the first light of morn
 Our duty to truth,
 And honour is born,
 In our days of youth. 

OLIVIA What does that even mean? 

DAVID It means what it says. We have a duty to be true to 
ourselves and each other.

OLIVIA But it’s just a bunch of clichéd bullshit. Telling little kids 
they have a duty to anything is just wrong. We weren’t even 
sure what a ‘morn’ was.

DAVID [singing] To work hard and strive

OLIVIA [joining in, mockingly] In our everyday deeds

DAVID See? You do know it.

OLIVIA Woo … yeah. Come on, there’s only another fifty thousand 
verses to go.

DAVID I find your attitude a little offensive.

OLIVIA Oh, well you win then, because once you’ve offended 
someone it’s game over. 

DAVID I’m aware of the sneering attitude towards taking offense 
these days, but in my day it meant people cared about things.

OLIVIA Hah! And you assume that just because I didn’t go in for 
studying I don’t care about things? Why is that? Because 
that’s the privilege of intellectuals? You want to see me 
get offended? I’m offended that you think the only way 
someone can find individual purpose is by attending some 
fancy institution. After all, the education system has always 
valued the individual.
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DAVID Is that what you’re doing here? Being an individual?

OLIVIA You don’t know anything about me, Mr Indoors.

DAVID Maybe I know more than you think. [A beat.] Olivia Lloyd.

 Long Pause.

OLIVIA What did you say?

DAVID Olivia Lloyd. That was your name. You’re Olivia Lloyd.

Pause.

OLIVIA How did you … ?

DAVID There weren’t any Sherwins at Castle Creek. I knew that 
right away. And I remember you properly now. You’re 
Olivia Lloyd.

She stares at him for a moment. He seems pleased by the 
recall. Her expression is blank. She crosses over to the jukebox.

DAVID I’m right though aren’t I? 

OLIVIA Who are you?

DAVID I told you. I’m just Mr Hinchcliffe. David. [Pointing at the 
jukebox.] What sort of songs does this thing have? 

He crosses to the jukebox and starts pressing buttons, 
searching through the songs.

OLIVIA You never taught me.

DAVID No.

OLIVIA Then how do you remember me? My real name?

DAVID [shrugs] You’re not famous are you? 

OLIVIA No.
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DAVID Then I don’t know. But the memory is definitely there. I tell 
you what. I’ll let my subconscious guide me. I’ll pick a song at 
random that will reveal to us why I remember you. [A beat.] 
What do you say, Miss Lloyd?

OLIVIA That’s not my name.

A beat.

DAVID Alright, I understand. 

OLIVIA [trying to calm down] No, you don’t.

DAVID [with a sudden quiet intensity] I do, I really do. People change. 
You say you’re not Olivia Lloyd anymore? You’re Olivia Sherwin 
now? Then you’re Olivia Sherwin. I don’t need to know why. 
Olivia Sherwin. I love that name. You know why? Because 
Olivia Sherwin doesn’t take any crap from an old fart like me. 
She’s got opinions. Principles. [Pointing the same way she did 
earlier.] She’s the one who’s going to take you that way and she 
won’t look back. [He holds out his hand.] I’m very pleased to 
meet you Ms. Sherwin.

When she doesn’t shake he grabs her hand and places it into 
his own and then shakes vigorously. He returns his attention 
to the jukebox.

 I don’t know any of these songs. Where are all the golden oldies? 

OLIVIA You can’t play a song now. We’re closed. 

DAVID That doesn’t sound like something Olivia Sherwin would say. 
I’m sure she’s a party animal. Come on, help me out with this 
thing. I feel stupid here.

OLIVIA What do you think you want to play anyway?

DAVID Well, I was hoping for something rather apropos for the 
moment. Something that reflected our chance encounter 
and at the same time celebrated the fact that you’re about to 
spread your wings and fly this place. 
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OLIVIA You might be asking too much from one song.

DAVID Well you play something while I keep looking.

OLIVIA I’m supposed to be working.

DAVID Sounds like you have a passion for the work you do. Your 
boss would be proud of you.

OLIVIA Fuck that.

She nudges him aside and selects a song.

DAVID What are we listening to?

OLIVIA You’ll find out.

A song from the late seventies or early eighties starts playing.

DAVID Very old school. I’m impressed.

OLIVIA Not a brainless bogan, remember?

DAVID I love this song. Makes you want to dance doesn’t it?

OLIVIA Mmm, no.

DAVID Fancy a dance Ms. Sherwin?

OLIVIA [laughs] No.

DAVID Don’t make me dance by myself. I’ll do it.

He launches into some very uncool ‘dad’ dancing. There 
is nothing sexually suggestive about his moves, rather he 
seems to be trying to amuse more than anything else. She 
finds his efforts hilariously awful and only half-heartedly 
resists his efforts to include her. Eventually the song fades 
out or she turns it down. He is out of breath.

 It’s been a long time since I did that.

OLIVIA I can tell.
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DAVID Hey, come on now. I’m just a little out of practice.

OLIVIA Doesn’t your wife like dancing?

DAVID She does but I’m usually reluctant. It’s always been a source 
of small contention between us. She’d be amazed to see me 
now. Just goes to show that old dogs can change their spots.

OLIVIA You haven’t changed.

DAVID How have I not changed?

OLIVIA You look the same. You’re even dressed how I remember you.

DAVID And how’s that?

OLIVIA Like a school teacher.

DAVID I am a school teacher.

OLIVIA On holiday. Why aren’t you wearing holiday clothes?

He crosses to the jukebox.

DAVID Because I’m very uncool Olivia. Now, I believe I owe you 
a song. 

OLIVIA Do your kids think your cool?

DAVID Definitely not.

OLIVIA How old are you?

DAVID How old do I look?

OLIVIA Old enough to give me a straight answer.

DAVID Touché. Forty-four. [A beat.] Plus three.

OLIVIA Forty-seven. Bit old to be having little kids aren’t you?

DAVID How do you know they’re little?
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OLIVIA You said you left them at the beach. That kinda of shit 
stops being fun after you turn twelve.

