
 
  

Split Down the Middle, by David Campton 

Two girls, in their late teens or early 20s, are adrift in a rowing boat at sea in a fog, during 
their works’ outing. Josie is described as small, thin and sharp; Fran as rather large and slow. 
They begin to panic and hope that someone will hear Fran's attempt at hooting. 
 
Fran: HOOT…HOOT…HOOT… 

Josie: Shut up. 

Fran: Thanks, Josie. I was just about giving up. 

Josie: I'm not cracking. We’ve got to keep our heads. 

Fran: Do you think we are near the end of the pier, Josie? 

Josie: Do you? 

Fran: You'll feel a lot better when we're tucking into hot pie and chips with a steaming pot of 

tea, and bread and butter and jam and cakes. 

Josie: Don't… When I had my palm read she couldn't see a boy in my immediate future. Now 

I know why. 

Fran: Funny how you think of things like that. 

Josie: Hear me laughing. 

Fran: Takes it out of you, hooting does. Are you going to take over? 

Josie: No. 

Fran: I bet you are a better hooter than me. 

Josie: What's the use. Face facts. 

Fran: Would you like me to hoot again? Just in case anybody's passing? 

Josie: NO. If we’re going, let's go in peace. 

Fran: Do you know what I’m going to do then? Do you? I'm going to wait till it's dark, really 

dark. Then I'm going to strike matches. 

Josie: What matches? 

Fran: I know it ought to be rockets, but we haven't got any rockets. I got a box of matches 

though. I always keep a box with me in case. In my handbag. Here. (Feels under seat.) 

Josie: It might help. Yes, it might just. Clever old Fran. Don't listen to people when they tell 

you that your dim, Fran. You have some bright ideas. Every so often. Of course I'd have 

thought of striking matches myself if I brought a box with me. But I didn't, so there 

wasn't any point in thinking. Let's strike one now. 

Fran: Josie… 

Josie: It's nearly dark enough… 

Fran: Josie… 

Josie: Just in case anybody’s looking this way. 

Fran: Josie… 

Josie: What? 

Fran: I can’t. 
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Josie: Can't what? 

Fran: Strike a match. 

Josie: Did you forget your matches? Trust you. 

Fran: I've got them here. 

Josie: What are you worried about, then? 

Fran: They're wet. They won't start when they're wet. 

Josie: Trust you to put them where they get wet. Trust you. 

Fran: I put them in my handbag. It's full of water now. 

Josie: Trust you to put your handbag where it could fill with water. Trust you. 

Fran: Under the seat was dry when I put my bag there. 

Josie: Think ahead. Trust you not to think ahead. 

Fran: When I felt under my seat just now, my bag was floating. 

Josie: Floating? 

Fran: In water. 

Josie: Trust you. 

Fran: Under my seat. Water. 

Josie: (blankly). Water? 

Fran: Seawater. Under my seat. My bag floating. Do you know what I think, Josie? I think… 

Josie: WE’RE LEAKING. 

Fran: That's what I think. 

Josie: Going down. 

Fran: Not just yet. 

Josie: And it's all your fault, you great gorm. Not satisfied with dragging me out into the 

middle of the ocean. Oh no. You have to pick a boat with a hole in it. 

Fran: It's not filling very fast. 

(Pause.) 

Josie: Sitting here waiting for the water to rise. It's torture. If we had any sense we’d jump 

overboard and finish ourselves quick. 

Fran: I could empty us a bit with my handbag. 

Josie: Your handbag! 

Fran: It's sopping already. The water can’t do any more damage. 

Josie: Can’t it? You wait till we start breathing it. 

Fran: Don't give up hope, Josie. 

Josie: I gave up hope hours ago. Then you had to bring it back with your chattering about 

matches. Now I'll have to give up all over again. 

Fran: You're not crying, are you, Josie? 

Josie: (In tears). I don't want to die. 
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Fran: Rotten way to end a day's outing. I wonder if we could get the money back on our 

return halves? Wipe your eyes, Josie… I’d lend you my hanky but it's in my handbag. 

Shush… Shush… You're a big girl now. 

Josie: I’m too young to die. I haven't lived yet.  

Fran: Make the most of what you got while you got it. That's what I say. 

Josie: What have we got left? 

Fran: Well, we’re together, aren’t we? 

Josie: Some comfort. 

Fran: We’re friends, Josie. At least you're among friends. 

Josie: My feet are cold. 

Fran: Josie… 

Josie: What? 

Fran: Should we sing a hymn? 

Josie: What do you want to sing him for? 

Fran: Might make us feel better about… 

Josie: (Wails)… 

Fran: I saw a picture once. At the pictures. Christians sang hymns before they were thrown to 

the lions. It made them feel a lot happier. It might make you feel happier. "Onward 

Christian Soldiers"… Or "For Those in Peril on the Sea”. 

Josie: You're insensitive. That's what you are. 

Fran: I was just trying to make you feel happier about going. Would you rather be saying 

something brighter? "Roll Out the Barrel" or "You Are My Sunshine”? 

Josie: If we got balloons and paper hats, we could have a party. 

Fran: Not just before going down. I don't think that would be right. 

Josie: You're not going to see me scared. I'm not going to give you the satisfaction. 

Fran: That's right. Buck up. 

Josie: Shut up… My feet are wet… I can feel my stockings cling to my toes… Why don't you 

say something? 

Fran: They're going to miss us… The girls in the shop. I bet they have a collection… I bet we 

have a smashing wreath. They could float it after us… out to sea… (Josie sobs.) I'm 

doing my best to cheer you up, Josie… The water’s not much higher… we could have 

hours yet… (Josie wails.) You live your life all over again just… before… at least, 

somebody once said you live your life all over again… We’ll be going through some 

times again, won't we? That time you threw a custard at Gertie Plumb and hit the 

works manager… And that time a man followed us all the way home and I dotted him 

one and it turned out to be your dad. Talk about laugh… Well, it's something to look 

forward to, isn't it? 

Josie: Fran… 

Fran: Yes, Josie? 
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Josie: I… I'm glad I knew you, Fran… 

Fran: I'm glad I knew you, Josie… 

Josie: I'm glad. 