DAVID Well Sherlock, Sophie is six and James is two, so you’re spot 
on there. 

OLIVIA You’re avoiding my question.

DAVID [slightly uncomfortable] Forty-seven is hardly ancient. 
But yes, I suppose a family came a little later in life for me 
than some. 

She gains strength from his discomfort.

OLIVIA Had to meet the right person, eh? Someone younger 
than you.

He gives her a look of surprise. She shrugs.

 Not such a crazy guess to imagine she didn’t wait as long as 
you to have kids. So … younger than you.

DAVID [A beat.] Elementary, Watson.

OLIVIA Well, you’d think she might dress you better. No, on second 
thoughts I think she doesn’t tell you what to wear because 
it’s the whole teacher/student thing going on. You’re in 
charge. You give the lessons. She’s the rapt pupil. You 
unlock her … potential.

DAVID That’s bordering on the inappropriate.

OLIVIA Relax, I’m just teasing you.

DAVID Ellie is — 

OLIVIA Ellie?

DAVID Eleanor, yes. Ellie is …

OLIVIA Special?
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DAVID Essential. She’s … she’s … she’s what I need to be me. She 
makes me more than I can be on my own. I met her later 
in my life because up to then I wasn’t looking for anyone. 
So when I met her that’s how I knew.

OLIVIA That you’d found what you were looking for?

DAVID Yes.

OLIVIA And that was … ? 

DAVID D-7. 

OLIVIA D-7? 

DAVID [He presses the buttons. Song Hey, Little Girl — Icehouse 
starts playing softly.] D-7. There you go. 

OLIVIA I’d better like it.

DAVID What do I get if you do?

She looks at him suspiciously.

OLIVIA What do you think you want?

DAVID Well … it is a hot day. 

OLIVIA I knew it! I bloody knew it. You want a drink, a real drink. 
All that stuff about getting out of the elements has been 
about getting me to open up early.

DAVID [Holds his hands up in a ‘You got me’ fashion.] Was I 
that obvious?

She is annoyed for falling for it but smiles in spite of 
herself. Once the chorus plays through and she registers the 
lyrics the song can start to fade away.

OLIVIA Hey, little girl? Are you trying to be funny or just creepy?

DAVID Neither, I actually like this song. 
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She shrugs to make an obvious show that it doesn’t bother her.

DAVID So about that drink?

OLIVIA Hypothetically, what do you want?

DAVID Water’s fine. 

He sits at the bar. She is behind it. She gives him a glass of 
water. Pours herself a whisky.

OLIVIA [pouring him a water] You struck me more of a scotch man.

DAVID I like a scotch on a Friday afternoon after school’s done for 
the week. My little reward.

OLIVIA Yeah, you couldn’t just have one any old time could you? 
You might end up dancing with your wife.

A beat. She realises that she has perhaps gone too far.

 Only joking. 

Pause. 

 Sorry, I thought we were still sparring. Feel free to return fire. 

He sips his water.

 Anyway … here’s to you Mr Indoors … Mr Hinchcliffe. 

DAVID David.

OLIVIA David.

DAVID What about you?

OLIVIA Here’s to me as well.

DAVID I mean is there anyone?

OLIVIA God, you sound like my boss. No. [She shakes her head 
vigorously and pulls a face.]
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DAVID You mean right now or … ?

She continues shaking her head.

 Not even …

OLIVIA What? 

DAVID You know.

OLIVIA [loudly] SEX? [Laughs] You can say the word you know. 
I’m all grown up now. You’re not going to embarrass me.

DAVID I’m embarrassing myself. But, yes … what you said.

OLIVIA Yeah … It’s … It’s not like I’m not into sex. I just don’t like 
the lies and bullshit that goes with it. Too many games.

DAVID Games?

OLIVIA Having to make a good impression. Putting on a front. I 
hate that. I don’t need any more lies in my life. 

DAVID [with sudden enthusiasm] Well then let us continue our 
conversation with no fronts, no games. Only the truth and 
damn the consequences. 

OLIVIA Aren’t we a little old to be playing truth or dare?

DAVID There’s nothing childish about truth or dare. Did you 
know its origins go all the way back to the royal courts of 
Ancient Greece?

OLIVIA No, but I bet you’re dying to tell me all about it.

DAVID Extraordinary people, the ancient Greeks. They mapped 
the universe and the human condition without a printing 
press let alone a computer. The difference between what 
they knew then and today is just minor details. 

OLIVIA Well, thanks for the history lesson but — 
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DAVID Parrhesia.

OLIVIA Bless you.

DAVID [A beat.] Parrhesia, as you might have learned if you 
hadn’t turned your back on the benefits of an education, 
was the duty to speak the truth for the greater good … 
despite the personal cost. 

OLIVIA What greater good was that then?

DAVID Ultimately? [He considers.] Well freedom, I suppose. 

OLIVIA Freedom from what?

DAVID Unhappiness. Fear. Regret. 

OLIVIA The truth will set you free, huh? Sounds cheesy.

DAVID Sounds tempting.

She raises her glass.

OLIVIA No more lies. 

He salutes back. They drink. A beat.

 How long have you been married? 

He gives her a surprised look that asks: “Where did that 
come from? She returns a look of her own that says: 
“You’re not the only one who can ask questions.”

DAVID [A beat.] Eight, nearly nine years.

OLIVIA Didn’t have kids straight away then?

DAVID No. I took some convincing. I wasn’t sure I was father 
material at the time.

OLIVIA But now you are?

DAVID Very much so.
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A beat. She is feeling him out with her next question but 
asks casually.

OLIVIA Are you a good dad, then?

He shrugs modestly.

 Modesty is also bullshit.

DAVID I like to think so. [A beat.] Yes, I am. I’m a good father.

OLIVIA Why, because you take them to the beach, Mr Indoors?

DAVID I’m not going to live that down am I? No, because … well, 
I love them of course but it’s more than that. I mean I’ve 
seen men love their kids from metres or miles away, but 
always a distance. It’s different for women. 

OLIVIA [sceptical] How?

DAVID Perhaps they take that closeness for granted. [She scoffs.] 
How could they not? You carry a child for nine months 
and the words ‘flesh and blood’ are not just a cliché, they 
are a realisation. Something sacred. I may only be the 
father, but I remind myself that my claim … my bond … is 
no less. I am my children and they are me. 

She is lost in her own thoughts. There is a shared moment 
of reflection before he turns his attention to her.

 Okay, I have a question for you. 

OLIVIA For me? No, no, no. 

DAVID It must be my turn.

OLIVIA I’m not done. Um … How’d you meet your wife?

DAVID How is this fair? When do I get a turn?

OLIVIA You’ve had plenty of turns ever since you came in.
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DAVID [sighs] I met her in a hospital. 

OLIVIA How romantic. Visiting or patient?

DAVID Patient.

OLIVIA What were you in for? 

DAVID We’re really getting down to it, aren’t we?

OLIVIA [enjoying her ascendancy] We can stop. I’ve got plenty to 
do and you’d better be — 

DAVID Clinical depression.

She is quietened by this.

 Does that come as a surprise to you?

She shakes her head in a noncommittal way.

 The … incongruity of Mr Hinchcliffe suffering from 
depression is not lost on me. I’m aware of how I seem, 
professionally speaking. Dignity and authority are two 
conceits that are quickly stripped away. 

OLIVIA It’s nothing to be ashamed of.

DAVID I know that now but admitting it at the time shook my 
faith. I somehow thought that it would be different for 
me. That I could reason my way out of the fog. But all 
that learning and knowledge counted for nothing. No 
immunity. No cure. I was … weak … helpless. It’s not easy 
for men my age to admit that. It’s not something I ever 
intend to feel again.

OLIVIA That’s bullshit. It’s got nothing to do with age or weakness. 
It’s an illness. It’s all just … chemicals and triggers. 

DAVID Chemicals and triggers? Yes, I like that. Chemicals and 
triggers. Textures and sounds. People and places — 
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OLIVIA … and memories. 

DAVID Memories, yes. We are their haunted sum. What escape is 
there when the world is nothing but a reminder, eh? Oh, 
sometimes you try to … try to block it out. See the world 
as something new. But when you close your eyes. [He 
closes his eyes and listens.] It’s always there. Can you hear 
that? Feel it? Shh. There. Right there. [She hesitantly closes 
her eyes and concentrates.] The essence of everything — a 
world of ghosts. Everything on the way here today took 
me to a time that’s passed. Paperbark trees. A song on 
the radio. The kids sleeping in the back seat. How do you 
escape the ghosts when they form the world around you? 
[A beat. He opens his eyes. Hers are still closed.] What 
ghosts form your world, Olivia?

She opens her eyes and regards him and for a moment 
looks like she might speak but then stops herself.

 The truth?

She looks at him, wrestling with herself but eventually 
shakes her head.

OLIVIA I can’t … 

He tries to hide his disappointment.

DAVID I understand. It wasn’t easy for me to tell you what I — 

OLIVIA Why did you tell me? You barely know me. 

DAVID [A beat.] Because now it can’t hurt me.

A pause. He waits for her to say something but she looks 
away. His head sinks in disappointment.

OLIVIA [suddenly] It’s the smell for me.

Pause. 
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DAVID What smell?

OLIVIA [A beat.] I can look away or close my eyes. I can put on a 
song and drown out the noise. But how do you escape the 
smell in the air? The smell of anger. The smell of … fear. The 
smell of the grip. 

DAVID The grip?

OLIVIA Something my Mum used to say. She had this thing … like 
when you can see music or smell colours. There’s a word for it.

DAVID Synaesthesia.

OLIVIA [She nods.] That’s how she’d know when it was on him, like 
she could smell his mind turning. She used to say he was in 
the grip. As if something else got hold of him. I guess that’s 
how she justified staying with him. 

DAVID Who? Your father? Was he … abusive?

OLIVIA He was a werewolf.

DAVID [A beat.] What? 

OLIVIA A monster. 

DAVID I see.

OLIVIA No, you couldn’t. You couldn’t see anything but what was on 
the surface and that was just … [She passes a hand across 
her face to suggest ‘flatness’.] Nobody saw it. 

DAVID But you did?

OLIVIA [She shakes her head] He was my Dad, you know? He was 
funny. And he loved us. It was all on my mother. She’d warn 
us away from him. ‘Don’t bother your father.’ she’d tell us, ‘He 
smells wrong.’ Sometimes I thought I could smell it too.

DAVID What did it smell like?
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OLIVIA Salty. Like when the ocean creeps up the rivers and creeks 
and chokes everything with the smell of salt. 

DAVID Salt? 

OLIVIA A salty mist in your nose, in your mouth, invading your 
head. It burns when you breathe it in. There’s a ghost 
you can’t escape. [A beat.] I used to see Mum when he’d 
finished with her. It was hard to believe he was the same 
person I knew. The smell was salt but he was like … a 
man on fire. I sometimes wished that all that … hate … 
would burn him up until only the salt remained. [Pause.] 
Sometimes I think my wish came true. 

Pause.

DAVID Olivia, your father — 

OLIVIA [realising the time] Oh, fuck … 

She crosses and unlocks the front door. 

 We should be open. 

She puts on a front that is all business to hide her 
vulnerability. She takes the sign out. She returns but the 
doors remain shut.

 Handy sign. Means I can leave the doors closed and keep out 
the flies. Shit … I should have peed first. That’s your fault. 
Pay me back by holding the fort while I pop out the back.

She rushes off to the toilets leaving him alone. After a 
brief moment he takes a deep breath and calmly crosses 
to the front door and locks it. He then goes behind the bar 
looking for something. Finding her cricket bat he removes 
it and hides it near the front door. He then crosses to the 
dart board and retrieves the darts. Olivia re-enters, still 
embarrassed by her earlier frankness. He sets himself to 
throw the darts.
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 Well look, I think the cafe would be open by now if you want 
to grab yourself some caffeine or milkshakes for the kids.

He doesn’t move, concentrating on the dartboard. She 
fusses behind the bar trying to look busy and avoiding eye 
contact. She is agitated. He doesn’t move.

 Not leaving?

DAVID Bar’s open. So I can stay now. Officially.

OLIVIA Your wife will be thinking something’s happened to you. 
Won’t she?

He ignores the question. Intent on taking aim.

OLIVIA Does she even know — 

DAVID /Brothers and Sisters.

OLIVIA /where you are?

DAVID [throwing a dart] You said you were an only child. But 
that’s not true is it? 

OLIVIA What do you mean?

DAVID Talking about your family just now you said ‘we’ and ‘us’. 
[Looks at his score] Need a double twelve. [He retrieves the 
darts and sets himself again.] Not an only child then. [She 
doesn’t answer. He throws again.] Brothers and sisters?

Pause.

OLIVIA Daniel.

DAVID A brother.

OLIVIA Olivia Lloyd’s brother. Not mine. 

DAVID But you are Olivia Lloyd.
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OLIVIA No, I ran away from her. 

DAVID Why? [throws] What did she do that was so wrong? 

OLIVIA She ran away.

DAVID Is that so unforgiveable?

She doesn’t answer. He shakes his head in mild frustration 
at her silence and throws his next dart with more than a 
little force.

 [turning to her] You know I don’t think anybody would 
blame you … for running, I mean. [Throws last dart and 
then turns his attention away from board.] So did you 
escape easily or was he the kind of monster who could 
chase you? 

OLIVIA Why do you care about him? 

DAVID I don’t, but you do. It doesn’t take a genius to know he’s what 
you’re running from. And this is where you’ve ended up. He’s 
hurt you but he’s also your father. You want to stop running? 
Maybe you need to forgive him. For your own sake.

OLIVIA I can’t.

DAVID He made mistakes. 

OLIVIA You have no idea what you’re saying.

DAVID Then tell me. Why did he burn? What were his triggers?

OLIVIA Nothing. The smell …

DAVID The smell … the grip … ghosts. These words help us 
understand but they’re not real. He was real. A real man, in 
real pain … just like you now.

OLIVIA He was the cause of our pain. He was evil.
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He abandons his game.

DAVID Is that what Daniel thinks?  

OLIVIA Don’t talk about him. Just leave it alone. 

DAVID Why? Ghosts can haunt but they can’t hurt you, not if you 
don’t let them.

OLIVIA [moving towards the door] You should go now.

DAVID No, you need me to stay. You need me to hear the truth 
because you need to tell it. Then you’ll be like me — free. 
Free to head that way or any other way you want. Tell me 
what happened to you. No more bullshit.

OLIVIA Fuck’s sake.

DAVID No more lies.

OLIVIA Leave it.

DAVID What did you do?

OLIVIA I WON A HOCKEY GAME. 

Pause.

 I played a game of hockey and we won. [A beat.] See? The 
blank look on your face. You don’t get it because you’re not 
the outdoors type. You probably don’t know that the more 
you win the more you have to keep going. Finals and rep 
games and extra training. And that meant Mum couldn’t 
pick me up ’cos she had work. So it has to be him. And 
so he turns up to practice and he’s watching me and he’s 
got Daniel with him and … [A beat.] I should have just 
smelled the salt on him but I was too tired and too small 
and he was my Dad and there was noise and …

DAVID It’s ok.
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OLIVIA [viciously] No, it’s not ok David. Don’t tell me it’s ok 
because that’s a lie, isn’t it, and you want the truth. It’s 
not ok that he tells me to go to my room. It’s not ok that I 
thought I could sneak a drink and then watch some TV. It’s 
not ok that I had to sneak past Daniel’s room to do it. 

Pause.

 The door was open, just a bit, and I could see in. And I saw 
Daniel. He was lying on the bed with my father holding a 
pillow over his face. 

Pause.

 I mean, I knew. I must have. It could’ve been a game, but 
a small part of me knew. I kept going. I actually went and 
got a drink of water. I was in the kitchen and then the next 
second I was two blocks away. It’s like some part of me, 
some survival instinct just took over. When I play it back 
in my head I don’t even remember leaving the house. But 
I can still see his little fingers moving. He was alive. There 
was still a chance I could’ve …

DAVID No.

OLIVIA I could have helped him. I could have called the police 
or gone next door for help. But I ran to the footy fields 
and just waited for someone to come and get me. When 
someone finally did it was the police. They found both of 
them … gone.

Pause.

 He was just a little boy. He needed me and I betrayed him. 
I ran away. I couldn’t save him …

Utterly broken, she slumps to the floor and is unable to 
continue. He watches her, without emotion. Moments pass.

DAVID Olivia — 
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OLIVIA Don’t. I don’t need a lesson from you. Anything you’re 
thinking of saying … I’ve heard it all before. It doesn’t help. 

Pause.

DAVID I was just going to ask … do you still love him? 

She looks at him. Shocked.

 If it had been the monster and not me who came through 
that door this morning? If he could come back, just for a 
moment — no longer than it takes a breath to leave your 
body. What would that breath say? Would it ask him why? 
Would it tell him you still loved him? 

A beat.

OLIVIA [quietly] Why?

DAVID I … I just wondered if … after all this time, you might see 
it as a way out.

OLIVIA [drained] There’s no way out, David. [A beat.] I’ve tried. 
I’ve tried to leave it behind.

DAVID But you’re half way there. 

He becomes more agitated, more urgent.

 When I walked in here this morning I thought right away 
that you were wasted here. That this place had leeched 
the vitality out of you. You talk about leaving but that 
won’t happen, will it? You escape this hole you’ll just find 
yourself a new one somewhere else. Because no matter 
which way you go he’s right there with you … and he 
always will be. Just waiting. Maybe he’s waiting for you to 
hear him out, maybe he’s waiting for you to forgive him. 
Whatever it is, it’s the next step. It’s your chance to be free 
… like me. Take it.
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OLIVIA How?

DAVID Say you forgive him.

OLIVIA I can’t do that.

DAVID Then just say you don’t hate him.

Pause.

OLIVIA [quietly] I don’t hate him.

He is visibly moved by this. He hesitantly reaches out a 
hand as if to comfort her but he does not touch her. She 
does not notice this. He closes his eyes and is still for a 
moment almost as if in prayer. When he opens them there 
is what can only be described as rapture on his face.

DAVID [whispers] Thank you.

He gets up and goes to the bar to grab a bottle of spirits 
from which he takes a long swig. He finishes and then 
slumps against the bar almost as though he is relieved of 
a huge burden he has been carrying. Despite her pain she 
can’t help but watch him, puzzled.

OLIVIA What … What are you doing?

DAVID Trust me, I’ve earned it.

OLIVIA Earned what?

DAVID Your … confession. I knew it was in you but I had no idea 
how to get you to say it. You’ve made me very happy, Olivia.

She is still confused but embarrassment kicks in and the 
anger starts to return.

OLIVIA You prick. You fucking prick. Did you get off on that? Did 
you get what you wanted?
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DAVID What I wanted was to help you, and excuse me but I think 
I’ve done that.

OLIVIA Seeing me like that? Putting me through all that? Don’t 
pretend you did this for me.

DAVID If anyone is pretending here it’s you. Playing the hard case 
but seeing yourself as the victim.

OLIVIA I was a victim.

DAVID No, you’re a survivor. Life has moved on but you haven’t. 

OLIVIA Whose life? My brother’s? My father’s? The fucking coward 
hung himself off the patio. My mother? She pulled a bottle 
over herself like a fucking shroud. There were no survivors.

DAVID Hanged.

OLIVIA Excuse me?

DAVID I’m sorry but it’s hanged, not hung.

OLIVIA I’m calling the police.

DAVID What’s the charge?

OLIVIA I don’t care, but he fancies me and I’m sure he’ll beat the 
shit out of you if I ask him.

She goes to the phone behind the bar. Before she can dial he 
puts the bottle back on the bar and holds down the receiver.

DAVID Fine. I’ll leave and you won’t ever have to see me again. 
I’m sorry if my actions just now seemed callous but I’m 
not sorry if I’ve tainted this life for you. Now you can 
stop running and make something of your life. Go back 
to University. Dig out your old psychology books and try 
to understand what happened to you. In time you might 
actually understand what happened to him. 
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Long pause. She hasn’t taken her eyes off his hand on the phone.

OLIVIA [there is a note of fear in her voice] Who told you I studied 
psychology?

Pause. He lets go of the phone and takes a step back.

DAVID You … You said Uni …

OLIVIA I never mentioned I took Psychology.

Pause. 

DAVID I just … assumed … It’s a common thing to study. 

OLIVIA [whisper] You liar.

DAVID Olivia, now listen to me.

OLIVIA Get out. Get out now.

DAVID Please, let me explain.

 She searches under the bar for the cricket bat.

 It’s not there. 

OLIVIA What have you done with it?

DAVID Why are you acting like this? You’re not in any danger from me. 

OLIVIA How did you know what I studied? I only did a semester.

DAVID It’s complicated.

OLIVIA How did you know?

DAVID There’s a record of everything, waiting to be found. 

OLIVIA So you’ve been looking for me? Is that it? Is that what you 
do Mr Hinchcliffe? Stalk the kids that got away? Track them 
down and fuck them years later when they’re legal?
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DAVID [horrified] What? No. No, no, no. It’s nothing like that. For 
goodness sake, I’m not interested in you sexually. 

Pause. She relaxes but only a tiny fraction. 

OLIVIA Then what? 

DAVID If you give me ten minutes I’ll explain everything.

OLIVIA You’ve got ten seconds.

DAVID That’s not enough time.

OLIVIA Five seconds.

DAVID There’s so much to say.

OLIVIA You can say it to the police.

She tries dialling again. He violently rips the phone from its 
mount and throws it across the room.

DAVID Now, I know that this must be … confusing for you but 
I promise you I haven’t come here with the intention of 
causing you any harm.

She grabs the small paring knife and holds it out towards him.

OLIVIA You need to go before you get hurt.

She backs him towards the door. He retrieves the cricket bat 
from its hiding place and advances on her, the bat swinging 
casually by his side. He cuts off her access to the door. She 
retreats until she is backed up against the front of the bar.

DAVID There was no need for this to become quite so fraught.

OLIVIA You touch me and I’ll fucking kill you.

DAVID Calm down. I need you to listen — 

OLIVIA There’ll be people here soon.
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DAVID I don’t think so. Now listen —

OLIVIA Your wife will be looking for you.

DAVID [shouting] WILL YOU LET ME SPEAK? [A beat.] Will 
you … will you listen to what I have to say, please?

A standoff. She looks towards the door then back at his 
bat, weighing her options.

 Alright, I confess that I have played a little bit of a game 
with you and I’m sorry — I know how much you hate 
games. I knew who you were when I came in here today, 
and I know what happened to you in the past. 

OLIVIA So, all that stuff about your wife and — 

DAVID [waving it away] I came here without her. I came because 
I needed to see you, to talk to you. 

OLIVIA Well, you’ve fucking well done that alright, so you can piss 
off now.

DAVID After what it took for me to find you? You think it was easy 
tracking you down? For a while there I almost started to 
doubt you even existed. It was after you’d left Castle Creek 
of course but once I’d heard your story I would never 
forget it even though I had no idea how important you 
would later become to me.

OLIVIA You’re fucking mental.

DAVID Put down that knife and I’ll show you I’m not. [He gestures 
to a point on the floor where he wants her to drop it. 
When it is clear she isn’t going to put it down he raises the 
bat and takes a step towards her.] Put it down.

 She drops the knife on the floor and backs away towards 
the bar.
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OLIVIA [suddenly] Drink? 

DAVID What?

OLIVIA [She grabs the bottle from the bar.] You want a drink?

DAVID Now who’s playing games?

OLIVIA No games. You want to talk? Let’s talk and drink.

DAVID [laughs] So what’s the plan here? Get me drunk? You think 
you can play me with a bottle of whisky?

OLIVIA I’m having one anyway. You can keep waving that thing 
around or you can join me.

He muses for a moment then cautiously and silently 
grabs another glass from the bar. He places this next to 
his water glass on the table. He keeps his distance while 
she has the bottle.

DAVID Set ’em up, Joe. 

She pours. He then gestures that she should put the bottle 
back on the bar and sit with him at a table. There is a tense 
moment when she hesitates as if considering whether or 
not to throw the bottle at him. He raises the bat a fraction 
in anticipation. Her courage deserts her and she places the 
bottle on the bar and then sits. He sits out of her range, but 
well within his — the bat resting on the table, his hand on 
the bat. She pushes one glass towards him. He regards it 
thoughtfully. But doesn’t touch it.

 [sighs] Olivia, Olivia, Olivia. This isn’t what I wanted. You 
were supposed to have … moved on. Proving me right. 
You know, if you’d been almost anywhere else it would 
have satisfied me and I would have left you alone. What 
might your father think if he could see you in this place?

OLIVIA I doubt he would care what happened to me.
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DAVID How can you even think that?

OLIVA He wanted to kill me.

DAVID He let you live.

OLIVIA I escaped.

DAVID Look at this place. You’ve escaped nothing. You’re still in the 
hallway peeking through the door.

OLIVIA After what he did — 

DAVID What he did was symptomatic. Corner any creature and watch it 
bite. You come between a mother and her children and hear the 
world wail, but take away a father’s children … and what? What 
kind of words do we reserve for the people who countenance 
that? Why aren’t they the monsters? Isn’t it monstrous to destroy 
happiness utterly and then shrug that “It’s for the best in the 
long run”? Do you think it is? Don’t just sit there looking at me 
like you don’t have an opinion. I didn’t come all this way to find 
you for the silent treatment. 

OLIVIA What’s any of this got to do with me?

DAVID Your father, he sounded like a bastard and a bully … I don’t 
deserve to be treated like him. [Banging the bat on the bar.] 
I’m a good man. [calmer] A good man would acknowledge his 
faults. A good man would undergo every kind of loaded help 
and transparent interference he was asked to. A good man … 
like me … would promise to change. Who could say no to that? 
Who would refuse a good man a second chance? Only someone 
who doesn’t need me. Someone who already has what they 
wanted all along. Now you tell me — Is that fair? [A beat. She 
realises he is expecting her to say something.]

OLIVIA Mr … David … I don’t have any answers for you. Now I can see 
you’re very upset about things but this really has nothing to do 
with me so you should go because you’re scaring me to death — 
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DAVID It has everything to do with you. All the answers I need … 
are in you. You’ve had years to think about it, now tell me 
what you think.

OLIVIA [choosing her words very carefully] I think … that you are 
in a bad place right now … and maybe … maybe … you 
have been fucked over, but … you’ll move on. You said you 
were a good father … keep being a good father. Don’t do 
anything that might be an overreact —

DAVID Oh, don’t sing that tune to me. You don’t think I tried it 
their way? I went to classes, support groups, counselling, 
everything to be the best dad I could be. I spent everything 
I had left furnishing a bedroom they barely sleep in. I attend 
Sophie’s school events — when it isn’t awkward — and 
I near kill myself to pick James up from day care every 
afternoon. Then one day I received an invitation in the mail. 
It was to Sophie’s birthday party. Would I like to come? 
And that’s when I realised I was living in a reality where my 
attendance couldn’t be taken for granted. I was … optional. 

OLIVIA I’m sure that’s not what they meant.

DAVID Of course they did. Who are we kidding? Because the kids 
need her, not me. She’ll thrive. My life is in pieces and she’ll 
thrive. They don’t want to stay with me in my shitty flat. 
Why would they? They’ll endure it but this isn’t home for 
them and it never will be. I am not a part of their home. 
I’m nothing more than an option now.

OLIVIA One they’ll choose. They’ll just have two homes, one with 
you and — 

DAVID Half the time — half. [With sudden anger] I’m supposed 
to be their WHOLE WORLD. 

She is terrified and her eyes flick to the knife on the floor. 
He notices. 
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 You’d never reach it in time. Just sit still because I need you 
to listen.

He continues hesitantly as if anxious about what her 
reaction will be.

 I told you I wasn’t crazy … and I’ve proven that to you 
today by the way I’ve tried to help. I don’t condone your 
father’s history of violence but I hope that you can see 
his final act was borne out of love — fear certainly — but 
fear of losing that love. It disturbs me that I find myself 
pleading the case of such a man but it seems that our fates 
are connected in a way. 

OLIVIA Connected? How?

DAVID [half to himself] Perhaps all roads do lead to Rome. 

OLIVIA Mr Hinchcliffe … where are your children?

DAVID How’s your Roman history, Olivia? Do you know what a 
Rubicon is?

She shakes her head slightly.

 It means a point of no return. It’s named after the river 
crossed by the conquering Caesar. In doing so he broke an 
inviolable rule. But you see … rules are not made for great 
men and he made the only choice open to him. He couldn’t 
go back; he could only go forward. [A beat.] Right now, I 
am the weary Caesar crossing the Rubicon. I’m close. I’m 
so close.

OLIVIA [quietly, with dread] Your children … what have you done?

DAVID I tried to think of a way … to collect Sophie from school. 
But it couldn’t be done.

OLIVIA [shaking her head] No.
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DAVID But day care was easier. So it was only James … I had to 
leave my little girl behind. 

OLIVIA No, no, no. You didn’t. 

DAVID You can relate to that I’m sure.

OLIVIA [her worst fears confirmed] You murderer. You murdering 
fuck. He was your son.

He just drops his head for a moment as if in shame. She 
makes a sudden grab for the bat but he doesn’t let go. 
There is a tug-of-war over the bat. She suddenly lets go. 
He over balances and falls down. She scoops the knife up 
and runs to the door, pulling hard, expecting it to open. 
The resistance of the locked door throws her off balance 
and she is momentarily paralysed by confusion but 
then desperately tries to force the stubborn door open, 
scrambling at the locks in panic.

 [shouting] HELP!

He has recovered and moves towards her, bat raised. She 
looks over her shoulder in time to see him reach for her 
and evades him.

 HELP!

DAVID We don’t need their help. 

She points the knife at him. Standoff. After a few moments 
of feints and thrusts he jabs her hard in the stomach with 
the bat and then grabs her by the arm holding the knife, 
twisting it and drags her in front of the bar. She drops the 
knife and is forced onto the floor.

 I am tired of being backed into a corner and then blamed 
for my actions. 

She continues to struggle but he is far too strong and he 
holds her still.
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OLIVIA You’re hurting me.

DAVID I’m hurting you. I’m hurting her. My behaviour hurts the 
children. What about hurting me? WHO CARES THEN? 
Hmmm? She gets to take my children and move on. 
Leaving me behind. Leaving me with nothing.

He releases her and picks up the knife which he tucks into 
the front of his belt. She stays down.

 They’re our kids, not hers. They’re not some spoils of war 
for the courts to award. It’s not a game for her to win. [He 
rips the darts from the board.] They’re my flesh and blood 
[He throws a dart savagely at the board] and my future. 
If she wants them, she has to have me. [He throws a dart 
wildly towards the wall where the board is hanging.] I 
will make her remember me every day she has left. I AM 
NOT AN OPTION. [He throws the last dart across the 
room towards the bar where it crashes into things. A beat. 
He regains some composure.] Bullseye. I win.

OLIVIA No, you lose David. You say what you do matters? Do you 
think any of it will matter after this? Every good thing 
you’ve done will be forgotten. Every kid you’ve ever helped 
will be replaced by the children you’re hurting now. You 
lose everything. 

DAVID Oh, I know what people will say at first but in time they’ll 
see the truth. 

OLIVIA They won’t see, David. They’ll burn your memory to the 
ground. You’ll just be another murderer.

DAVID I know I’m different, and soon you will too. That’ll have to be 
enough. it’s alright, I would never him suffer. Just a few small 
tablets and I left him in the car to sleep. Until the end comes.

OLIVIA [shocked] Here? You brought him with you, you sick…? 
Where is he? 
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Despite the present danger she begins to rise, angry 
again. He moves towards her and she backs down, staying 
on the floor.

 Okay, okay … but just tell me where he is. James. Little 
James — you don’t really want to hurt him, you’re just … 
you’re just angry. 

DAVID Now you begin to understand.

OLIVIA Tell me, where he is and you can see him anytime you want. 
Again and again.

DAVID I can see him anytime I want — he’ll be with me now.

She attempts to crawl towards the door. He kicks her 
sharply in the stomach and she collapses.

DAVID You can’t leave. I need you here with me.

OLIVIA [winded and in pain] What do you want from me?

DAVID Comprehension. Recognition. Appreciation. I can’t explain 
it to them, they’re practically babies for god’s sake. I’ve 
rehearsed what I want to say to them a thousand times but 
I know my words would be wasted. Sophie can’t think I love 
her any less. I don’t want to leave her behind. [anger rising] 
If you’d just moved on I could be sure of her future but 
you’re stuck here … WALLOWING. [calms down] I need to 
know that she’ll be alright — that she’ll understand in the 
end. [A beat.] I need someone … to speak for her. 

A beat.

OLIVIA [realising] No. Not me. Not me you bastard. 

DAVID Who better? You must admit the similarity is too significant 
to be overlooked. You’ve seen the sacrifice a father is willing to 
make. You may not have accepted that sacrifice yet, but there’s 
still time. If I can make you understand, then so can she.
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OLIVIA I’ll kill you.

She tries to get up but he forces her down with his foot.

DAVID I’m getting tired of these hysterics. Please behave and give 
me what I want.

OLIVIA What you want is sick. You want me to approve of what 
you’re doing? To sign off on the murder of your son? Fuck 
you! Fuck you to hell. You know what you’re doing is wrong 
otherwise you wouldn’t need me to give you permission.

DAVID You’re not seeing this for the opportunity it is. 

OLIVIA I’m not giving you any opportunities.

DAVID Not for me, for you. You can’t stop this from happening. 
All you can do is lie there and curse and howl at what you 
see as the injustice of it all. [A beat.] Or … You can use this 
as your last opportunity to deal with the past. I’m giving 
you this. An opportunity to find peace. Whatever you may 
think of me, shut the door on this and you will never stop 
running. You will never be free. Right now, I’m the nearest 
thing to your father that you’ll ever know. We can help 
each other. You want to scream at him? Abuse him? Fine. 
You’ve done that. But then maybe you can also talk to him. 
Understand him. Don’t let your anger at me ruin this for 
you. Speak for her and let me speak for him.

She is silent, appearing to think about it. She looks at the chair 
at the table and then at him, asking permission to get up off 
the floor. He nods in assent. She gingerly pulls herself up onto 
the chair. He sits opposite her. They regard each other.

OLIVIA What do you want to say? 

He gather his thoughts. This is important to him.

DAVID You know … you know that I love you? 
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OLIVIA Love me?

DAVID [irritated] Sophie. [A beat.] You know that I love you?

OLIVIA Is that why you wanted us dead? 

He bristles at her refusal to play along.

DAVID You know that I would do anything to be with you?

OLIVIA Do they want to be with you?

DAVID [getting flustered] Do … do you forgive me? 

She looks down at her lap, saying nothing.

 Well? [thumping the bat on the table] Answer me. 

OLIVIA [She jumps with fright but attempts to speak evenly. There 
is a hint of steel behind her voice.] I’m thinking about 
what you said earlier. About people being more. Potential, 
you said. What about the potential to trust people? What 
about the potential to love someone and believe they love 
you back? I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve left town, 
lost friends or changed my name. If you could put back 
together the bits and pieces I’ve left behind, then maybe 
I would have the potential to forgive you. I could be … 
more. But I’m not. But I’m no more than this. Olivia Lloyd. 
So you can stay indoors or you can cross all the rivers you 
want but all you’ll get from me is a drink.

She throws her drink in his eyes and as his hands 
instinctively fly to his face she grabs the bat. He grabs 
the other end and they struggle as before. This time she 
pushes hard and he falls backwards behind the bar. She 
pursues him and hits him several times. She leans on the 
bar, emotionally exhausted, breathing heavily. he suddenly 
emerges from behind her and places his hands around her 
throat. Despite his earlier assurances that he didn’t want 
to hurt her he is enraged and vents his pent up anger upon 
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her. Suddenly he stops and gives a strange sigh. Looking 
down he sees that she has stabbed him with the knife 
that was in his belt. In shock he moves in front of the bar 
and collapses, sitting on the floor. She takes a moment to 
regain her breath. Shocked by her own actions she hovers 
uncertainly before regaining her resolve and approaching 
him with the bat.

OLIVIA It’s over. [A beat.] Tell me where he is.

DAVID [singing weakly] When everything goes wrong, 
 sometimes it makes no sense,

OLIVIA Listen to me.

DAVID [singing] and it’s no surprise, 
 little girls hurt sometimes.

OLIVIA WHERE IS HE?

DAVID [singing] Hey little girl, who can you run to now? 

OLIVIA Fine, I’ll play your game. I’ll be your confessor. I’ll be your 
daughter. I’ll be anyone you want me to be.

DAVID You had your chance.

OLIVIA I’ll say want you want to hear. 

DAVID [smiling despite his pain] You already have. You told me 
that you still loved him. That will have to do. Therein lies 
forgiveness. I will be content. Goodbye.

He closes his eyes.

OLIVIA [She racks her brains for a solution.] I never said I loved him. 

DAVID [opens eyes. A beat.] You said you didn’t hate him. It’s the 
same thing.

OLIVIA No, I don’t. [A beat.] I pity him.
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DAVID You won’t change my mind.

OLIVIA I pity him, David, just like I pity you.

DAVID Pity me? 

OLIVIA Why wouldn’t I? You’re pathetic. You come in here, 
bringing all this with you and heap it before me like I’m an 
altar to your guilt? You can’t wash your hands at my feet. 
Do you really think you’re so different from him? Wearing 
your mind on your sleeve to justify the bullshit. Just 
another kind of grip. You’re nothing but a small man who 
can’t accept that he deserves pain just like the rest of us. Is 
that a lesson you teach your students? Or maybe they don’t 
remember a single thing you’ve ever said. 

DAVID [stirring] Don’t you dare. Don’t you dare try to undermine 
my life’s work. What are you? A barmaid. Nobody. I’ve 
made a difference.

OLIVIA What difference? You’re just another failure.

DAVID Failure?

OLIVIA A failure as a teacher. A failure as a husband. Now a failure 
as a father. 

DAVID I AM NOT A FAILURE.

OLIVIA AND I DO NOT FORGIVE YOU. You die now and you 
die a failure. The only way you can change that is if you 
help me save Daniel … James.

Pause. 

DAVID [smiles weakly] A good try. But I’ll take my chances. 
Goodbye Olivia. 

OLIVIA [she has failed. She is almost hysterical with frustration 
and grief] Tell me where he is or I’ll finish what I started.
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She brandishes the knife and moves close as though to 
use it. He removes his hand from his wound and waits, 
inviting her. She is unable to do it. She drops to the floor 
and weeps silently. Despite his pain he looks triumphant.

DAVID We’re wasting time. [A beat.] Just say it … please.

Pause. She takes a deep breath and forces herself to respond.

OLIVIA [grits her teeth] I … forgive you. Now, where is he?

DAVID Mean it.

A beat.

OLIVIA I forgive you.

Pause.

DAVID It’s not enough. 

She cries out in frustration and rage and rushes to the 
front doors. She opens the doors and runs outside.

OLIVIA [Screams] DAD!

Pause.

DAVID [moved] Yes. I’m here … Olivia. It’s alright. It’ll be over soon. 

She re-enters slowly and stands in in the door way.

OLIVIA Why are you doing this … Dad?

DAVID So, we can be together, always. And nobody can ever take 
you from me. 

OLIVIA What about Mum? 

A beat.

DAVID She’ll be alright, in time. It’ll be hard for her but one day 
we’ll see her again. 
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OLIVIA She’ll miss him.

DAVID Yes, but she won’t forget him. And she’ll never, ever 
forget me.

OLIVIA I’m frightened of you.

DAVID Of me? No. No. I love you.

OLIVIA You took him away, Dad. Where is he?

DAVID They took you both away. I’m taking you back.

OLIVIA Where is he? I want to say goodbye to him.

He tries to rises but he is in too much pain and slumps 
back down. He is fading fast.

DAVID Take my hand. [She does so.] I forgive you for running. 
You were scared and weren’t to know, Olivia. I couldn’t 
explain it to you. I love you.

She moves in close as if to hold him. He embraces her.

 Tell me you forgive me. [A beat.] Please.

Pause.

OLIVIA [Whispering in his ear.] I know where he is, you fucker.

She draws back and regards him in triumph.

DAVID No.

OLIVIA I can smell it on you. Your clothes have dried but the 
smell … salt. 

DAVID You’re wrong.

OLIVIA He’s at the creek.

DAVID You’re too late. The tide will be in by now.
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OLIVIA This time of the year? You’ve really got no idea have you, 
Mr Indoors? I’ve got all the time I need. I’m going to find 
him and I’m going to save your son. 

DAVID [His bitterness gives him the strength for one last shot at 
her] You’d take this from me? After what I’ve done for you? 
You’d throw away your chance at being free of it all.

OLIVIA You’re weren’t my teacher. You’re not my father. [A beat.] 
This is my chance, now — this time I’ll save him. And then 
… then I will be free.

She exits.

Blackout.
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